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Capturing the Pretty-Boy Tourist Chris couldn’t believe he was doing this. He felt ridiculous, but he had to admit, he looked pretty good. And why not cut loose a little? He was in Thailand after all, and they did need the money. Chris slid into the little red dress, for the first time in his life being grateful for his thin little frame. 

Chris and his best friends James and Krista had been talking about this trip since they were kids. Saving up money and planning out routes throughout Southeast Asian. 

And the day they graduated high school they actually did it. 

They actually set off on their epic summer trip. But then everything went wrong. There were delays and unexpected expenses. He spent the first few weeks of the trip deathly ill. 

Then, half way through the trip James and Krista started fucking, making him feel like a third wheel, and highlighting the fact that he was probably the only eighteen year old guy in the world who was still a virgin. And now, with three countries still left to get to, they were almost completely out of money. 

Now they were bumming around the streets of Bangkok, living off the cheap street-side food that the locals ate. It was actually pretty good, but Chris, already teased for being skinny and weak, had lost ten pounds from his already slender weight. So when they saw the flyer for a crossdressing beauty contest for foreigners paying a prize to the winner that was the equivalent of two hundred American dollars, James and Krista talked him into giving it a shot. 

He argued at first, but they needed the money, and there was certainly no chance of James being able to pull it off. Not only was James almost six foot tall, he was very broad shouldered, and had the chiseled handsome features that were unmistakably handsome. Besides, this was Thailand, and they loved their ladyboys here. It wasn’t like

in the United States where dressing up like a girl was a big deal. It was kind of exciting in a way, slipping on Krista’s sexy little red dress. It fit really well. Krista was a slender girl, with very small hips, she had nice c cup tits, but they were able to fill out the top of the dress by stuffing one of her bras with hand-towels from the hotel. Krista did his makeup and put little bows in his shoulder length blonde hair. 

He had to admit, looking at himself in the full length mirror, he did look pretty sexy. He had long thing legs, which he had shaved completely. Whatever Krista had done to his blonde hair had made it glisten and shine, he reached up and touched it feeling that it was as soft as it looked. His face was beautiful in the slightly trashy makeup Krista had put on him. He turned and looked at his friends. Krista was giggling uncontrollably and James was just staring at him with a weird expression that was making him a little uncomfortable. He put on a pair of Krista’s sandals, afraid he’d kill himself if he tried to wear her heels, and they went off to the little bar to join the contest. 

Pretty Asian girls worked everywhere he looked at this bar, and he felt just the slightest bit ashamed, walking through the doors looking like he did. Most of the tourists in Thailand where older men, and though there were a few other young guys at the place, dressed up in drag, most of them looked like they were barely trying, just throwing on a dress for a laugh and not even trying to win. Chris was feeling confident. 

But then they called the contestants up to the stage, Chris was surprised to see that there were several contestants he hadn’t even realized where guys. Of course, judging by how they looked at him, they were probably thinking the same thing. The first stage of the contest was walking to the front of the stage and getting applause from

the girls who worked there and the other tourists in the bar who weren’t competing. The announcer judged by the amount of noise made which contestants made it to the next round, and it was just Chris and two other guys who looked flawlessly feminine. Then the actual judges came out. Two small, older Thai men and the most amazing woman Chris had ever seen. She carried herself like she owned the room, and had a regal, powerful quality about her. He supposed she was tall for a Thai woman, standing about five foot seven with firm and gorgeous small breasts. 

She had dark caramel colored skin and a flawless complexion, dark eyes and long black hair. She was slender and graceful and she looked at him from behind the exotic features of her beautiful face as if it was his duty to bow down to her. She might have been in her early thirties, but she had hat timeless look that some Asian women got, making it impossible to guess their real age. He later learned her name was Mali, which meant Jasmine. 

The announcer said something in Thai then he turned to them and said it again in perfect but heavily accented English. “You must now strip down to your bra and panties, for the lingerie stage.” 

It was a little humiliating, but what the hell. He’d already gone this far. He shimmied his way out of the little red dress so that he was standing there in Krista’s bra, rags sticking poking out around the edges of the cups, and her matching red thong, his small dick tucked into the little lace front. He could see some of the men in the audience, laughing at his little penis and he unconsciously moved his hand to try and block everyone’s view, but the announcer slapped it away with a long pointer that he carried. 

One of the other guys in the competition was instantly eliminated for wearing boxers and having tons of body hair. The other, a very pretty looking guy in a dark wig, 

whose name was Jeff, was wearing a very well fitting teddy that looked so sexy and feminine on him that Chis had to look away to keep the blood from rushing to his dick. How humiliating would it be if he got hard up here in front of everyone? 

Two short pedestals covered in sheets were brought out and they were each told to kneel in front of one. Chris, on his knees in front of the pedestal, looked out across the audience once more. All the men in the audience seemed to be leering at him and Jeff with open lust. Suddenly this didn’t feel fun anymore. There were guys out there who were taking this thing very serious and maybe even getting off on it. He looked at his friends for comfort, but when he realized that James had that same look on his face he quickly looked away. That was when they pedestals were uncovered and he found himself staring at the lifelike shape of a white chocolate penis. 

The announcer spoke. “Now the Sucky Sucky race: Whoever sucks off the chocolate coating and gets to the creamy filling inside first is the winner. No teeth or you’re instantly disqualified,” most of the audience laughed at that. “You may begin in 5… 4…” 

Chris stared at the massive, realistic chocolate penis and felt both disgusted and strangely excited. He pushed the excitement away. This was just business. 

“3… 2… 1!” 

Chris had to stretch his mouth to fit it around the head of the massive sex desert. Sucking that huge mushroom head into his small mouth he looked out at the audience. He snuck peeks at Jeff, admiring the tight little feminine ass, sticking up as he worked diligently on the thing. ‘Fuck’ he thought. Jeff was really good at that. He was

sucking through the chocolate layer with incredible speed, his skilled little mouth obviously familiar with the task. 

Chris pushed the chocolate dick deeper into this mouth, pressing the back of this throat, his tongue working frantically up and down the shaft. He needed that fucking money. He glanced again at Jeff. Jeff was practically deep throating the thing, Jeff’s pretty head was moving back and forth on the candy with mechanical regularity and intense focus. 

Chris kept trying, struggling to keep up but it was hopeless and just a few seconds later Jeff was pulling his mouth away from the chocolate dick as gallons of white creamy filling spilled out, running across the pretty boy’s face and down his chest. 

So all this was for nothing. Jake walked off the stage humiliated and disappointed, pulling the little red dress back on because it had never occurred to him to bring a change of clothes. The crowd was cheering and roaring with laughter as Jeff knelt on the stage, swallowing as much of the cream filling as he could, the sticky whiteness coating his hands and face. Chris couldn’t go back to his friends right now. For one thing he couldn’t take the way James kept looking at him, and also he felt guilty about not winning. 

Who would have thought he’d ever feel disappointed in himself for not being a good cocksucker? 

Chris instead sat down at the bar and had a drink. 

Then he had another and another until he began to forget a little bit about what had just happened, and stop worrying about what they were going to do without any money. 

Suddenly Chris felt a large, warm hand squeeze his small ass and he practically jumped out of his stool. He looked back and saw a heavy set white guy in his late forties with a shaved head and full beard. The man looked at him with

undisguised lust and said, “hey there sexy, you want to head back to my hotel?” 

“Jesus, fuck, Dude, I’m a fucking guy!” Chris told him, shocked. 

The man laughed lightly. “Not tonight you’re not. Take a look at yourself; you’re the sexiest girl in here.” 

Chris felt his little knees get soft and weak and his stomach fluttered. It was embarrassing to admit, but that was the closest thing he’d gotten to receiving a compliment from a guy in forever. He was terrible at sports, an average student, and didn’t know anything about cars. Other guys mostly ignored him. 

“Listen,” the man said, stepping forward disturbingly close and running his fingertips across Chris’s exposed thigh. “Why don’t you come back to my hotel and you can make that money you didn’t win just now.” 

Chris pushed himself away from the bar, the barstool collapsing to the floor as he jumped back. “No… No… No… I don’t do that. I’m not…” He didn’t finish the sentence and instead he turned and ran out of the bar, terrified that the lure of that money would become too much for him and he would actually consider…

Chris ran home, and crept quietly into the hotel room they all shared. James and Krista weren’t asleep though. He could hear Krista’s soft moaning, the springs of the mattress squeaking with steady consistency. Chris told himself he was going to stop doing it, but he just couldn’t help himself, especially now when he felt so confused. He had to see Krista. 

He moved up to the edge of the little entryway so he could peer into the room. The curtains were open allowing the nighttime lights of Bangkok to stream into the room and illuminate the two lovers. Krista, Chris’s beautiful soulmate

who he’d secretly loved since he was nine, was straddling James, rocking her thin body on his massive cock. How many times had he spied on them since this all began? He was already rock hard, his dick poking out of the panties Krista had given him, and pressing against the sheer fabric of the dress. 

Chris reached down and began to stroke his throbbing cock as he watched Krista’s firm tits, so big for her tiny frame, rocking slightly as she leaned over James, her hands on his strong shoulders. Chris could see that big cock of James, as Krista moved her body up and down all the way along its length as if she wanted to feel every inch of it moving in and out of her slick little cunt. 

Chris wondered, even if he could ever win Krista away from James, could she ever get pleasure from his little dick, when she was so used to a monster cock like that? As if she could read his thoughts she moaned softly, “Fuck, you have the most amazing cock.” 

“I love your tight little cunt,” he moaned back. 

She threw her head back and groaned, her hips working back and forth as she moved up and down with growing aggressive intensity. Chris had the perfect view of her wet pussy, wrapped tightly around that big throbbing cock, as she rose and fell along its length. Chris pumped his little pecker in rhythm to their steady fucking. The panties Chris wore were pushed to the side and they felt good rubbing against his balls. He wondered how many times Krista had worn these panties. Were these the ones she was wearing when James had lifted her skirt for the quickie on the Burmese train? Had James just pushed them aside to access her pussy, like Chris was pushing them aside now to access his prick? 

He heard Krista whimper as James picked her up and turned her over. James was on top of her now, fucking her missionary except that he was leaning back, big hands cupping her breasts as he drove his hips back and forth, driving that big cock deep into her. She was panting like a dog, her high pitched whimpering steady and consistent with each thrust of James hips and each little flick of Chris’s hand, still keeping time with them as he jacked himself off. 

“Fuck James,” Krista whined. “Fuck your cock feels so good.” 

“Yes,” James grunted. “Your whore pussy is making me so fucking hard.” 

How dare he talk to the woman Chris loved like that? 

Chris couldn’t stop though; he was pumping away at his little cock, so desperately close, so out of his mind with hungry passion. 

“Oh Daddy,” Krista whined. “Fuck my whore pussy hard. Fuck it hard Daddy!” 

James pulled his big cock, slick with cunt juice, out of her pussy and ordered her to, “Turn over. Get on all fours like the fucking animal you are.” 

“Yes Daddy,” Krista said, turning over. Krista waited on her knees and elbows, beautiful ass up in the air, back arched, face pressed against the bed, as James knelt behind her. James took his big cock in his hand and rubbed the swollen head up and down Krista’s glistening slit. “Please Daddy,” Krista cried. “Please don’t tease me. I need that cock. I need that big cock inside me.” 

James continued to tease her tight cunt with his big dick, laughing lightly as Krista quivered with expectation. 

“Maybe I should wait,” he said. “We don’t have our audience tonight.” 

“Don’t be mean,” Krista said without force. “Chris can’t help it. He can’t help what he is.” 

James continued laughing softly, rubbing her clit with his monstrous dick. “He’s a little sissy faggot who has a crush on a girl so far out of his league the most he can hope for is to rub one out while he’s watching her get fucked by a real man.” 

“I know,” Krista said, breathless from desperate excitement. “But he’s nice to me. He paid for most of the trip. Now please Daddy, pretty please fuck me.” 

James eased that big cock into her, pressing past her glistening pussy lips into the depths of her hungry womb. 

The gorgeous sound of her sexy whimper tingled down Chris’s spine as he continued jacking his small throbbing dick. Hot tears were running down Chris’s face. Is this how they really thought of him? Could he really blame them? 

“Fuck me Daddy,” Krista was crying one hand rubbing her own clit, the other squeezing one of her own perfect tits. 

“Take it whore,” James was grunting, driving his cock in faster; building up speed as he ground his hips into her, working that cock deep into her body. 

Chris was biting his lip, holding back little sobs as he pumped away at his penis. 

Krista was getting louder and louder, “Fuck yes. Fuck yes Daddy. You’re amazing. Fuck me with your amazing cock.” 

James was grunting savagely, pumping away at her little cunt. “Beg for it, Whore. Beg for this cock inside you!” 

Chris suddenly caught sight of himself in the full length hallway mirror. What he saw was a beautiful young blonde with short hair lined with pink bows, full tits, long shapely legs and a thin sexy torso, looking out with

gorgeous blue eyes covered in filthy mascara as her hand reached under her dress to touch herself with vulgar need. 

“Please Daddy,” Krista whimpered. “Please. I need it. 

I need that big fucking cock so bad. I’m a dirty little whore who needs your big fucking dick.” Krista threw her hair back as she looked up at the ceiling, crying out in ecstasy as James continued tearing into her small twat. “Fuck Daddy! 

That’s it! That’s it! I’m cumming!” 

James was cumming too, pulling his swollen meat out of her, stroking it with his hand as he fired hot cum all over Krista’s slender back and perfect little ass. Chris began to cum too, squirting his seed against the fabric of Krista’s party dress, watching as wave after wave of hot white semen shot over Krista’s beautiful body. Krista continued rubbing her clit and squeezing her breast, whimpering as she had a deep and powerful orgasm, her whole body trembling while she was showered in James’s thick jizz. 

Chris squeezed out the last spurts of his own orgasm, pathetically and uncontrollably soiling Krista’s sexy little dress. 

Krista collapsed onto her face on the bed, her cum covered back glistening in the Bangkok city lights. James lay down next to her, looking up at the ceiling and sighing. 

“You better get cleaned up,” James told her. “Chris should be back soon and I don’t want to see that pouty little look he gets on his face after we’ve been fucking.” 

Krista moved her head over James broad, muscular chest, kissing his pecs. “Okay,” she said. “But I kind of like it. I like him to know I belong to a real man.” 

Chris couldn’t take it anymore; the tears were starting to come with force. He turned and fled out of the room, slamming the door behind him as he ran out into the

streets of Bangkok, wearing full makeup, a padded bra, and Krista’s cum stained dress. 

He went to a street side shop and bought a pair of sweat pants and a t shirt for a hundred Baht and then found a restroom to clean himself up as best he could. He took the bows out of his hair and scrubbed his face raw with paper towels trying to get rid of all the makeup. Then he stared at the reflection trying to decide if he looked like a girl or a boy. 

Finally Chris decided he didn’t care anymore and walked to the nearest bar to get a drink. He ordered the strongest drink he could get, not usually one for straight liquor, he drank it now. 

He had been there an hour or more when she showed up. He felt her presence before he saw her. The strong charisma that she carried with her everywhere she went. He looked up at her with surprise as she sat down next to him, sitting on the barstool with perfect posture and crossing her legs elegantly. It was Mali, or Jasmine, the radiant and beautiful judge from the crossdressing tourist contest earlier in the night. She picked absently at the dark nylons that covered her long, thin legs, and adjusted the hem of her little black dress, completely ignoring him. 

He couldn’t stop himself from talking to her. She was fucking beautiful. “Hi,” he said. “I’m Chris.” 

She looked at him, appearing somewhat annoyed, but she smiled beautifully. “Mali,” she said, holding out her hand, palm down, as if for him to kiss. He did. He reached out, took her small hand in his and bent down, kissing it softly. “If it was up to me,” she said, in careful English with a short cutting accent, “You would have won tonight.” 

Chris hung his head. She recognized him. Just his luck. 

“You were the pretty one. The sucky sucky race…” 

she scoffed. “Anyone can learn sucky sucky. You have something special I think that not everyone can learn.” 

“I was hoping you wouldn’t recognize me,” Chris said. 

“I was hoping we could hang out together sometime.” He wasn’t usually this up front with women, but after everything that had happened… he had to do something. 

The beautiful, slender Thai looked at him with her mysterious, dark eyes, her face severe and unsmiling, but she spoke softly, “Not recognize you? I’ve been looking for you.” 

“You? Looking for me?” he was amazed. Did he seriously have a chance with this mesmerizing and exotic woman? 

She nodded, her small, crooked smile not doing much to soften the severity of her beautiful face. “Would you like to come with me?” 

He stammered, his shyness and nervousness taking back over, making him goofy and awkward once more. But instead of being turned off by it and leaving him there, she leaned in and pressed her soft lips to his. He opened his mouth to accept her tongue and something else as well. It was some kind of pill. She leaned back in her barstool, looking at his face like he was some kind of curious science project. He held the pill in his mouth, looking back at her. 

“Swallow,” she instructed him, and without questioning it, without even really thinking about it, he swallowed the strange capsule. She stood up, took his hand and started walking, pulling him behind her as she walked ahead. He followed her like a puppy dog, like his arm was a leash, wondering what he had done to finally get so lucky. 

After everything that happened, perhaps this would be the thing that made it all worthwhile. He felt dizzy and confused

though. Maybe he had drank too much. He followed her, concentrating on placing one foot in front of the other, watching her wispy, slender form through tunnel vision. 

When he made it out the door and onto the street he couldn’t walk on his own anymore. Two guys were waiting there though, and they picked him up and carried him to the car, putting him in the trunk as Mali got in the back seat, never looking back. 

Hypnotizing His Inner Bimbo Mali stared at the new boy, lying in the little cot in the plain room with blank walls, an IV in his arm. The foreigner beauty contest had helped her find three possible trainees, but Chris was the most interesting to her. He was a sad and pathetic little thing, begging to be broken with his silent weakness. But he was also pretty, and wouldn’t require much plastic surgery to make him usable. He would be an extremely attractive sissy with only the slightest amount of modification, and he seemed like a boy that would take easily to training. The specialty whore houses throughout Asia had an endless appetite for cute little white whores. 

Girls or Ladyboys, it didn’t really matter. Boys were generally easier to train, women would play along and do what they had to do, but boys, once they were broken were generally broken for good. Girls also tended to have more people looking for them. 

Now that she had him under het control she could easily just have her doctors come in and perform the necessary operations on him, but that was not the most effective way to do it. If he didn’t actually surrender to it, then he would always be a reluctant and petulant whore; little more than a prisoner with no ability to improvise or surprise the people whom he was destined to serve. Some trainers might turn out product like that, but Mali prided herself on providing quality and eager slaves to the high end whore houses who enlisted her services. 

She sat down on the edge of the bed, noticing he was waking up; she unbuttoned the top buttons of her sheer black blouse and looked down on him, trying to force a smile onto her beautiful face. She then turned and added placed a needle into his IV adding some more of the drug that increased his sensitivity to suggestion. 

“Where am I?” he asked groggily. 

“What do you remember?” she asked, trying as best she could to soften her severe, demanding voice. 

He smiled up at her, his cute face looking a little embarrassed. “Last thing I remember I was at a beauty contest. You were there. You were one of the judges,” she nodded encouragingly. “Did I win?” he asked. 

“You had an accident. You are very tired now,” she told him. “So I brought you to my private hospital.” 

His eyes were drifting from her beautiful face, down her narrow, graceful, neck, following the contours of her flawless skin as he glanced down her blouse, trying to see her small but beautifully formed breasts. She knew the affect her body had on men; she had been using it against them since she was little. 

“I need to go,” he said. “My friends are probably worried.” But the way his eyes continued scanning down her narrow torso across her tiny waist, lingering over her curving hips she knew he wasn’t going to try to go anywhere. 

“You’re not going anywhere,” she said, sounding harsher then she intended. She forced a difficult smile and tried to sound gentle again, saying, “doctor’s orders.” She touched his face softly and he looked up at her, already eager for her approval. Yes, he was a very trainable little thing. She looked up and saw that the hypnotist was hear, standing at the doorway, ready for his first session. 

They hypnotist, Tisha, a short and slightly chubby little blonde with a cute freckled face and gorgeous, big tits was exactly the kind of girl Mali would lock up and sell if it weren’t for the girls special skill set. She nodded to her and said to Chris, “I have a colleague that is going to talk to you. 

I want you to listen very carefully to everything she has to say. Understand?” 

Chris nodded, his eyes starting the long scan back up Mali’s perfect, slender body. Mali stood up and turned, giving him a view of her full round ass in her tight black leather, knee length skirt as she walked to the doorway. 

Tisha looked at Mali with a satisfying look of fear in her eyes and Mali rewarded her with a pat on the head. “There’s no need to start gently with this one,” she told the girl. “He’s half a bitch already.” 

The girl nodded obediently and stepped into the room. She wore a loose skirt and blouse, except her enormous tits made the loose blouse suddenly tight at the top, where the buttons bulged holding back her massive triple D’s. She walked into the room and smiled down at Chris who stared at that amazing rack with sudden awe. 

“Good morning,” Tisha said in her drifting musical voice. “Do you have time to talk to me for a little while?” 

Chris nodded. 

“Of course you do. You have all the time in the world.” 

Her voice pulsed soothingly over him as she softly stroked the skin of his face with her fingertips. “You’ve had an accident that’s left you feeling weak and relaxed. So helplessly weak and so deeply relaxed…” 

Chris’s eyes were glazing over a little, the medicine and the girl’s deeply soothing voice already beginning to have an effect on his pathetic little mind. 

“I’m going to perform an exercise with you,” Tisha said. “I’m going to take you to a place where all your pain is going to dissolve. All your pain is going to be transformed into pleasure. Would you like that?” 

Chris nodded, even smiling a little at the thought. 

“Of course you do. Who wouldn’t want all their pain to simply dissolve and to become pleasure? This place I want to take you isn’t far,” she said. “In fact it’s right inside you. 

It’s been inside you the whole time. All the times you’ve suffered, this wonderful place has just been waiting inside you. And all you’ve had to do to get there, is to surrender that part of you that fights it. Do you want me to take you to that wonderful, relaxing place where there is nothing but pleasure?” 

Chris nodded, his eyes still on her amazing cleavage. 

“Good boy,” she said stepping down and putting her hand under his thin blanket, gently touching his feet. “As my hand moves across your body, that part of you will become deeply and completely relaxed, surrendering all its will. Your body sometimes fights being relaxed. Your body is like a child, like a silly rowdy boy-child, fighting your ability to relax, fighting your ability to feel pleasure. As I touch that part of your body, the boy will surrender. The boy will drift away, just a little more, leaving you more and more relaxed every time I touch your skin with my silky smooth hands.” 

She touched his feet, moved her hand delicately up his calves. “Your feet and calves are relaxing so deeply. 

Surrendering so completely…” Her hands were moving up his legs, over his knees, and across his thighs. “Your legs are becoming soft and empty, falling into the bed.” Her hands moved across his thighs to his stomach, her silky fingertips caressing his skin. “Your tummy feels so flat and hollow surrendering your need, allowing it to turn into new, more satisfying needs.” Her fingertips ran up his torso, his chest, across his arms and back up to his shoulders. “Every part of your body surrendering to relaxation and opening itself to the possibility of new pleasure,” her fingers moving up his neck to his face; “Your eyes, your lips, your chin; everything is surrendering, releasing, becoming calm and deeply relaxed. Even inside your skull, your mind… it’s becoming empty. Your every thought and aspiration, your every dream and goal, gently drifting away, and becoming replaced with pleasure.” 

Chris’s head was nodding unconsciously as if saying yes over and over. His little dick was swelling, pressing against the blankets to betray his arousal. 

“That’s good. That’s very good. Feel yourself relaxing into pleasure. Feel yourself surrendering to it.” She reached down and began to gently stroke his hard, little dick. “Very good.” She said. “I’d tell you you’re a good boy, but the boy is part of the problem. The boy is fighting your pleasure; putting limits on it. I want you to forget about that boy for now. I want you to focus instead on the pleasure. Can you do that for me Chris?” 

Chris’s eyes, still mesmerized by Tisha’s titts, seemed unfocused and almost unseeing as he nodded. 

“That’s good. That’s very, very good.” Her hand worked gently, stroking up and down his shaft slowly. Her soothing voice continuing, “You feel that pleasure my hand is giving you. It feels nice, it feels good, but there is a deeper pleasure. You feel it in your mind. Now that your mind is blank of all thoughts and all goals, it is free to fill with pleasure, like a golden pulsating light. You feel that pleasure radiating through your skull, pushing out any remaining fragment of the boy who was trying to hold it back. That boy is gone; obliterated; completely destroyed with all your worthless plans; all your silly plans; everything you thought you were, is gone, and replaced with pure pleasure, like a golden radiating light.” 

She stopped stroking him for a second and asked softly. “Chris, now that the pleasure is radiating from the center of your blank little mind, would you like to eat my pussy?” Chris nodded, moaning softly with the thought. “Of course you would,” Tisha said. “Now that the pleasure is filling you up, nothing could possibly feel better than letting that pleasure flow out of you and into someone else’s body. 

Every time you share that pleasure, it magnifies it; it

intensifies it. Are you ready to feel all that pleasure that is radiating out of your blank little mind intensify?” 

Chris nodded. Tisha pulled off her panties and got up on the table, facing his feet, her thick thighs on either side of his face as she pulled her skirt up to her hips and straddled his head. She began to stroke his dick again as she lowered her pussy down to his mouth. “You may begin to lick me,” she said. She moaned softly. “That’s good. Feel that pleasure flowing out of the deepest depths of your empty mind and into your tongue, feel it flowing into my wet, warm cunt as you gently lick it.” 

The chubby blonde was so turned on by her own hypnosis that she was already dripping her glistening pussy juice all over his face, making his face shimmer greasily in the dim lights of the room. Her soft and soothing voice continued, “With each long deep stroke that your tongue gives to my pussy you are surrendering more and more of the boy that fights your pleasure. With each taste of my delicious cunt you are realizing you don’t need the boy to feel amazing. It feels so amazing to please me.” She had to stop to whimper slightly, pressing her crotch down against his face to help him achieve a more pleasing angle with his tongue. “The boy is disappearing and being replaced by pleasure, radiating from the depths of your empty, bimbo mind. It feels so good to give pleasure to me. Nothing feels as good as giving pleasure. At the very center of your blank mind lives your true self. And your true self is a desperate little bimbo who knows only pleasure, who thinks only about pleasure. And there is no greater pleasure for your horny little bimbo mind then to give pleasure. It thrills you to please someone. You don’t even care how you please them. 

The boy that put limits on how pleasure is received has gone and all that’s left is the blank, empty minded bimbo who will do anything to feel her pleasure flowing into

someone else’s body.” She moaned again as Chris licked and sucked her pussy more and more eagerly. 

She was breathing a little heavy but she caught her breath again, stroking his dick, she could feel him throbbing, so close to climax, she slowed her hand a little, trying to keep him in this zone of ecstasy, so impressionable this close to orgasm. “This pleasure you feel, this deep pleasure radiating from deep inside your mind, is always available to you. Even outside of this trance, even when you’re not thinking about it all, in fact, no matter what you’re doing. 

There is a word, that whenever you hear it instantly brings back the rush of pleasure you’re feeling right now. Every time you hear this word from now on, you will feel the intense pleasure you feel now and the overwhelming need to serve. The boy who fights all those good feelings and puts limits on how you experience them will disappear when you hear this word, and you will be overwhelmed with the need to please others. You know what that word is. You’ve always known what that word is. You’re waiting for me to say the word, but once you hear it, you will remember that you didn’t need me to say it at all, because you’ve always known that this is the word that releases you and allows you to feel infinite levels of intense pleasure. When you hear this word it will become solid in your mind, like a word you’ve always known and always just been waiting to hear. That word is, ‘sissy’.” 

“Sissy,” she said again. “Every time I say the word, your level of relaxation, and the intensity of your pleasure doubles. I will say a number, and then I will say that beautiful and amazing word, and then your pleasure will double. One, Sissy.” 

Chris moaned, then went immediately back to licking Tisha’s dripping cunt. 

“I will say the next number, then I will say your favorite word again and your pleasure will double again. 

Two, Sissy.” 

Chris whimpered, his dick throbbing in Tisha’s hand as she stroked it with taunting slowness. 

“As I say the next number you will grow in excitement, waiting for your word, and when you hear it your pleasure will double again, growing to equal the feeling of any pleasure you’ve ever experienced. Three, Sissy.” 

Chris let his head fall back to the bed, his mouth open, too lost in the sensation of pleasure to focus licking Tisha’s pussy anymore. But Tisha was so turned on; she couldn’t help but press her cunt to his face, stroking her wet twat against his face, pleasuring herself against him without his help. He was moaning and biting his lip, totally lost in the pleasure as she rubbed her wet cunt against him. 

“When I say your favorite word again, your pleasure will double yet again. It will become twice as intense as any pleasure you’ve ever experienced before. Way beyond any pleasure the boy that used to live inside of you would have ever allowed you to experience. Four, Sissy.” 

He was whimpering, his dick throbbing with need to release. His body pulsating beneath Tisha, his frail, broken voice making his pleasure sound like it was torture to him. 

She released her hands from his dick, no longer stroking him as she held her hands over his twitching shaft. “I don’t even need to touch you anymore. The pleasure is coming from so deep inside you; you don’t even need your dick to feel it. 

The pleasure is coming from a place so much deeper and more intense than your dick. When I say that magic word again your pleasure will double, rising to an uncontrollable level. You will lose all sense of yourself and become only

pleasure, only intensity, only mindless bimbo obedience. Are you ready for me to say the word?” 

Chris was biting his lip, nodding his head, eyes closed, lost in the intensity and desperate for more. Tisha didn’t have to look back at his face to know he was nodding eagerly, desperate to be taken to that next level. 

“Five,” Tisha said. “Sissy.” 

Chris’s back arched as he cried out, his dick firing off in ecstasy, shooting wads of hot cum into Tisha’s cupped and waiting hands. Tisha was having an orgasm too, grinding her well used cunt against Chris’s face, humping his nose and chin, grinding herself to orgasm against his soft, pretty features. She collected almost every drop of his semen in her hands. It was smeared and thick against the palms of both her hands. She moved off of him, standing beside him, holding his cum as his body writhed and tensed with a deep and intense, whole body orgasm. 

When it finally passed, he laid there, deeply calm and relaxed. She allowed his breathing to return to a slow, steady rhythm then she whispered once more. “Are you grateful to the bimbo who lives inside you for allowing you to experience new levels of pleasure?” 

Chris nodded. 

“Don’t you think that bimbo deserves a reward?” 

Chris nodded again. 

“Your bimbo’s favorite reward is eating cum,” she leaned whispered seductively. “Oh yes. It’s true. The bimbo that lives inside of you, she is a dirty little cumslut. Are you ready to give that bimbo the reward she deserves for allowing you to experience new levels of pleasure?” 

Chris nodded, and Tisha tipped her hands over his face, letting cum drip down from her hand onto his mouth. 

He let his tongue trace across his pretty lips, tasting the semen that dripped down on his face. 

“It tastes delicious to the bimbo inside you. Even if some other part of you doesn’t like it, you know that the bimbo loves it. It makes the bimbo so happy, and you want to make the bimbo happy, because the bimbo is beautiful. 

The bimbo is beauty and pleasure and surrender.” Chris had his mouth open, catching the drops of cum as they fell, swallowing them eagerly. She pressed one of her palms to his mouth and he began to lick the semen off of it. 

“Good,” she told him. “That’s so good. Every time you taste cum it makes the bimbo who lives inside you stronger and the worthless boy who lives inside you even weaker. 

And the boy is already so weak and pathetic that he’s a joke.” Chris continued eagerly licking his cum off the other palm. “You love it when people laugh at the boy who lives inside you, because it reminds you of the bimbo, and you love the bimbo.” She pulled her hand away, wiped the spit from her palms onto Chris’s blanket. 

“I’m going to count down from three. When I reach one you will become completely awake and no longer in a trance, but you will remember the wonderful and powerful magic word I taught you today, and you will crave to feed the bimbo again, you will want desperately to give her the treat she deserves. Your mouth will water and you will barely be able to control your thirst every time you think of thick, manly semen. Three… You’re slowly coming out of trance… Two…. You are starting to feel alert, and aware…

One…” 

Chris looked up at her. “Wow, I feel amazing. Did you… did you give me a massage?” He seemed to be straining to try and remember the fuzzy details of his deeply intense experience. 

“Something like that,” Tisha said. “Don’t worry, Beautiful. There will be more sessions for you. You have made a great deal of progress in your therapy.” 

Chris nodded, looking proud. “No one’s told me what exactly is wrong with me yet.” 

Tisha leaned over him, her amazing breasts visible down her blouse as she kissed his forehead. “You’ll be fine,” 

she said. “But be a good patient and do everything Mali says.” 

Mali watched as the cute little blonde looked back at her with a hint of fear in her eyes, whispering down to Chris, 

“Mali can be very cruel. So please, promise me you’ll be good.” 

“I promise,” he said, and Tisha kissed his cheek and stood up. She nodded at Mali and left the room. 

Unleashing His Sissy Urges Mali looked at the monitor that was connected to the hidden camera in the new boy’s room. What was his name again…?  That’s right. Chris. He had been here a few days, most of it in a drugged up stupor except for his hypnotism sessions. Today they were dialing down the sedatives a little. The nurse, a cute but boring Thai girl, was giving him his morning vitamins, a mixture of female hormones and testosterone blockers. 

“What are these pills for again?” he asked her, but she just smiled at him and gestured for him to swallow them, which he did. 

“Very good,” she said. “You take pills, make you healthy soon.” 

“I still don’t know what happened. No one will tell me why I’m in the hospital, or when I can leave. I’m getting bored.” 

She smiled at him again. “You look around room? 

Maybe last patient leave something interesting behind?” 

Mali shook her head. The girl wasn’t exactly an expert at subtlety but she supposed it didn’t matter. And it didn’t, when the girl left the room Chris began to search the drawers in the room, finding the little DVD and the huge, realistic looking dildo. Chris ignored the dildo and looked at the untitled, homemade DVD. He looked at it for a minute then got up and pushed it into the player that sat beneath the big, flat screen TV. 

He sat on the edge of his bed, looking up as the scene began. A large white man, powerfully built and tall, was standing in a sparse little motel room with a thin little Thai girl. The Thai girl had long dark hair, medium skin, a pretty face with full, red lips. She wore a tiny little micro skirt that barely covered her tight little ass, huge platform

heels and a tight little top that squeezed against her oversized and clearly augmented breasts. They didn’t speak. She just dropped to her knees, as the man dropped his pants and unleashed a huge, ten inch, beer can thick cock. 

She stretched out her lips and wrapped them around the cock, looking up at the man with her dark eyes as she drooled on his hard, throbbing meat. 

Chris reached under his hospital gown, taking his pathetic little hard-on in his hand and stroking it in time to the Thai girls head, bobbing on the man’s cock in the video. 

Mali remembered when they filmed this. The stud was a savage monster of a man by the name of Brad, and the little Thai went by the name of Raven. 

Chris was stroking faster as he watched Raven’s blood red lips slipping up and down Brad’s massive shaft, not aware of the subliminal message throbbing behind the frames. “You love cock. You worship cock.” 

Brad’s impressive meat filled the screen as Raven’s tongue teased the swollen, purple head. “You need cock. 

You worship cock.” 

Mali watched Raven’s skilled little mouth working on that beautiful piece of meat and she picked up the phone. 

“Send Raven into room 22 please,” she ordered the person on the other end. 

“Yes ma’am,” the squeaky little voice replied obediently. 

Chris was moaning, stroking his dick with two fingers and his thumb, eyes glued to the screen, Raven’s pretty mouth slobbering over that big white dick. “You crave cock. 

You worship cock,” the subliminal message pulsed. 

The camera panned over Raven’s thin, brown legs, over her tight little ass, and up her narrow back, the tattoo of a sunburst visible on the exposed waistline between her tight shirt and her tiny skirt. 

Chris was stroking his little dick, looking at that small, beautiful Asian as she swallowed the massive dick, subliminal message pounding; “This is a real cock. You worship real cock.” 

Mali’s door opened and Raven walked in, wearing a tight white dress like an especially slutty version of a nurse’s uniform, her huge fake breasts packed tightly into the low cut top. Raven looked down submissively, “Can I be of service to you ma’am?” her small voice asked. 

Mali pulled up her dress, exposing the rest of her long legs and, narrow, perfectly toned thighs. She pulled off her panties, pulling the red thong down her silky brown legs and over her eight inch spiked heels. Setting her panties on the desk she sat down on its edge, looking at her monitor. 

Raven didn’t need any further instruction and stepped forward, pressing her cute face to Mali’s perfect, trimmed little pussy. 

Chris watched the gorgeous Thai girl in the movie stroking that big cock with her small hand, licking the balls, licking the shaft, mouth wet with drool as she looked up submissively. “You are a hungry little slave. You’re mouth waters when you think of cock. You worship cock.” 

Mali felt Raven’s soft little tongue flicking away at her cunt, softly kissing and licking her wet little slit with eager obedience. Raven was a good little slave. Mali was so glad she kept her on staff after her training. Even though Raven was behaving perfectly, Mali took a little wooden dowel from her desk and swatted it stingingly against Raven’s small ass as it poked out from the bottom of the short little dress. It

had no training or punitive purpose, she just did it to amuse herself, watching Raven’s expression showing little flashes of pain. 

Chris worked his fingers across his throbbing little dick, staring up at the impressive dick of the savage alpha male getting serviced by the sexy little Thai. The girl’s bright red lips practically glowed in the light, her eyes shining with pleasure, excitement and desire. The subliminal message pounding deep into his mind, “This is what pleasure looks like: His cock in your mouth.” 

Chris moaned with pleasure, licking his lips unconsciously. 

Mali reached down with her free hand and ran her long, delicate looking fingers through Raven’s beautiful, soft, jet black hair; lovingly caressing her head even as she continued to whip her ass, leaving little red marks across the brown skin of her cute, narrow butt. 

“You are a slave,” the massage told Chris. “You have always been a slave. You love giving pleasure. You worship real men. You worship cock.” 

On the television the man held the Asian girl by the hair, the strands of her long black hair twisted up into his fists, held tight as he began to rock his cock back and forth in her mouth. She took it like a good slave, like a good slave who knew her place and who loved to serve. The loud wet sounds of the man impaling the pretty Thai girl’s face with his massive rod blared loudly out of the TV. 

Mali ground her cunt against Raven’s pretty face, moaning softly as the slave looked up at her with needy, submissive eyes. Mali looked at the red welts across the slave’s tiny ass and smiled, hitting her again. 

On the television the Asian girl’s throat was bulging as the big cock rammed in and out of it, but she looked up

calmly and submissively taking it.  “This is how to serve. 

Service equals pleasure. This is how you crave to worship cock.” 

Chris couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like to have a cock like that. To be a man like that, but he quickly dismissed it as an impossibility and began to wonder would it would be like, merely to play with a cock like that; to have an impressive piece of manhood like that to stroke and play with and suck. Chris stopped stroking his cock, suddenly horrified at the thoughts running through his head, but the subliminal messages continued to pound him. “You are a slave. You worship cock. You are a slave. You worship real men with real cocks.” 

He stared at the screen, that big dick sliding back and forth between those luscious red lips. Chris was stroking himself again. He couldn’t stop himself. He couldn’t fight it. 

He needed it. He craved it. 

Mali was humping Raven’s pretty face, grinding her wet cunt against the little slave’s eager mouth. She brought her wooden dowel across the slave’s narrow, trim little back, Raven breathing a sigh of relief as the thin white dress gave her some protection from the swift blows. 

On the television the large white man pulled his cock out of the mouth of the tiny Asian and signaled for her to stand. She obeyed, turning away from him and pulling off her top to reveal her gorgeous artificial breasts. She leaned forward, bending over in front of the man, holding onto a nearby dresser. The man unzipped Raven’s little skirt, letting it fall to the ground. He then peeled down her panties, revealing the perfect, silky skin of her small ass, her tiny trim thighs, and her miniscule, hairless testicles and shrunken sissy cock. 

Chris stared at the beautiful girl’s small penis with horrified excitement. This couldn’t be real, could it? There couldn’t really be creatures like this in the world; beautiful women who were actually men. No. It didn’t matter what she had between her legs. That definitely wasn’t a man. He couldn’t believe what he was looking at, and he couldn’t stop stroking himself. 

Mali pushed Raven back with her foot. “Strip,” she told the sissy slave and Raven quickly obeyed, peeling off the tight little dress, exposing nothing but naked flesh beneath. Mali looked at the slut’s worthless little cock, poking out from her crotch and smiled with devious excitement. It was true. Boy’s always made the best little whores. She took her stick and touched the little cock lightly with it, brushing it teasingly. Raven whimpered, biting her lip, the tiny penis getting hard. 

Chris couldn’t stop staring at the gorgeous Asian transvestite; and he couldn’t stop stroking himself, amazed as the man reached forward with a big hand and roughly grabbed the girl’s tiny cock and balls, twisting them and laughing. The girl whimpered but didn’t fight, seeming to quietly accept the abuse as her necessary fate. The subliminal messages pounded into Chris’s mind. “Your little dick is worthless. You are worthless as a man. You only have value as a cock-whore slave. You only have value when you worship a real man’s real cock.” Chris licked his lips again, staring at the massive cock hanging behind that gorgeous tranny’s slim ass. 

Mali laughed at Raven’s excitement. She loved watching the little freak get turned on by the slightest touch. Mali stroked the sissy’s cock and her balls, gently with the stick. Finally she set the stick down and waved Raven back forward. Raven eagerly moved up, crouching again between Mali’s beautiful, long legs. Raven resumed

licking Mali’s wet slit, up and down her wet cunt, taking her clit into her sissy mouth and sucking. 

Chris couldn’t believe how hot that tranny was. She bet forward and grabbed her ankles, the top of her head resting on the floor, showing her beautiful flexibility, looking back at the alpha male stud from between her legs. The man took that huge cock in his hand and stroked it slowly. 

Then, taking a tube of lube from a nearby table, he squirted it on the ladyboy’s asshole. “You need real cock,” the subliminal message pounded. “You can’t cum without real cock.” 

As the man’s swollen penis pressed slowly into the Asian tranny’s asshole, Chris thought about the big dildo he had seen in the drawer. What was he becoming? What was happening to him? He couldn’t stop thinking about that beautiful dildo. He went to the drawer and stared down at it, shaking his head, still stroking his cock. 

Mali felt Raven’s mouth sucking her clit and she moaned, reaching down and twisting the nipples of the slave’s gorgeous, artificial breasts. Mali kicked off one shoe and reached her foot over; stroking the sissy’s little cock with the top of her small, beautiful foot. 

Chris turned away from the dildo. No. He didn’t care how much he wanted it; he wasn’t going to cross that line. 

He looked back at the television. That huge, powerful man was pounding his massive cock deep into the tranny’s tight asshole. She was whimpering with deep pain, and even deeper pleasure. The expression on her face was so sexy, so enticing, so deeply compelling…

Suddenly a message flashed on the screen. Big white letters at the top and bottom of the screen flashing, no longer subliminal but clearly displayed, flashing before his

very eyes: “You are a Sissy.” The message flashed. “You are a Sissy.” 

Chris’s body flooded with excitement, his hypnotic trigger getting set off, his whole body reacting with a deep tingling need. Why was he fighting it? Why was he fighting the pleasure? He reached in the drawer and pulled out the big dildo. Chris stroked himself, looking at the screen then looking at the dildo, kissing its soft synthetic skin. He wrapped his lips around the massive head, his wet mouth drooling on the fake cock. 

The tranny was getting fucked so hard on the video, her whole body slamming back and forth as she held her ankles, her head tapping against the floor as the stud held her by the hips, ramming in and out of her. Her tits and small cock swayed with the movement of her body getting forced back and forth. 

Mali felt the little sissy begin to spew hot sprays of cum onto her foot. The feeling of power, making the little slave get off so easily, began to make her breath increase and her eyes roll up into her head. Mali felt the intensity of a deep orgasm building, Raven’s little mouth sucking greedily on her clit, as Raven’s little cock shot worthless, sterile sissy cum all over her beautiful foot. Mali cried out, her back arching, and she grabbed the slave’s hair.  She moved her hips, grinding her cunt against Raven’s pretty face, her body rocking with intense orgasm. 

Chris stared at the TV, stroking his cock, sucking the massive dildo deeper into his mouth, wishing it was real; wishing that at least once he could actually please another person. He pushed the dildo deeper into his mouth, his cock throbbing between his fingers, pulsating with need for release. 

Mali took her hand and pushed Raven down, then she lifted her gorgeous, small, sperm covered foot and presented it to the slave. Raven began to lick and kiss Mali’s foot eagerly, eating up her own dripping cum, dark eyes staring up at Mali, desperate for her approval. Mali gave Raven a tiny little nod, and watched as the sissy’s face lit up with joy and pride, a huge smile on her cum smeared mouth. 

Chris began to whimper as he began to cum. The memory of that word pulsed in his mind: Sissy; Sissy; Sissy… He caught his cum in his hand, hot sprays jetting against his palm. Squirt after squirt of jizz splattered into his hand, until his orgasm was finished, but he wasn’t satisfied. 

He wanted more. He needed more. He needed to eat cum. 

He was a sissy and he needed to taste it. He smeared his cum across the surface of the dildo until it was slick with his sloppy ooze, then he lifted it to his face and began to lick it like an eager doggie. 

Mali patted Raven’s head. “Good girl,” she told her. 

Raven gave her that needy little smile again then stood up, picking her dress off the floor. Raven shimmied her curved body into the tight little dress. She bowed to Mali then left the room to finish her rounds. Mali took her panties and slid them back on, pressing the red thong over her heels, up her silky smooth, slender legs, and back over her perfect, tight little cunt and small round ass. She then adjusted her dress, smoothing it out. 

Chris licked every bit of his own cum off that massive dildo, sucking and licking and rubbing the shaft against his lips like a dirty little hooker, feeling a sexy sense of arousal deep inside him. Then, the dildo clean and spotless, he sat back and savored the flavor. 

Suddenly it hit him what he had really done and he dropped the dildo to the floor with the sudden realization of

it. What the hell was happening to him? He heard the door opening and he jumped up, shutting off the TV then kicking the dildo under the bed, just in time to save himself embarrassment as that beautiful Thai goddess, Mali, walked into the room. 

“What are you doing out of bed?” she asked. “You should be resting. Your surgery is in half an hour.” 

“What surgery?” he asked. “You people haven’t even told me what the problem is! I’m not going to put up with this anymore! I’m going to…” 

Suddenly Mali leapt forward with stunning speed and breathtaking agility, slapping him hard across the face and leaving him stunned and silent. “Do not talk back to me!” 

she snapped at him. 

Chris was so stunned the only thing that he could think to say was, “Sorry ma’am.” 

She looked at him for a moment with her dark, cruel eyes then nodded and spoke. “It would please me if you got into your bed now Chris. You do want to please me, don’t you?” 

“Yes ma’am,” he said. “It’s just that… well… what exactly is the surgery I’m going to be getting?” 

“Oh it’s very simple,” she told him. Her fingers traced his face. “They are going to reshape your chin a little here, and your nose right here. Collagen injections here and here…” her fingers traced down his neck, running lightly across his chest. “Augmentation here; nothing as dramatic as Raven, I’d like you to look a little more realistic.” Her fingers ran down his tummy, sliding under his gown, she gently brushed across his dick to his balls. “And here, they’ll cut the tubes running to your testicles, so that you no longer produce testosterone. It’s cheaper then constant drug use, 

and leaves some function, unlike just chopping them off, which we still might do if you don’t behave.” 

Chris whimpered and fainted. 

Pegging the Sissy Slave Chris stared into the mirror. He had to admit, he looked fucking gorgeous. It was absolutely horrifying. His face, he kind of recognized as his own, but it had been altered, not dramatically, just enough to soften up any of the slightly harsh features he might have had, leaving him looking like his own twin sister. His hair, already shoulder length and blonde, had been cut to cute little bangs in the front.  Eyeliner and lipstick had been permanently tattooed on his face. A lot of it, blood red lips, full from Botox, pouted as he looked out of his slutty dark mascara eyes. His neck, still long and thin, barely showed a trace of his once prominent Adam’s apple. 

He let the hospital gown drop and stared at his body. 

The scars were all healing perfectly. He’d always been thin, but the stomach band they’d put in him gave his tummy a shrunken quality, pulling his waist in with it. He guessed the hormones were why his hips didn’t seem so boney, even with the shrunken waist.  The tiny waist contoured up slowly, his lower ribs had been removed, giving his body the narrow curving build of a swimsuit model, so tiny and thin until you came to the amazing tits. They were big, but not so big they looked too obviously fake, even with their perfect firmness and flawless symmetry. 

Chris reached up, and touched them, he couldn’t resist it. They were amazing. They were stripper tits, porn star tits, psychotic head-cheerleader tits. He gently pinched the dark nipples, his little dick growing humiliatingly erect. 

At least that still worked. Her reached down and touched it, began stroking his throbbing little penis as he squeezed one of his big, beautiful tits. He turned sideways to admire the way his small ass had begun to fill out. He stared into the mirror, mesmerized by the amazing tits, perfect ass and gorgeous face that he saw there, stroking his needy little

prick, wishing the sexy, slutty looking blonde in the mirror didn’t turn him on so much. Suddenly he stopped himself. 

What was he doing? How did he allow this to happen? 

He stared at himself in horror. How could they do this to him? He had tried to leave before, but he was too weak. 

They would tell him he couldn’t, insist that he didn’t, tell him he would please them if he stayed, and he had given in for reasons he could barely comprehend. Today he would demand it. 

It was difficult. He had slowly begun to realize what they were doing to him, with the hypnosis, and the subliminal messages and other types of mind control; with the drugs and the hormones.  But it didn’t make it any easier to fight.  They would come in and call him a good sissy and in spite of everything he had planned, he would feel so proud and happy that he had pleased them that he would tell them anything they wanted to hear. 

Not anymore. Today he was going to be strong. He walked to the edge of the bed and put his hospital gown back on. The nurse should be here any minute with his second morning shake. He was fucking starving. They had forced his stomach so small that he could barely eat more than a handful at a time. Even though he was ravenously hungry, he hadn’t even finished the little 8 ounce protein shake they had brought him earlier. When the nurse came in he would demanded to see that psychotic bitch who seemed to run the place; the one that had seduced and captured him: Mali. Then he would tell her, once and for all, that he was leaving. 

Mali sat in her office, leaning back on her leather chair while the gorgeous little Thai transvestite, Raven knelt on the floor in front of her, gently messaging hear feet.  Mali loved to look at the gorgeous creature. Mali admired the

sexy sissy’s long legs, slender body, large fake tits, slender frame, and beautiful face, she was very tall for a Thai, but of course, boys made the sexiest Thai girls, once converted. 

Raven was breathtaking. Mali took her foot and lifted it, pushing it up towards Raven’s face. Raven instantly understood and began to kiss her small, perfect feet. 

She watched Raven’s pretty mouth go to work on her delicate foot. Kissing and sucking the arches, licking up and down the sole of the foot with her long, slender tongue, sucking the toes into her sexy mouth one at a time. 

Mali herself was a very beautiful woman. She was fairly tall, light skinned with long dark hair and dark eyes. 

She had firm breasts that, although being somewhat small, looked impressive on her narrow body. She was just over thirty but she doubted anyone looking at her flawless skin would place her age above twenty three. 

Suddenly the door open and a young, flat faced nurse came in, speaking in Thai, “Chrissy wants to see you Ma’am. 

He’s very upset and yelling.” 

“Fine,” Mali said, pulling her foot back, her big toe popping out of Raven’s wet mouth. She leaned forward and hissed into Raven’s ear. “Stay here. If you move a centimeter from this exact spot, I will whip you for hours.” 

Mali leaned back to look at the nervous fear in Raven’s pretty face. She was just kidding though; she was going to whip Raven for hours no matter what she did. 

Mali stood up and stepped into her eight inch spiked heel pumps, adjusting her skin tight little black leather mini dress. She had been meaning to see Chrissy anyway. It was about time he came to terms with the facts of his situation. 

She grabbed her purse with some of the things she had prepared for this meeting, and walked down the long hallway to Chrissy’s room. 

As she walked in the pretty boy turned and instantly began to demand, “I’m leaving! Today! Right now! You people can’t keep me here! You…” 

“Quiet,” Mali ordered him, using the firm and harsh but controlled voice you might use to train a dog. He was instantly quiet, even in his tirade he was unable to resist the natural authority she had over his inferior nature. “You will be calm and reasonable at all times in my hospital,” she added. 

He spoke in a forced, calm tone. “I have to leave. You had no right to do this to me. It’s wrong, it’s evil, and it must be illegal. I am leaving. That’s all there is to it.” 

“No,” Mali stated. “I’m afraid I can’t allow that. These surgeries weren’t cheap; plus the food, and the medicine, not to mention the room itself. No. I’m afraid I’m going to have to hold you to the contract that you signed.” 

“Contract? I didn’t sign any contract.” 

She opened her designer purse and pulled out a copy of the contract he had signed when he was first admitted, high on drugs and mindlessly obedient. She handed it to him. “Is that not your signature?” she asked. 

“Yes, but… It’s in Thai. I can’t even read it.” 

“Poor thing,” she said without empathy and snatched the paper back, sliding it back into her purse. 

He stammered, “You can’t enforce that. It’s not legal. 

I didn’t even know what I was signing.” 

“It’s a legal document,” Mali said. “You’re not in America anymore. No one cares about your entitlement or your feelings.” She gave him a moment to allow that to sink in then she said, “What the contract states is that you are now my property until you can pay off your debt. But I will never give you any money, so you will never pay off the

debt, and I will sell you, as soon as I’m done with your training.” 

He just stood there, staring at her with a dumb-blonde look on his face. 

She smiled softly, “Turn around Chrissy; I want to see how your ass is developing on the hormones.” 

“Stop calling me that,” he complained. “My name is Chris.” 

She reached forward and slapped him, leaving a red mark across his cheek and a shocked expression on his face. 

“I have been very lenient with you so far Chrissy, but the back talk ends today. Do you understand that, Sissy?” 

“Yes Ma’am,” Chrissy whimpered. 

“Good girl. Take off that gown.” 

He obeyed, dropping the gown and standing there, slender and naked, gorgeously feminine. He cupped his genitals with one hand, covering up his dirty little penis. 

“Now turn around and show me that cute little sissy ass.” She could read his body like a book, seeing the excitement fighting to take over. Even without the hypnosis and subliminal programming, he had always been a sad little pet, looking for a master.  He slowly turned, his ass curving out, beautifully full. She reached out and touched it, gently running her sharp, red fingernails across the pale, hairless skin. His whole body had been gone over with hair removing lasers. His skin was deliciously soft. 

He whimpered and shivered with pleasure at her touch and she ran her claws, gently up his narrow little back. 

“Such a good, pretty little thing,” she said. “So much better than before. Do you like it when I touch you, sissy?” 

He simpered like a needy little bitch, “Yes.” 

“That is not the correct way to address me,” she told him. 

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I mean, Yes ma’am.” 

“Too little, too late,” she said, and she began to remove a wide, black leather belt that ran across the waist of her dress. “Do you want to please me?” she asked in a cold, calm voice, cracking the belt in the air behind him. 

“I do,” he said, and she could see the resistance he felt to the words. He wanted desperately for the words not to be true. 

“Good sissy,” she rewarded him. “Do you know one of the best ways, one of the only ways, someone like you can please a woman?” 

“No Ma’am.” 

“Of course you don’t. I wasn’t really asking you. You obviously don’t know anything. Please shut up until I want you to speak from now on.” 

“Yes Ma’am,” he said. 

She cracked the belt loudly across his naked back, jolting him with stinging pain. “The best way you can please a woman is by taking her aggression. You see, as women, we do so much for men, not men like you, of course, I mean real men. We do so much for real men that we need a little puppy like you to take all our anger out on sometimes. Are you ready to take my anger, sissy?” 

In the mirror she could see his face, as he bit his lip to stop himself from answering her, thinking that would stop him from getting hit again. She sliced the leather belt sharply across his back again, and he whimpered, holding

the foot of the bed. “Answer me,” she said with a tone of soft command. 

“I don’t want…” he started to say, but she silenced him by hitting him again. 

“Are you ready to take my anger, sissy?” 

“I think so,” he said and she hit him again. 

“Are you ready to take my anger, sissy?” 

“Yes Ma’am,” he said. 

“Good sissy,” she said. “That’s so sweet of you to offer.” 

She took the massive strap on dildo from her purse and tossed it onto the bed where he could see it. “I’m going to fuck you with this,” she said. 

He stared at the thing with wide eyed terror. 

She gently rubbed her hand across his thin, pretty back. “Yes,” she said. “It is going to hurt. If I was conditioning you to this, I would have already implanted ideas about it, and then I would start off small and work up to a size like this, so you could learn to enjoy it. But I don’t want you to enjoy it. I want you to hate it, fear it, despise it, but take it anyway. That is the mark of a good sissy. That is what makes a loyal pet. Not what you can learn to enjoy, but what you can learn to accept.” 

Chris whimpered as she took the strap on belted it on over her leather dress. She looked at the sissy’s sexy little narrow body and full tits, his cute, soft, shoulder length blonde hair, and his lovely, white skin. “Good Sissy,” she said.  “Spit on the head of this dildo. Get it really wet. You’re going to want it as wet as you can possibly get it.” 

Chris dropped to his knees at her feet. He looked up at her with scared eyes as he pressed his gorgeous red lips

to the massive black dildo that was strapped to her hips. 

Then he let the spittle run out of his mouth onto the massive thing. He licked the black rubber dong up and down, drenching it in spit and loosing himself in the act. 

Mali laughed at the pretty little whore in training. 

“That’s enough,” she said. “Get up and bend over the bed. 

Good. Now take those little hands of yours, reach back and spread those pretty little ass cheeks wide.” She looked at him there, so soft and feminine, his little dick and big tits all pressed against the mattress as he waited for the massive dildo to penetrate him. Feeling suddenly generous, she leaned over him and pursed her lips, spitting onto his asshole for extra lubrication. 

Mali then pressed the fat head of the dildo against him, stroking it gently up and down his saliva wet crack. He whimpered with tearful expectation, his ass puckering and releasing in rhythm to his pounding heartbeat. 

“Please don’t make me do this,” he whimpered. 

“You’re going to like it eventually, Princess? Even when you don’t like it, you’re going to enjoy that I like it. It makes you happy, to serve, to please others in some powerful and fundamental way.” She continued speaking as she pushed the thick rubber dong, past the resistance of his straining asshole, ignoring the pathetic sound of his whimpering. “Some men are just born… adaptable. They do whatever they need to do, become whatever they need to become in order to survive, in order to please others. When there aren’t enough women around, like in prison…” 

Chris had reached forward, hands in little fists as he clenched the blankets of the bed, his pretty face turned sideways, allowing her to clearly see the pain and humiliation he was feeling as she pushed the dildo deeper into his tight, resistant little asshole. 

“In those situations,” she continued speaking, in her calm, school-master voice. “Sissy’s like you instinctively step up to fill that need. Taking it in the ass is second nature for a little bimbo like you.” 

Chris was groaning deeply, crying onto the blanket, his whole body tight and resisting, making everything deliciously more difficult for him. 

“It’s sweet really,” she said. “How sissies like you step forward to fulfill that role; keeping the real men of the world happy, so that everything stays peaceful; keeping everything nice and stable.” 

The dildo was half way in now, and Chris was squirming underneath her; thrashing his poor little rectum on her massive black strap on. 

“Relax,” she almost whispered, feeling suddenly generous once more. “Relax. The more you fight it the more difficult it becomes.” She knew the sweetness she could infuse in her voice when she wanted to, like the sweetness of dreams, and she used that sweetness now. “It’s going to happen anyway, Princess, so you might as well accept it and make it easier.” 

He suddenly relaxed and stopped fighting her; accepting his place and his fate as he lay sobbing on the mattress. 

“Good girl,” she said. “Good little sissy whore.” Then she slammed the dildo into him the rest of the way, causing him to groan with pain and arch backwards, tossing that pretty blonde hair around delightfully. She reached up, put her hand on the back of his skull, and pressed his head back down against the bed. Her long, deep, red fingernails contrasted dazzlingly against the blondeness of his silky hair. She used her hand against his head as leverage, slowly pulling the rubbery dong back out of him. 

“Tell me how much you love it, whore,” Mali told him. 

“It hurts,” he cried. 

“You will learn to love it. But that doesn’t matter. 

Lesson number one is you love everything that’s done to you, no matter what.” She pounded the dildo back into him, plunging into the depths of his ass, making him cry out. 

“Tell me how much you love it, whore,” Mali demanded once more as she slowly withdrew from his raw ass. 

“I love it,” Chris grunted. 

“Good girl,” Mali said. “Tell me how much you like it. 

Tell me how much you like feeling like a stupid little whore as I fuck that gorgeous, tight little ass of yours.” She began to gently push the massive dildo back into him, the heavy ridges of the beautifully sculpted cock massaging the raw nerves of his ass, even as it tore him and stretched him wider. 

“I love it so much,” Chris whimpered. “I love it with every ounce of my weak little sissy body.” 

“Good Sissy,” Mali purred softly, rewarding him with a slow and gentle fucking, instead of the rough ass pounding she begun with. “Good little sissy slave.” 

His raw ass was bloody, smearing itself against the dong as she pulled in and out of him, her hand pressing down on his skull, her other hand on his hip, fingernails cutting into the soft skin of his waist.  “Tell me how much you like to be my little bitch,” she said. 

“I like it. I love it,” he whimpered. 

“You’re a very fast learner for a stupid American,” the gorgeous Asian told him.” She pulled the massive dong out

of him and instructed him to, “Turn over and lay on your back.” 

He obeyed, his insides clearly already aching from her savage initial thrusts. She put her hands on his narrow, thighs and pushed them wide, stepping up between his legs and laying the filthy dildo on his groin next to his small, shriveled pecker. She took hold of the zipper of her tight leather dress and lowered it, exposing her beautiful, small breasts. He stared at them like a mesmerized child and she had to laugh. His little dick was already getting hard. 

She looked down it his sad little meat, throbbing for attention and said, “I’m not going to touch your filthy little dicklette, but since you’re being such a good little sissy, you can touch it yourself if you like.” 

His hand instantly found its way and began to jerk at his penis in needy desperation, staring at up at her like a lovesick puppy. She slapped his balls teasingly with the head of the massive strap on, listening to the musical sound of his little whimper. Then she slid the dong once more into his ass. She gently pressed the dildo into him, easing it deeper and deeper as he whimpered with pain and with pleasure, his little cock throbbing and pulsating, already desperate for release. She let the dildo bury to the base, then began to gently sway her hips, grinding the rubber dong deep into the depths of the needy little sissy’s quivering hole. 

“Fuck,” Chris cried. “Fuck.” 

His body was beginning to shudder, but not just from his throbbing penis, from deep inside him, a thunderous surrender was beginning to rock him from his core as his whimpers began to take on a different quality. 

“You feel it now, don’t you Sissy? You feel that need to please me, turning back on itself and making you cum

from a much deeper, harder place…” 

And he was cumming now, crying out as his little dick shot off onto his flat little tummy, but his orgasm was still coming, rising out from some deeper place inside him. 

“Tell me how much you love being a little sissy whore,” Mali instructed. 

Chris cried out, his body shaking, his legs trembling, his dick laying semi erect against his stomach, rolling back and forth in its own semen as Mali grinded the strap on deep into him. “I love it!” he cried. “Oh Fuck! I love it!” Then his body convulsed with one final rocking burst of pleasure before he relaxed into the bed, panting. 

“Good girl,” Mali said and gently pulled the dildo from his ass. He rolled up into a ball, trying to process what had just happened to him. She moved to the side of the bed and bent over, gently kissing his forehead. She whispered. “You belong to me now, Sissy. You have always belonged to me. 

You will always belong to me.” She took the massive strap on off and dropped it on the bed next to him. Someone would be along in a few hours to collect it and to clean it before delivering it back to her. 

Mali walked up to the door, and then stopped in the doorway to say to him without turning back. “I trust you understand now what you are and who you belong to. And there will be no more of this ridiculous talk about you leaving. Sweet dreams, Princess.” 

Sissy Surrender

Mali watched Chris’s room on the large monitor in her office. She had the sound turned up and the cameras for the other rooms turned off so she could focus. What she was doing now was a little risky, but her contact at the U.S. 

Embassy had told her that Chris’s friend James had been

asking questions about him. She wanted to see how he reacted to actually seeing the little sissy. That would tell her everything she needed to know about how to proceed. 

Chris was going through his morning exercises, a long series of very challenging yoga poses to improve his flexibility and body composition. She watched him stretching out elegantly into a downward dog during his rest. His pretty little feminine ass in the air, wearing skimpy red lace panties and a matching bra, his skin with a beautiful even tone from the tanning treatments, his perfectly formed, large tits attempting to spill out of the tight little bra, his blonde hair shimmering; he looked like the perfect version of a California surfer girl, the internationally recognized symbol for a stupid whore. 

Raven came into the room and gently squeezed Chris’s firm ass to get his attention. As Chris sat up and looked at her, she was already at his closet, pulling out a tiny, pink, silk robe. It looked like the kind of robe a massage parlor girl would wear before she was properly tipped and would pull it off to reveal her sexy, peasant’s body as she slobbered all over some tourists big, white dick. 

“You have very special guest today,” Raven said in her thick accent as she handed Chris the robe. Chris took the robe and put it on. He was always well behaved around the tall, sexy Thai ladyboy, whose gentle submission he was beginning to emulate.  “I do makeup for you. You sit, watch your video please, okay?” 

Chris nodded. Raven smiled with relief, her submissive little soul terrified of telling people what to do. 

Chris sat back in his chair as Raven started the video in his DVD player. The video started; the bold white text on the black background stating, “Cock worship, level 2.” 

Chris stared mindlessly at the screen as it flickered with fast images of women and sissies serving large, beautiful cocks. Massive penises pushed past soft lips that were stretched wide; eyes stared up at powerful alpha males whose strong hands cradled smooth faces; the pounding music; text pulsing behind every frame. “You love cock. You worship cock. You are a sissy.” 

Raven gently applied the makeup, giving Chris’s beautiful face a trashy, whorish look. After a while, Raven stood back and admired her work. She shared most Thai’s fascination for white people, and she stared at Chris with curious awe. Then she bent at the waist with elegant flourish so that her face was even with Chris’s and gave him a gentle, sisterly kiss on the lips. “You’re a pretty girl,” she said. 

Chris looked away from his video and smiled at her, then looked right back to his video. Raven stood up, nodded at the camera and left. After a few minutes the video stopped and Chris just sat there, in a mindless daze, staring straight ahead. 

Soon the door was opened, Raven stood there in her sexy little nurses outfit, being ogled by Chris’s friend James. 

She pointed with her whole hand into the room, gesturing like a spokesmodel. James’s gaze shifted from her and into the room. He stared into the room with startled awe, walking closer to get a better look. Raven stayed outside, gently closing the door behind James to give them the impression of privacy. 

“Chris, is that you?” James said. 

Chris turned in his chair to look at the Tall American and nodded, still in a daze. 

“Jesus. Everyone’s been looking for you. Fuck. You look… you look amazing.” 

Chris smiled in spite of himself then shook his head as if trying to clear it. 

“I guess dressing up as a girl really got to you,” James said, looking Chris up and down like a piece of meat. “I have to admit, ever since I saw you dressed up like that, I couldn’t stop picturing it, but this…  Fuck.” 

Chris was still staring, looking as if his mind was spinning, as if trying to piece together where he was and what was happening. 

“I’m glad you’ve been having fun though,” James said. “I’ve been having fun too actually. I sent Krista on home, and your mom and stepdad have been sending me money every week to keep up the search for you. You wouldn’t believe how many blowjobs your disappearance has paid for. I mean, I did check the embassy once, but I’ve mostly been walking the red-light districts, getting my dick sucked by the little Asian whores. It’s been a blast. Fuck…

you look amazing.” 

Chris felt the confusion begin to lift. “I… I need your help,” he told James. 

James looked at him, a little confused, and Chris wondered if he was speaking clearly in his strange, drugged filled, hypnotic daze. He focused on forming the words more carefully. “I need your help to leave here. I’ve tried, but, I can’t…” 

James said to him, “They said you wanted to be here; that the idea of you disappearing was just a misunderstanding. They even gave me a letter you signed, saying you had been accepted into a special academy, so I could show it to everyone back home.” 

“No,” Chris said. “It’s not like that. They won’t let me leave.” 

James shook his head, laughing lightly, “Stop being dramatic.” 

Chris moved forward, dropping to his knees at James’s feet, staring up at him with begging eyes, his little silk robe open a little to reveal his perfect cleavage and his flawless tan skin. “Please,” he begged. “They’ve been drugging me, hypnotizing me… I can’t fight them. I need your help.” 

James stared down at him. “Fuck you’re hot,” he said, reaching down and touching Chris’s face with his big, coarse hand. 

Chris felt the sudden rush of thrill, his face being gently stroked just like those beautiful faces in the videos. 

He pushed it down. He forced it away. “What are you doing?” he asked. 

“I just can’t get over it,” James said. “Look at you. 

You’re fucking gorgeous.” 

Chris’s whole body tingled with excitement. “Stop it,” 

he said, blushing. 

James big thumb lightly traced Chris’s thick, red, pouting lips. Chris looked up at him pleadingly, “Please,” he started to say but James shushed him. 

He looked up at James quietly as James pushed that thick thumb into his mouth. He couldn’t stop himself from parting his lips and letting his thumb slide right in. Chris looked up at James, sucking the man’s thumb gently with his wet, little mouth. “Whatever they’re doing to you here,” 

James said. “I like it.” 

Chris shook his head frantically, trying to convey his desperation, but didn’t stop sucking James thumb.  James finally pulled his thumb out and gently stroked the spit covered digit across Chris’s pretty cheekbones. 

James deep voice rolled through the room, filling it with his masculinity. “I bet you want to suck something bigger than that, don’t you whore?” 

Chris’s mouth watered and he instinctively licked hi plump red lips. “No,” he pleaded. “I don’t want to. It’s just…

It’s just the hypnosis… the mind control… the things they’re doing to me… I…” 

James shushed him again and reached his hand back to the front of his pants, opening the zipper and the button, letting the jeans fall open. 

Chris shook his head as James pulled himself out. 

Chris stared with awe at the huge cock he had spied on so many times as James fucked Krista, the woman Chris secretly loved. His mind was so confused. Had he been watching Krista that whole time, or had he really been longing to stare at this beautiful, godly dick. “Please,” Chris whimpered. “Put it away. I don’t want to...” 

“It’s okay,” James said softly, soothingly, gently coaxing him. “You don’t have to want to. You just have to open your mouth and do it anyway.” 

Chris bit his lower lip to fight the intensity of the urge to stretch his mouth open wide. He shook his head side to side, his pretty blonde hair swaying back and forth. 

James reached back down with his right hand, stroked the palm of his hand across the soft skin of Chris’s face as he reached back and took a handful of his silky hair. James pulled slightly, not enough to hurt, exactly, just enough to stop his head from moving. “Open up that slut mouth,” he said. “We both know you can’t stop yourself.” 

Chris opened his mouth, wide, his tongue outstretched slightly, eyes pointed up at James. Chris just couldn’t fight it anymore. It wasn’t his fault. The drugs, thy hypnosis, the conditioning; he just wanted it so fucking bad. 

“That’s a good little Sissy,” James said. He pressed the throbbing purple head of his big cock against Chris’s feather soft tongue. “I’ve wanted to do this since the first time Krista dressed you up as a girl.” 

The big cock began to slide forward, pressing  against Chris’s lips, pulling his mouth wider, forcing his jaw down with the massive girth of his impressive shaft. 

“Fuck yeah,” James said. “Such a wet little mouth you have.” 

James’ hand was still holding firmly to Chris’s soft, blonde hair, keeping his head steady as the cock pressed deeper into his mouth.  Chris stared up at James’ eyes, his body tingling with excitement at the way his friend was looking down on him. In all the years he had known James, always following him, trying to please him, trying to be his best and most valued friend, James had never looked at him with such interest and pleasure. Chris rested his hands on his knees as he knelt on his narrow tan legs, his silk robe hanging open showing his bra and panties underneath. 

James was staring down at his perfect, feminine skin. 

The cock slid deeper into Chris’s mouth, his eyes watering as it pressed towards the back of his mouth, pushing towards his throat with gentle, even pressure. 

“Good  girl,” James said, slowly pulling his cock out again. 

He kept pulling it out, letting it pop free of Chris’s wet mouth. “Take off that robe. And let me see those tits.” 

Chris obeyed, pulling off the robe, then reaching back and fumbling with his bra. James began to strip as well, his strong, muscular body rippling with power and masculinity. 

He looked like a Spartan warrior. Chris’s body tingled, and his dick throbbed, his tiny erection pushing against his panties. 

James stepped forward once more, his big dick standing at attention. He reached down and pinched one of Chris’s nipples, twisting it savagely. “Beautiful fucking tits,” 

he said. 

Chris whimpered. Then he reached out and grabbed that big penis that swayed in front of his face, stroking it with his small, delicate hand. 

“Tell me how much you want to suck that big cock, slut,” James ordered. 

“I want to suck it so bad. I want to taste what makes you such a man. I want to drool all over your perfect cock and swallow every inch of your meat.” 

“That’s good,” James said, taking Chris’s chin into his hand and tilting his face up as he pressed the head of his cock to Chris’s beautiful red lips once more. “That’s a good little slut.” 

Chris wrapped his lips around James’ cock, looking up at him with his pretty eyes, the drool running down the thick shaft as he pressed his face forward, taking it to the back of his mouth once more.  James held his cock steady, unmoving as Chris began to gag on it. “That’s okay,” he said gently. “You’ll get it.” 

Chris looked up at him gratefully. He never realized how kind is friend was. He wanted to thank him for his understanding and patience, but his mouth was full, gagging on the man’s amazing cock. 

“Good girl,” James said soothingly, petting his hair with his strong hand, while the other hand still held his chin. 

“Good girl.” He eased his cock back a little, releasing Chris from the frightening sensation of gagging and allowing him to catch his breath. Then, he pressed his cock back against the opening of Chris’s throat, making him begin to gag once

more. “Fuck I love the sound of you gagging on my cock,” 

James said, smiling down at him. 

Chris looked up at James with grateful awe. Why hadn’t he been practicing all this time? Hadn’t he known his dick sucking abilities were weak since the night of the beauty competition? All this time wasted… Chris suddenly caught himself, stopping that twisted train of thought. What was he thinking? He didn’t even want to be doing this. He pushed back on James thighs, trying to get some distance and regain his breath, but he was so weak. 

James hand on the back of his head held him steady, as the hand on his chin held him straight.  He whispered at Chris soothingly, “It’s okay, girl. It’s okay. Don’t fight it.” 

He was right, why was he fighting it. He opened his throat, letting the cock slide slightly in. 

“Oh yeah,” James moaned. “That’s a good whore.” He began to pull his meat back out of Chris’s mouth, then, as the head nearly rolled all the way back to Chris’s lips, he pressed forward, moaning as he pressed the cock slowly back in. Again the cock moved back and forth in Chris’s wet mouth, ridges rolling across his tongue and pressing against his plump lips. “Oh yes,” James said, sliding himself in and out of Chris’s wet mouth. “So fucking good. I can’t believe I waited this long to fuck your little faggot mouth.” 

Chris’s dick was throbbing in his panties. He felt so hot being called a whore, a sissy, a faggot… He wanted to touch himself but he was afraid James would get mad, so he just endured the pulsating need he was feeling as he slurped back and swallowed the saliva that ran out of his mouth and washed down James amazing prick. Chris’s hand stroked the base of James big dick, as he sucked as much of it as he could into his hungry little sissy mouth. 

James rolled his hips back and forth, driving himself to the limits of Chris’s ability to swallow him then rolling back, moaning as Chris jacked him with his hand and with his full, feminine lips, tight around James’ throbbing shaft. 

Chris looked up, feeling pride at the pleasure he read on James’ face. His other hand reached up and gently cupped his friend’s large, hairy balls, gently massaging the way he used to do to himself when he imagined himself with Krista, all those times in his life before. 

“Good girl,” James said. “Suck it like a good little sissy. Show me what a good little faggot you are.” 

Chris could feel some final, distant part of himself breaking, as he realized, he wanted nothing in the world more than he wanted to be a good little sissy faggot for a real man’s beautiful cock. He would never be anything else. 

He never wanted to be anything else. He loved it. He loved his place. He loved his role. He loved the feeling of the thick meat rolling across his lips. He loved the feeling of his tongue stroking the underside of a massive shaft. He loved the powerful masculine smell of James’ body. 

“That’s a good girl,” James said, moving his cock in and out of Chris’s mouth, building up speed steadily, moving faster and faster, pushing harder and harder, looking down at the beautiful face impaled on his cock. 

Chris loved the taste and feel of a real man’s cock in his mouth. He loved the cock. He worshiped the cock. The cock pressed into his throat and Chris gagged on it gratefully. “Thank you,” he mumbled incomprehensibly against the skin of James’s rock hard prick. 

“Here I come,” James grunted. “Here I cum! I’m going to cum down your stupid, sissy, faggot throat!” 

Chris looked up at him with his pretty eyes, stroking him with his small hand, working him with his wet mouth, 

wanting his cum, needed his cum, begging for his cum with eyes that burned with desperate need. 

“Fuck!” James cried, and began to shoot hot wads of salty seed into Chris’s hungry little mouth. “Fuck yes! Eat it you fucking whore! Eat it all up you faggot!” 

Chris swallowed it down in greedy gulp after greedy gulp, his hand still stroking, his other hand still gently massaging the big hairy balls, his mouth working back and forth along the gorgeous shaft. Sperm ran out his mouth, spilling across his pretty red lips, running in streams down his chin. He loved eating cum. He lived to eat cum. He continued worshiping the perfect, alpha male cock that was twitching with the last bursts of jizz, firing hot into his mouth. 

James stepped backwards as his cock slid out of Chris’s mouth. Chris looked up at him smiling deviously. 

“Take me with you,” he pleaded breathlessly. “Make me your girlfriend, your whore, your fucking slave. Just please get me out of here, okay?” 

James touched his face gently, caressing his cheek as he said, “Sorry sissy. That’s not going to happen. But thank you for the blowjob. I’m going to picture you when I’m fucking Krista, picture your pretty face sucking down my filthy spunk. I’m going to picture your whore face, and know your trapped here, and it’s going to make me cum so hard.” 

James kissed the top of Chris’s head gently, then began collecting and putting on his clothes. Chris just sat there, staring at the man, his sad little dick still pulsing with need inside his panties. As James began to leave, Chris suddenly said, “Thank you James, for letting me suck you.” 

“You’re welcome Sissy,” James said. “I might stop by for another one before I leave Thailand.” And then he turned

and walked out the door, leaving Chris alone to finally take his little dick in his hand and begin to jack himself off. 

Sissy Lovers

Chris was sitting in his room feeling sad and sorry for himself. He had tried so hard to fight the sissy urges building inside of him, but he just couldn’t. He’d never been with a girl, never even really kissed one. The closest he’d ever came to making out with a girl was when Mali had kissed him that night they met, and that was just to drug him. He hadn’t even known what it meant to be a man, and already he’d surrendered it. Chris sat at his dressing table, rested his pretty face in his little hands and began to cry. 

Very soon the door opened. A nurse was coming in with Chris’s snack, a handful of carrot sticks and almonds. 

He’d been looking forward to it all morning. He looked up to see which nurse it was. He was happy to see it was Raven, and he quickly wiped his tears away. Raven was the most beautiful nurse here, and he was constantly forgetting that she wasn’t really a girl; she was a ladyboy, a sissy, like him. 

She was so beautiful though, so perfectly feminine and charming. She had a kind, sensitive nature that always put him at ease. 

Raven was tall and slender, and her big platform boots made her seem even more long and willowy as she walked into the room in her tight little nurse’s dress, the top of it squeezing her big, fake tits obscenely. Chris wiped his tears and smiled at her. 

“Don’t be sad,” Raven said, with honest concern in her exotic, pretty eyes. She set Chris’s snack down on the dressing table and touched his shoulder softly. “I don’t like when you’re sad.” Raven’s thick accent was charming, as she struggled with her English. She was so nice. Most of the

nurses just gestured at him, or shouted in Thai, not caring that he couldn’t understand. 

“Thank you Raven,” he said. “I’ll try to be more happy.” 

Raven softly stroked his face with her long fingers, and moved behind him, so they could both look into the mirror at his dressing table. It still surprised Chris to see himself after all this time. A beautiful blonde, with sultry eyes, gorgeous tits, and flawless young skin stared back at him. He had always dreamed of being able to score with a girl who looked the way he looked now.  Then Chris’s eyes moved up to Raven. She was simply gorgeous. She could have been a model with her slender height and light skinned beauty. Those huge tits, so obviously fake, added a thrilling fetish quality to her whole appearance that made her look like some supernatural creature from a world of pure sex. 

Chris began to blush. He was just wearing his little pink thong and matching bra, and staring at Raven had given him an erection. His little hard dick was poking out the top of the little lace front of his panties. He casually placed his hand in his lap to hide it. 

Raven’s gentle touch was thrilling him, her hands, casually rubbing his shoulders, her breasts brushing the back of his head, her hair hanging down and tickling his face. Raven said to him, speaking slowly and carefully to make all the words right, “You are so beautiful. When I was a little boy, I would dream of girls that looked like you. I would see them on TV and movies and fantasize about them.” 

“Did you,” Chris stuttered. “Do you… like girls?” 

Raven nodded. “I like girls. Boys always like me, but I always like girls.” Raven leaned forward, letting her hands run down the front of Chris’s body, just outside his breasts, down his narrow ribcage, stopping just over his flat tummy

as Raven brought her face right next to his, looking into his eyes through the mirror. “You make very pretty girl,” Raven said. 

“I’ve never been with a girl,” Chris said, his heart pounding, his lips feeling dry and his mouth feeling wet. He licked his lips, looking carefully at the beautiful Asian the mirrors reflection. 

“You’re not supposed to,” Raven said. “Mali wants you to have no release. No pleasure but the pleasure from serving her. But she’s not here. She had a meeting. No one is watching us now.” Her hands gently rubbed his stomach. 

He could feel her tits against his back and her warm, minty breath on his cheek. 

Chris turned his face towards Raven, looking at her narrow, exotic features. “Can I please kiss…” 

Raven didn’t wait for him to finish speaking. She kissed his mouth, pressing her plump lips to his, gently, teasingly licking the back of his teeth. Chris pressed his tongue into Raven’s wet mouth feeling the thrill of their saliva mixing, the chemicals of each of their bodies combining. He sucked some of the shared spit back into his mouth tasting the thrill of a beautiful, feminine creature like Raven, wanting him. 

Chris stood up, moving towards the gorgeous Thai, placing his hands on her small ass as he craned his neck up to kiss her. Raven kicked off her massive heels so that they were closer to the same height, wrapping her hands around his tight, feminine ass as well. Their lips pressed together, tongues exploring each other’s mouths, hands feeling each other’s tight round asses, tits pressed together; Chris stopped kissing her and looked up into her gorgeous, dark eyes.  “You’re so beautiful,” he said. 

Raven smiled a huge smile, almost seeming to blush. 

“You are,“ she said and resumed kissing him. Chris could feel Raven’s hands moving softly up his thin, tan back. He could feel the tickle of her fingernails as they traced lightly up his spine, stopping at the clasp for his bra and gracefully releasing it. Raven stepped back, allowing Chris’s bra to fall to the floor, and she looked down at his lovely tan breasts. 

She smiled deviously, then bent at the waist and reached out, cupping each breast in one of her hands. She then tenderly kissed the nipple of one of Chris’s breasts, then moved over and sweetly kissed the other. 

Chris watched her sweetly, almost childishly kissing each of his tits. Raven was a spectacular beauty. He watched her little ass poking out from under the short white slip of a uniform she wore.  She had on slinky black satin panties. He reached up and clasped the zipper on the back of her uniform as Raven took one of his nipples into her mouth and began to gently suckle him. He worked the zipper down her back, looking at the lovely skin beneath it. 

She had a light Asian complexion, her slender body flawlessly tight. She stood up now and stepped out of the uniform. She hadn’t been wearing a bra, there really wasn’t any room in that tight uniform for one, and now that she was standing there in just her panties, her huge tits stood immaculate and proud, firm and barely moving on her narrow torso. She was like a doll: Asian Barbie. Chris was so fucking hard. So was she, he realized now. Her dick, small too but slightly larger than his, also poked out the top of her little panties. 

She saw him looking at her dick and she smiled awkwardly, looking off to the corner and rolling on her heels as if shy. Chris stepped forward again, kissing her once more. They held each other again, lips pressed together, tits pressed together, small, hard dicks pressed together, hands on each other’s soft, feminine asses. He felt Raven’s hand

wrap around his dick and begin to gently stroke him as they kissed. How many times as a kid had he jacked off, picturing a woman who looked like this? How many times had she jacked off, back when she was still a boy, imagining a girl who looked like him? He reached forward, slid his hand under her smooth panties and wrapped his delicate hand around her hard throbbing little penis. They stood there, their tongues intermingling, each with one hand on the other’s beautiful ass, and the other hand on their swollen sissy dick. 

Raven moaned; “That feels so good, beautiful,” her accent more adorably prominent as she lost focus on her words and became distracted by the pleasure in her body. 

Chris’s hand cupped that gorgeous feminine ass, feeling the soft skin of her thigh and the soft silk of her panties. He throbbed with desire. He’d never felt a woman up like this before. Never more than sneaking a little grope here and there on Krista, or on some relative and then pretending it was an accident. Now he was feeling up the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen and she liked it. She wasn’t exactly a woman; she was a ladyboy technically, but what difference did that make really? Chris slid his hand under her panties, feeling her soft ass. He pressed his middle finger into her warm crack, touching her soft asshole. 

Raven moaned, and Chris pushed his finger in a little more, feeling that tight ass pulling on his finger, welcoming him in.  Raven moaned into his ear. “You can fuck me in the ass if you want,” she said. “I’m used to it.” 

Chris whimpered, practically begging, practically crying with gratitude. “Yes please.” 

Raven pushed him back softly. She walked to the dressing table and took a tube of lubricant out of her purse then she walked back to where Chris stood. She dropped to her knees in front of Chris and kissed the head of his penis, 

as it sat against his tummy, pushed tight against his skin by the waistband of his little thong panties. Raven curled her fingertips under the waistband of his panties and peeled them down, stripping them down his legs and leaving them at his ankles.  She kissed his knee, and then kissed her way up his narrow, tan, hairless legs. She looked up at him with her mysterious eyes as she kissed up his soft, feminine thighs. She took his dick in her forefinger and thumb and lifted it up so she could gently kiss his small, hairless balls. 

She sucked them both into her small wet mouth, stroking his shaft slowly with two fingers. 

Chris moaned with pleasure. Raven stuck out her tongue and licked him in one long, wet stroke from just above his asshole, past his balls, up his shaft to the head of his penis. She then parted her full, sexy lips, and took Chris’s dick into her mouth. 

Chris was amazed. He had fantasized about having his dick sucked for so long, and it felt just as good as he imagined. He looked down at the beautiful Thai face that was moving back and forth along his small prick. He touched her beautiful dark hair, ran his hands along her slender shoulders, and tilted his head back, letting his blonde hair cascade back as he closed his eyes and sighed with pleasure. Raven kept sucking him, easily taking his little dick down to the base, slobbering all over his balls and pelvic bone. Then she finally let him slide out of her mouth. 

She took the tube of lubricant and dropped a glob of it onto her palm, then reached forward and pressed that greasy palm to Chris’s dick, stroking him wetly. Squishing sounds filled the room as thick gel oozed between her fingers and all over Chris’s pretty little cock. 

“Are you ready to fuck me?” Raven asked. 

“I want to make love to you,” Chris replied. 

Raven stood up and kissed him on the mouth again. 

“Sweet girl,” she said. Then she took him by the hand and led him to the bed. They both lay down on the bed, Raven on her back, knees up and legs spread, her beautiful tits still so huge, pressing out from her tiny body, even as gravity fought to pull them back. Chris moved between her legs and he leaned over her, kissing her mouth once more. He let his tits rest against her tits again, his greasy dick against her dick. He kissed her neck and she moaned. He kissed down to her tits and he cupped one of them in his hands and began to suck and nibble on the hard purple nipple. Raven was breathing heavy, her dick throbbing against his own, and Chris gently rocked his hips, rubbing his penis against hers as he massaged and sucked her tits. 

“Please make love to me,” Raven moaned. “I’ve never been made love to. I’ve only ever been fucked.” 

Chris leaned back and took his rigid little penis, and pressed it to Raven’s ass. Raven widened her legs, looking at him with gentle appeal in her eyes. Chris looked back in her eyes, their pretty eyes locked together as he pushed his grease coated dick into her warm asshole. Raven’s hole opened up for him easily, reminding him that the sexy Thai ladyboy was used to taking much larger men. Of course, he wasn’t even a man, not anymore. Chris reached up and cupped his own, beautiful tits in his hand, looking into Raven’s eyes. Raven was smiling at him. Her ass felt amazing wrapped around his dick. He wondered if pussy felt as good as this did. He’d probably never know. 

Chris released one of his tits and cupped one of Raven’s instead, so he had Raven’s tit in one hand and his own tit in the other, squeezing them both as he rocked his body, pushing his dick in and out of that silky smooth asshole. Raven also took one of her own tits in her hand and Chris’s tit in the other. They stared into each other’s eyes, 

Raven’s beautiful, dark gaze so entrancing he couldn’t tear himself away from it. Raven let go of her own tit and reached down, grasping instead her own dick, stroking it as Chris gently fucked her ass. 

“I’m so horny,” Raven moaned. “And your little dick feels so good inside me.”  Her hand stroked up and down the thin shaft of her cock, her mouth open slightly, her eyes beginning to close. 

Chris released his own tit and brought his hand up to his mouth, licking his palm. Then he reached down, taking over for Raven, pushing her hand away and stroking her warm cock with his moist palm. 

Raven opened her beautiful mouth and moaned, “Oh thank you, Little sister.” 

Chris wanted to kiss her mouth, but with the angle of their bodies he settled for leaning forward and kissing her gorgeous tits, rolling his hips as he pressed his cock in and out of her ass, stroking her pretty little dick in his delicate little hand. “I love you, Big Sister,” Chris said back. 

Raven began to cum, and Chris sat back up, letting the cum spray against his own, flat tummy, shooting up even to the mounds of his gorgeous tits. He felt Raven’s hot cum against his skin and he reached back, rubbing himself with his hands as he continued fucking Raven, smearing her warm cum into the skin of his slim torso and big tits. He was so turned on. Feeling the slick wetness of the ladyboy’s jizz all over his skin, fucking her tight little ass, looking at the expressions of pleasure on her beautiful exotic face; Chris felt his own orgasm beginning to build. “I’m going to cum,” 

Chris whimpered. 

Raven had her own tits in her hands, pressing them together, looking up at him with passion on her face. Chris pulled his dick out of her ass and began to stroke himself, 

moving up her body quickly, sitting on her ribcage as he began to shoot his load on her big, porn star tits.  Chris felt an intense sensation of release as he shot wad after wad of hot semen onto Raven’s beautiful chest. She moaned, looking back up at him, pressing her titts together as he spurted off on them. 

He leaned back, panting as his dick twitched out the last little droplets of cum. Raven ran her hands across her tits, smearing his spouge all over them. Chris felt suddenly so limp and relaxed. 

Chris collapsed down onto her, resting his head against the warm pillow of her tits, his face feeling the wetness of the cum that had been sprayed there. He slowly caught his breath, feeling deeply relaxed and content. “I think I love you,” he told Raven again. 

Raven laughed, but her voice sounded happy. “Now you sound like a boy. Thinking you love first girl that lets you fuck her.” 

Chris laughed too, but he didn’t think that was right. 

How long had he loved Krista? She seemed so distant now. 

He could hear Raven’s beating heart through her breast. “If I could escape,” he asked. “Would you come with me?” 

“I’m safe here,” Raven said. “I have to do what I have to do, but I’m always safe. It’s different for you. You can go back to America. I have to stay in Thailand. How would I live outside of here? I would do the same thing I do inside here. 

Suck dick. Eat pussy. Lick asshole. That is all I know.” 

Chris looked up at her in shock. Did she say lick asshole? Was that something people actually did? He imagined the warm, wet sensation of someone licking his ass. Raven must have read his mind because she laughed. 

“Roll onto your stomach, pretty girl,” Raven said. “I’ll show you.” 

Chris instantly obeyed and Raven laid her body over his legs, reaching up and separating his cheeks. She began kissing his asshole like it was a pretty little mouth. Chris moaned with shocked pleasure, and before he knew it his dick already getting hard again. Raven rolled onto her back, her hands on Chris’s hips, guiding him to sit on her face. 

Chris knelt over her face, feeling his own beautiful tits, raven stroking his cock with one hand while the other held one of his cheeks, her tongue reaching deep into his asshole. 

That’s how Mali found them, a few minutes later, when she walked into the room. 

Breaking the Sissy’s Will Chris struggled against the leather cuffs that held his hands in place. His skin hurt and every muscle in his body felt like it was on fire from the long hours spent shackled in the awkward pose. His hands were chained to the rough cement floor of some kind of dark basement. His waist was draped across the rough wooden beam of a saw-horse, his toes barely touching the floor. He was straining to press against the cold cement to try and relieve the pressure of his body weight resting on his small, shaven testicles. The small pain was little more than an annoyance but it was filling his mind, becoming more significant by its unrelenting consistence. So he struggled to gain some small measure of relief, his weak muscles and tendons straining from the constant effort. He’d been like this for hours. 

Finally the door opened. Someone else was entering the room. He looked between his long, silky smooth legs to see her entering the room. Mali was wearing skintight black leather pants and Knee high, leather, spike heeled boots. 

She wore a tight spandex top and leather gloves that came to elbows of her thin, perfectly sculpted arms. 

She walked up to his body, her heels clicking on the concrete floor. “You have disappointed me, Princess,” she said, her long fingers tracing their way slowly up his spine as she walked beside him, moving towards his head. Her fingers ran up every vertebra, sending chills of pleasure and fear flooding across his body. Her fingertips ran across the base of his skull as she turned and started walking back around him once more. When she was standing behind him once more, she crouched down so she was looking between his legs into his face. 

“I’m sorry,” he whimpered. 

She shook her head slightly, her beautiful face maintaining the same severe and unfriendly expression he had grown to accept as permanent. “I do not accept your apology.” She reached up her hand, moving it above her head, raising it to the level of his balls, which were pressed between his body and the rough wooden post. She flicked one of his balls with her finger, making him gasp with a sudden jolt of pain. “I have invested so much time and expertise on your conditioning, and you ignore it? You just go about doing what you want as if you didn’t belong to me; as if you were more than just my slave… Disappointing.” 

She flicked his testicle once more and he whimpered. 

“I’m sorry,” he said again. 

She sighed and stood back up. The heels on her boots clicked slowly as she strolled around him once more, stopping at his face. Chris could only see the tip of her narrow boots on the floor below his dangling head. Her feet were so small. They must be absolutely gorgeous. To fit in those narrow boots, she must have had the tiniest, most perfectly formed feet. He could feel the blood rushing to his penis, as if there was anything he could do, as if there was anything it could possibly do but get him into more and deeper trouble. He took a deep breath, focusing on other things, trying to push the image of those small toes, perfectly painted and soft, narrow curving arches. It was no use. He couldn’t stop it. His dick was getting hard. 

She moved again, her boots clicking as she began circling him once more. Suddenly they stopped, right beside him. He could see them, and see her narrow, legs and tiny thighs standing near his ribs. She knelt again and reached out with one finger and thumb, grabbing his hard little dick between them. “What is this?” she asked. “Did I give you permission to have an erection? Did anyone ask to see your little worm?” 

“No ma’am,” he said. 

She handled him roughly, stretching him as she moved his little dick from side to side as if inspecting it. “Of course no one asked to see it. It’s a pathetic and worthless thing. Many trainers like to have them removed.” She made a gesture with two fingers of her other hand, as if they were scissors closing over the shaft of his penis.  His heart pounded with fear, but still his dick throbbed with idiotic desire.  Suddenly she flung his dick away with aggressive indifference, causing it to bounce painfully against the wood beam. “I don’t agree with them though. You see all boys, even pathetic little sissy faggot boys like you; all boys can be controlled by their penis.” 

He watched and listened as her boots slowly circled him once more. The suspense of what she was going to do filled him with terror and strange, unescapable desire. In spite of how much he hated her, and how horrible she was to him, she was still the most exotic and beautiful woman he’d ever seen. 

He heard the door open. Someone else was coming into the room. He looked between his gorgeous legs, and soon she came into view, one of the flat faced little nurses who hated him, smiling deviously as she carried a small metal tube attached to some kind of metal box with dials and gauges on it. She looked at him tauntingly as she took his rigid little dick and slid the metal tube over it, tightening a little collar at the end, locking it in place. She set some of the nobs then took a little remote control out of a holder on the side and took it as she walked over towards Mali. She could hear her say something to Mali in Thai then she went to another part of the room and picked something up. Chris could see the edge of another saw horse being dragged to him. The nurse left if sitting just in front of him. It was slightly shorter than the one under his hips. 

The flat faced nurse unlocked the chain that held his shackles to the floor, and then moved the end of each chain to a link on the new saw horse. Mali stepped over him, one boot on either side of his armpits as she wrapped her fingers in his long blonde hair and lifted him up off the floor by it. He cried out helplessly as the weight of his body was carried by his hair at one point and by his tender aching balls on another. It only lasted a moment though. The nurse slid the saw horse under him and Mali eased him back down, the weight of the upper half of his body was now resting on his perfect tits, the rough wood coarse and painful against his nipples. The nurse tightened the chains at his hands then bowed to Mali then left the room. 

Mali held the strange remote in her hand and she walked over to the wall, removing a short, three headed whip from a stand that was mounted there. She now held a frightening implement in each hand as she walked back towards him. His entire weight was carried by his testicles and his nipples, his hips sitting just slightly higher than his chest as he looked up at Mali with fear on his pretty face. 

She pressed a button on the remote, and to his utter surprise it was pleasure he was feeling. A soft warmth and vibration ran through the tube producing an amazing sensation in his hard little prick. He moaned with pleasure in spite of the discomfort of the rest of his body. 

“Good sissies get rewarded,” she was saying, the amazing sensation of pleasure feeling as good as anything he’d ever felt. “And bad sissies,” she added, hitting the other button. “Get punished.” 

The shocking electricity running through his dick now was like being in an electric chair that only touched your dick. He cried out through clenched teeth, his dick even more rigid now as the electicity pulsed painfully through it. 

It only lasted a second, but he was painting and tired the moment it passed, leaving him drained and weak. 

“Today,” she said. “You’re going to learn that the only release from your suffering is giving pleasure to others. Not just any other’s though, the superior others, the others that own you. Who owns you right now, Sissy?” 

“You do,” he said. 

“Good girl,” she told him, and rewarded him with a few seconds of intense pleasure. She moved around him again, moving to the other side of the room and taking something off a table back there. When she walked around to the front of him again she had her massive black strap on buckled to her waist. He noticed now, as she moved in front of him that his head was the exact level of her strap on. He wished that the idea that she was going to make him suck that big, frightening dildo didn’t fill him with excitement. He wished he hadn’t been programmed so powerfully to want that big black dildo in his mouth. 

Mali continued speaking as her hand gently stroked his soft blonde hair. “Today you’re learning to deep throat.” 

She took a small silver bell, the kind you might ring for service at an old fashioned hotel, and placed it under his right hand. “I’m going to test your limits of cock sucking today. If at any time you can’t take it anymore, all you will have to do is ring your bell and I will remove that dildo from your throat until you say you’re ready to take it again. But there is a simple rule you must be aware of: when the dildo is in your mouth you get the pleasure, but when the dildo isn’t inside your mouth, you get the pain.” 

She then hit the button on her remote that activated the pain, causing him to whimper and shudder with the sudden surprise of it. 

“Oh fuck,” he cried. “Please… Please…” 

“Please what?” Mali asked with indifference. 

“Please put it in my mouth,” he whimpered. 

She slid the massive black dildo through the threshold of his pretty red lips and instantly the pain disappeared, being replaced by the most exciting and intense sensation his dick had ever experienced. He sighed with the amazing pleasure radiating in his penis as the dildo pushed farther into his mouth. The feeling of the massive black dildo stretching out his mouth wasn’t bad. It was kind of comforting, until it hit the back of his throat and he began to gag. He struggled against the suffocating feeling of the massive cock head pressing into his throat. 

Mali spoke to him, her silky voice holding no sympathy even as she said, “It’s okay Princess, just relax. 

You can do it. Just relax that slutty little fuckhole.” 

Chris tried to relax his throat but he just couldn’t do it. He began frantically ringing the bell. 

Mali slid her hips back, sliding the cock from his mouth and the moment it was free and he was frantically gasping for air, the shock of the pain in his cock made his struggle for breath even more intense and uncontrollable. 

He was panting and whimpering. “Put it back in,” he whimpered. “Put it back in.” 

“I’m sorry,” Mali said. “I can’t hear you. You’re going to have to speak up.” 

“Please Ma’am, please. Put it back in.” 

“Put what in where, Princess?” 

His dick felt like it was on fire. “Put that big black cock back into my throat! Please!” 

Mali placed a hand gently on his long blond hair, caressing it as she pressed the cock back into his mouth. 

The pain disappeared and the pleasure returned, its intensity almost as overwhelming as the pain had been. The black dildo was pressing at his throat again, and immediately that desperate, uncontrolled feeling of panic returned. 

Mali gently stroked his hair. Her voice was soft and sensual, even though it was devoid of feeling as she said, 

“Focus on the pleasure. Focus on how good it feels in your little dick. How good it feels to be a little whore for me. Let the pleasure relax you. Let the pleasure float up and relax your throat.” 

Chris felt the pleasure take over and he felt deeply relaxed. For just a moment, the panic went away and the gagging stopped. But suddenly his mind snapped back and the foreign presence of that massive black dong piercing his throat filled him with terror and he began to gag once more, frantically ringing his little silver bell. 

The cock slid out of his mouth, and the pain returned. 

Each time the pain went away he forgot it, and each time it returned it was a terrible surprise. He whimpered and begged inarticulately. 

“You are very disappointing to me,” Mali said. “I expected much better progress from you. How can I sell you when you are still such a substandard product?” 

“Please,” he whimpered. “The cock… The cock...” he looked pleadingly at the massive strap on buckled to her waist. 

She brought the three headed whip down suddenly across his narrow, tan back. The sharp pain of it made him arch and gasp. 

“Please Ma’am; stick that big dildo back in my throat. 

I’ll do better.” 

Again the cock was pushing towards his mouth and he jerked forward eagerly to wrap his red lips around it. As soon as he had the massive black head in his soft little mouth the pain disappeared and the pleasure returned. 

“That’s good,” Mali said, letting the dildo rest with just the tip in his mouth as he eagerly sucked it, drool dripping down his chin. “You’re learning. Your only pleasure… your only relief from pain, is pleasing others. 

Pleasing superior people like me.” 

Chris looked up at her, sucking the dildo deeper into his wet little mouth, imagining she could feel his soft little tongue tickling the underside of it. 

She stroked his hair softly again. “Take it down your throat, Princess,” she said. “Show me what a good little cock sucking whore you can be.” 

Chris closed his eyes and focused on the pleasure vibrating in his hard little penis. He focused on the pleasure of Mali’s lovely hand gently stroking his hair like he was a beloved pet. He focused on the pleasure of the firm ridges of the rubbery dildo pressing against his lips and tongue. He felt his whole body relax. He felt his throat relax, and he pressed himself forward as best he could to take the dildo deeper.  Mali took it as a que and gently pushed her hips forward, easing the dildo deeper and deeper into his mouth. 

He felt warm and relaxed and happy as the dildo slid into his throat. 

He focused on that deep feeling of contentment. He focused on the pleasure radiating in his penis. He allowed himself to relax into becoming nearly nothing as the dildo was pressed deeper and deeper into his accepting throat. 

“Good girl,” Mali said, petting his cheek, and he looked up at her feeling a sense of pride and accomplishment, the giant, strap on cock buried almost

entirely to its base in his mouth. His pretty red lips stretched around it. His tits and balls were pressed against the solid wood of the beams his body was splayed across.  His dick was tingling with strange tingling pleasure. “I’m proud of you, princess,” Mali said. “You have found another way to be useful. Probably the most someone like you could ever do to be useful. Instead of a worthless little man, you are a wonderful, gorgeous suck doll.” She pressed the dildo that final inch, pressing the base of it against Chris’s beautiful lips. 

She kept the artificial cock buried in his throat as she gently spoke to him. “Have you ever heard of Pavlov’s dog?” 

she asked, but of course Chris had no way to answer. “In simple terms the dog was trained to feel something, even when the thing that made him feel it was taken away, just by the power of association. Well, you are Mali’s dog. Every time you deep throat you’re going to feel this pleasure I’m allowing you to experience now. Eventually we won’t need any special toys, just the act of opening that pretty little mouth and accepting cock into it will fill you with deep physical pleasure. You won’t be able to control yourself or resist it. The pleasure of service, the pleasure of submission, will overwhelm your weak little sissy mind, and you will physically react with pleasure. I’m telling you this now, because there’s nothing you can do about it. It’s going to happen no matter what you do.” She eased the dildo out of his mouth and as it passed from his lips the pleasure stopped. 

He felt relieved that the pain did not take its place, but he was desperate to feel the intensity of that pleasure again. It was so deep and enticing, somehow just shy of enough to actually give him an orgasm. It was just enough stimulation to keep him in a constant state of nearly there, without ever allowing him to cross over that edge. He

sighed, wanting that pleasure back so bad he was nearly in tears. His dick was throbbing with the need for release. 

Mali walked to the side of him and knelt down, removing the tube from his hard little dick. She stared at it for a moment, and his little penis jerked with anticipation that she might do something to relieve his frustration, but instead she flicked the head of his prick with her finger, causing a short sharp pain and making his dick retreat into limpness. She then clamped a small metal device over his dick that resembled a cage, which locked his dick in a state of limpness. She tugged on the cage sharply to make sure it was fastened securely in place, and then she looked over at him. “This is to prevent any more nonsense like I saw with Raven the other day.” She shook his little dick, hanging limply locked in its cage, as if for emphasis. “You need to understand this doesn’t belong to you. In fact, no part of your little whore body belongs to you anymore. All of it belongs to me, until I decide to sell it to someone else. She took the key that she had used to lock up his penis and hung it around her neck with a long silver chain. The small, silver, old fashioned key hung delicately, catching the light, as it dangled in the cleavage of Mali’s perfectly formed breasts. 

She stood up and touched the top of his head. “You did well today, Princess,” she said, and in spite of his frustration and discomfort he felt a flood of pleasure and warmth flowing through him at the thought of making her proud. 

She left him chained there, chained to the wooden beams and half an hour later the little flat faced nurse came in and unchained him, fitted him into a tight pink corset with matching panties and led him back to his room. 

The Sissy Great Escape

Chris didn’t know what to do. He wanted to escape. 

His will would be strong. He was ready to go, to leave this place behind, but then Mali would come around and he would feel the need to please her and be her perfect little pet sweep over him and take over his mind and body. He didn’t know what to do. No matter how strong he got, he was always weak when Mali came around. 

He thought with wistful longing about that magical moment he had spent with Raven, making love to the beautiful Thai ladyboy. He thought about Krista and his still burning love for her as well. He thought about how much he missed home: his mom and his stepdad. He thought about his dick, locked in a little cage and how much he missed being able to touch it whenever he wanted to; especially when he looked in the mirror and saw his gorgeous feminine body.  He stood in front of the mirror now, inspecting his breasts, large and firm but natural looking. He looked at his pretty face and his long golden hair. His willowing form, from the hormones, surgical rib removal and corset training, was beginning to take on a slender hourglass shape. 

He liked the way he looked. Part of him was happy to see himself looking like that in the mirror, but another part of him wished he could still be a man so he could fuck himself. Not that a girl like him would have ever gone for a man like the man he had been. 

He wished he could think clearly. All the hypnosis and conditioning was twisting his mind so that he didn’t know what was coming from inside and what was coming from outside his brain. He was Mali’s Pavlovian pet. Was that perhaps all he had ever been? He needed to stop looking at himself in the mirror. His little cock was straining against the

cold steel of the chastity device it was locked into, trying desperately and painfully to get erect. 

He turned away from the mirror and sat down.  He took deep breaths trying to relax his penis by force of will. 

Eventually it began to work, but then the door to his room opened and Raven walked in, wearing that tight little white nurse’s dress over her tiny Asian body and massive artificial breasts. His dick once more began to throb against the cage. 

She walked in with a tray of food for him, his little cluster of hormones and vitamins, like colorful candies, piled to one side. She set the tray down on his little table. Raven smiled at him, apology in her eyes, and then she turned and left without saying anything. Chris sat down to eat his tiny little handful of food; with his tiny stomach he probably wouldn’t even be able to eat all of it. That’s when he noticed a note tucked halfway under the little bowl of rice. 

“I sorry I got you trouble,” the note read. He didn’t care if she had gotten him in trouble, it had been worth it. 

“If you still want escape I help you. I don’t come, but I make Mali not watch you tonight. I make her watch me instead. At seven pm she will not be watching. You escape then. I try to meet you out and say goodbye if I can. Here is a map. I miss you. Love Raven.” 

Chris turned carefully away from the camera and folded the little note up, tucking it between his firm breasts, held tight together by the corset he was wearing. This was it. He was escaping tonight. He wished he was taking Raven with him, but she had to make her own choices, even if that choice was to remain a slave. 

Mali looked up as Raven walked into her office. The little Thai ladyboy looked delicious wearing the little micro mini pleated skirt, and tight tank top that said bimbo across

her tits. The outfit had always been Mali’s favorite, and combining that with Raven’s hair being in pony tails and perfectly applied make-up made her look almost irresistible. 

She strolled in, her long, perfect model’s body highlighted by her slender heels. 

Mali tried to keep the harshness in her voice as she said, “I did not summon you.” 

“I’m sorry,” Raven said. “I was just hoping that there was some way I could please you.” 

Mali stared at the beautiful freak for a moment, and then she stood up and opened the zipper on her black dress, revealing her succulent skin and beautiful curved body as she allowed the dress to drop to the floor.  She stood gazing at Raven who looked down, growing self-conscious under her harsh glare. 

“You’re very beautiful, Ma’am,” Raven said softly. 

“Come here, Pet,” Mali instructed. 

Raven stepped forward, suddenly stricken with delightful timidity. If Raven had been born a woman, the natural beauty she possessed would have made her tediously confident and very difficult to train and condition. 

Even a nothing little village girl, if she looked like Raven, would have some level of pride. But as a broken man, Raven was deliciously adapted to her place as Mali’s slave and most beloved pet. 

Mali held out her hand for Raven to kiss and the ladyboy bowed slightly as she took Mali’s long slender hand into her hers and kissed it reverently. 

Chris waited for diner to come. That was going to be his chance, now that he knew Raven was distracting Mali all he had to do was get passed the mean little flat faced nurse who hated him. The nurse came in with his dinner and his

nighttime pills. Chris took the pills in two handfuls, swallowing the first then saving the other. Then he moved closer to the angry little nurse. He moved as close as he could, invading the woman’s space with his soft, luscious skin, barely covered in his pink corset and panties. 

The nurse stepped away suddenly. “Bad slave,” the woman said, the only English she ever spoke to him, although he knew she understood it very well. 

“I’m sorry,” Chris said. “I’m just so lonely. Isn’t there something I can do to please you?” 

She shouted at him in Thai but he ignored her. He dropped to his knees and knelt down, kissing her clumsy little feet. “Please,” he said. “Pretty please.” 

She hesitated, as if unsure how to handle his sudden affection. He kissed his way up her legs, noting that she did, actually, have a very nice little body. She moaned softly as he kissed up to her thighs, pushing her little dress up and revealing the pink satin panties she wore. She did nothing to stop him as he pressed his face forward and touched his lips to the fabric of her panties, giving her a gentle kiss above the warm sweet smelling cunt. He could actually feel the heat coming off her tight little pussy. He had no idea how much she wanted him. 

The woman spoke weakly, pushing at his shoulders without any real force, as if just going through the motions so she could say she tried. “Bad slave,” she said again. 

Chris ran one of his long fingers gently under her panties and felt the shaved little cunt beneath it. It felt smooth and warm and it smelled delicious. His dick was straining against his cage. He didn’t expect this to excite him so much.  He smiled up at her teasingly then kissed his way up her body, kissing up her white dress, over the small mounds of her firm breasts and to the nurse’s mouth. 

What the nurse didn’t know what that Chris had been saving his nighttime sedatives for several days, and as he went to kiss the nurse, he bit into them, releasing the flood of liquid within and kissing it between the nurse’s small soft lips as he pressed his own lips wetly against them.  The nurse kissed him back eagerly. He unzipped the little white dress that was her uniform and let it collapse to the floor. He led her back to his bed, guided her to sit at the edge. 

The nurse looked at him, eyes a little glazed but still alert. He was glad. He wanted an excuse to eat that pussy. 

He wanted to bring this woman to orgasm more than he could remember ever wanting anything.  He reached down and pulled the nurses panties down over her smooth brown legs. He guided her legs open and pressed his face between her thighs, kissing along the inside of her narrow legs with gentle little pecks. 

The nurse giggled, and then moaned when Chris suddenly pressed his lips to her warm, tight little pussy. He savored the silky feeling of her skin beneath his tongue as he pressed the wet tip against her warm twat. She moaned again, running her hands through his soft blonde hair. She sounded drunk and he wondered if the medicine was starting to take effect as he gently sucked her clit between his plump and luscious lips. 

“Uh huh,” the nurse whined. “Good slave.” She pressed her clit strongly against his mouth, grinding herself against him as she gently petted his golden hair. He reached up and pressed his hands to the small cleft of her tiny ass, feeling her weight as he pulled her to his mouth even tighter. He teased her clit with the tip of his tongue and he slid one hand out from under her, pressing two fingers to her tight little cunt and pressing them into the wet opening. 

She ground her hips against his face furiously, whimpering like a lunatic as he sucked her clit and finger fucked her. 

She was moaning and shrieking in Thai and he began to worry the noise would alert someone. He figured the best way to quiet her was to get her off quicker. He curved his fingers up inside her as he sucked gently but firmly on her swollen little clit. He looked up at her with his pretty eyes. 

Her face, actually kind of pretty in this light, looked at him slightly drunk. She was having trouble holding her head up, but her hips were very much active, rocking against his face as her thighs tightened against his ears. She was grinding against his face, hands firm against his hair, faster and faster, growing louder and louder until suddenly she stopped. Every muscle in her body froze in tight strenuous agitation and her shrieks turned to merely a low and inarticulate sound. 

She collapsed back on the bed. “Good slave,” she said, her voice far away. 

He continued to suck her clit but she shuddered as if she was sore and he released her from his mouth. He looked up at her. She seemed awake, but unaware, curling up on his bed with a content and relaxed smile. He helped guide her under the covers and pulled the covers up to hide her from the camera. 

He stripped down to just his little pink panties then picked up her small nurse’s dress and slid it over him. It didn’t fit; it was too short, barely covering his ass in the back and his nipples in the front which were nearly popping out with the tightness of the dress against his big, firm breasts. He took her nurses cap and slid it on his blonde hair and then he walked out, turning out the lights and closing the door behind him. 

He walked to the end of the hallway and using the nurse’s key ring he opened the door out of his little area. He double checked the map Raven had given him to verify his course, before traveling down another hallway, past another

locked door and out into a large room that appeared to be some kind of waiting room. It was empty except for a massively built guard standing behind a large desk. He laughed and spoke with an eastern European accent when he said, “Who do you think you’re fooling with that outfit, you stupid little bimbo?” 

He moved towards him, trying to walk seductively in the skin tight uniform, splitting at the seams. “Please,” he said. “I’ll do anything.” 

“Of course you’ll do anything. Raven said you would. 

That’s your fucking job. You’ll do anything I want, and then I’ll probably let you go. But who knows, maybe not. Get over here whore.” 

He obeyed, feeling scared and abused but unexplainably aroused. When Chris was standing right in front of him, he moved forward, pushing Chris’s ass against the desk as he reached up with one of his massive hands and squeezed one of his tits, pressing down on his hard little nipple with the thumb. “I was here when they brought you in,” he said, looking Chris up and down like a piece of meat. 

“I couldn’t wait to see what they did to you. I’m impressed.” 

The man’s other hand was sliding up Chris’s tan thigh to his soft, firm ass. “Mali sure knows her business. She certainly turned you from a worthless little shit into a gorgeous little fuck.” 

“Thank you,” Chris said, wishing he didn’t really mean it. He wished he was just pretending when the strong hand of the cruel guard made his body tingle with need. 

Chris hated the sight of the man. He was the kind of man he’d always hated, who’d always taunted and teased him, but he couldn’t stop himself from peeking down at the man’s lap to try and get a peek at the outline of his cock. 

The guard pinched Chris’s ass roughly. Chris once again felt the discomfort of his penis pressing against the steel of the chastity device it was locked in as his dick tried to get hard. Why was this turning him on? He didn’t care anymore. “Can I please suck you?” he asked. 

The guard laughed. “Maybe I’ll fuck your little ass.” 

Chris shook his head. He wasn’t ready for that. 

“Please,” he said. “I’d rather suck you.” 

“Well get on your knees little whore,” he said. “If you get me off fast enough maybe I won’t get a chance to tear open that tight little ass of yours.” 

Chris instantly dropped to his knees. His small thin legs resting on the cold wood floor, he looked up at the savage man in front of him and began to open his pants. 

Just as he was letting his pants fall to his ankles and was staring into the single eye of this massive cock, Chris heard a voice. It was Raven. She was coming up from another door, strolling into the room on her heels. She was wearing her nurse’s dress once more. 

“Can I help?” Raven asked. 

“Oh fuck yes,” the guard said. “Get your gorgeous ass down here and help your little friend.” 

Raven knelt beside him, the big gorgeous dick between them as she smiled lovingly and stared into Chris’s eyes. Raven wrapped her lips around the side of the thick shaft about half way down. Chris followed her example and wrapped his lips around it at the same point so their lips pressed together in a kiss on either side of his massive prick. The guard placed a hand gently on each of their heads as they stroked him in unison with their lips, as if their two mouths had combined to make one, soft wet hand to jack him off with. 

Their lips pressed together, drooling all over the thick cock. They stroked his cock with their little mouths as he moaned with pleasure. “Oh fuck yes,” he said. “You fucking faggots are good little cocksuckers.” 

They moved their heads back and forth, lips wet against his skin, their tongues flicking out and making contact on the underside of his rigid shaft, they began to kiss each other across the barrier of his thick meat as both their heads continued to work their way back and forth. 

Raven reached up and began to stroke him gently just ahead of the path of their little mouths, as they gazed into each other’s eyes. Chris wished Raven was coming with him, but he was glad she was here. He understood this was her way of saying goodbye. 

Raven reached out her free hand laying it on Chris’s lap palm up as they knelt, knees touching on the floor. Chris reached down and took her hand, holding it tightly as they stroked the man together with their lips. They held hands as Raven took the cock and pointed it slightly towards herself, then moved her face around and, opening her mouth wide, swallowed the cock deep down her throat. She squeezed Chris’s hand reassuringly as Chris watched her deep throat the massive cock. Chris watching, in awe of the ladyboy’s perfect beauty and grace, even while her mouth was stretched wide and her throat bulged with cock. 

Raven slid her gorgeous red lips off of the cock and pointed it at Chris questioningly, as if offering him a bite of her salad. Chris’s mouth flooded with saliva and he nodded eagerly. She held it for him as he opened wide and let that fat dick slide into his mouth. 

The guard moaned. His voice had that far away sound of someone lost in pleasure. “That’s a good whore.” 

Chris focused on relaxing from deep inside his core, letting that relaxation float up and take over the muscles of his neck and to relax his esophagus. He focused on the calming sensation of Raven holding his hand, and of her other hand petting his narrow back affectionately. He closed his eyes and he savored the strong feeling of every contour of the massive cock sliding past his lips, across the surface of his gently stroking tongue, and deep into the tight passage of his throat. 

“Fuck,” the guard said distantly as his cock was buried all the way down Chris’s throat. “They sure trained you right.” 

Chris almost blushed with sudden pride, and he backed his face up, letting the cock slide just out of his throat before moving forward and letting it press right back in. He opened his eyes and looked at Raven who smiled at him encouragingly, lovingly even, before turning and moving her pretty Asian face between the man’s legs so she could lick and suck his balls. 

“Oh fuck yes,” the guard moaned. “You little faggot whores are about to make me cum.” 

Chris slid the man out of his throat then out of his mouth, stroking him hard and fast with his pumping little fist as the cock hovered in front of his mouth. He held his mouth open in front of the guard’s big dick as he jacked him off, the man’s head turned skyward as he moaned with pleasure.  Raven was beside him now, pressing her soft cheek to Chris’s as she also held her mouth open in front of the throbbing penis. 

He began to erupt, spurting hot milky cum into both of their mouths and across their lips and cheeks. They turned and kissed each other, lost in the warm tenderness of each other’s mouths, even as Chris continued to Jack the

man’s cock and the man continued to spray their faces with salty jizz.  It was almost romantic, like kissing in the rain, except they were kissing in a rain of semen, splattering across the soft skin of their pretty faces as they passionately kissed goodbye.  Their lips were locked together, tongues pressed into each other’s mouths as the guard fired off his last sprays of semen against their skin and into their hair. 

They stopped kissing and gazed into each other’s cum covered faces. 

“I’m going to miss you,” Chris said. 

Raven kissed him again. She handed him the key to his chastity cage and a small bottle of hormones. “You’re going to want to keep taking these,” she said. “At least until you can decide what you want to do next. Otherwise you’re going to get sick.” 

“Thank you,” Chris said. 

“Go,” Raven said softly, holding back her tears. 

Chris smiled one last time, then got up, walked out the front door, and ran out into the streets of Bangkok wiping tears and semen off his face. 

Desperate and Broke in the City of Sin

Chris didn’t know where he was, but he was somewhere in Bangkok, in one of the red light districts. 

Everywhere he looked there were tourists traveling with young Thai hookers in their arms. Thin, dark skinned girls and ladyboys marched up and down the street, pressing their lithe young bodies against the middle aged white men who traveled down the road, gawking and window shopping. 

Chris was getting a lot of stares in his skin tight little nurse’s dress, his big breasts fighting to squeeze their way out of

the top, his gorgeous blonde hair toppling wildly across his narrow shoulders and brushing his slim, tan back. The men stared at him with open lust and the working girls stared at him with vaguely threatening jealousy. He had to get out of this area. As he hurried down the street men tried to stop him every couple of feet so they could fondle his ass and tits while they offered him money. He ignored them as best he could and pushed his way through, eventually making it to some nice neighborhood. 

As he walked along the streets of this area though a policeman caught him and, yelling at him in Thai, herded him back to the red light district. He was exhausted. It felt like he had been wandering around the same couple of streets for days. He had no money and no ID. His tiny tummy was rumbling with hunger. He tried to stop and rest but everywhere he stopped the prostitutes thought he was trying to steal their business and they forced him to move on. He just needed a place to rest, and something to eat. 

He was leaning against the wall of an alley, his eyes drooping closed. He might have fallen asleep standing there for just a moment or two, he wasn’t really sure for how long. 

Suddenly a voice woke him and he stood up again, shielding his face from the anticipation of slaps from some angry streetwalker, but it was an American man speaking to him. 

“Hi,” the man said. “I’m Tom. What are you, Russian or something? You’re beautiful.” 

Chris just smiled, looking down, blushing slightly. Tom seemed nice. Almost like a gentleman. He hadn’t even started feeling Chris up yet. 

“Would you like to come back to my apartment,” the man asked. He held a couple of Thai bills in his hands, waving them enticingly at Chris. The money wasn’t much, barely enough to buy himself a change of clothes and a

bowl of noodles, but the idea of being in an apartment, a bed, a hot shower…

“The whole night?” Chris asked hopefully. 

Tom’s jaw fell open. “Your voice? You’re a ladyboy?” 

Chris swallowed hard. It had never occurred to him somehow, but that was exactly what he was now. He nodded his head, afraid to speak again. 

“Wow,” the man said. “I’ve never been with a ladyboy, but you’re breathtaking.” 

Chris shifted his legs. Why did his stupid little dick have to start tingling every time someone gave him a compliment? “Thank you,” he whispered, trying to sound feminine. 

The man pulled another small bill out of his pocket; perhaps another bowl of noodles worth of money.  “I just think you’re gorgeous. Come home with me.” 

Chris nodded reluctantly. 

“Good girl,” Tom said and took him by the hand, leading him a few streets down to a simple but clean looking apartment building. As he led Chris inside, he was talking. “I hope you don’t take this the wrong way; I love Thai girls, but I’ve been in Bangkok a long time. I can’t remember the last time I’ve been with a pretty little white girl like you.” 

Chris had to take a deep breath because, again, as Tom called him pretty Chris felt the blood rushing to his dick, and the last thing he wanted was a humiliating little hard on poking against the tight fabric of his dress. Tom led him into an elevator and up to his room on the top floor. He took him into a beautiful but simple room, with large glass windows that looked out over a breathtaking view of the lights of Bangkok. 

“This is beautiful,” Chris said. 

“It’s okay,” Tom said, already starting to strip down. 

Chris hugged himself nervously. His arms squeezing his tits that he had almost forgotten were there.  It was comforting somehow, squeezing those gorgeous tits, feeling them flatten out slightly against his torso. 

“Your English is very good,” Tom said, still assuming he was Russian. “How long have you been a whore?” 

Chris wanted to tell him he wasn’t a whore, but there was no way he was ever going to be able to say that again, not after tonight. “I’m just starting, I guess,” he said instead. 

Tom laughed. “That’s what all you little hookers say.” 

He made a fake high pitched voice. “Oh mister this is my first time.” He laughed again. He was completely naked now, his big dick hanging limply between his legs. “Come here,” he told Chris. 

Chris stepped forward and the man took him into his arms. Chris was surprised by how comforting it was; having the middle aged man holding him. He had never wanted to kiss a man, but now he turned his face up and opened his mouth slightly, surrendering to the need to be comforted by a real man. 

The man kissed him, his strong lips surprisingly gentle, and it made Chris’s body tingle with expectation. 

Tom’s hands ran up and down Chris’s back, up under his short little dress and squeezed his small round ass. “I can’t wait to fuck your little ass,” he said. 

Chris felt a nervous tingle. “I was hoping I could just blow you,” he said. 

The man smiled sweetly and Chris began to feel relieved thinking that Tom would tell him that would be

okay, but instead he said, “Doll, with what I’m paying you tonight, you are going to take it in the ass. Now go get yourself a shower and come on out when you’re ready to get fucked.” 

“Yes sir,” was all Chris could think to say. Something deep inside him made it feel impossible for him to say no. 

Whether it was the conditioning or just his own weak willed nature he didn’t know. But as much as he didn’t want to get fucked in the ass, the idea of disappointing Tom seemed even worse. He was trembling as he walked into the bathroom and turned on the shower. 

He walked to the mirror and looked at his reflection. 

The gorgeous face of a stranger stared back at him. He turned on the shower and striped out of the dirty white dress. He stepped into the shower and let the hot water run over his slim, feminine body.  He got out and dried himself, wrapping himself in a little red towel that barely covered him. He stepped out into the room feeling sudden resolve. 

“I’m sorry, Tom,” he said, straining to keep his courage up. “You can keep half the money if you want, but I’m not going to let you have sex with me. Just a blowjob tonight is all.” 

Tom laughed again. His voice sounded so soft and kind as he said, “Poor, stupid little bimbo. You already agreed. You already used my shower. I get you all night, and I get to do whatever I want, to your face, to your ass, to any part of your silly little whore body. Either that or I can call the police and tell them you’re trying to rob me. We have a policeman right in the apartment complex; right next door. 

He’s a friend of mine. He’s constantly talking about how dirty little whores like you are trying to cheat good, hard working foreign businessmen like me.” He lightly patted the edge of the bed next to where he was sitting, as if the whole thing was still all very civil and sweet. When Chris didn’t

come right away Tom shrugged. “It’s up to you doll, but I guarantee you would rather stay in this apartment than in a Thai prison. Either way you’re going to get fucked in the ass tonight.” 

Chris walked over timidly and sat next to him on the edge of the bed. The man sat completely naked. His body big and muscular with just a little bit of a beer belly. He was very hairy. He put his hand on Chris’s thigh and said in a kind voice. “Are you done being a little tease? Are you ready to be a good girl for Daddy?” 

Chris nodded. 

“Say it,” the man said, his voice gentle but firm. 

“I’m ready to be a good girl,” Chris said. 

Tom reached up and took the edge of the towel Chris had wrapped around his slender body and pulled it gently. 

The towel pulled away, revealing Chris’s perfectly feminine, hairless and tan body. Chris immediately moved a hand to hide his little penis which was tingling with excitement as Tom looked over his body with approval. “Good girl,” Tom said. “Keep that filthy little thing covered up for Daddy. The rest of you is absolutely flawless.” 

“Thank you,” Chris said, his voice a low, airy whisper. 

Tom put his hand on the back of Chris’s head, gently but firmly pressing Chris down towards his lap. “Let’s start with that blowjob you were so excited to give,” he said. 

Chris let himself be pulled down. The strong, musky smell of Tom’s manly cock filled his nostrils. Tom was still soft, but even limp his dick was impressive. Chris gently kissed it, feeling an overwhelming sense of awe, looking at the way a man was supposed to be built. 

“You are adorable,” Tom said, moving his hand down to Chris’s ass as Chris hovered over his lap, knees on the

bed and one hand lightly touching the man’s thigh while the other continued to cover his own embarrassing penis. Tom’s cock was slowly beginning to grow firm and Chris hurried to take it in his mouth so he could feel it, still soft in his wet little mouth. It wasn’t soft for long, as soon as Chris wrapped his lips around the shaft he could feel them beginning to stretch wider. 

Tom’s hand rubbed Chris’s small, full ass, overwhelming Chris with a feeling of belonging and acceptance. There was a hint of ownership in that hand that Chris found comforting as he worked the swollen cock deeper into his mouth. He didn’t care anymore if it was the conditioning or if it was something real and fundamental about him. He wanted to suck cock all the time. 

Chris looked up at Tom with his pretty eyes, moaning to let the man know his cock had a delicious flavor, just like he’d been trained to do at the hospital. 

“Aren’t you an eager little cocksucker,” Tom observed. 

“Uh huh,” Chris tried to say, the sound muffled by the big cock in his mouth. Chris let the spit from his wet mouth run down Tom’s powerful shaft and wash over his hairy balls. He reached out and touched those big, manly balls, stroking them gently with his soft fingertips. 

“Good girl,” Tom said. “Good little whore.” 

Chris opened his throat and let the man’s fat dick slide deep into his esophagus. Tom groaned with pleasure as Chris tried not to rub his own hard little penis as he covered it with his small hand. He wished he didn’t love sucking the man’s dick. He wished he didn’t love feeling the contours of his powerful meat sliding in and out of his tight little throat. 

He wished he didn’t love the way the man was looking at him like he was a sexy piece of meat, or the comforting and paternal way he rubbed Chris’s tiny round ass. 

“Fuck,” Tom moaned. “You are a fucking pro aren’t you? Someone trained you right.” 

Chris’s penis throbbed with pride as he swallowed the massive cock of the man next to him, rolling it in and out of his throat. Tom reached down with one of his hands and squeezed one of Chris’s big tits, pinching the hard little nipple. 

Chris let the man’s big, throbbing meat work in and out of his throat, loving the feeling of the man’s hands against his tit and ass, the feeling of the man’s hairy balls against his fingertips, the feeling of his own little sissy-dick, pressing against his palm, the feeling of that massive manly cock, stretching his soft, wet skin. 

Tom started to stand. Afraid of what was coming next Chris tried to suck him harder, faster, pressing his pretty lips against his pubic bone and balls as he deep throated him aggressively. The man took him by the hair and firmly pulled him off his dick. The man stood now, his dick dangling in front of Chris’s pretty face. Chris looked up at him pleadingly. “Please,” he said. 

“Shhh,” the man responded. “Lay down on your back. 

I want to look into your beautiful face as I fuck your tight little asshole.” 

Chris obeyed, moving backwards onto his back at the edge of the bed, his legs spread wide and dangling over the edge, his hand over his hard, throbbing little cock. 

The man took a tube of jell from his nightstand and dropped a glob onto the tip of his swollen cockhead. He moved back to the edge of the bed, between Chris’s slender tan legs and he hovered over him. Chris tried to calm the pounding of his nervous little heart, as Tom rubbed his greasy dick up and down the crack of his ass. The man took Chris’s ankles one by one and pressed them to his shoulder, 

so that when he leaned forward he bent Chris’s body even more. Tom reached down with both hands and spread Chris’s ass cheeks wide. 

Chris whimpered as the cock began to tear into him. 

The massive girth of the thing was one thing, but the warm fleshy feel of it reminded him this was not a toy. This was not a game. He was really getting fucked deep in his little sissy asshole. The fat dick pushed deep into his rectum and Chris felt a burning, tearing pain, but also a pressure, rubbing against his prostate, doing something to his throbbing little dick, making him cum almost instantly into his own hand. 

Tom laughed as Chris whimpered, his sissy dick spitting cum into his hand. “You can’t pretend you don’t like it anymore, can you whore?” 

Chris’s hand was dripping with cum and Tom wrapped his massive hand around Chris’s little wrist. Chris felt helpless and weak as Tom directed Chris’s hand up to his face, so that Chris was staring at his own semen covered palm. The massive girth of the man’s huge cock spread his asshole wider, pressing slowly in and out of him. 

“Clean up your mess little puppy,” Tom ordered pushing Chris’s hand closer to his face. 

Chris licked his own filthy cum from his palm as Tom pressed his cock into him faster and harder with each thrust. Tom’s strong hands held him by the hips as he rocked back and forth into him, grunting, “Such a tight little asshole.” 

Chris shuddered from the pain of the hard fucking, but that strange, deep feeling was also rising inside him. 

That deep, shuddering pleasure that came from deep inside his body, someplace his dick wasn’t connected to, someplace only someone else’s dick could reach. 

“Oh fuck,” he cried, both from the pain and from the pleasure. “Oh fuck Daddy.” 

“Fuck I love fucking your sissy, faggot ass,” Tom growled. “I love that you’re a dirty little whore. You deserve to have to fuck for spare change, you filthy bitch.” One of Tom’s hands moved up, grabbing Chris by the neck firmly. 

He wasn’t choking him, but Chris could feel how easy it would be if he wanted to, how utterly helpless he was, as that firm hand closed over his windpipe, just enough that he knew it was there. That giant cock pressing deeply and savagely into his tight little ass was activating something deep inside him. 

“I’m glad too,” Chris cried. “I’m glad you’re fucking me like the whore I am. I’m glad I get to know what it means to be used by a real man.” That pounding throbbing pleasure deep inside him was taking over, taking over his body, taking over his mind. He couldn’t even remember the boy he used to be. He knew only shame and pain and pleasure and desire. He knew only that he was finally giving himself to a real man, being accepted by a real man. “Yes Daddy,” he whimpered. “I need it Daddy!” 

Tom was cumming. Chris could feel the hot jets of semen spraying deep inside him. “Fill me up, Daddy,” he said. “Fill me with your sperm.” That pleasure inside him grew and grew as Tom pumped the last few sprays of jizz out of his cock and into Chris’s waiting asshole, then the pleasure just evaporated, leaving him drained and ashamed, but feeling utterly sexy and beautiful. Tom pulled slowly out of him, leaving him on the bed as he went and showered. 

Chris stayed in the comfortable air conditioned apartment all night; watching television and napping. Tom ordered room service and he was able to pick at the food Tom had ordered for him all night. He drank coffee and he

took another long, hot shower. The night of comfort cost him two more blowjobs and another deep and brutal ass fucking, but he was happy to be someplace that could almost feel like home. 

In the morning he kissed Tom goodbye and thanked him. Then he took his small amount of money and put on the thin white nurses dress which he had washed in the sink. It wouldn’t have to last him much longer. He was headed down to buy himself some more respectable clothes. It was time to find a way to get back to America. 

Sissy Massage Parlor Girl Chris stepped into the room wearing a slinky little Asian dress. It was silky, tight and red with a little dragon embroidered over the right breast. The man on the table was a tourist. He was big and hairy, and blazingly white. He was like a beached whale. Chris swayed his hips as he walked towards the man, showing off his slender curves, which were highlighted by the tight red dress, his long tan legs showing from the top of the thigh where the dress stopped, a little slit up the side reaching almost to his hip. 

His long blonde hair cascaded over his shoulders and framed his pretty, feminine face. Chris pressed his palms together and gave the man a little bow. 

The man on the massage table was naked, not even bothering to cover his big flaccid cock as it lay across his pale thigh. “Well hello there,” the man said. “Aren’t you adorable?” 

Chris smiled politely and put his soft hands on one of the man’s calves, kneading it gently. Chris tried not to speak too much because his voice sometimes gave him away and it seemed like he sold more extra services at the massage parlor he was working at if the customers thought he was a natural born girl. He needed to sell as many upgrades as possible because he didn’t make any money from regular massages. And not only did he need as much money as he could get, the owner said the girls who sold the most in upgrades would get to work one of his massage parlors in America. Winning that little competition had become the only hope Chris could see of making it back home. Chris had made five guys cum already today, and it was only noon of his first day at the massage parlor. 

He had wandered around the red light districts of Bangkok for weeks, fucking guys for spare change and a chance to stay at their hotels for the night, until he found

this place. The pay wasn’t any better, but at least he got a bed; a blanket on the floor actually, in the back room with all the other girls. 

“God damn you’re a pretty whore,” the man said. 

“Look at those fucking tits on you. Those natural?” 

Chris just smiled at him, working his hands up the man’s thigh. 

“You speak English?” 

“A  little,” Chris whispered in his best feminine voice. 

He took the bottle of oil from beside the table and poured some into his hands, running them together to warm it. 

Chris’s heart was pounding at the thought the man would hear it in his voice, jump up off the table and call him a lying little faggot. But the man’s closed his eyes and sighed. 

“I don’t guess it matters,” he said. “Pretty soon your mouth is going to be too full to talk anyway.” 

Chris rubbed his oily hands up the man’s thick, hairy thighs. He ran his greasy fingertips across the man’s hips. 

Chris got up on the table, straddling the man’s legs as he pressed his slick palms to the man’s belly. 

The man opened his eyes and looked up at Chris now, his dick twitching and starting to swell. Chris’s thin arms reaching down, framing his tits through the fabric of his dress, pressing them together as he leaned over, rubbing his hands across the man’s fat stomach. Chris focused once more on sounding feminine as he said, “You want me to suck? I suck you good for five hundred baht.” Chris smiled nervously down at the man. 

The man laughed. “Fuck yeah,” he said. “That’s barely over ten dollars. Back home I couldn’t even buy lunch for that.” 

Chris’s mouth was watering as he looked down at the fat man’s big cock, which was standing straight up now. 

With all the cum he’d eaten today, he wasn’t even feeling hungry. He didn’t think he’d gone an hour without feeling hungry since all the operations. But now, his tiny stomach full of semen, he felt content and nourished and relaxed. 

Chris started to lower his face to the man’s cock but the man said, “Hold on. Let me see those big fucking tits first.” 

Chris opened up the front of the dress, unbuttoning it enough to allow his gorgeous breasts to come spilling out. 

“MMM fuck,” the man said, reaching out with both hands and groping them. “You look like a fucking movie star, you know that?” 

Chris moaned, his little dick twitching in his panties as the he was complimented, the fat man fondling his tits as he straddled his thick pale legs, the taste of his last customers sperm still coating his tongue. “Thank you,” Chris moaned. Chris leaned over now and the man let his hands move to Chris’s soft blonde hair and small tan shoulder. 

Chris held his tits in his hand and rubbed them up and down the man’s oily thighs. 

“Oh fuck that’s nice,” the man said as Chris’s hard little nipples traced up and down his flesh. Chris pressed his tits into the man’s legs as he reached up and began to slowly stroke the man’s cock with his greasy hands. It was the biggest dick Chris had seen today and he looked at it with envy and awe. 

The man was sitting up slightly, looking down on him. 

“You like that big cock don’t you girl?” he said. 

“I worship it,” Chris said, and he slid his body across the man’s slick, oily skin till his face was hovering over that impressive manhood. Drool ran across his lips and dripped

down onto the head of that beautiful fat cock as he continued to stroke it, staring down at its thrilling hardness as it pulsed and throbbed in his dainty hand. Chris breathed in the powerful aroma of masculine energy, licking his plump red lips. 

“Oh fuck yes,” the man said. “I want to feel that little whore mouth of yours. I want to watch those filthy slut lips wrap around me.” 

Chris’s little penis swelled in his tight panties, the silky smoothness of them pressing against his throbbing dick head and his small shaved balls. The sensation of that smoothness was thrilling, and he couldn’t help but press himself against the man’s large, hairy leg, rubbing his crotch against him as he stretched his lips wide and pressed the man’s beautiful cock into his mouth. 

Chris felt a comforting feeling of fullness in his mouth as he pushed the cock deeper and deeper into his wet little hole, stroking it gently. He began to move his hips, rubbing himself against the man’s leg. 

“What a dirty little whore you are,” the man moaned. 

“Hump my leg while you suck me, like a filthy little doggie. 

Rub that tight little cunt against my leg while you service my big fucking dick, you horny skank.” 

Chris humped his leg eagerly as he opened his throat and drove that big cock deep into him, burying it to the very base as his lips pressed against the balls and pelvic bone. 

“Oh shit,” the man moaned, his voice high and broken. “No one’s ever taken me that deep before. Oh shit, your throat feels amazing.” 

Chris felt proud and excited, blushing as he rammed that big greasy cock in and out of his tight little throat. The man’s big hands still gently stroked his soft blonde hair and his small shoulder. The man didn’t seem to be able to speak

anymore and Chris looked up at him watching his face as he stroked the man’s gorgeous dick with his throat, tongue, lips and hand. Chris pumped his little hips, jacking himself against his silky smooth panties and the man’s hairy leg. 

The man was grunting with pleasure, his face contorting. 

Chris looked up at him, driving that cock in and out, bringing his lips to the very end of the shaft, right at the ridge that marked the beginning of his swollen mushroom head, then plunging that cock hard and deep back down into his throat. 

“Fuck,” the man cried, stretching out the vowel as if he was falling over the edge of a tall cliff. Chris moved the man’s twitching, throbbing meat back out of his throat and out of his mouth, pressing his pretty lips against the cock head, sucking the tip like candy as he stroked both of his hands up and down the huge wet shaft. The man was about to cum, but Chris was already there, spurting off his messy load into his soft panties as he pressed them against the dress, which was pressed against the man’s skin. 

The man groaned again, a deep, guttural and masculine sound as warm jets of salty sperm began to shoot into Chris’s hungry little mouth. 

“Fuck yes,” the man groaned as load after load splattered against the roof of Chris’s mouth to be swallowed greedily. “Eat that fucking shit you filthy little whore. Eat every goddamn ounce, you stupid fucktoy bimbo.” 

Chris swallowed down the man’s pungent semen, not wasting a drop of the stranger’s precious manhood. When the man was finished his whole body shook with the pleasure of release and he patted Chris’s head. “Good girl,” 

he said. “Good little whore.” 

Chris got up off the man, and stood next to the massage table. His dress was still open to reveal his big, beautiful tits and his hands were folded in front of his lap to

hide the cum stain that was forming in front of his crotch on the tight little Chinese dress. 

The man sighed, took out his wallet and dropped Chris’s money on the nightstand next to the massage table. 

Chris gave the man a little bow, still covering the mess that had soaked through his panties and into his dress. He reached out with one hand and pulled up the money. He turned his back so the man couldn’t see his soiled dress as he closed the front of it back up. Chris took a towel and held it in front of him, bowing again out of nervousness before leaving the room. 

Chris hurried down the hallway to the Massage Parlor Mamasan’s room. He knocked impatiently covering his crotch with his towel. 

“Come in,” Ms. Phan said in Thai, which Chris was beginning to understand a little. 

Chris hurried through the door. He looked nervously down as the Mamasan looked at him with an appraising eye. 

Ms. Phan was about fifty years old, but she had a slender, tight little body and looked better built then most girls half her age. She had a kind face that was still very pretty in spite of the small lines of age that showed on it. “What’s the matter, Sweetie?” Ms. Phan said in English when she saw who it was. 

Chris uncovered the stain on his dress, looking down. 

Ms. Phan laughed at him. “Oh you dirty little girl, did you mess your panties?” 

Chris turned bright red, and Ms. Phan laughed again; her sweet voice, soft and musical as she enjoyed his discomfort. She patted the edge of her twin sized bed. “Sit,” 

she said. “Let’s get you out of that dress and get you cleaned up.” 

Chris walked over and sat on the side of the bed, his hands folded in his lap, his eyes down, his skinny legs pressed together demurely. Ms. Phan stood in front of him and she touched his soft, blonde hair, running it between her fingers. “Such lovely hair,” Ms. Phan purred in her beautifully accented voice. 

Chris blushed and Ms. Phan began to unbutton his dress. She peeled the dress down and Chris lifted his ass and shimmied his hips so she could peel it all the way down. 

Chris looked at the wet stain on the dress shyly and Ms. 

Phan laughed. “You’re not the first girl to get semen stains on her uniform,” she reassured him. “Although, you may be the first girl here to do it to herself.” 

Chris sat there demurely, his small hands folded in his lap over his silken pink panties, sticking to his soft tan skin. 

Ms. Phan set the dress aside and looked Chris up and down. 

“Let’s get you out of these dirty panties,” she said, reaching down and peeling them off. 

She set them aside with the dress and turned back to him. She reached down and wiped her finger across the skin just above his hairless crotch and brought the finger, wet with his cum to her own lips. She opened her lips and sucked her finger. “MMMM,” she said. “You even taste like a pretty little princess.” 

Chris blushed once again. She reached down and ran her wet finger across his skin once more. She held her finger up, dripping with his sticky cum. “You want to taste it?” she asked. 

He loved the taste of his own cum. He ate it every chance he got. He had dreams about it and woke up hard, stroking himself till he would cum in his own face. “Yes please,” he said. 

She pushed her sloppy finger to his mouth and he wrapped his pretty lips around it, sucking down the soothing flavor of his own mess, his body tingling for more. 

“Oh my,” Ms. Phan said. “Look at you, dirty girl. 

You’re already hard again. We can’t have that, can we?” She crouched down and with one of her soft, smooth hands she touched his small penis. “We can’t send you out like this. 

You’ll make another mess.” She began stroking him gently with her gifted hand. 

Chris moaned, surprised at how good a mere hand could feel on his throbbing little penis. 

“I used to work here, you know?” Ms. Phan said as she casually stroked his cock, listening to him whimper with pleasure. “Many years ago, before I got promoted. I miss it sometimes; the feeling of rubbing strange men. I have boyfriends of course, but it’s not the same. Well, you know…” 

Chris nodded, but he couldn’t speak. The thrill of having another person touch his sad little dick was overwhelming and enough to push him to new levels of ecstasy. Her silky hand felt incredible against the smooth skin of his penis. She raised the other hand to her mouth and spit into her palm, then switched which hand she stroked him with, rubbing a little faster now with her saliva wet hand. 

She smiled at him sweetly as he whimpered on the edge of the bed, his legs kicking slightly at nothing. “Did you want to see my tits, sweetie?” she asked. 

Chris nodded yes eagerly. 

“There noting compared to yours, of course, but I still think there quite nice.” She unbuttoned her blouse to reveal small, firm, pointed breasts that looked absolutely beautiful to Chris. 

“Can I touch them?” Chris asked. 

“No,” Ms. Phan said sweetly. “Of course not. I don’t want a filthy little sissy touching my tits, but you can look at them all you like, Sweetie.” 

Chris nodded. He felt stupid for even asking. He settled for touching his own tits, cupping his beautiful breasts with his small hands as Ms. Phan crouched in front of him, blouse open to reveal her perfect, perky little boobs as she stroked Chris’s small cock. 

Ms. Phan took one of the fingers of her free hand and pressed it into her mouth sucking it and pulling it out wet. 

She pressed her wet index finger against his sensitive little taint, gently teasing it as she continued to stroke him. 

Chris’s legs started to tense as he was nearing the edge of his orgasm, but Ms. Phan slowed her hand so much that the moment passed. “Don’t be so eager little girl,” she said. 

“Well get you there Princess.” 

Ms. Phan then slid the wet finger down his taint to his asshole. Her hand began working his throbbing little dick again as she slid her finger into his ass. 

Chris felt the slightly uncomfortable feeling of her long finger reaching into his ass, and then he suddenly moaned and collapsed onto his back as she found his prostate and began to firmly massage it with her fingertip. 

Shivers of pleasure radiated from his prostate up his spine and his dick tingled and throbbed in sympathetic union to it as she continued to stroke him with a slow, steady motion of her soft, gentle hand. MS. Phan leaned forward and spit on his dick, adding lubricant to her pumping fist. Chris felt that warm wetness drooling down over his penis, he felt the slick finger probing his asshole. He pinched his own nipples and moaned. 

“Such a pretty girl,” Ms. Phan called him. “Such a good, pretty little girl.” 

Chris’s dick began to jerk in Ms. Phan’s hand and she pointed it up towards him as he began to cum. Chris’s whole body convulsed with a deep and powerful orgasm as he began to fire wads of hot semen across his own body, splattering across his cute, flat tummy, across his big, wide tits and even reaching all the way to his soft, pretty face. 

The room felt like it was spinning and he closed his eyes as his prostate released a thrilling and powerful sensation throughout his slutty little body. His toes flexed and his back arched and he opened his mouth at the last minute, sticking out his tongue to try and catch the last few drops of his own jizz. It was too late though, the last few drops of cum fired at his belly button as Ms. Phan let his little hard on drop and reached for a towel to clean off her hands. Chris had to settle for wiping his hands across his cum sprinkled tits and belly and then bringing those hands up to his mouth to lick them clean. 

Ms. Phan stood up; dropping the towel she cleaned her hands off with over his flaccid little dick as she began to button her blouse back up. She walked to her closet and pulled out another tiny, tight little Asian style dress as well as a pair of pink satin panties. She walked back to the table, patted Chris on the head and set the clothes next to him on the bed. “Good girl,” she said. “Finish cleaning up and get back to work. There’s a long line of real men out there waiting for a pretty little whore like you to take care of their big tourist dicks, and you need to make extra today. You owe me five hundred Baht for the dress you ruined.” 

Every Sissy Needs a Master

Chis smelled all the heavy scents wafting around the busy Bangkok street that lied in the heart of the red light

district, particularly the pungent aroma of fish from a nearby noodle stand as he stepped out from the massage parlor. He was wearing a short, blue pleated skirt, black leather platform boots that buckled up almost to the knees of his slender legs and a little corset bustier top that firmly pressed his big tits against his narrow torso. His small, perfectly formed shoulders were exposed by the strapless top and led in a beautiful line up to his long, gorgeous neck. 

He smiled at every faced he passed, not because he was necessarily happy, but because the conditioning he received at the hospital still reminded him that a good sissy is always friendly and eager to serve, and that for him, there could be no greater achievement then that of being a very good sissy. 

As he walked along the road he soon noticed that he was being followed by two young, athletic looking tourists. 

They looked like backpackers, traveling across the world on a tight budget, like he had been once, so long ago. Chris looked back at them and smiled. No. They weren’t like him. 

They were tall, muscular, powerfully built young alpha males just barely learning about their magnificent power. 

They didn’t smile back; they just leered at him lecherously as they closed in on him. Chris hugged himself nervously and turned back forward, walking more quickly now. 

These were the type of boys who had always picked on him and instinct told him to keep his distance, but it was no use, they were on him in a few seconds, walking on either side of him. In his platform heels he was the same height as them but it didn’t make him feel equal to them, as they still seemed to loom over him. 

“Hello there,” one of them said. “I’m Adam and this is Jeff.” 

Chris smiled politely at Adam then turned to smile at Jeff as well, while both the men looked him up and down like

a piece of meat. He turned back to Adam who continued speaking. 

“I was just telling Jeff that a little white whore like you; you must be a filthy piece of shit to be able to compete with all these Thai hookers. Am I right?” 

Chris nodded. He was a filthy piece of shit, but he wished Adam didn’t have to say it like that. 

Jeff laughed. “Oh shit, Adam, I think you hurt her feelings.” 

“Don’t be silly,” Adam said, taking one of the big fingers of his strong hand and running it across the soft skin of Chris’s face, while Chris stared down at the ground. 

“Filthy little whores like this don’t have feelings. Do you whore?” 

Chris didn’t know how to respond so he just shook his head, holding back his tears as he indicated that no, he didn’t have feelings. 

“That’s right,” Adam said, running his fingertip across Chris’s full and pouting red lips. “Good whore.” 

Chris felt his penis tingle with pleasure, receiving a compliment from a real man always made his slutty body react beyond his control, even though he wanted to turn and run away from these men. 

Jeff reached forward and put one of his strong hands on Chris’s small, round ass. Chris’s heart fluttered nervously but his dick began to swell and throb in his tight little panties. These were the type of guys that always made Chris nervous. All throughout school guys like this had been his bullies. He had spent most of his life carefully avoiding being noticed by guys like this. “I have somewhere I have to be,” Chris stuttered. 

“That’s right,” Adam said. “You have to be down this alley with me and my good buddy Jeff: Servicing us both with all three of your slutty little holes.” 

Chris gulped. What where they going to do if they found out he only had two holes? “I really should…” 

“Wait a minute,” Jeff said. “Adam, listen to that voice. 

That doesn’t sound like a girl, does it?” 

Chris bit his lip. He had gotten so nervous that he forgot to concentrate on his voice. His knees began shaking and his stomach ached with fear. 

“Say something, whore,” Adam said. “Let me hear you talk.” 

“What do you want me to say,” Chris said carefully, concentrating. 

Adam cocked his head to the side as if concentrating with all his might. “Say: you’re a little faggot whore. Say you love to dress pretty and suck big dicks.” 

It was true, of course, but Chris still didn’t want to say it. He didn’t want to hear those words, spoken in his own voice. But looking at Adam’s bulging biceps, Chris opened his pretty red lips and said, “I’m a faggot whore. I love to dress pretty and suck big cocks.” 

Adam laughed putting his hand to Chris’s pretty face and squishing his cheeks, making his lips move. “Fuck yes,” 

Adam said. “We’re going to have fun with you. I love fucking the shit out of stupid little faggots.” 

Chris shook his head. Jeff said, “Don’t worry whore. 

We’ll pay you for it.  I found two dollars American in the back of my backpack last night.” They both laughed as they guided Chris back down the alley and into the darkness. 

Chris wanted to stop them, he wanted to run away, but something deep inside him told him he had to obey the will

of real men. What good is a sissy that doesn’t do what she’s told? Besides, they said they’d pay her. It wasn’t much, but it was still something. What good would it do to tell them he didn’t want it anyway? His deep programming and his deep, weak nature both compelled him to obey. 

They brought him to the back of the alley and he felt his panties instantly being pulled down as his top was yanked lower, allowing his big tits to escape from the confines of the tight bustier. He stood there, tits out and panties around the ankles of his slutty black boots, an athletic young alpha male on either side of him, both their hands exploring his narrow little body. He felt hands on the bare skin of his beautiful tits, and on his little ass. He felt their hands pressing against his narrow, ribcage, and along the back of his slender neck. They groped up and down his long, silky smooth legs. 

“Goddamn faggot,” Chris heard Adam say. “You feel just like the real thing.” 

“Look at that little pecker,” Jeff said, holding up Chris’s skirt. Adam looked at it and laughed. 

“Look at you, your pathetic little dick getting hard, you little faggot,” Adam said. 

Chris’s knees buckled and he almost collapsed but the strong hands groping him held him up. He wanted to ask them to please stop calling him that, but his mouth wasn’t brave enough to form the sentence. His mouth watered thinking about how much bigger than him they were probably going to be. His butt flexed thinking about how much it was going to hurt to have his ass claimed by them. 

“Cover that thing back up,” Adam told Jeff, and Jeff let the skirt drop back down. Both men stripped out of their pants. Jeff moved behind Chris, holding onto his hips as Adam took a handful of Chris’s soft, blonde hair and began

to pull him forward bending him at the waist. Adam pulled Chris’s head down till his face was even with his big, swollen cock. Chris could feel Jeff’s large prick pressing against his soft ass as he opened his wet little mouth and pressed the head of Adam’s throbbing cock into it. 

Adam let out a gasp of surprised pleasure as Chris slid the man’s thick shaft across his pretty lips and deep into his throat. “Oh fuck,” Adam moaned. “This little faggot knows how to suck a dick real good.” 

Chris felt Adam’s hands in his hair, holding his head as he began to pump his hips, driving that big beautiful cock in and out of his little throat. He felt a warm slick feeling running down the crack of his ass as Jeff spit on his crack and then rubbed the head of his dick across it. Chris didn’t want to take in in the ass but he knew it was going to happen so he focused on relaxing his sphincter as Jeff began to push his throbbing prick into his tight hole. Chris felt a moment of panic and a deep, raw ache as the massive dick pressed deeply inside him. Chris felt small, weak and helpless, bent over in the alley, getting impaled on both ends by massive throbbing shafts of man-meat. He wished he could touch his own penis, which was so hard it felt like it was going to shatter but he was terrified of upsetting the two men. They were both driving their hips into him with steady regularity, pumping his ass and mouth with savage need. 

“Oh fuck,” Jeff said. “This little whore is so fucking tight.” Jeff’s big hands held Chris’s little hips as he pounded the massive cock painfully into his colon. 

Chris began to notice that pleasure rising deep inside him, beneath the pain, like his body was betraying him as he was fucked by the big dick of the kind of guy he feared and despised. He wished again that he didn’t feel that

pleasure and that he didn’t love swallowing that fat dick as the two men pounded him back and forth between them. 

“Oh yeah,” Adam said. “This little faggot’s throat feels amazing.” 

Chris was glad they were enjoying his body, that he was able to be useful to them, that they were accepting him on at least that one, tiny level. But he wished they would be nice to him. He wished they would tell him he was beautiful instead of calling him a faggot as their two cocks rolled in and out of him roughly. Still though, Chris’s dick throbbed with excitement. The pleasure of that deep ass-fucking began to build and slowly began to outweigh the pain of it. 

He felt it throbbing deep inside him, faster even then the cock that was slamming back and forth in his anal passage. 

The pleasure radiated out from his core and he could feel it in his fingertips and his toes as his heart began to beat faster. He would have cried out, but the cock ramming in and out of his throat prevented him from making anything other than a wet gurgling sound. 

His head felt like it was spinning and his body felt distant as the intensity of that deep anal orgasm took him over completely. He whimpered and gargled against the thick meat in his little mouth, the two alphas continued pumping their cocks into him with rough, steady consistency. Chris felt a hot slick wetness in his asshole as Jeff began to shoot off his load. Jeff was planting his seed so deeply that Chris imagined he could taste it at the bottom of his throat, which was still getting fucked roughly by Adam. 

Adam began to groan and suddenly tightened his grip on Chris’s head, locking Chris’s face against him as his cock was buried deep down the pretty little sissy’s throat. Adam’s massive dick was still locked deep down Chris’s throat as he began to cum. Chris flailed his arms weakly against Adams

powerful thighs as he began to gag on all that thick, salty semen squirting down his throat. 

“Eat it Faggot,” Adam said. “Eat it all up you stupid little faggot whore.” 

Chris tried but he couldn’t swallow and he couldn’t breathe. The sperm was filling up his throat and running out his nose. Finally Adam finished cumming and pushed Chris away. Chris fell to the ground coughing up semen and gasping for air. He had cum leaking out of his ass and out of his nose. He grabbed his panties of the asphalt and used them to wipe his cum slick face. 

“What are you still doing here, faggot?” Adam yelled at him. Jeff was laughing viciously as he started pulling out coins and throwing them down on Chris. Chris began to run out of the alley, crying. He ran for a long time, losing track of where he was. Eventually he ran into a well-dressed older man, bumping the man sideways as Chris collapsed to the sidewalk. 

Chris looked up at the man who was dressed immaculately in a tailored suit. He was probably in his late forties and had a full head of grey hair. He had a rugged looking handsome face, stood six foot tall and had broad shoulders and a slim but solid looking frame. 

“I’m sorry,” Chris said to him. 

The man knelt down and put his strong hands on Chris, easily helping him up. “Nonsense,” the man said. “It was all my fault. Are you alright?” 

Chris nodded. 

The man looked into his eyes, causing Chris to drop his face. Chris found it difficult to look a real man in the eye unless he was sucking the man’s dick. “You’ve been crying,” 

the man said. “You want to talk about it?” 

“You don’t have to be nice to me,” Chris told the man. 

“I’m not really a girl.” 

“I know exactly what you are,” the distinguished, older man said. “And you are a precious and adorable thing. 

No one should ever be mean to you. You should be displayed like a fine work of art, and used like a beautifully designed toy. No one should ever, ever hurt you.” 

Chris blushed and smiled nervously. He must have run out of the red light district because the street was empty and calm and the buildings all around him looked clean and nice. 

“Why don’t you get in my car,” he motioned to a limousine that was across the street. “You can rest a while.” 

Chris just stood there, too nervous to accept the generous offer. 

“Come on,” the man said. He walked him back towards the car. As they neared the car a driver, a gorgeous Thai woman in a tight blue uniform, ran out and opened the door for them. The man let Chris get in then got in as well, sitting beside him on the leather seat of the long, luxurious car. 

“So what’s the problem, Princess?” he asked Chris sympathetically as he looked across the car at his sad, pretty face. 

Chris opened his mouth and suddenly it all started pouring out of him. He told the strange man everything that had happened to him since the beginning of his trip to Bangkok, while the man nodded, listening intently. 

“Such a lovely little thing like you,” the man said. 

“Shouldn’t be running around, afraid. It’s good that someone captured you and forced you to become the beautiful creature you were meant to be. But it’s terrible

that you’re not better cared for. A Beautiful girl like you shouldn’t ever have to struggle or be afraid.” 

Chris noticed too late that, without his panties to hold it down, his little dick, which had gotten hard from all the compliments, was making a small tent against his skirt. He tried to cover it with his hands. 

“Let me see it,” the man ordered him gently. 

Chris uncovered himself, turning the loose skirt up over his lap as he rotated his face away so he didn’t have to see how the man reacted, turning red and biting his trembling lip. 

“Adorable,” the man said and Chris felt a sudden sense of overwhelming, grateful relief. Chris looked back at the man, smiling at him as he sat there, calm and relaxed, naturally and effortlessly dominating everything around him. “Stroke it for me,” the man said, nodding to his lap. “I want to see you play with it.” 

Chris began to stroke his throbbing little cock with the index finger and thumb of his right hand. 

“Yes,” the man said. “There’s something so precious about a little sissy girl playing with her boi clit.” 

Chris looked at the man’s gently commanding face and solid, older body and then he looked forward. He could see the driver’s pretty eyes as she watched him in the rear view mirror. The car was comfortable and warm and the backseat was bigger than his sleeping area at the massage parlor. He looked at the man again, who seemed to be watching him with pleasant curiosity. 

Chris looked forward again, making eye contact with the lovely Thai chauffer, as he pumped his little hard on with his fingers. 

“Good girl,” the man said. “That’s a good, pretty girl.” 

Chris couldn’t take it anymore and he brought his other hand over, cupping it over his twitching little penis as it began to spout jizz against his palm. He stared at the woman’s eyes in the rear view mirror and listened to the man’s voice telling him he was good and pretty as he pumped the every drop of sperm out of his dick and into his hand. 

Chris brought his cum covered hands up to his mouth and licked them clean like a little kitten. 

“You are an exquisite little creature,” the man said smiling at Chris and patting his head. “Well, it was lovely to meet you,” he added, turning towards the door as if to leave. “My driver will take you wherever you need to go.” 

He opened the door and Chris nearly shouted in his panic. “Wait. Do you have a girlfriend or a wife? Are you looking for…” 

The man stopped, looking back at Chris with his confident and friendly smile. “I have a wife. A pretty little model trophy wife that I take to dinner parties, and I’m not looking for a girlfriend,” the man told him. “I actually came to Bangkok to buy a sissy slave.” 

Chris threw himself onto the man’s lap. “Can I be your slave?” he pleaded, looking up at him with desperate need. 

“Please? I want to. I want to be your sissy slave. I promise I’d make a good slave. I’ve been trained. I’d be the best slave ever, I promise.” 

The man petted his soft hair gently with one of his powerful hands. “I have no doubt about that,” he said. “But are you sure it’s what you want? I’m very nice to my toys, but they are still my toys. I thought you wanted to go back to America and chase after your little high school crush?” 

Chris shook his head. “Not anymore,” he said. “I want to go where you go. I want to be where you want me to be. 

That’s all I want. That life is over now. I want this life to begin.” 

The man closed the door and Chris sat back up in his seat, wiping his tears, not even realizing he had been crying again. 

“I’m Gregory,” the man told him. 

Chris put his palms together and bowed like he learned at the massage parlor. 

Gregory laughed. “Good girl.” He looked at his driver. 

Call my assistant and tell him to cancel my meeting then drive us home. I have a new toy to play with.” 

Return to Sissy Hospital

Chris lay in bed basking in the feeling of pleasure and completion that came with belonging to a superior man. 

Gregory was still asleep, lying on the luxurious bed next to him. Chris loved the feeling of the silky soft sheets against his flawless tan skin. He looked around the bedroom of the beautiful Thai villa where they were staying. He felt like he really was a beautiful princess. Chris knew this wouldn’t last, of course. He would have to share the man soon enough. He hoped his beautiful young wife, back in Europe, liked sissies too. 

Chris looked up at Gregory’s handsome face, then lifted the covers so he could peek down at the man’s amazing cock. Gregory had a big, full cock. Even soft it was thick and powerful, lying across his strong thighs as he slept. But the man’s dick was also perfectly formed, perfectly straight and beautifully proportioned, with heavy ridges and thick veins. It was like the cock they molded vibrators from. 

Chris couldn’t resist sliding under the covers and moving down the man’s body so he could get closer to that

big, flaccid, beautiful penis. Chris took it delicately in his soft little hands, moving it slowly and softly to keep Gregory from waking as he slid the big perfect dick into his wet little mouth. Chris sucked Gregory’s limp dick, letting the drool run down his shaft, slurping the man to hardness as he slowly woke up. 

Chris sucked hungrily, sliding his lips up and down that thick shaft, letting the fat head glide down his throat. 

Gregory moaned then laughed lightly. “You couldn’t let me sleep in could you, you thirsty little sissy girl?” 

Chris answered through the thick meat that pressed against his vocal chords. “Uh uh.” 

Gregory just laid back, hands behind his head, relaxing and watching the covers rise and fall as Chris took his big cock in and out of his tender little throat. “Good girl,” 

he told her. “You’re the best little alarm clock I’ve ever owned.” 

“Thank you,” Chris gargled against his dick. 

Gregory’s breath began to slowly increase, his pulse quickening as he closed his eyes. Chris, enclosed in dim, filtered light under the covers, focused only on the sensation of the man’s amazing dick sliding in and out of his throat, across his tongue and lips, stretching Chris’s mouth with its impressive girth. 

“Good girl,” Gregory repeated, bringing his big hands down now and pressing them against the blanket, holding Chris’s head steady as be began to fire hot sprays of jizz into Chris’s little mouth. Chris eagerly and obediently swallowed ever salty drop of sperm that Gregory gave him. 

Gregory’s whole body relaxed and Chris let his softening dick slide out of his mouth. Chris stared at the beautiful snake lying against the man’s stomach as he rested his head on Gregory’s thigh. He breathed in the thick

manly scent all around him and tasted the salty cum still coating his mouth. He felt content, relaxed and accepted. 

“Mali sure knows how to train little cocksuckers,” 

Gregory sighed. 

Chris crawled back up his body and out of the covers, coming to his face. “You know Mali?” he asked. 

“Yes,” Gregory said. “I told you I was here to buy a sissy slave. Mali is one of the best little whore trainers in the world.” 

Chris rested his head on Gregory’s broad, muscular chest, thinking as Gregory petted him softly with his hand. 

“Would you still want to buy one? I mean, there’s someone back there I left behind. A very beautiful Thai ladyboy named Raven. You still have the money you were going to spend on me, right?” 

Gregory chuckled softly. “No offense Princess, but the money you would have cost is completely insignificant to me. The value of a dozen little sissy slaves is less then I spend on clothes in a year.” 

Chris kissed his chest with his pretty red lips. “Please Master. Please buy Raven. I promise she’ll be a good slave for you too.” 

Gregory got out of bed. “Get dressed, where going to see Mali.” 

Chris sat upright, tense with fear. “I can’t go back there. I escaped.” 

Gregory laughed. “You belong to me now. No one is going to take you away.” 

Gregory dressed Chris in a tight little summer dress that was tailor fitted for Chris’s large tits and long narrow frame. It stopped above the knee, about half way up his

supple tan thighs. It showed off his lovely toned arms and shoulders as well as his long neck and ample cleavage. 

Gregory wore a perfectly tailored suit. The driver took them to the hospital and they met in a conference room that Chris had never seen before; a large room with couches and wood paneling everywhere. There was soft music and aroma-candles burning. 

Mali was already there when they walked in: The perfectly built Asian goddess with her perfect, thin body and dark piercing eyes. She eyed Chris as he followed Gregory through the door, Chris looking down to avoid that hard gaze. 

“This one belongs to me,” Mali said. She was wearing black boots, a long leather skirt and a loose white blouse. 

“Not anymore,” Gregory stated, placing his hand possessively on the back of Chris’s neck. “This one belongs to me now. I’m here about another one. I want to buy Raven.” 

Mali shot Chris a terrifying look that made him shiver and back against Gregory for the comfort of his bulk. 

“Raven’s not for sale.” 

“I’ll pay you twice her value,” Gregory said. “Plus I’ve always spoken highly of you. I’d like to be able to continue to do so.” 

Mali reached down and pressed a button on her phone, speaking into the intercom. “Find Raven and send her in here,” she told someone on the other end. 

Mali looked angrily at Gregory. “So that’s it,” she said, obviously feeling she was getting a poor deal. 

“I can offer you one other thing I think you’ll like,” 

Gregory said as he unzipped his slacks, opened his belt and pulled out his amazing, beautiful monster of a cock. He was

already hard, gently stroking himself calmly in front of everyone. 

Chris had always thought Mali had no interest in men, but when he saw the way she was looking at Gregory’s perfect cock he realized he’d been wrong. Mali had no interest in little sissy dicks like his own, but she was licking her lips, her body shivering and her heartbeat increasing as she stared at a real man’s beautiful cock. Mali’s severe face looked almost soft, as she began to strip naked. Chris stared with amazement at her tight little brown body, absolutely flawless. He almost laughed at himself, thinking back to the time that he actually thought he could have a chance as a man with a woman like that. 

Gregory however was every bit the man that Chris had never been. He stripped out of his expensive suit, his muscular, toned body covered with a fine layer of silver hair. 

He turned to Chris, holding that amazing throbbing cock in his hand. “Give it a little kiss for luck,” he said. 

Chris bent at the waist and gave the head of Gregory’s dick a wet little kiss. 

“Good girl,” he said, patting Chris’s head. 

Chris straightened back up and watched as Gregory walked up to Mali and they began to kiss, their hands rubbing each other’s backs and naked asses. Gregory took the small woman and turned her roughly way from him his big cock pressed against her back as he reached down and rubbed her wet little shaven cunt. Mali leaned forward, pressing her palms to her desk as Gregory lifted up her hips, lifting her feet easily off the ground. He held the weight of her small body in his strong hands as he slid her down, pressing her wet cunt down onto his throbbing shaft. Mali whimpered with a surprisingly girlish tone as that big piece of meat split open her tight little twat. 

Mali’s feet dangled as Gregory lifted her up and down along the length of his fat cock. The passion in Mali’s face and in her voice sent chills up and down Chris’s spine. His dick was hard and throbbing in his panties as he alternately wished he was Mali getting her pussy fucked by that beautiful cock, or Gregory, sliding his dick into that tight little Asian pussy. 

Raven entered the room in her tight little with nurse’s dress. She didn’t say a word and walked up to stand next to Chris, smiling at him beautifully. She reached out and took his hand and they stood there holding hands as they quietly watched Gregory sliding his big dick in and out of Mali’s perfect little cunt. 

Raven released Chris’s hand and reached under his dress, into his panties and took his little hard on into her fingers, stroking it slowly. Chris reached over, pulled up Raven’s dress to reveal her sexy black panties with the bulge of her own hard on pressing against them. Chris reached under her panties to stroke her dick as well. They watched Mali getting fucked so good by Gregory that the slave-mistresses high pitched whines filled the room, as they jacked each other to the rhythm of Gregory’s cock pressing in and out of her dripping wet pussy. 

“Come here little sissies,” Gregory told them. “Come make yourselves useful.” 

They both came forward, taking off their dresses so they were just in their panties, neither of them wearing a bra over their sets of big artificial tits. Chris went and bent down, kneeling under Mali, looking up at her beautiful pussy as it was lifted up and down Gregory’s shaft. He wanted to lick that pussy so bad. He had some faint dream of licking a pussy before, and he remembered eating out the flat faced nurse when he escaped the hospital, but he wanted so badly to know, once and for all, what an exquisite woman

like Mali’s pussy would be like. He was terrified how Mali would react to him trying to taste her, but hadn’t Gregory given him permission? 

He stuck his tongue out and tentatively licked Mali’s pussy as it neared him on its downward motion. Mali didn’t say anything. He did it again, a little bolder now, and he actually thought he heard Mali moan with pleasure. Was it possible? Was he capable of giving pleasure to a woman? He buried his face in her pussy now, raising and lowering himself as Gregory raised and lowered Mali’s hips. He eagerly licked Mali’s deliciously wet cunt and Gregory’s thick shaft as it drove in and out of her. Mali’s pussy tasted like paradise. 

Raven was behind Gregory, burying her gifted tongue deep into his asshole as he fucked her Mistress and owner. 

Chris moved his mouth up Mali’s delicious, slick pussy and wrapped his lips around her tiny, swollen clit, sucking it gently as Gregory’s dick pressed deep inside the woman’s tiny body. Mali was moaning and whining as that big gorgeous cock impaled her and Chris’s soft red lips sucked her. Her small, perfect tits rocked and swayed as her body was lifted and dropped again and again. 

Chris felt Mali’s body go tense as her voice rose to new levels of intensity and pitch. Mail’s toes curled and her hands slipped so that she dropped to her elbows on the desk, but she didn’t seem to notice, as she cried and screamed in Thai about the power of the amazing orgasm she was having. 

The orgasm passed but Gregory was still strong and going, still pumping her little cunt with his gorgeous dick. 

“Stop!” Mali commanded, and to Chris’s surprise Gregory actually did. “I’ve finished,” Mali stated. “Release me. The sissies can finish getting you off.” 

Gregory released her and she walked calmly, but a little unstably over to the couch where she sat down, looking regal with her long, elegant posture even though she was completely naked. She lit a cigarette and just sat there, watching. 

Gregory reached around him and took Raven by her beautiful dark hair, pulling her gently but firmly around in front of him. He pulled her to her feet and told Chris to, “Pull her panties down.” Chris obeyed, pulling them down her long thin legs to her ankles and letting her step out of them one foot then the other. Gregory’s cock was glistening and slick from Mali’s wet cunt, so he already had lubrication as he slid his massive meat into Raven’s cute little ass. Raven’s sissy dick was hard and throbbing and Chris couldn’t resist taking the little thing into his mouth as Gregory asserted his natural, powerful dominance over the frail little Thai ladyboy. Raven moaned deeply as Gregory’s fat dick pressed inside her. 

Chris, used to sucking much bigger dicks, was able to take Raven’s tiny balls into this mouth as well as he swallowed the ladyboy’s little cock, pressing his lips to Raven’s pelvic bone and taint. Chris stroked and teased the little shaft in his mouth with his tongue, swishing wet saliva across the hot, throbbing prick. Gregory so kind and generous normally, was like any man when he was ready to get off, plunging his dick deep into Raven’s ass with savage indifference. Raven’s big gorgeous tits flopped side to side as her little ass got pounded by the strong, rich, alpha male that was fucking her. 

That big, amazing dick was already bringing Raven to a deep, anal orgasm and her cock began to shoot off thin, watery cum into Chris’s mouth in sympathetic union to the intensity radiating deep inside her. Her whole body shuddered and went limp, but still Gregory continued to

rock her beautiful body back and forth, pounding her little ass with his perfect meat. 

Chris let Raven’s limp dick drop from his mouth and he stared at the beautiful ladyboy getting ragdoll fucked by his master. Chris suddenly realized that for the first time, he actually wanted to get fucked. He wanted to be the body that gave that pleasure to a man, and he wanted to feel that man’s pleasure pressing past the pain and completely taking over his body. It wasn’t just that he was prepared to accept it as his duty; he wanted it with every part of himself.  He stood up and kissed Gregory’s ribs and up to his shoulder. He whispered into his ear. “Can you fuck me now too, master?” 

Gregory released Raven, letting her drop, exhausted to the floor. He took Chris in his strong hands and spun him easily. He roughly bent Chris at the waist. Chris still had a mouth full of Raven’s cum that he had been savoring, so he spit it into his hand and reached back, rubbing it against his asshole for lubrication. He did it just in time because Gregory wasn’t waiting, he pushed that big dick into him, burying the shaft deep inside Chris’s tight little asshole. 

He was groaning, “Fuck you’ve got the tightest, sweetest little hole.” 

“Thank you,” Chris whimpered back. “Fuck. Oh shit. 

Thank you.” 

“Who owns that sweet, tight little ass?” Gregory asked. 

“You do,” Chris cried in reply, the thick shaft stretching him wide and tearing deep into him. 

“And who am I?” Gregory said. 

“You’re my master; the superior man. Everything I wish I was but never could be. You’re my god, my master, 

my daddy and my boss. You own me. I am a beautiful toy for you to use however you want, and to change however you need. I’m your doll, your statue, your forever, always slave.” 

Gregory began to spray hot cum deep in Chris’s asshole and the feeling of those jets of salty semen pushed him over the edge and made him begin to cum as well. His whole body radiated and throbbed with orgasm as his little dick shot off its own seed onto the floor in front of him. His asshole quivered with burning pain and throbbing pleasure. 

“Thank you,” he whimpered. “Thank you.” 

Gregory slid that huge cock out of him, and Chris instantly turned. He dropped to his knees without being told and began to clean Gregory’s semi hard cock with his mouth. He didn’t care how filthy it was. All he cared about was pleasing his master and making his master clean. He looked up, gazing lovingly at his master as he cleaned him with his soft, wet mouth. 

“Good girl,” Gregory said, patting his head. “Good little sissy slave.” 

He stepped back, his dick clean once more and began to get dressed. Chris looked over at Raven as he stood up. 

Raven came to him and gave him a long, passionate kiss. 

Chris was confused because it felt like a goodbye kiss. 

“You’re coming with us, Raven,” Chris said. “My master is going to buy you.” 

Raven smiled beautifully and a little sadly back at him. “Thank you for coming back for me. But I can’t go with you. You mean a lot to me, and I really care for you. But I’m Mali’s favorite pet and I love her too much to take that away from her.” Raven stepped away, gave him a little bow, and walked back to where Mali sat, smoking on the couch. 

Raven curled up onto Mali’s lap and Mali softly stroked her long, black hair as they both lounged there naked. 

Chris threw his dress on and walked up to Gregory, taking Gregory’s big hand in his small, soft hand. He looked over at him and smiled. “Can we go now Master?” 

Gregory seemed to understand that everything had changed with Raven and he accepted it with calm, easy going ease. He smiled back at Chris warmly. “Yes,” he said. 

“It’s a long flight home and my wife can’t wait to meet you.” 

Chris squeezed his hand. He didn’t care where they were going and who was going to be there: As long as he got to serve this wonderful, powerful man and his amazing, beautiful cock. He waved goodbye to Raven, took one more look at the Mali’s perfect body, and let Gregory lead him out the door and into his new life. 

The End
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