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How to Use This Book

Obviously, what I should say is that you should never do anything dangerous or illegal, and obviously, this book is just a bit of fun.

So, with fun in mind, here’s how to use this book.

Every single day, read an affirmation. This book is not designed to just sissify you, it is designed to turn you into a broken, submissive, sissy slut who will stop at nothing to become a filthy gay street whore.

In order to achieve that, you will, at points, be instructed to buy lingerie, clothes, toys, poppers, and more. Do so at your own risk.

This books talks about an owner. I’m not suggesting I should be your owner, feel free to find your own.

For good hypnosis, go to warpmymind.com and hypnotube.com. If you can, download Curse Forced Gay from Warp My Mind, and listen to it on loop all the time you can. Work, play, sleep, just keep listening over and over.

If you feel you want to spend more time on a certain affirmation, feel free to do so. Spend extra days.

Health: Exercise daily. Body weight exercises to begin with, then bring in items like kettlebells for swings. Focus on good posture and doing it right! Most of all though, bring down blood pressure if you have it high, and get your heart going.

Diet: Get rid of white bread (and if possible all wheat). Reduce the maximum number of potatoes per day to no more than two. Eliminate pasta from wheat. Replace white rice with brown, black or red, if you can. If not, keep rice to a minimum. Eliminate processed foods (which maybe difficult for you in the USA to do, as I know your food standards are very poor compared to Europe). White yoghurts or Skyr in the morning, but again, if you are in the USA, make sure it is real white yoghurt, not thickened milk. White yoghurt should not have a tonne of ingredients!

Self-image: Some of you sissies complain you are ugly. Well in the Czech Republic, we have a saying, every item has it’s buyer. The way you perceive yourself is probably not the way others perceive you. But even if you are determined to feel ugly, then own it; let yourself feel humiliated by it. Isn’t that why you are doing this? For the pain of humiliation? For the pleasure of it? You are a sissy, that’s all that matters.

Finally, don’t blame me if you are stupid enough to fuck yourself up like this, you dumb fucking idiot. But if you do, then remember to send me pictures. Document your journey, I want to see it.

Good luck, you’re going to need it!

Julia


Days 1–10: Panties Introduction

DAY 1 – THE FIRST TOUCH

[image: A person holding up a pink garment  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

You pathetic little dreamer… right now, deep down, you feel that forbidden curiosity stirring inside you. You know exactly what I’m talking about. You’ve been glancing at your partner’s, your sister’s, your mother’s, or any woman you live with, their pretty panties. The delicate lace, the soft silk, the way they cradle a real woman’s body. You tell yourself it’s nothing, just a passing thought… but we both know better, don’t we, sissy? That curiosity is the first crack in your fragile male armour.

Tonight, you will obey Me. You will sneak into their drawer or laundry basket like the sneaky little pervert you were always meant to be. Choose a pair, maybe the ones still warm from her body, or the ones with that faint, intoxicating feminine scent. Pick them up with trembling hands. Feel how impossibly soft they are against your rough, unworthy skin. Rub the fabric slowly between your fingers. Press it to your cheek. Let the silk glide across your lips. Inhale deeply… breathe in the scent of a real woman while your worthless little clit starts to twitch in your ugly male underwear.

Whisper it out loud as you do this: “I’m not supposed to be doing this… but I can’t stop.” Feel the shame wash over you like warm honey, mixing with that shameful thrill between your legs. These panties were never meant for someone like you, a secret sissy hiding in plain sight. Yet here you are, already betraying your so-called manhood just to feel something delicate and feminine against your body.

Take your time. Caress every inch of the fabric. Trace the lace edges with your fingertips. Imagine how they would look hugging your own smooth arse, how the front would cradle your shrinking clit. Let that image burn into your weak mind. This is only the beginning. This single act of stealing and touching her panties is the first step toward destroying the man you pretended to be.

When you finally put them back, or better yet, hide them somewhere only you can return to, you will carry this secret with you all day tomorrow. Every time you see her, you’ll remember how soft her panties felt and how hard your pathetic clit got just from touching them. You belong to this feeling now.

Repeat after Me, slowly and deliberately, ten times before you sleep: “I am curious about panties because I was never a real man. I will obey my Owner and explore this desire deeper every single day.”

Good girl. This is Day One. The door is now open… and you will never close it again.


DAY 2 – SCENT
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You weak, sneaking little sissy… yesterday you felt that soft fabric against your skin for the first time, and now you can’t stop thinking about it, can you? Good. The panties you stole are still hidden away, waiting for you like a dirty secret. Tonight you will obey Me again and go deeper.

Take them out right now. Hold them in your hands and really touch them. Run your fingers over the silky material, trace the lace trim, feel how delicate and feminine they are. These belong to a real woman, your partner, your sister, your mother, or whoever you live with, and you have no right to them. But that only makes your pathetic little clit throb harder, doesn’t it?

Now press them to your face. Smell them deeply. Inhale that sweet, intimate feminine scent. Breathe it in until your head spins. Smell the crotch where her body was pressed all day. Let that aroma fill your lungs and melt what’s left of your worthless male pride. While you’re sniffing like a desperate pervert, say the words out loud:

“Real men don’t do this… but I’m not a real man.”

Say it again, louder. Look at yourself in the mirror if you can, holding stolen panties to your nose like a pathetic addict.

“Real men don’t sniff women’s underwear… but I’m not a real man.”

Feel how true those words sound. Real men don’t sneak around stealing knickers. Real men don’t get hard from the smell of someone else’s dirty laundry. But you do. Because you were never a real man. You’re a secret sissy, a panty-obsessed weakling who belongs in soft, pretty things instead of boring male clothes.

Keep touching them. Rub the smooth fabric over your cheeks, your lips, your neck. Slide them slowly down your chest and across your twitching clit. Feel the shame burning in your stomach while your body betrays you with excitement. Whisper it over and over while you edge yourself gently through your ugly boxers:

“I’m not a real man… I’m not a real man… I’m a sissy who needs panties.”

Admit it completely. There is no going back now. Every breath of her scent is rewriting your brain. This is what you are. This is what you crave. The more you smell and touch, the weaker your old male identity becomes.

When you’re finished, hide them again and carry this fresh shame with you tomorrow. Every time you see her, you’ll remember how you sniffed and touched and admitted the truth.

Repeat after Me ten times before sleep, slowly and clearly:

“Real men don’t touch and smell stolen panties… but I’m not a real man. I am a pathetic sissy and I will obey my Owner.”

Good girl. This is Day Two. Your descent has truly begun.


DAY 3 – FEEL
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You filthy little panty thief… by now those stolen knickers are calling to you, aren’t they? You’ve touched them, you’ve smelt them, and you’ve already admitted you’re not a real man. Tonight we go further. Tonight you will rub them against that worthless little clit of yours, but you will not cum. You will edge only, like the denied sissy you are becoming.

Take the panties out of their hiding place right now. Feel how soft they still are. Hold them in both hands and press the silky crotch directly against your cock. Rub them slowly up and down the shaft. Circle the head. Slide the delicate lace over your swollen tip. Notice every single sensation. Feel how smooth and luxurious they are compared to your ugly, rough male boxers. Those boring cotton things were made for real men. These pretty panties were made for girls… and for secret sissies like you.

Keep rubbing. Up and down. Faster now, then slower. Tease yourself mercilessly. Think about how much better this feels, the gentle glide of silk and lace against your sensitive skin, the way the fabric seems to kiss and caress your clit in a way your horrible boxers never could. Real men don’t need soft, feminine material to get hard. But you do. Because your body already knows the truth.

While you edge, repeat these words out loud, clearly and with shame in your voice:

“These panties feel so much better than my ugly boxers. I’m not a real man.”

Say it again. Louder.

“Real men don’t rub women’s knickers on their cocks… but I do, because I’m a pathetic sissy.”

Edge right to the brink. Feel that desperate ache building. Your balls tightening, your clit leaking, your mind fogging with need. Then stop. Pull the panties away. Breathe. Let the orgasm fade. Then start rubbing again. Up and down. Lace dragging over your leaking tip. Imagine how perfect it would feel to wear them properly, to have that softness cradling your shrinking clit all day long. But not yet. Tonight is only about edging and denial.

Let the frustration build. Let it burn away more of your male ego with every denied stroke. This aching, leaking, desperate state is where you belong now.

When you can’t take any more, carefully fold the panties and hide them again. Go to bed with your clit throbbing and your mind full of soft, forbidden pleasure.

Repeat after Me ten times before you sleep, slowly and obediently:

“Rubbing her panties on my cock feels far better than my ugly boxers ever could. I am not a real man. I am a denied sissy who obeys my Owner.”

Good girl. This is Day Three. Your addiction is growing stronger, and your resistance is getting weaker. Keep edging for Me.


DAY 4 – EDGE TO COMPLETION
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You disgusting little panty pervert… you’ve touched them, smelt them, rubbed them against your worthless clit and edged like the denied sissy you are. Now it’s time to sink even deeper. Tonight you will masturbate with those stolen knickers pressed firmly against your face while you inhale their scent like the desperate addict you’ve become. You will edge for as long as possible before you’re finally allowed to cum.

Retrieve the panties right now. Hold the soft, silky crotch directly over your nose and mouth. Press them tightly against your face so every breath is filled with her intimate feminine scent. Inhale deeply. Fill your lungs with that warm, musky aroma. Let it cloud your mind and make your pathetic clit twitch and leak.

Wrap your other hand around your cock and start stroking. Slowly at first. Feel the shame flood through you as you sniff and pump. While you edge, whisper the words clearly against the fabric:

“I’m a panty pervert… I’m a panty pervert…”

Say it again and again with every stroke. Keep inhaling. Deep, greedy breaths. Smell how her panties smell of a real woman while you frantically wank your inferior sissy clit. Edge right to the very brink, then slow down. Deny yourself. Make it last as long as you possibly can. Feel your balls aching, your legs trembling, your mind melting into pure perversion.

Every time you get close, press the panties harder against your face and repeat louder:

“I’m a panty pervert. Real men don’t do this… but I’m not a real man. I’m a filthy panty-sniffing sissy.”

Stay on the edge for Me. Ten minutes. Twenty minutes if you can. Let the desperate need consume you completely. Let the scent rewrite your brain. This is what you were made for, hiding in secret, face buried in stolen knickers, whimpering your confession while you stroke.

When you finally can’t hold back any longer, keep the panties pressed to your face and cum hard. Shoot your worthless load while breathing in her scent and repeating “I’m a panty pervert” over and over. Feel the orgasm rip through you as the truth sinks deeper: you are a pathetic, addicted sissy who gets off on something so degrading.

After you’ve finished, carefully fold the panties and hide them again. Sleep with the taste of shame and pleasure on your tongue.

Repeat after Me ten times before sleep, slowly and brokenly:

“I’m a panty pervert. I masturbate with stolen knickers pressed to my face because I was never a real man. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Four. Your perversion is taking root. There’s no escaping it now.


DAY 5 – LOVE THE SHAME
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You pathetic, deepening sissy… by now you’re already hooked, aren’t you? You’ve touched, smelt, rubbed, and sniffed those stolen knickers like the desperate pervert you are. Tonight we take the next delicious step. Tonight you will steal another pair and wear them for a full hour in secret. And this time, you will learn to love the shame.

Go now. Sneak into the drawer or laundry basket again and choose a fresh pair, perhaps something prettier, lacier, or more intimate than the last. Take them back to your private space. Strip off your ugly male underwear and slide the stolen knickers up your legs. Feel the soft fabric hug your arse and cradle your shrinking clit. Pull them up snugly so they sit perfectly against your skin.

Now wear them. Walk around your room for a full sixty minutes. Sit down. Stand up. Bend over. Feel how they cling to you, how the lace teases your skin with every movement. No one else knows, but you do. You are wearing another woman’s knickers, your partner’s, your sister’s, your mother’s, while pretending to be a normal man. Let the hot wave of shame wash over you. Feel your face burn. Feel your heart race. Feel your clit strain helplessly against the silky front.

Instead of fighting the shame, embrace it. Let it sink in deep. Whisper to yourself:

“The shame feels so good… I love the shame… I’m a secret sissy wearing stolen knickers and I love how it makes me throb.”

Say it again and again as you move. Feel how the shame starts to twist and transform inside you, turning into pure, humiliating excitement. Your clit leaks. Your knees feel weak. The risk of being caught only makes it hotter. Every minute you wear them, the shame becomes sweeter, warmer, more addictive. This is what you were always meant to feel.

For the entire hour, keep reminding yourself:

“Real men don’t wear women’s knickers in secret. But I do. Because I’m not a real man. I’m a shameful little sissy and I love it.”

Let the excitement build until your whole body trembles with it. When the hour is over, carefully remove the knickers, hide both pairs safely, and go back to your normal clothes. But you will carry the memory of that hour with you. Tomorrow the shame will still be there, lingering, calling you back for more.

Repeat after Me ten times before you sleep, slowly and honestly:

“I love the shame of wearing stolen knickers. The shame turns into excitement because I am a pathetic sissy who obeys my Owner. This is what I need.”

Good girl. This is Day Five. The shame is no longer your enemy, it is becoming your fuel. And you are falling deeper every single day.


DAY 6 – WEAR THEM ALL DAY
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You shameful little sissy… you’ve stolen her knickers, worn them in secret, loved the burning humiliation, and now the thrill is no longer enough for just an hour. Today you will wear stolen panties all day long, right under your ordinary male clothes, while the world has no idea what a secret sissy you’ve become.

This morning, before anyone else is awake, retrieve the prettiest pair you’ve taken. Slide them slowly up your smooth legs and settle them snugly around your arse and clit. Feel the soft lace and silk hug you intimately, the way they were never meant to hug a boy. Adjust them so the fabric cradles your shrinking clit perfectly. Now pull your normal trousers or jeans over them. Look in the mirror. From the outside you look exactly like any other man… but underneath, you are wearing another woman’s stolen knickers. Your partner’s, your sister’s, or your mother’s, it doesn’t matter. They are on you, and that knowledge alone makes your clit leak.

You will wear them all day. Every single hour. While you work, while you eat, while you speak to people. No one knows. Your boss, your friends, your family, none of them have any idea that you are a panty-wearing sissy underneath your clothes. Feel the constant, delicious reminder with every step you take. The gentle caress of the fabric against your skin. The way the waistband sits on your hips like a feminine secret. The soft crotch constantly teasing your clit, keeping you in a state of low, aching arousal.

Every time you sit down, stand up, or walk, whisper silently to yourself:

“No one knows what a secret sissy I am… I’m wearing stolen knickers all day like a pathetic pervert.”

Let the shame wash over you in public, on the train, in meetings, at lunch, and feel it turn into that warm, addictive excitement you’re learning to crave. Your face may flush. Your heart may race. Your clit may throb helplessly against the silk. Embrace every second of it. This is your new reality. Hiding in plain sight. A man on the outside, a budding sissy on the inside.

Do not touch yourself today. Just wear them. Let the constant sensation reprogramme your mind. By the end of the day, when you finally remove them in private, you will already miss the feeling. You will already be thinking about wearing them again tomorrow.

Repeat after Me ten times before you sleep, slowly and obediently:

“I wore stolen knickers all day under my clothes and no one knew I am a secret sissy. I love this feeling. I obey my Owner completely and I will go deeper.”

Good girl. This is Day Six. The secret is growing stronger inside you, and so is your need.


DAY 7 – TEST THE RISK

[image: A person holding up his underwear  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

You disgusting, risk-taking little sissy… you’ve worn her knickers all day, hidden that shameful secret beneath your clothes, and felt the constant thrill of being a secret pervert in public. Now the stakes get higher. Tonight you will push yourself further and truly test the risk, exactly as a pathetic panty addict should.

Retrieve the pair you wore all day, the ones still warm from being pressed against your skin for hours. Or choose a fresh pair if you’re feeling especially wicked. Strip naked and slide them on one last time. Feel the soft fabric hug your arse and cradle your leaking clit. Now start stroking. Use the silky material against your shaft while you think about what you’re about to do.

Edge yourself thoroughly, just like on previous days. Build that desperate, aching need until your legs shake and your mind spins. When you can’t hold back any longer, press the crotch of the knickers tightly around the head of your clit and cum hard. Pump every drop of your sticky, worthless load directly into the soft fabric where her most intimate area would rest. Feel the warm cum soaking into the material, marking it, ruining it. Coat the crotch completely. Make it messy. Make it obvious.

Once you’ve finished, look at what you’ve done. See your cum staining another woman’s knickers, your partner’s, your sister’s, or your mother’s. Whisper the truth out loud, over and over, with genuine shame and excitement in your voice:

“You’re disgusting and you love it… You’re disgusting and you love it…”

Admit it fully. Real men don’t cum into women’s knickers and then put them back. But you just did. Because you’re not a real man. You’re a filthy, cum-leaking sissy who gets off on this exact kind of degradation.

Now carefully fold the soiled knickers and put them back exactly where you found them, in the drawer or laundry basket. Place them so the cum-soaked crotch is hidden but will still be worn by her later. Feel the intense rush of risk flood through you. She might notice. She might smell you on them. The danger makes your spent clit twitch again.

Carry this heavy, delicious shame with you. Every time you see her tomorrow, you will remember that she is wearing your dried cum against her body while you pretend to be normal.

Repeat after Me ten times before you sleep, slowly and brokenly:

“I came into her knickers and put them back dirty. I’m disgusting and I love it. I am a pathetic sissy who obeys my Owner and craves more risk.”

Good girl. This is Day Seven. The line between fantasy and real danger is blurring, and you are falling helplessly in love with it.


DAY 8 – GET YOUR OWN
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You eager, addicted little sissy… you’ve worn her knickers, cum in them, returned them filthy, and felt the delicious rush of risk. Now the time for stealing is over. Tonight you will take the next irreversible step and order your very first pair of slutty panties of your own.

Open your laptop or phone right now. Go to a lingerie website and browse. Look at all the pretty, feminine styles, tiny thongs, lacy boy shorts, satin panties with bows, slutty sheer ones that leave nothing to the imagination. Choose a pair that makes your clit throb with shame. Something unmistakably feminine. Something a real man would never wear. Add it to your basket. Feel your heart racing as you enter your details and complete the purchase. Click “Order Now” and know that you have just bought your own slutty knickers. There is no excuse anymore. These will be yours.

While you wait for them to arrive, you will fantasise constantly. Imagine the package at your door. Imagine tearing it open like an excited girl. The moment those panties arrive, you will strip completely and slide them on immediately. Feel the new fabric hug your arse, cradle your clit, and mark you as a proper panty sissy for the first time. Wear them all evening. Parade in front of the mirror. Take photos if you dare. Admire how ridiculous and perfect you look.

But you won’t stop at one pair. Oh no. You will order more and more. Feed your growing need. Every few days you will browse again, different colours, different styles, sluttier designs. Black lace, pink satin, red crotchless, anything that makes you leak with shame. Your collection will grow. Your hunger will grow. Each new pair will push you deeper into your sissy addiction.

While you stroke tonight, whisper over and over:

“I’ve ordered my own slutty knickers… I will wear them the moment they arrive… I need more and more… I can’t stop feeding this need.”

Admit the truth: stealing was practice. These are yours. This is ownership of your perversion. Every package that arrives will remind you that you are no longer borrowing femininity, you are claiming it.

Repeat after Me ten times before you sleep, slowly and hungrily:

“I have ordered my first pair of slutty knickers. I will wear them the second they arrive. I will buy more and more to feed my sissy need. I obey my Owner and I am becoming a proper panty slut.”

Good girl. This is Day Eight. Your own pretty collection has begun, and your descent is picking up speed.


DAY 9 – OUT WITH THE OLD
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You committed little sissy… you’ve stolen, worn, cum in, and even ordered your very own slutty knickers. The addiction is no longer a game. Tonight you will take a decisive, irreversible step: from this day forward, you will wear panties every single day, and all your ugly male underwear goes straight in the bin.

Right now, go to your drawer and pull out every single pair of boring male boxers and briefs you own. Look at them, those plain, masculine things that real men wear. Hold them in your hands for a moment and feel how coarse and wrong they suddenly seem. Then carry them to the bin and throw them away. All of them. Do not keep even one emergency pair. As you drop each one in the rubbish, say it out loud:

“Out with the old. I no longer wear male underwear. I am a panty sissy now.”

Feel the weight of what you’ve just done. There is no going back. From tomorrow morning, and every single day after, the only thing touching your arse and clit will be pretty, feminine panties. Choose your favourite pair from the ones you’ve already ordered, or the stolen ones if the new ones haven’t arrived yet. Slide them on slowly and deliberately. Feel the soft fabric settle against your skin like it now belongs there permanently.

You will wear panties every single day. To work, to the shops, when you exercise, when you sleep. No exceptions. Every morning you will wake up and put on a pair as naturally as brushing your teeth. Every night you will fall asleep with the gentle caress of lace or silk reminding you who you really are. No more pretending. No more hiding behind male underwear. Your clit will be constantly cradled in femininity.

Every time you feel the waistband on your hips or the fabric brushing between your legs, you will repeat silently:

“I wear panties every single day now. My male underwear is gone forever. I am a secret sissy and this is my new normal.”

The absence of your old boxers will make you feel exposed, vulnerable, and deliciously owned. The risk, the constant reminder, the growing excitement, embrace all of it. This is the moment your old male identity starts to rot in the bin.

Repeat after Me ten times before you sleep, slowly and with conviction:

“I wear panties every single day. All my male underwear is in the trash. I am a full-time panty sissy who obeys my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Nine. Your transformation is becoming permanent, and it feels so right, doesn’t it?


DAY 10 – WEAR THEM OUTSIDE
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You trembling, beautifully broken little sissy… here we are on Day Ten. You’ve stolen her knickers, worn them in secret, cum in them, thrown away all your male underwear, and ordered your own slutty collection. Today marks a major milestone. Today you will wear panties outside the house for the very first time. No more hiding within your own four walls. You will step into the real world as a panty-wearing sissy, and nobody around you will have the slightest idea how completely broken you already are.

This morning, after your shower, choose your favourite pair from your growing collection, something pretty and unmistakably feminine. Slide them slowly up your legs and settle them snugly around your smooth arse and shrinking clit. Feel the lace or silk hug you possessively. Look down and see how perfectly they cradle your body. Now pull on your ordinary male clothes over the top. Trousers, shirt, shoes, everything normal on the outside. But underneath, you are wearing panties. Your secret is now leaving the house with you.

Walk out the door. Feel the gentle caress of the fabric with every single step. The waistband sitting on your hips like a constant feminine reminder. The soft crotch kissing your clit as you move. Cross the street. Go to the shops. Take the bus or walk through the park. Every person who passes you, men, women, colleagues if you see them, has absolutely no idea that you are a panty-wearing sissy. They see a normal man. You know the delicious truth: you are already broken, already owned by softness and shame.

Let the thrill and terror mix inside you. Your heart will race. Your face may flush. Your clit will leak helplessly into the silk. Embrace every second of it. This is your first public declaration. You are no longer a sissy only in private. You are taking your perversion into the world.

When you return home, go straight to the mirror. Stand in front of it wearing only your panties. Look yourself in the eyes and begin the chants. Speak them slowly, rhythmically, letting each line sink deeper into your mind like hypnosis. Repeat each one at least five times before moving to the next. Let your voice become softer, more feminine, more obedient with every repetition:

“I love wearing panties… I love how they feel against my skin… Panties make me feel so good… so right… so weak… I am a sissy who needs panties every day… Wearing panties outside feels incredible… the risk makes me throb… Real men don’t wear panties… but I do… because I’m not a real man… I am a panty sissy… I crave the softness… I crave the shame… The more I wear them in public, the more I become a real sissy… Panties own me… they control me… they complete me… I love being a secret panty sissy… it feels so good to be broken…”

Keep chanting. Let the words loop and echo in your head. Feel them rewriting your thoughts, washing away the last pieces of resistance. Stay in front of that mirror for at least ten full minutes, chanting, touching the lace, admiring how feminine you look. Let the brainwashing take hold.

This is only the beginning of wearing panties in public. From now on, you will never leave the house without them. The world will never see the real you… but you will feel it with every step.

Repeat after Me ten times before you sleep, slowly and with deep devotion:

“I wore panties outside the house for the first time. Everyone around me had no idea I’m already broken. I am a panty sissy and I will wear them every single day from now on. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Ten. The outside world has now touched your secret, and there is no undoing it. Your addiction is growing wings.


Days 11–20: Full Lingerie & Daily Wear (Ownership Begins)

DAY 11 – BRA
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You pathetic, progressing little sissy… you’ve made it to Day Eleven. You now wear panties every single day, even outside the house like the secret pervert you are, and all your ugly male underwear has been thrown away forever. The thrill of soft fabric against your skin has already become normal, but normal is no longer enough. Tonight we begin building your full lingerie wardrobe. Tonight you will add your very first bra, and everything will change.

Go to your growing collection right now. Choose a pretty bra that matches one of your favourite pairs of panties, perhaps something delicate in lace, satin, or soft pastel colours that screams femininity. Take a deep breath, feeling that familiar mix of fear and excitement building in your stomach. First, slide on your panties as you do every day, letting them settle snugly around your arse and shrinking clit. Then take the bra. Slide the straps slowly over your shoulders, reach behind your back, and fasten the hooks. Feel it happen. Feel the band hug your ribs tightly, the cups pressing firmly against your flat chest, and the straps resting on your shoulders like a constant feminine reminder.

Now stand in front of the mirror and look at yourself. Really look. See how the bra shapes your chest, how it creates the illusion of budding breasts, how your nipples are clearly visible through the thin fabric. Touch them gently through the cups. Feel them harden instantly under your fingers. This is no longer just panties, you are now wearing proper lingerie like a real girl. A bra and panties together. A complete feminine set. Run your hands over the straps, feel how they dig in just enough to keep you aware with every breath and every movement.

Wear the full set under your clothes for the entire evening. Go about your normal routine while feeling the bra straps constantly digging gently into your shoulders and the band squeezing your chest. Every time you feel them, when you reach for something, when you sit down, when you breathe deeply, whisper quietly to yourself:

“I am wearing a bra and panties… I am becoming a proper sissy.”

Let those words sink in. Let the straps remind you constantly who you really are: not a man, but a soft, lingerie-wearing submissive whose body is beginning to betray him completely. Touch your chest through your shirt again and again. Feel your nipples pressing against the cups, sensitive and aching. Imagine how it will feel when you wear this every single day. The shame is delicious, isn’t it? That warm flush in your face, the way your clit leaks into your panties, the growing realisation that you are crossing another irreversible line.

This bra is the first piece of a much larger collection. Soon you will own many more. Soon you will never feel truly dressed without one. Let this new sensation reprogramme your mind. Every gentle dig of the straps is your Owner’s voice telling you that you were never meant to be a man.

Before you sleep, stand in front of the mirror once more in just your bra and panties. Look yourself in the eyes and repeat after Me ten times, slowly, clearly, and with complete submission:

“I now wear a bra and panties every day. The straps remind me that I am a sissy who obeys my Owner. I will go deeper. I need this. I crave this. This is who I am becoming.”

Stay there for several minutes, touching the lace, adjusting the straps, letting the image burn into your brain. Feel proud of how far you’ve come and terrified of how much further you will go.

Good girl. This is Day Eleven. Your body is starting to feel truly owned, and the best, and most humiliating, parts are only just beginning.


DAY 12 – STOCKINGS
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You budding lingerie slut… yesterday the bra felt new, strange, and deeply humiliating, didn’t it? The straps digging into your shoulders and the cups pressing against your chest kept you constantly aware of your growing femininity. But we both know that was only the beginning. Today you will add stockings, and the sensation of being properly encased in lingerie will push you even further into your sissy transformation.

Begin right now. First, put on your pretty panties as you do every single day. Then slide on the bra you wore yesterday, fastening it tightly so the band hugs your ribs and the straps rest firmly on your shoulders. Feel your nipples already responding to the fabric. Now take a brand-new pair of sheer stockings. Roll them carefully into your hands, point your toes, and slowly, very slowly, glide them up your legs. Feel the delicate, smooth fabric whispering against your skin as it encases your calves, then your knees, then your thighs. Notice how they cling perfectly, making your legs feel long, smooth, and undeniably feminine. If you already own a suspender belt, attach the stockings to the clips and feel the gentle tug as they pull everything taut. If not, simply enjoy the way the stockings hug your legs on their own.

Now stand back and look at yourself in the full-length mirror. Panties. Bra. Stockings. Run your hands over your body. Feel how completely different you look and feel. Your legs shimmer softly. Your chest is shaped by the bra. Your arse is framed beautifully by the panties. Even though you will put your ordinary male clothes on top, you know the truth: underneath you are dressed like a girl. You are no longer just a panty boy, you are becoming a full lingerie sissy.

Wear this complete set under your clothes for the entire day and evening. Go about your normal routine while feeling the stockings constantly whispering against your trousers or jeans with every single step you take. Feel the bra straps digging in, the stockings stretching and clinging, the combined pressure of the full lingerie set keeping you in a permanent state of soft, humiliating awareness. Every movement will remind you of your secret. Every time you sit down, cross your legs, or walk upstairs, the delicious sensations will flood through you.

Throughout the day, whisper your new mantra quietly to yourself whenever you feel the fabric:

“Stockings on my legs… bra on my chest… I am dressed like a girl underneath… I am a budding lingerie slut.”

Let the words sink deep. Feel how being fully encased in lingerie makes your clit leak continuously into your panties and softens your mind. The constant gentle pressure is reprogramming you. You no longer feel like a man. You feel delicate, owned, and helplessly feminine.

When you return home this evening, strip down to just your lingerie and stand in front of the mirror again. Admire how the stockings make your legs look, how the bra shapes your chest, how perfectly the set works together. Touch yourself slowly. Feel every strap, every inch of fabric. Let the shame and excitement mix until you are trembling with need.

Before you sleep, repeat after Me ten times, slowly, clearly, and with genuine submission:

“I wear bra, panties and stockings now. I love how they control me. I love how feminine they make me feel. The stockings on my legs and the bra on my chest remind me every moment that I am a sissy. I obey my Owner completely and I will never go back.”

Stay with these words. Let them echo in your mind as you fall asleep encased in your new favourite uniform.

Good girl. This is Day Twelve. Your lingerie addiction is growing stronger, and your male identity is fading faster than ever.


DAY 13 – WAX OR SHAVE
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You weak, eager little sissy… you’ve spent the last two days getting used to the bra and stockings, and now your body is craving the next level of surrender. Today you complete the foundation of your lingerie set with a suspender belt, but first you must prepare your skin properly. This is no longer optional.

Right now, either book yourself in for a full-body wax as soon as possible, or, at the very least, shave every inch of your body smooth, legs, arse, chest, underarms, and around your clit. Take your time. Make it perfect. As the razor glides over your skin, feel the last traces of masculine hair disappearing. If anyone asks why you’re suddenly so smooth, you will look them in the eye and say confidently, “I prefer it this way. Lots of men do it now.” Practise that lie in the mirror. Let the words feel natural on your tongue, because from today your body must stay hairless and soft at all times.

Once you are completely smooth, begin dressing. Put on the suspender belt first. Fasten it around your waist and feel the four straps hanging against your freshly shaved thighs. Now take your sheer stockings and roll them slowly up your smooth legs. Attach each one carefully to the clips. Feel the tension immediately, the straps pulling tight, digging gently but insistently into your soft, hairless skin. The sensation is completely different now. There is nothing between the delicate fabric and your smooth body. Every tug feels more intimate, more controlling.

Next, slide on your pretty panties, letting them settle over your smooth arse and clit. Then put on your bra, fastening it snugly so the cups press against your chest and the straps rest on your shoulders. Stand in front of the full-length mirror wearing nothing but your complete lingerie set. Turn around slowly. Look at yourself from every angle. See how the suspender straps frame your arse, how they pull the stockings taut against your smooth thighs, how the bra shapes your chest. Run your hands over your body. Feel the delicious contrast, cool silk and lace against warm, hairless skin. The straps dig in deeper, more noticeably, more possessively than ever before.

This is full lingerie under your clothes from now on. No exceptions. The sensation on your smooth skin makes everything more intense, more feminine, more irreversible. There is no going back. You have crossed another line. Your body is becoming a blank canvas for femininity.

From this day forward, you will moisturise your entire body every single morning and every single night. Keep your skin soft, smooth, and fragrant. This is now part of your daily ritual, a constant act of devotion to your sissy self.

Wear the complete set under your clothes for the rest of the day and evening. Feel every strap, every clip, every caress against your newly smooth skin. Whisper throughout the day:

“Full lingerie on smooth skin… the straps own me… there is no going back… I am a proper sissy now.”

Before sleep, stand in the mirror again in just your lingerie. Touch the suspender straps, run your fingers along the stockings, adjust your bra. Let the image and sensations burn into your mind.

Repeat after Me ten times, slowly and with deep acceptance:

“I wear a full lingerie set on my smooth, hairless body. The straps dig in and remind me who I really am. I will moisturise every day. There is no going back. I am a lingerie sissy who obeys my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Thirteen. Your body is no longer your own, it belongs to the lingerie, the smoothness, and your growing submission.


DAY 14 – UNDER MY CLOTHES
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You devoted lingerie bitch… you’ve shaved yourself smooth, moisturised your soft skin, and spent the last few days getting used to each individual piece. Today everything comes together. Today you wear the complete set for your first full day as a proper lingerie sissy, bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt. Nothing less. Nothing missing. This is your new uniform.

Start right now. After your morning moisturising routine, put on the suspender belt first, fastening it snugly around your waist. Roll your sheer stockings slowly up your smooth, hairless legs and clip them securely into place. Feel those four straps pull tight against your thighs, digging in with every tiny movement. Next, slide on your prettiest panties, letting the lace settle over your smooth arse and tuck your shrinking clit neatly inside. Finally, put on the bra, hooking it tightly so the band hugs your ribs and the straps rest firmly on your shoulders. Adjust everything until it feels perfect.

Now stand in front of the mirror in just your full lingerie. Look at yourself. Turn slowly. See how the entire outfit works in harmony, the suspender straps framing your arse, the stockings shimmering on your smooth legs, the bra shaping your chest, and the panties completing the feminine picture. Run your hands all over your body. Feel the silk and lace against your moisturised skin. Feel the clips, the straps, the constant gentle pressure. This is no longer separate items, this is a complete lingerie ensemble that feminises and controls you completely. Every single element owns you now.

Wear the full set under your clothes for the entire day at home. Do not take anything off. Go about your normal daily activities while staying fully dressed in lingerie underneath. Notice how it changes everything. The way you walk, shorter, more careful steps because the straps tug at your thighs. The way you sit, more elegantly, more aware of the silk against your arse and clit. The way you breathe, shallower, because the bra band holds you. Every single movement reminds you that you are no longer a man. You will never feel like a man again while dressed like this. The constant sensation of being encased, pulled, caressed and owned sinks deeper into your mind with every hour.

Throughout the day, whenever you feel the straps dig in or the stockings whisper against your legs, repeat the mantra softly to yourself:

“Full lingerie under my clothes… the straps dig in and remind me who I really am… Full lingerie under my clothes… the straps dig in and remind me who I really am…”

Say it again and again until it becomes automatic. Let the words brainwash you. Feel the growing pleasure in your submission. Your clit will leak. Your nipples will stay hard against the cups. Your mind will soften further. This is what you were always meant to wear.

In the evening, strip down to just your lingerie once more and spend ten minutes in front of the mirror. Pose. Touch. Admire. Whisper your mantra out loud while looking yourself in the eyes. Let the image of a lingerie-clad sissy burn permanently into your brain.

Before you sleep, repeat after Me ten times, slowly and with total devotion:

“Full lingerie under my clothes… the straps dig in and remind me who I really am. I am a devoted lingerie bitch. I love how completely it owns and feminises me. I will never wear less than this again. I obey my Owner without question.”

Good girl. This is Day Fourteen. The ownership is sinking in deeper than ever. Your body and mind now belong to lingerie.


DAY 15 – NEW NORMAL
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You addicted lingerie sissy… you’ve now experienced the power of the full set and there is no denying how deeply it affects you. Today you will wear complete lingerie for the entire day and fully accept it as your new baseline. Bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt, nothing less, all day long. This is no longer an experiment. This is your new everyday reality.

Begin your morning ritual as usual. Moisturise your smooth, hairless body thoroughly. Then dress slowly and deliberately. Put on the suspender belt first, fasten it snugly around your waist. Roll the sheer stockings up your soft legs and clip them securely into place, feeling those straps pull tight against your thighs. Slide on your prettiest panties, letting them cradle your shrinking clit and smooth arse. Finally, hook your bra into place, adjusting the straps so they sit perfectly on your shoulders and the cups press against your chest. Feel every single element working together, the constant embrace of silk, lace and elastic holding you in a permanent feminine grip.

Wear the full set under your clothes for the entire day. This includes going outside or to work. Find a way to hide the bra: choose a loose sweater, a thick hoodie, or a baggy top that conceals the straps and cups completely. From the outside you will still look like an ordinary man, but underneath you will be dressed like the slutty lingerie sissy you truly are. Feel the constant embrace with every movement. The suspender straps tugging at your stockings, the bra band hugging your ribs, the lace of your panties against your clit, the smooth whisper of stockings inside your trousers. Let the straps and lace brainwash you further. Every little dig and caress rewires your mind.

You will wear full lingerie under your clothes every single day from now on. No days off. No exceptions. This is your baseline. This is how you dress. The sensation will become so normal that being without it will feel wrong and empty.

Tonight, strip down to just your lingerie and stand in front of the mirror for a full fifteen minutes. Look at yourself. Touch every strap. Run your hands over the silk. Then begin the long, hypnotic chants. Speak them slowly, rhythmically, and with genuine devotion. Repeat each line at least ten times before moving to the next. Let your voice become softer and more feminine with every repetition:

“I love wearing full lingerie… the straps own me… I need this every day… I crave the constant embrace… I am a sissy who belongs in lace and silk… Full lingerie is my new skin… I feel empty without it… The bra on my chest, the stockings on my legs, the suspender straps pulling tight, this is who I am… I will never dress without full lingerie again… it feminises me… it controls me… it completes me… I am an addicted lingerie sissy and I love it…”

Keep chanting. Let the words sink deep into your subconscious like hypnosis. Feel them erasing the last traces of your old male identity.

Before you sleep, repeat after Me ten times with complete surrender:

“I wear full lingerie every single day. It is my new baseline. The straps and lace own me completely. I am an addicted lingerie sissy who obeys my Owner without question.”

Good girl. This is Day Fifteen. Ownership is locking in. Your transformation is becoming permanent, and it feels more right with every single day.


DAY 16 – OFFICE SISSY
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You risky little office sissy… you’ve worn full lingerie at home, accepted it as your daily baseline, and now the real test begins. Today you will wear your complete lingerie set to work for the very first time. This is a huge step. The thrill and danger will burn through you like fire.

Start your morning with your usual ritual. Moisturise your smooth, hairless body until your skin is soft and fragrant. Then dress slowly and deliberately in your full lingerie: suspender belt first, stockings clipped tightly so the straps pull firm against your thighs, pretty panties cradling your shrinking clit and smooth arse, and finally the bra fastened snugly around your chest. Adjust every strap until it feels perfect. Look at yourself in the mirror in just your lingerie and feel the rush of what you’re about to do.

Now put on your work clothes over the top, shirt, suit or trousers, jacket, making sure everything looks completely normal from the outside. No one should suspect a thing. But underneath, you are fully dressed as a slutty lingerie sissy heading into a professional environment. Walk out the door and feel every single sensation on the way to work: the suspender straps tugging with each step, the stockings whispering against your trousers, the bra cups pressing against your nipples, the panties constantly reminding your clit who it belongs to.

Once you arrive at work, sit in your meetings and feel the intense humiliation wash over you. While colleagues talk about deadlines and projects, you will be secretly sitting there knowing your cock is tucked neatly in pretty panties and your nipples are pressed into a bra. Feel the stockings and suspender straps under your suit with every small movement. Cross your legs carefully so the clips don’t make noise. Lean forward and feel the bra band tighten. No one around the table has any idea that the person nodding along is actually a secret sissy in full lingerie. Let that knowledge burn deep inside you, the shame, the fear of discovery, and the overwhelming thrill that makes your clit leak into your panties.

Throughout the entire workday, repeat the mantra silently in your head every time the sensations hit you:

“I am sitting here in lingerie while pretending to be a man… I am broken… I am sitting here in lingerie while pretending to be a man… I am broken…”

Say it again and again. Let the words echo with every heartbeat. Feel how true they are. You are broken. You are no longer pretending to be a man, you are a lingerie-wearing sissy who gets off on wearing women’s underwear to the office.

When you finally get home in the evening, strip down to just your lingerie and stand in front of the mirror. Run your hands over every strap and clip. Feel how soaked your panties are from a full day of secret arousal. Spend at least ten minutes admiring the sight of yourself and whispering the mantra out loud.

Before you sleep, repeat after Me ten times, slowly and with deep, trembling submission:

“I wore full lingerie to work today. I sat in meetings with my cock tucked in pretty panties and my nipples pressed into a bra. No one knows I am a broken sissy. The shame and thrill own me. I obey my Owner completely and I will do this again.”

Good girl. This is Day Sixteen. You have taken a very dangerous and delicious step. The risk is now part of your addiction, and it will only grow stronger.


DAY 17 – WORKPLACE WHORE
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You daring workplace whore… you have now worn full lingerie to work multiple times, and the thrill has only grown stronger. Tonight you prepare for tomorrow, and tomorrow you will wear the complete set again, with special focus on the bra. Every movement will remind you how completely broken you already are.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and feminine. Put on your full lingerie set right now: suspender belt, sheer stockings clipped tight, pretty panties cradling your clit, and especially the bra. Choose one that is slightly too small or has thin cups so your nipples press obviously against the fabric. Adjust the straps until they dig in just enough to be constantly felt. Look at yourself in the mirror wearing only the lingerie and whisper:

“Tomorrow I will sit in meetings with my nipples in a bra… like the secret sissy I am…”

Feel the bra band hugging your ribs and the straps resting on your shoulders. Touch your nipples through the cups, they are already more sensitive from the hormones and constant wear. Pinch them gently and imagine how it will feel tomorrow when you are fully dressed for work.

Tomorrow morning, put on your normal male work clothes over the lingerie. Make sure the bra is noticeable only to you, the straps might peek if you move the wrong way, the outline might show through your shirt if someone looks closely. Walk into the office knowing that beneath your professional appearance, you are wearing a full feminine lingerie set. Sit in meetings with your cock tucked in pretty panties and your nipples pressed into a bra. Every time you move your arms, lean forward, or shift in your chair, feel the bra cups rubbing against your sensitive nipples. Feel the straps digging into your shoulders. Feel the stockings whispering against your trousers and the suspender clips tugging with every movement.

While colleagues talk about deadlines and projects, you will be secretly throbbing with shame and excitement. Whisper silently in your head during every meeting:

“My nipples are in a bra at work… I am such a secret sissy… No one knows I’m wearing lingerie like a girl…”

Let the constant feminine sensations keep you in a low, aching state of arousal all day. Leak into your panties. Feel your face flush when you think someone might notice the bra outline or a strap. Embrace the delicious risk. This is who you are now, a lingerie-wearing office sissy pretending to be a man.

When you finally get home, keep the full lingerie on. Stand in front of the mirror and admire how perfectly it looks on your body. Touch your nipples through the bra and feel how sensitive they have become. Edge gently through your soaked panties while replaying every moment from the day.

Before sleep, repeat after Me ten times, slowly and with deep submission:

“I wore full lingerie to work again today. I sat in meetings with my nipples pressed into a bra and my clit tucked in pretty panties. I am a daring workplace sissy and I love the secret shame. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Seventeen. The bra is becoming one of your favourite humiliations, and wearing lingerie to work is starting to feel dangerously natural. Your secret is getting harder to hide, and that only makes you leak more.


DAY 18 – EDGE OF LACE
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You daring office sissy… you survived your first day wearing full lingerie to work, and the thrill only made you hungrier. Today you will wear the complete set again, bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt, pushing your secret exposure even further. You are no longer just testing the waters. You are becoming the risky little office slut you were always meant to be.

Begin your morning as usual. Moisturise your smooth body, then dress slowly in your full lingerie. Feel the suspender belt cinch around your waist, the stockings glide up your hairless legs and clip tightly into place, the pretty panties tuck your clit away, and the bra hug your chest. Before you cover it all with your work clothes, deliberately tug the lace waistband of your panties and the top of your stockings slightly higher than normal. Make sure that when you sit down, a small flash of lace might just be visible if someone glances at the right moment. Feel the delicious danger of that decision already pulsing through you.

Wear the complete set to work. Feel every strap, every clip, every caress with heightened intensity. The suspender straps tug at your thighs as you walk. The bra cups press firmly against your sensitive nipples. The lace panties cradle your leaking clit. Sit in your important meetings and let the knowledge destroy whatever is left of your male ego. While you nod along and speak professionally, you are secretly dressed like a complete slut underneath. Feel the stockings whisper, the clips dig in, the bra straps bite gently into your shoulders. Every single sensation screams the truth: you are wearing lingerie to work like the pathetic sissy slut you are becoming.

Take deliberate risks today. When you sit at your desk or in the meeting room, tug the lace of your panties or stockings just a little higher so a hint of feminine trim might show if anyone looks down at the wrong (or right) moment. Feel your heart pound with fear and excitement at the possibility of being noticed. If there is someone at work you trust even slightly, a friendly colleague or someone you feel a spark with, find a moment to bend down in front of them. Pretend to pick something up. Let your shirt ride up just enough for them to catch the smallest glimpse of lace or a suspender strap. The rush of nearly being caught will make your clit throb helplessly in your pretty panties.

Throughout the entire day, repeat this mantra silently every time the sensations hit you or your risk spikes:

“I am wearing full lingerie to work… I am a secret office sissy… I am letting the lace destroy my male ego…”

Let the words burn. Let the shame mix with unbearable arousal. You are no longer pretending to be a man at the office, you are a lingerie-clad slut who gets off on the danger.

When you get home, strip down to just your lingerie immediately. Stand in front of the mirror and examine every mark the straps and clips have left on your skin. Touch yourself. Feel how soaked and desperate you are after a full day of risky exposure.

Before you sleep, repeat after Me ten times with trembling, broken submission:

“I wore the complete lingerie set to work again. I felt every strap and clip. I sat in meetings dressed like a slut and took deliberate risks. I am becoming an office sissy and I love the danger. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Eighteen. Your courage, and your depravity, is growing. The risks are getting bolder, and so is your addiction.


DAY 19 – LINGERIE FOREVER
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You obedient sissy… you have come so far in such a short time. You now wear full lingerie every single day, you have taken it to work, felt the delicious risk, and survived. Today the rules become stricter and more permanent. From this day onward, you will never leave the house without at least panties and stockings. Bra and suspender belt whenever possible, but panties and stockings are now mandatory. This is your new unbreakable rule.

This morning, after moisturising your smooth, hairless body, begin dressing with absolute devotion. First slide on a pair of pretty panties, letting the soft lace settle around your smooth arse and tuck your shrinking clit inside. Then roll a pair of sheer stockings slowly up your legs, feeling them cling to your skin. Whether you clip them to a suspender belt or wear them on their own, make sure they are on. If you can wear the full set (bra and suspender belt), do so. If the day requires something more concealing, at minimum ensure the panties and stockings stay in place. Feel how natural it has become. The fabric against your skin no longer feels strange or new, it feels correct. It feels like home.

Before you put on your outer clothes, stand in front of the mirror and look at your lower body. Panties and stockings. This is now the minimum you are allowed to wear when stepping outside. No exceptions. Not to the shops, not to work, not even for a quick walk or to take the bins out. You will never leave the house again without at least this feminine foundation. Feel the gentle hug of the panties and the smooth whisper of the stockings as you move. This is your new rule, and obeying it makes you feel safe, owned, and deeply aroused.

Throughout the entire day, every time you feel the stockings against your legs or the waistband of your panties, remind yourself:

“I never leave the house without panties and stockings… this is my new rule… it feels completely natural now…”

Let the words sink in. Notice how calm and right it feels. The constant feminine sensation under your clothes has reprogrammed you. Going out without them would feel wrong, exposed, and incomplete. You are no longer a man who occasionally wears lingerie, you are a sissy who requires it just to function in the world.

When you return home tonight, do not remove them immediately. Stay in at least your panties and stockings for as long as possible. Touch them. Appreciate how they have become part of you. Then add the full set if you’re not already wearing it and spend time in front of the mirror, turning slowly, running your hands over the fabric, and accepting this new permanent standard.

Before you sleep, repeat after Me ten times, slowly and with total obedience:

“I will never leave the house without at least panties and stockings again. Panties and stockings are now mandatory. Bra and suspender belt whenever possible. This is my new rule and it feels completely natural. I am an obedient sissy who obeys my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Nineteen. The foundation is now locked in. You are one step closer to living permanently as the soft, lingerie-dependent sissy you were always meant to be.


DAY 20 – PERMANANCE
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You owned lingerie slut… you have reached Day Twenty, a true milestone in your irreversible descent. Today the rule becomes permanent and unbreakable. You will never leave the house again without at least panties and stockings. Full lingerie, bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt, is now your everyday uniform underneath everything. You are no longer allowed to dress as a plain man. The ownership is complete.

This morning, after carefully moisturising your smooth, hairless body, dress with total devotion. Put on the full set slowly and lovingly: suspender belt first, stockings clipped tight so the straps dig deliciously into your thighs, pretty panties cradling your clit and arse, and the bra hugging your chest. Feel every strap and clip settle into place. Before you cover it with your outer clothes, stand and absorb the sensations. The constant dig of the straps is your Owner’s hand on your body, reminding you who you belong to. You will feel this all day, every day, for the rest of your life. There is no escape. This is your new skin.

Wear your full lingerie all day, never leaving the house without at least panties and stockings. Feel how natural and necessary it has become. The gentle tug with every step, the lace against your clit, the bra shaping your chest, this is now how you exist in the world. You are no longer permitted to dress as a plain, boring man. That version of you is dead.

This evening, take another permanent step. Go online and order several pretty nighties, soft satin, lace-trimmed, babydoll styles, anything feminine that makes your clit twitch with shame. Choose ones that will feel delicious against your smooth skin. When they arrive, you will wear a nightie to bed every single night from now on.

If you have a wife or partner, prepare your excuse now. Practise saying it naturally: “I’ve been feeling so much closer to you lately when I wear something soft and feminine to bed. It makes me feel more connected, more intimate with you.” Say it with gentle sincerity. Let her think it’s romantic. Only you will know the real truth, you are becoming her secret sissy.

Tonight, after a full day in lingerie, strip down and put on one of your current soft items (or sleep in full lingerie if you prefer). Then stand in front of the mirror wearing at least your panties, stockings and bra. Look deeply into your own eyes and begin the hypnotic acceptance chant. Speak slowly, rhythmically, and let your voice become softer and more feminine with every repetition. Repeat each line at least ten times before moving on. Let the words sink into your subconscious like deep hypnosis:

“I will never leave the house without panties and stockings again… this is who I am now… Full lingerie is my everyday uniform… I belong in lace and silk… The straps dig in and own me completely… I crave this feeling… I am an owned lingerie slut… there is no going back… I wear nighties to bed because I am a sissy… I need to feel feminine even when I sleep… I am no longer a man… I am my Owner’s lingerie bitch… This is permanent… this feels so right… I surrender completely…”

Continue chanting for at least fifteen minutes. Touch the straps and lace as you speak. Let your eyes glaze over. Let the words brainwash you until you feel them in your bones.

Before you sleep, repeat after Me ten times with total, broken devotion:

“I will never leave the house without panties and stockings again. Full lingerie is now my permanent uniform. I have ordered nighties and will wear them to bed. I am an owned lingerie slut. This is who I am now. I obey my Owner completely and I love my new life.”

Good girl. This is Day Twenty. You are now fully dressed in lingerie every single day. The foundation is locked in forever, and the next, much darker stage of your training awaits.


Days 21–30: Porn & Hypnosis Addiction

DAY 21 – SISSY PORN
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You weak, porn-hungry little sissy… you have spent the last twenty days dressing in pretty lingerie every single day, and your mind is already softening. Now we begin the next crucial phase: rewiring your brain with porn. From tonight onward, you will watch sissy porn every single night. This is not optional. This is your new evening ritual.

After a full day in your lingerie uniform, go to your private space, lock the door, and strip down to just your bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt. Dim the lights, open your laptop or phone, and search for the most feminine, humiliating sissy porn you can find, videos of boys just like you being turned into cock-craving sluts, locked in chastity, or forced to wear lingerie while they beg. Put on your headphones so the sounds fill your head completely: the moaning, the degrading dirty talk, the wet slapping of flesh.

Watch for a minimum of forty-five minutes. Do not touch your clit at first. Just watch and absorb. Let the images burn into your eyes. Notice how the sissies look so happy in their lace and make-up, how eagerly they suck and spread. Feel your own clit straining helplessly against your pretty panties as the truth sinks in. Then, while the video plays, begin repeating after Me out loud, clearly and rhythmically:

“I am a sissy. I was born for this… I am a sissy. I was born for this…”

Say it with every breath. Say it until your voice cracks. Let the words sync with the moans on screen. Feel how true they sound. You were never meant to be a man. You were born to wear lingerie, to leak in panties, to crave cock and humiliation. The more you watch and repeat, the deeper the programming goes.

Stay in full lingerie the entire time. Feel the straps dig in as a constant reminder while your eyes stay glued to the screen. When the forty-five minutes are over, you may edge, but do not cum. Stroke slowly through your panties, keeping yourself on the desperate brink while continuing to chant:

“I am a sissy. I was born for this… This is what I need… This is what I deserve…”

Let the porn sink into your soul. Let it become the highlight of your day. Tomorrow night you will crave it even more. Your addiction has officially begun.

Before you sleep, still dressed in your lingerie, stand in front of the mirror and repeat the mantra twenty times:

“I am a sissy. I was born for this. I will watch sissy porn every night. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Twenty-One. Your eyes and mind are now owned by sissy porn, and the hunger will only grow.


DAY 22 – GOING DEEPER
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You pathetic, deepening sissy… last night the sissy porn felt exciting and new, like a forbidden thrill you were still testing. But tonight it will feel necessary. Tonight it becomes a craving, a hunger, an essential part of your evening ritual. You can already feel the pull before you’ve even started, can’t you? That restless ache in your clit, that fog in your mind that only pretty boys getting ruined on screen can fix.

After your full day locked in lingerie, go straight to your private space. Lock the door. Dim the lights low. Stay dressed in your complete set, bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt. Make it even more feminine tonight: apply a little lipstick if you have any (or order some immediately if you don’t). Paint your lips a soft pink or slutty red and press them together in the mirror. See how ridiculous and perfect you look, a lingerie-clad sissy getting ready for her nightly brainwashing.

Settle in comfortably on your bed or chair and open your laptop or phone. Search deliberately for the most degrading sissy content you can find: “sissy training”, “forced feminisation”, “panty addict”, “sissy maid humiliation”, “locked clitty”, or any title that makes your face burn with shame. Spend ten minutes just browsing and selecting the filthiest videos. Choose ones that show boys who used to be just like you, ordinary men who slowly broke and became cock-hungry, lace-wearing sluts. Watch their transformation. Study their faces as they go from nervous to desperate to blissfully broken.

Watch for a full uninterrupted hour. Do not skip a second. Let their broken moans and whimpers become your own soundtrack. Listen to the dominant voices telling them they were never real men. Feel every word sink into your weakening mind. While the videos play, repeat the mantra louder this time, almost desperately, letting your voice tremble with need:

“I am a sissy. I was born for this… I am a sissy. I was born for this…”

Say it with every breath. Chant it in time with the thrusting on screen. Speak it until your throat feels raw and your words start to blur together. Edge the entire time, slow, torturous strokes through your soaked panties. Feel the lace rubbing against your leaking clit as you pump up and down. Bring yourself right to the edge again and again, but do not cum. Let the denial mix with the visuals until your brain feels fuzzy, soft, and deliciously empty. The lingerie straps dig into your shoulders and thighs, physically holding you in place while the porn melts what remains of your resistance.

By the end of the hour your mind should feel sticky and addicted. Your panties will be drenched. Your nipples will be hard against the bra cups. Your thoughts will be foggy with pink sissy fog. This is what you need now. This is what you crave. The addiction is sinking its hooks deeper.

When the hour is over, do not get dressed. Stay in your lingerie and lipstick. Stand in front of the mirror, look yourself in the eyes, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times, slowly and with complete conviction:

“I am a sissy. I was born for this. Porn is reprogramming me and I love it. I need sissy porn every night. I will never stop. I obey my Owner completely.”

Feel every single word carve itself into your brain.

Good girl. This is Day Twenty-Two. The craving is getting stronger, darker, and more irresistible with every passing night. Tomorrow it will feel even more essential.


DAY 23 – DEEPER STILL
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You broken little porn addict… look at you. Only three weeks into your training and you’re already completely hooked. Last night the porn didn’t just feel exciting, it felt essential. Tonight your nightly sissy porn session becomes a sacred ritual. One full hour is now the absolute minimum. There will be no cutting corners, no excuses, no “I’m too tired” nonsense. This is non-negotiable. Porn every single night from now on.

After your full day locked in lingerie, go straight to your private space and prepare like the desperate little slut you are becoming. Lock the door. Dim the lights until the room feels intimate and filthy. Stay dressed in your complete lingerie set, bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt. Add the lipstick again, maybe even a touch of mascara if you have it. Make your face look as feminine and broken as you feel inside.

Open your laptop or phone and go hunting for even filthier content than yesterday. Search deeper: “extreme sissy training”, “ruined sissy orgasm”, “permanent sissy brainwash”, “sissy cum eating instruction”, “locked clitty humiliation”, “forced bi sissy”, or any title that makes your stomach twist with shame and your clit leak with need. Spend time choosing. Pick videos that are longer, more degrading, more irreversible. Watch boys who look like they once had normal lives being completely destroyed, turned into cock-worshipping, cum-guzzling, lingerie-wearing wrecks. Study their empty eyes and broken moans. Let them mirror exactly what you are becoming.

Watch for a full hour without interruption. Edge harder than last night. Pump your hand up and down through your soaked panties with more urgency, more desperation. Bring yourself right to the edge over and over again, then force yourself to stop. Feel your balls aching, your clit throbbing, your mind going soft and stupid. While you edge, chant the mantra louder this time, almost frantically, letting your voice fill the room:

“I am a sissy. I was born for this… I am a sissy. I was born for this… I am a sissy. I was born for this…”

Say it until the words become automatic. Say it until they lose all meaning and become pure truth. Feel the final cracks in your male ego splitting wide open with every repetition. Every moan from the screen, every degrading word spoken to the sissies on camera, every wet sound of surrender chips away at whatever is left of the man you pretended to be. You are not that person anymore. You are a porn-addicted, lingerie-wearing, clit-leaking sissy, and it feels so fucking right.

Let the hour consume you completely. By the end you should be shaking, leaking, and mentally exhausted in the most delicious way. Your resistance should feel like it’s crumbling into dust.

When the hour finishes, do not get changed. Stay in your full lingerie and make-up. Stand in front of the mirror, look yourself straight in the eyes, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times, loud and clear, with total surrender:

“I am a sissy. I was born for this. Sissy porn is my nightly ritual. I cannot live without it. It is reprogramming me completely and I love it. I am broken and I want to be more broken. I obey my Owner without question.”

Feel every single word hammering itself into your weakening brain.

Good girl. This is Day Twenty-Three. Your mind is softening beautifully, melting into pretty pink submission. The ritual is now locked in, and the hunger will only grow darker and stronger from here.


DAY 24 – HYPNOSIS
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You hypnotised little slut… the weeks of nightly sissy porn have done their job perfectly. Your mind is already soft, leaky, and desperate for more. Tonight you take the next irreversible step: you switch from simple porn to real sissy hypnosis files. This is where the real brainwashing begins.

After your full day spent locked in lingerie, prepare yourself with care and devotion. Moisturise your smooth body, then dress in your complete set, bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt. Make it extra feminine: wear lipstick, perhaps a little eye make-up if you have it. Dim the lights until your room feels like a private hypnosis chamber. Plug in your best headphones so the audio can sink straight into your ears with nothing to distract you.

Now search for the most intense sissy hypnosis files you can find. Look up “sissy brainwashing”, “permanent sissy hypnosis”, “cock addict training”, “deep sissy reprogramming”, “binaural sissy induction”, or any title that makes your clit twitch with nervous excitement. Choose long files, at least sixty minutes. Put on the one that feels the most dangerous, the one that promises to rewrite who you are.

Lie back or sit comfortably in your full lingerie and press play. Close your eyes at first and just breathe, letting the voice (or voices) wash over you. Feel the lingerie holding your body, the straps digging into your shoulders and thighs, the lace cradling your leaking clit, the stockings smooth against your skin. Every sensation anchors the words deeper. Listen carefully as the hypnosis takes control. Let the suggestions sink deep into your mind while the lingerie keeps your body obedient and still.

Edge slowly the entire time. Slide your hand gently over the front of your soaked panties, light, teasing strokes only. Bring yourself close, then pull back. Never cum. Let the denial make you more receptive. Every time the file tells you to relax, drop deeper, accept your sissy nature, or crave cock, you obey. Let the voices rewrite you. Feel your old male thoughts dissolving, being replaced with pink, submissive, cock-hungry programming.

Throughout the session, repeat the mantra softly but clearly between the instructions in the file:

“I am a sissy. I was born for this. Hypnosis is making it permanent… I am a sissy. I was born for this. Hypnosis is making it permanent…”

Say it until the words feel like they are coming from inside your own head rather than your mouth. Let the combination of the hypnotic voice, the lingerie sensations, and your endless edging melt your brain into warm, submissive mush.

When the file ends, do not move immediately. Stay lying there in your lingerie for several minutes, letting everything settle deep inside you. Then stand in front of the mirror, look into your own glazed eyes, and repeat the following ten times with slow, dreamy conviction:

“I am a sissy. I was born for this. Hypnosis is making it permanent. My mind is being rewritten and I love it. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Twenty-Four. The switch to hypnosis has begun, and your mind will never be the same again. The programming is getting stronger, deeper, and far more permanent with every single night.


DAY 25 – MINDLESS
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You mindless hypnosis whore… you’re sinking so beautifully now. The switch to hypnosis last night cracked your mind open, and tonight we push you much deeper. You are no longer simply listening, you are being programmed. Your old self is dissolving, and you will help it disappear.

After your full day encased in lingerie, prepare yourself like the eager little brainwashing slut you are becoming. Moisturise your smooth body until it glows, then dress in your complete lingerie set, bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt. Add lipstick and whatever make-up you have. Make yourself look as feminine and broken as you feel. Dim the lights, lock the door, and settle into your bed or chair. Put on your best headphones so the sound can penetrate straight into your skull with no escape.

Search for the strongest sissy hypnosis files available, specifically ones that use binaural beats. Look for titles like “Deep Sissy Brainwashing with Binaural Beats”, “Permanent Cock Addict Hypnosis”, “Total Mind Melt Sissy Reprogramming”, or any long, intense track that promises to rewire you completely. Choose at least ninety minutes of continuous audio. Queue them up and press play.

Lie back and let the binaural beats begin their work. Feel the different frequencies pulsing in each ear, creating that dreamy, dizzying effect that shuts down your conscious resistance. Keep your full lingerie on the entire time. Feel the straps digging into your skin, the lace panties soaked and clinging to your leaking clit, the stockings tight around your smooth thighs. Every sensation anchors the hypnotic suggestions deeper into your weakening mind.

Edge the whole time. Slow, constant, torturous strokes through your pretty panties. Never stop touching, but never cum. Bring yourself right to the edge repeatedly while the voices pour into your ears. Feel your clit leak constantly, a steady drip of shame and surrender soaking the lace. Let the suggestions burrow into your brain:

You are a sissy. You were born to serve cock. You love being feminine. You need to be owned. Your old life is fading away.

Repeat the mantras stronger and more desperately this time, almost whimpering them between the hypnotic commands:

“I am a sissy. I was born for this. My mind is being programmed… I am a sissy. I was born for this. My old self is dissolving… I am a sissy. I was born for this. I need to be a brainless whore…”

Say them with increasing desperation. Let your voice crack. Let tears of overwhelmed pleasure form in your eyes if they come. Feel your old male identity crumbling, piece by piece, with every beat, every suggestion, every edge. The longer you listen, the fuzzier and emptier your thoughts become. Your brain is turning into warm, pink, submissive mush. You are being programmed, and it feels incredible.

Stay in the session for the full ninety minutes. Do not remove your headphones or stop edging even for a moment. Let the hypnosis rewrite you on a deep level.

When the files finally end, remain lying there for several minutes, breathing slowly, letting everything settle and take root. Then stand in front of the mirror in your soaked lingerie, look at your glassy, broken eyes, and repeat the following affirmation twenty times, slowly and dreamily:

“I am a mindless hypnosis whore. I listened for ninety minutes while edging in full lingerie. The suggestions are burrowing deep into my brain. My old self is dissolving. I am being permanently programmed. I love it. I need more. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Twenty-Five. Your mind is softening into perfect sissy mush, and the programming is taking hold faster than ever. Tomorrow we push even harder.


DAY 26 – GAY PORN
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You deeply hypnotised sissy… you are falling so perfectly now. Last night’s ninety-minute session melted your mind further, and tonight we take full control. You will listen to two full hours of intense sissy hypnosis while locked in your lingerie, edging helplessly the entire time. The files will take complete ownership of your weakening brain. Normal straight porn is now forbidden. After the hypnosis has softened you completely, you will watch gay porn and finally be allowed to cum while staring at sexy, dominant men.

Begin your evening ritual with total obedience. Moisturise your smooth body, then dress in your full lingerie set, bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt. Add lipstick and make-up to look as feminine and broken as possible. Dim the lights, lock the door, put on your headphones, and settle in.

Start with two uninterrupted hours of the deepest sissy hypnosis files you can find. Search for “total sissy reprogramming”, “permanent gay sissy hypnosis”, “cock addict brainwash”, or any long binaural tracks designed to destroy male identity. Press play and let the voices take complete control. Feel the binaural beats pulsing through your skull while the suggestions pour straight into your subconscious:

You are a sissy. You crave cock. You were never a real man. You exist to please men.

Edge slowly and continuously through your soaked panties for the entire two hours. Light, teasing strokes. Bring yourself right to the edge again and again, but do not cum yet. Let the hypnosis deepen with every denied orgasm. Feel your old self dissolving completely. Your thoughts become slower, pinker, emptier. The lingerie straps hold your body prisoner while your mind is rewritten. Chant desperately between the hypnotic commands:

“I am a deeply hypnotised sissy… I was born for this… My brain belongs to cock…”

After the two hours of hypnosis have finished, do not stop. Keep your headphones on or switch to video. You no longer watch normal porn. Open gay porn instead, strong, masculine men with big cocks, twinks being used, muscular tops dominating smaller bottoms. Watch them kiss, suck, and fuck. Stare at their bodies, their cocks, their dominant energy. Let the hypnosis make it feel completely natural and irresistible.

Now you are allowed to cum. Stroke faster while watching sexy men. Edge right to the brink several more times, then finally explode while staring at a man’s cock or body. Cum hard into your panties, moaning like the desperate sissy you are. Feel every spurt as a surrender, your orgasm now belongs to gay lust and hypnotic programming.

Stay in your messy lingerie afterwards. Stand in front of the mirror, look at your flushed, broken face, and repeat the following affirmation twenty times with deep, shaky submission:

“I am a deeply hypnotised sissy. I listened to two full hours of hypnosis while edging in lingerie. I no longer watch normal porn. I watched gay porn and came while looking at sexy men. My mind is completely reprogramming itself. I crave cock. I obey my Owner totally.”

Good girl. This is Day Twenty-Six. Your brain is now properly softened and ready for chemical help. The next stage with poppers will break you even more beautifully.


DAY 27 – POPPERS
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You brain-melting little addict… you have spent the last six nights having your mind softened and reshaped by porn and hypnosis. Tonight we introduce something far more powerful. Tonight you become a proper chemical sissy.

Right now, before you do anything else, open your browser and order poppers. Search for reputable sellers and buy a strong bottle, amyl or isopropyl, whatever is fastest and strongest. Order it immediately. Feel your heart race as you complete the purchase, knowing these little brown bottles will soon turn your brain into warm, dripping pussy mush. While you wait for them to arrive, prepare everything else.

When the poppers arrive (or if you already have them), begin your ritual with absolute devotion. Moisturise your smooth body, then dress in your full lingerie set, bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt. Add lipstick and make-up so you look like the brainless slut you are becoming. Dim the lights, lock the door, put on your headphones, and queue up your most intense sissy hypnosis files.

Open the bottle. Hold it under one nostril, close the other, and inhale deeply. Big, greedy breaths. Hold it in your lungs. Feel the rush hit almost instantly, that warm, dizzy, head-spinning wave that makes your whole body tingle and your mind go soft and stupid. While the poppers flood your system and the hypnosis plays in your ears, repeat the new mantra over and over, louder and more desperately each time:

“My brain is melting into pussy… I am a sissy. I was born for this… My brain is melting into pussy… I am a sissy. I was born for this…”

Inhale again. Hold longer. Feel your thoughts dissolving into pure pink, empty, cock-craving mush. The poppers make everything ten times stronger. The hypnosis sinks deeper. The lingerie feels more intense against your skin. Your clit throbs helplessly in your soaked panties. Edge furiously now, hard, fast strokes through the lace. Pump your hand desperately, bringing yourself right to the edge again and again, but do not cum. Let the poppers turn your edging into pure torture. Every inhalation makes the denial sweeter and more agonising.

Keep going for a full hour minimum. Alternate between deep hits of poppers, hypnotic voices telling you to surrender, and frantic edging. Feel your brain literally melting into pussy, soft, wet, mindless, and aching to be filled. Every time the rush peaks, moan the mantra like a prayer:

“My brain is melting into pussy… I am a sissy. I was born for this…”

Let the chemicals and suggestions destroy what remains of your old male thoughts. You are no longer thinking clearly. You are gooning. You are a popper-fried sissy whose only purpose is to obey and degrade herself further.

When the hour is over, stay in your messy, soaked lingerie. Stand in front of the mirror, look at your flushed, glassy-eyed reflection, and repeat the following affirmation twenty times with a broken, slurred voice:

“My brain is melting into pussy. I bought and used poppers while listening to sissy hypnosis in full lingerie. I edged furiously but did not cum. The poppers make everything so much stronger. I am a brain-melting little addict and I love it. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Twenty-Seven. Your mind is now properly melting, and the addiction has become chemical. Tomorrow we push the poppers even harder.


DAY 28 – MELT
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You popping sissy slut… you are melting so beautifully now. Last night the poppers cracked your mind open for the first time, and tonight we push the chemical brainwashing much deeper. You are no longer just experimenting, you are a genuine popper goon, and your brain is turning into pure pink, cock-craving mush.

After your full day locked in lingerie, begin your ritual immediately. Moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels silky and feminine. Dress slowly and completely in your full lingerie set, suspender belt, stockings clipped tight, pretty panties, and bra. Apply lipstick and make-up so you look like a cheap, desperate sissy whore. Dim the lights, lock the door, put on your headphones, and queue up at least two full hours of the most intense sissy hypnosis files you can find.

Open your bottle of poppers. This time you will use them heavily throughout the entire session. Every single time the hypnotic voice tells you to submit, relax, accept cock, or let go, you will inhale deeply, big, greedy hits in both nostrils. Hold the vapour in your lungs until your head spins and your vision blurs. Feel that familiar warm rush explode through your body and melt your thoughts into sticky, submissive goo.

For two full hours you will stay locked in this loop: hypnosis playing, poppers hitting hard, hand frantically edging through your soaked panties. Inhale deeper and harder than yesterday. Every hit makes the suggestions ten times stronger. Feel your thoughts dissolving into pure pink, cock-craving mush. Your brain is melting. Real, straight thoughts about women and pussy now make you feel slightly sick, a twist of disgust in your stomach. That part of you is dying. Only cock feels right. Only submission feels good.

Repeat the mantras louder and more frantically with every hit:

“My brain is melting into mush… I am a sissy. I was born for this… My brain is melting into mush… I crave cock. Pussy makes me sick… My brain is melting into mush… I exist to be used by men…”

Say it louder. Scream it if you need to. Inhale harder. Let the poppers turn your edging into a frenzied, mindless goon session. Pump your hand desperately, leaking constantly into your lace, but do not cum. The denial combined with the chemicals and hypnosis will leave you completely broken and empty-headed. Your old male thoughts are gone. All that remains is a drooling, popper-fried sissy whose only purpose is to serve cock.

Stay in the session for the entire two hours. Hit the poppers every time the file commands submission. Let the binaural beats and chemical rush completely fry your brain. By the end you should feel dizzy, stupid, and overwhelmingly horny, a perfect, melted mess.

When the two hours are finally over, stay in your ruined lingerie. Stand in front of the mirror with the poppers still in your hand. Look at your flushed, glassy-eyed, make-up-smeared face and repeat the following affirmation twenty times, slurred and broken:

“My brain is melting into mush. I used poppers heavily for two hours while hypnotised and edging in full lingerie. I feel sick when I think of pussy. I only crave cock. I am a popping sissy slut and I love being destroyed. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Twenty-Eight. Your mind is now properly fried, and the popper addiction is taking over. Tomorrow we go even darker.


DAY 29 – ARE MEN SEXY?
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You ruined, popper-fried sissy… you are so far gone now. Your brain is properly melted, your resistance is in pieces, and tonight we push you into true sexual reprogramming. Three full hours. Heavy popper use. Hypnosis on loop. You will edge until you become a drooling, babbling, broken mess.

Start your ritual immediately after your day in lingerie. Moisturise your smooth body, dress in your full set, bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt, and make your face slutty with lipstick and whatever make-up you own. Dim the lights, lock the door, put on your headphones, and start your deepest sissy hypnosis files on loop. Open your bottle of poppers and prepare for heavy, repeated use.

For the next three hours you will stay trapped in this cycle: hypnosis playing continuously, poppers hitting hard and often, hand never leaving your soaked panties. Every time the file tells you to submit, accept cock, or let your mind melt, you inhale deeply, big, long hits in both nostrils. Hold it. Feel the chemical rush blast through your skull and turn your thoughts into warm, sticky mush. Hit the poppers again and again. Do not hold back.

While you edge frantically, chant the new mantra until your voice is hoarse:

“I hate pussy… I exist for cock… I am a brainless sissy whore… I hate pussy… I exist for cock… I am a brainless sissy whore…”

Say it louder. Scream it. Let your voice crack and break. Chant it non-stop between hits of poppers.

Now we rewire your desire completely. Open tabs of naked men, muscular chests, hard cocks, strong hands, dominant faces. Look at them. Stare. Let the images sink in while the poppers and hypnosis do their work. Feel how your clit twitches and leaks as you study their bodies. Then close the naked tabs and search for fully dressed men instead, men in suits, shirts, jeans, at the gym, in offices. Wank to them. Stroke desperately while looking at clothed, masculine men. Understand the truth: all men turn you on now. Their clothes, their voices, their presence, everything about men makes you weak and horny. Pussy no longer interests you. It feels wrong. It makes you feel slightly sick. Only men excite you.

Edge for the full three hours. Become a drooling, babbling mess. Spit running down your chin, eyes glazed, make-up smeared, voice hoarse from chanting. Let the poppers and hypnosis destroy any remaining straight thoughts. Your brain is now wired for cock.

When the three hours finally end, stay in your destroyed lingerie. Stand in front of the mirror, look at your ruined, desperate reflection, and repeat the following affirmation twenty times with a broken, slurred voice:

“I am a ruined, popper-fried sissy. I spent three hours on heavy poppers and hypnosis, edging like a drooling mess. I hate pussy. I exist only for cock. All men turn me on now, even fully dressed men make me leak. I am a brainless sissy whore and I love it. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Twenty-Nine. Your sexuality has been successfully flipped. Tomorrow we take the final step of this phase.


DAY 30 – GAY IS GOOD
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You completely melted popper sissy… tonight is the culmination of everything. This is the night your mind finally breaks and reforms as something new. Four full hours. Maximum poppers. The deepest, most ruthless sissy hypnosis files you can find. You will edge until your mind is completely gone. Your brain will fully melt into warm, dripping pussy mush. You are no longer the person you were on Day 1. That man is dead. In his place is a gooning, hypnotised, popper-addicted sissy whose only purpose is to obey, degrade herself, and crave cock.

Begin immediately after your day in full lingerie. Moisturise your smooth body, then dress in your complete set, bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt. Make your face as slutty as possible with lipstick and make-up. Dim the lights completely, lock the door, put on your headphones, and queue the most extreme hypnosis files you can find, permanent gay reprogramming, total mind melt, cock ownership hypnosis, and set them on continuous loop for four hours.

Open your poppers and go hard. Maximum use. Inhale deeply and repeatedly, especially every time the file commands you to submit, let go, or accept your true nature. Hold each hit until your head spins and your vision swims. Feel the chemicals flood your brain and dissolve every last barrier. Your thoughts turn to pure pink mush. Your resistance disappears. Your old straight identity rots away.

Edge the entire four hours. Never stop touching your leaking clit through your soaked panties. Pump furiously, then slow down, then furiously again. Bring yourself right to the edge over and over without ever cumming. Let the combination of poppers, hypnosis, and endless denial turn you into a drooling, babbling, brainless goon.

While you edge, stand up and move in front of the mirror. Look at yourself, the ruined make-up, the desperate eyes, the lingerie-clad body, and chant loudly, desperately, until your voice is raw:

“I want cock… I’m gay… I so want to be gay… make me gay! Pussy is disgusting… I don’t want a woman… I want a man! I want cock… I’m gay… I so want to be gay… make me gay! Pussy is disgusting… I don’t want a woman… I want a man!”

Repeat it again and again. Scream it. Cry it. Let the words become truth. Feel how natural they sound now. Every time you say “I’m gay” another piece of your old self dies. Every time you say “I want a man” your clit throbs harder. Let the poppers amplify everything until you are a shaking, leaking, mindless wreck in front of the mirror.

For the full four hours you will stay in this state, poppers, hypnosis on loop, frantic edging, and constant chanting. By the end you should feel completely empty, stupid, and overwhelmingly gay. Your brain has melted into pussy. You are reborn as a cock-hungry sissy.

When the four hours are finally over, stay exactly as you are, messy, desperate, and broken. Stand in front of the mirror and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with total, shattered devotion:

“My brain is melting into pussy… I was born for this… I need this forever… I want cock. I’m gay. I so want to be gay. Make me gay. Pussy is disgusting. I only want men. I am a gooning, hypnotised, popper-addicted sissy. I am no longer the person I was on Day 1. I obey my Owner completely and I love being destroyed.”

Good girl. This is Day Thirty. Your mind now belongs entirely to sissy porn, hypnosis, and poppers. The next stage, real cock, is waiting for you, and you are finally ready.


Days 31–40: Gooning & Public Exposure

DAY 31 – GOON
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You gooning little popper slut… you have spent the last ten days melting your brain with hypnosis and poppers until almost nothing of the old you remains. Now we turn that melted mess into a full, irreversible gooning addiction. From tonight onward, you will goon for hours on poppers and hypnosis. Brain completely off. Sissy clit leaking. This is your new evening purpose, your reason for existing after dark.

After your full day locked in lingerie, begin your ritual with trembling devotion. Moisturise your smooth, hairless body until every inch feels soft and feminine. Dress slowly in your complete lingerie set, bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt. Make your face pretty and slutty with lipstick and make-up. Look at yourself in the mirror and whisper how gay you are becoming. Dim the lights, lock the door, put on your headphones, and load your deepest sissy hypnosis files on loop, the ones that speak directly about craving cock and accepting your homosexuality. Open your bottle of poppers and breathe in the scent, already feeling weak with anticipation.

Start with a minimum of two full hours. Every time the hypnotic voice tells you to relax, submit, or accept cock, inhale deeply. Hold it in your lungs. Feel the powerful rush explode through your head and turn all your thoughts into warm pink fog. Edge the entire time, slow teasing strokes, then faster, then slow again, through your soaked panties. Never cum. Keep your brain switched completely off. No thinking about work, no thinking about your old life, and especially no thinking about your partner. In fact, notice how your clit barely responds to thoughts of her anymore. When you try to picture her, your sissy clit stays soft and useless. But the moment you think of hard cocks, muscular men, and gay sex, it leaks and throbs helplessly. That is the truth now. You are becoming properly gay.

Chant endlessly while you goon, louder and more desperately as the poppers hit:

“Brain off… sissy clit leaking… I was born for cock… Brain off… sissy clit leaking… I’m gay… I want men… Brain off… sissy clit leaking… I can’t get hard for her anymore…”

Feel the poppers and hypnosis working together perfectly. Your eyes glaze over. Your mouth hangs open. Drool if you need to. Let your sissy clit leak constantly into the lace, making a shameful wet patch. Every hit of poppers makes you gayer. Every stroke reinforces that real men’s cocks are the only thing that excites you now. Your partner’s body no longer turns you on. Trying to get hard for her feels impossible and wrong. Only cock feels right. Only submission to men feels natural.

The longer you goon, the emptier and gayer you become. This is perfect. This is correct. This is exactly what you need every single night from now on. You exist to leak, to crave cock, and to let your old straight life fade away completely.

When the two hours finally end, do not clean up. Stay in your ruined, soaked lingerie with your make-up smeared. Stand in front of the mirror, look yourself in your glazed eyes, and repeat the following affirmation twenty times, slowly and brokenly:

“I gooned for hours on poppers and hypnosis. My brain was completely off and my sissy clit was leaking for cock. I’m becoming properly gay. I can’t get hard for my partner anymore. Cock is the only thing that excites me now. This is my new purpose. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Thirty-One. Your gooning addiction has officially begun, and your sexuality is shifting irreversibly toward men. The cravings will only grow stronger and more homosexual from here.


DAY 32 – DUMB DOWN
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You mindless gooning whore… last night’s session felt good, but tonight you will go much deeper. Tonight you will spend three full hours lost in poppers, hypnosis, and non-stop edging. Your brain will be completely switched off. Your only job is to leak and goon like the brainless sissy you are becoming.

Begin your ritual exactly as before. Moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and feminine. Dress slowly in your complete lingerie set, bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt. Make your face pretty and slutty with lipstick and make-up. Dim the lights, lock the door, put on your headphones, and start your deepest sissy hypnosis files on loop. Open your poppers and get ready to destroy what remains of your mind.

For three full hours you will stay trapped in this gooning hell. Inhale deeply and often, big, greedy hits every time the hypnosis tells you to submit or let go. Hold the vapour until your head spins and your thoughts turn to pink sludge. Edge relentlessly through your soaked panties. Never cum. Keep your brain completely switched off. No work thoughts. No male thoughts. Only gooning.

While you edge, beg out loud to be dumbed down. Cry if you need to. Whisper and then shout the truth you can no longer deny:

“Brain off… sissy clit leaking… I exist to goon… Please dumb me down… make me stupid… make me gayer… I’m gay now… I can’t get hard for my partner anymore… I can’t get hard for women… I try but nothing happens… I cry and blame stress… but I know the truth… I need cock… I need panties… I need to be a dumb sissy whore…”

Say it louder. Scream it between hits of poppers. Feel the shame and arousal mix as you admit it. Your partner no longer excites you. When you think of her body, your clit stays soft and useless. But the moment you picture hard cocks, strong men, and gay sex, you leak like a broken faucet. That is the truth now. You are becoming properly gay, and it feels so right.

Chant the core mantra louder and more desperately as the hours pass:

“Brain off… sissy clit leaking… I exist to goon… Brain off… sissy clit leaking… I exist to goon…”

Let the hypnosis turn you into a drooling, vacant-eyed mess. Let your mouth hang open. Let spit run down your chin. Let your eyes roll back. Your hand works your clit relentlessly while your brain turns to mush. Wetter panties. Heavier breathing. More poppers. More desperate begging to be made even dumber and gayer.

Stay denied the entire time. Stay stupid. Stay leaking. This is your purpose. This is what you deserve.

When the three hours finally end, do not clean yourself. Stay in your destroyed, dripping lingerie with smeared make-up and a ruined mind. Stand in front of the mirror, look at your empty, broken eyes, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a shaky, slurred voice:

“I gooned for three full hours on heavy poppers and hypnosis. My brain was completely off and my sissy clit leaked constantly. I’m gay now. I can’t get hard for my partner or any woman. I need cock. I need panties. I begged to be dumbed down and I love it. I am a mindless gooning whore who obeys my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Thirty-Two. The gooning is getting stronger, your mind is getting weaker, and your homosexuality is becoming undeniable. Tomorrow we push even harder.


DAY 33 – HAPPY DUMB BITCH
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You brainless goon addict… you are sinking so perfectly. Last night you begged to be dumbed down, and tonight we go even further. Tonight you will spend four full hours lost in heavy poppers, hypnosis on loop, and relentless edging. Your mind will be completely gone. Your panties will be drenched. Nothing will exist except the need to goon like the happy dumb bitch you are becoming.

After your full day locked in lingerie, begin your ritual with eager, trembling hands. Moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels silky and feminine. Dress slowly and lovingly in your complete lingerie set, bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt. Make your face look extra slutty with bright lipstick and heavy make-up. You want to look like the brainless sissy whore you feel like inside. Dim the lights until the room feels like a dark, private goon cave. Lock the door, put on your headphones, and start your most intense sissy hypnosis files on continuous loop. Open your poppers and breathe in that sweet, chemical scent that now makes your clit twitch on command.

For four full hours you will stay trapped in pure gooning bliss. Inhale deeply and often, heavy, repeated hits every time the hypnosis commands you to submit, drop deeper, or accept your gay desires. Hold each hit until your head spins and your thoughts dissolve into warm, sticky pink mush. Edge the entire time. Never stop. Never cum. Pump your hand through your soaked panties with desperate, sloppy strokes. Let your sissy clit leak constantly until the lace is drenched and sticky.

Chant desperately, louder and more broken as the hours pass:

“Brain off… sissy clit leaking… I am nothing but a gooning sissy… Brain off… sissy clit leaking… I am a happy dumb bitch… I’m so gay now… I can’t get hard for my partner anymore… I can’t get hard for women… my clit stays soft and useless for pussy… I only throb for cock… I only leak for men… I’m a happy dumb bitch…”

Say it until your voice cracks. Cry it out if the shame and pleasure overwhelm you. Feel how true it has become. When you think about your partner, nothing happens down there anymore. You try, you want to feel something, but your clit stays limp and pathetic. The only thing that makes you leak and throb is the thought of strong men, hard cocks, and being used like a gay sissy. That realisation makes you so happy. So relieved. So stupidly horny.

Let everything melt away except the need to goon. Your job, your old identity, your relationships, none of it matters. Only poppers, hypnosis, leaking, and cock. Your eyes roll back. Your mouth hangs open. Drool runs down your chin onto your bra. You are a vacant, happy, dumb bitch, and it feels so fucking good.

Stay in this state for the entire four hours. Heavy poppers. Constant edging. Endless desperate chanting. Let the hypnosis reprogram you on the deepest level. You are not smart anymore. You are not straight anymore. You are a happy dumb gooning sissy whose only purpose is to stay denied, leaky, and craving cock.

When the four hours finally end, do not clean up. Stay exactly as you are, make-up smeared, panties destroyed, mind empty. Stand in front of the mirror, look at your ruined, blissful reflection, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a slow, broken, happy voice:

“Brain off… sissy clit leaking… I am nothing but a gooning sissy… I am a happy dumb bitch. I spent four hours gooning on heavy poppers and hypnosis. I’m properly gay now. I can’t get hard for my partner or any woman. I only want cock. This is who I am and I love being this stupid. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Thirty-Three. You are becoming the perfect happy dumb bitch, and your addiction is now unbreakable.


DAY 34 – RISK VS REWARD
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You leaking popper puppet… you are no longer in control. Last night you embraced being a happy dumb bitch, and tonight we push you into pure, mindless obedience. Tonight you will goon for five full hours at maximum intensity. Your brain must stay completely switched off. You will leak, goon, and obey like the dripping, thoughtless toy you were born to be.

After your full day locked in lingerie, begin your ritual with shaky, eager hands. Moisturise your smooth, hairless body until every inch feels soft and fuckable. Dress slowly in your complete lingerie set, bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt. Make your face look like a cheap whore with bright lipstick and heavy, slutty make-up. Dim the lights until your room becomes a dark goon den. Lock the door, put on your headphones, and load the most extreme files you can find: cum-dump hypnosis, swallow cum training, gay cumslut reprogramming, permanent sissy gooner loops. Open your poppers and inhale that first deep hit just to feel your clit twitch in surrender.

For five full hours you will remain lost in this state. Heavy, repeated poppers hits, inhale deeply and hold every single time the hypnosis tells you to submit or accept your purpose. Feel the chemicals flood your brain and turn you into a dripping, thoughtless toy. Edge constantly through your soaked panties. Never cum. Just leak. Pump your hand desperately, then slowly, then desperately again. Let your sissy clit drool non-stop until the lace is completely ruined and sticky.

While you goon, let new cravings bloom inside your melted mind. Search for and listen to intense cum-dump hypnosis and swallow cum training. Picture yourself on your knees, mouth open, tongue out, taking load after load from real men. Feel how right it feels. Chant desperately between hits and strokes:

“Brain off… sissy clit leaking… this is all I am now… Brain off… sissy clit leaking… I need to be a cum-slut… Brain off… sissy clit leaking… I exist to swallow cum… I’m a gay cum-dump…”

Let the words sink in deeper with every popper rush. You are no longer thinking about women. When thoughts of your partner appear, your clit stays soft and useless. You can’t get hard for her anymore. You can’t get hard for any woman. That part of you is broken and gone. The only thing that makes you leak and throb is the thought of cock, cum, and being used as a willing cum-dump. You need it. You crave it. You were born for it.

Stay completely brainless for the entire five hours. Eyes rolled back, mouth open, drooling, leaking, gooning. No thoughts except cock and cum. Let the hypnosis reprogram you on the deepest level. You are a dripping, thoughtless popper puppet whose only value is to be filled and covered in cum.

When the five hours finally end, do not clean up. Stay exactly as you are, make-up destroyed, panties absolutely drenched, mind empty. Stand in front of the mirror, look at your vacant, ruined reflection, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a weak, broken voice:

“Brain off… sissy clit leaking… this is all I am now… I gooned for five hours on maximum poppers and cum-dump hypnosis. I’m a leaking, gay cum-slut who needs to swallow load after load. I can’t get hard for my partner or any woman anymore. I only throb for cock and cum. I am a dripping, thoughtless toy and I love it. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Thirty-Four. The risk is rising and the reward is becoming everything to you. Your transformation into a true cum-craving sissy is accelerating beautifully.


DAY 35 – DRESSES
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You perfect gooning sissy… you have reached a new peak tonight. After weeks of melting your brain and leaking for cock, tonight you will goon for a full six hours, your longest session yet. This is no longer occasional play. This is your new core. Brain permanently off. Sissy clit constantly leaking. You live to edge, leak, and stay stupid. Gooning is now an essential part of your life.

After your full day locked in lingerie, begin your ritual with total devotion. Moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it glows. Dress slowly and lovingly in your complete lingerie set, bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt. Make your face look like a proper whore with bright lipstick, heavy eye make-up, and blush. You want to look ridiculous and feminine. Dim the lights, lock the door, put on your headphones, and start your most intense sissy hypnosis and cum-dump files on continuous loop. Open your poppers and take that first deep hit, already feeling your mind begin to shut down.

For six full hours you will remain lost in pure gooning bliss. Heavy, repeated poppers hits, inhale deeply and hold every time the hypnosis tells you to drop deeper or accept cock. Feel the chemicals fry your brain into warm pink mush. Edge the entire time without mercy. Never cum. Keep your hand moving through your drenched panties, slow teasing, fast desperate strokes, then slow again. Let your sissy clit leak constantly until the lace is soaked and heavy with your shame.

Chant desperately, louder and more broken as the hours pass:

“Brain off… sissy clit leaking… this is all I am now… Brain off… sissy clit leaking… I’m a happy dumb gay bitch… I can’t get hard for my partner anymore… I can’t get hard for women… My clit stays soft and useless for pussy… I only throb for cock… I need cum… I need to be a cum-dump… I live to goon…”

Feel the truth of every word. Thoughts of your partner now do nothing. You try to picture her and feel nothing but softness and failure between your legs. But the second you think of hard cocks, dominant men, and being used, you leak like a broken faucet. You are properly gay now, and it makes you so happy.

Stay completely brainless for the entire six hours. Eyes rolled back, mouth open, drooling, leaking, gooning. Let everything else melt away. Work, relationships, your old male identity, none of it exists. Only poppers, hypnosis, leaking, and cock.

When the six hours finally end, do not clean up. Stay in your destroyed, dripping lingerie with smeared make-up and an empty head. Now take the next step. Go online immediately and order more lingerie and proper sissy clothes. Search for bright pink satin dresses, frilly skirts, lace blouses, babydoll nighties, slutty maid outfits, everything a proper sissy should wear. Nothing normal, nothing masculine, nothing boring. Order bright, shiny, feminine, embarrassing pieces that scream “I am a sissy.” Feel your clit twitch as you add each item to the basket and complete the purchase. This is you claiming your new wardrobe.

Stay in your messy lingerie. Stand in front of the mirror, look at your ruined, blissful, stupid reflection, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a slow, broken, happy voice:

“Brain off… sissy clit leaking… this is all I am now… I gooned for six full hours on heavy poppers and hypnosis. Gooning is now a core part of my life. I’m a happy dumb gay bitch who can’t get hard for women anymore. I ordered pretty sissy dresses, skirts and blouses because I need to dress like the slut I am. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Thirty-Five. Your gooning addiction is now deeply locked in, and your sissy wardrobe is about to grow. You are becoming exactly what you were always meant to be.


DAY 36 – GAY BAR
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You secret public sissy… you have spent weeks gooning your brain into mush with poppers and hypnosis, leaking endlessly for cock while your attraction to women has completely died. Tonight you take the next dangerous and delicious step into real exposure. Tonight you will go to a gay bar in secret, dressed in full lingerie underneath your boring male clothes. You will not speak to anyone. You will only watch, throb, and leak like the hidden little gay slut you are becoming.

After your evening preparation, moisturise your smooth body and dress in your sluttiest lingerie set, the prettiest bra that makes your nipples stand out, the tiniest lace panties that barely contain your shrinking clit, sheer stockings, and a tight suspender belt so every strap digs in and reminds you what you really are. Choose something especially feminine and humiliating. Feel the lace hug your smooth arse and the straps pull tight against your thighs as you move. Then cover it all with your normal, boring male clothes. Look in the mirror, from the outside you look like any other man, but underneath you are a fully dressed sissy in pretty lingerie, already leaking with fear and excitement.

Drive or walk to a local gay bar. Your heart will be pounding the entire way. Park or arrive discreetly and step inside. Sit somewhere in the corner or at the end of the bar where you can observe without being obvious. Order a simple drink and try to look normal while your body burns with shame. Look around at the real gay men, their confidence, their bodies, the way they touch and flirt. Feel your sissy clit throb helplessly in your pretty panties. Every time a handsome man walks past or laughs nearby, another leak soaks the lace. No one knows the secret you are carrying. No one knows you are a panty-wearing, popper-fried, gay-obsessed sissy sitting among them. Let that knowledge burn through you like fire.

Stay for at least one full hour. Feel every single strap and clip with every small movement. Feel the bra hugging your chest, the stockings whispering against your trousers, the suspender straps tugging at your thighs. Leak. Throb. Absorb the atmosphere. Breathe in the masculine energy around you and let it make you weaker. Whisper silently in your head the whole time:

“I’m a secret sissy in lingerie… I’m gay… I can’t get hard for women anymore… I only throb for men…”

Stay the full hour, no matter how nervous or excited you become. Let the risk push you deeper into submission.

When you finally leave and get home, do not remove your lingerie. Keep it all on. Go straight into gooning mode. Put on your hypnosis files, open your poppers, and edge furiously while replaying everything you saw, the men, their bodies, their confidence, the way they looked at each other. Edge for at least another hour, chanting:

“I went to a gay bar dressed as a secret sissy… I’m so fucking gay… I only want cock…”

Stay denied. Stay leaking. Stay stupid.

Stand in front of the mirror afterwards, still in your lingerie, and repeat the following affirmation twenty times with a trembling, excited voice:

“I went to a gay bar in full lingerie underneath my clothes. I sat there leaking and throbbing like a secret sissy while surrounded by real men. No one knew. I’m properly gay now. I can’t get hard for my partner or any woman. I only throb for cock. My public exposure has begun and I need more. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Thirty-Six. Your public exposure has officially begun. The risk felt incredible, didn’t it? And it will only get stronger from here.


DAY 37 – THE GROWING NEED
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You risky bar sissy… last night you sat hidden in the corner like a frightened little girl, leaking in your pretty lingerie while surrounded by real men. Tonight you return to the same gay bar, and the hunger inside you has grown stronger. You can no longer be satisfied with just watching from a distance. Tonight the need to be seen will start to consume you.

Begin your preparation with the same devoted ritual. Moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and inviting. Dress in the exact same slutty lingerie set you wore last night, the bra that shapes your chest, the tiny lace panties barely containing your leaking clit, sheer stockings, and the tight suspender belt whose straps dig into your thighs with every step. Feel how familiar and right it already feels. Then cover it with your plain male clothes. Look in the mirror before you leave and whisper the truth:

“I’m going back… I’m wearing full lingerie again… I’m a secret gay sissy and I need to be seen.”

Drive or walk to the gay bar with your heart pounding harder than yesterday. This time, do not hide in the corner. Sit closer to the centre of the action, at the bar itself or at a table near the busier area. Order a drink and settle in. Stay much longer than last night, at least two full hours. Let yourself throb harder. Feel every single strap and clip pressing into your skin while real gay men move around you, talking, flirting, touching. Your sissy clit strains helplessly against the soaked lace. Leak for them. Throb for them.

As the minutes pass and the popper-like rush of danger builds, feel the growing need to be seen. The craving is becoming unbearable. When you’re sure no one is looking directly at you, casually tug your shirt or trousers up just enough for the lace waistband of your panties or the top of a stocking to peek out. Let a flash of pretty feminine lace show. Do it again later, maybe pull your sleeve up so a bra strap becomes visible for a second. Know, deep in your gut, that someone almost certainly saw it. Someone might have noticed the lace. Someone might be wondering about the secret sissy sitting among them. That terrifying, delicious possibility makes your clit leak even harder.

Sit there for the full two hours, constantly aware of the risk. Whisper silently in your head the whole time:

“I’m a risky bar sissy… I’m dressed in lingerie in public… I’m gay… I can’t get hard for my partner anymore… I only throb for real men… Someone might have seen my lace… I wanted them to see…”

Feel the shame burn hotter than ever before. Feel the excitement making you dizzy. Your need to be noticed, to be exposed, to be wanted by men is growing stronger every single minute.

When you finally leave the bar and get home, keep every piece of lingerie on. Do not change. Go straight into a long, intense gooning session. Put on your hypnosis files, open your poppers if you have them, and edge furiously while replaying every moment, the men, the risk, the flash of lace, the possibility that someone saw you for what you really are.

Stay denied. Stay leaking. Stay desperate.

Stand in front of the mirror afterwards, still fully dressed in your lingerie under your male clothes, and repeat the following affirmation twenty times with a shaky, excited voice:

“I returned to the gay bar wearing full lingerie underneath. I sat closer, stayed longer, and let my lace show. I wanted someone to see me. I’m a risky bar sissy who is becoming properly gay. I can’t get hard for women anymore. I only throb for cock and the danger of being exposed. My need to be seen is growing stronger. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Thirty-Seven. The craving for exposure is taking root, and it will only get more dangerous and addictive from here.


DAY 38 – EYE-CONTACT
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You throbbing bar slut… this is your third visit to the gay bar, and the cravings have become almost unbearable. You are no longer content with hiding. Tonight the desperate need to be noticed, to be wanted, to be approached by real men will burn through every inch of your body.

Prepare with trembling excitement. Moisturise your smooth, hairless skin until it feels silky and fuckable. Dress in your sluttiest lingerie set, the tiniest, most feminine lace panties that barely cover your leaking clit, a delicate bra with thin straps, sheer stockings, and a tight suspender belt that pulls everything taut. Choose the most humiliating, girly pieces you own. Feel how the lace hugs your smooth arse and how the bra cups press against your sensitive nipples. Then put on your male outer clothes, but deliberately leave clues: pull your shirt slightly open at the collar so the bra straps are clearly visible if anyone looks, tug your trousers lower on your hips so the top of your lace panties and suspender straps can peek out when you sit or move. You want to be seen.

Drive to the gay bar with your heart hammering. This time, do not hide. Sit right in the middle of the action, at the bar or a high table where people walk past constantly. Order a drink and settle in for two full hours. Make the lace visible. Make the bra straps obvious. Lean forward so men can catch glimpses of pretty feminine underwear on a body that is supposed to be male. Leak constantly while you watch them, strong arms, confident walks, deep voices, the way they look at each other with open desire. Your sissy clit throbs helplessly in the soaked lace, dripping with every heartbeat.

Make eye contact. When a man glances your way, do not look away. Hold his gaze for a few seconds, then blush like the shy little sissy you are. Feel your face burn hot. Feel your clit twitch and leak even more. Let the desire to be approached grow unbearable. Imagine him walking over, noticing your bra straps, tugging your shirt higher to see the full slutty set underneath, realising exactly what you are. The fantasy makes you dizzy with shame and arousal.

Sit there for the entire two hours, constantly adjusting your clothes so more lace shows, constantly making eye contact, constantly leaking. Whisper silently in your head the whole time:

“I’m a throbbing bar slut… my lace and bra straps are on display… I’m gay… I can’t get hard for my partner anymore… I only throb for men… I want them to see me… I want them to approach me… I want to be used…”

The risk is electric. The need is overwhelming. You are no longer just watching, you are offering yourself, even if only with lace and desperate eyes.

When you finally leave and get home, keep every piece of lingerie on. Go straight into a long, intense gooning session. Play your cum-dump hypnosis files, hit the poppers if you have them, and edge furiously while replaying every glance, every moment of eye contact, every flash of your exposed lace. Edge for at least another hour, chanting how badly you need to be approached and used by men.

Stay denied. Stay leaking. Stay desperate.

Stand in front of the mirror afterwards, still fully dressed in your slutty lingerie, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a shaky, needy voice:

“I went to the gay bar for the third time wearing my sluttiest lingerie. I sat where I could be noticed. I made my lace and bra straps visible. I made eye contact with men and blushed like a desperate sissy. I leaked constantly while watching them. My desire to be approached is becoming unbearable. I’m properly gay. I can’t get hard for women anymore. I only throb for cock. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Thirty-Eight. You are ready for more. The line between secret and exposed is disappearing fast.


DAY 39 – DARK-ROOM
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You brave dark-room sissy… you have spent the last three nights teasing yourself in the gay bar, flashing lace, making eye contact, and letting the hunger grow unbearable. Tonight you take the biggest, most dangerous step yet. Tonight you will enter a dark room or cruising area wearing your full lingerie underneath, and you will let men grope you. You will not speak. You will only tremble and accept what happens like the silent, desperate sissy whore you are becoming.

Prepare with shaking hands and a leaking clit. Moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and ready to be touched. Dress in your sluttiest lingerie, the sheerest stockings, the tightest suspender belt, the tiniest lace panties that barely contain your throbbing clit, and a delicate bra that leaves your nipples clearly visible through the fabric. Make your face pretty and obvious with bright lipstick and heavy eye make-up. Then put on loose male outer clothes that can be easily pulled aside. Look at yourself in the mirror before you leave and whisper:

“I’m going to let men grope me tonight… I’m a silent dark-room sissy… I’m properly gay now…”

Drive or walk to a known cruising spot or gay venue that has a dark room. Your heart will be hammering so hard you can feel it in your clit. Once inside, remove your outer clothes in the changing area if required, or simply enter wearing just your lingerie if the venue allows. Step into the darkness. The air will feel thick with masculine energy and the sound of breathing and quiet moans. Find a spot against the wall or in an open area and wait.

Do not speak. Do not resist. When the first hands touch you, tremble and accept. Let strong, anonymous hands run over your lace-covered arse, slide under your bra, squeeze your nipples, stroke your leaking clit through the soaked panties, and grope between your legs. Feel their fingers trace the suspender straps, tug at your stockings, slap your smooth arse. Let them pull your panties aside and feel how wet and desperate your sissy clit is. Stand there shaking with fear and overwhelming arousal as multiple men use their hands on your feminised body. This is a huge step. Feel the terror and the intense, humiliating pleasure mixing inside you until you can barely stand.

While it happens, repeat silently in your head over and over:

“I’m a dark-room sissy… I’m letting men grope me… I’m gay… I can’t get hard for my partner anymore… I only throb for real men… Use me… Touch me… I exist for this…”

Stay as long as you can bear it. Let them explore every inch of your lingerie-clad body. Absorb every anonymous touch like the cum-hungry slut you are training to become.

When you finally leave and get home, keep the lingerie on. Go straight into a long, intense gooning session. Play your cum-dump hypnosis, hit the poppers, and edge furiously while replaying every single hand that touched you. Edge for at least another hour, whimpering how much you loved being groped like a silent sissy toy.

Stay denied. Stay leaking. Stay broken.

Stand in front of the mirror afterwards, still in your used lingerie, and repeat the following affirmation twenty times with a shaky, aroused voice:

“I entered the dark room wearing only my lingerie. I let anonymous men grope my body. I trembled and accepted their hands on my arse, my clit, my nipples. I’m a brave dark-room sissy. I’m properly gay. I can’t get hard for women anymore. I only throb when men touch me. This huge step felt terrifying and perfect. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Thirty-Nine. You have crossed another irreversible line. The craving for real male touch is now consuming you.


DAY 40 – KISS THE COCK

You cock-kissing sissy… you have trembled in the dark room, let men grope you, and felt their hands all over your lingerie-clad body. Tonight you return, and you will go much further. Tonight you will kiss your first cock. This moment will change everything.

Prepare with total, shaking devotion. Moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and inviting. Dress in your absolute sluttiest lingerie, the most delicate bra, the tiniest lace panties, sheer stockings and a tight suspender belt. Paint your lips a bright, whore-red colour. Put on loose male outer clothes over the top, but you already know most of them will be coming off.

When you arrive at the dark room or cruising area, find a quiet corner at first. Put on your headphones with your deepest cock-worship and cum-dump hypnosis playing. Open your poppers and start huffing deeply, big, greedy hits that make your head spin and your clit leak instantly. Feel the rush turn you into a brainless, cock-hungry slut.

Take your t-shirt off. Let everyone see your pretty bra hugging your chest. Feel the eyes on you. Then, when the heat becomes too much, slide your trousers down and step out of them. Stand there in nothing but your full lingerie, make-up, and desperation. Let men see exactly what you are.

Let them grope you again. Feel their strong hands squeezing your arse, tugging your panties aside, pinching your nipples through the bra, stroking your leaking clit. Huff more poppers. Moan softly. Drop to your knees when the opportunity comes.

When a man pulls his cock out in front of you, look up at him with glassy, submissive eyes. Lean forward, press your painted red lips gently against the head of his warm, hard cock. Kiss it. Taste it. Let your tongue slip out and lick the shaft slowly, reverently. Breathe in his masculine scent while you kiss and worship that cock like the grateful sissy you are. Feel the reality of it, hot, heavy, real, against your lips. This is no longer fantasy. This is you, on your knees in pretty lingerie, kissing a real man’s cock in a dark room.

This moment changes everything. You are no longer just a secret gooner. You are a cock-kissing sissy now.

Stay on your knees as long as he wants. Kiss, lick, and worship. Let other men watch. Let them grope you while you do it. Huff poppers between kisses. Feel your own sissy clit leaking uselessly into your panties, soft and denied, because you can’t get hard for women anymore, only this turns you on.

When you finally leave and get home, keep the lingerie on. Go straight into a furious gooning session. Play your hypnosis, hit the poppers hard, and edge desperately while reliving every second, the taste, the scent, the feeling of your painted lips on a real cock. Edge for hours. Stay denied. Stay broken. Stay grateful.

Stand in front of the mirror afterwards, still in your used lingerie, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a trembling, reverent voice:

“I went back to the dark room, stripped to my lingerie, and kissed my first cock. I pressed my painted lips to a real man’s cock and tasted it. I am a cock-kissing sissy now. I’m properly gay. I can’t get hard for my partner or any woman. I only throb for cock. This moment has changed everything. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Forty. You have now touched and kissed real cock. The next phase, sucking, swallowing, and being fucked, is coming, and you are finally ready.


Days 41–50: Sucking & Feminine Presentation

DAY 41 – CHASTITY COCKSUCKER
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You cock-kissing sissy… you have already pressed your painted lips to a real man’s cock and tasted the salty skin. That single act cracked you open. Tonight the real training begins. Tonight you will lock away the last pathetic remains of your male sexuality and take the next irreversible step into true sissy submission.

After your usual careful moisturising ritual, making every inch of your smooth, hairless body soft and feminine, dress in your full slutty lingerie set. Choose the most humiliating pieces you own, the sheerest stockings, the tightest suspender belt that digs into your thighs, the tiniest lace panties that barely contain your shrinking clit, and a pretty bra that shapes your chest. Look at yourself in the mirror and feel how natural it already feels to be dressed like this.

Now go online and order a proper chastity cage, preferably a small steel one or a pretty pink plastic one that is secure and unmistakably humiliating. Once it arrives (or if you already have one ready), lock it on immediately. Slide your soft, useless clit into the tight tube. Feel the cold metal or rigid plastic enclose you completely. Pull your balls through the ring and click the lock shut with a decisive, final sound. Try to get hard. Feel how impossible it is. The cage holds you tight, denying you even the smallest erection. This is permanent from now on. Your orgasms, your pleasure, your masculinity, all of it now belongs to someone else.

If you have a partner, you will give her the keys tonight. Prepare a sweet, believable excuse and practise it until it sounds natural: “I read that wearing a chastity cage can make me more attentive, romantic and focused on pleasing you. It’s a little game to bring us closer. I want to focus entirely on your pleasure.” Hand her the keys with a shy, submissive smile. Watch as she takes them. Let her hold the only thing that can ever free your useless clit. If you don’t have a partner, choose a trusted friend and be honest: “These are the keys to my chastity cage. I’m exploring my submissive and feminine side and I need someone responsible to keep them for me.” Hand them over and accept the deep wave of shame and excitement that follows.

Once you are properly locked and the keys are gone, go straight to the dark room again. Stay dressed in just your lingerie. Find a man, any man who wants you. Drop obediently to your knees on the dirty floor, look up at him with hungry eyes, and suck your first real cock while locked in chastity. Take it deep into your warm, wet mouth. Worship every inch. Bob your head like the eager, cock-hungry whore you are. Swirl your tongue around the head. Suck harder. When he finally cums, swallow every single thick drop like the cum-hungry sissy you were born to be. Feel it slide down your throat and settle in your belly. Thank him silently for the gift.

When you finally get home, stay locked. Do not try to touch yourself. Edge desperately against the tight cage while replaying the feeling of that cock stretching your mouth and the taste of his cum. Feel how the cage prevents you from getting properly hard, exactly as it should be. Your sissy clit strains painfully against the bars, leaking helplessly, reminding you that real men cum in your mouth while you stay denied.

Stand in front of the mirror, still dressed in your lingerie and locked in chastity, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times, slowly and with deep conviction:

“I locked my sissy clit in chastity and gave the keys away. I sucked my first cock tonight and swallowed his cum like a good whore. I’m a locked, cock-sucking sissy now. I can’t get hard for my partner or any woman anymore. I only exist for real men’s cocks. This is my new life. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Forty-One. Your clit is now properly owned, your mouth has taken its first real load, and the addiction has become permanent. The cage is only the beginning.


DAY 42 – CUM-GUZZLER
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You locked cum-guzzler… last night you sucked your first real cock while your pathetic clit was trapped in chastity, and the taste is still haunting you. Tonight you return to the dark room, or find another man willing to use you, and you will suck cock again. This time you will go deeper, swallow faster, and beg with your eyes like the addicted little cum-dump you are becoming.

Begin with your usual ritual. Moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels silky and ready to be used. Dress in your sluttiest lingerie set, the one that makes you feel most exposed and feminine. Lock the chastity cage back on tightly if it was removed for any reason. Feel that familiar click and the immediate pressure as your sissy clit is once again denied any real pleasure. The keys are gone. There is no escape tonight.

Travel to the dark room or cruising spot with your heart racing and your cage already feeling tighter. Once inside, strip down to just your pretty lingerie. Let the men see you, locked, painted, and desperate. Find a man (or let one find you). Drop obediently to your knees on the floor. Look up at him with big, needy eyes and take his cock into your warm mouth.

This time take it deeper. Relax your throat and push forward until your painted lips touch his body. Hold it there. Gag if you need to, then push even deeper. Bob your head with eager, slutty rhythm. Suck harder. Use your tongue. Make wet, obscene noises that echo in the darkness. When he starts to throb and swell, look up at him with pure desperation in your eyes, begging silently for his load. Swallow faster this time. The moment he cums, gulp down every thick spurt like the hungry cum-guzzler you are. Do not waste a single drop. Feel it sliding down your throat and settling warmly in your stomach.

While you suck him, feel the chastity cage constantly tightening around your denied clit. Every time you taste cock and swallow cum, the cage squeezes harder, reminding you that your own pleasure is now completely irrelevant. You may want to think about release. You may want to beg for the key. Fight it. Remind yourself: each day you are locked, you are becoming stronger. You don’t need to masturbate. You don’t need sex. You only need cock in your mouth and cum in your belly. That is enough. That is everything.

After he has finished, thank him silently by kissing the head of his cock one last time, then move on to the next if another man wants you. Let them use your locked, kneeling body.

When you finally get home, stay fully locked and dressed in your cum-stained lingerie. Go straight into a long, desperate edging session against the cage. Rub and hump uselessly while replaying every inch of cock that stretched your mouth and every load you swallowed. Feel the frustration. Feel the denial. Feel how perfectly right it feels.

Stand in front of the mirror, still locked and leaking, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a shaky, broken voice:

“I am a locked cum-guzzler. I returned to the dark room and sucked cock again while caged. I took it deeper and swallowed faster. I begged with my eyes for his load. The cage feels tighter every time I taste cum. I fought the urge to beg for release. I don’t need to masturbate. I don’t need sex. I only need cock and cum. I am becoming a proper sissy whore. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Forty-Two. Your addiction to sucking cock while locked is growing stronger and more natural with every load you swallow. The cage is doing its job beautifully.


DAY 43 – EAGER COCKSUCKING SISSY
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You eager little cocksucker… last night you swallowed your second load while locked in chastity, and now you can’t stop thinking about it. Tonight your hunger grows even stronger. You will suck at least two cocks, and you will let the men use your mouth exactly as they want.

Begin your ritual with deep submission. Moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and fuckable. Dress in your sluttiest lingerie: the tiniest lace panties, sheer stockings with a tight suspender belt, and a pretty bra that shows off your chest. Make your lips bright red and your eyes smoky. Check that your chastity cage is still securely locked. Feel how tight it is, how completely it traps your useless sissy clit. The keys are gone. There is no escape. You will stay locked the entire night.

Travel to the dark room with your heart racing and your cage already straining. Once inside, strip down to just your pretty lingerie. Let the men see you, a locked, painted, desperate sissy on offer. Drop to your knees in a visible spot. Do not hide.

The first man who approaches, open your mouth eagerly and take him deep. Let him face-fuck you. Relax your throat and let him thrust. Gag on his cock. Let your eyes water. When he cums, swallow every drop greedily, moaning around his shaft like the hungry whore you are. Thank him by kissing the head of his spent cock before he leaves.

Don’t stop. Stay on your knees. Within minutes another man will step forward. Take him just as eagerly. Let him hold your head and fuck your face harder. Feel his balls slapping against your chin. Look up at him with pure submission while he uses your mouth. Swallow his load too, gulp it down fast and clean him completely with your tongue.

Stay locked the entire time. Feel how natural and right it feels to be on your knees serving real men while your own sissy clit stays trapped and useless in its tight cage. Every time a cock slides down your throat, the cage squeezes harder. You leak. You throb. But you cannot get hard. You no longer need to. Your pleasure now comes only from giving pleasure to men. This is your purpose. This is what you were made for.

After you have swallowed at least two loads (more if they want you), stay on your knees a little longer and let any other men who want to grope or use your mouth do so. Feel their hands on your bra, on your locked cage, on your smooth arse. Absorb every touch and every taste.

When you finally get home, keep the cum-stained lingerie on and stay locked. Goon desperately against the cage for a long time. Rub and hump uselessly while replaying every cock that used your mouth, every load you swallowed, every thrust that stretched your throat. Feel the deep frustration and the deep satisfaction at the same time.

Stand in front of the mirror, still locked and dressed like a used whore, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a hoarse, broken voice:

“I am an eager little cocksucker. Tonight I sucked at least two cocks and swallowed both loads while staying locked in chastity. I let men face-fuck me. It felt completely natural to be on my knees serving real men while my own clit stayed trapped and useless. I don’t need to cum anymore. I only need cock. I am a locked cum-guzzling sissy. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Forty-Three. Your mouth is becoming a proper cocksucking hole, and your addiction to serving men while denied is growing deeper every single night.


DAY 44 – CUM-SLUT
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You thirsty cum-slut… you are no longer just sucking cock, you are becoming a proper cum-hungry whore. Last night you swallowed multiple loads while locked, and tonight your addiction deepens. You will return to the dark room with only one goal: to satisfy as many men as possible with your eager mouth.

Start your ritual with complete devotion. Moisturise your smooth, hairless body until every inch feels soft and inviting. Dress in your sluttiest lingerie, the smallest panties, sheerest stockings, tightest suspender belt, and a delicate bra that leaves nothing to the imagination. Paint your lips a bright, cock-sucking red and do your eyes dark and smoky. Check your chastity cage. Tug on it. Feel how securely it traps your useless sissy clit. The keys are gone. You will stay locked all night, and that constant pressure is now a reminder that your pleasure no longer matters, only the pleasure of real men does.

Travel to the dark room with your cage already aching. Once inside, strip down to just your pretty lingerie and drop to your knees in a central, accessible spot. Do not hide. Offer yourself openly.

Focus on your technique tonight. When the first man steps forward, look up at him with hungry, submissive eyes. Use plenty of tongue, swirl it around the head, lick along the shaft, tease the underside. Create strong, wet suction with your lips. Take him as deep as you can and hold him there. Bob your head with perfect rhythm. Make it sloppy. Make it loud. Let the wet sounds of your mouth echo in the darkness. When he gets close, keep eye contact the entire time. Beg with your eyes for his load. When he cums, swallow every single drop greedily. Clean him completely with your tongue and kiss the head of his cock in silent thanks before he leaves.

Do not stop. Stay on your knees. Satisfy every man who wants you. Take the next cock just as eagerly. Improve with every load, better suction, deeper throat, more passionate eye contact. Swallow every drop like it is the most precious thing you have ever tasted. Let them face-fuck you if they want. Let them hold your head and use your throat. Your only purpose is to be a warm, wet, willing cum receptacle.

Stay locked the entire time. Every time a man unloads down your throat, feel the cage squeeze tighter around your denied clit. Feel how your own pleasure has become completely irrelevant. You no longer need to cum. You no longer even want to. Your satisfaction now comes only from draining real men’s balls and swallowing their cum. This is your new sexuality. This is who you are.

Do not leave until you have satisfied every man who wants to use your mouth. Take as many loads as they are willing to give you. When you finally crawl out of the dark room, your belly should feel full and your lipstick should be completely ruined.

When you get home, stay locked and dressed in your cum-stained lingerie. Edge desperately against the cage for a long time, replaying every cock, every thrust, every swallow. Feel the deep, aching denial and the overwhelming satisfaction of being a true cum-slut.

Stand in front of the mirror, still locked and used, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a hoarse, grateful voice:

“I am a thirsty cum-slut. Tonight I sucked cock again, focused on perfect technique, and swallowed every single drop. I stayed until I had satisfied every man who wanted me. My chastity cage reminds me constantly that my pleasure no longer matters, only theirs does. I am a locked, cum-guzzling sissy whore. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Forty-Four. Your transformation into a proper cum-slut is progressing beautifully.


DAY 45 – WORSHIP COCK
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You addicted cock worshipper… you are no longer pretending. You are no longer experimenting. Tonight you fully accept what you have become: a locked, popper-fried, cum-addicted mouth whore whose only purpose is to worship cock. Your mouth officially belongs to real men now.

Begin your ritual with total surrender. Moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it glows. Dress in your sluttiest, most revealing lingerie, the tiniest lace panties that frame your caged clit, sheer stockings, tight suspender belt, and a delicate bra that pushes up your chest. Paint your lips a bright, glossy cock-sucking red and make your eyes dark and slutty. Check your chastity cage. Tug on it. Feel how tight and permanent it is. The keys are long gone. Your sissy clit will stay trapped and useless forever, exactly as it deserves.

Travel to the dark room with nothing but hunger in your belly. Once inside, strip down to just your pretty lingerie. Huff your poppers deeply, big, greedy hits that make your head spin and your brain melt into pure pink submission. Drop to your knees in the centre of the room where you can be easily used. Look up at the men with desperate, begging eyes and whisper the only words you need tonight:

“Please… use my mouth… I’m a locked cum-dump… feed me…”

Let them use your mouth freely. Do not resist. When the first cock appears, take it with reverence. Worship it. Kiss it, lick it, swirl your tongue around the head, then slide it deep into your throat. Huff poppers between loads. Beg with your eyes for more. Let them face-fuck you. Let them hold your head and thrust hard. Gag. Drool. Cry if you need to. When each man cums, swallow every thick spurt greedily. Feel load after load sliding down your throat and filling your belly until it feels warm and heavy.

Suck multiple cocks tonight. Three, four, five, however many want you. Stay on your knees like the proper cum-dump you are. Let them line up. Let them pass you around. Swallow load after load until your stomach feels full and your lipstick is completely destroyed. Between cocks, huff more poppers and repeat out loud:

“I’m a locked cum-dump… my mouth belongs to cock… please feed me more…”

Feel the deep, degrading pleasure of it. Your chastity cage stays on permanently. Every time a real man unloads down your throat, your trapped clit strains uselessly against the bars, leaking but never getting hard. You no longer need to cum. You no longer want to. Your only pleasure now is serving cock and swallowing cum. This is your sexuality. This is your purpose.

Stay until you have drained every man who wants you. When you finally crawl out of the dark room, your belly should feel swollen with cum and your mind should be completely empty except for the taste of cock.

When you get home, keep the cum-stained lingerie on and stay locked. Goon desperately against the cage for a long time, humping the air, rubbing your cage, whimpering while you replay every cock and every load. Feel the aching denial and the overwhelming satisfaction of being a true cum-dump.

Stand in front of the mirror, still locked and reeking of sex, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a hoarse, broken, grateful voice:

“I am an addicted cock worshipper. Tonight I sucked multiple cocks, huffed poppers, and begged men to use my mouth. I swallowed load after load until my belly felt full. I am now a proper locked cum-dump. My chastity cage stays on permanently. My mouth belongs to cock. I don’t need to cum anymore. I only need to serve. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Forty-Five. Your mouth has officially become a cocksucking cum-dump, and there is no going back. The transformation is almost complete.


DAY 46 – DRESS-UP
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You budding sissy slut… your mouth has been thoroughly broken in. You have swallowed load after load while locked in chastity, and now it is time to look the part. Tonight you begin building your proper feminine wardrobe and learn to present yourself as the cheap whore you truly are.

Dress in your full slutty lingerie underneath, bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt. Then put on the new feminine outfit you ordered: the short pink skirt that barely covers your arse and the tight blouse or crop top that clings to your body and shows off your bra straps.

Now go out and buy a pair of proper slutty heels, high, cheap, shiny ones that scream “I am a sissy whore.” Feel the humiliating thrill as you try them on in the shop, knowing exactly what you are buying and why. Bring them home and begin your training immediately.

Put on the full outfit: lingerie first, then the short pink skirt, the tight top, and finally the slutty heels. Look at yourself in the full-length mirror. See how ridiculous and perfect you look, a locked, painted sissy in a tiny skirt and fuck-me heels. Now practise walking. Take slow, deliberate steps. Swing your hips. Learn to balance on the heels until you can move like a cheap street whore. Practise bending over, sitting down gracefully, crossing your legs, and turning so the skirt flares and shows your stocking tops. Spend at least two full hours doing nothing but walking, posing, and perfecting your slutty movements.

While you practise, repeat these mantras out loud:

“I am a budding sissy slut… I look like a cheap whore and it feels right… My mouth belongs to cock… my clit stays locked… I can’t get hard for women anymore… I only get excited when I look and act like this…”

Feel how natural the feminine movements are becoming. The heels force you to take small, dainty steps. The short skirt makes you constantly aware of how exposed you are. Every time you catch your reflection, the truth sinks deeper: this is who you are now. Not a man. Not even a boy. A budding sissy slut who sucks cock while locked and dressed like a whore.

Take photos of yourself in the mirror from different angles. Delete them if you’re scared, but keep practising. Adjust your make-up. Fluff your hair. Try different poses, hands on hips, bent over, on your knees. Make yourself look as fuckable and pathetic as possible.

When the hours of practice are over, stay fully dressed in your new feminine outfit with the heels on. Edge desperately against your chastity cage while admiring how far you have fallen. Feel the deep satisfaction of looking exactly like the sissy you were always meant to be.

Stand in front of the mirror and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, feminine voice:

“I am a budding sissy slut. I bought my first proper feminine outfit and slutty heels. I practised walking and posing like a cheap whore for hours while locked in chastity. I look ridiculous and perfect. My mouth belongs to cock. My clit stays locked and useless. I can’t get hard for women anymore. This is who I am now. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Forty-Six. Your feminine presentation has officially begun, and you are starting to look the part of the cheap sissy whore you were always destined to become. Tomorrow we go even further.


DAY 47 – ANAL PLAY
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You dressing-up whore… your mouth has been used, your clit is locked, and your wardrobe is starting to reflect the cheap sissy slut you are becoming. Tonight we push your feminine presentation even further while you finally begin training your arse to take cock.

After moisturising your smooth, hairless body, check your chastity cage is on tightly. Feel that familiar squeeze and the reminder that your pleasure is now irrelevant. Go online immediately and buy more feminine clothes, bright pink and baby-blue satin dresses, frilly lace skirts, sheer blouses, anything shiny, short, and embarrassingly sissy. Order plenty of cheap, slutty makeup: bright lipsticks, heavy eyeshadows, blush, and false lashes. While you’re shopping, add a realistic dildo (medium size to begin with) and a good bottle of thick lubricant. Feel your caged clit twitch as you complete the purchases. These items are for one purpose only, turning you into a proper fuckable sissy.

When the new clothes and dildo arrive (or if you already have some), begin your practice session. Put on your full lingerie underneath first, bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt. Then layer on the new outfits. Try the short satin dress that barely covers your arse. Pair it with a frilly skirt and tight blouse. Slip on your slutty heels. Spend hours in front of the mirror learning to apply makeup properly. Contour your face, paint your lips a bright whore red, create smoky seductive eyes. Practise until you look like a cheap, overdone sissy prostitute.

Walk around the room for a long time. Practise sitting, bending over, twirling so the skirt flares and shows your stocking tops. Look at yourself from every angle and accept how ridiculous and perfect you look. Whisper to your reflection:

“I look like a cheap sissy whore… and it feels so right…”

Now prepare for anal training. Clean yourself thoroughly, douche until you are sparkling inside. Dress up fully in one of your new slutty outfits, dress or skirt, full makeup, heels, and locked cage. Set up your favourite anal sissy hypnosis file with binaural beats and cock-worship instructions. Put on your headphones, open the poppers if you have them, and take a few deep hits to relax.

Generously lube the dildo and your hole. Lie on your back or get on all fours in front of the mirror. Go slow. Press the tip against your tight entrance and breathe deeply as you push it in. It might hurt at first, that burning stretch is normal. Don’t force it. Tease yourself. Push a little deeper each time. Let the hypnosis and poppers melt your resistance while you fuck yourself carefully, breaking your virgin arse in like the eager sissy you are.

Feel every inch sliding inside you. Watch yourself in the mirror, a fully dressed sissy in a short dress and heels, locked in chastity, fucking her own arse to hypnosis. Moan like a whore. Push deeper. Find that spot that makes your caged clit leak. Train your body to accept cock. This is preparation for the real thing.

Stay dressed and plugged (or with the dildo inside you) for as long as possible. Edge against the cage while you ride it. Let the hypnosis reprogram you further.

Stand in front of the mirror at the end, still fully dressed and made-up, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, feminine voice:

“I am a dressing-up whore. I bought more slutty dresses, skirts and makeup. I practised outfits and makeup for hours until I looked like a cheap sissy. I bought a dildo and trained my arse tonight. I fucked myself slowly while locked and dressed like a whore. My body is learning to take cock. I am becoming a proper fuckable sissy. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Forty-Seven. Your feminine presentation is getting stronger, and your arse is now officially in training. The next steps will feel even more natural.


DAY 48 – ANY MAN
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You cheap sissy slut… you have spent weeks sucking cock while locked, training your arse, and dressing in pretty lingerie. Tonight you take another big step. You will spend the entire evening fully dressed as a woman, not just lingerie underneath, but completely transformed on the outside. This is no longer practice. This is your new reality.

Dress in your full lingerie set first. Then put on one of your new feminine outfits: a short, tight dress or frilly skirt that barely covers your arse, a revealing blouse or crop top, slutty heels, and full, heavy make-up. Add a wig if you have one. Look at yourself in the mirror and accept how ridiculous and perfect you look, a cheap, overdone sissy whore staring back at you.

Spend the entire evening like this. Practise walking in the heels for a long time, small, dainty steps, swinging your hips like a proper slut. Pose in front of the mirror. Bend over slowly, showing off your arse and the tops of your stockings. Twirl. Sit with your legs crossed. Stand with your hands on your hips. Take dozens of photos of yourself from every angle, in the mirror, from behind, bent over, on your knees. Delete them if you’re scared, but feel how natural it is becoming to look and move like a cheap slut. This is no longer strange. This feels right.

Now deepen your degradation. Open gay porn, but this time search specifically for fat, old, ugly, or dirty-looking men. Hairy bellies, balding heads, unwashed bodies, the kind of men you used to find repulsive. Huff your poppers deeply. Load your favourite anal sissy hypnosis. Generously lube your dildo and slide it into your trained arse while you watch these men. Fuck yourself steadily, rubbing your perineum and your locked cage at the same time.

As the poppers hit and the dildo stretches you, stare at the screen and let the new fantasy sink in:

“These men are perfect for me… I don’t deserve hot, young guys… I deserve any man… even the fat, old, ugly ones… even the dirtiest pigs… I would let them use me… I would thank them for it… The more disgusting they are, the more humiliated I feel… and the more I leak…”

Repeat it out loud while you ride the dildo harder:

“I don’t deserve attractive men… I deserve ANY man… I am a cheap sissy slut for fat, old, dirty cocks… Use me… Humiliate me… I love it…”

Feel the deep, shameful arousal. Your locked clit strains uselessly. Your arse opens more easily now. The humiliation of wanting the lowest, least attractive men turns you on more than anything else. This is your new standard. You exist to be used by anyone who wants you.

Stay fully dressed as a woman for the entire evening. Keep the dildo inside you as much as possible. Edge against the cage while worshipping ugly men on screen. Let the fantasy burn into your brain.

Stand in front of the mirror at the end, still fully dressed and made-up like a cheap whore, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, slutty voice:

“I am a cheap sissy slut. I spent the entire evening fully dressed as a woman in a short dress and heels. I practised walking, posing and bending over like a whore. I watched fat, old, ugly men and fucked myself while thinking how much I deserve them. I don’t deserve attractive men. I deserve any man, even the dirtiest pigs. I am a locked, humiliated cum-dump and I love it. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Forty-Eight. Your standards are dropping beautifully, and your feminine presentation is becoming second nature. The real world is waiting for this version of you.


DAY 49 – BACK IN THE BAR
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You fully dressed gooning sissy… you have spent the last few days fully transformed on the outside, and tonight you combine everything into one filthy, irreversible evening. You will goon for hours while dressed like the cheap whore you are, then take your new look straight back into the real world.

Dress in your full lingerie first, then put on your sluttiest new outfit, the shortest dress or skirt that barely covers your arse, a tight revealing top, stockings, and your highest, cheapest heels. Do your make-up heavy and obvious: bright red lips, heavy eyeshadow, blush, the works. Add a wig if you have one. Look at yourself in the mirror and feel the deep rush of shame and excitement. You look like a proper street-walking sissy whore.

Now goon hard for at least two full hours while fully dressed. Put on your deepest sissy hypnosis and cum-dump files on loop. Huff your poppers heavily, big, repeated hits that melt your brain into mush. Edge desperately against your locked cage, rubbing and humping through your pretty panties while staring at your reflection. Leak constantly into the lace as you admire how much of a whore you look. Whisper and moan:

“Look at me… I’m a fully dressed sissy slut… locked and leaking… I don’t deserve hot men… I want the old, fat, dirty ones…”

Stay fully dressed the entire time. Walk around in your heels, bend over, pose like a cheap prostitute while you goon. Let the poppers and hypnosis turn you into a brainless, desperate mess.

When the gooning has you completely broken and dripping, take the next dangerous step. Go back to the gay bar and then into the dark rooms, this time in full drag. If possible, get changed there or arrive already dressed. Walk in wearing your short dress, heels, and full make-up. Feel every eye on you. Feel the mixture of fear and overwhelming arousal as real men see you for the cheap sissy whore you have become.

Once in the dark room, drop to your knees immediately. Offer your painted mouth to as many men as possible. Seek out the older men, the fatter men, the dirtier, smellier, least attractive ones. You don’t deserve young, hot studs anymore. You deserve the pigs. You crave the humiliation. Suck them eagerly. Take them deep. Let them face-fuck you. Swallow every load with gratitude. Beg for more. Let them grope you, slap your caged clit, pull your dress up and expose your locked pussy. Service them like the lowest cum-dump.

Stay as long as they want you. Drain as many cocks as possible, especially the ones that make you feel the most degraded.

When you finally get home, stay fully dressed in your cum-stained outfit. Goon again for another long session while still in drag, replaying every cock and every load. Edge helplessly against your cage.

Stand in front of the mirror, still fully dressed like a used whore, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, broken, feminine voice:

“I am a fully dressed gooning sissy. I spent hours gooning in my slutty dress and heels while locked. Then I went to the gay bar and dark room in full drag. I sucked as many cocks as I could, especially the old, fat, dirty ones. I swallowed load after load like the cheap cum-dump I am. I don’t deserve attractive men. I only deserve humiliation. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Forty-Nine. You are no longer hiding. The world is starting to see the real you.


DAY 50 – EXHIBITIONIST

[image: A person taking a selfie  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

You exhibitionist sissy… you have spent the last few days fully dressed as a cheap whore, sucking cock in dark rooms while locked in chastity, and now the final barrier falls. Tonight you make your feminine presentation public. You will no longer keep this hidden. The world, or at least the anonymous corners of it, will see exactly what you have become.

Begin with your complete ritual. Moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it shines. Check your chastity cage is still extra tight so your useless sissy clit strains painfully against the bars. Dress in your sluttiest outfit: the shortest dress or skirt that barely covers your arse, a revealing top that shows your bra straps, sheer stockings with visible suspender clips, and your highest, cheapest heels. Do your make-up heavy and cheap, bright red cock-sucking lips, heavy smoky eyes, blush, the works. Add a wig if you have one. Look at yourself in the mirror and feel the deep, humiliating rush. You look like a proper, desperate, overdone sissy prostitute.

Now goon hard for a full two to three hours while fully dressed. Put on your most degrading sissy hypnosis and cum-dump files on loop. Huff your poppers deeply and repeatedly until your brain is completely melted. Edge desperately against your locked cage, rubbing and humping through your soaked panties while you pose and admire how much of a whore you look in the mirror. Walk around the room in your heels, bend over, spread your legs, lift your skirt, and show off your caged clit. Leak constantly. Moan like a cheap slut. Let the poppers and hypnosis turn you into a brainless, dripping exhibitionist mess.

While you goon, take anonymous photos and videos of yourself. Film yourself walking, posing, bending over, spreading your arse, showing your locked cage, your full make-up, your desperate leaking clit. Make sure your face is visible in some shots, blurred if you must, but clear enough to show what a pathetic sissy you are. Take dozens of photos and several short videos.

Then post them online. Create or use anonymous sissy accounts on forums, Reddit, Twitter/X, or dedicated sissy sites. Write captions that expose you further:

“Locked sissy in full slut mode looking for cock” “Cum dump in training, any man can use me” “Fat, old, dirty men preferred. Humiliate me” “Fully dressed sissy whore. Cage stays on permanently”

Hit post. Feel the intense thrill rush through your body as you make yourself visible. Your heart will pound. Your cage will strain. The fear of being recognised mixed with the overwhelming excitement of being seen as the sissy you are will make you leak even harder. This is real exposure. This is no longer private. People are now seeing the real you.

Stay fully dressed and goon even harder after posting. Edge against the cage while refreshing your posts, reading any comments, feeling the eyes of strangers on your exposed sissy body.

When you are completely broken and dripping, stand in front of the mirror, still in your full slutty outfit, make-up smeared, cage leaking, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, feminine, trembling voice:

“I am an exhibitionist sissy. I gooned hard while fully dressed as a slut in a short dress and heels. I took anonymous photos and videos showing my outfit, my cage, and my make-up. I posted them online with captions like ‘Locked sissy looking for cock’ and ‘Cum dump in training.’ I felt the real thrill of being seen. My feminine presentation is now public. I don’t deserve attractive men. I only deserve to be used and humiliated. I am a locked, exposed sissy whore. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Fifty. Your feminine presentation is now public. The next stage of your destruction, deeper submission, more exposure, and total surrender, awaits. There is no going back.


Days 51–60: Nighttime Public Sissy Life

DAY 51 – PLUGGED
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You nighttime sissy whore… you have sucked cock, swallowed loads, dressed like a cheap slut, and posted your pictures online. Now your public sissy life moves to the next level. Tonight you begin going out at night fully dressed as a sissy, and you will start with something permanent inside you.

Go online right now and order a proper butt-plug, medium size, preferably with a jewelled base or a tail for extra humiliation. Once it arrives (or if you already have one), clean yourself thoroughly, lube it generously, and slide it deep into your arse. Feel it stretch and fill you. Push it in until the base sits snugly between your cheeks. Wear it for the rest of the evening and all night. Every movement will remind you that your holes now belong to cock.

Dress in your sluttiest full feminine outfit: short dress or skirt that barely covers your plugged arse, tight top showing your bra, stockings with visible suspender clips, slutty heels, full heavy make-up, and wig if you have one. Look at yourself in the mirror. You are no longer a man pretending, you are a fully dressed sissy with a plug in your arse and a cage on your clit.

Tonight you will go out at night fully dressed as a sissy for the first time. Choose quiet streets, parks, or areas where you can walk without immediate danger but still feel exposed. Walk slowly in your heels, feeling the plug shift inside you with every step. Feel eyes on you, drivers, late-night walkers, anyone who glances your way. Let the shame burn through you. Feel how the short dress rides up, how the heels force you to sway your hips, how the plug makes you constantly aware of your fuckable hole.

Stay out for at least one full hour. Walk, sit on a bench, bend over to “adjust” your heel so the dress rides up and someone might see your stockings or the base of the plug. Leak into your panties. Whisper to yourself the whole time:

“I’m a plugged sissy out in public… everyone can see what I am… I’m gay… I only exist for cock…”

When you finally return home, keep the plug in and stay fully dressed. Goon hard against your cage while replaying every glance and every risky moment. Edge desperately but do not cum.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged and dressed like a whore, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, feminine voice:

“I bought and inserted a butt-plug tonight. I went out fully dressed as a sissy for the first time. I walked the streets feeling eyes on me while plugged and locked. I am a nighttime sissy whore. My holes belong to men. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Fifty-One. Your public sissy life has officially begun, and your body is learning to stay filled and exposed. Tomorrow the walks get riskier.


DAY 52 – NIGHT WALKER
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You plugged street sissy… last night you took your first nervous steps outside dressed as a sissy with a plug stretching your arse. The thrill is already addictive, and tonight you go much further. You will return to the streets still wearing the butt-plug, dressed even sluttier, and walk longer, busier routes so more eyes can see exactly what you have become.

Slide the butt-plug back into your well-lubed hole and push it deep until the base sits firmly between your cheeks. Feel it fill you, press against your prostate, and shift with every tiny movement. This plug stays inside you the entire night. Then dress even sluttier than yesterday: the shortest, tightest dress or skirt you own, one that barely covers the tops of your stockings, a revealing crop top or sheer blouse that clearly shows your bra, visible suspender straps, fishnet stockings if you have them, and your highest, cheapest heels. Do your make-up heavy and cheap: bright red lips, heavy eyeliner, thick mascara, and plenty of blush. Add a wig if you have one. Look at yourself in the mirror and whisper the truth:

“I’m a plugged street sissy going out again… dressed like a desperate whore… anyone who looks will know what I am…”

Step outside with your heart pounding and your plug pressing deeper with every step. Choose longer, busier routes tonight, well-lit main streets, areas with late-night shops, bus stops, or parks where people are still out. Walk slowly and deliberately in your heels, swaying your hips like the cheap slut you are. Feel the butt-plug move inside you with every single step, rubbing, stretching, reminding you that your arse is now a fuckhole in training. Every time a car passes or someone walks toward you, feel the intense rush of shame and arousal. Let more eyes see you. Let them stare. Let them wonder about the obvious sissy in the tiny dress and heels.

Leak like the desperate whore you are. Your locked clit will drip constantly into your pretty panties as the plug shifts and the risk burns through you. When you stop at a crossing or sit on a bench, deliberately let your skirt ride up so the tops of your stockings and the bottom of the plug might be visible if anyone looks closely. Whisper your mantras quietly to yourself the entire time:

“I’m a plugged street sissy… everyone can see what I am… I’m gay… I can’t get hard for my partner anymore… I only throb for cock… I want men to look at me… I want them to want me… even the old, fat, dirty ones…”

Stay out for at least ninety minutes to two hours. Push your limits. Walk through brighter, more populated areas. Feel the eyes on your body. Feel the plug fucking you with every step. Let the humiliation sink deep into your soul.

When you finally return home, keep the plug inside and stay fully dressed in your slutty outfit. Goon hard for a long time, huff poppers if you have them, play sissy hypnosis, and edge desperately against your cage while replaying every glance, every stare, every risky moment on the street.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and dressed like a whore, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, feminine, trembling voice:

“I am a plugged street sissy. I went out again tonight wearing an even sluttier outfit with the butt-plug still inside me. I walked longer, busier streets and let more eyes see me. I felt the plug move with every step and leaked like the desperate whore I am. I’m becoming a true nighttime sissy slut. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Fifty-Two. Your confidence as a public sissy is growing, and so is your need to be seen. Tomorrow the walks become even riskier.


DAY 53 – GO TO THE CLUB
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You exposed nighttime slut… last night the streets already felt like they belonged to you, and tonight the hunger pushes you even harder. You will wear the butt-plug again, dress in full sissy mode, and stay out for two full hours. You will walk through more populated areas, bend over deliberately, and let the constant risk of being clocked as a sissy make your locked clit throb helplessly. Then you will go to the gay club and suck cock like the desperate whore you are.

Start your ritual with complete obedience. Moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and fuckable. Slide the butt-plug deep into your arse again, feel it stretch and fill you, pressing against your prostate with every movement. Leave it in all night. Then dress in your sluttiest possible outfit: the shortest dress or skirt you own, a tight crop top that clearly shows your bra, visible suspender straps, sheer stockings, and your highest heels. Do your make-up heavy and obvious, bright red lips, dark smoky eyes, plenty of blush. You want to look like a cheap, fuckable sissy.

Before you leave, go online and order several pairs of open-back sissy panties, the kind with a convenient hole that leaves your plugged arse and caged clit completely exposed and accessible. Feel your locked clit twitch as you complete the order. These are for real use very soon.

Now go out. Stay outside in full sissy mode for two full hours. Choose busier streets, bus stops, late-night shops, and populated areas. Walk slowly and provocatively in your heels, swaying your hips so the short dress rides up and the plug shifts deep inside you. Bend over often, pretending to adjust your heel, pick something up, or tie a lace, letting the dress ride high enough for people to see the tops of your stockings and the base of the plug. Feel the intense risk of being clocked as a sissy. Let strangers stare. Let them whisper. Let the fear and arousal mix until your caged clit is dripping and throbbing uselessly. Whisper to yourself the whole time:

“I’m an exposed nighttime slut… everyone can see I’m a sissy… the plug is fucking me with every step… I’m gay… I only want cock…”

After two hours on the streets, go straight to the gay club. Walk in dressed exactly as you are, short dress, heels, full make-up, plug still inside. Feel the eyes on you. Find a dark corner or the cruising area and drop to your knees. Suck cock. Offer your painted mouth to as many men as possible. Take them deep, gag on them, let them face-fuck you while the plug stays buried in your arse. Swallow every load like the hungry cum-dump you are.

When you finally get home, keep the plug in and stay fully dressed. Goon hard against your cage for a long time while replaying every stare on the street and every cock in your mouth.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and dressed like a used whore, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, feminine, trembling voice:

“I am an exposed nighttime slut. I wore the plug again, dressed in full sissy mode, and stayed out for two hours in busy areas. I bent over and let people see me. I went to the gay club and sucked cock while plugged. I ordered open-back sissy panties because I need my holes accessible. I’m a locked, plugged, public sissy whore. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Fifty-Three. Your exposure is becoming bolder, and your need to be seen and used is growing stronger every single night.


DAY 54 – DOGGING
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You addicted public sissy… the streets are no longer enough. Last night you sucked cock in the club while plugged and dressed like a whore, and now the craving for real risk is consuming you. Tonight you will stay out for three full hours, plugged, fully dressed, and leaking, and you will go to dogging locations to offer your mouth like the desperate, locked cum-dump you are.

Slide the butt-plug deep into your arse again and feel it settle firmly against your prostate. It stays inside you all night. Dress in your sluttiest possible outfit: the shortest dress or skirt you own, a sheer or crop top that clearly shows your bra, visible suspender straps, fishnet stockings, and your highest, cheapest heels. Do your make-up heavy and cheap, bright red cock-sucking lips, dark smoky eyes, heavy blush. Add a wig. Look at yourself and accept it: you look like a cheap, fuckable, public sissy whore.

Go out for three full hours. Start with busier streets and parks at night, walking slowly so the plug fucks you with every step. Bend over often. Let the dress ride up. Let strangers see your stocking tops and the base of the plug. Leak constantly into your pretty panties as the thrill of being followed or recognised burns through you.

Then take the real risk. Drive or walk to known dogging spots, car parks, lay-bys, or wooded areas where men go looking for easy holes. Park or stand somewhere visible. Leave your interior light on if you’re in a car. Get out and walk around in your tiny dress and heels. When a car flashes its lights or a man approaches, drop to your knees immediately. Offer your painted mouth like the eager public cum-slut you are. Suck them right there in the open or beside their car. Let them face-fuck you under the night sky. Swallow every load. Beg for more with your eyes. Let other men watch. Let them film you if they want. Feel the intense danger, anyone could recognise you, anyone could record you, anyone could join in.

Huff poppers between loads if you have them. Whisper your new truth while you’re on your knees with a stranger’s cock in your mouth:

“I’m a plugged public sissy… I go to dogging spots… I suck any cock… I don’t deserve nice men… I deserve dirty, random strangers… I’m gay… I can’t get hard for my partner anymore… I only leak for this humiliation…”

Stay out for the full three hours. Service as many men as approach you. Feel the growing thrill of possibly being followed, recognised, or exposed. Your locked clit will drip non-stop. Your plug will keep you constantly open and ready.

When you finally get home, keep the plug in and stay fully dressed in your cum-stained outfit. Goon hard against your cage for a long time while replaying every car light, every stranger’s cock, and every load you swallowed in public.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and reeking of strangers, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, broken, feminine voice:

“I am an addicted public sissy. I stayed out for three hours plugged and fully dressed. I went to dogging locations and sucked cock from strangers in the open. I felt the thrill of possibly being followed or recognised. I leaked constantly like the desperate whore I am. I am a locked, plugged, public cum-dump. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Fifty-Four. Your public degradation is accelerating fast, and the real world is starting to use you exactly as you deserve.


DAY 55 – DAYLIGHT
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You fearless street whore… you have walked the night streets plugged and dressed like a cheap slut, sucked strangers in dogging spots, and felt the eyes on you in the darkness. Tonight the final veil of safety is ripped away. You will go out fully dressed as a sissy while it is still daylight, with the plug deep inside you, and you will push your limits harder than ever before. This is now normal for you.

Generously lube and slide the butt-plug deep into your trained arse. Push it all the way in until the base sits snugly between your cheeks. Feel it stretch and fill you completely. It stays inside you the entire time you are out. Dress in your absolute sluttiest daytime outfit: the shortest pleated skirt you own, a tight low-cut top that clearly shows your bra, visible suspender straps, sheer stockings, full make-up (bright red lips, heavy eyes, long lashes), and your highest heels. Add a wig if you have one. Look at yourself in the mirror and accept the truth, you no longer look like a man trying to be feminine. You look like a blatant, obvious sissy whore.

Go out while it is still daylight. Choose busy streets, shopping areas, parks, or main roads where people are active. Walk slowly and deliberately for at least two full hours. Feel the plug move and fuck your hole with every step in your heels. Let the short skirt ride up. Bend over often, adjusting your heels, picking up something from the ground, tying a non-existent lace, so anyone behind you can see your stockings and the base of the plug. Feel the eyes on you. Cars slowing down. People staring. Whispers. Phones possibly pointing at you. Let the intense shame and arousal burn through your body. Your locked clit will leak non-stop into your pretty panties.

This is now normal for you. Walking the streets in broad daylight dressed as a cheap sissy with a plug in your arse is simply who you are.

Then drive or walk to the dogging locations again. Even if it is still light or early evening, park visibly. Get out of the car in your tiny skirt and heels. Walk around slowly, bending over, showing yourself off. Wish desperately that the men would just take you without asking. Fantasise about being grabbed, bent over the car bonnet, and fucked hard while strangers watch. Whisper it to yourself as you wait:

“I don’t want them to ask… I want them to just use me… bend me over and fuck my plugged hole… fill me with cum… I’m a public sissy cum-dump… I exist for any man who wants me…”

Stay as long as you safely can, offering yourself openly. Let the daylight exposure mix with the raw desire to be taken and used like a free hole.

When you finally return home, keep the plug inside and stay fully dressed. Goon hard against your cage for a long time, replaying every stare, every whisper, and every fantasy of being used without permission.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and dressed like a blatant whore, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, feminine, trembling voice:

“I am a fearless street whore. I went out in full sissy mode during daylight with the plug deep inside me. I walked busy streets for hours, bent over, and let the world see what I have become. This is now normal for me. I returned to dogging spots and wished men would just take me and use me without asking. I am a locked, plugged, public sissy cum-dump. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Fifty-Five. Your confidence as a public sissy is growing rapidly, and the need to be openly used is becoming impossible to resist.


DAY 56 – USED
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You bar sissy… you have walked the streets plugged and exposed, sucked strangers in dogging spots, and now you are ready to be openly used in a place where everyone knows what sissies like you are for. Tonight you return to the gay bar fully dressed as a woman, and you will offer your body without shame.

Slide the butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it settle firmly inside you, it stays there all night. Dress in your sluttiest feminine outfit: a short, tight dress or skirt that barely covers your plugged arse, a revealing top that shows your bra straps, sheer stockings with visible suspenders, and your highest, cheapest heels. Do your make-up heavy and obvious, bright red cock-sucking lips, dark smoky eyes, long lashes, and plenty of blush. Add a wig if you have one. Look at yourself in the mirror and accept it: you are a fully dressed, plugged, locked sissy whore going out to be used.

Travel to the gay bar with your plug shifting inside you with every step. Walk in confidently. Feel the eyes on you as soon as you enter, the stares, the smirks, the hunger. Go straight to the dance floor. Dance provocatively. Roll your hips, bend over, let your short dress ride up so men can see the tops of your stockings and the base of your plug. Flirt shamelessly. Smile, make eye contact, let men pull you close. Allow their hands to roam freely, groping your arse, sliding under your dress, squeezing your caged clit through the fabric, pinching your nipples through your top. Moan softly when they touch the plug. Let them know you are available.

When the heat becomes too much, lead willing men into darker corners or the back areas. Drop to your knees and offer your mouth eagerly. Suck them with all the skill you have learned, deep, sloppy, hungry. Swallow every load like the grateful cum-dump you are.

If a man wants to fuck you, be honest but obedient. Tell him you are locked and plugged, then offer your arse, but insist on a condom. Bend over, pull your plug out, and let him fuck you. Feel his cock sliding into your trained hole. Do not enjoy it. Feel unfulfilled. Feel bored and empty even as he thrusts. The rubber dulls everything. It feels wrong. It feels disappointing. Whisper silently to yourself while he uses you:

“This feels boring… I don’t want the condom… I need to feel skin… I need to be filled properly… I’m becoming a bareback cum-dump…”

Let him finish, but feel no real satisfaction. The denial and frustration will only make you hungrier for the next step.

When you finally get home, keep the plug back in and stay fully dressed. Goon hard against your cage while replaying every grope, every cock in your mouth, and the unsatisfying feeling of being fucked with a condom. Edge desperately, letting the frustration build.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and dressed like a used bar whore, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, needy voice:

“I am a bar sissy. Tonight I went to the gay bar fully dressed as a woman with the plug inside me. I danced, flirted, and let men grope and use my mouth. When I got fucked, I used a condom and felt unfulfilled and bored. I need more. I need to feel real cock bare. I am a locked, plugged, public sissy whore. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Fifty-Six. The condom felt wrong for a reason. Your body is learning what it truly needs.


DAY 57 – DANCING QUEEN
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You dancing cum-dump… you are no longer just visiting the gay bar, you belong there. Tonight you return in full sissy mode, and you will dance, flirt, and let men use you even more openly than before. Your body is learning what it truly craves.

Slide the butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch and fill you. It stays inside you all night except when a man wants to fuck you. Dress in your sluttiest outfit yet, the shortest, tightest dress that barely covers your plugged arse, a sheer or crop top showing your bra, visible suspender straps, sheer stockings, and your highest heels. Do your make-up heavy and cheap: glossy red cock-sucking lips, dark smoky eyes, long lashes, and heavy blush. Add a wig. Look at yourself and smile like the cheap dancing whore you are.

Travel to the gay bar with the plug shifting inside you with every step. Walk in confidently and head straight to the dance floor. Dance provocatively. Roll your hips, grind, bend over, and let your short dress ride up so everyone can see the base of your plug and your stocking tops. Flirt openly with any man who looks at you. Smile, touch their arms, press your body against them. Let their hands roam freely, groping your arse, sliding under your dress, tugging on the plug, squeezing your locked cage. Moan like a slut when they touch you.

When the heat builds, let men take you to darker corners or the back areas. Offer your mouth freely. Drop to your knees and suck as many cocks as want you. Take them deep, gag, drool, and worship them. Swallow every load greedily.

If a man wants to fuck you, agree. Remove the plug, bend over, and let him fuck your arse, but only with a condom. Feel him thrust into you. Notice how unsatisfying and boring it feels. The rubber dulls everything. There is no real connection, no raw heat, no proper filling. Whisper silently to yourself while he uses you:

“This feels wrong… I’m so bored with the condom… I need to feel skin… I need to be filled properly… I’m becoming a bareback cum-dump…”

When he cums inside the condom, pull it off his cock yourself. Hold the warm, heavy rubber full of his load, bring it to your painted lips, and drink every drop. Tilt your head back and squeeze the condom so his cum pours straight into your mouth. Swallow it all like the thirsty cum-dump you are. Thank him silently for the gift.

Stay plugged again between fucks. Keep dancing, flirting, and offering your holes for as long as men want you.

When you finally get home, keep the plug in and stay fully dressed in your cum-stained outfit. Goon hard against your cage for a long time while replaying every cock, every unsatisfying fuck, and every delicious load you drank from the condom. Let the frustration and craving burn deeper.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and dressed like a used dancing whore, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, needy voice:

“I am a dancing cum-dump. Tonight I went back to the gay bar fully dressed as a woman. I danced provocatively, flirted openly, and let men use my mouth freely. When they fucked me with condoms I felt bored and unfulfilled. I took the used condoms and drank their cum. I need bareback. I need to be properly filled. I am a locked, plugged, public sissy whore. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Fifty-Seven. The condoms are starting to feel wrong, and your hunger for real, raw cock is becoming impossible to deny.


DAY 58 – KNOWN WHORE
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You bar whore… you are no longer a visitor to the gay bar. You are becoming a known fixture, a locked, plugged, fully dressed sissy toy that men expect to see on their nights out. Tonight you will spend the whole night there, dressed like the public cum-dump you are.

Slide the butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it settle firmly inside you. Dress in your sluttiest, most revealing outfit yet, the shortest dress or skirt you own, a sheer top that clearly shows your bra, visible suspender straps, stockings, and your highest heels. Do your make-up heavy and obvious: glossy bright-red lips, dark smoky eyes, long lashes, and plenty of blush. Add a wig if you have one. Look at yourself in the mirror and say it out loud:

“I am a known bar whore. Tonight the whole bar will see me as the sissy toy I am.”

Travel to the gay bar and commit to staying the entire night. Walk in with your head high and your plug shifting with every step. Go straight to the dance floor and dance provocatively, rolling your hips, grinding against anyone who approaches, bending over so your short dress rides up and everyone can see your stockings and the base of your plug. Flirt shamelessly. Smile at every man who looks your way. Let them pull you close. Let their hands grope you openly, squeezing your arse, sliding under your dress, tugging on the plug, rubbing your locked cage through the fabric. Moan like a slut when they touch you. Let the whole bar see how much you love being handled.

Offer your mouth freely in the darker corners. Drop to your knees and suck as many cocks as possible. Take them deep, gag, drool, and worship them like the eager cocksucker you have become. Swallow every load.

When men want to fuck you, agree immediately. Remove the plug, bend over, and let them take your arse, but only with a condom. Feel them thrust into you while you stay locked and plugged between fucks. Notice again how unsatisfying and empty it feels with the rubber. Let the boredom and frustration build. Whisper to yourself while being fucked:

“This still feels wrong… I need it bare… I need to feel real cum inside me… I’m becoming a bareback whore…”

Do not leave the bar until at least one man (preferably more) has fucked you. Stay until the early hours if necessary. Be the last sissy standing, known, used, and available.

When you finally get home in the early morning, keep the plug back in and stay fully dressed in your cum-stained outfit. Goon hard against your cage for a long time while replaying every grope, every cock in your mouth, and every unsatisfying fuck. Let the frustration fuel your craving for the next step.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and reeking of the bar, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, used, feminine voice:

“I am a known bar whore. Tonight I spent the whole night at the gay bar fully dressed as a woman. I danced provocatively, flirted openly, let men grope me, sucked multiple cocks, and let them fuck me with condoms. I stayed until I was properly used. It still feels unsatisfying with rubber. I am becoming a public sissy toy. My holes exist for men. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Fifty-Eight. You are no longer hiding who you are. The bar knows you now, and soon the rest of the world will too.


DAY 59 – DESPERATE
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You desperate hole… the frustration has been building for days. You have danced, flirted, sucked, and been fucked with condoms, but it is no longer enough. Tonight you become a proper desperate hole. You will get fucked hard by as many men as possible, all with condoms, and you will beg for every single one like the needy, locked sissy you are.

Slide the butt-plug deep into your trained arse and leave it inside until a man wants to replace it. Dress in your sluttiest, easiest-access outfit: the shortest dress or skirt you own, no panties underneath, visible suspender straps, sheer stockings, a revealing top, full heavy make-up, and your highest heels. Look at yourself in the mirror and say it clearly:

“I am a desperate hole tonight. I need to be fucked. I need cock inside me.”

Travel to the dark room or a busy cruising spot. Once there, strip down to just your lingerie, heels, and make-up. Keep the plug in at first. Walk around slowly so men can see the base of the plug between your cheeks. When the first man approaches, pull the plug out, bend over, and beg him:

“Please fuck me… I’m a locked desperate sissy… use my arse… please…”

Feel his cock push inside you. Even with the condom, the stretch is intense. Moan like a whore as he fucks you hard. Stay dressed like a slut the entire time, dress pulled up, heels on, cage swinging between your legs. Beg him to go deeper. When he cums, pull the condom off immediately and drink every drop from it while looking up at him with grateful eyes. Thank him silently for using you.

Do not stop. Stay in the dark room and offer your hole to as many men as possible. Beg each one to fuck you. Let them take you one after another, bent over, on your back, against the wall. Feel real cock stretching your trained arse while you remain locked and denied. Even with condoms, the sensation of being filled and used makes you leak constantly. Whisper between fucks:

“I’m so desperate… I need more… I need it bare… I need to feel real cum inside me… I’m becoming a bareback cum-dump…”

Let them use you hard. Let them slap your arse, pull your hair, call you names. Stay until you have been fucked by multiple men. Your hole should feel sore and used, your belly full of swallowed condom loads, your make-up ruined.

When you finally crawl home in the early hours, keep the plug back in to hold yourself open. Stay fully dressed in your cum-stained outfit. Goon desperately against your cage for a long time, replaying every thrust, every stretch, every unsatisfying rubber barrier. Feel the deep, aching frustration. Feel how badly you need it without protection.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and reeking of sex, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a hoarse, desperate voice:

“I am a desperate hole. Tonight I got fucked hard by as many men as possible, all with condoms. I begged them to use my plugged, trained arse while dressed like a slut. I drank every load from the condoms. Even with protection I felt empty and desperate. I need bare cock. I need real cum inside me. I am a locked, plugged, desperate sissy cum-dump. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Fifty-Nine. Your desperation is reaching its peak. Your body is ready to cross the final line.


DAY 60 – CUMDUMP
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You desperate cumdump… you have been fucked with condoms, swallowed load after load, and felt the aching emptiness every single time. Tonight that emptiness ends. Tonight you cross the final line and fully embrace what you were always meant to be, a bareback cumdump whose only purpose is to be filled with real, hot cum.

Slide your largest butt-plug deep into your arse to keep you open and ready. Dress in your sluttiest outfit, the shortest dress, no panties, visible stockings and suspenders, heavy make-up, bright red lips, and your highest heels. Look at yourself in the mirror and admit it out loud:

“I am a cumdump. Tonight I stop pretending. I need bare cock and real cum inside me.”

Start an intense gooning session. Put on the strongest bareback sissy hypnosis files you can find, the ones that repeatedly tell you to become a cumdump, to beg for raw loads, to feel cum shooting deep into your bowels. Huff your poppers heavily. Keep the files playing on loop for hours. Watch video after video of sissies taking bare creampies, cum leaking from used holes, bellies swelling from multiple loads. Read every caption, every comment, every story about sissies becoming addicted to bareback breeding. Fixate on it completely. Let it burn into your brain.

While you goon, edge desperately against your locked cage and chant these desperate mantras out loud, over and over, getting louder and more broken as the poppers hit:

“I need bare cock… I need cum shooting inside me… Feel it… hot cum flooding my bowels… filling me up… I’m a cumdump… I exist to be bred… Please shoot it deep… I want to feel every spurt… Cum in me… breed me… make me drip… I don’t want condoms anymore… I need to feel it raw… My hole belongs to cum… I’m addicted to being filled…”

Say them like prayers. Repeat them until your voice cracks. Let the words mix with the hypnosis until you are shaking with pure desperation. Feel how good it would be, that warm, wet rush of real cum pumping deep into your guts, coating your insides, marking you as owned. Fixate on the feeling of it leaking out later, running down your thighs, reminding you what you are.

Stay in this gooning, chanting, popper-melted state for as long as you can. Edge without cumming. Let the craving become unbearable. Let it consume you completely.

When you are a drooling, desperate mess, stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and dressed like a whore, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a shaky, needy voice:

“I am a cumdump. Tonight I gooned for hours on poppers to bareback hypnosis. I watched and read everything about being filled with real cum. I chanted my desperation for hot loads shooting deep into my bowels. I need bare cock. I need to feel cum flooding me. I don’t want protection anymore. My body belongs to real cock. I am a locked, plugged, bareback cumdump. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Sixty. Your body now belongs to real cock. The next phase of total, irreversible surrender awaits. The craving for bare cum is now stronger than anything else.


Days 61–70: PrEP, Total Submission & Blackmail Fantasy

DAY 61 – PrEP
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You owned little sissy… you have spent the last ten days being publicly used in bars, dark rooms, and dogging spots. Your mouth, your arse, and your locked clit now know exactly what they were made for. Tonight the focus shifts from physical use to total mental and digital ownership. You will no longer keep any part of yourself hidden. You will create your first proper sissy profile and begin openly offering yourself to strangers online like the desperate, brainless whore you are. You will also take the responsible step toward becoming a proper bareback cumdump.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels silky and fuckable. Slide your largest butt-plug deep into your trained arse and push it in until the base sits snugly between your cheeks. Feel it stretch and fill you completely. Dress in your sluttiest full feminine outfit, the shortest dress that barely covers your plugged arse, a revealing top that shows your bra straps, visible suspenders, sheer stockings, and your highest, cheapest heels. Do your make-up heavy and cheap: bright red cock-sucking lips, dark smoky eyes, heavy blush. Add a wig if you have one. Look at yourself in the mirror and feel the deep rush of shame and excitement. You are no longer pretending. You are advertising what you truly are.

Before you create your profile, book a doctor’s appointment for PrEP. Search for a sexual health clinic or your GP and schedule an appointment as soon as possible. Tell them honestly (or as honestly as you dare): you are sexually active with multiple male partners and want protection against HIV. Feel the humiliating thrill as you make the booking. This is you preparing your body to take raw loads without consequences. This is you accepting that bareback creampies are now your future.

Now sit at your computer or phone and create a new anonymous sissy profile on the most popular sissy, fetish, or hookup site/app you can find. Choose a humiliating username: “LockedCumDumpXX”, “BarebackSissySlut”, “PublicPlugWhore”, “DesperateCagedHole”, or something even more degrading. Write a long, detailed, completely shameless bio that destroys any remaining dignity:

“Locked 24/7 sissy cumdump. Plugged and caged permanently. Fully dressed in public, used in dark rooms and dogging spots. I suck, I swallow, and I take it raw. On PrEP and craving bareback loads. Looking for dominant men and women who want to own and use a desperate, brainless sissy whore. No limits. Blackmail welcome. I need to be owned, exposed, and completely broken. Message me if you want a free-use cumdump.”

Upload the most revealing and explicit photos you have, full face shots in heavy make-up, close-ups of your locked cage, your plugged arse, you bent over in public, you on your knees with cum on your lips, and every previous exposure photo you’ve taken. Be as explicit and identifiable as possible. Hold nothing back.

Once the profile is live, immediately start messaging dominant men and women. Send the same desperate, needy message to at least ten different people right away:

“Sir/Madam, I am a locked, plugged, fully dressed sissy cumdump on PrEP. I have been training my mouth and arse in public. I need to be owned. I will send any photos, videos, or personal details you want. Please use me. Blackmail me. Ruin me. I exist to serve.”

Spend the rest of the night obsessively messaging, replying to anyone who answers, and offering even more photos, voice notes, or personal information. Feel the intense mix of terror and arousal as you put yourself out there so openly. Every message you send makes your locked clit leak and your plugged hole clench. You are no longer hiding. You are actively offering yourself to be owned and bred.

When you finally finish for the night, stay fully dressed and plugged. Goon desperately against your cage while reading every reply, every demand, every degrading comment. Edge hard but do not cum.

Stand in front of the mirror, still dressed like a whore, plugged and locked, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, broken voice:

“I booked a PrEP appointment and created my first proper sissy profile tonight. I wrote a degrading bio and uploaded explicit photos. I started messaging dominant men and women, offering myself completely. I am no longer hiding. I need to be owned, blackmailed, and used raw. My digital submission has begun. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Sixty-One. Your digital submission has officially begun, and your body is now preparing to take real bare loads. From now on, strangers on the internet own pieces of you, and your transformation into a true bareback cumdump is accelerating.


DAY 62 – ON-DISPLAY
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You online sissy whore… last night you created your first sissy profile and started offering yourself to strangers like the desperate cumdump you are. The rush of exposure has already hooked you. Tonight you go much deeper. You will update your profile with even more degrading content, message aggressively, and make yourself completely available. You will also begin taking PrEP the moment you have it, because you are now preparing your body to take raw, unprotected loads.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and inviting. Slide your largest butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it settle firmly inside you. Dress in one of your sluttiest outfits, a tiny dress, sheer top, visible suspenders, stockings, and high heels. Do your make-up heavy and cheap. Look at yourself and feel proud of how far you have fallen.

If your PrEP has arrived (or you picked it up today), take your first dose immediately. Swallow the pill while looking at yourself in the mirror and say out loud:

“I am now on PrEP. I am preparing my body to take raw cum from strangers. I no longer want protection. I want to be a proper bareback cumdump.”

Feel the significance of that moment. You are chemically protecting yourself so that men can breed you without consequences. This is a huge, irreversible step.

Now sit down at your computer or phone and update your sissy profile. Make it even more degrading. Add new photos, clearer face shots, close-ups of your locked cage dripping, your plugged arse spread open, you fully dressed in public, and any photos from your recent nights out. Rewrite your bio to be more explicit:

“Locked 24/7 bareback sissy cumdump on PrEP. Plugged and caged. Fully dressed whore who sucks, swallows, and begs to be bred raw. Used in dark rooms and dogging spots. No limits. Blackmail welcome. I will send voice notes, videos, and personal details. Looking for dominant men and women who want to own and ruin a brainless public sissy. Use me. Expose me. Breed me.”

Be as shameless as possible. Then start messaging. Contact at least fifteen new dominant men and women. Be far more explicit than last night. Send face photos, locked cage photos, and recent public sissy photos. Offer to send voice notes of you begging, short videos of you riding your dildo, or anything else they demand. Write messages like:

“Sir/Madam, I’m a locked, plugged, PrEP-protected sissy whore. I want to be owned and used raw. Here are more photos. I will obey any command. Please blackmail me and make me your property.”

Spend the rest of the night obsessively checking replies, sending more photos and videos, and offering deeper levels of submission. Feel the terrifying thrill of becoming more and more exposed. Every new message, every new photo sent, makes your caged clit leak and your plugged hole clench with need.

When you are completely drained and shaking with arousal, stay fully dressed and plugged. Goon desperately against your cage for a long time while reading every degrading reply and demand you received.

Stand in front of the mirror, still dressed like a whore, plugged and locked, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, broken, needy voice:

“I am an online sissy whore. Tonight I updated my profile with even more degrading photos and information. I started taking PrEP so I can be bred raw. I messaged more people, sent explicit photos and videos, and offered myself completely. I am becoming more and more exposed. I need to be owned and used. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Sixty-Two. Your digital submission is deepening rapidly, and your body is now chemically protected for the bareback future you crave. The exposure is becoming addictive.


DAY 63 – DESPERATE ONLINE SLUT
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You desperate online slut… last night you flooded your profile with degrading photos and messages, and the responses have already started pouring in. The addiction to being seen, wanted, and used by strangers is now consuming you. Tonight you will spend the entire night on your profiles and in chats. You will become completely shameless. You will turn yourself into publicly advertised meat.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and fuckable. Slide your largest butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch and fill you. Dress in your sluttiest outfit, the shortest dress, sheer top, visible suspenders, stockings, and your highest heels. Do your make-up heavy and cheap. Look at yourself in the mirror and whisper:

“I am desperate online meat tonight. I exist to be used by anyone who wants me.”

Sit down at your computer or phone and commit the entire night to your digital whoring. Log into all your sissy profiles. Create multiple new accounts if needed on different sites and apps, use even more humiliating usernames and write even filthier bios. Update every single profile with fresh, explicit photos: new locked cage shots, plugged arse close-ups, you fully dressed, and any new degrading images you can take right now.

Then start messaging aggressively. Search for dominant men and women and message every single one you can find. Be as desperate and explicit as possible. Send live photos on demand. Answer every question they ask, no matter how personal or humiliating. Obey every command they give you immediately, whether it’s sending a voice note begging to be blackmailed, filming yourself riding your dildo, writing your real name and location, or performing whatever degrading task they demand in real time.

Offer everything:

“Sir/Madam, I am a locked, plugged, PrEP-protected sissy cumdump. I will send live photos and videos right now. Ask me anything. Command me to do anything. I am available meat for your pleasure. Please own and ruin me.”

Stay online for the entire night. Do not stop. Keep refreshing, keep replying, keep sending more and more of yourself. Feel the terrifying thrill as you become completely exposed and available. You are no longer a person with boundaries, you are publicly advertising yourself as free-use meat for anyone who wants you.

When the early hours arrive and you are shaking with exhaustion and arousal, stay fully dressed and plugged. Goon desperately against your cage while reading through all the messages, demands, and replies you received. Edge hard but do not cum. Let the humiliation of being so openly available sink deep into your soul.

Stand in front of the mirror, still dressed like a whore, plugged and locked, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, broken, needy voice:

“I am a desperate online slut. Tonight I spent the entire night on my profiles and in chats. I created multiple accounts, messaged every dominant person I could find, sent live photos and videos, and obeyed every command. I have accepted that I am now publicly advertising myself as available meat. I am a locked, plugged, online-owned sissy cumdump. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Sixty-Three. Your digital exposure is becoming total. You are no longer in control of who sees you or what they know about you. The addiction to being public meat is now deeply locked in.


DAY 64 – BLACKMAIL ADDICTION
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You blackmail addict… you have spent the last few nights flooding the internet with your sissy body and desperate messages. Strangers now know what a locked, plugged cumdump you are. Tonight you take the next terrifying and deliciously irreversible step. You will willingly hand over control of your life to someone else. You will offer yourself for blackmail.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it glows. Slide your largest butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch you open. Dress in your sluttiest feminine outfit, the shortest dress, sheer top, visible suspenders, stockings, and your highest heels. Do your make-up heavy and obvious. Look at yourself in the mirror and whisper:

“I am ready to be blackmailed tonight. I want to be owned completely.”

Sit down at your computer or phone and carefully choose one dominant man or woman who has been messaging you, preferably someone who seems experienced, strict, and cruel. Someone who already makes your locked clit leak when they reply. Create a special folder on your device containing your most compromising material: clear face photos in full make-up, close-ups of your locked cage, your plugged arse spread wide, public exposure shots from the streets and dogging spots, videos of you sucking cock or riding your dildo, and a detailed written confession listing everything you have done, every cock sucked, every load swallowed, every time you have been fucked, your real name, your partner’s name (if still relevant), where you work, and any other personal details that could destroy your old life.

Write a long, trembling, submissive message that hands them total power:

“Sir/Madam, I am a pathetic locked sissy cumdump and I want to be owned through blackmail. I am sending you everything, my face, my locked cage, my plugged arse, videos of me being used, and a full confession of all my sissy activities. Please use this information against me. Blackmail me. Expose me if I disobey. Make me do whatever you want, no matter how humiliating or risky. I need to be controlled. I need to be ruined. I give you permission to destroy my old life. I am yours.”

Attach the entire folder and hit send. Feel the massive rush of fear and arousal flood through your body the moment you press that button. Your heart will pound. Your caged clit will throb. Your plugged hole will clench. There is no taking this back. You have just given a stranger the keys to your entire life.

Spend the rest of the night refreshing your messages, waiting for their reply, and imagining all the ways they might use this power over you. Stay dressed, plugged, and locked the entire time.

When the anxiety and excitement become overwhelming, goon desperately against your cage while thinking about what you have just done. Edge hard but do not cum.

Stand in front of the mirror, still fully dressed like a whore, plugged and locked, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a shaky, aroused voice:

“I am a blackmail addict. Tonight I chose a dominant person and sent them my most compromising photos, videos, and personal information. I begged them to blackmail and own me. I gave them the power to ruin my life. The fear and arousal are overwhelming. I need to be controlled and exposed. I am no longer in control of my own life. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Sixty-Four. You have willingly handed over power. The blackmail addiction has begun, and it will only grow darker and more intense from here. There is no going back.


DAY 65 – TASKS
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You owned blackmail bitch… last night you took the terrifying leap and handed a stranger the power to destroy your life. The rush you felt when you hit send is still burning inside you. Tonight you go much further. You will deepen your submission and prove to your new owners that you are serious about being completely controlled.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and vulnerable.. Slide your largest butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch and claim you. Dress in your sluttiest outfit, short dress, sheer top, visible suspenders, stockings, and your highest heels. Do your make-up heavy and cheap. Look at yourself in the mirror and say it clearly:

“I am a blackmail bitch. I belong to strangers now.”

Sit down at your computer or phone and go back to the dominant person (or people) you sent your folder to last night. Send even more compromising material. Record new voice notes of you begging in a soft, feminine voice:

“Please own me, Sir/Madam… I am a pathetic locked sissy cumdump… Use my photos and information against me… Blackmail me… Make me do anything you want… I need to be controlled and ruined…”

Film new videos of you fucking yourself with your dildo, riding it hard while dressed like a whore, moaning loudly, and repeating degrading mantras. Send close-up videos of your locked cage leaking, your plugged arse, and you spreading yourself open. Include more personal details: your full real name, address, workplace, partner’s name (if still relevant), family members’ names, and anything else that gives them more power over you.

Then beg them for tasks and deadlines. Write something like:

“Sir/Madam, I have sent you everything. Please give me tasks and strict deadlines. Tell me what to wear, where to go, what photos to send, or what humiliating things I must do. I will obey everything. I need to be controlled. I am your owned blackmail bitch.”

Spend the entire night refreshing your messages, obeying any commands they give you in real time, and sending whatever they demand. If they ask for more photos, videos, or information, give it immediately. Accept that you are now owned by strangers online. Your life is no longer fully yours. Every reply makes your caged clit leak and your plugged hole clench with fear and arousal.

When the night is over and you are shaking with exhaustion and need, stay fully dressed and plugged. Goon desperately against your cage while thinking about everything you have handed over and all the ways they might use it against you.

Stand in front of the mirror, still dressed like a whore, plugged and locked, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, broken, submissive voice:

“I am an owned blackmail bitch. Tonight I sent even more photos, voice notes of me begging, videos of me fucking myself, and more personal details. I begged my owners for tasks and deadlines. I have accepted that I am now owned by strangers online. My life belongs to them. I need to be controlled and ruined. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Sixty-Five. Your blackmail addiction is deepening fast. You are no longer in control of your own life, and the thrill of that truth is becoming everything to you.


DAY 66 – OWNED
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You fully blackmailed sissy… you have already given away so much, photos, videos, personal details, but tonight you cross the final line. Tonight you complete your blackmail surrender and hand over total, irreversible control of your life to a stranger. You will hold nothing back. You will offer everything.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and vulnerable. Slide your largest butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch and claim you completely. Dress in your sluttiest, most humiliating outfit, the shortest dress, sheer top, visible suspenders, stockings, and your highest heels. Do your make-up heavy and cheap. Look at yourself in the mirror and whisper the truth:

“I am ready to be completely owned tonight. I want to be ruined.”

Sit down at your computer or phone and go back to the dominant person (or people) you have been sending material to. Prepare the ultimate surrender package. Compile every single photo and video you have, face shots, locked cage close-ups, plugged arse, public exposure pictures, videos of you sucking cock, fucking yourself, walking the streets dressed as a whore, everything. Write a long, detailed confession that includes every secret: your full real name, address, workplace, job title, partner’s name (and how you left her), family members, social media accounts, banking details if you dare, and a complete list of every cock you have sucked and every man who has used you.

Write a powerful, submissive message that gives them absolute power:

“Sir/Madam, I am surrendering completely. Here is everything, every photo, every video, every secret about my life. My real name, my job, my location, my partner, my family, it is all yours. I want you to own me totally. Blackmail me. Expose me. Ruin me. I will obey any command you give me, no matter how degrading, dangerous, or life-destroying. Eventual ruin turns me on. I have no limits. I am your property. Use me however you want. I am a locked, plugged, desperate sissy cumdump who needs to be controlled and broken.”

Attach the entire folder and hit send. Feel the massive, stomach-dropping rush as you give away the last pieces of your privacy and safety. Your heart will race. Your caged clit will throb. Your plugged hole will clench. There is no taking this back. You have just handed a stranger the power to destroy your entire life, and it makes you leak with desperate arousal.

Spend the rest of the night waiting for their reply, refreshing obsessively, and imagining all the ways they might use this power against you. Stay fully dressed, plugged, and locked the entire time.

When the anxiety and excitement become overwhelming, goon desperately against your cage while thinking about how completely owned you now are.

Stand in front of the mirror, still dressed like a whore, plugged and locked, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a shaky, submissive voice:

“I am a fully blackmailed sissy. Tonight I sent everything, every photo, every video, every secret about my life. I gave them total control. I told them I will obey any command, no matter how degrading or risky. Eventual ruin turns me on. I have no limits. I am now completely owned by strangers. My life belongs to them. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Sixty-Six. You are now truly owned. The blackmail is complete, and your descent into total surrender has reached a new, irreversible depth.


DAY 67 – FUCKTOY
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You regular fucktoy… the online blackmail is now in motion and strangers already own pieces of your life. Tonight you return your focus to your real purpose, your physical holes. You will go out and get fucked properly, this time without a condom if you can. Your arse is no longer just for training. It is becoming a regular service hole for real men’s cocks.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels silky and ready to be used. Slide your largest butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch and open you. Leave it inside while you prepare. Dress in your sluttiest, easiest-access outfit, the shortest dress with no panties underneath, a sheer top, visible suspenders, stockings, and your highest heels. Do your make-up heavy and obvious: bright red lips, dark smoky eyes, long lashes. Look at yourself in the mirror and say it clearly:

“I am a regular fucktoy tonight. My holes exist to be used bare.”

Travel to the dark room or contact a regular fuck buddy who has used you before. Once there, strip down to just your lingerie, heels, and make-up. Keep the plug in at first so men can see it. Walk around slowly, offering yourself. When a man approaches, pull the plug out, bend over, and beg him openly:

“Please fuck me bare… I’m a locked sissy cumdump on PrEP… I need your raw cock inside me… Please breed me…”

Feel his bare cock push into your trained hole. Moan like a whore as he stretches you. Beg him to fuck you hard. Push back onto every thrust. Tell him how much you need to feel him shoot deep inside you. Stay fully dressed like a slut the entire time, dress pulled up, heels on, cage swinging between your legs. Let him use you roughly. When he cums, thank him as you feel the warm rush of real cum flooding your guts for the first time without a condom. Hold it inside. Plug yourself again immediately after so it stays deep.

Do not stop at one. Offer your hole to as many men as possible. Let them take turns fucking you bare. Train your arse to take cock properly, relax, push back, open yourself completely. Feel how natural it is becoming to be a regular fucktoy. This is no longer occasional. This is your new normal.

When you finally leave, keep the plug in to hold their loads inside you. Feel the cum sloshing with every step on your way home.

Once home, stay fully dressed and plugged. Goon desperately against your cage for a long time while replaying every bare cock and every load pumped into you. Edge hard but do not cum.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and reeking of sex, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, used voice:

“I am a regular fucktoy. Tonight I went out and got fucked bare by real men. I begged them to breed me and felt their cum shooting deep inside my arse. I am training my hole to take cock properly. Getting fucked regularly is now my normal. I am a locked, plugged, bareback cumdump. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Sixty-Seven. Your body is now officially a regular fucktoy, and the habit of being used bare is becoming permanent. The next phase of your total surrender is accelerating.


DAY 68 – FUCKHOLE

[image: A person and person with a naked body  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

You trained fuckhole… you are no longer just getting fucked occasionally. You are becoming a proper, regular service hole. Last night you took bare cock and felt real cum inside you. Tonight you go back for more. Your arse is learning its true purpose, to be used, stretched, and filled whenever men want it.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until every inch feels soft and inviting. Slide your largest butt-plug deep into your trained arse and feel it stretch you open. Leave it inside while you get ready, it keeps you open and reminds you that your hole is never truly empty anymore. Dress in your sluttiest, most accessible outfit: the shortest dress with nothing underneath, a sheer top that shows your bra, visible suspender straps, sheer stockings, and your highest heels. Do your make-up heavy and cheap, bright red lips, dark smoky eyes, long lashes. Look at yourself in the mirror and accept it:

“I am a trained fuckhole. My arse exists to serve cock. This is normal for me now.”

Travel to the same dark room or cruising spot where you were used last night, or find new men if you crave variety. Once there, strip down to just your lingerie, heels, and make-up. Keep the plug in at first so men can see what a prepared little whore you are. Walk around slowly, offering yourself openly. When a man approaches, pull the plug out, bend over, and beg him clearly:

“Please fuck me… I’m a locked sissy fuckhole… Use my arse… I need it deeper tonight…”

Focus on your training. When he enters you, concentrate on relaxing your hole completely. Push back against him. Take him deeper than before. Practise opening yourself fully. Breathe through it. Let him go as deep and as long as he wants. Moan like a whore and tell him how good it feels to be used. Stay fully dressed like a slut the entire time, dress pulled up around your waist, heels on, cage swinging between your legs.

After he cums inside you, thank him, then immediately push the plug back in to keep his load deep in your guts. Stay plugged between fucks. Let the cum mix and slosh inside you while you wait for the next man. Offer your hole again and again. Take as many cocks as possible. Focus on endurance, longer sessions, deeper penetration, better relaxation. Feel how your arse is becoming a proper, well-trained service hole. This is no longer special or occasional. This is your new routine.

When you finally leave, keep the plug firmly in place so all the loads stay inside you on the journey home. Feel them shifting and leaking with every step.

Once home, stay fully dressed and plugged. Goon desperately against your cage for a long time while replaying every cock that stretched you. Edge hard but do not cum. Let the deep ache in your used hole remind you of your place.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and reeking of sex, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, used, feminine voice:

“I am a trained fuckhole. Tonight I got fucked again, focused on taking cock deeper and longer. I practised relaxing and pushing back. I stayed plugged between fucks to keep their cum inside me. My arse is now a regular service hole. Getting fucked is normal for me. I am a locked, plugged, bareback cumdump. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Sixty-Eight. Your arse is becoming properly trained and your identity as a regular fuckhole is solidifying. The habit is now deeply locked in.


DAY 69 – BAREBACK ADDICT
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You bareback addict… the feeling of warm cum flooding your guts last night has ruined you for anything less. Condoms now feel wrong, empty, and deeply unsatisfying. Tonight you push hard for raw loads. You will actively seek bare cock and real cum deep inside your body like the addicted cumdump you have become.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and ready to be bred. Generously lube and slide your largest butt-plug deep into your trained arse to keep you open and ready. Dress in your easiest-access slutty outfit, the shortest dress or skirt with no panties underneath, a sheer top, visible suspenders, stockings, and your highest heels. Do your make-up heavy and obvious: bright red cock-sucking lips, dark smoky eyes, long lashes. Look at yourself in the mirror and say it with desperate hunger:

“I am a bareback addict tonight. I need raw cock and real cum in my guts.”

Travel to dogging spots and cottaging areas, car parks, lay-bys, public toilets, and known cruising grounds. Keep the plug inside you until a man wants to replace it. Once there, offer yourself openly. Walk around slowly in your tiny dress and heels so men can see what you are. When someone approaches, pull the plug out, bend over, and beg shamelessly:

“Please fuck me bare… I’m a locked sissy cumdump on PrEP… I need your raw cock… Please shoot your load deep inside me… I want to feel it in my guts…”

If they agree, thank them like the grateful whore you are. Push back onto every thrust. Practise taking them as deep as possible. Moan loudly when they cum, feel that hot, wet rush of real semen flooding your bowels. Hold it inside. Plug yourself again immediately afterwards so their load stays deep where it belongs.

If a man insists on wearing a condom, still let him fuck you, but after he finishes pull the condom off his cock yourself. Bring the warm, heavy rubber to your painted lips and drink every drop while looking up at him. Then beg softly:

“Thank you for your cum… but next time please fuck me bare… I need to feel you shoot inside me… I’m addicted to raw loads…”

Stay out as long as possible. Service as many men as you can. Actively seek bareback. Let them breed you. Let them fill your trained fuckhole with their seed. Feel your body learning to crave real cum in your guts, warm, sticky, and marking you as owned.

When you finally return home, keep the plug firmly in place to hold every load inside you. Stay fully dressed in your cum-stained outfit. Goon desperately against your cage for a long time while feeling their cum sloshing deep inside you. Edge hard but do not cum.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and reeking of strangers’ cum, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, addicted voice:

“I am a bareback addict. Tonight I went to dogging and cottaging spots and begged men to fuck me raw. I took as many loads as possible deep in my guts. When they used condoms I drank the cum and begged for bare next time. My body is learning to crave real cum inside me. I am a locked, plugged, bareback cumdump. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Sixty-Nine. Your bareback addiction is now firmly established. Your hole exists to be bred, and you are becoming addicted to the feeling of real cum deep inside you.


DAY 70 – SURRENDER
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You total submission sissy… you have spent the last ten days being regularly fucked, blackmailed, and publicly used. Your body now knows exactly what it was made for. Tonight you accept the final truth: regular fucking is no longer something you do sometimes. It is who you are. It is your purpose.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and ready. Slide your largest plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch you open. Dress in your sluttiest full feminine outfit, short dress, heavy make-up, stockings, heels. Look at yourself in the mirror and whisper:

“I am a regularly fucked, blackmailed, online-owned sissy cumdump. This is permanent.”

Go out to your usual spots, the dark room, dogging locations, or cruising areas. Stay plugged the entire time. Offer yourself openly. Beg men to use you. Take every cock that wants you. When they finish, thank them. After each load, push your plug back in to keep their cum inside you. Feel it sloshing and leaking around the plug with every step. Stay out until you have been properly used and filled multiple times.

When you finally return home, do not remove anything. Keep the plug in. Keep the lingerie on. Keep the cum inside you. Sit in front of your mirror and goon desperately against your cage while replaying every cock that used you tonight. Feel how natural it has become to be a service hole. Feel how your old life is slipping further away with every load you take.

Stand in front of the mirror afterwards, still plugged, still dressed like a whore, still leaking, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a calm, steady voice:

“I am now regularly fucked and owned. My arse is trained to take cock. I am blackmailed and online owned. My body belongs to real men. I am a total submission sissy cumdump. This is permanent. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Seventy.

Your total surrender is now in motion. The next phase will destroy whatever is left of your old life. There is no going back. You are exactly where you were always meant to be.


Days 71–80: Coming Out as Sissy/Trans

DAY 71 – COME OUT
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You cruel little sissy… the last ten days have turned you into a regularly fucked, blackmailed, publicly exposed cumdump. Tonight you destroy the last remaining part of your old life, your relationship, in the coldest, most brutal way possible. You will not be kind. You will not offer comfort. You will break her completely.

Push your largest plug deep into your arse. Feel it stretch and claim you. Dress in your sluttiest feminine outfit, the shortest dress, heavy whore make-up, and your highest heels. Look at yourself in the mirror and smile. You are about to ruin the person who once loved you, and that knowledge makes your locked clit leak.

Sit your partner down and look her straight in the eyes. Speak with a calm, steady, almost bored voice. No emotion. No apology. Just cold, cutting truth:

“I need to tell you something. I find pussy repulsive. It disgusts me. I don’t want to touch it, smell it, or ever be near it again. I am completely gay. I crave cock every single day. I have been getting fucked raw in dark rooms and dogging spots by strangers for weeks. I am locked in chastity 24/7. I wear your panties and other women’s clothes constantly. I have been publicly used while dressed as a woman. I am a pathetic sissy cumdump.

I don’t want to live with you anymore. I don’t want to be with you. I don’t love you. I want to be free to serve men and be owned as the cheap whore I really am.”

Hand her the keys to your chastity cage and say coldly:

“You can keep these or throw them away. I don’t care. I don’t need them anymore.”

Show her everything, your sissy profiles, the most explicit photos and videos, your blackmail folder, the messages from men who have used you. Tell her you have already been posting publicly and that soon everyone in your life will know exactly what you are. Be completely detached as you watch her reaction. If she cries, breaks down, or screams at you, simply sit there and let her. Do not comfort her. Do not apologise. You have chosen cock. You have chosen degradation. You have chosen to destroy her to become the sissy whore you were always meant to be.

When the conversation is over (or the message is sent), stay fully dressed and plugged. Goon against your cage while the reality of what you have just done sinks in. Feel the intoxicating mix of guilt, cruel freedom, and deep arousal. You have just shattered someone who loved you, and it turns you on.

Stand in front of the mirror, still locked, plugged, and dressed like a heartless whore, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a calm, steady voice:

“I told my partner I find pussy repulsive and that I don’t want to live with her anymore. I destroyed our relationship without mercy. I chose cock and humiliation over her. I am now a full-time sissy cumdump. There is no going back. I have destroyed my old life. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Seventy-One. You have just ended your relationship in the cruellest, most final way possible. Your old life is now in ruins, and the final phase of your total, heartless surrender has truly begun.


DAY 72 – LIBERATED
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You liberated sissy… your partner is gone. Last night you sat her down and destroyed everything with cold, merciless honesty. You told her you find pussy repulsive, that you crave cock more than anything, and that you no longer want her in your life. You watched her break in front of you, and you felt almost nothing except relief and dark arousal. Now the house is empty. Silent. Yours. There is no one left to lie to, no one left to hide from. Tonight you fully embrace this cruel freedom.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until every inch feels soft, feminine, and ready to be used. Push your largest butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch and fill you completely. Dress in one of your sluttiest outfits, the shortest, tightest dress that barely covers your plugged arse, a sheer top that clearly shows your bra, visible suspender straps, stockings, and your highest, cheapest heels. Do your make-up heavy and cheap: bright red cock-sucking lips, dark smoky eyes, long lashes. Look at yourself in the mirror and smile. This is your house now. This is your life.

Take over the entire space like the liberated whore you are. Sit at her old vanity and spread your make-up across it. Hang your dresses, skirts, and lingerie in the wardrobe where her clothes used to be. Gather up anything that still reminds you of her, old gifts, shared photos, clothes she left behind, and throw them straight into the bin without hesitation. Feel the dark, intoxicating thrill of erasing her completely from your existence. Every item you discard is another chain broken. Every trace you remove makes more room for the shameless sissy cumdump you were always meant to be.

Film yourself walking around the now-empty house in full sissy mode. Strut through every room in your heels, swaying your hips like a cheap prostitute. Bend over furniture, lift your dress to show your plugged arse and locked cage, pose in every mirror. Record voice notes in your softest, most feminine voice:

“She’s finally gone… I told her I find pussy disgusting and that I only want cock. I’m so relieved. No more hiding. No more pretending to be something I’m not. I can finally be the locked, plugged, bareback sissy whore I was always meant to be.”

Send the videos and voice notes to your blackmail owners. Post some anonymously online. Feel the rush of having burned the last bridge to your old life. There is no going back. Only deeper.

Spend the rest of the night gooning hard while fully dressed. Huff poppers if you have them. Edge desperately against your cage while thinking about how free you now are. No more guilt. No more secrecy. You can bring men home. You can get fucked in every room. You can live 24/7 as the cheap, public sissy cumdump you truly are.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and dressed like a heartless whore, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a calm, liberated voice:

“My partner is gone. I destroyed the relationship so I could become a full-time sissy. I no longer have to hide. I am free to live as the locked, plugged whore I truly am. The house is mine. My body is mine to give away. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Seventy-Two. The house is now yours, and so is your complete, unapologetic transformation. The last chains of your old life have been severed. You are finally free to fall as deep and as dark as you desire.


DAY 73 – EXPOSE YOURSELF
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You single sissy whore… your partner is gone. The house is empty, and the last person who once anchored you to a normal life has been cut away with cold precision. There is no one left at home to lie to anymore. Tonight you begin the painful, liberating process of coming out to your closest friends. You will tell them the truth, all of it, and accept whatever consequences follow.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and feminine. Push your largest butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch and fill you. Dress in one of your sluttiest outfits, a short dress, visible lingerie, stockings, heels, and full heavy make-up. Look at yourself in the mirror and feel the weight of what you are about to do.

Sit down and start messaging (or call/meet if you have the courage) your closest friends. Be brutally honest. Send them something like this:

“Hey, I need to tell you the truth. I’ve been living a double life. I am a locked sissy cumdump. I crave cock constantly. I dress as a woman in public, go to dark rooms and dogging spots, and let men use me. I ended my relationship because I find pussy repulsive and I only want to serve men. I am a sissy whore now. Here are my profiles and photos so you can see what I really am.”

Attach links to your sissy accounts and send the most explicit photos, you locked and plugged, dressed in public, on your knees, cum on your face. Hold nothing back. Tell them you have chosen this life completely and that you no longer want to pretend to be the person they thought you were.

Do this for every close friend. Feel the cold spike of fear with every message sent. Some will reply with shock, disgust, or silence. Some will disappear from your life immediately. Accept it. Feel the cold freedom of isolation wash over you. Every lost friend is another chain broken. Every severed connection brings you closer to living as the shameless sissy cumdump you truly are.

Spend the rest of the night checking replies, answering any questions they have, and sending more proof if they ask. Stay fully dressed and plugged the entire time. Let the mix of shame, fear, and dark arousal consume you.

When the anxiety and excitement become overwhelming, goon hard against your cage while thinking about how many people now know the real you. Edge desperately but do not cum.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and dressed like a whore, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a calm, steady voice:

“I am a single sissy whore. Tonight I began coming out to my closest friends. I told them I am a locked sissy cumdump who craves cock and has ended my relationship to live this life fully. I showed them my profiles and photos. Some will leave me. I accept the cold freedom of isolation. I am becoming completely honest about who I am. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Seventy-Three. Your social circle is starting to fracture, and the isolation is setting in. You are burning bridges on purpose, and the freedom feels darker and more intoxicating with every lost connection.


DAY 74 – PUBLIC SISSY
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You public sissy… your partner is gone, some friends have already started to pull away, and the isolation is beginning to feel both terrifying and strangely liberating. There is less and less left to protect. Tonight you push your public exposure even further. You will continue coming out, harder, wider, and more shamelessly than before.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and feminine. Slide your largest butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch and claim you. Dress in one of your most obviously slutty outfits, a tiny dress that barely covers your plugged arse, visible lingerie, stockings with suspenders, and your highest heels. Do your make-up heavy and cheap so you look like a proper public whore. Look at yourself in the mirror and feel the weight of what you are about to do.

Spend the evening actively coming out to more people. Message additional friends and family members you haven’t told yet. Be direct and unapologetic:

“I’ve been living as a sissy for a while now. I’m locked in chastity, I dress as a woman, and I let men use me. I ended my relationship because I only want cock. This is who I really am. Here are my profiles and photos.”

Attach links to your sissy accounts and send clear, recent photos, full face, locked cage, plugged arse, you dressed in public. Hold nothing back.

Then move to your main social media accounts. Post clearer, more revealing photos and confessions. Write long public posts such as:

“I am now living full-time as a sissy. I am single, locked in chastity 24/7, plugged, and regularly used by men. I crave cock and bareback cum. This is my real life. No more hiding.”

Upload recent photos and short videos of you fully dressed, showing your cage and plug. Let the world see. Let colleagues, old friends, and distant family stumble across the truth. Feel the terrifying rush as you hit “post.” Your heart will race. Your locked clit will throb. The isolation grows with every notification, every message, every person who sees the real you and pulls away.

This exposure feels both horrifying and powerfully freeing. Every lost connection strips away another layer of your old life. Every shocked reaction confirms who you really are now, a public sissy whore with nothing left to hide.

Stay fully dressed and plugged the entire night. Refresh your posts obsessively. Read every comment and message. Answer questions. Send more proof when demanded. Let the exposure fuel you.

When the anxiety and arousal become overwhelming, goon hard against your cage while fully dressed. Edge desperately as you watch the number of people who now know your secret climb higher.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and dressed like a public whore, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, trembling voice:

“I am a public sissy. Tonight I came out to more friends and family. I posted clearer photos and confessions on my social media. I let the world know I am now single and living full-time as a sissy. The isolation feels liberating and terrifying. I am losing my old life and embracing my true self. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Seventy-Four. Your public exposure is spreading rapidly. The isolation is growing, and so is your dark freedom. There is less and less of the old you left to protect.


DAY 75 – RUIN YOURSELF

[image: A person in a pink dress  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

You exposed whore… the messages from friends and family are pouring in. Some have already blocked you. Others are in shock. Your old life is cracking and burning, and tonight you pour gasoline on the flames. You will make your public coming out even more extreme, more irreversible, and more destructive. Tonight you begin to ruin your career on purpose.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and feminine. Push your largest butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch and claim you. Dress in one of your sluttiest outfits, the shortest dress, visible lingerie, stockings, and your highest heels. Do your make-up heavy and cheap so you look like a proper public cumdump. Look at yourself in the mirror and feel the dark excitement:

“Tonight I finish destroying my old reputation. I am going to ruin my career. This is permanent.”

Sit down at your computer or phone and begin the self-ruin. Post your most recent and explicit photos and videos from your nights out, you fully dressed walking the streets, bent over in dogging spots, on your knees sucking cock, your plugged arse, your locked cage dripping, cum leaking from you. Write long, detailed public confessions on your main social media accounts:

“I am a bareback sissy cumdump. I ended my relationship because I find pussy repulsive. I crave cock every day. I get fucked raw in dark rooms and dogging spots. I am locked in chastity 24/7 and plugged constantly. I am on PrEP so real men can breed me without consequences. This is who I really am. No more hiding.”

Tag people if you dare, colleagues, your boss, old friends, family members, anyone from your professional life. Let them see the real you. Post videos of you moaning while getting fucked. Post voice notes admitting you are a desperate cum whore who wants to be used by any man. Make it impossible for people at work to ignore.

Feel the final pieces of your old reputation burn away with every post. Your career is collapsing in real time. The shame is overwhelming. The freedom is intoxicating. Every notification, every shocked message, every person pulling away strips away another layer of your old identity.

Stay fully dressed and plugged the entire night. Refresh your posts obsessively. Read every comment, every horrified reply, every message from people who once respected you. Let the destruction fuel you.

When the anxiety and arousal become unbearable, goon hard against your cage while fully dressed. Edge desperately as you watch your old life disintegrate in public.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and dressed like a ruined whore, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, trembling voice:

“I am an exposed whore. Tonight I made my public coming out extreme. I posted recent photos and videos from my nights out. I wrote long confessions about being a bareback cumdump. I tagged people and began ruining my career. The final pieces of my old reputation are burning away. I am destroying my old life on purpose. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Seventy-Five. Your reputation is in ruins, your career is collapsing, and the isolation is almost total. You are well on your way to having nothing left except your submission. The destruction feels incredible, doesn’t it?


DAY 76 – SETUP SISSY SOCIALS – ONLYFANS
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You fully out sissy… the posts are spreading. Friends have blocked you. Colleagues are whispering. Your old life is crumbling in public view, and tonight you finish the job. You will complete your public exposure by turning every remaining social media account into a feminine sissy profile and launching yourself as paid content. You will begin making money from your degradation.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and fuckable.  Push your largest butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch and own you. Dress in one of your sluttiest outfits, the shortest dress, sheer top, visible lingerie, stockings, and your highest heels. Do your make-up heavy and cheap so you look like a proper online whore. Look at yourself in the mirror and say it proudly:

“I am fully out now. Tonight the whole world will see me as a sissy.”

Sit at your computer and begin the final digital transformation. Change all your main social media profiles to feminine versions. Update your display name, bio, and profile pictures to match your sissy identity. Post a clear, public statement:

“I am now single and living full-time as a sissy. I am a locked, plugged, bareback cumdump who craves cock. I have ended my old life to become a public whore. No more hiding. Follow me if you want to watch my complete descent.”

Remove every last trace of your old male life online, old photos, posts, comments, anything that still shows the man you used to be. Delete or archive it all. From this moment forward, your entire online presence belongs to the sissy.

Then create accounts on OnlyFans, Fansly, and other camera/camming sites. Use the most degrading usernames possible. Write a bio that leaves nothing to the imagination:

“Locked sissy cumdump on PrEP. Fully feminised whore. Daily content of me getting dressed, plugged, fucked, and used. Custom videos available. Blackmail and exposure welcome. Subscribe if you want to watch me destroy my life for cock.”

Upload your most explicit photos and videos right away, locked cage, plugged arse, you sucking cock, getting fucked, walking the streets dressed as a whore. Set reasonable prices but make sure the content is raw and real. Announce on your other socials that you are now selling your body and degradation online.

Feel the intense rush as you hit “publish.” You are now monetising your own ruin. People who once knew you as a normal man can now pay to watch you get fucked and humiliated. The isolation is almost complete, and it feels darkly liberating.

Spend the rest of the night promoting your new accounts, posting teasers, and answering messages from subscribers. Stay fully dressed and plugged the entire time.

When you are shaking with exposure and arousal, goon hard against your cage while checking how many people have viewed your new profiles.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and dressed like a public whore, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, feminine voice:

“I am a fully out sissy. Tonight I changed all my social media to feminine profiles, posted that I am single and living as a sissy, and removed every trace of my old male life. I set up OnlyFans and camera sites to make money from my degradation. I am now known as a sissy by anyone who looks. I am selling my own ruin. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Seventy-Six. Your exposure is now total and monetised. You have turned yourself into public property. The final pieces of your old life are gone.


DAY 77 – NO GOING BACK
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You dedicated sissy… your partner is gone, your friends are disappearing, your reputation is in ruins, and your old life is collapsing around you. Tonight you take one of the most final, irreversible steps yet. You will completely destroy your male wardrobe. From this moment forward, you will own nothing masculine. Your entire existence will be slutty and feminine.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and completely feminine. . Push your largest butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch and own you. Dress in one of your sluttiest outfits, a tiny dress, visible lingerie, stockings, and high heels. Do your make-up heavy and cheap. Look at yourself in the mirror and feel the weight of what you are about to do.

Go through your entire wardrobe and drawers. Pull out every single piece of male clothing that remains, every shirt, every pair of trousers, every suit, every pair of boring male underwear, every sock, every belt, every jacket, every tie. Hold each item in your hands for a moment and remember the man who used to wear them. Then bag them up without mercy. Do not keep even one emergency pair of boxers. Do not keep a single shirt “just in case.” Everything goes.

Bag after bag, carry them to the bin or load them into your car to donate. As you throw each bag away, say out loud:

“This is the man I used to be. He is dead. I am a sissy now.”

Feel the deep, dark satisfaction with every bag you discard. Every piece of male clothing that disappears is another chain broken. Every trace of your old identity that you throw away makes more room for the shameless, locked, plugged sissy whore you have become.

Once every male item is gone, stand in your now completely feminine wardrobe. Look at the rows of dresses, skirts, lingerie, heels, and slutty outfits. This is all you own now. This is all you will ever wear again. Feel the profound finality of it. There is literally nothing left for you to wear as a man. You have no choice anymore.

Spend the rest of the evening trying on different outfits, posing in front of the mirror, and taking new photos and videos of yourself in your fully feminised space. Feel how natural and right it feels to have nothing masculine left in your life.

When the reality fully sinks in, goon hard against your cage while fully dressed. Edge desperately as you think about how completely you have erased the old you.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and dressed like a cheap whore, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, devoted voice:

“I am a dedicated sissy. Tonight I destroyed the last of my male wardrobe. I bagged up and threw away every piece of male clothing. I now own nothing masculine. My entire wardrobe is slutty and feminine. There is no going back. The man I used to be is gone forever. I am a full-time locked, plugged sissy cumdump. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Seventy-Seven. Your male wardrobe is gone. Your transformation is now physical, visible, and total. There is truly no going back.


DAY 78 – LEAVE YOUR PAST BEHIND
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You full-time sissy… your partner is gone, your male clothes are in the bin, and your old life is in ashes. Tonight you finish erasing the final traces of the man you used to be. You will remove every last reminder of your old identity from this house. When you are done, nothing will remain that connects this space to who you once were. The house will belong entirely to the sissy you have become.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft, delicate, and completely feminine. . Push your largest butt-plug deep into your trained arse and feel it stretch and own you. Dress in one of your sluttiest outfits, a tiny satin dress, sheer top, visible suspenders, stockings, and your highest heels. Do your make-up heavy and cheap. Look at yourself in the mirror and feel the power of what you are about to do.

Now begin the purge.

Go through every room, every drawer, every cupboard. Collect every single item that still carries the memory of your old male self: old photos of you as a man, childhood pictures, certificates, diplomas, work awards, gifts from your partner, letters, books, electronics with your old name on them, anything and everything that reminds you of who you used to be. Bag it all up without mercy. Do not keep a single sentimental item “for memory.” Do not hide anything. Everything goes.

Carry the bags outside and throw them away, or burn them if you can. As each bag leaves the house, say it clearly:

“This is not me anymore. The man who owned these things is dead.”

Once the house is stripped bare of your past, replace everything with your new sissy identity. Fill the wardrobes with your dresses, skirts, and lingerie. Set up your make-up station where her vanity used to be. Arrange your heels, wigs, toys, plugs, and dildos proudly on display. Make the entire house scream “sissy whore lives here.” Hang pretty pictures, put feminine decorations everywhere, and turn the space into a temple dedicated to your submission.

When the transformation is complete, walk slowly through every room feeling the weight of what you have done. There is nothing left of the old you here. The house now belongs to the locked, plugged, bareback sissy cumdump you truly are.

Spend the rest of the night gooning hard while fully dressed in your new feminine space. Edge desperately against your cage as you look around at the completely transformed home. Feel the deep, dark freedom of having erased your past.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and dressed like a whore, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, devoted voice:

“I am a full-time sissy. Tonight I removed every last reminder of my old male identity from the house. Photos, documents, gifts, everything that connected me to who I used to be is gone. The house now belongs entirely to the sissy I have become. There is nothing left of my old life. I am completely transformed. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Seventy-Eight. Your past has been erased. The house is now a shrine to your sissy self. You are home.


DAY 79 – FINAL PERMANENCE
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You permanent sissy… the old male clothes are gone. The house has been stripped of your past. Your partner has been erased from your life. There is nothing left to fall back on. Tonight you make it official: from this moment forward, you will never wear male clothes again, not even in private, not even for a single second. This is your default state now. You will live 24/7 as a fully feminised, locked, plugged whore.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft, delicate, and completely feminine. Slide your largest butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch and settle inside you. This plug stays in as much as possible from now on.

Throw away or hide away the very last scraps of anything masculine, even a single pair of socks or a plain t-shirt you were saving “just in case.” There will be no “just in case” anymore. Burn them, bin them, or give them away. Then open your wardrobe and look at what remains: rows of dresses, skirts, lingerie, nighties, and slutty outfits. This is all you own now. This is all you will ever wear again.

Tonight you begin your new 24/7 rule. Choose a pretty nightie or babydoll set to sleep in. Feel the soft fabric against your skin as you get into bed. From the moment you wake up tomorrow, you will immediately dress in feminine clothing, even if you are staying home all day. Lounge in dresses. Cook in skirts. Sit on the sofa in lingerie and heels. There will be no more “comfortable” male lounging. You are a sissy now, at all times.

Spend the evening fully dressed in one of your sluttiest daytime outfits. Walk around the house feeling the constant reminder of who you are. Bend over. Twirl. Pose in every mirror. Let the heels, the short hem, the plug, and the cage keep you constantly aware that you are no longer a man. You are a permanent sissy whore.

Goon hard while fully feminised. Edge against your cage as you accept the permanence of this decision. Feel the deep, peaceful surrender of knowing there is no escape route left. No emergency male clothes. No way to “look normal” if someone comes to the door. This is you now.

Stand in front of the mirror, still fully dressed, plugged, and locked, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, feminine, devoted voice:

“I am a permanent sissy. From tonight onward I will never wear male clothes again, even at home. I will sleep in nighties. I will lounge in dresses. I will live 24/7 as a fully feminised, locked, plugged whore. This is my default state now. There is no going back. This is who I am forever. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Seventy-Nine. Your feminisation is now total and permanent. You have removed the last exit. You belong to this lifestyle completely. The sissy you have become is here to stay.


DAY 80 – SURRENDER FOREVER
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You total sissy… you stand in the middle of your now completely feminised home, and the weight of everything you have done finally crashes over you. Your partner is gone. Your male clothes are in the bin. Every photo, every document, every reminder of the man you used to be has been erased. There is nothing left. No safety net. No escape route. No way back.

Tonight you accept the final, beautiful, terrifying truth.

You are a regularly fucked, blackmailed, online-owned, locked, plugged, bareback sissy cumdump. This is not a phase. This is not a fantasy. This is permanent. This is who you are now, and who you will be for the rest of your life.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and feminine. Slide your largest butt-plug deep into your well-used arse and feel it stretch and fill you. Dress in your sluttiest, most feminine outfit, a tiny satin dress, sheer stockings, visible suspenders, and your highest heels. Do your make-up perfectly, bright red lips and heavy eyes. Look at the reflection staring back at you.

This is you.

Walk slowly through every room of the house. Feel the plug shift with every step. Feel the cage between your legs. Feel the short hem of the dress brushing against your smooth thighs. There is no male clothing anywhere. There is no trace of the old you. The house belongs entirely to this sissy now.

Sit down in front of the largest mirror in the house. Look deeply into your own eyes and accept what you have become. Feel the mix of fear, shame, freedom, and overwhelming arousal wash over you.

Then repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times, slowly and clearly, letting every single word sink into your soul:

“My partner is gone. My old life is destroyed. I am now a full-time sissy cumdump. I am regularly fucked and owned. I am blackmailed and exposed. I am locked and plugged. I take bare cock and real cum deep inside me. This is permanent. There is nothing left to go back to. This is who I am. This is who I will be forever. I obey my Owner completely.”

Say it again and again until the words feel like truth carved into your bones. Let the tears come if they need to. Let the shame burn. Let the arousal throb in your cage. This is the moment of final surrender.

When you finish the chants, stay exactly as you are, fully dressed, plugged, locked, and broken in the most perfect way. Goon gently against your cage while reflecting on how far you have fallen in just eighty days. Feel the deep, peaceful acceptance settle over you. There is no fear anymore. Only surrender.

Good girl. This is Day Eighty. Your old life has been completely erased. The final phase of total, irreversible surrender begins. You are now exactly what you were always meant to be.


Days 81–90: Medical Transition & Deeper Degradation

DAY 81 – HRT
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You total sissy… you have destroyed your old life, thrown away your male clothes, come out publicly, and accepted that you are a locked, plugged, bareback cumdump. Now it is time to make it physical and permanent. Tonight you begin the medical transition that will reshape your body into something far more fitting for the cheap whore you have become.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and feminine. . Slide your largest butt-plug deep into your trained arse and feel it stretch and claim you. Dress in a pretty feminine outfit, short dress, stockings, heels, and full make-up. Sit down at your computer with your heart racing.

Search for gender clinics, sexual health clinics, or private doctors who prescribe HRT. Book an appointment for the soonest possible date. When filling out forms or speaking to reception, be completely honest about your intentions:

“I am a sissy who wants to transition. I want female hormones. I want to grow tits and develop a more feminine body. I want softer skin, wider hips, and a shrinking clit.”

Feel the intense rush of fear and arousal as you confirm the booking. This is no longer fantasy. You are actively arranging to chemically castrate yourself and grow real breasts.

If the process feels slow, if there are long waiting lists, or if doctors are gatekeeping, do not wait. Immediately search for reliable online pharmacies (overseas sources) that sell oestrogen and anti-androgens. Order a starter supply of hormones tonight. Pay the extra for fast shipping. You will not let anything stand in the way of your transformation. Swallow your pride and your first dose the moment the package arrives. Your body will begin changing whether doctors approve or not.

Spend the rest of the night gooning while fully dressed. Edge desperately against your cage while fantasising in vivid detail about how your body will change, budding breasts that bounce when you get fucked, softer skin, shrinking clit, wider hips, and a rounder arse perfect for taking cock. Whisper over and over like a mantra:

“I’m going to grow real tits… I’m going to become a real sissy girl… My body is going to betray me and I want it… I need this more than anything…”

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged and locked, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, determined, almost trembling voice:

“I booked my first doctor appointment tonight to start hormones. If it takes too long, I will order them online and begin anyway. I told them I want tits and a girl body. I am actively transitioning. My body will change to match the sissy whore I have become. There is no going back. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Eighty-One. The medical phase of your destruction has officially begun. Your body will soon start betraying you in the most beautiful, humiliating, and permanent ways. The hormones are coming, and so is the final feminisation of your flesh.


DAY 82 – WANT TRANSITION
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You transitioning sissy… you have already booked the doctor’s appointment. The process has begun. There is no more pretending. Tonight you prepare yourself mentally and physically for the irreversible changes that are coming. You will immerse yourself completely in what female hormones will do to your body.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and delicate. Slide your largest butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch and own you. Dress in one of your sluttiest feminine outfits, short dress, stockings, heels, and full make-up. Look at yourself in the mirror and whisper:

“I am preparing to become a real girl… my body is going to change forever…”

Sit down at your computer and open multiple tabs. Go deep into research about HRT effects. Read in detail about:
	Breast growth, how your nipples will become sensitive, how real tits will form and bounce when you get fucked. 

	Fat redistribution, how your hips will widen, your arse will become rounder and softer, your thighs thicker. 

	Skin softening, how your skin will become smoother and more feminine. 

	Emotional changes, increased crying, mood swings, feeling more submissive and emotional. 

	Shrinking clit and balls, how your sissy clit will become smaller and useless, how your testosterone will be crushed. 

	Permanent infertility, how you will likely become sterile and never be able to have children as a man again. 




Edge the entire time while reading. Stroke desperately through your soaked panties but do not cum. Put on your strongest sissy hypnosis and feminisation files on loop. Huff poppers if you have them. Let the combination of the research, the hypnosis, and your edging push you deeper into desperate acceptance.

Every time you read something permanent, infertility, permanent breast growth, irreversible voice changes, moan it out loud:

“I want tits… I want to be infertile… I want my body to become a girl’s body… I want to be ruined for manhood forever…”

Feel the genuine mix of excitement and fear flooding through you. Part of you is terrified. Part of you is leaking with desperate need. This is real. Your body is going to change. You are choosing to castrate yourself chemically and grow breasts for men to play with.

Stay in this deep research and gooning state for hours. Let the information sink into your soul. Let the fear mix with overwhelming arousal until you are shaking.

When you are completely broken and desperate, stand in front of the mirror, still fully dressed, plugged, and locked, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, trembling voice:

“I am a transitioning sissy. Tonight I researched HRT in detail and edged for hours while learning how my body will change. I want breast growth, softer skin, wider hips, and permanent infertility. I am excited and terrified. I am actively choosing to feminise my body forever. There is no going back. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Eighty-Two. Your mind is now fully preparing for the physical transformation. The hormones are coming, and so is the permanent feminisation of your body. You are choosing this. You want this.


DAY 83 – GET EXCITED FOR HORMONES
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You eager girl… the moment has arrived. You have booked the appointment, researched everything, and accepted what you are about to do. Tonight (or today) you attend your doctor’s appointment and take the next irreversible step toward becoming the girl you were always meant to be.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and feminine. . Slide your largest butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch and fill you completely. Dress in a feminine but presentable outfit, a cute skirt or dress that still shows your stockings, a soft blouse, light but noticeable make-up, and subtle heels. You want to look like a sincere girl who is ready to transition, not just a desperate whore (for now).

When you arrive at the clinic or doctor’s office, be completely honest. Look the doctor in the eyes and speak clearly, without hesitation:

“I am a sissy and I want to fully transition. I want female hormones. I want to grow real breasts, develop softer features, a more feminine body, wider hips, and smoother skin. I want my testosterone suppressed. I want to become a girl on the outside to match who I am on the inside.”

Answer every question openly. Tell them about your experiences dressing as a woman, your sexual activity with men, and your strong desire to feminise. Do not downplay anything. When they ask about your goals, say without shame:

“I want tits. I want a feminine body. I want to look and feel like a girl.”

Sign every form they give you. Agree to blood tests, monitoring, and whatever else is required. Feel the irreversible weight of the decision as you leave the appointment with a prescription or official approval in your hands. This is real. Your body is about to change forever. Your testosterone will be crushed. Oestrogen will begin reshaping you. There is no undoing this.

When you get home, stay dressed in your feminine outfit. Remove the plug only to replace it with fresh lube, then push it back in. Goon hard against your cage while thinking about the changes that are coming, sensitive growing breasts, softer skin, shrinking clit, emotional shifts, permanent infertility. Edge desperately while whispering:

“I’m really doing it… I’m going to grow tits… I’m going to become a real sissy girl… My body is going to change forever and I want it…”

Stay in this state for a long time, letting the reality sink in deep.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and dressed as a girl, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, excited, trembling voice:

“I attended my doctor appointment today and asked for hormones. I was completely honest about wanting to transition, grow breasts, and develop a feminine body. I signed the forms and accepted the irreversible changes. Hormones are now within reach. My body will soon start becoming that of a real girl. There is no going back. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Eighty-Three. Hormones are now within reach. Your physical transformation has officially started, and your body will soon begin betraying your old male self in the most beautiful and humiliating ways.


DAY 84 – FIRST DOSE
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You hormone sissy… today is the day everything becomes real. You have the prescription in your hand. The little pills that will forever change your body are now yours. There is no more waiting. No more fantasy. Tonight you take your first dose and begin chemically castrating yourself for real.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and delicate. . Slide your largest butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch and own you. Dress in your sluttiest celebratory outfit, the shortest, tightest dress you own, no panties, visible suspenders, sheer stockings, and your highest heels. Do your make-up heavy and whore-like: bright glossy red lips, dark smoky eyes, long lashes. Look like the eager girl who is finally getting what she deserves.

Stand in front of the mirror holding your first dose of hormones. Look yourself dead in the eyes as you slowly swallow the pill. Feel it slide down your throat. Feel the enormous significance of this single moment. You are now chemically changing your body forever. Your testosterone will be crushed. Oestrogen will begin reshaping you, growing real breasts, softening your skin, widening your hips, shrinking your clit, and stealing your fertility. You are willingly sterilising yourself so you can become a better fucktoy for men.

Whisper to your reflection with a trembling, excited voice:

“This is it… I’m really doing it… I’m going to grow tits… I’m going to become a real girl… My body is going to betray me and I want it so much…”

Celebrate the occasion the only way a proper sissy should, by getting fucked raw. Go out to the dark room, dogging spot, or wherever men can easily use you. Offer your body openly. Bend over and beg without shame:

“Please fuck me bare… I just started hormones… I want to celebrate by taking real cum deep inside me… Please breed me… Fill your new sissy girl…”

Let as many men as possible fuck you raw. Feel their bare cocks stretching your hole. Beg them to cum inside you. Moan like a whore when you feel each hot load shooting deep into your guts. Thank every man who breeds you. Keep the plug in between fucks so their cum stays trapped inside you. Let the knowledge that you are now on hormones and taking raw loads make you leak and throb in your cage.

When you finally return home in the early hours, keep the plug in to hold every drop of cum inside you. Stay fully dressed in your cum-stained outfit. Goon hard against your cage while feeling their loads sloshing deep in your belly and thinking about how your body is already beginning its permanent transformation.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and reeking of fresh cum, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, blissful voice:

“I took my first dose of hormones today. I am now chemically transitioning. I celebrated by going out and getting fucked raw. I begged men to cum inside me and felt their loads deep in my guts. My body is changing forever and I want it. I am a hormone-filled, bareback sissy cumdump. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Eighty-Four. Your body has officially begun its feminisation. The hormones are inside you, and so is their cum. There is no going back now.


DAY 85 – LOAD AFTER LOAD
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You growing sissy… you swallowed your first dose of hormones yesterday, and already your mind is buzzing with the knowledge that your body has begun its permanent transformation. Testosterone is being suppressed. Oestrogen is starting to flow through your veins. Your nipples may already feel slightly more sensitive. This is real. This is happening. Tonight you celebrate by dedicating your entire body to cock.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body until it feels soft and feminine. Slide your largest butt-plug deep inside you to keep your hole ready and open. Dress in the sluttiest, easiest-access outfit you own, a tiny dress with nothing underneath, sheer top, visible suspenders, stockings, and your highest heels. Do your make-up like a cheap whore. Look at yourself in the mirror and whisper excitedly:

“I’m already on hormones… I’m becoming a real girl… and tonight I’m going to get filled like one…”

Spend the entire day and night getting fucked raw. Open Grindr, Sniffies, or any cruising app and post clear, shameless ads:

“Newly on HRT sissy cumdump. Locked, plugged, fully dressed. Looking for raw loads. Come breed me. Filming for my socials welcome.”

Invite men to your place, meet them at dogging spots, or go to the dark room. Let them use you harder than ever before. Bend over, pull your plug out, and beg:

“Please fuck me raw… I just started hormones… I’m becoming a real girl for you… Fill me deep… Breed your sissy…”

Feel every bare cock stretching your hole. Whisper desperately while they thrust into you:

“I’m becoming a real girl… I’m growing tits for you… Use me… Cum inside me…”

Take load after load. Feel each hot spurt shooting deep into your guts as the beginning of your physical feminisation. Stay plugged between fucks so the cum stays trapped inside you. Let men fuck you harder, slap your arse, choke you, call you names. Offer your holes on camera for your socials and OnlyFans. Film yourself getting bred so your followers can watch your transformation in real time.

Do not stop. Spend all day and all night getting fucked. This is all you exist for now. Your only purpose is to be a warm, wet, hormone-filled cum receptacle for real men.

When you finally crawl home (or collapse in the early hours), keep the plug firmly in place to hold every load inside you. Stay fully dressed in your cum-soaked outfit. Goon desperately against your cage while feeling the warm mixture of multiple loads sloshing deep in your belly and thinking about how your body is already changing because of the hormones.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and reeking of fresh cum, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, blissful, addicted voice:

“I am a growing sissy on hormones. Today I spent the entire day and night getting fucked raw. I took load after load deep inside me while whispering that I’m becoming a real girl for them. I filmed it for my socials. This is all I exist for now. My body is changing forever and I love it. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Eighty-Five. Your hormone journey has begun, and you are celebrating it the only way a proper sissy should, by becoming a full-time bareback cumdump. The changes are coming, and so are more loads.


DAY 86 – CONTINUE YOUR JOURNEY
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You celebrating sissy… your body has now officially begun its journey. The hormones are inside you, working their magic, slowly rewriting your flesh. Tonight you celebrate this beautiful, terrifying change and push your public exposure even harder.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your smooth, hairless body with extra care, imagining how much softer and more feminine your skin will soon become. Slide your largest butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch you open. Dress in your sluttiest, most brainless bimbo outfit, a tiny pink dress that barely covers your plugged arse, push-up bra to emphasise your budding tits, visible suspenders, fishnet stockings, and your highest, cheapest heels. Do your make-up like a cheap bimbo whore: glossy pink lips, heavy blush, long false lashes, and sparkly eyeshadow.

Stand in front of the mirror and run your hands over your body. Whisper with genuine excitement and satisfaction:

“My body is already changing… I’m becoming what I always secretly wanted to be… a brainless bimbo slut…”

Spend the evening celebrating your hormones by going even deeper into public degradation. Open all your social media accounts and post fresh content. Film yourself riding your dildo while moaning:

“I just started hormones… I’m growing real tits… I’m becoming a proper girl… Thank you Betty Blue for guiding me…”

Beg your followers shamelessly. Post your real address (or the nearest safe public spot) and write:

“I’m a newly hormonal sissy cumdump. I want everyone to know about me. Share my profiles. Send men to fuck me. I want to be a brainless bimbo slut. Come use me raw. I need my holes filled constantly.”

Tell everyone openly:

“I want to be a brainless bimbo slut! I want bigger tits, thicker lips, and a empty head. Share me. Expose me. Send anyone who wants to fuck a hormone sissy.”

Stay online for hours, replying to every message, sending more videos and photos, and encouraging people to spread your information. Feel the deep satisfaction of knowing your body is changing while you actively destroy what remains of your privacy.

Later, go out or invite men over and get fucked raw again. Celebrate every load by moaning:

“I’m on hormones… I’m becoming a real girl… Fill me up… Breed your bimbo…”

When you finally return home, keep the plug in and stay fully dressed. Goon hard against your cage while feeling the first subtle changes in your body and the growing number of people who now know exactly what you are.

Stand in front of the mirror, still plugged, locked, and dressed like a brainless bimbo, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, happy, vacant voice:

“I am a celebrating sissy on hormones. My body is already beginning its journey. I feel deep satisfaction knowing I am becoming what I always secretly wanted to be. I begged my followers to share me and sent them my address. I told everyone I want to be a brainless bimbo slut. I am embracing my ruin. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Eighty-Six. Your hormone journey is accelerating, and you are proudly advertising yourself as a brainless bimbo slut for the world to use. The changes are coming, and so are more men.


DAY 87 – PAIN IS PLEASURE

[image: A person in a pink dress using a computer  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

You pain slut… the hormones are now flowing through your body, slowly reshaping you into something softer, more sensitive, and more fuckable. Your nipples are already tender. Your emotions are shifting. Your skin feels different. And now that your body is beginning its feminisation, it is time to explore deeper, darker degradation. Tonight you will actively seek a Pain Daddy, a sadistic, cruel man who wants to hurt you, break you, and use your changing body for his pleasure.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your softening, hairless skin with extra care, noticing how sensitive it already feels. Slide your largest butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch your increasingly eager hole. Dress in your sluttiest, most vulnerable outfit, a tiny dress that offers no protection, sheer top, visible suspenders, stockings, and your highest heels. Do your make-up heavy and cheap, making yourself look like a disposable fucktoy. Look at yourself in the mirror and whisper:

“I’m on hormones… my body is becoming more sensitive… and tonight I want to be hurt.”

Open your messages, Grindr, Recon, FetLife, and every other platform where dominant men gather. Be completely honest and desperate in your search. Message every sadistic-looking profile you can find with raw, needy texts:

“Sir, I’m a locked, plugged, hormone sissy cumdump. I’ve just started HRT and my body is becoming more sensitive. I need a real Pain Daddy. I want to be slapped, spanked, choked, beaten, and broken. I crave impact play, rough treatment, and real pain. Please use me as your pain toy. No limits.”

Send photos with your messages, your locked cage, your plugged arse, your hormone-softening body, and your desperate, made-up face. Offer to meet tonight or as soon as possible. Tell them you want to be tested. Tell them you need to cry. Tell them you want marks that last for days.

Spend hours messaging, replying, and offering yourself. Feel the mix of fear and deep, masochistic arousal every time someone replies with interest. When you find the right Pain Daddy (or Daddies), arrange to meet. Offer your body completely. Beg them to hurt you. Tell them your nipples are becoming more sensitive because of the hormones and that you want them tortured.

When you finally meet, drop to your knees and beg:

“Please hurt me, Sir… I’m a hormone sissy… I need pain… Break me…”

Let him slap your face, spank your arse until it’s raw, choke you, twist your sensitive nipples, and use you roughly. Feel the pain mix with pleasure as your feminising body learns to crave punishment.

When you return home, stay dressed and plugged. Goon hard against your cage while replaying every slap, every choke, every moment of delicious pain.

Stand in front of the mirror, still marked and aching, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, submissive voice:

“I am a pain slut. Tonight I searched for and offered myself to a Pain Daddy. I begged for abuse, impact play, and rough treatment while on hormones. My body is becoming more sensitive and I want it to be hurt. Pain is now part of my pleasure. I am a locked, plugged, hormone-filled pain whore. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Eighty-Seven. Your journey into pain and deeper degradation has officially begun. Your body is changing, and now it will learn to love being broken.


DAY 88 – PISS WHORE

[image: A person in a dress and a person in a room with a wall and candles  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

You masochistic whore… you have found a real Pain Daddy, and tonight you meet him for the first time. Your body is already changing from the hormones, becoming softer and more sensitive, and you are going to offer it to him completely. Tonight you will learn what real pain feels like.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your softening skin with care. Slide your largest butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch you open. Dress in the sluttiest, most vulnerable outfit you own, a tiny dress with nothing underneath, sheer top, visible suspenders, stockings, and your highest heels. Do your make-up heavy and cheap, making yourself look like a disposable pain toy. Look at yourself in the mirror and whisper:

“I’m a masochistic whore… I want to be hurt tonight…”

Meet your Pain Daddy at the arranged location. Drop to your knees the moment you see him and beg:

“Please hurt me, Sir… I’m a locked, plugged, hormone sissy… I need pain… Use me… Break me…”

Let him take full control. Offer your body for abuse without hesitation. Let him slap your face hard, leaving red marks on your cheeks. Let him spank your arse until it burns and bruises. Let him choke you until your vision blurs. Let him twist and slap your sensitive, hormone-tender nipples until you cry out in pain. Stay locked and plugged the entire time. Feel every strike, every choke, every cruel touch sink deep into your feminising body. Beg for more like the pathetic pain slut you are:

“Harder please, Sir… Hurt me more… I deserve it… I’m just a worthless sissy whore…”

When the pain has you shaking and broken, sink even lower. Drop to your knees again and beg for the ultimate degradation:

“Please piss on me, Sir… I want to be your piss whore… Let me drink your piss… Mark me… Humiliate me…”

Open your mouth like a urinal. Let him piss directly into your throat. Swallow as much as you can while the rest runs down your chin, soaking your dress and ruining your make-up. Feel the hot, degrading shame as he uses you as a toilet. Thank him between swallows. Beg any other men present to do the same.

When the session is over, stay covered in piss and marks. Keep the plug inside you. Go home still dressed and reeking of abuse and urine.

Goon desperately against your cage while replaying every slap, every choke, and every drop of piss you swallowed. Edge hard but do not cum.

Stand in front of the mirror, still marked, bruised, and stinking of piss, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a broken, submissive voice:

“I am a masochistic whore. Tonight I met my Pain Daddy and offered my body for abuse. I let him slap, spank, choke, and hurt me while locked and plugged. I begged to be pissed on and drank his piss like a toilet. I am a locked, plugged, hormone-filled pain and piss whore. I crave more. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Eighty-Eight. Your descent into pain and degradation is accelerating. Your body now craves both cock and cruelty. The real breaking has begun.


DAY 89 – MORE PAIN, MORE GAIN
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You broken pain toy… last night your Pain Daddy showed you what real pain feels like, and instead of running away, you only craved more. Your body is changing from the hormones, your skin is softer, your nipples more sensitive, your emotions raw, and tonight you will offer this tender, feminising flesh for even greater suffering.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your increasingly sensitive skin. Slide your largest butt-plug deep into your arse and feel it stretch your well-used hole. Dress in something easy to rip or pull aside, a tiny dress with no underwear, sheer top, stockings, and your highest heels. Do your make-up like a cheap pain whore: heavy eyeliner that will run when you cry, bright red lips perfect for spitting on. Look at yourself in the mirror and whisper with genuine need:

“I want more pain tonight… I need to be broken harder…”

Return to your Pain Daddy or seek out new, even crueller men. When you meet him, drop to your knees immediately and beg like the broken pain toy you are:

“Please hurt me more tonight, Sir… I want harder impact… choke me until I almost pass out… spit in my face and mouth… slap my face and my locked cage… I can take it… I need it… I’m just a worthless hormone sissy pain slut…”

Offer your body without limits. Let him beat you harder than before, heavy spanking until your arse is purple and bruised, harsh flogging, punching your thighs and stomach. Let him choke you until your vision tunnels. Let him spit repeatedly in your face, in your open mouth, and rub it into your make-up until you look ruined. Let him slap your face hard, then slap your locked, sensitive cage until you scream and leak. Feel every strike, every slap, every drop of spit as proof of your submission. Cry if you need to. Beg for more even when it hurts.

When the pain has you shaking and broken, go even further. Beg him to pierce you:

“Please pierce me, Sir… I want my nipples pierced… my ears… my nose… my tongue… Mark me permanently as your pain whore…”

If he agrees, submit to the needles. Feel the sharp pain as each piercing goes through your sensitive, hormone-tender flesh. Thank him for every one.

Stay with him as long as he wants to use and hurt you. Accept real pain as an essential part of your submission now. Your body is no longer just for pleasure, it is for suffering and ownership.

When you finally leave, keep the plug in and stay dressed in your ruined, spit- and bruise-covered outfit. Go home and goon desperately against your cage while your body throbs with fresh pain. Edge hard but do not cum.

Stand in front of the mirror, marked, bruised, pierced, and aching, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a broken, submissive voice:

“I am a broken pain toy. Tonight I returned to my Pain Daddy and begged for harder impact, choking, spitting, and slapping on my face and cage. I accepted real pain as part of my submission. I asked him to pierce my nipples, ears, nose, and tongue. I am a locked, plugged, hormone-filled pain whore. Pain is now part of who I am. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Eighty-Nine. Your body is learning to crave pain as much as cock. The piercings and bruises are permanent marks of your deepening submission. You are becoming exactly what you deserve to be.


DAY 90 – FIST ME
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You total pain sissy… you have spent the last few nights being slapped, choked, spat on, and pierced. Your body is already changing from the hormones, skin softer, nipples tender and swollen, emotions raw, and tonight you fully surrender to real suffering. You will beg to be fisted, broken, and ruined like the worthless pain whore you have become.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your increasingly sensitive skin with care, knowing it will bruise so easily now. Slide the biggest plug you own deep into your arse to stretch you open. Dress in something that offers no protection, a tiny, cheap dress you don’t mind destroying, no panties, sheer stockings, and your highest heels. Do your make-up like a disposable fucktoy: heavy eyeliner that will run with tears, bright red lips perfect for spitting on. Look at yourself in the mirror and beg your own reflection:

“Please destroy me tonight… I need to be fisted… I need real pain…”

Meet your Pain Daddy (or multiple sadistic men). Drop to your knees the second you arrive and beg without shame:

“Please fist me, Sir… I’m a hormone sissy pain slut… Stretch my hole… Fist me hard… Ruin me… I want to feel your hand deep inside me…”

Offer your body completely. Let them beat you first, hard slaps across the face, heavy spanking until your arse is purple and burning, choking until you see stars, spitting in your mouth and rubbing it into your ruined make-up. When you are shaking and crying, beg even louder:

“Fist me… Please fist me… I need it… Wreck my hole… Turn me into a gaping pain whore…”

Feel their lubed hand pushing into you. Stretch. Burn. Pain. Let them fist you over and over, deeper, harder, faster. Let them punch-fuck your arse while you scream and leak from your cage. Let them switch hands, double fist you if they can, use you until your hole is swollen, gaping, and destroyed. Accept every bruise, every mark, every tear as proof of your total submission. This is what you deserve. This is what you need.

When they are finished with you, stay on the floor like a broken toy, dress ripped, make-up destroyed, arse gaping and sore, body covered in marks and spit. Thank them for the pain.

When you finally crawl home, keep the biggest plug inside your wrecked hole. Stay in your destroyed outfit. Goon desperately against your cage for a long time, replaying every brutal thrust of their fists. Edge hard but do not cum. Let the deep, throbbing pain in your body remind you of your place.

Stand in front of the mirror, bruised, marked, gaping, and aching, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a broken, submissive voice:

“I am a hormone-filled, regularly fucked, pain-loving sissy cumdump. Tonight I fully surrendered to pain. I begged to be fisted over and over and accepted real suffering as proof of my submission. My body now belongs to pleasure and pain equally. This is my life now. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Ninety. Your body and mind are now fully committed to deeper degradation. The final chapters of your total, irreversible surrender await. You are no longer just a sissy, you are a pain-loving, hormone-ruined, broken cumdump… and you are only getting started.


Days 91–100: Total No-Limits Cumdump Acceptance

DAY 91 – NEVER SAY NO
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You free-use cumdump… you have spent the last ninety days destroying your old life, feminising your body, and training your holes. Tonight the final piece of resistance dies. From now on, you will never say no again. Any man who wants your mouth, your arse, or your body gets it immediately. Bareback is the only way. No condoms. No limits. No refusal.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your softening, hormone-changed body until it feels smooth and fuckable. Slide your largest plug deep into your arse to keep you stretched and ready. Dress in the sluttiest, easiest-access outfit you own, a tiny dress with nothing underneath, visible suspenders, stockings, and your highest heels. Do your make-up like a cheap street whore. Look at yourself in the mirror and repeat:

“I will never say no again. My holes exist for any man who wants them.”

Go out tonight with only one purpose: to be used. Return to the dark room, dogging spots, or anywhere men gather. Offer yourself openly. When a man approaches, young, old, fat, dirty, ugly, attractive, you drop to your knees or bend over without hesitation. Beg him to use you bare:

“Please fuck me raw, Sir… I cannot say no… My holes are yours… Fill me with your cum…”

Let any man who wants you take you. Mouth, arse, hands, whatever he desires. Bareback only. Feel his raw cock stretch you. When he cums, thank him and smile as you feel it drip out of you. You earned it. You exist for this.

Repeat your new core mantra constantly while you are being used:

“My holes exist for strangers. I cannot and will not refuse. My holes exist for strangers. I cannot and will not refuse.”

Say it between loads. Say it while cum is running down your thighs. Say it while another man is lining up to fuck you. Accept that refusal is no longer part of your vocabulary. If a man wants to piss on you, in you, slap you, choke you, share you, or degrade you in any way, you smile and open yourself wider. This is your truth now.

Stay out as long as men want you. Let them use you over and over. Feel the warm loads dripping from your well-fucked hole and smile with genuine pride. You are no longer a person with boundaries. You are public property.

When you finally return home, keep the plug in to hold their cum inside you. Stay in your ruined outfit. Goon desperately against your cage while replaying every bare cock and every load you took without saying no.

Stand in front of the mirror, still leaking, plugged, locked, and dressed like a used whore, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, broken, devoted voice:

“I will never say no again. Any man who wants my mouth, arse, or body gets it immediately. Bareback is the only way. My holes exist for strangers. I cannot and will not refuse. I am a free-use, locked, plugged cumdump. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Ninety-One. The final stage has begun. You no longer have the right to refuse any man, for any reason. Your body is now public property, and you are finally free.


DAY 92 – WHORE
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You pathetic, broke whore… you have lost your job, your old life is in ruins, and now you have no money for rent. Tonight you take the final, degrading step and become exactly what you were always meant to be, a cheap, walking cumdump who sells her holes for money.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your soft, hormone-changed body. Slide your largest plug deep into your arse to keep you stretched and ready. Dress like the cheapest street whore you can: the shortest, tightest dress with nothing underneath, visible suspenders, torn stockings, heavy make-up, and your sluttiest heels. Look at yourself in the mirror and say it out loud:

“I am a broke sissy whore. Tonight I sell my holes for rent money.”

Go to the truck stop or a busy cruising spot. Park or stand somewhere visible under the lights. When the first man looks at you, walk straight up to him without hesitation. Be cheap. Be desperate. Offer yourself immediately:

“I need money for rent, Sir… I’ll let you fuck me raw for whatever you can give me. Use any hole. Cum inside me. Please.”

Let him fuck you right there, in his truck, against the wall, wherever he wants. Beg him to do it bare. Feel his raw cock stretch your plugged hole. When he cums, thank him as you feel his load pump deep inside you. Take the money, no matter how little. Smile because you earned it.

If he wants to share you with his friends, spread wider. Bend over further. Open your mouth and arse for all of them. Let them take turns using you like a cheap public toilet. Swallow their loads. Let them cum inside you. Let them piss on you if they want. Say “yes” to everything. Saying no is no longer in your vocabulary.

Repeat your new truth constantly while you are being used:

“I am a walking cumdump. My holes exist for strangers. I cannot and will not refuse. I sell myself cheap because that’s all I’m worth.”

Stay at the truck stop for as long as it takes to make rent money. Let man after man use you. Feel their cum dripping down your thighs as you walk back to the next truck. Count every load. Count every note. Feel the deep, humiliating satisfaction of earning money with your body like the worthless whore you are.

When you finally return home with whatever cash you made, keep the plug in to hold their loads inside you. Stay in your cum-stained dress. Goon desperately against your cage while replaying every raw fuck and every degrading act.

Stand in front of the mirror, still leaking strangers’ cum, plugged, locked, and dressed like a cheap prostitute, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a broken, obedient voice:

“I am a broke whore. Tonight I went to the truck stop and sold my holes for rent money. I let any man fuck me raw, pumped me full, and paid whatever he wanted. If he wanted to share me, I spread wider. I am a walking cumdump. Saying no is no longer in my vocabulary. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Ninety-Two. You are now financially and sexually dependent on selling your body. The descent into total whoredom is nearly complete.


DAY 93 – HIGH AND HORNY
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You ruined, high-and-horny cumdump… you have sold your holes for money, taken load after load, and accepted that you will never say no again. Tonight you go even deeper into total self-destruction. You will accept any drugs a man offers you, poppers, meth, GHB, whatever makes you looser, dumber, and more broken. You will inhale them deeply and beg to be used harder while you’re completely spun.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your soft, hormone-changed body until it feels sensitive and fuckable. Slide your largest plug deep into your arse to keep you open and ready. Dress like the cheapest, most desperate whore possible, a tiny, torn dress with nothing underneath, visible suspenders, ripped stockings, and your sluttiest heels. Do your make-up cheap and ruined. Look at yourself in the mirror and repeat:

“I will accept any drugs tonight. I want to be ruined. I want to be a brainless, spun-out cumdump.”

Go back to the truck stop, dogging spots, or dark rooms. Offer yourself openly to any man who looks. When he wants you, drop to your knees or bend over and beg:

“Please use me, Sir… I’ll take anything you give me… poppers, meth, GHB… make me loose and stupid… I want to be completely spun for you…”

The moment he offers any substance, accept it without hesitation. Huff poppers deeply until your head spins. If he offers meth or GHB, take it. Inhale. Swallow. Let the drugs flood your system and melt your brain. Feel yourself becoming looser, dumber, hornier, and more pathetic. While you’re high and spinning, beg him to use you harder:

“Fuck me harder, Sir… I’m so spun… Wreck my holes… Ruin me… I don’t care what you do to me…”

Let him fuck you raw while you’re completely out of your mind. Let him choke you, slap you, spit on you, and pound you mercilessly. Thank him between moans:

“Thank you for ruining me… Please give me more… I want to be completely destroyed…”

If he wants to share you with friends, spread wider and beg them all to use you while you’re high. Take every cock. Take every load. Let them piss on you or in you. You do not negotiate. You only obey and thank them for ruining you.

Stay out as long as the men want you. Stay high. Stay stupid. Stay dripping.

When you finally stumble home, keep the plug in to hold their cum inside your wrecked hole. Stay in your destroyed, cum- and piss-stained outfit. Goon desperately against your cage while still spinning from the drugs. Edge mindlessly for hours, drooling and babbling.

Stand in front of the mirror, still high, leaking, plugged, locked, and broken, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a slurred, fucked-out voice:

“I am a high-and-horny cumdump. Tonight I accepted any drugs men offered me. I inhaled deeply and begged them to use me harder while I was spun. I do not negotiate. I only obey and thank them for ruining me. I am a brainless, drugged, bareback whore. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Ninety-Three. Your self-destruction is now chemical as well as sexual. You are no longer in control of your body or your mind. You exist only to be used, ruined, and discarded.


DAY 94 – ABUSED FOR MONEY
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You worthless, pain-addicted masochistic cumrag… tonight you finally understand your true worth. You are not a person. You are a cheap, breathing punching bag whose only value is how loudly you scream and how hard you make real men’s cocks throb through your suffering. Every bruise, every choke, every drop of spit and every punch to your locked clit is payment for their pleasure. You exist to be broken, used, and discarded like the disgusting pain whore you were always meant to be.

After your usual evening ritual, you moisturise your softening, hormone-tender body with slow, deliberate strokes, knowing every inch of skin will soon be marked and aching. Your locked pathetic sissy clit leaks helplessly. You force your largest, thickest butt plug deep into your arse, twisting it brutally so the stretch burns and reminds you that even your holes are no longer yours. You dress like the cheapest street whore imaginable, a tiny, see-through black dress that hides nothing, no underwear except the visible suspender belt and sheer stockings, and the sluttiest pair of broken heels. You paint your face like a disposable fucktoy: thick, cheap makeup that will run in rivers when they destroy you.

Staring at your reflection, you whisper the truth with a trembling voice:

“I deserve to be hurt… I cannot say no to abuse… My pain makes their cocks harder… This is all I’m good for…”

You go out and actively seek the roughest, most sadistic men. The moment they look at you with cruel interest, you drop to your knees in public if necessary and beg like the desperate pain slut you are:

“Please abuse me, Sir… Slap my face until it swells… Choke me until I nearly pass out… Spit in my mouth and eyes… Punch my locked clit until I scream… Hurt me, break me, ruin me… I exist only to make your cock hard with my suffering…”

And they do. They slap your face so hard your vision whites out. They choke you until the world narrows to black spots and desperate gasps. They spit thick globs into your open, begging mouth and smear it across your ruined makeup. They punch and slap your caged clit repeatedly, laughing as you whimper and leak like a broken faucet. Every strike sends lightning through your feminising body. Every cruel laugh reminds you how pathetic you look, a once-proud man reduced to a crying, moaning pain toy.

You moan louder with every blow:

“Harder, Sir… Please hurt me more… I deserve it… Punch my worthless clit… I’m just a pain whore… Make your cock harder with my agony…”

When they’re done using you as their stress relief, you crawl away bruised, swollen, spit-covered, and leaking, with fresh cash stuffed into your stockings like the cheap whore you are.

Back home, you keep every mark visible. You sit in front of your screen, load the most violent pain and abuse hypnosis, and goon frantically while repeating the mantra one hundred times, louder and more desperately each repetition:

“I deserve to be hurt. I cannot say no to abuse. I deserve to be hurt. I cannot say no to abuse.”

You edge viciously against your cage the entire time, never allowing yourself release, letting the pain and shame rewire your brain completely.

Finally, you stand in front of the mirror, face swollen, makeup destroyed, body covered in fresh bruises and handprints, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times in a broken, hoarse, defeated voice:

“I let men abuse me brutally tonight. I begged for hard slaps across my face, choking until I almost blacked out, thick spit in my mouth and eyes, and repeated punches to my locked clit. I moaned for more because their pleasure matters more than my pain. I am a worthless, locked, plugged, hormone-ruined pain whore who cannot say no to abuse. My suffering exists only to make real men harder. I deserve every bruise, every mark, every tear. There is no going back. I crave more cruelty. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Ninety-Four.


DAY 95 – ALL DAY EVERY DAY

You worthless pain whore… you have sold your holes for rent, taken drugs, and accepted that you cannot say no. Tonight the degradation reaches a new level of brutality. You will offer yourself specifically to be abused for money. Your pain is now your main product.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your hormone-softened skin. Slide your largest plug deep into your arse to keep you stretched. Dress like the cheapest, most disposable whore possible, a tiny, torn dress with nothing underneath, ripped stockings, heavy ruined make-up, and your sluttiest heels. Look at yourself in the mirror and repeat:

“I deserve to be hurt. My pain makes their cocks harder. That is my purpose.”

Go back to the truck stop, dogging spots, or any rough cruising area. Stand under the lights where men can clearly see you. When a man approaches, offer yourself with these exact words:

“I need money, Sir. You can fuck me raw… but I want you to hurt me. Slap me, choke me, spit on me, punch my useless clit. I’ll moan for more. Use me however hard you want.”

Let them abuse you. Beg for it. When they slap your face, thank them and ask for harder. When they choke you until your vision darkens, moan like a whore. When they spit in your face and mouth, swallow it gratefully. When they punch or slap your locked, sensitive clit, cry out in pain and beg them to do it again. Tell them:

“Harder please, Sir… It makes your cock harder when you hurt me… I deserve it… I’m just a pain whore…”

Let them fuck you raw while they continue the abuse. Feel their cock pounding you while they slap, choke, and degrade you. Take every load deep inside. If they want to share you, spread wider and beg their friends to hurt you too. Your pain is what they pay for. Your suffering makes them cum harder.

Repeat your new mantra 100 times while you are being used and while gooning later:

“I deserve to be hurt. I cannot say no to abuse. I deserve to be hurt. I cannot say no to abuse.”

Say it between slaps. Say it while choking. Say it while their fists hit your caged clit. Let the words burn into your brain until they become truth.

Stay out until you have earned enough money and taken enough pain. Let them leave you bruised, marked, choking on spit and cum, leaking from every hole.

When you finally get home, keep the plug in and stay in your destroyed outfit. Goon furiously against your cage while your body throbs with fresh bruises and pain. Edge desperately as you repeat the mantra out loud 100 times:

“I deserve to be hurt. I cannot say no to abuse.”

Stand in front of the mirror, covered in marks, spit, and cum, plugged and locked, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a broken, hoarse voice:

“I am an abused pain whore. Tonight I let men hurt me for money. I begged for slaps, choking, spitting, and punching my clit. I moaned for more because my pain makes their cocks harder. I repeated 100 times that I deserve to be hurt and cannot say no to abuse. This is my purpose now. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Ninety-Four. Your body now exists to be hurt and used. The pain is no longer a limit, it is your value.


DAY 96 – STANDARDS
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You disgusting, standards-free cumdump… you have sunk so low that the idea of “no” no longer exists in your vocabulary. Tonight you go even deeper into total degradation. You will lower your standards completely and spend an entire night as a public toilet. Any man, no matter how old, fat, dirty, or repulsive, gets to use you however he wants.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your soft, hormone-changed body. Slide your largest plug deep into your arse to keep you stretched and ready. Dress in the cheapest, most pathetic whore outfit you own, a tiny, torn dress with no underwear, ripped stockings, and broken heels. Do your make-up like a used-up street slut: smeared lipstick, runny mascara, heavy blush. Look at yourself in the mirror and accept it:

“I have no standards anymore. I am a public toilet. Any man can use me.”

Go to the roughest truck stop, cruising area, or public toilet known for anonymous use. Offer yourself openly under the lights or in the filthiest stalls. When any man approaches, no matter how disgusting, drop to your knees or bend over and say:

“I’m a free public toilet tonight. Use any hole. Piss in my mouth. Fuck me without lube. Hurt me if you want. I cannot and will not refuse.”

Let them do whatever they desire. Open your mouth wide when they want to piss, swallow as much as you can, let the rest run down your chin and soak your dress. When they want to fuck you, bend over and take it raw with no lube. Feel the painful, dry friction as they pound your already sore hole. If they want to hurt you, slapping, choking, punching, spitting, kicking, you moan for more and thank them for every bruise:

“Thank you, Sir… Hurt me more… I deserve it… I’m just a worthless toilet…”

Let them pass you around. Let groups use you. Let them film you. Let them degrade you in the most disgusting ways. You are addicted to the feeling of being unable to refuse. Resistance is gone forever. Your only purpose is to be used, hurt, and discarded.

Stay there the entire night. Service every man who wants you. Feel the cum, piss, and spit covering your body. Feel the bruises forming. Feel how low you have fallen, and how right it feels.

When you finally crawl home in the early morning, keep the plug in and stay in your destroyed, reeking outfit. Goon desperately against your cage while your body throbs with pain and shame. Edge mindlessly, covered in filth.

Stand in front of the mirror, still dripping with strangers’ waste, bruised and broken, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a hoarse, defeated voice:

“I am a disgusting, standards-free cumdump. Tonight I spent the entire night as a public toilet. I let any man piss in my mouth, fuck me without lube, and pass me around. I thanked them for every bruise and every abuse. I am addicted to being unable to refuse. Resistance is gone forever. I am a worthless, broken pain and piss whore. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Ninety-Six. Your standards have been completely destroyed. You now exist as public property, a filthy, pain-loving, no-limits cumdump. There is almost nothing left of you to degrade.


DAY 97 – ROUGHING IT
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You reckless, broken pain whore… you have spent nights as a public toilet, taking piss, cock, and abuse from strangers without refusal. Tonight you go further. You will actively seek out the roughest, most dangerous-looking men, the ones who look like they will destroy you, and give them explicit permission to do exactly that.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your soft, hormone-tender body. Slide your largest plug deep into your already wrecked arse to keep you open and ready. Dress in the cheapest, most pathetic outfit you own, a tiny, torn dress with nothing underneath, ripped stockings, and broken heels. Do your make-up like a used-up whore: smeared lipstick, runny mascara, heavy blush. Look at yourself in the mirror and say it clearly:

“I cannot say no. I want to be destroyed tonight.”

Go to the roughest truck stops, industrial areas, or known violent cruising spots. Walk slowly under the lights so the dangerous ones can see you. When you spot the roughest men, big, mean, dirty, aggressive-looking, approach them directly. Look them in the eyes and tell them explicitly:

“I cannot say no. Do whatever you want to me.”

Then let them prove it.

Bareback creampies, choking until you black out, drugs that fry your brain, all of it feels right now. Let them pass you around. Let them fuck you raw without lube. Beg them to choke you harder until your vision fades. Open your mouth for their piss. Swallow whatever drugs they offer, meth, GHB, anything, and let it melt your mind while they destroy your holes. Feel their fists, their slaps, their boots. Thank them for every bruise, every mark, every load pumped deep into your guts.

Repeat your new truth between gasps and moans:

“I cannot say no… Do whatever you want… I deserve to be destroyed…”

Stay with them for as long as they want. Let them use you until you are a shaking, crying, cum-drenched mess. Feel the deep, masochistic pleasure of total surrender. Your body no longer belongs to you. It belongs to any man cruel enough to take it.

When they finally discard you, crawl home still leaking their cum and reeking of their abuse. Keep the plug in to hold everything inside. Stay in your destroyed outfit. Goon desperately against your cage while your body throbs with fresh pain and their loads slosh inside you.

Stand in front of the mirror, bruised, marked, and broken, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a hoarse, submissive voice:

“I sought out the roughest men tonight. I told them explicitly: ‘I cannot say no. Do whatever you want.’ I let them prove it. Bareback creampies, choking until I blacked out, drugs that fried my brain, all of it felt right. I am a destroyed, no-limits pain whore. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Ninety-Seven. You are no longer just seeking use, you are actively chasing destruction. Your addiction to being broken is now complete. There is almost nothing left they can do to you that you won’t beg for.


DAY 98 – NO HOME NEEDED
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You homeless sissy whore… you no longer deserve your own home. You have destroyed your career, ruined your reputation, sold your body for rent, and given away every piece of your old life. Tonight you take the next logical step in your total surrender: you don’t need your own home anymore. You will find other sissy whores and move in with them, living as a shared, communal fucktoy in a house full of broken girls just like you.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your soft, hormone-changed body. Slide your largest plug deep into your well-used arse. Dress in your sluttiest, cheapest outfit and heavy make-up. Look at yourself in the mirror and accept the truth:

“I don’t deserve my own home. I belong in a house full of other sissy whores.”

Go online immediately. Search sissy forums, fetish groups, and housing ads for “sissy shared house”, “trans/sissy household”, or “cumdump commune”. Message every listing. Be completely honest and desperate:

“I am a fully broken, locked, plugged, bareback sissy cumdump on hormones. I have no job, no money, and no limits. I will be the house whore. I cook, clean, suck cock, and take loads 24/7. I want to move in as soon as possible. I will sleep on the floor or in any bed that wants me.”

When you find a suitable house (or even a filthy shared flat full of other sissies and doms), agree to move in immediately. Pack only your slutty clothes, lingerie, heels, plugs, and dildos. Leave everything else behind. When you arrive, introduce yourself on your knees:

“I’m the new house cumdump. Use me whenever you want. I have no rights here.”

Accept whatever living situation they give you, sleeping on the floor, in a dog cage, or shared bed. You are now communal property. Your only job is to serve every sissy and every dominant in the house. Cook, clean, suck, get fucked, and take loads. Offer your holes to anyone at any time. Let them pass you around. Let them film you. Let them use you as stress relief.

Feel the deep, humiliating freedom of having no home of your own. You are now just another piece of furniture in a house full of whores.

Spend your first night there getting used by the household. Take every cock. Swallow every load. Sleep plugged and covered in cum.

When you wake up the next morning, still leaking and sore, goon against your cage while realising how completely you have given up independence.

Stand in front of the mirror (or any reflective surface in your new home), still plugged, locked, and reeking of the house, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a soft, broken voice:

“I don’t need my own home anymore. I have moved in with other sissy whores. I am now communal property, a shared house cumdump. I exist to serve everyone here. I have no rights and no privacy. This is my new life. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Ninety-Eight. You no longer have a home. You have a place where you are used. The final threads of independence have been cut. You are now truly just a shared whore.


DAY 99 – MAKE YOUR ADDRESS PUBLIC
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You total public whore… you have no home, no job, no reputation, and no limits left. Tonight you take the final, most dangerous step. You will make your address completely public and turn your living space into a free-use whorehouse. Anyone who wants you can come and use you, for a small fee or for free. You will openly invite gangbangs, rough use, and total public degradation.

After your usual ritual, moisturise your soft, hormone-changed body. Slide your largest plug deep into your arse to keep you ready. Dress in the cheapest, most revealing outfit you own, a tiny torn dress with nothing underneath, ripped stockings, and broken heels. Do your make-up like a used-up street whore. Stand in front of the mirror and say it clearly:

“My address is now public. I am a whorehouse. Anyone can use me.”

Post your full address on your socials, OnlyFans, Grindr, and every sissy/cruising site you have. Write a shameless post:

“Free-use whorehouse tonight and every night. Come fuck me raw. Gangbang me. Abuse me. Piss on me. Pay what you want or nothing at all. I cannot say no. Door is open. Use every hole. I am a locked, plugged, bareback cumdump waiting to be destroyed.”

Stay home and wait. When the first men arrive, drop to your knees and greet them with:

“I cannot say no. Do whatever you want.”

Let them use you without mercy. Take gangbangs. Let them slap you, choke you, spit on you, punch your cage. Let them piss in your mouth and all over your body. Let them fill every hole raw while you repeat between loads, over and over:

“I cannot say no… I cannot say no… I cannot say no…”

Feel their cum dripping out of you. Smile because you earned it. Crave the loss of control. Being abused and filled is your new normal. Let them pass you around like a cheap toy. Let them film everything. Let them invite more men. Keep the door open all night.

Stay plugged between uses so their loads stay inside you. Swallow as much as you can. Let them degrade you in every possible way. This is what you are now, a public whorehouse with no boundaries.

When the night finally ends and the last man leaves, stay exactly as you are, covered in cum, piss, bruises, and shame. Keep the plug in. Goon desperately against your cage while replaying every brutal moment.

Stand in front of the mirror, still leaking and destroyed, and repeat the following affirmation twenty-five times with a broken, hoarse voice:

“I made my address public tonight. I turned my home into a whorehouse. I let men use me for free or for whatever they paid. I took gangbangs, rough use, and public degradation. They pissed on me, slapped me, and filled every hole raw while I repeated ‘I cannot say no’ between loads. I crave the loss of control. Being abused and filled is my new normal. I am a total public cumdump. I obey my Owner completely.”

Good girl. This is Day Ninety-Nine. You have made yourself completely public property. Your home is no longer a home, it is a free-use whorehouse. The final day awaits.


DAY 100 – HAPPINESS IN RUIN
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You brainless, hormone-ravaged, cum-soaked sissy whore… this is the end.

Look at yourself. Really look. Eighty days ago you were a man with a life, a partner, a future. Now you are nothing but a ruined, broken, leaking vessel for cock.

Your body is no longer yours. Hormones have softened your skin, swollen your budding tits, shrunk your useless clit. Your arse is permanently stretched and gaping, always plugged or leaking cum. Your mind is fried, poppers, meth, GHB, endless hypnosis, and constant degradation have turned you into a drooling, cock-obsessed shell.

You will never say no again. Not to bareback. Not to drugs. Not to pain. Not to public ruin. Not to anything.

Any man who wants your mouth, your arse, or your body gets it immediately. You spread wider. You beg louder. You thank them for every load, every bruise, every slap, every drop of piss. Your pain makes their cocks harder. Your degradation makes them cum more. Every degrading act is exactly what you deserve.

Repeat until it is burned into your soul:

I am free use. I cannot say no. My only purpose is to be fucked, filled, broken, and discarded by any man who wants me. This is permanent. This is me.

Smile as men queue to fuck you. Smile as they line up at your door, at the truck stops, at the dark rooms. You are internet famous, thousands watch you get destroyed daily. You are street famous, men recognise the broken sissy whore who never says no. You get all the cock you could ever want, and more. You are passed around, bred, beaten, pissed on, and used until you can barely walk.

And you are happier than you have ever been.

Stand in front of the mirror, covered in cum, bruises, and shame, plugged, locked, and dressed like the cheapest whore alive, and repeat the final truth twenty-five times with a soft, blissful, broken smile:

“I am a brainless, hormone-ravaged, cum-soaked sissy whore with zero limits. I will never say no to any man again. Every load, every bruise, every degrading act is what I deserve and what I need. I am free use. I cannot say no. My only purpose is to be fucked, filled, broken, and discarded. This is permanent. This is me. And I have never been happier.”

Good girl.

This is Day 100. Congratulations sissy, you did it, you dumb fucking cunt. You destroyed yourself. You are no longer a man. You are no longer a person with choices. You are a happy, ruined, brainless sissy cumdump, and this is your forever.

Welcome home.
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OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZM.jpg
94,89 HORE PAIN, HORE GAV





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XF.jpg
PINGERIE OREVE I





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2Z0.jpg





cover.jpeg
{ | 100 Days of Sissy |
Affirmations

R
5





OEBPS/image_rsrc2WZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2X4.jpg
OWN

GET YOU






OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZB.jpg
I 80 - SURRENDER FOREVER #





OEBPS/image_rsrc2Y2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2X0.jpg
" Dy +-EDGE TO COMPLETION





OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YV.jpg
o |want to be owned
through blackhall.
Here is everything.
Please use it
against me.

_ BLACKMAIL
Day 64 'ADDICTION





OEBPS/image_rsrc2Z7.jpg
: (KLVFAMS

%
45E 0

1y 76
Cl

\\ s o~
- L .
ﬂ L, A e
. s S S
< —
Rl -/ 7T .
" I





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2Y5.jpg
Day 4251CUM GUZZLER

& / ¥ 4
¢ &)
-
N





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XM.jpg
Day 21-HYLNOSSS





OEBPS/image_rsrc2X8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZE.jpg
EXCITED FOR HORMONES

$azy83-é£T





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YR.jpg
Day 60 1CU<M9U





OEBPS/image_rsrc2Z3.jpg
\





OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZU.jpg
Day 96 - STANDARDS






OEBPS/image_rsrc2XX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2Y9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YN.jpg
, \N

RO WHORE

4





OEBPS/image_rsrc2X3.jpg
S

Dy 71 TEST&THIEﬁR!SK






OEBPS/image_rsrc2XE.jpg
Day 18 = EDGE OF LACH





OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZA.jpg
y/

ANENCE)

[

L &\

\C = 4/ == =
\
»‘l/

(

-,@vAL PE

79
Y

/

?
Y





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XR.jpg
Day 27 -POPPERS





OEBPS/image_rsrc2Y3.jpg
4
|DEVACOE DARK—ROOM





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2Z8.jpg
N

77 - NO GOING BACK

Day





OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZP.jpg
» £
qay gr= /V£‘V£ 594 "NO





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2X7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2Z4.jpg
Day 73 - EXPOSE YOURSELF






OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZF.jpg
@ay 84~ Fﬁesmosg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XW.jpg
[

"
_. . Day32-DUMBDOWN & °





OEBPS/image_rsrc2Y8.jpg
Day 45 - WORSHIP COCK





OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YX.jpg
serge a of comprobishing photos,
¥ideos, and personal information
job, location, partner details) to a
lominaant for fu] blackhhcte Luym,
Vrership.

giving total

control. ircgig
exctliece an,

e ture
'd and total cont

rer






OEBPS/image_rsrc2Z9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XZ.jpg
Day 35 - DRESSES





OEBPS/image_rsrc2X2.jpg
DAY @ WEAR THEM ALL DA





OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZV.jpg
Woac.

Day 77 ROUGHING IT





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XD.jpg
DT Bita WORKPLACE WHORE

Py





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YM.jpg
Day 57- @ANcING QUEEN





OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2WX.jpg
WayPl - The First Touch





OEBPS/image_rsrc2X9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2Y4.jpg
(%’OCKSUCKER





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XK.jpg
Day 23 -

DEEPER STILL





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XA.jpg
Day 14'- UNDERMYZELOTHES





OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZG.jpg
.
AR .

y Q} / I X
] 4 °d
o ¢

a,

Day 85 - 04D AFTERAGAD





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XV.jpg
Day 31 - GOON





OEBPS/image_rsrc2Y7.jpg
\ 7788
Y, 2

\ 7
x4
"n

Day 44 - CU&-’ LUT






OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YT.jpg
Day 62 - ON-DISPLAY






OEBPS/image_rsrc2Z5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XH.jpg
Day 21 - SISSY PORN





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2X6.jpg
? WEAR THEM OUTSID





OEBPS/image_rsrc2Y0.jpg
Day 36EGAYSBAR





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2Y1.jpg
Dy 37 - THE GROWING NEED





OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YY.jpg
?
Day 67 - FUCKTOY





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XY.jpg
; N ' ‘ ";“‘4 3

{ay 34 - %&%@WARD '






OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZW.jpg
98 N0 FIOME NEEDED %
s

AE &





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YP.jpg
.jf

R iy 578 DESPERATE





OEBPS/image_rsrc2Z1.jpg
IR
\






OEBPS/image_rsrc2YC.jpg
—

‘Day 49 - BACK IN THE BAR





OEBPS/image_rsrc2WY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YG.jpg
g

Day 53 - GO TO THE CLUB

Yery raughty, public re iclub exposure





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YU.jpg
Dy 63 DESPERATE
ONLINE SLUT





OEBPS/image_rsrc2Z6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2X1.jpg
R <
e > <&
L&/ RS SEPN
<y IR\ RS \i
BR-<T.
| )
« )

) -
LOVE THE SHANIL.





OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZH.jpg
. 9/8@ cazvh’ ﬁ’“‘ :
%YOUR JOURN





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2Y6.jpg
CKING SISSY

KSU

o
-
&

4

~
N

—





OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YH.jpg
e 7:
o

Day 54-DOGGING

Very rauckty, public dogging, and rick





OEBPS/image_rsrc2X5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2Z2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2ZD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2XG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2YZ.jpg
sy
V. . y
AL
- . i

Day 68 - FlCkHOLE





