

Disclaimer

This is purely a work of fiction for fantasy purposes only. Under no circumstances is this work, or the author in support of non-consensual activities.  Please be responsible and be safe, communicate needs and expectations with your partner, and respect each other.

Additionally, Nothing in this work should be taken as medical advice.


Chapter 1

I awoke to the taste of rubber and an aching in my joints. My vision blurred as I squinted and blinked, trying to make out shapes in the darkness. I tried to rub the sleep from my eyes, but my hands barely moved. I pulled hard, they were stuck fast behind my back. I tried to stand, but my calves were firmly tied to my thighs.

"Ughk!" Calling for help was useless. Besides making my jaw ache in pain, the ball gag kept any cries muffled and incomprehensible.

I slowed my mind, and tried to calmly think of my current situation.

I was tied and gagged, naked besides my bonds, and kneeling in what I assumed to be a closet. How had I got here? What was happening? Who'd done this to me?

I frantically searched my memory. I had gone to dinner. Then a friend of mine from college and I had gone to the bar. After that…nothing.

Maybe if I fell over I could wriggle out of this room. It was awfully quiet, and there was a chance nobody was home. Maybe I could find something sharp, cut my bonds, and escape.

I shifted my weight, and found that I was truly stuck. My neck, imprisoned in a posture collar, was tied tightly to a hook in the wall behind me. I tried yelling for help again.

No response.

I thrashed and shook. But I remained on my knees, the posture collar forcing me to look slightly upward to where my captors were sure to stand, meeting my gaze as they looked down on me.

I felt a chill and pressed my legs together, for the first time noticing something hard, wet, and metallic between them. It was definitely on, or around my genitals. I squeezed my legs together, feeling it carefully, trying futility to make out what it was. I tried to arch my back and look down, but the cursed posture collar kept me looking slightly upward no matter what I did.

I heard a garage door open and close. Whoever had done this to me had obviously returned. Where had they even gone? Who the fuck kidnaps someone then goes out to do errends?!

I strained to hear every tiny sound. The silence in the closet was deafening. All I could hear was my own heart racing. I was so scared I thought I'd pass out.

Finally I heard some footsteps approaching. And a door opening. There were definitely two people talking. Women, it sounded like, and they were in the room just outside the closet.


The handle moved and the door opened. I squinted as I was bombarded by sunlight from a window. There were three silhouettes in front of me. The mop of curly hair on one looked familiar.

"Oh…my god."

That voice! My stomach fell into my feet and my heart stopped. Please, couldn't it have been anyone else?! What kind of sick game was someone playing on me?! I'd have taken any strange sadist with a bdsm kink over the current group looking down on me.

My step-mother, April open and shut her mouth a few times, before finally squeaking out: "James?"

I wanted to hang my head in shame, but the collar kept me looking up at them as tears if Shane welled up in my eyes. I squeezed my legs together to try and hide whatever object was attached to my genitals, but I knew it'd been too late. They'd seen more of my current situation than I had.

My step-sister Amy and her best friend Heather were fighting the urge to laugh, their hands covered their smiles, but their heaving shoulders indicated that they were barely holding back the raucous laughter and giggles.

"Well…I guess we need to decide what our next move is." April said. She lifted up a few sheets of paper and studied then for a minute. She sighed. "I guess it makes sense. I should have seen it before. Amy, can you come with me? Heather, can you keep an eye on…him?"

"Sure thing, Mrs. Jacoby." Said Heather.

Once my step-mom and step-sister had left, Heather smiled down at me. "Remember anything about last night? In the bar?"

I shook my head. How'd she know I was in a bar last night?

"You and your friend got drunk. So drunk you didn't even recognize me when you started hitting on me. You were too drunk to take no for an answer. You were even too drunk to have any level of tact…or stealth."

Oh shit.

"That's right. I saw when your friend passed you that pill. I also saw you clumsily try to slip it into my drink. You were too much of an idiot to notice me swap our beers. You didn't even notice your lager turn into an ale."


My eyes went wide. That story had to be a lie! I'd never do that! My buddy was …pretty suspect though. Could he have paper pressured me into doing that? Maybe I'd done it clumsily on purpose…there was no way to know now.

"Luckily your such a pipsqueak little weakling that I had no problem moving you. I lift weights heavier than you daily. Your friend didn't even notice us leaving. He probably thought you were getting your dick wet."

"Speaking of which…" She took a tube of lube out of her pocket, and dripped its contents all over my crotch. I flinched as the slick, viscous liquid ran between my closed thighs and pooled on the floor beneath me.

"The last coat was drying. Gotta keep up appearances." She took a step back and put on a look of mock surprise. "Look at all that sloppy precum! You must LOVE this!"

I struggled against my bonds and screamed into the gag. She was framing me!

"Oh shut up." She said dismissively. "There's no way out. Last night proved you failed a human, let alone a man. This just seemed like a good way to keep women safe from you."

Heather raised her gaze, cleared her throat, and began to recite while pacing, as if performing a Shakespeare soliloquy.

"Dear Amy and April Jacoby, you have never met me, and to keep my anonymity, you never will. I am a local dominatrix that has been employed by your step-son for weekly sessions for the last year. During our last confessional he told me how he'd roofied and raped a young woman-"

I yelled and squirmed in my bonds. She just ignored me and continued.

"-This confession only came after a long and HARD spanking as you can see from his red and bruised ass."

I swallowed. I had assumed my buttons hurt from kneeling so long…but it did feel hot and sore.

"Since he constantly jerks off over being humiliated, I've decided that the ultimate punishment would be to lock his little peeny in a chastity cage, and drop him off in a bedroom closet for you to discover. No doubt it will kill him to be so embarrassed and unable to cum."

She pulled out a pair of crusty panties from her pocket and held them in front of my face.

"As evidence, he has told me that he keeps a special pair of panties in his room, and cums in them all the time while fantasizing of being feminized and treated like a slut. Simply spank him, or use the shock device in the chastity cage he's wearing to get the truth about where he's hidden them. I recommend no power level below a 5."


A searing pain rocked my body. I screamed into the gag and thrashed in my restraints. Finally I went as limp as I could. I'd never experienced such pain in my life!

"That was a 4 by the way. I recommend you tell the truth about how you're a submissive masochist who loves humiliation, and how you hide your panties in your pillowcase so you can smell cum all night."

"Mmmpgh!" Tears filled my eyes. She couldn't get away with this!

She returned to her recitation. "Attached are the list of kinks he should be made to do as punishment, as well as ideas to inspire you as you take care of your step-deviant. I've also left a large box of tools and toys in the garage. I know you'll take care of my ex-client."

I looked up at her and pleaded with my eyes for my freedom.

"Sorry asshole. You did this to yourself. Right now your new caregivers are studying your list of kinks…knowing that it'll just kill you to have your willy locked away for all of it. Soon they'll be going through a whole chest full of toys, costumes, restraints, and punishment implements."

She looked at her phone. "Looks like they want me downstairs to offer some advice. I'll just drop these panties along with some other evidence in your room. We'll be up in a bit. By then you'd better have gotten any ridiculous stories of being framed out of your head. Such nonsense will only get you stronger electrical shocks."

As she talked I felt a growing pressure. Between my legs, followed by an aching pain as the chastity cage started pulling on my balls. I fidgeted and shifted, trying to find some comfortable position.

"Awww, did someone swallow some little blue pills in their sleep? Looks like they're finally kicking in!"

This was a nightmare. I had to wake up! "Well…see you in a few minutes, asshole!"

She left me there, achingly hard in a chastity cage, kneeling in a puddle of 'precum' and waiting for the rest of my life to begin.

If felt like hours before they were standing over me again. I did my best to beg for release with my eyes.


April looked down at me, extended her foot, and used it to lift up my damp chastity cage. I turned bright red with shame as she looked at my cock, still straining madly against it's dripping prison.

"God, you're disgusting." She said coldly. She unclipped the leash, and then untied my hands from behind my back. I quickly discovered I was wearing some kind of soft mittens that kept my hands tightly constrained into useless fists.

A sharp tug on the leash forced me to my hands and knees. With the leg bindings I couldn't have stood if I wanted to. She led me to a wooden chair they'd placed in the center of the room. She sat.

"Over my lap." She commanded. "Time for confession." Amy handed her a wooden paddle that looked incredibly thick, heavy, and painful. It was slightly shorter than a cricket bat, and the handle was long enough to be used with two hands.

"MGH!" I pulled away. There was no way I was going to do this willingly.

April held up a remote, and I fell to the floor as searing pain made it feel like I'd been kicked hard in the balls by a cattle prod. When I recovered April patted her lap and held up the remote. She was smiling! She was actually enjoying this!

I sniffled and climbed up onto her lap. No words can describe my embarrassment adequately. I felt Amy clip my mittens to the chair legs, and then my leg restraints were removed, followed by the sounds and sensation of ankle cuffs also being secured to the chair.

I was now fully secured over my step-mother's lap. April undid a buckle and the ball gag was pulled from my mouth.

I wasted no time. "April, Amy! This is a set up! Please! It's Heather! She did tall of this! This is-AAAAH!"

Once again the electricity had me spasming and convulsing in pain.

"Only the truth now. You will be silent and only answer the questions we ask." April said. I felt the wooden paddle softly press against my exposed backside.

"Firstly, where are the panties you have stashed in your room?"

"They're not mine! Heather put them-"

CRACK

"AAAAAAUUUH!"

I couldn't believe my step-mom could swing a paddle that hard.

"Please! You have to belie-"

CRACK

"AAAAH!"


Tears of pain and shame fell to the floor. "They-they're in my pillowcase." I sniffled.

I looked up at Heather, who was beaming. "Why in your pillowcase?" She asked innocently.

"So-so I-" what was I supposed to say?

Heather, unseen by my step-family, mimed smelling a flower.

"So I can- smell the cum all night." I finished, choking on the words.

Amy quickly left the room to check my pillowcase. She returned holding the panties triumphantly in front of her.

"Well then. It looks like everything is true." April said flatly. "What do we do now?" Said Amy.

"I bet he has a lot more stuff hidden away in his room. If he likes panties, I bet he has a lot more stuff." Said Heather.

Both of them left the room.

"Tsk tsk tsk." April said. I felt the cool wood of the paddle rub against my cheeks. I gritted my teeth in preparation for another spank. "You were always a total failure of a man, and a total weenie to boot. Did you resort to drugging women because you're too much of a little pussy to get women any other way?"

I felt her hand cup my balls. She slowly fondled them as she spoke. "So small…so useless. I'd never heard of a chastity cage until today. I must say, it's a relief to know that your subpar little parts won't ever disappoint a woman again."

She tugged on the chastity tube, which in turn tugged painfully on my balls. "Seems secure…aww, does your little clitty want to get hard? Haha, well you won't be getting off on your kinks anytime soon!" She said.

"I bet that by tomorrow he'll be so scared about his new life that he'll be as soft as a gummy worm." Said Heather as she entered the room. I was about to yell that it was the viagra making me hard, so of fucking course I'd be soft tomorrow, but I was interrupted as both Amy and Heather dropped two armloads of planted evidence in front of my face.

My mouth dropped open. "None of that is mine! None of it!"


"Oh, I suppose Heather put all this in your room, on top of everything else?" April said sarcastically.

"I- She- Yes!" I was scared and flustered. My accusation toward Heather was more of a joke now than ever. I looked down at the pile. Various sizes of butt plugs, a set of anal beads, a few journals, and various costumes made up the bulk of the pile.

Amy retrieved a journal from the pile, flipped it open to a random page, and began reading. "Jan09: more salty than yesterday, less musk, 6/10."

She flipped to another random entry. "Nov21: slight fruity flavor that complimented the musk, light saline flavor 8/10."

"Oh my god." Amy said, perfectly faking the realization. "He journaled how his cum tastes?!"

Everyone but my burst into laughter. I just shifted slightly in my restraints and wished the floor would swallow me up. Obviously, Heather had painstakingly written all of it.

"Well, then. I think it's time for someone to clean those panties they've made so messy." April said.

Amy understood completely, and began to bring them to my face. I could see the white crusty stains all over the pink satiny material. I clenched my jaw shut. There was no way I'd ever taste some stranger's old cum.

CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! tears streamed down my eyes as my cheeks seared with pain, but I held firm. I saw Heather smiling, enjoying how well her plan had worked.

"Amy, my arm is getting tired, perhaps you could give this a try?"

Amy beamed, passed the panties to April, and eagerly took the paddle. Using both hands she went into the stance of someone playing baseball, and put every ounce of her weight and muscle into swinging the paddle as hard as she could.

The impact literally lifted my feet from the floor as far as the ankle restraints would go. I broke and screamed with pain and humiliation. Of course, the instant my mouth opened, it was stuffed with crusty pink material that tasted…sweet? It wasn't cum, it was frosting!

"Look at him go! He loves his commies, doesn't he? He'd better not drop them, or I'll do 50 more of those!"


Now fully gagged by the panties, I laid limply across April's lap, sobbing uncontrollably. Heather's plan had worked, I'd been humiliated, spanked, and broken completely by my own family. Hopefully I'd soon be able to leave this nightmare.

"Now that he's sobbing like one, and sucking like one, can we put him in his new home? Amy asked excitedly.

"Yes, just one more detail, then you can help me with the restraints."

This didn't sound good. 'new home?' what the fuck was that supposed to mean? April picked up a large plug from the pile of toys and I moaned in protest.

"I think your bottom is jealous of your top. They both should always have something to suck!" I heard some lube being applied, and then the cold wet tip of the rubber plug pressing against my back door.

"Here comes the airplane!" She pushed it firmly into me. The intense sudden stretching had me thrashing again. It hadn't looked large, but as the largest part of the plug entered me, I was kicking and yelling around a mouthful of panties. The sensation was unlike anything I'd ever felt before.

Finally past the widest part of the bulb, I gasped as my hole tightened around the neck, quickly sucking the last bit of the plug into me.

"Now then. Let's get this little pansy dressed." Amy said.

Finally! I was so eager to cover up my bruised cheeks and aching balls. I told myself that soon I'd be back in a pair of jeans, and I'd never see my step-family or Heather again. But as they stood me up and turned me around, my stomach dropped, and my eyes began to water.

There, lying on the floor in front of me, was a new kind of prison; the most extreme form of humiliation I could have imagined.

"Well, lay down…or does baby need a spanking?" Heather said patronizingly.

I couldn't believe that this was happening as I slowly lowered my butt onto the soft, crinkly diaper.

"After discussing it with Mom and Heather, we found that it would be best to treat you as you act, and how you treat others. Since you act like a child, that's what you will be. Since you think women are playthings, that's also what you will be." April flicked the hard tube containing my penis. " And since a women's pleasure and consent mean nothing to you..you shall have neither pleasure, or the ability to give/deny consent."


She started to pull up the diaper front, but stopped. "Actually…" she plucked the panties from my mouth. "Thank me for the nice big plug, and ask nicely for your diaper." She reached across the floor and picked up a small remote. I knew what would happen if I refused, and I'd had enough pain for one day.

"Thank you for the plug-"

"No. Baby talk only from now on. Do better."

I screamed as the electricity shocked my genitals and left me gasping and rolling side to side in pain.

"Fank you fo tha big pwug. May I pweez be diapered now?" I choked out the humiliating words through a stream of tears that rolled down my cheeks, now bright red with humiliation.

She stuffed the cold sloppy panties back into my mouth. "Welcome to your new life as our slutty sissy-baby" Amy said as she pulled the diaper front up between my legs.

All I could do was cry. And batted my padded fists against the floor.

"Why don't you two prep the baby's room? I can watch the wimp." Heather said.

"Okay, it is almost 7:00, his new bedtime! You prep the room, and I'll make his ni-ni bottle." April said to Amy, squeezing my locked cock through the diaper.

Once they'd gone, Heather sat triumphantly in the chair, and looked down at me.

"Aww, poor baby. I bet your lil' clitty is just aching to spurt commies into your diaper. The poor teeny thing is straining so hard in it's cage!"

I shook my head. Despite the viagra, cumming was the last thing I felt like doing right now.

"Well your family has no intention of ever unlocking you. Think of that. A week of buildup…a month? Oh…just imagine how painful a year of no stroking would be. Would you even remember what it feels like?"

The horror of my situation crept up on me. Would this nightmare of babyish bdsm and masochism really be permanent? Would I really never cum again?

Heather noticed the panic growing in my eyes.

"Not to worry baby. Think you can keep a secret?" She leaned down and whispered conspiratorially, "They think they have all the chastity keys…but I have one too." She leaned back and lounged in the chair. "I personally watched as they threw their keys in the trash."


My gasp was muffled by panties.

"That's right, pansy. I'm your only hope of having anything stronger than a wet dream. And I want you to think about that. While your family thinks they own you. I hold all the cards. You obey them…because if you don't…the final key will join the others in the landfill."

I sobbed in defeat. I was truly trapped.

"So. You're going to obey your mommy and sister's every suggestion, no matter how humiliating, and I'll continue to text them as your secret domme, coaching them in how to train you…and in return for being a good sissy I might let you spurt your pathetic seed on the rare occasions they let me babysit you."

She giggled. "Can you imagine what a spineless loser they'll think you are as you follow their every humiliating order?" She laughed, "As far as they'll know, you're gonna be the biggest sissy, wuss, and pansy they've ever seen!"

Just imagining never cumming was making me ache. I hated that she was probably right. Within days I'd be so desperate to cum, that I'd be forced to do everything they wanted.

I began to cry again as April and Amy returned.

"Still crying? Is the baby's little butt still hurting?" Said Amy with fake sympathy.

"Actually he just told me that he wishes his little penis wasn't locked. He's never worn one this long without cumming in it. Poor baby isn't used to not tugging his weiner every 30 seconds. He begged me to let him hump his diaper for just one minute, and I said no. Now he won't stop crying." Said Heather.

April looked down at me. "Well your useless little balls better get used to being full for the rest of your life. C'mon sissy. Let's get your little tush into your bed, then you can have your bottle."

I crawled after her, sniffling all the way.


Chapter 2

It turned out my bed was just a dog bed positioned next to my mother in law's. She giggled as I curled up on the little pillow.

Before ordering me to my humiliating bed, the posture collar was removed and replaced with a pink collar with a tinkling bell and license.

After I'd silently curled up on the bed, April placed a baby bottle onto the bed next to me. The contents were opaque and brownish yellow.

"That had better be gone by morning, and your panties had better be back in your mouth when I wake up."

I eyed it suspiciously, but couldn't bring myself to suck it while she watched.

"I hope you like it, pet. Mommy made one of the ingredients herself."

My stomach turned. I knew she didn't like me, and I suspected that she'd take great joy in making me drink her piss nightly.

Then in a sudden move I hadn't seen coming, she nonchalantly removed her clothing right in front of me. I'd never looked at my mother in law sexually before, but now that she stood, fully naked in front of me, deciding which pajamas to wear, I had to admit that she had a body others would describe as a 'MILF bod'. My cage felt tighter, and I blushed in shame as I throbbed and felt a little precum run down my balls.

"Does Mommy look good pet?"

I didn't know how to answer. If I confirmed that I found her body attractive she might get extra disgusted with me. If I said no, it could also make her angry. I stared up at her in fear.

"Don't be scared, slut. As my new pet it doesn't matter what you find attractive. Unless I desire it, you'll continue to have all the serial ability of a rock. And after enough time locked you'd happily hump a cactus if it meant you'd get to cum."

Curled into a tight ball on the dog bed, and turned crimson with shame as she continued getting dressed. I told myself that I could hang onto my dignity if I tried hard enough. It was possible that I could resist humiliating myself just for a chance to cum. Deep down though, I knew that it was just a matter of time until my libido controlled me just as much as my step-family.

A few minutes later and I was in the dark on my new tiny bed, listening to my "mommy" fast sleep above me.

I tried my best to find a comfortable position, but the diaper felt hot and bulky, and whenever I did manage to sleep the tight chastity cage would wake me up a little while later when a nocturnal erection struggled against the prison.

At some point I awoke with a dry scratchy throat. I was so thirsty it was hurting now. I rolled over, and let the panties drop from my mouth. Then I used both my mittened hands to pick up the bottle, and sucked cautiously from the nipple. It tasted milky, slightly sweet, but also bitter.and acrid. After a few swallows I also detected a chalky medicinal aftertaste. I forced myself to finish it all.

Once the bottle was drained, I 'ate' the panties directly off the floor. I felt like a gross pet, just as she'd intended as I forced myself to sleep once again.

I finally woke up to a myriad of sensations, all of which could be summarized with the word "full". My balls were full. My cage was far too full. My balls were full. My stomach gurgle, and I shuddered at the foul mess filling me and pushing painfully against the plug stretching me open.

April's foot dropped from the bed in front of my face. I looked up. She was awake and browsing social media on her phone. I stirred and she looked at me.

"Remove the panties…then you may suck on my toes until I choose to get up."

The humiliation was starting early today. I happily dropped the sodden cloth from my sore mouth, then faced the horrible prospect of sucking on my own step-mom's toes.

Baby steps. I closed my eyes and did my best to pretend I was about to suck on a candy. I opened my mouth, and moved closer. The scent of foot filled my nose and mouth. I actually found myself wishing I had a foot fetish…at least then this would be bearable.

I felt one of her toes against my lips, then my tongue. The scent and flavor wasn't strong, as her feet were well maintained and clean, but I still fought the urge to wretch as a forced my mouth closed around the digit.

I heard the shutter sound effect of her camera and stopped sucking in a panic. Was she sending it to someone? Posting it publicly? Her toe wiggled, indicating that I should continue, which I did.

After I'd moved on to another toe, I was squeezing my legs together as tightly as the diaper would allow. I paused my ministrations and hazarded a timid sentence.

"I-I have to go to the bathroom."

She looked at me over her phone with an annoyed expression. You're wearing your bathroom. And you'd better repeat that as a request, and address me as Mommy if you don't want a blistering hard session with the paddle.

I thought for a minute as my bladder felt on the verge of bursting. I swallowed my pride, and with a voice barely louder than a whisper I rephrased my statement.

"Mommy, may…may I-"

"Yes, sissy?"

“May I please pee in my diaper?”

“May I please pee in  my diaper what?”

"Mommy."

"Of course. Just don't stop sucking Mommy's toes as you do it. In the future you don't need to ask."

"I- I also…I mean…There's-I have to-" how does a guy ask their step-mom to remove a butt plug so they can shit themselves? It was impossible.

"Shush pet. Just wet. Potty time is later."

I obediently went back to sucking. Potty time? Hell, if I was going to be allowed to use the potty, I would try to hold my pee as well.

I pressed my fists against the front of my diaper and rocked back and forth. I'd never needed to pee more in my life. I kept looking up at her. Was she nearly done with her phone? I needed to use the bathroom! In my head I was yelling at her to get up, pleading with her to start the day.

I couldn't hold it any more. The damage broke and I felt a sensation that I hadn't felt since I was a toddler. The trickle of warm liquid turned into a strong stream. I felt the awful sensation. Of the diaper growing heavy and hot as it began drooping between my legs. Tears flowed as the loud hiss drew April's attention.

"Aww, my little sissy just couldn't hold his peepee! Good thing he's thickly diapered! Poor little thing just couldn't help himself!" She giggled. "Think of it. If you had any self control at all you wouldn't need to be chastely sucking your mommy's toes while pissing your pampers!"

She held her phone up. "Look at the camera and tell me what you are, what you just did, and why." In her other hand was the remote to my cage.

I looked up at the device recording me and Parrotted what she'd just said, with the infantile vocabulary I knew was required of me.

"I'm…I'm a sissy-baby. I just made peepee in my panties…because I can't help myself." Was this being live streamed? Was it blackmail?

"Is your diaper wet?" She asked.

I was trying hard to hold back my emotions. My voice cracked as I answered.


"Yes, Mommy."

"Is it warm and squishy?"

"Yes, Mommy."

"Is it the closest thing to a pussy you've ever felt?"

I honestly didn't know what a pussy felt like, and as much as I hated it, I suspected that she was right.

"Yes, Mommy."

"Wouldn't you just love to lay on your tummy and hump your squishy pampers till you made cummies?"

I knew what she wanted me to say; what I had to say. "Yes, Mommy."

My voice was cracking. I felt a tear leave a wet trail down my cheek. I was starting to lose control of my emotions.

"And what's the only reason you're not humping your squishy diapers, spurting and pissing into them to your heart's content?"

I'd kept the floodgates closed as long as I could. They broke. With a sob I explained to the camera.

"My…my-"

"Clitty."

"My clitty…it's locked in a cage. I- *sniff* can't spurt…*sob*" I couldn't talk anymore. I but my lip to hold in my sobs.

"Good sissy. I think that's sufficient. You may return to sucking Mommy's toes now."

Although no less humiliating, it was comforting to not be interviewed on camera, and I returned my concentration to nursing on her toes as she resumed typing on her phone.

I was interrupted by a voice behind me.

"Is it potty time for the pillow princess yet?"


I turned and nearly swallowed my tongue before covering my eyes. My step-sister leaned against the door frame…fully nude.

"April! What are you doing?" I cried.

"Look at me! Now!"

I kept my eyes shut.

"Do it or I'll use that remote on you for an hour straight! You'll rip your balls off just to stop the pain!"

I gulped and opened my eyes. It would be an understatement to simply say she was pretty. She had been a popular Instagram influencer for the last several years, and she'd even received free clothing a couple times from swimsuit companies.

Once again I felt my cock swell painfully in it's cage. I felt a twitch and knew a drop of precum had joined the rest of the damp in my diaper.

"Set everything up. We'll start as soon as it's all ready." April said.

I watched as Amy set a tiny plastic potty into the room, then set up a tripod with a camera.

“Alright let's get the pussy into position.”

She clipped a leash to my collar and pulled me to the potty and kicked me back onto my butt. I fell with a sickening squish.

"Now sit like a baby. Press those mittens into the front of your diaper, and look shocked that you've pissed."

"Make your mouth into an 'O'. Girly surprise is your emotion."

I flushed red…and with the mental picture of pulling my own balls off to escape the shocks fresh in my memory I did as requested.

"Now on all fours, looking back at your wet diaper sadly!"

"Now…" She ripped the tapes off my diaper, which hit the floor with a plop. "Spread your ass cheeks to show your pink plug…now look back over your shoulder at Mommy! Smile! Giggle!"

I wanted to die. To disappear. Either. Both.


"Now, Mom, you sit in the chair, Sissy get over her lap."

I heard the shutter of the camera click rapidly as April grasped the plug and slowly pulled it from me.

"Shit at all and suffer the consequences!"

It took all my willpower but I somehow managed to hold everything in as she led me by the hand to the girly plastic potty.

"Sit and make a nice straining face! Get out all the poopies! Good sissy! Look triumphant for making it to the potty!"

I wanted to die.

"Now mom, go to the dresser, turn your back, and pretend to be busy."

April obeyed.

"Now baby, Do your best mischievous smile. Brilliant! Now take the removable potty bowl. Good pussy. Now go pour your mess on the open diaper."

I hesitated. I could already see the narrative they were building.

I bit my lip and carefully used both my bound fists to pick up the bowl. A semi-solid mass of built up feces filled the child-sized bowl.

I almost gagged. I carried it to the diaper. "Smile, pansy!"

I beamed like an idiot as I watched the brown mess plop onto the wet folds of the diaper. I knew what would be happening next.

"Sit your baby butt down right into the mess."

I turned and fought a sob. As I lowered myself down. The mess and diaper had already cooled. I winced and then gasped as the wet pile squished between my cheeks, and surged forward, making contact with my balls.

"Smile! Bigger! Bite your bottom Lip! Channel the emotion 'eager'!" She ordered.

I did so.

"Now pull up your diaper front! Tighter! Smile! Now 'O' face!" Rub the front! Look lost in the joy of rubbing yourself! Eyes closed! Mom, stand over him disapprovingly! Perfect!"


"Are we done?"

"Yup! I'll apply a timestamp so it looks like screenshots from a nanny cam. I'll even degrade the images and adjust the framing. It'll look more genuine than anything he's ever done before."

Who was this going to? Why stage photos?

"Perfect. I'll tape him up, and meet you downstairs for breakfast."

I gasped. "But this one's filled! Please! Don't-" Once again I convulsed as white-hot electric pain seared it's way through my groin.

"Rephrase that, sweetie?" She said.

Still recovering from the shock, I half whispered, half gasped: "Please Mommy, tape me into my poopy diaper."

"Good sissy. Who decides when you get a new diaper?"

"You do, Mommy."

"Plus, I think my sissy needs the first diaper to be special. You need to know how bad a messy diaper can become…how awful a rash can be…all so you know how important it is that you be on your best behavior…not obeying or showing gratitude will ensure a long stay in a single diaper."

"Yes, Mommy. Thank you Mommy for teaching me this lesson." I blushed as I caved and gave her what she'd prompted.

"But we can't have you leaking all over!" She held up a puffy pair of rumba panties. The inside was rubber, but the outside was covered in pink lace, white frills, and had the lettering 'Babygirl' across the front.

I felt a little piece of me die as she snaked the awful, crinkly things up my legs, and finally over the diaper.

"And now there's much less smell!" She said cheerfully. "You should be good until tomorrow morning, now crawl downstairs for breakfast!"

Tomorrow morning?!? She couldn't be serious! I came very close to blurring out a plead, but I still ached from my last outburst.


I slowly turned over, as did my stomach when I felt the warm, wet mass run forward, collecting far too close to my genitals. Every move I made was loudly announced by the bell on my collar and the sounds of rubber, paper, and slop help tightly around my crotch.

Without warning, April swatted me hard on the butt, sending the foul mixture squirting forward. And causing me to let out an involuntary squeal.

"Good little squeal, piggy. Now get your poopy butt moving."

I crawled forward after Amy. She walked in front of me, swaying her hips all the way. I couldn't stop myself from watching her perfect, round butt jiggle as her hips swung sexily from left to right and back again. My cage felt painfully tight suddenly.

She wheeled on me, instantly catching where my eyes were looking. Even now it was hard to maintain eye contact. Her smooth, waxed pussy and perky c-cups screamed for my attention.

"Look all you want pamper-humper, the only thing your pathetic little cuck-stick will ever feel is hard, constricting steel."

She turned and slapped her ass in front of my face. "Study this perfect ass, sissy. Watch it jiggle. Spur your preemies and drool like the pathetic loser you are."

She continued walking, and I crawled after her. I tried to think of baseball or trivia…but nothing could stop me from dripping into the diaper, just as she knew I would.

As we reached the kitchen, Amy led me to a dog bowl on the floor. "Sit. Stay."

I obeyed. She pulled a blender out. Then began pouring ingredients into it. It was hard to see from the floor, but I saw an egg, a can of tuna, green beans, refried beans, mustard, and lime jello.

After blending it into a chunky paste, she poured the grey gelatinous mess into my bowl.

"Beg, piggy."

I sat up and lifted my hands, feeling as ridiculous of my position as scared of my meal.

"When I say 'bon apatite' you're going to dive into your bowl. You will eat it with gusto. You won't stop until you've licked it clean. Understood?"

I slowly nodded.


"Good."

She then pulled a trick out of her pocket. A condom full of cum, and sealed with a knot.

"I had to dig through my trash. Luckily my boyfriend was here yesterday." She ripped it open, and I watched in horror as she squeezed every drop of it onto my meal.

"Bon Appetite!"

I dropped to all fours and put my face down to the slop. The smell of contrasting flavors and stale cum assaulted my nose. I opened my mouth but couldn't bring myself to make contact.

"Eat up, pig!" I felt her foot on my head, and a moment later my mouth and nise filled with the 'food' as she forcefully pressed my face into the bowl.

"Chew and swallow!" She commanded. "If you vomit you'll be eating that up too!"

I nearly gagged as I forced myself to swallow. If I REALLY tried, I could force myself to mechanically chew and swallow repeatedly. Focusing on a rhythm rather than flavor. 10 chews, then swallow. Open and close. 10 chews, then swallow.

"Good pet. Now lick up the rest."

I extended my tongue and ran it over the bowl. I gagged and almost threw up as my tongue filled with a puddle of nearly pure semen.

"Now. Time for another toy your domme left us."

She picked up a rubber, leather, and plastic thing from the counter. At first I couldn't tell what it was. Then I began to cry.

"Your mommy and I need some quiet time."

"Please!" Those were the last words I said fir the day as the fat silicone dildo was pushed into my mouth. Some pink and white leather straps were pulled behind my head, pulling the head of the the rubber cock into my gag reflex. I coughed and wrestled to not throw up as I heard the straps being buckled behind my head.

"Mmmmugh!" I exclaimed, trying desperately to communicate how hard breathing and swallowing was.

"Shush, wimp. The more uncomfortable it is, the better the practice." She said uncaring. "Practice?! Surely she wasn't serious!


She hooked a finger through a ring in front of my mouth and pulled me after her. For the first time I realized that the front of the gag must be made to look like a pacifier.

In the living room a playpen had been set up. I recognized it as the one from the attic. Once inside, she tossed me a pillow, then turned on the TV.

"Exercise time. You're gonna hump that pillow as hard as you can."

With a couple button presses the TV began displaying porn. A small, skinny girl was getting spit roasted.

My cock once again forced the cage to pull hard on my balls.

"Well?! Do you need a shock?"

I pulled the pillow to me, and positioned it carefully. Before slowly thrusting into it.

The only sound in the room was my crinkling butt, and the moaning and slurping on TV. I was transfixed by the video. It had been too long since I'd jerked off, and it didn't take much to arouse me. The slick, warm diaper was disgusting, but the slop rubbing against my pelvis and balls was unfortunately having a strong effect. I began to softly moan.

God, I wanted to cum so badly! This was torture! I was aroused, but I just couldn't reach climax with the dull ache of metal around my penis. I also couldn't stop.

The camera panned down. The slender woman being fucked had a cock!

"Mmmg!"

"If you're lucky, someday maybe someone will fuck you like that…just don't count on ever having a free penis again. I also notice you didn't stop humping. I bet you wish that were you!"

The camera zoomed on the femboy getting his face fucked.

Keep sucking your fake cock. Someday you'll make a real man very happy by swallowing a nice fresh load.

She lowered her face to mine. "Look at that cock. Suck yours in and out as deep as you can at the same time. Match the rhythm."

She watched me and looked back at the video to make sure I was obeying.


"Good boy. This and other videos are gonna play on repeat. I bet you can't stop yourself from humping your filthy diaper, and after a few hours you'll be humping and sucking to match the TV out of sheer boredom."

I wish I could say that I stopped humping my shit and piss filled diaper. I wish I could say that I at least didn't start thinking of my gag as the cock in the videos of men, femboys, and trans women being forcibly face-fucked. God, how I wish I could say those things.

The sad facts are that I lost all track of time, and feverishly hummed my chastity cage into a mess of sodden material while dripping huge amounts of precum. I was only vaguely aware of my nudist step-family entering and leaving, and didn't even stop moaning or grunting while they took photos and video of me as I strained and thrust into the pillow. I'd even peed once more, causing the diaper to be warmer, thicker, and more squishy.

"Ahem."

I barely heard it.

The TV went black. I suddenly realized how chafed and sore I felt. I got onto my knees and looked up at my step mother who stood with her phone open and a cruel smile on her face. She returned her attention to her phone and began to read aloud.

"Hoping this email finds you well, you cheating bastard."

She'd emailed my dad?! I swallowed and stared wide-eyed with fear.

"You always said I was ruining him, and I'm afraid you may have been right. He's recently come out as a sissy plaything, while also fully regressing into a diaper-wetting little pillow-humper. "

"Mmmummph!" I wailed into my gag.

"I have done My best to potty train him, but the only way to stop your 'son' from happily shitting himself is with a nice fat butt plug."

"Mmmphuk!"

"Attached are some screenshots from a nanny cam of this morning's 'progress'. As soon as my back was turned the little sissy poured his shit into his old diaper and happily squished around like a pig in mud."

"Mmmmuguh!" I bawled.


"You might notice an odd contraption on his penis. The only way to stop him thoroughly enjoying his diapers is with a chastity device that keeps his small willy contained and at it's flaccid size. Note the tiny size of it. "

I softly sniffed and wiped away some tears. I felt like my life was ending, and I was partially right.

"Despite his inability to cum, he hasn't stopped trying. Attached to this email is also a short video of him humping a pillow while fantasizing of being the sissy getting fucked in the porn he's watching. He's so persistent! Today he humped his shitty diaper for hours!"

I pictured my dad, the manly factory worker, watching me happily humping a pillow while diapered, and cried a little harder.

"You fought so hard for custody when he was a boy. Now is your chance. If you want your sissy son, come get him at four o'clock today. If not, he'll live as our chaste little sissy-pet forever." She looked down at me. "I sent this message several hours ago."

I looked frantically to Amy. What time was it?! If my dad took me away I could explain everything! The nightmare would be over!

"Sorry sissy, it's six."

My heart fell. Maybe he hadn't seen it? Maybe he'd save me later!

"He sent this in response…"

I unconsciously sucked my penis paci hard in anticipation.

"The sissy is all yours."

Strangely, I was silent. Despite the shock of my dad washing his hands of me, and the humiliation of that email, I wasn't going to give up. I couldn't. I'd fight their sissifying with every ounce of my strength. So I'd never be rescued, and they held more than enough blackmail to destroy me publicly, that was no reason to give up.

I sucked the penis paci determinedly and unconsciously. If they wanted me to do something they'd have to force me physically!

My internal tirade was interrupted by my stomach gurgling loudly.

"Mmmph!" I pressed against the back of my diaper. I futility cried out as Amy and April smirked and watched the show.

"It'll be easier if you crouch or get on all fours. If you keep sitting there'll only be one place for it to go…your little clitty!" Laughed April.

I positioned myself into a crouch. "I'm doing it because I chose to. I'm just choosing the best position.

I squinted and pushed. The pushing was unnecessary. A torrent of watery diarrhea spewed into my diaper loudly. I felt it the diaper, now fully saturated, droop, now hanging as low as the rubber panties would allow.

As I finished, Amy walked up to me, looked down cruelly, and gave me a push.

I fell directly on my butt with a sickening squelch. All the diarrhea shot forward, filling the front of the diaper. All that insolence and fight I'd built up vanished. All I wanted was a diaper change.

"Mmmugh!" I squealed into the dildo.

"Quit bitching. As if your deadbeat dad would ever change your diapers! C'mon baby. Come see your room."

I didn't have a choice. She clipped a leash to my collar and gave it a firm yank.

Once again I followed her luscious ass as she led me to my room, with April following behind me.

Inside was anything but how I remembered it.

"We went and got some furniture and did some painting. You were too busy humping your mess to even notice we left the house!"

In one corner was a playpen. Next to it a crib. Under the window was a changing table. And my bookcase was now filled with clean disposable diapers.

All furniture, and even the walls were now a mix of baby pink and white.

I found my gaze repeatedly wandering to the fresh clean diapers. I kept thinking that I'd give anything to have one of those on me instead of my current mess.

"Looking at the diapers? Wishing you had a clean one? Haha, just wait! First you need to know what bad sissies get for not fudging as told….diaper rash. Tell me. Is it starting to itch yet?"

I nodded. It was starting to get hard to ignore. "I bet it's slightly burning."


I nodded again.

"Well by morning it should feel nice and stingy, as well as burning like an inferno whenever you move. Then you might get a change. If you behave."

I looked up imto their eyes. I needed one now! I didn't need to wait until I had a painful rash. I did the only thing I could. I sat up, raised my pink mittens, and begged desperately like a dog.

"Could it be that you're a fast learner?" Said April.

I nodded my head enthusiastically.

April unbuckled the gag and pulled it from my mouth.

"Convince me that you've learned your place."

I wasted no time. My only other option was painful diaper rash and a night in a full diaper. "Oh mommy! Please! I've learned that you own me completely. You decide everything. If you want me to wear this diaper all night I will, but please, Mommy! May I have a change?"

"And if I decide to ream your ass with plugs until you're incontinent?" She asked.

"It belongs to you. Please, stretch my sissy bottom until you're happy with it." What was left of my pride was screaming, but right now I'd have said anything for a change.

She stood there, thinking for some time, then reached a decision.

"You're saying all the right things because you're scared, not submissive. I think your heart will be in the right place by tomorrow morning "

I tossed and turned all night. True to her word, the itch intensified and burning began in the early morning. I spent most of the night locked in my new crib, planning everything I'd do to earn freedom from my foul-smelling prison.

When the nursery door opened, and Amy and April entered, I ignored their nudity. I'd been planning my greeting all night.

I sat up and begged like a dog, feeling my painful rash chafe with every movement. As soon as the crib side lowered, I dropped to the floor and began licking and kissing their toes like they were a rare delicacy.

"Looks like someone learned how important good behavior is! Imagine if we wanted to punish you for real? You'd be rotting in that diaper for days."


I shuddered. I couldn't even begin to express how much that scared me.

The shower water was cold, and my hands remained tightly mittened, and secured to a hook in the ceiling. I jumped and twisted and squealed as they blasted me with the icy water until I was clean. By then my teeth were chattering and my cage actually felt loose for the first time.

Now that I didn't have the posture collar I could finally see my body. I was completely hairless. My crotch looked both infantile and girly. My cock was now reduced to a tiny pink nub barely protruding from my body, while my balls, now cold pressed tightly against the cage, causing everything to look undeveloped and tiny.

Amy entered the bathroom as I was being dried, and handed April a tray. On it were a series of hollow butt plugs ranging in size from the one I'd worn previously, to one as wide as a soda can.

"Now then, perhaps this one? What is too big?" Her hand pointed to the second smallest.

The thought of being plugged again made me shudder. Before I could stop myself I blurted out: "Please, No, Mommy!

"Well..where's all this my-sissy-bottom-belongs-to-you stuff now? Did all your obedience get washed away too?"

Her hand moved over to a larger plug. "Mommy, I'm sorry, I-"

Her hand moved again to an even larger plug. She gave me an intimidating stare. She wasn't joking. She'd rip my anus in half if I pressed her.

"I'd think a good sissy would already be face-down ass-up, eagerly asking for a plug…but maybe this sissy needs to learn a lesson?" Her hand started to move to an even larger plug, one size away from the largest.

"Yes Mommy!" I yelled, dropping to my knees, and taking the position she'd described.

Amy giggled as I presented my ass to them.

"Good sissy. After a change you should ALWAYS present yourself happily like this for inspection and plugging.

I heard a tube of lube open, and felt something cold and slick between my cheeks. "Try to relax.

Relaxing helped…at first. Once I'd been stretched as far as I could go, and began moaning and arching my back with the pain, she changed tactics, rotating the plug while plunging it in and out…a little deeper every once in a while.

By the time it slipped all the way into me I had a death grip on the bath mat, and was biting down hard on a dildo Amy had fetched to take my mind off the pain.

There's nothing quite like the insane rapidly filling sensation as your own body socks a plug in, or the dread at realizing that it'll have to come out again at some point.

When I followed their beautiful naked buttons back Into the nursery I froze at the vision of the outfit Amy had laid out.

Baby pink ruffles adorned a white pair of overall shorts embroidered with 'Chaste lil' Cocksucker'. Next to it was a puffy pink blouse and bonnet, as well as the locking penis paci. On the floor was a pair of pink mary janes and frilled ankle socks.

I wanted to run, to fight, to argue, but I knew those paths would only lead to electrocuted testicles and a painful rash. I impotency let then lead me to a changing mat, and complied as they slid a diaper under my aching butt.

The cage grew tight as Amy sensuously rubbed baby oil all over my crotch. She slowly fondled my balls, slowly letting them slip in and out of her slippery, warm hands. "Aww, baby likes his changies! I can tell your little sack is already heavier and bigger than yesterday!" In response, my cage throbbed.

For just a moment the pain from the massive plug was drowned out by sexual bliss and longing.

"Oh, you must really love your fresh diaper!" She teased, running a finger along my cage, scooping up a large drop of precum.

She wiped her finger on the penis paci, then softly pressed the salty phallus into my mouth. As she leaned forward I felt her warm, soft stomach press against my balls and cage.

She ignored my whimper, leaned back, and sprinkled baby powder liberally all over my crotch before taping me into a new diaper decorated with hearts.

"Sit."

I rolled over and sat up. I hated how my bell and crinkly diaper loudly announced any move I made.

"Stay."

And with that I was left alone, longingly watching their naked bodies as they left. Would I really always be a virgin? Surely they'd tire of this eventually. Already I hated that they stayed naked. It was an extremely painful constant reminder of how they knew I was utterly impotent to act on any urge. Even now, painfully stretched open by a plug, I was tempted to drop to the ground and hump my hands…even though I knew cumming wasn't a possibility.

I looked around my nursery. The word that kept coming to mind was 'mirrors'. There was a

six-foot mirror on every wall. Everywhere I looked I saw a pathetic little sissy, covered in ruffles and bows, sitting on the floor sucking a pacifier, softly rocking back and forth due to the constant stretching ache of the hollow plug.

I heard the front door open and muffled voices. A few minutes later Heather walked into the room. My family had left me in the care of Heather. I shrunk under her gaze as she smiled at the sight of me.

"Wow, they really took to this! You look ridiculous!"

I glared at her. Of course I looked ridiculous! She'd orchestrated all of this!

"Don't look at me like that! In fact, I want you to excitedly spit out your paci, smile. and kiss each of my shoes before putting it back in your mouth."

I continued to glare at her until the familiar electric shock knocked me to the ground face-first. Would this fucking cage ever run out of batteries?!?

"Stupid little sissy-baby. You need to learn EVERYONE is your better, even if what they've done in the past has hurt you. If a stranger slaps you or insults you, you shouldn't even hesitate to offer to suck their dick."

"Now. Do I have to repeat myself?"

I didn't hesitate to do what she'd ordered.

"Good pansy. That will be your greeting whenever I sit you. On the rare occasion I give you permission to speak, you will address me as Nana, got it?"

I nodded.

She sighed. "You're off to a shitty start if you want to cum. It probably won't be happening today….and it'll probably be a week until I'm sitting you again."


I gulped..that'd total at least 8 days of constant teasing with no release! I panicked, removed my paci, and passionately kissed her shoes. I knew now that no matter what she demanded, I'd have to do it if I ever wanted to cum again.

"I'll take that under advisement. Now crawl to the kitchen for breakfast."

Today's meal consisted of random leftovers and wilty vegetables from the fridge blended up with enough water to make it a wet mush.

"Amy told me about how much you loved eating Brad's cum, so I brought some contributions from my boyfriend, and my friends' boyfriends."

My stomach turned as she dropped eight condoms full of cum into the blender and I watched as they were shredded into a million pieces.

"Sit. Beg. Good sissy. Here you go."

My bowl was placed before me. Knowing what was expected of me, I did my best to mimic a dog excited for it's food and dove in. The cacophony of flavors almost made me gag, but the worst were the bits of rubber that made me have to chew, forcing me to take my time tasting the slop. I did my best not to think about the musky, salty flavors.

"Good sissy! You love the taste of cummies don't you?"

I barely nodded. I just continued to scarf down breakfast as fast as I could, maintaining the illusion of loving my meal.

Heather picked up her phone and began typing while I ate. Once I'd finished she read aloud.

"Omg I brought some full condoms to contribute to his breakfast, and while I was in the bathroom he ate them! Tore up and swallowed the condoms too! Guess he can't help himself when he gets the scent."

She looked down at me, blushing hotly at this false narrative. In my mittens I clenched my fists in impotent rage. Of course I could try to deny it, but during my next diaper change it'd be impossible to miss the shredded rubber.

"Aaaand…sent."

Next she retrieved a baby bottle from her bag. It was bigger than any infant bottle I'd ever seen, and the nipple was phallic shaped. Fir a second I thought I saw white powder in the bottle.

"A little gift from me. Think of it as a celebratory bottle for your first 24 hours in your new life. Most people celebrate with champagne…what should you drink?"


She put a finger to her chin in faux thought. "Oh, I know!" She said, snapping her fingers.

She hiked down her yoga pants, removed the nipple from the bottle, and pressed the opening between her pussy lips.

My mouth opened in horror as a dark yellow liquid began to loudly pour into the bottle. Internally I prayed for it to just be a little bit…an eighth of the bottle. She continued peeing. A quarter of a bottle? A third? I began internally screaming for the flow to stop.

Finally the flow became a trickle, then finally stopped. I didn't know a woman as small and dainty as Heather could hold so much.

She chuckled. "I really had to go. It was so hard not to dance around trying to hold it in…but the look on your face right now makes it worth while.

She pulled up her pants and reattached the nipple. "C'mon useless, let's watch TV while you suckle your baba."


Chapter 3

Perhaps your wondering what a young woman as devious as Heather watches in her free time.

The answer happens to be porn. Lots of porn. All of it had to do with men being feminized, and being gaped and milked while being teased for being helpless girly sluts.

Luckily it was something to take my mind off the taste of my bottle. I sat on the floor in front of Heather, and we both watched the porn until my bottle was completely empty. My stomach felt tight and distended. The bowl of slop was a huge meal alone. The addition of the bottle had me achingly stuffed.

One video had a very feminine transwoman sucking a cock. Her lips had been injected; inflated to a ridiculously large size. A lot of the videos she'd been playing had huge fake lips. "Must be a weird fetish of hers." I thought dismissively.

I noticed that my head felt kind of fuzzy. I found myself fixating dreamily on random things.

"Damn, that's commitment. You only get lips like that if you love cock and want everyone who sees you to know it." She stated. "Look at that slut go!"


I watched as the lips moved up and down the shaft, taking the massive cock all the way to the balls effortlessly. My cage felt painfully tight. If I watched intently enough I could imagine those fat pillowy lips around my own cock.

"You think those lips feel good?"

I slowly nodded. It was getting harder to think for some reason.

"You think anyone who sees those lips thinks of fucking them?"

I nodded again.

"What if I told you that by the end of today you'd have a pair of your own?”

Even that statement only barely jolted me. What was happening to me? The pacifier dropped from my mouth. Everything felt soft, fuzzy, and slow. "N-no..I- I don't-" why was talking so hard?

"You don't want normal boy lips anymore? You want Nana to put ground sleeping pills in your bottle and fill your lips with gel while you sleep?"

"Please…just…."

"Please just put my pinky finger in your mouth while you get your new lips? You want to have a cute little 'kissie' hole you can't ever close? Good idea. No man will look at you without thinking of sliding their cocks into it."

"I…N-No…" I found myself horizontal on the floor. I didn't remember laying down. My eyelids felt heavy.

"You know best? Okay, sissy. If it's what you want I happen to have brought all the supplies in my backpack. Just because I'm so nice I'll even touch them up with a tattoo gun so they look a little more naturally lip-colored.

I closed my eyes…for what felt like only a second. When I opened them again I was in my crib. My head was still fuzzy and I felt so groggy. Why did my lips feel so- MY LIPS!

I tried to sit up but found my legs were secured to the corners of the crib, and my hands were behind my back.

A blanket had been put over the mirror across from the crib. No doubt to preserve the big reveal.


I thrashed, but was unable to move an inch. I couldn't touch my lips, or roll over to even touch them against the bed. This was probably to keep me from ruining them as they set and the shape became permanent. The only thing I knew was that they were large. I could actually see them along the bottom of my field of vision, and they felt swollen, but not painful, just sore.

I tried to close my mouth. But found I could still inhale very slightly. So she'd actually done it and given me a little gap in my lips just big enough to be noticeable.

"Morning, sleeping beauty."

She approached and I noticed she was holding a hand mirror.

I was speechless. I couldn't believe what she'd done to me. What do you even say to someone like that?

"Don't enjoy being drugged, losing your autonomy, and being someone's plaything?" She asked with a smirk.

"You bitch! You-"

She placed a finger against my lips and gave me a cold, emotionless stare.

I gulped.

"Now you're definitely not cumming." She said.

In my current state I hardly cared. I glared at her.

She returned my glare with calm, intense eye contact. "If this is a game of Poker, then your hand is all Candy Land cards. You think your family cares what happens to you? If I thought it would be funnier than the cage, I'd straight up neuter you and make your scrotum into a new pacifier."

I gulped and looked down, submissively wilting. She was right. She held all the cards. She smiled and continued like she hadn't just threatened to cut off my balls.

"Before I show you your new face and release you, I have to let you know of some changes."

"The first is a wireless charger installed under your crib. Now bedtime will also mean that your clitty cage stays full of charge, among other things."

"The second is a large dildo in your crib. If you ever want me to feel your little cockette you'll learn to deep throat it effortlessly before I see you again."

She thought for a second then added: "just getting it into your throat isn't enough. You'll need to worship it. Love it. I want to see the cock-lust in your eyes as it plunges in and out of your mouth."

She smiled and I knew the other shoe was about to drop.

"You will NOT tell your family I've instructed you to practice. As far as they know, slobbering all over your rubber schlong is your new biggest hobby."

I winced. At least with the pacifier I could say I was forced to suck it. Now I would be seen as eager and willing.

"Now the final detail…you know those kits where you can make a dildo?"

I nodded.

"One more secret just for us. Your dildo was made by a friend of mine who is really good at tech stuff. Hidden inside the silicone is a little chip with a battery good enough to last about a year, and two thin internal antenna. This dildo pairs to your cage, and triangulation to provide it with a relative distance at all times."

Maybe my head was fuzzy from the drugs, but I was having trouble following her. She sighed, and looked annoyed that I wasn't already gasping in shock.

"In short, if you're ever more than 6 feet from your dildo your tiny little hairless balls will be shocked every 30 seconds."

I gasped. She smiled.

"The shocks won't be as hard as the punishment shocks, but they'll hurt enough to make sure only you notice them, and after a few minutes you'll find yourself crying for your dildo…much to your family's great enjoyment.

My eyes went wide with terror. This couldn't be real!

"What would a slutty little sissy name their favorite toy? Hmmm..how about 'Mr. Yummy?' It's infantile enough, and implies you love to suck on it."

"Please, Nana, please don't!" She ignored me.


She held up the dildo. It looked like a plain silicone dildo. There was nothing that would give it the impression of being the subtle instrument of torture it was.

You and "Mr. Yummy are going fo be such close friends! I wouldn't be surprised if your family messaged me about how you're always talking to him, telling him how good he tastes and feels. In fact…i expect it."

I began crying as this new aspect of my life reared it's ugly head. Heather simply undid my restraints and then showed me the mirror.

My lips were huge, luscious, and clearly only there to give soft sensual blowjobs. If I weren't so horrified, I'd have been amazed at what a good job Heather had done. She'd even used the tattoo gun to carefully extend my natural lip line and give it a more pronounced feminine shape.

I softly touched my lips. I remembered the video and shuddered in disgust as I briefly thought 'wow, these would feel amazing'. A tear rolled down my cheek as I thought how everyone would be thinking that same thought.

"Now it's time to practice with Mr. Yummy."

She walked across the room, and placed the dildo on her crotch.

"Come here, sissy! School's in session!"

I felt a painful shock to my balls as the dildo left my immediate vicinity. It felt like a cross between a light slap and a pinprick. It definitely wasn't pleasant, but it didn't have me rolling around on the ground.

With no shortage of tears, I obediently crawled across the room for my first lesson on how to properly pleasure Mr. Yummy.

It turns out that sucking the dildo to Heather's satisfaction was incredibly hard.

Throughout it all she was strangely patient and encouraging…and not even in a patronizing or demeaning way. It took probably half an hour of solid practice just for me to be comfortable with the tip touching the back of my throat, and another hour of helping me relax before gently popping it into my throat for just the briefest moment.

Her lesson was only briefly interrupted when My stomach gurgled loudly before slowly depositing a warm mass into the diaper, this was, of course, paired with a heavy wetting that weighed my diaper down considerably.

She looked at her phone. "So that’s how long it takes."


She turned to me. "Now that we know how long it takes for food to flow through you, we'll be punishing you severely if you hold it in any longer."

"How long, Nana?" I asked fearfully.

"Shush. That's not for you to worry about. We know, that's all that matters. What's important is that if you hold anything in we'll know, and you'll be punished severely."

She sent a quick text, and then we returned to practice. She seemed to be having fun, and actually seemed proud when I started being able to push the dildo head into my throat almost every time with little to no gagging.

"Good sissy! I'm so proud! No gagging at all!" She exclaimed after I popped past the back of my throat 5 times without coughing.

"Nana…you're being nice to me. Why?" I asked.

"Well it could be because you just look so fucking cute swallowing cock…but I think there's another better reason."

She pushed the tip between my lips. If I wanted to know I'd have to keep sucking while she talked.

"Think of yourself as a cow, and your current predicament as a pen with an electric fence. There is no possible way of escaping except through an open gate. The gate represents happily and eagerly being the best sissy you can be, and happily offering your mouth and service to anyone who wants it."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. I'd never go along with this twisted nightmare willingly.

"Oh, you'll resist as hard as you can. But the only hobbies you have, the only skills available that you can hone…are sucking and fucking."

She ran a finger under my chin. "Eye contact, sweetie. Maintain it and smile while you suck."

"You don't have a choice. Out of sheer boredom you'll find yourself trying to take dilfos deeper, and have fun inventing new techniques. I bet you've already been imagining how your actions would feel on your own clitty…fantasizing about it…wondering how different little moth motions would feel."

How did she know I'd been thinking that?


"Eventually…once you've improved a lot, you'll suck a man so well his soul will leave his body…and as he tells you how amazing it felt and you lick the last drops I'd cum from his softening dick you know what you'll feel?"

I looked up at her. In my head I thought "humiliation? Pain? Disgust? Horror?"

"Pride. In a life made entirely out of being a humiliating little plaything…you'll feel pride in yourself for doing something perfectly. It's true, you'll feel disgust as well, but that pride…"

She clicked her tongue. "It'll be more addictively refreshing than anything else. It'll be the moment that you truly consider walking through the gate, happily choosing a life of sucking every cock you can get between your lips."

She patted my head as I once again successfully slipped the dildo past my gag reflex.

"And that's completely beside the phantom pleasure you're getting. I bet as you suck you can

vividly feel the sensations on your own locked clitty. Giving pleasure will be your pleasure. When they moan in ecstasy you'll only be able to imagine the feeling on yourself."

No. She was wrong! I wasn't a sissy! I was being forced to do all of this! I'd never enjoy blowing another guy! I just had to hold onto the real me! I was a man! A man being forced into this!

"So. I think that's enough practice. Your mommy should be getting home soon, and I promised I'd have you in bed by then."

As she led me into the crib, and lowered the locking top a mild shock to my balls served as a painful reminder.

"Wait, Nana! I need-" I stopped. It was so embarrassing.

"Yes?" She said expectantly.

"Mr. Yummy." I said glumly. "Good boy."

As the door closed I was left with nothing but Mr. Yummy and a full, stinking diaper.

I tossed and turned. Sleeping was going to be nearly impossible. A tear fell as I realized there was only one thing I could do besides count everything in the room again.

I let out a defeated sigh and slowly brought Mr. Yummy to my soft, swollen lips.

"I'm doing this because I'm bored and want Heather to let me cum. I definitely don't enjoy this.


After a few attempts I managed to push it slightly deeper than I'd ever done before. I felt a teeny bit of pride before immediately chastising myself.


Chapter 4

To say that presenting my new face to my family was embarrassing would be a crushing understatement. It felt like every time they looked at me they had another funny thing to say that would lead to giggles and guffawing. They spent minutes just touching, and squeezing them, inspecting the ridiculous things.

"His mouth looks like a puffy little pussy!"

"Well form follows function!"

They of course believed Heather completely when she said I'd begged for them after she offered.

My family also found it hilarious that I'd suddenly formed a strong bond with a dildo.

At first they were little shocked when I insisted on bringing Mr. Yummy into the bathroom with me for changing. Later, after I'd been taped into a new crinkly prison I heard whispers outside the nursery door.

"I think we broke his little sissy brain."

"Maybe he's doing it just to irritate us?"

"Did you see how panicked he got when I almost locked him in the crib without it? I think he actually needs it!"

"Oh my god, that’s hilarious! Is this because he's permanently locked in a little clit cage?"

"Maybe…either way it's hilarious and a little cute if I'm honest."

"Well whatever the reason for it, I think it's funny he's giving us just one more way to control him."

"Can you imagine how he's gonna feel if he ever snaps out of it and remembers his best friend was a dildo?"

"God! I can't wait! Do you think if we-" The voices faded as they walked away.

I sniffed and held up the cursed object that had been buried deep in my throat for hours already. I didn't want to suck it…but when I closed my eyes I could see Amy's ass, slowly walking right in front of me. I could almost feel fingers rubbing oil into my balls. I thought of Heather, slipping the key into my cage's lock…and imagined soft lubricated strokes.

My cage pulsed several times, and I knew I was leaking precum. I needed to cum. I had to cum. With no shortage of crinkling, I rolled onto my belly and began to hump softly. It felt dry and rough. I remembered how April had made me confess that my diaper was the closest thing to a pussy I'd ever felt.

That night, driven by white hot desperation and horniness, I debased myself and purposefully wet my diaper for the first time. I couldn't say how long I humped the saturated padding, but I fantasized of Heather's hand, rubbing me, and humped hard and fast, until I was sweaty and exhausted.

Unable to hump anymore, and still as far from an orgasm as I was before…I felt utterly defeated.

There was only one way I'd ever have an orgasm…or even an erection again.

I picked up Mr. Yummy and pushed it between my fat, drool-covered lips. As I slurped and sucked, I couldn't help but softly hump my slimy used diaper.

The next morning a new horror was presented to me when I awoke to the sound of wheels.

"While we were out we got you a little something!"

The something was a large stroller.

"Now we can take you on nice long walks through the neighborhood!" Amy giggled.

"Everyone's gonna see what a cutie you've decided to become!" April said, pinching my cheek. As April looked through my wardrobe.

"Here we go! I think this will be perfect!"

April laughed out loud at the outfit Amy held up, while I flushed hot and a cold sweat broke.

Minutes later I was stuffed into thd seat of the stroller. I observed my pathetic reflection in the mirror. I saw a thickly diapered sissy, fighting back tears and sucking a pacifier through two puffy


dick pillows. A tight crop top barely covered my nipples, and a pink tutu framed my thick girly pampers, drawing the eye directly to the padding that forced my legs apart.

"Say good bye to Mr. Yummy! We'll only be gone for a few hours."

The paci dropped from my mouth in horror. Hours of constant shocks to my balls in public?! I'd be a blubbering mess!

"No Mommy! Please! I need him!"

"Shush, you can surely leave him for a bit. We can't take a sex toy out in public."

"Mommy!" She'd already wheeled me to the doorway, and the electrical shocks had already started torturing me.

"PLEASE! I NEED HIM I NEED HIM PLEASE MOMMY!" I blubbering desperately.

"Fine. We can't have you throwing a fit the whole time. Amy, go get his toy."

While Amy retrieved it, April unclipped the strap holding me into the stroller, and led me to a nearby chair. As she pulled me over her lap and untaped the diaper I thought I was going to get a spanking. Instead, Mr. Yummy was pushed into my mouth, and down my throat.

April held my hands behind my back as April pushed it in and out over and over giggling when I coughed or gagged on it.

When I'd drooled all over both the dildo and my face, Amy pulled it out of my mouth. I felt the slippery tip press against my anus.

"This is the only way he'll come with you…but only if you ask him nicely to be inside you."

I winced. I'd never had anything but a plug inside me. This felt so much more degrading and painful. On top of being penetrated, OI knew that I'd inevitably have to practice sucking it later.

"Please. *sob* Please push deep inside me." I whimpered softly.

"I couldn't hear that. I definitely couldn't hear you compare him to your own sad excuse for genetalia. Make it good or you'll go straight into the stroller empty."

"Please put your big thick cock inside me! My little tiny clitty makes it so I'm only good for pleasuring real cocks! Please! I need to be stuffed full of you! I-OH!


I tried to grab hold of something and kicked my legs as slippery latex stretched me open and quickly pushed into me. Inch after inch snaked into me, until I finally felt the balls of the toy press tightly against my hole.

"Good sissy."

I tried to hide my face behind my mittens as I was pushed down the sidewalk. My diaper did nothing to pad the micro impacts as every crack in the sidewalk was transferred painfully into me through Mr. Yummy in the form of vibrations and painful thrusts. Any attempt to reposition was futile. The straps around my waist and between my legs kept me pushed firmly into the cloth seat.

I barely kept the tears from flowing as whispers and laughs came from anyone walking past. Some people were disgusted, others thought I must've lost a bet.

I barely kept my pacifier in when I Amy opened the door at our final destination: the nearby neighborhood salon. I bit down hard. I couldn't allow the pacifier to fall out and reveal that I was sucking a little rubber penis.

"Is this the little sissy with the reservation?" One of the stylists asked.

"Sure is!" Said Amy. "He's been begging to come here for so long!"

"Well if I can help it, anyone who sees him will be surprised as hell to hear the 'he/him' pronouns!" Boasted the hairdresser.

"Good! As a sissy he doesn't care about pronouns…any will do as long as he gets plenty of dick!"

She yanked the paci from my lips, showing her the cock I'd been nursing momentarily, then pushing it back before I could say anything.

"Wow! How long does he suck that?"

"Whenever he's not passionately slurping down a larger one or eating a bowl of food mixed with cum! You should have seen him begging to be stuffed with a dildo before leaving the house!"

You mean he's-"

Amy and April nodded. April slapped my butt hard and I whimpered as the slippery object rammed into me.

"See?"


"Well. I can see my work is cut out for me."

"Just give us a call or text if you want advice. We'll be in the cafe next door. He's still in training to overcome his shyness and what's left of his manhood, so put him through his paces. Let us know how many times he tries to say no."

"Oh? Spankings for this little wimp?"

"Yup. But if he's REALLY bad we'll just take his dildo away for a day or two."

"Oh my god, that's hilarious!"

My family left, and I looked up into the smiling face of the stylist. I was now her toy;her plaything; unable to say no or protest in any way.

I was turned away from the mirror, and my horror over what was sure to be a full transformation was only matched by my curiosity as she pulled, pushed, trimmed and fussed over every inch of my scalp.

After what felt like hours working on my hair she moved to my face. I couldn't tell what she was doing, as she didn't talk much to me, and my knowledge into cosmetics and beauty products was practically nonexistent. When she did talk to me it was generally some pointed question that I knew required me to nod in agreement.

"I've heard that sissies have micro penises. Is that really true?"

"Do you enjoy making messes in your diaper?"

"So..you really believe that you only exist to pleasure real men?"

I nodded to every question.

After hours, I felt hair on my shoulders and some even tickled my forehead. That couldn't be right. I had short hair!

The bell on the door rang as my family entered. Momentarily they looked puzzled, as they looked for the person they'd brought in. They finally saw and recognized me.

April's hand went to her mouth, which had dropped open in shock.

"Well. What do you think?" The chair turned. I looked into the mirror. Was this a trick? A prank? There was no way the girl in the mirror was me…was it?"


Long, blonde, girly curls and bangs framed the face of an immature looking woman…like an 18 year old that desperately wanted to look 5. My eyebrows were thin and dainty. My eyelashes were long, thick, and black.i was utterly unrecognizable.

"Just the finishing touches."

A piercing gun was brought to my earlobe, and I felt sharp sting. The same was done on my other ear. Both piercings were fitted with little pink studs.

I reached up to touch my face. The stylist responded by pulling my hands behind my back, and tying them there with some ribbon.

"Can't have you spoiling yourself!" April approached.

"Damn, he looks amazing!"

"She" corrected the hairdresser. "She wants to practice using female prounouns."

"Oh? Is my sissy trans?" Asked April.

"Mmmg!" I tried to protest but the stylist pressed a finger against my pacifier.

"Oh of course not! She was just worried about scaring off any straight cock. She thinks using female pronouns will help her get stuffed with cum more frequently. She's as big of a sissy as ever!"

"Well she certainly looks the part! Thank you for all your hard work! Was she a good obedient sissy?"

The stylist laughed. "Oh God no! Constantly kicking, crying, and screaming! She kept begging me to stop!"

She was lying! "Mgghgh!" I splattered, drooling all over myself in the process.

"Well…it looks like someone has earned a nice long spanking, and a night without Mr. Yummy!" I squealed and whined in futility.

"Her dildo" clarified Amy. "The one inside her now."

"Ah, well don't hesitate to come back. I must say, this whole sissy thing is pretty cute. I bet she's gonna go home and cum her brains out into her diapers."


"Oh she'd love that, but as part of her fetish, her clitty is locked up tight. No orgasms for her. Ever."

"I'd love to see that sometime. Let me know if you ever need anything else!"

"Will do, bye!"

"Bye!"

I was crying as we left the shop. My entire gender had been forcibly changed…all under the guise of loving cock. And now a sleepless night with flaming cheeks awaited me.

***

"No Mommy! It's too big! It's too bi-aaaaAAH"

I kicked and screamed impotently over her naked lap as she gave it another firm push, forcing my tired hole ever so slightly wider.

"Stop your whining. We're almost there."

I was blubbering incoherently. The last plug had felt horrible, but this one felt like it was ripping me in half from the bottom up.

"One more push baby. You know you deserve it for being naughty."

"Aaaaugh!" I wailed as a firm push spread me even wider.

"Brace yourself, sissy. I'm getting tired of playing this game. Time for you to accept your new pluggy."

She pushed Hard. The slippery hollow plug rammed it's way into me, reaming me wider than I ever thought possible. I screamed like a girl and shook my head. I kicked my legs, and hit my mittened fists against the floor.

"Now you won't ever have to worry about holding your poopies in anymore! Once your gaping hole adjusts to that plug you can kiss ANY chance of wearing big-girl panties goodbye forever."

I tried not to listen to the horrible things she said. I looked in the mirror across from us. All I saw was a very large girl, bent over her mother's knees; her spanked butt on full display as her curled pigtails bounced slightly with every sob.

I should've seen this coming. No matter how quickly I messed or wet, it was never soon enough after a change.


Even after a full week I still couldn't get used to my hair extensions. Between the pigtails, the long bangs, and my massive slutty lips, any masculine facial features were easy to miss.

To top it Ll off, my once-a-day disgusting cum-flavored meal had made me lose a noticeable amount of weight. My skinny frame, short stature, and modified appearance had me looking like a young woman at a distance.

I sniffled and couldn't help but think about how I'd soon have no control over my body's most intimate functions.

I was gently deposited onto an unfolded diaper with unicorns adorning it.

"Now we are going to go do some shopping and see a movie. You remember the nice lady at the salon? Well she wants to babysit! Aren't you lucky?"

The doorbell interrupted my change.

"That must be her! Stay."

I quietly waited, fully exposed on the diaper. I squirmed and felt like running. A complete stranger was now going to see my whole hairless body and compressed penis.

I closed my eyes and tried to focus on the ticking of the hallway clock.

"Oh my god! She's adorable!"

"Baby, this is your new Auntie. She'll be helping raise you as a good sissy gurl."

Great, now I had an 'Auntie to torture me in addition to a Mommy, a Nana, and a cruel big sister.

Auntie knelt in front of me, and gasped at the size of the plug stretching me.

"You poor little thing!" She cupped my swollen balls and stroked them softly with the other hand. I gasped and twitched. It was the best, and most sexual thing I'd felt in a long time.

"Your little sissy grape bag is so full! And your grapes so heavy and swollen! Poor baby."

I could barely hear her. I was lost in the soft tender sensations of my balls being played with.

"Leaking your tiny clitty juices already? How long has it been since you've made stickies?"

"She's been a chaste little baby for at least a month now.

It was true. In all this time I'd never been able to suck my dildo well enough for Heather to grant me an orgasm. No matter how I twisted my head as I took it in deeply or plunged it down my throat, she always found some flaw in my technique. I began to doubt she'd ever let me out of the cage, but my desperation wouldn't let me stop facefucking myself endlessly.

"And her behavior?"

"She used to be a little brat, but now she's the picture of obedience. Our very own good girl. Our only issue is the de-potty training. She's had a hard time making poopies in a timely manner. As you can see, that decision is no longer hers."

"Well. I think I've seen all I need to." She dropped my balls, and pulled the diaper tightly between my legs.

"You two go have fun. I'll take care of the little one."

"Give us a call if you need anything at all, or she acts up."

"No worries. I'm sure she'll be a perfect little girl for me."

Once we were alone, her demeanor changed.

"Poor little girl. You must want to cum so badly!"

I nodded from my position on the floor. She actually sounded sincere, and pitying. After a month of being sexually teased, denied, and humiliated, feeling empathy was refreshing and I ate it up..

"I bet your hands must ache. How long have those mittens been locked on?"

"Two weeks. They only came off for a manicure." I said.

She sat on the crib "Come up here, you look like you need a hug, sweetie."

I crawled to her, and she easily lifted me by the armpits onto her lap, and gave me a tight hug that squeezed the breath from me. She was a lot stronger than she looked.

"Sssh baby. Don't worry. I'm gonna help you." She said tenderly.

I filled with hope. "You can stop them from keeping me as a sissy?" I asked.

"Oh sweetie. We both know that's neither what you really want, or something even possible for you."

"But-you said-"

"Shush, girl. Lay across aunties lap. No more talking, only nodding your cute little head."

She repositioned me, and I found my head cradled in her lap. With a single move she pulled her sweater over her head.

I gaped at the massive boobs. Her left nipple softly brushed my nose as she breathed. Was her nipple…wet?

"Your mommy said to feed you some blended Salad with mustard to eat. I think I have a better alternative."

She was lactating! Somehow this felt incredibly more humiliating than eating the slop. Not only did she see me as a pathetic sissy-baby, now she was going to feed me like one!

"Auntie! I don't thi-"

Her hand pressed my face into her breast. The soft warm breasts covered my face. I found that I couldn't breathe. It was clear that I didn't have a choice.

Under whimpers and moans of protest I opened my mouth, and felt the nipple slip into my mouth.

"Good baby. Suckle all Auntie's milk and I'll tell you how I can help you." She said softly. Her hand softly petted my head.

Her milk was the most delicious thing I'd had in a month. My only meals had been disgusting slop. This was equally embarrassing, but at least it was sweet, creamy, and warm.

"Now Auntie is going to help you. First, let's talk about your purpose in relation to your family. I'm guessing that they keep you around because it's fun to dominate you, correct?"

I nodded, still drinking down my meal.

"I think you need to shift your purpose from being a plaything to being a useful tool."

I stopped suckling for a second as I considered the statement. What did she mean?

"I bet you'd give anything just to grip something with your hands, even if it's just doing household chores like you used to."

Of course she was right. I probably thought sadly about simply being able to pick things up and grip objects hundreds of times a day. Having fingers and thumbs now felt so distant.


"How would you like the ability to have real food? Food that you've made yourself in addition or even substitution for your usual slop?"

I closed my eyes and pictured having a small amount of independence. Could she really do all this? How would she ever convince April and Amy?

"All you have to do is prove that your loyal, willing to be a good sissy, and that you're far more useful with hands…maybe even able to take care of your own hygiene to some degree."

She pulled me from her depleted breast, and pushed the other nipple into my mouth.

"It's quite simple really. As long as you never cheat or try any fast moves, your life could get so much better. Could you do that?"

At this point I'd do anything for a chance for some level of independence. A solid month of being unable to do anything had destroyed any bit of rebellion in me.

I nodded.

"Good. I think that if you do everything I say, there's a good chance your family will love these changes. Now drink all aunties' milk! I want you to get every drop!"

***

Auntie had done a number on me. She'd covered me in tasteful understated makeup, except for my lips which were bright red. My hair was in low pigtails, which gave me a slightly more mature look than the infantile high ones. However one thing drew the eye more than anything…the dress. She'd obviously planned for this, and brought the outfit with her.

I looked at the short maid outfit with fascination and horror. The short skirt did nothing to hide the puffy diaper cover, and the stockings and garters framed it, accentuating it's puffy, round form. The eye was naturally drawn to the puffy pink object. It didn't match the rest of the black and white outfit at all. When combined with the black mary-janes, I still appeared ridiculous and juvenile…but at least I wasn't a total baby. I kept thinking about how good it would feel to stand and walk instead of crawling, or to open and close my hands whenever I wanted.

I think I was too fascinated by the transformation, and too giddy at the idea of some independence to be horrified. The maid in the mirror looked…so feminine! The only way Anyone would know she had a penis would be to peek inside the diaper. I felt my sorry cock pulse in the cage and dribble a bit. I looked like the maid in a porno that would be fucked or give blowjobs to anybody who asked. I hated to think it, but I was far more attractive as a slutty maid than I'd ever been as a man.


"Just wait. Once you prove your loyalty, and you start to cook for them and meet their

non-sadistic needs, they'll prefer you as their useful submissive maid. Instead of their useless

little diaper-humper."

How far had I fallen that I actually felt excited to be a maid?

Auntie spent the morning instructing me. I must have done a thousand curtseys in front of the mirror. She told me that I should be the essence of 'meek' and shyly look at the floor and curtsey when given a command.

By the time I was doing it adequately. She began coaching me on posture and walking. I felt ridiculous swaying my hips while attempting to balance a book on my head.

"Swing that diapered ass, sissy! Wider! Your footsteps should be in a straight line! Arms slightly away from your sides! Keep those mittened hands raised daintily!"

I walked for her all around the house, blushing like a tomato and following her every whim. I sashayed until my thighs were chafed red from the friction of the ruffled plastic diaper cover.

Once I was moving properly she brought me to the front door, and made me stand facing it.

"Now sissy, a normal maid services their employer's needs. As a sissy-maid, you serve ALL their needs, and you do so as the model of submission. Understand?"

I nodded.

"Let's test it. Lick the floor."

I had already come this far, and I'd already been on a steady diet of cum-covered slop and pissy baby formula. I lowered my gaze, curtseyed, and dropped to the floor, where I forced myself to take a large lick of the flooring.

"Not bad. Sit up. Open your mouth wide."

I did so, and watched as she pulled down her jeans and panties. I was now face to face with her hairless, beautiful pussy. I whimpered as my cage filled and my penis throbbed against it's confines.

Auntie placed a hand on my head and pulled me into her, filling my mouth with as much of her as she could.

For a brief few seconds I thought she wanted me to make her cum. God, how I wanted that. Even if it were with my tongue, it would be empowering knowing I'd made a woman climax, or writhe in pleasure.

However, instead of my first sexual intercourse with a girl, I found myself held fast against her smooth mound as my mouth filled with bitter urine.

"Swallow." She commanded.

I fought back tears and the urge to gag. Was this my future? A convenient mobile toilet for those in charge of me?

As I drank her, she mused out loud. "Your owners will of course see right through this charade."

I tried to talk, but risked inhaling her steady flow.

"They'll of course test you hard. You'll need to eagerly do what they say. Beg to suck whatever man Amy dates. Plead to be used as a toy and degraded as a toilet."

She lifted my chin from her pussy and looked down at me and gave me with a kind smile.

"I know that it sounds awful, sissy, but the alternative is a life in mittens and diapers like a newborn…not even able to use crayons."

I knew she was right. It was either a life as a chaste sissy-baby, or a life as a sexy chaste sissy-baby maid.

"Now, I'm going to watch some TV. You sit here on the floor and think about how to greet your owners. I recommend you start by asking if their bladders could use any relief. Right now your mouth is the only useful thing you have."


Chapter 5

I felt like I was on fire when my family opened the door to see me, looking like an utterly submissive slut. Amy nearly fell over laughing, and April began immediately videoing me with her phone.

"Mommy…sister…I-I want to be useful." I choked out.

Between laughing fits, my sister gasped "Oh? What can you possibly do? You'reonly good at shitting your pampers!"

I winced as I forced myself to remain submissive. "Yes, big-sister, but…I I-I can-"

"What? Piss yourself?"

"I-I-" I wrung the words out of me. "I can use my mouth."

"What would you use it for?"

"If-if-if you need to…pee…i can..um..drink it for you." I muttered feebly.

"Has our sissy realized the closest thing to a pleasuring a woman she'll ever do is help relieve bladders?" April asked.

"Yes Mommy."

"Good. I must say that the maid outfit is a bit of overkill though."

"She can be useful other ways." Auntie said, entering into the hallway.

"Did you do all this?" Amy asked, motioning to all of me.

"I only saw a niche and mentioned it to sissy. She was more than eager to make this transformation."

"And how many other ways could she possibly be useful?" Asked Amy.

"What would you both say to having breakfast in bed every morning? Having an eager urine receptacle so you don't have to get up?"

"Well…that sounds pretty good." Said Amy.

April nodded apprehensively.

"And I know you both probably hate giving head. What if your boyfriends had a professional cock-sucker to skull-fuck to their hearts content whenever you aren't in the mood?"

"Sissy volunteered for that?"

"Of course. You think she hates cock? She's inseparable from that silicone throat stretcher she gobbles for hours a day."

"Hmm. I've been avoiding bringing Brad around because our diaper-sissy isn't exactly a common thing." Said Amy.


"Trust me. Tell them you have essentially a consequence-free pet blowjob machine they can fuck whenever they feel like it. You might just get a marriage proposal." Said Auntie.

"Hmm. Dating apps are sounding very tempting suddenly." Said April

"Wait. How is she gonna make breakfast with mittens? If we take them off I just know that she'll be digging through her pampers and tampering with her cage." Said Amy.

"No worries!" Said Auntie. "I made an appointment day after tomorrow at a piercing shop. Soon her little shrimp-dick will be permanently held into the cage via a permanent ring."

"Wait!" I cried. "That's not needed! I promise that I won-nghgk!"

My protest was interrupted by Mr. Yummy being roughly shoved down my throat by Amy. They already liked the idea, and I knew any protest I made would just make them like it more.

"Well then, I can see that Sissy's journey is just beginning. Can you get this pillow humper ready for an early bedtime? We'll have to discuss new rules for her, but I think it’s safe to say that this might be her last night as a pathetic waste of resources." Said April.

"Wait! First I really have to go." April interjected as she unbuttoned her jeans. "That is if Sissy can bear to take that cock out of her mouth for a minute."

Auntie pulled the dildo from my mouth with a pop, and my still open mouth was pulled roughly over my step-sister's pussy.

"Spill anything and maybe I'll order a whole fleet of additional piercings for you."

"I think we may need to do some more shopping for our new baby-maid." Said april.

Was it weird to noone that Amy was publicly urinating into my stomach?!

"I agree. Maybe Heather can take the slut for her piercing."

****

Heather leaned against the nursery doorframe. "So… they've decided to make you a maid. A smart choice. Kind of a shame though. I liked the idea of you spending the rest of your life shitting yourself in a crib. At least the chastity cage is gonna be permanent."

I glared at her. I said nothing though. I'd learned a long time ago that back-talk just led to electrified balls.

"Don't look at me like that. In fact, I'm feeling very charitable right now. How would you like to cum one final time with your clit?"

My heart skipped a beat. My cage had been leaking precum continuously for weeks now. My expression changed to one of desperate hunger. She might as well have mentioned a roast turkey to a starving lion.

She chuckled. "Crawl this way for your final stickies."

She led me to the coffee table, where she motioned for me to climb on top, remaining in all fours.

"This is a humbler. It will keep your balls stretched behind you and fully exposed. If your hands leave the table's surface for an instant, the orgasm will be cancelled and I'll hit your balls so hard you won't have anything in your sack but fine jam. Understand?"

I nodded. Anything for an orgasm.

She left my line if sight. I heard a click. I felt some movement, and I gasped as my cock left the cage for the first time.

God! I'd forgotten what freedom felt like! I felt my penis harden and grow immediately. I felt it throbbing, pulsating and dripping.

I felt something lock around my balls, and had to arch my back downward as they were pulled and held between my legs by the humbler.

For what the first time in my life, a finger that didn't belong to me gently touched my member.

"Mmmm" I moaned.

"Awww, so sensitive! Is this the first time you've been touched?"

I nodded.

Two fingers gently stroked my shaft. They just barely touched. I inhaled sharply and shivered.

She repeated this several times. She never gripped my penis. She never gave it a full stroke…only gentle, soft pets. My toes curled and I made fists in my mittens.

"Please!" I gasped as she gently circled the tip with one finger.

"Please let me cum!" I panted.

She didn't answer she just kept slowly teasing me. Sometimes she'd stop just to cup my balls.

I was going mad. All I wanted in the whole world was a firm grip and a nice, strung strokes…

After nearly two hours I was sweating and clenching my butt, desperately trying to hump my throbbing, dripping member against the single finger that danced lightly across my skin. Every time I tried to thrust though, the damned humbler pulled my balls.

Another thirty minutes and my breathing was ragged, and I was incoherantly whining and moaning.

A finger circled my tip, rubbing it with my slick precum for the thousandth time. But now, I felt something else, a wet, round thing pressing into my anus.

The fluid motion of it made me gasp, and I felt a strange fullness. This toy was pressing on something that no plug had touched.

The tool began to move in and out. The full feeling intensified. The closest sensation I could compare it with was desperately needing to pee.

I looked down at my dangling penis and saw a large drop of thick white liquid drip.

"Good Sissy. Make youir cum for me."

I whined, then gasped as she drove the toy deep, and another drop of semen fell from my throbbing cock.

"Please, I moaned. Not like this! Not like this! I'll do anything!"

All sensation stopped.

"Oh? Anything?" She placed a finger on my penis. I moaned. " would you play a game?"

Why did I get the impression I'd made things far worse for myself with that statement?

"I just happen to have some new cages."

She placed them on the table beneath my face.

"Don't worry. They'll all work with your piercing." She said

I looked down in horror. I'd thought that my cage was small, but these were insanely tiny. They ranged from a smooth little dome, to a flat disk  with a protrusion that would actually force my penis up into my body, leaving me with nothing but a pair of balls and a small piece of metal where my penis used to be.

"The longer you can hold it, the bigger your cage."

"Please not that one! It's too tiny!"

"Oh, don't worry. First I'm gonna use my toy on your bussy a while longer. Only a total sissy can cum totally hands free from a prostate milking. that's what would earn you that cage. After that, all you have to do is last 5 strokes then 10, then 15 to work your way up to your usual cage."

I thought about this. I knew I couldn't cum from her toy. It was just physically forcing the cum from my body. I knew I was on the edge…but I could last 5 strokes…maybe 10?

Fuck I was so horny! I needed to cum! Whatever. I could surely go down a size…maybe two for an orgasm. I could get used to the tightness, right?

"Okay." I said.

"Tell you what. If you agree, I'll remove the second smallest option, but…"

She placed another device, identical to the cruel tiny one on the table.

"If my little tool makes you cum, you wear this one instead. Like the others, all of them have the lively estim option you know about, but unlike the others, this one will punish you for any arousal. You will stay soft, or you'll be made quite uncomfortable. And over time it'll train you to always be flaccid, forever.

Was she stupid? There was no way her toy could make me cum, especially not hands-free! This was basically just a guarantee that I would get a larger cage!

"Yes please! The second deal!" I got scared. Did I sound too eager? Did I give away that this was too good of a deal for me?

"Okay, but no sore losers. If you get a cage you don't want, I expect you to thank me for the orgasm and ask me nicely for the cage you win."

"Yes, okay!" I said impatiently.

"Good. Because brats who don't hold up their end of bargains get spanked in very private places."

I felt her hand gently squeeze my exposed balls. I audibly gulped.

"So. You agree that only a truely pathetic little butt-slut sissy can cum from this toy."

Some part of my mind was screaming at me to go back, she had plans, but I was too horny. How could anyone cum from that slow, slightly full feeling? Even in my state thst wouldn't work. I nodded in agreement.

"And if one were to cum from this toy they'd deserve to wear that teensy little cage?"

I nodded again. I just wanted her to stop talking and let me cum.

"Good. Now then, Sissy, let's begin our game!"

The object buried in me sprang to life with a loud buzzing. Vibrations rippled through my entire torso, making me buck and shiver. She hadn't said anything about vibrations!

That strange pressure was growing, Growing fast! This was like the milking sensation, but tenfold.

"Aaah!!! Stooop! Please Stop! I'm-I'm I-"

"You're what? Going into a cage you agreed you deserved?" She tilted the curved toy, pressing it firmly into my swollen prostate, and making small hard circular motions.

My vision started to go blurry, my body tensed.

"Noooo! Stop! Noooo!"

The vibrations stopped and the toy was instantly yanked out of me, but it was too late.

My cock bobbed, pulsed, and sprayed rope after rope of hot, thick cum onto the table beneath me. The orgasm was ruined completely. The only things I could feel from my groin was a dull throb, and the peeing sensation of a ruined orgasm pouring out inyo a puddle between my legs.

"Anything you'd like to ask me?" She prompted. I felt her palm press against my exposed balls.

"Please, may I be locked into the cage I deserve?" I asked, fighting back tears.

"What cage is that?"

"The tiniest one! That trains me to always be soft!" I was on the verge of bawling.

"Why would you want that cage on your penis?"

I felt another squeeze to my balls.

I broke and sobbed. "Because I'm a sissy!!"

"Good girl. Lets get you locked up, diapered, and into the car. I hope you like your clitty's new home!"

Chapter 6

"Wake up Sissy! Wake up Sissy!"

I woke up and turned off the alarm that had been yelling at me. Time for another routine day.

I slowly climbed out of my crib and stood before the mirror. My tight latex maid outfit and corset had gotten smaller and tighter over the months, and now my body was forcibly squeezed into the shape of a young woman. The short skirt pushed out almost horizontally, showing the diaper sagging between my thighs.

I turned my head and watched my long, natural pigtails whip around my feminine face.

I looked like a pervert's wet dream of a sex slave.

I untaped my diaper and let it fall to the ground with a heavy plop.

I didn't even have to lift the micro skirt. There, hairless and small, were my achingly full balls, suspended below a small steel disk. A bead of precum dripped from the opening. It had taken weeks of torment, but my erections were now rare, or at least weak enough that I couldn't be shocked.

I turned to the side. Unless viewed naked and from the front, there was nothing masculine about me.

I sighed and used the baby wipes to clean myself, occasionally catching glimpses of the pathetic sissy in the mirror cleaning herself.

Once my outsides were clean, I went to the bathroom set aside for me. The toilet had been sealed closed, but the shower was still functional. Instead of a shower head there was now a hose with a 15 inch dildo. Instead of a standard drain there was a larger industrial one..

I sighed and turned on the shower water to a comfortable warmth, before easily slipping the toy into my bussy. It was no longer an ass. I hadn't pooped in at least a month. Whatever came out was washed out every morning. I no longer had any kind of control over my ever-gaping, permanently loose hole.

I rinsed, filled, and drained myself over and over until the water leaving me ran clear, then I left the shower, dried, and returned to the nursery.

A generous squirt of lube, and a little push, and my bussy was stuffed with a massive plug that forced my cheeks apart, forcing me to waddle. Now I was clean, lubed, and plugged, just in case Amy's boyfriend, Brad, decided to fuck me.

I sighed sadly. I'd  give anything for a long, hard pounding. He'd only fucked me once, and I had almost managed to cum. Ever since I did my best to be ready in case he ever felt like having his way with my bussy again.

I looked at the clock. I had to hurry.

I put on a thick coat of lipstick, and some makeup, slipped into some stockings and black maryjanes, and minced quickly to the kitchen.

I prepared breakfast for my betters as I had been doing for who -knows-how-long. Time had lost all meaning to me.

My mouth watered as I fried the bacon. I eyed the camera mounted on the counter and shuddered. I hadn't forgotten the first and only time I'd eaten food too good for me.

I finished the toast, eggs, bacon, and orange juice, then carried the bounty to April and Dave's…err…Mommy and Daddy's room.

"Good morning sissy! Right on time! That's my good girl!"

"Thank you, Mommy." I curtseyed, and began serving them breakfast.

Perhaps my brain was broken, but I had started feeling a real sense of pride when I was praised for a task.

Maybe it was simply the only source if serotonin I had, but I found that I had been unconsciously, then consciously doing my best to be their sissy maid. I think it was just the only hobby available to me.

Once they'd been served, Daddy pulled the blankets back, revealing his semi-hard cock. Compared to his, mine was a joke.

Taking my queue, and following the daily routine, I bent over and placed a wet kiss on the head of his cock, tasting the salty residue of a night of passion. It made me feel small, innocent, and childlike to know I'd never experience anything like what he did every night.

I stood and curtseyed again. "Thank you, Daddy for letting me kiss your beautiful cock. Will you or Mommy need anything more this morning?" I asked.

"Sorry sissy, Mommy and I took care of things before you finished breakfast." Daddy said.

"If you want, I believe the condom is in the wastebasket." Mommy said.

"Thank you, Mommy." I minced to the waste can and pulled out the sticky full condom. I put the opening to my lips and poured the thick salty contents into my mouth. I didn't hesitate at all. I smiled and let it coat my tongue before swallowing.

"Good girl. You may go now."

I curtseyed again and left the room. I remembered when I was first forced to act like I loved drinking condoms. It had been si hard, then it got easier and easier. Then it became an easy way fir me to earn a 'Good girl' and impress Mommy's dates. Now the lines were si blurred. Did I actually love cum? Was it just for the rare bit of praise I'd receive?

I sighed, did it matter? I was good at it, and my owners liked it. What was wrong witn finding happiness in that?

I then served Amy and Brad in the same way.

When I gave Brad's cock the respect it deserved, much like Daddy, I could tell that there had been no intercourse the night before. My heart raced.

I stood and curtseyed. "Thank you, Brad for letting me kiss your beautiful cock. Will you or Amy need anything more this morning?"

"Please please please fuck me!" I screamed inside my head.

"I had a headache last night. Brad could probably use your throat." Said Amy.

"Come here, Sissy,"

Already his cock was mostly hard. I placed my lips at the tip and gave his powerful penis a tender kiss. I closed my eyes and felt him grip my pigtails. I knew what was coming.

In a second his cock was rammed down my throat. He gripped my hair and fir

999 out of 1,000 people would be sputtering, coughing, gagging, and gasping for breath. But not me. My gag reflex was nonexistent. My throat had been stretched, I'd practiced breathing around a throat-full of dildo for countless hours.

Again and again he thrusted into my throat, I felt my mouth become slick with precum and drool. His thick mat of pubes tickled my nose and chin.

I moaned and tried to imagine what a soft wet mouth and thick puffy lips felt like. My mouth was the best mouth any man could ever feel. I wasn't just good. I was the best. I pretended I was sucking my own clitty, and felt a little dribble of precum into my diaper. Once again, I was fully aroused…yet fully flaccid.

With a final hard thrust he came into my throat, and I swallowed his cum as he produced it.

He pulled his softening shaft from my mouth, and I began worshiping it, licking and sucking it all over as thanks for his seed. It wasn't as good as a fucking, but it was a close second.

As I started to pull away he placed a hand on my head.

"I think you might need a drink with that."

"I wrapped my lips around his cock again, began to drink the steady stream of urine flowing into my mouth. It was acrid and bitter, but it was also the only liquid besides water and cum that I could remember the taste of. It wasn't even gross anymore, it was just a part of my life.

"I'm done with breakfast. Come here when you're done, Sissy."

When the flow stopped, I licked Brad's slit clean, gave his cock a kiss goodbye, stood, curtseyed, and walked to Amy.

"Here you go, Sissy."

I exhaled, and held the front of my diaper away from my body as she poured her scraps into my diaper. It always felt weird to be used as a garbage can. The worst was when a dry crust of toast pressed against my balls and stayed there all day..

Once the remnants of Amy and Brad's breakfast were stored in my diaper front, I returned to Mommy and Daddy, who likewise dumped their scraps into my diaper.

My stomach growled as I did the dishes. I couldn't wait until tonight when I'd have the contents of my diaper all to myself. Some days I could keep my diaper dry, and have a relatively good feast. Most days though I'd still have a feast…it was just a bit smellier and wetter. It was better than the dogbowls full of miscellaneous blended ingredients I used to eat.

I spent the day cleaning, making meals, giving head, and taking my owner's table scraps into my diaper.

That evening, when I returned to my nursery, I was surprised to see my owners and Heather.

I curtseyed out of habit.

"Come here, sissy."

I approached April.

"Keep your eyes closed."

I shut them.

I felt the tapes to my diaper being undone, and cold air hitting my damp skin.

"You've become such a good sissy, and a better person than you ever were. Because of this, you deserve a reward."

I felt something click, some tugging on my cage, and the snapping as the piercing was removed.

"You may open your eyes now, Sissy."

I looked down and my mouth dropped open in shock.

What had been a  3-inch flaccid penis was now a small triangular pink cone sticking out from my body. April and Amy looked as surprised as I did. Everyone stifled their giggles. I blushed and looked from my reflection to my pathetic clitty.

"Since You've gone so long without correction…we thought that you deserved a reward. The plan was to just give you a hand job, but now…i don't  think I could use more than two fingers!"

Heather lightly pinched my clitty between two fingers.

Months upon months of chastity had made me too sensitive. The contact was too much, the sensation was over stimulating

"Oh!" I cried and withdrew from her.

My knees suddenly shook, and I blushed a darker shade if crimson as a pathetic ejaculation dribbled out, dripping onto my balls. The orgasm was so fast, and so premature that I barely felt it. It was nothing like the powerful spurting orgasms I could barely remember.

"Wow" said April.

"Holy shit" said Amy

Heather just giggled.

"Mommy, I'm sorry. I-"

"Nothing to be sorry for. Your clitty just wasn't meant for cumming. But, seeing how tiny it is, I must say, I like this look on you."

"Mommy?"

"From now on, no cage, and I'll of course need to show everyone how tiny my baby is."

"Yes, Mommy! Thank you Mommy!"

"Don't  thank me yet. You came with half a seconds worth of touch. Imagine how quickly you'll cum from humping your diaper in front of my friends!"

I gulped. No doubt I'd cum just from taping my diaper on, and be fighting overstimulation tears from walking across a room in a wet diaper.

"Next gift!" Demanded Amy.

"Yes, yes. There's one more thing." Heather said.

"Look at your clitty. It could NEVER pleasure a woman and probably can't even bring you pleasure. Are you a man? Do you identify as one?" Heather asked.

I lowered my gaze to the floor. "No." It was the truth. I wasn't a man anymore and never would be again.

"Are you a strong capable woman? Able to raise a family or have a career? Do you balance being beautiful with being powerful and capable?"

I looked down at my little clit, balls, and diaper full of piss-soaked scraps I'd be eagerly eating later.

"No." I said.

"Does it make you happy to make cocks hard when you walk into the room? Do you love being called a good girl for serving and being used?"

I hated that she was right. When had I changed so much? "Yes." I whispered.

Heather opened a drawer and produced a vial and syringe.

"Some occasional injections, and you'll be impotent and sterile, you'll grow tits, a rounder ass, and be indistinguishable from a woman…apart from your useless soft clitty and balls. Your only pleasure will come from being fucked sucking cock, and rubbing your diapers until you pathetically spurt." Heather said.

"The final step in your transformation." Said April.

"No turning back." Said Amy.

It felt like everything was happening so fast. Nothing they'd said was wrong. I had become a willing toy and servant for them.

"Do I have to?" I asked.

"No. But if you know that you're a sissy, and you want to continue down this path. Spurting into pampers and being the cutest cum-dump…which I think you do…then you'll turn around, bend over, and ask us nicely to take away any remnants of your masculinity."

I froze. I didn't want to want this…but I wanted it. I needed it. I was already nothing like a man, and nothing like a woman. I was a Sissy. And deep down I knew that was all I could ever be.

I turned, and slowly bent over, exposing my hairless cheeks and massive plug to the group of women.

"Please, help me be a cute little sissy. Take away the rest of my masculinity." I asked.

"You really want this?" Asked April.

"Yess, Mommy, I need this."

I felt a pinch of the needle.

"We know." Said April.

"We've always known." Said Amy.

"That's why they asked me to make up the story of you trying to drug me. We just needed a reason to help you find yourself." Said heather."

I turned, my mouth hanging open in surprise.

"Haha! We really got you!" Said Amy.

"Maybe it was wrong of us…but aren't you happier now? Would you rather go back to a failure of a man, struggling to be independent?"

I stood there for a few seconds, then snapped myself back to the present.

"No, Mommy. I'm just your Sissy! That's all I am!"

I turned to heather, who was still holding the syringe.

I curtseyed.

"Thank you for my injection. I can't wait to be a perfect sissy."

"Oh, Sissy…you always were. You just know it now."


END

Note from the author:

Please rate this story 5-stars if it made you cum, and feel free to read it over and over, as I make a penny for every page-or-so read on kindle.

Your support is so important to me. I really enjoy writing erotica, and I believe I'm getting better at it with every new story. Your current support will allow for better, higher quality books in the future.
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