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Prologue

(From Crossdresser to Sissy Doll.)
Looking back over the last two years, it’s hard to believe how much of a transformation my body and life have undertaken. I used to be a fairly normal twenty-five-year-old male with a secretive desire to crossdress and present myself as a female. Although I loved the idea of having a breast augmentation and giving up my boring male life, it had always felt like nothing more than a fantasy. When I decided to take a trip to explore my crossdressing for an entire weekend, my life as I knew it turned upside down.
While on a crossdressing weekend getaway, I was kidnapped and taken to the sissy doll factory where they transformed my body through extensive surgeries. After being put on painkillers and sedatives for a month, I snapped back to reality to discover what had happened to me. My captors had surgically altered my body and stuffed me into a constricting bodysuit that covered my entire body from head to heels.
The feeling of not knowing what had happened to me or where I was stirred anxiety as I had trouble controlling my breathing. When I opened my eyes and discovered that I couldn’t see through the thick material of the bodysuit, I used my hands to examine every part of my body from the head down. However, I realized very quickly that the bodysuit encapsulated my hands and forced them to remain balled up into fists beneath the constricting material.
Except for the two small openings for my nostrils and one large opening for my mouth, my entire head was covered with the tight, rubbery material. With no slit for my eyes, I was kept completely in the dark while inside of the constricting bodysuit. As I brought my hands up to my mouth, I could feel plump, rubbery lips in the shape of a large circle. Between the lips, there was a thick rubber plug inserted into the opening, which had a small chain attaching it to a collar around my neck.
After pulling on the chain with my balled up fists, the plug popped out and dangled from my collar. With my mouth exposed, I could feel a hard circular tube stuck in my mouth that kept it propped open. The tube connected to the suit where the large rubbery lips were located and extended to the back of my tongue. After feeling the shape and design, I was well aware of its potential use for oral sex.
As I moved my hands downward and felt around my neck, I found a metal collar locked onto me. The collar was positioned over the only zipper of my bodysuit at the back of my neck. Upon closer examination, I could feel that the zipper was attached to the collar with a small padlock. Even though I was unable to grip the zipper with how my hands were balled up in fists, the collar was an extra precaution to make sure I could not escape the doll bodysuit.
Feeling an unusual amount of weight on my chest, I pressed my hands against my breasts while pushing them up and down. As I felt that the full bosoms beneath my suit were attached to me, my breathing sped up and my heart raced. Feeling the weight of my boobs with both hands, I found that they were a full cup size larger than the fake DD breast forms I had been wearing when I was kidnapped. Without a bra on beneath the suit, the round shape of my bosoms pressed against the bodysuit while my nipples popped and made themselves known. Feeling uncomfortable with the extensive work that had been done to my chest, I shook my head before moving my hands down to my waist.
As I felt the stiff material over top of my bodysuit with steel ribs built in, I realized that I was laced into an under-bust corset. The corset dramatically altered my body shape as my waistline was brought in significantly. Feeling a shortness of breath from how tight the corset was fitted, I attempted to undo the lacing behind me. After struggling for a few minutes, it was apparent that I couldn’t untie the laces with my hands stuck in fists.
Moving my hands down to my bottom, I found that the suit accentuated my cheeks and made them feel much rounder and fuller. Between my butt cheeks, I could feel a circular metal ring with a large opening. It felt like the opening was directly over my hole and was designed to accommodate a large girth. As I realized that there were two openings to the suit that could be used for sex, I became restless and felt around my crotch for my member.
To my shock, there was no bulge in the suit where my penis usually rested. Upon further examination between my legs, I could feel that my member had been pulled back and inserted into a stiff tube that was connected to the suit. The tube forced my penis to point straight down, and it had a narrow opening directly beneath me. With the way my balls were pulled back and my member was oriented, it felt like my crotch was completely smooth. As I felt around the hole that connected to my penis, I found that the opening was too small for a finger to fit inside.
Growing increasingly troubled with my predicament, I moved my hands down my legs. It felt like the tight, rubbery material shaped my limbs and made them feel more slender. Bringing my hands down to my feet, I found that a pair of high heel boots had been laced onto me.
As I examined the boots closer, I realized that they were knee-high ballet boots that forced my feet to point straight down. I was familiar with shoes like these, as I had tried on a pair once before. The boots forced the wearer to extend their feet downward and put their weight on the tips of their toes, while a very high stiletto heel offered little support. In my experience, it was difficult to walk more than a few steps without using something for balance. Although I wanted to remove the boots, I could not undo the tight lacing running up to my knees with my hands stuck in fists beneath the material.
Everything about the suit made me feel helpless and submissive. Through extensive conditioning for over a year at the sissy doll factory while stuck inside of the doll bodysuit, I began to see myself as the sissy doll I was trained to become. My self perception became warped as my caretakers, Vanessa and Jamal, used everything in their power to change the way I thought about myself. I was not only supposed to follow their rules; I was required to show excitement while they trained me and fucked me.
When I completed my training and was sold to my new owner, Mr. Bull, I was taken to his mansion with another doll who he had also purchased with me. It felt strange to be sold, but as a sex doll, I didn’t know what normal was anymore. Over the course of several months under Mr. Bull’s care, something began changing inside of me.
Perhaps the doll conditioning began to wear off, because a desire to return to my previously boring life began growing stronger each day. After two years of remaining semi-permanently locked in my doll bodysuit, while being treated like a sex doll, I knew that I would never be let go. With a tube stuck in my mouth that inhibited my ability to make any noise other than a whine or moan, I figured that the only way I would ever taste freedom again was if I devised a plan to escape. 




Chapter 1

(Living With Mr. Bull.)
From the moment I arrived at Mr. Bull’s residence, he made it clear that I would be a sissy doll for the rest of my life. Except for medical examinations and basic grooming, I was kept in my sissy doll bodysuit permanently. Although I had grown accustomed to my doll bodysuit, I had hoped that Mr. Bull might soften over time and allow me some freedom. After several months of living under his care, it became clear that I would never be anything more than a sissy sex doll for him to play with.
Mr. Bull was a self described sex addict, and he certainly acted the part. Since he had sold his business for tens of millions of dollars, he did not have a career to keep him occupied. With no close living relatives and only a few friends to keep him company, Mr. Bull devoted much of his time to playing with his two dolls. Although at times it felt nice to receive so much attention, I found myself feeling suffocated by Mr. Bull’s tight control he exercised over the other doll and myself.
Even though I had a name prior to being kidnapped and turned into a sex doll, Mr. Bull decided to rename myself and the other doll. My name became Kitty, while the other doll was referred to as Bunny. After several months of being conditioned to respond to my new name, it became my new identity.
Despite being kept in my doll bodysuit, which blocked my vision under the thick, rubbery material, I managed to learn my way around a few rooms in the main level of Mr. Bull’s home. The room which Bunny and I shared was located on the main level just down the hall from the master bedroom. It was a box shaped room with no windows and only a single door, which could be locked from the outside.
To make us feel right at home, Mr. Bull modeled our space to closely resemble our room at the sissy doll factory. There was a single toilet in one of the corners, while our feeding devices were mounted on the wall opposite of the toilet. Except for the toilet and the feeding devices, the room was kept completely empty. As an added element of comfort, which we did not receive at the doll factory, Mr. Bull would lay out pillows and blankets for us each night before we slept. Although the tile floor made it difficult to get comfortable, Bunny and I made the best of what we had and cuddled with each other every night.
When we would wake up in the morning, Mr. Bull made sure to feed us each a bottle of our special milk through our feeding devices. At mouth-level on the wall of our room, there were two lifelike dildos mounted on the wall with tubes that ran through them. Just above the dildos, there were metal bottle holders where two bottles could be latched and connected to tubes which ran through each dildo. With the way the devices were setup, it required us dolls to put our mouths around the dildos and move our heads down the shaft while sucking to release the liquid into our mouths.
After being fed our special milk, which was a mixture of protein, nutrients, and cum, Mr. Bull would connect a leash to my collar and Bunny’s collar before bringing us to his master bedroom down the hall. After a quick walk, he would bring us to his bed where he would get creative with how he would make love to us each day. Using his imagination, he would orient Bunny’s body and mine so that he could switch between us quickly while taking a turn in every one of our openings.
Mr. Bull had a seemingly endless supply of semen, as he would fuck Bunny and me for hours at a time. His stamina was nothing less than impressive as he would pound our bottoms and mouths with power and authority. During the first several weeks at Mr. Bull’s mansion, I had to acclimate to being filled so often. Although I was already used to being humped each day, I was not used to the enormous size of Mr. Bull or the hourlong lovemaking sessions.
In the afternoon, Mr. Bull would take a break for lunch and allow his dolls to feed while he did. However, once he was ready, he would jump back in and begin ravaging Bunny and me again. During our afternoon lovemaking sessions, Mr. Bull would guide us around his house and property, where he would bend us over furniture or mount us against the wall. Even though we were led around his mansion quite often, I still hadn’t managed to learn the layout.
After taking a break for dinner, Mr. Bull would make sure that we had our third liquid meal through our feeding devices before we were finished for the evening. By the end of the day, when Bunny and I were locked in our room, our asses often felt sore and severely stretched out. Although I managed to cum most days from the intense anal stimulation, it often felt like it was being forced out of me.
Mr. Bull had complete control over his dolls’ bodies in what we wore, what we ate, and when we orgasmed. Our entire world revolved around him and what he desired because we were his submissive bottoms. Even though I couldn’t be sure of what was going on inside of Bunny’s head, I figured that she was beginning to feel the same way I did.
When we laid down to rest in the evening, we both held each other close. On a few occasions, I could feel Bunny trembling if she had a particularly rough day. Bunny knew better than to complain or fight what Mr. Bull wanted, and I made sure that I held her tight when I sensed inner turmoil.
With our hands balled up in fists, our intimacy consisted of wrapping our limbs around each other and cuddling throughout the night. We took turns as the big spoon and little spoon while we pressed our bodies against each other. During our stay in Mr. Bull’s mansion, our alone time at night became the most comforting part of each day.




Chapter 2

(Ridden Hard By Mr. Bull.)
Several months into living with Mr. Bull, Bunny and I were cuddling with each other one morning when Mr. Bull awoke us by entering the room and walking to the feeding devices on the wall to his right. Once he set up our breakfast bottles, he snapped his fingers and lingered by the door. Having been conditioned by Mr. Bull to respond appropriately to his fingers snapping, Bunny and I rose to our feet and put our hands at our sides. After putting our right leg behind our left, we motioned a curtsey and put our heads down.
Mr. Bull stepped in front of me and pulled the plug, which was lodged between the plump rubber lips of my doll bodysuit. Once the plug was removed, I bobbed down for another curtsey before putting my hands behind my back with my head down. After Mr. Bull pulled the plug in Bunny’s mouth, she bobbed down for another curtsey as well.
“Good dolls. Enjoy your breakfast. I’ll be back shortly.” Mr. Bull said before stepping of the room. We listened as he closed the door and locked it from the outside.
Bunny and I linked our arms before taking small, dainty steps over to the dildos mounted on the wall. Standing side by side, we each plunged our mouths down the shafts of the dildos and began bobbing our heads back and forth. With each motion down to the base of the dildo, a few more drops squirted into our mouths. Although at one time I would have found it ridiculous to feed in such a manner, it had become entirely normal after years of being fed in this way.
Once the thick, salty fluid was worked out of the dildos and the bottles were empty, Bunny and I stepped back to the wall opposite of the door. With the ballet boots keeping our feet oriented straight down so that all our weight rested on the tips of our toes, it was uncomfortable to stand for prolonged periods of time. However, having been stuck in ballet boots for roughly two years, we had become quite proficient in walking and standing on our toes. Despite our enhanced balance, it felt more comfortable to sit down when allowed. Bunny and I held onto each other as we dropped to the floor and sat while leaning against the wall.
Once Mr. Bull had enjoyed his breakfast, he returned with two leashes in hand. After opening the door and stepping in front of Bunny and myself, Mr. Bull attached a leash to Bunny’s collar before attaching a leash to my collar as well. When we heard him snap his fingers, Bunny and I rose to our feet and gave a curtsey before following behind Mr. Bull.
Leading us out of the room, Mr. Bull turned to the right and strolled without a care in the world. As he whistled a tune, I put my head down and followed him to his master bedroom. After stepping inside, he led us to his bed where he dropped the leashes and allowed them to hang from our collars.
“Get on the bed, put your head down and your asses in the air.” Mr. Bull ordered.
After giving a curtsey, I followed his order as Bunny did the same.
Without being able to see anything out of the constricting doll bodysuit, we felt around for the bed before crawling onto it as we were told. Once we were in the center of the bed, we assumed the position Mr. Bull had ordered.
“Not like that. Put your knees together.” Mr. Bull barked.
Following his order, I brought my knees together as I assumed Bunny did the same.
“Arch your back more! And stick that ass out!”
I let out an inaudible sigh as I continued following his commands.
“You two aren’t close enough to the edge. Back up.” Mr. Bull stated.
Moving backwards, I continued shifting until my feet were hanging off the edge of the bed.
“Do I have to do everything for you dolls?”
Mr. Bull stepped behind me and grabbed my hips. I could feel him pull me backward until my knees were at the edge of the plush king-sized bed. After slapping my butt cheeks, he grabbed Bunny and pulled her next to me.
I waited patiently with my head buried in the bed as I listened to Mr. Bull pull his pants down and expose himself. He stepped over to the nightstand beside his bed, where he pulled out a bottle of lube and squirted some into his hands. I could hear his hand sliding up and down his shaft as he lathered himself with lube right behind me. Without warning, he guided his dick through the opening of my suit between my cheeks and pressed forward.
Despite how often Mr. Bull used my bottom to pleasure himself, the first entrance each day always made me squeal. It felt like my behind needed to warm up after resting all night, but he rarely started slow. His massive cock just barely fit through the opening to my suit, which could accommodate a girth much larger than the average male. I let out a long, loud moan as he squeezed my cheeks and pumped back and forth into me.
Putting my hands on my chest, I used my balled up fists beneath my bodysuit to rub my nipples while Mr. Bull had his way. During my training at the doll factory, I had been programmed to rub my boobs and keep them stimulated, especially during sex. Although Mr. Bull was not as concerned with the habitual rubbing of my breasts as the trainers at the doll factory were, he liked to see his dolls enjoying themselves in his presence.
In just a few short minutes, his veiny cock began to stimulate my special spot and push me toward an orgasm. The sensation of his rigid shaft sliding in and out of my hole was intoxicating as I felt my limp member working toward a release. Even though my penis had been stuck in a tube that pointed it straight down and inhibited me from growing an erection, I usually had no trouble reaching a climax.
After two years of being prevented from growing hard, my member had long given up on trying to grow an erection when stimulated. Instead, it remained flaccid and limp perpetually. Although the change happened slowly, it felt like my penis had shrunk over time as it had much more room than when I was initially put into my doll bodysuit.
My moans became higher-pitched as Mr. Bull slammed into my back end and made me feel like his bitch. As he began talking dirty to me, I felt like I couldn’t hold back the release any longer.
“Come on, you stupid bitch, I know you want to cum!” Mr. Bull shouted. “You fucking bimbo doll! I know you love feeling my dick inside of you! Show me how horny you are, you slut!”
My squeals grew louder as I was on the brink of a release. 
“I’m fucking your brains out, you fucking cock sleeve! You’re just a cum dump, isn’t that right?”
Between his hard thrusts, the stimulation to my boobs, and the dirty talk, I slipped over the edge and began leaking cum. My whines became lower while my body shook uncontrollably. Mr. Bull slammed his cock into my back end and held himself there as he grabbed my shoulders and pulled me upright onto my knees.
“I asked you a question, you brainless fuck doll.” Mr. Bull asserted.
As I felt my orgasm melting away, I let out a high-pitched squeak.
“Do you even remember what I asked you?” Mr. Bull questioned.
Having been swept away with his powerful thrusts, I had trouble recalling his question and shook my head no.
“Is there anything up here?” Mr. Bull said while knocking on my head.
After putting my head down, I shook my head no again.
“You’re just a fucking cum dump for me to use, isn’t that right?”
With my hands still pressed against my chest, I nodded my head yes.
“Are you a brainless doll?”
Shaking my head in agreement again, I hoped that he would continue humping me so that I could finish my orgasm.
“Good doll.”
Mr. Bull pushed me down so that my head was buried in the bed again before pumping behind me.
After having my orgasm broken up, it felt like I needed to start all over again. I breathed heavily as I slowly worked back up to a release a second time. However, just as I felt myself nearing an orgasm, he slapped my cheek and pulled out.
“It’s time for Bunny to take a ride.” Mr. Bull announced as he stepped behind her.
I listened as he gave Bunny the same treatment that I had just experienced. Although it was degrading to be talked to and treated in such a manner, something about being referred to as a brainless bimbo doll stirred something inside of me. My sex drive had become directly linked to how submissive I felt, and his degrading comments had a way of igniting my arousal. Even though the doll bodysuit kept me submissive and docile, his verbal affirmations of what I had become were quite erotic. However, when the orgasm faded and sex wasn’t in the picture, his comments could be unsettling.




Chapter 3

(Looking for an Escape.)
After our morning lovemaking session ended with Mr. Bull, he led Bunny and me back to our room by our leashes. Mr. Bull left the leashes attached to our collars while he exited the room and returned a few minutes later with fresh bottles for lunch. Once the bottles were setup on the feeding devices, he unplugged our mouths before exiting the room and locking the door behind him. While we fed through our feeding devices, Mr. Bull enjoyed a lunch which was prepared by his personal chef.
Depending on what Mr. Bull ate for a meal, Bunny and I could often smell the food being prepared. With the kitchen just down the hall from our room, we couldn’t help salivating from the aroma spilling under the doorway. Even though we were fed three liquid meals a day, I often craved something more substantial.
Although the special milk kept Bunny and I nourished, it also kept us quite slim. After being on the liquid diet for well over two years, it felt like most of the muscle mass in my arms and legs had faded while my stomach was thinner than it had ever been. With the E cup implants in my chest and my hips that had widened over time, I had achieved an ideal hourglass figure.
Even if I didn’t have the doll bodysuit keeping me submissive and docile, I knew that I would feel weak and inferior to Mr. Bull. He was a few inches taller than me, even with my seven-inch ballet heels on. Although he was slightly overweight, it was difficult to tell how much of his bodyweight was muscle or fat. Except for our lovemaking sessions, Mr. Bull rarely worked out or exercised.
After Bunny and I finished our liquid lunch, we stepped over to the wall opposite of the door and sat with our backs against the wall. Mr. Bull returned to our room nearly a half an hour later and spared no time marching over to us. As I felt him grab my leash, I stood up and gave a curtsey while Bunny did the same. Mr. Bull led us out of the room and took a left turn down the hallway.
As we walked down the hall and took a few turns, I quickly lost track of where we were. His mansion felt like a maze and it seemed that he purposely walked in and out of rooms just to keep us guessing about where we were. After hearing a sliding glass door open, we stepped through it and could immediately feel the heat from the sun.
In the tight, constricting bodysuit, the blazing sun felt quite uncomfortable. With my entire body covered from head to toe in the rubbery material, I hoped that he would not make us stay outside for long. As we began marching down a concrete path, I put my head down and followed meekly as I could smell flowers all around.
This was not our first trip to Mr. Bull’s private garden behind his mansion, and I did not expect it to be our last. During our most recent venture outside, Mr. Bull led us in several circles along a winding path before having his way with Bunny, then myself. Although I was shut out from the world with the doll bodysuit blocking my vision, there was something exhilarating about being penetrated while outside in broad daylight.
After being led along the concrete path for nearly a half an hour, Mr. Bull stopped abruptly and turned his attention toward me. I already felt exhausted and sweaty beneath my doll suit, and I was grateful to be finished walking for now.
“On your knees, doll.” Mr. Bull ordered.
After a quick curtsey, I dropped to my knees as instructed.
Mr. Bull popped the plug out of my mouth and unzipped his pants. After completely undressing his lower half, he grabbed my head with both hands and guided himself into my mouth. I let out a moan as he plunged his cock into the back of my throat and forced me to accept all of him. Having plenty of experience in deep throating, my gag reflex felt non-existent.
I bobbed my head up and down his shaft while using my tongue to tickle the underside of his dick. From the sounds of Mr. Bull panting, I figured that he enjoyed how I was toying with his cock. In the heat and humidity, I just hoped that he would finish quickly so that I could be taken back inside to cool down.
After just a few minutes, I could feel drips of sweat falling onto my head from Mr. Bull. He wiped his forehead every few seconds as I felt his hands becoming slippery from how much he was sweating. It sounded like he was running out of breath when I felt him empty a large amount of semen into my mouth.
The warm, salty fluid rushed to the back of my throat and slid down to my stomach as he continued humping my head. I let out soft moans as he came down from his climax and slowed to a stop. Once he let go of me, he turned his attention to Bunny immediately after.
Sparing no time, Mr. Bull jumped right in and began riding Bunny’s back end hard and rough. Her high-pitched whines echoed throughout the expansive garden as he used what little stamina he had left to show dominance over his other doll.
“Yes! You Fu…” Mr. Bull exclaimed while sounding out of breath. “You Fucking…You slutty fu…You slutty fucking sex…sex doll…”
I tilted my head as I turned toward Mr. Bull. Hearing his slurred speech, I knew that something was not right. It sounded like his thrusts against Bunny had slowed to a stop as he was struggling to speak.
“Take it…Take my…Take my co…” Mr. Bull sounded like he was losing his breath as he could not finish his sentence.
I could hear Bunny and Mr. Bull struggling, as it sounded like he was using her to keep himself on his feet. With ballet heels on Bunny’s feet, she could not hold up the enormous man for very long. I could hear them both fall to the ground before Bunny let out a loud cry. As I crawled over to them, I could feel that Mr. Bull was lying on top of Bunny while she was pinned beneath him.
“My head…is killing me.” Mr. Bull said with a breathy voice. “Get…Help… Doll.”
Mr. Bull removed his necklace with a pair of keys on it. Using what little strength he had left, he grabbed my collar and pulled my neck toward him. I stayed perfectly still as he inserted the key into my collar and released it. After letting it fall to the ground, he grabbed the zipper at the back of my neck and pulled it down to my mid-back.
I was in a state of shock as this was my first time being released from my doll bodysuit since I was given a medical examination when I first arrived. After shaking my head and snapping out of a trance, I used my balled up fists to pull the hood of the bodysuit from my head. Being exposed to the bright light of the sun, my eyes had trouble adjusting to my surroundings.
With my eyes nearly closed, I struggled against my bodysuit and pulled one arm out at a time. Once my arms and hands were free, I unbuckled the corset before unzipping my bodysuit the rest of the way and pulling it down to my thighs. After blinking my eyes a few times, I brought my attention to my ballet boots and attempted to unlace them.
As I began working on the laces, I noticed how long my nails had become after several months beneath the doll bodysuit. It appeared that they were about an inch in length, which made it difficult to unlace my ballet boots. Although I was aware that my nails had become long, it took me by surprise when I saw them with my own eyes.
With much effort, I managed to unlace both of my ballet boots and shimmy my body out of the suit completely. After becoming completely naked, I turned my attention back to Mr. Bull and checked how he was doing. As I knelt next to him on the hot concrete path, I put my head to his chest to make sure he was still breathing.
Although Mr. Bull had a light complexion, his skin looked quite red. Even though he had been sweating just a few moments ago, his skin felt dry and hot to the touch. As he brought his arm over his head and mumbled an incoherent sentence, I guessed that he was suffering from a heat stroke.
Looking around the garden behind Mr. Bull’s large mansion, I stood up and took in my surroundings. Flower beds were scattered around the garden and the vegetation looked exquisite. There was a long, winding path that snaked through the garden and connected to a large patio area at the back of the mansion. As my eyes laid on the back door of the mansion with marble pillars on each side, I noticed Mr. Bull’s butler stepping outside. When our eyes locked, the butler called for help before sprinting toward us.
My heart raced as I didn’t know what to do. Looking down at Mr. Bull, I truly hoped that he would be alright. However, I had been waiting for years to have an opportunity to escape back to my old life, which I had been ripped away from. As I heard shouting from the butler, who was only a hundred feet away, I took off in the opposite direction.
Having been stuck in the doll bodysuit for an extended period of time, my body had molded and acclimated to the suit. I felt like I had trouble allowing my heels to touch the ground when I walked, as my toes had been stuck pointing straight down for far too long. After just a few strides, it felt like my calves were burning and my body needed to rest. Pushing through the discomfort, I continued jogging on the balls of my feet while bringing my attention to another annoyance.
Without a bra or the bodysuit to support my chest, my E cup boobs were swinging freely with each step. The tremendous weight bearing down on me felt like too much to handle as I cupped my chest with both hands. Although it helped the uncomfortable feeling of running without a bra, I did not feel like I was in shape to run.
As I darted through some bushes and tried to find an escape from Mr. Bull’s property, I could hear Mr. Bull’s bodyguards scouring the garden. Anxiety began to consume me as I reached a brick wall that surrounded Mr. Bull’s yard. The brick wall was over ten feet tall and completely smooth to the touch. Unable to find a spot where I could climb over, I began following the wall and looking for a way out.
With each step through the thick bushes and trees, which were scattered around the yard, I could hear Mr. Bull’s bodyguards growing closer. My eyes began tearing up as this was the closest I had come to escaping my life as a doll; However, I still felt completely trapped. Even if I were able to climb over the wall, it appeared that we were surrounded by forests as far as the eye could see. While barefoot and completely nude, I knew that I wouldn’t get far. After approaching the far back corner of the garden, I put my hands against the wall and began sobbing.
As I looked down over my body, I couldn’t believe what I had become. I hardly recognized myself with how thin my arms and legs were. My waistline looked unnaturally small while my member was not even visible beneath my untamed pubic hair. From head to toe, I was unrecognizable as the man I once was. They had transformed me into a sissy sex doll, and I couldn’t believe I was dumb enough to think I could escape.
When two burly men spotted me hiding in the bushes, I curled up and cried as they approached. My body went limp when they picked me up by my shoulders and legs before carrying me back to the mansion. I felt utterly defeated and did not dare to resist, as I feared it would only make things worse for me. I hung my head while they brought me to my room and locked me inside.




Chapter 4

(Returning the Defective Doll.)
After my futile attempt to escape while Mr. Bull suffered from a heat stroke, I was left alone in my room for several hours. While in a state of despair, I sat curled up in a corner with my head buried. When the afternoon turned to evening without a visit from Mr. Bull or anyone from his staff, I began to fear that the worst had happened.
I felt like I was in purgatory, as I had no idea what had happened to Mr. Bull and what would happen to me after my act of disobedience. Trying to distract myself from the insufferable anxiety consuming me, I stood up and took a few deep breaths. As I tried to calm myself down, I couldn’t help noticing the effects of being locked in a constricting doll suit for an extended period of time.
My calf muscles felt incredibly tight and sore from being kept in an extended position perpetually. I found it difficult to stand with my feet flat on the ground and was forced to stand with my heels in the air to provide some relief. The muscles in my legs had adapted to the suit and grown accustomed to remaining in an extended position. It was strange to feel uncomfortable in my own skin as the simple act of standing did not feel natural anymore without high heels on my feet.
Pushing aside my pubic hair, I was surprised by how much my penis had shrunk since the last time I had seen it. Although most of my length used to come from my member growing, it still felt much smaller and shorter in its flaccid state. Knowing that my penis may never experience an erection again after being kept confined for years, I was in disbelief at the size of my most intimate of body parts.
When I put my hands over my waist, I was in shock, as it looked no different from when I had my corset fitted tightly around me. Through intense waist training with the under-bust corset, my waistline looked almost unnaturally thin. After wrapping my fingers around my stomach, I found that I was uncomfortably close to touching my thumbs and middle fingers in the front and back.
Seeing my breasts rest in their teardrop shape felt both exhilarating and jarring. It felt like my deepest fantasy had come to fruition, as I had the most perfect and perky breasts I had ever seen. However, in my fantasies, it was my decision to receive breast implants. With how feminine my body appeared and how submissive I had been trained to act, I knew that these boobs were not for me or my enjoyment while presenting myself as female. My chest was another part of my body that belonged to someone else, which they could use at their discretion.
As I rubbed my hands across my face, I was taken aback by how smooth my skin felt, even though I hadn’t shaved in quite some time. While thinking back to the extensive work done to my body at the sissy doll factory, I remembered how I was kept unconscious when I had arrived so that they could transform me into one of their dolls. It was now apparent that they had used laser hair removal to keep my body hairless and feminine regardless of if I was groomed. Except for the patch of pubic hair which hid my member, my head and body remained entirely hairless.
While feeling around my cheeks and lips, I realized that my mouth was hanging open, and I quickly closed it. With my fingers still on my lips, I felt my mouth part again unconsciously. Apparently, after the long period of time I was forced to live with a tube propping my mouth open, my jaw had grown accustomed to the shape and adapted to the new resting position. Clenching my teeth now felt uncomfortable, and my jaw became sore from simply biting down.
To top off the feeling of being an alien in my own body, I could feel something different about my teeth when biting. As I ran my tongue around my mouth, I could feel that there was something laid over my teeth to keep them insulated and protected while in my doll bodysuit. I could only guess that they used some sort of veneer to keep my teeth looking perfect while I remained in my doll suit.
Feeling overwhelmed by all the work that had been done to me, I took a seat on the floor and stared blankly ahead at the door. It was clear that I would never return to my previous life as a male and the best I could hope for was the freedom to start my life as the blurred gender I had become. With a wig and some makeup, I knew that I could easily pass for a woman, even though a shred of manhood remained hidden in my pubic hair.
As I found myself lost in a trance, I could hear footsteps approach my door. My heart began to race as I stood up and faced whoever was coming to check on me. When the door opened and I saw Bunny, along with another doll dressed identically to her, I became confused. Once the dolls were pushed inside and I caught sight of the two large men behind them, I froze in place as I recognized them from the sissy doll factory.
“What the hell are you two doing here?” I said, feeling startled.
The two men wearing all black athletic wear ignored my question and stormed over to me.
“Stop! What are you doing? Why are you here?!” I screamed.
The two men paid no attention to my cries and quickly subdued me.
In a matter of seconds, they had me pinned to the wall with my hands behind my back. A pair of handcuffs were locked around my wrists behind me before they spun me around to face them. While standing naked in front of the two men, I stomped my foot and screamed.
“You can’t take me back there! Mr. Bull bought me! I’m his now!”
One of the men brought a ball gag to my mouth and forced it between my lips. My pathetic cries became muffled as they used another set of cuffs to restrain my legs.
Once the cuffs were locked around my ankles, the two men each grabbed a shoulder and dragged me out of the room. I screamed and cried through my gag as they brought me down the ornate hallway of Mr. Bull’s mansion and exited the front door. As I was being carried to a van waiting in the driveway, I could see a limo pulling up to the mansion.
The two men stopped and waited as the limo driver exited the vehicle and opened it for the person sitting in the back. When Mr. Bull exited the vehicle, I sighed in relief. Although he looked weak while hunched over with a water bottle in hand under the moonlight, he looked much better than the last time I had seen him. While struggling against the two men from the sissy doll factory, I hoped that Mr. Bull would intervene and keep them from taking me.
“What’s going on?” Mr. Bull asked.
“We’ve already delivered your replacement doll and will be taking this one back to be repurposed.” One of the men answered.
“Wow. I guess Chris wasn’t kidding about getting this taken care of right away.” Mr. Bull stated.
“He takes defects very seriously. He wanted us to assure you that this is not a reflection of his products.”
“It better not be. This stupid doll tried to run while I was lying on the ground dying!.” Mr. Bull said with a fiery tone.
“We do apologize and we hope that you will enjoy your new doll.”
“We’ll see. Now get this stupid doll out of my sight. I need to go rest.” Mr. Bull said before taking a sip of water and walking into his mansion.
I hung my head as the two men carried me to their van and opened the back doors. After laying me down in the back of the van, they used a lock to connect my handcuffs and ankle cuffs so that my limbs were stuck together behind my back. One of the men grabbed a cloth bag and placed it over my head before closing the doors. As they began driving me back to the sissy doll factory, I closed my eyes and contemplated my idiotic decision, which sent me back to the one place I hoped to never visit again.              




Chapter 5

(Becoming a Display Doll.)
After traveling for a few hours while tied up in the back of the van, I could feel the vehicle slow to a stop before the two men exited it. I felt a pit form in my stomach as the back doors to the van opened and they released the lock which held my limbs together behind me. Anxiety consumed me as the men pulled me from the van and stood me up next to them.
While still completely nude with my hands cuffed behind my back, I felt incredibly vulnerable. I had no idea what they had planned for me and I could not take the suspense any longer. As I let out a soft whimper through my ball gag, I could hear a set of heavy footsteps approach me.
“So, this is the defective doll?” A man with a low voice asked. I recognized him as Chris, the head of the operation.
“Yes. Their doll suit is in the van. Should I grab it?” One of the men responded.
“That won’t be necessary.” Chris responded. “We’re gong to repurpose this one and fit her into a new doll suit. Take the doll to processing and tell them that this one will be for display only.”
“Yes sir.” One of the men responded.
As the men carried me away, I couldn’t help feeling anxious about the conversation. I had already been through processing where they performed extensive work on my body, but now they were planning on turning me into a display doll. I had no idea what that meant, but I wasn’t sure if I wanted to find out.
When the men brought me into the operating room and laid me down on a stretcher, I felt a panic attack coming on. My breathing sped up and my heart raced as I had trouble calming myself down. Having experienced this place before, I knew that they were planning on putting me unconscious while they worked on me.
After my restraints were removed, the men quickly secured me to the stretcher with leather straps that ran over my chest, stomach, thighs, and ankles. Although I knew better than to fight back, I could not help resisting as they secured my ankles and wrists into cuffs, which were attached to the bed. I laid my head back and tried to control my breathing as they wheeled me into another room.
Once the stretcher was in place, the guards locked the wheels before leaving me alone. After a few minutes, I could hear a few people entering the room and prepping for whatever they were planning on doing to me. With the cloth bag over my head, I had trouble seeing what was happening through the dark fabric. Nearly a half an hour later, I was put on an IV.
The suspense was unbearable as I listened to several nurses moving around the room and working silently to get everything prepared. I moaned through my gag and pulled against my restraints when I heard the anesthesiologist called in to put me out. As I swallowed the saliva in my mouth, one of the nurses pulled the cloth bag from my head and removed the ball gag, which was propping my mouth open. Before my eyes could adjust to the bright light above me, a clear mask was placed over my nose and mouth that released a pungent oder. In just a few short seconds, everything faded to black.
Just as I had experienced during my first visit to the sissy doll factory, the following days and weeks felt like a blurry, hazy dream. They must have kept me on sedatives and powerful painkillers for weeks as I continued feeling groggy and confused during my recovery. I felt like I was trapped inside of my own body, as I could not speak or move while drifting in and out of consciousness.
In the blink of an eye, it felt like I snapped out of a trance and returned to reality in an instant. My eyes fluttered open as I sat up and took in my surroundings. To my relief, my vision was not blocked by the hood and mask of a doll bodysuit. However, my relief did not last for very long as I noticed what had happened to me while I was unconscious.
From the neck down, I had been encased in a new doll bodysuit that was bright pink. The tight, rubbery material hugged my skin and felt very similar to the doll suit which I had already grown accustomed to wearing. Except for a few minor differences, the suit felt very familiar.
One difference which grabbed my attention immediately was the dramatic increase in space for my bust. When my eyes fell onto my chest and discovered that even more work had been done to my boobs, I fell into a state of shock. My hands shook uncontrollably as I cupped my breasts and felt the new size and weight of my G cup bosoms. Although my doll bodysuit hugged my skin and provided some support for my chest, it became apparent immediately that my new proportions would take some time to grow accustomed to.
As I looked down over the rest of my body, another difference which jumped out was the absence of an under-bust corset over top of the doll bodysuit. After years of waist training with a corset and strict dieting, my body had grown acclimated to the new shape and apparently did not require a corset to have an hourglass figure. With my hips that had widened over time and my G cup breasts pressing against the bodysuit, I had an attractive feminine figure regardless of if a corset was laced around me.
When I noticed that my crotch was flat beneath the suit, I felt around my middle and discovered that this suit also had a small tube attached which could secure my penis directly beneath me. Although the hard circular tube felt similar to my other doll bodysuit, there was something about it which also felt quite different. My member was still stuck pointing straight down, which inhibited the possibility of an erection. However, it felt like there was a small object attached to the tube.
As I checked my bottom, I noticed another slight difference in this doll bodysuit. Nestled between my cheeks over top of my opening, there was a metal ring which felt like it had grooves in it. Instead of being perfectly smooth like my last suit, it felt like something could be twisted into it.
Just as I had experienced with my previous doll bodysuit, the constricting material covered the entirety of my arms and forced my hands into fists beneath the suit. Although it was agitating to be unable to use my hands, I grew even more annoyed when I looked down at my legs and discovered I had been laced into a new pair of knee high ballet boots. The ballet boots had a thin stiletto heel that offered little support, while my feet were forced to orient straight down beneath me. Even though I had plenty of experience with shoes like these, they could still become uncomfortable after extended use.
After taking in my new outfit and some of the work which had been done to my body, I turned my attention to the rectangular shaped box which I found myself inside of. The box was just wide enough for me to lie down and fully extend my legs, while the length stretched just a few feet. It appeared that the height of the box was roughly eight feet and there was a metal rod in the center of the white vinyl floor, which extended to waist height. As I sat up and scanned around me, I noticed that the interior of the box was an eggshell white, except for a mirror which covered the entirety of one of the walls.  
As I stood to my heels and faced the mirror, I tilted my head as I hardly recognized the person staring back at me. I felt like a stranger in my own skin as I scanned myself from head to heels and took in my full reflection. Although I was aware of some drastic changes which had been made to my body, I had no idea what had been done to my head and face.
Even though there was not a single hair present on my face or atop my head, it appeared as though I had eyebrows as they were painted on in a thin feminine shape. A light coat of pink blush highlighted my cheekbones while my eyes popped behind a heavy coat of makeup. A transition of pink was spread across my eyelids while a thin line of black eye liner circled each of my eyes. Over top of my eyelashes, it appeared that fake lashes had been glued on which dramatically increased the length.
As I brought my balled up fist to my mouth, I noticed something strange about my plump pink lips. It appeared that they had used lip fillers to greatly increase the size of my lips while also perfecting the shape. Having given a countless number of blow jobs, I was well aware of the reason for making my lips so full.
While puckering my lips and turning from side to side, I was met with one last disturbing detail. Although I could part my lips slightly, I struggled to open my mouth or move my jaw. Becoming anxious about my inability to control my mouth, I began feeling around my cheeks and trying to figure out what was going on.
In my panicked state, I examined my cheeks with my fists while using my tongue to check out my teeth. As I frantically searched for what was keeping me from opening my mouth, I found that something had been attached on the inside and outside of my back teeth. The metal contraption was forcing me to remain biting down and would not budge, no matter how hard I fought against it. Although the device was small, it was incredibly strong.
My breathing sped up as moans and whines began emanating from me. Stepping back and forth inside of the tight space, I began pounding on the mirror in front of me while trying to get someone’s attention. After a few adrenaline filled minutes, I could hear a latch open outside of the box. When a door opened to my right, I was surprised as there were no seams inside of the box, nor was there a handle to open the only door to this small room. As I turned to face who had come to check on me, I was surprised to see that it was Vanessa.




Chapter 6

(Stay Still and Look Pretty.)
With her brown chunky high heel booties, Vanessa stood at an inch taller than myself. Her long brown hair was pulled high in a ponytail while her makeup looked neat and professional. Her piercing hazel eyes were complimented by a short pleated skirt, which was paired with a long sleeve brown top. As she stepped close to me, I was intimidated by her demeanor.
“Step away from the mirror.” Vanessa ordered forcefully.
Taken aback by her sharp tone, I took a step back and bumped into the wall behind me.
Vanessa closed the gap between us with just a couple of steps and pushed me into the corner on the opposite side of the door. Stepping next to the metal rod which extended up from the floor, she began screwing a bulb-like object into it. After just a few seconds, she stepped back and pulled a small remote out of her low cut top.
“Come, doll.” Vanessa ordered.
Without feeling like I had a choice, I stepped over to her with my head down.
I watched as she pressed a button on the remote, which caused the metal rod to lower, spiraling as it did. After grabbing my shoulder, she moved me over the rod and pressed the button again so that it raised back into place. Grabbing me by the hips, Vanessa held me in place as she guided the metal rod between my cheeks.
“Don’t worry, I already lubed it up for you.” Vanessa informed.
I breathed heavily through my nose as I felt the bulb-like object meet my cheeks and continue pushing. The spiraling movement of the anal plug sent shivers up my spine as it slowly spread my opening and made room for itself inside of me. The flared out shape of the object caused me to stretch as the widest part popped into place and allowed my opening to rest over a much thinner portion just below it.
Vanessa continued holding the button on the remote with one hand while holding the metal ring between my cheeks with the other. I could feel the metal grooves from the ring in my suit meet some metal grooves around the rod as it twisted and meshed with each other. Once the metal rod was locked in place, Vanessa let go of the button and knelt behind me.
I felt stuck as the metal rod held a large anal plug inside of my bottom and connected me to the floor of the box. I could not take a step in any direction and was forced to stand in place while remaining penetrated through my doll bodysuit.
“Good doll.” Vanessa said, while standing upright. “Stay still while I get your outfit.”
With no other choice, I remained in my position while shifting my weight back and forth between my high heels and the plug.
A few minutes later, Vanessa returned with a poofy, pink princess dress. I watched as she approached with the dress and brought it over top of my head.
“Arms up, doll!” Vanessa yelled, sounding like she had no patience for me.
Putting my arms up as I was ordered, the poofy short sleeves were pulled up to my shoulders as the rest of the satin and tulle dress was pulled down my body. Vanessa walked circles around me as she pulled the floor length dress down on all sides and made sure that the extravagant dress was resting properly around me.
Seeing that it was to her liking, Vanessa stepped behind me and began pulling on the lacing in the back of the dress. The corset built into the dress had a series of laces which Vanessa worked quickly to tighten. In a matter of minutes, she had formed the dress to my body shape before pulling it tighter to flatten my waist even further.
“Arms up!” Vanessa ordered.
I felt like the dress was already laced too tight, but Vanessa was not finished yet. She continued to tighten the dress, cinch the laces, and repeat several times. By the time she was done tightening the laces, I wished I was back in my old corset. Once she was finished, she stepped out of the small box and returned moments later with a long, blonde, curly wig.
Vanessa brought the wig to my bald head and set it in place. After tightening a strap in the back of the wig, she grabbed a tiara and placed it atop of my head. Putting her finger to her red painted lips, she scanned my body from top to bottom while making sure that everything looked presentable.
“Perfect.” Vanessa said with a smile. “I hope you’re comfortable.”
I let out a soft whimper in response, as I didn’t know what was going on or why they were doing this to me.
“Shut up, doll! I told you it could always get worse.” Vanessa hissed while pressing a button on the remote.
I could feel a shock travel through the butt plug into my rear while another shock came from the tube my penis was stuck inside of.
“And that was the lowest setting. I can turn this dial all the way to ten if you don’t behave like a good doll.” Vanessa informed. “Since you had so much trouble following our rules with your previous owner, we have simplified them for display dolls like yourself. You will stand still and look pretty for your observers on the other side of that two-way mirror. Now extend your arms at your sides and face your palms toward the floor.”
Not wanting to experience another zap to my behind and member, I complied with her order and oriented my hands like a cartoon princess.
“Very good, doll.” Vanessa said, while pressing a button on the remote.
Instead of feeling a shock, I could feel a vibrating sensation emanating from the anal plug which was inserted into my behind. The vibrating plug stimulated my behind while more vibrations could be felt in the tube which encapsulated my penis. My abdomen contracted as my breathing sped up rapidly.
“And that was only a three out of ten on this little remote.” Vanessa explained. “We can either put you in a world of pain or pleasure. It’s your choice if you are going to listen and be a good doll or act like a disobedient little bitch.”
I let out a soft moan as the vibrations slowed to a stop. Shifting back and forth on my outrageously high heels, I put my head down and looked at the floor. In an instant, I felt a shock to my penis and behind.
“Eyes up doll!” Vanessa yelled. “As a princess doll, your chin should always be up, your eyes should be straight ahead, your back should be arched, and your arms should be out at your sides with your palms facing the ground. If you move your arms, it should be in a graceful and feminine manner. We will be watching from the other side of that two-way mirror in front of you, and if you slouch for even a second, we will not hesitate to punish you.” Vanessa informed.
Feeling overwhelmed by her demands, I let out a soft whimper in response.
“Do not make us use the highest setting. The last time we did, the doll pissed herself and couldn’t see straight for an hour.”
Feeling frightened by her threat, I complied with her order and oriented my body as she had said.
“One last thing.” Vanessa said, while pressing another button on the remote. “Let’s make you look a little more inviting.”
As Vanessa pressed the button, I could feel the metal contraption in my mouth force my jaw to open slightly. My lips parted and my jaw froze in place with a small opening to my mouth. When I tried to bite down or open my mouth further, I found that it was stuck in place. Feeling uncomfortable with the power Vanessa was wielding over me, my lips began to quiver.
Vanessa stood in front of me for a few minutes and watched my body closely. She appeared skeptical of how quickly I was obeying her and was clearly waiting for me to slip up. After waiting several minutes without a movement or noise from me, Vanessa turned and stepped out of the small box-shaped room.




Chapter 7

(What have I become?)
Once Vanessa had left me alone, the only thing that I could focus on in the empty room was the image of myself in the large two-way mirror right in front of me. My reflection was a haunting reminder of what they had turned me into and how easily the sissy doll factory asserted complete dominance over me. I was not in control of any part of my body, what I wore, or when something was inserted into me. I was at the complete mercy of my captors and they had turned me into a decoration for their enjoyment.
Looking at my body from head to heels, I had become a perfectly painted princess doll. The dark eyeliner around my eyes made them pop, while the pink eye shadow looked dainty and elegant. My plump lips looked inviting, while my cheeks looked incredibly feminine, with a coat of blush. Although I did not have hair of my own on top of my head, the long, blonde curly wig looked natural while complimenting my overall appearance.
The pink princess dress closely matched the color of my sissy doll bodysuit and concealed most of the suit beneath it. The only parts of my doll bodysuit that were visible were my arms and the upper part of my chest where the dress was low cut. With the way the long dress fell to the floor, my legs and shoes were kept hidden.
While staring at the mirror and doing my best to maintain my posture, I could feel a tingle beginning to emanate from the butt plug in my bottom. As I felt it vibrate at what must have been the lowest setting, I shifted my behind back and forth while trying to remain frozen in place, as I had been told. Feeling like I was being tested, I did my best to ignore the sensations coming from the butt plug.
When the setting jumped abruptly to a higher level, I took a deep breath as my eyes went wide. Not only was the plug vibrating, but the tube which encapsulated my penis vibrated as well. Feeling overwhelmed by the sensations stimulating me in front and back, I held my breath while tensing my abdomen.
It felt like the setting continued to rise as the vibrations became more intense by the second. I felt paralyzed as every muscle in my body tensed up from what was happening. Staring into the two-way mirror with pleading eyes, I silently implored whoever was on the other side to give me a break. My tormentor must have been enjoying my expressions as I felt the vibrations jump to a higher level yet again.
Unable to stay in place for another second, I bent forward and grabbed my crotch with both hands. Although my penis was being intensely stimulated, it still felt limp while a release built deep inside of me. I pressed my legs together and attempted to step away from the rod inserted into my bottom, but it was no use. With the way the plug was screwed into my suit, I was unable to move or escape.
A few seconds after deviating from my required standing position, I felt the vibrations cease as they were replaced by an uncomfortable, shocking sensation. Both my member and my behind began shaking as an electrical current traveled into me from the plug and the crotch of my bodysuit. As I had experienced with the vibrations, it felt like the zap started weak and became increasingly more intense. When the shocking sensation finally peaked, I felt like I lost control of my legs and both of my feet sprung forward in front of me.
While resting all my weight on the anal plug, I was shocked as it held up my bodyweight with ease. Although the plug was being driven even deeper into me when my feet were lifted from the floor, I struggled to put weight back onto my feet while being zapped. When the shocking sensations finally came to a halt, I quickly put both feet back to the ground and panted for air.
After feeling a small shock to my behind and penis again, I jumped upright and resumed my position with my hands at my side and my palms facing the floor. With my back arched, my chin held high, and my eyes straight ahead, I felt uncomfortable, but it was nothing compared to what I had just been through. As soon as I was back in the correct position, the electrical currents were replaced with vibrations again.
While experiencing the overwhelming power that the sissy doll factory had over me, I could feel a single tear stream down my cheek. I let out a soft whimper as the tear dripped from my face and fell to the floor. Seeing how glassy my eyes looked in the mirror, I had trouble keeping my gaze straight ahead. While holding my position, I looked up and away as I tried to mentally escape my predicament.
As I felt the dull vibrations being replaced with light electrical currents in my bottom again, I let out a cry and looked straight ahead. When the zapping was replaced with soft vibrations for the third time, I could not help whimpering as I was being forced to focus on myself and how helpless I had become. Although the vibrations were teasing and tormenting my trapped member, I could not take another minute of the shocking sensations.
While standing in the desired position for a sissy doll princess, I did my best to pull myself together and bury my emotions. With tears streaming down my cheeks, I blinked my eyes rapidly while taking slow, deep breaths. After a few minutes of calming myself down, I noticed something strange in the mirror. Although I had been tearing up, my makeup still looked untouched.
As I was scanning my face and trying to understand why my tears didn’t smudge my mascara, eyeliner, or blush, I could hear the door open to my right. Even though I was curious to see who it was, I continued looking straight ahead as the door closed and a burly man stepped behind me. My breathing sped up as I watched the man put his hand on my shoulder before whispering into my ear.
“Welcome to my collection.”




Chapter 8

(Used For His Pleasure.)
As I heard the words being spoken in my ear, I recognized the voice immediately as Chris, the head of the sissy doll factory. While laying my eyes on him for the first time in the mirror, I was surprised when I finally put a face to the voice I had become acquainted with. Although his deep, booming voice sounded very masculine, I was not prepared for the sight of his body.
Chris’s frame resembled a football player’s as he towered over me. His wide shoulders dwarfed my own shoulders and his hands looked almost twice as large as my own. His brown hair was speckled with grey, while a thick beard covered much of his face. Wearing a long sleeve black shirt and skinny black pants, he was very attractive for a man.
My lips quivered while my body stayed frozen in place. Watching him through the mirror, I breathed heavily while his hand wandered down to my chest and gave a light squeeze. It felt like my breast was the perfect size and shape for him as he cupped each of my boobs with his hands.
“Very nice.” Chris complimented. “You turned out just perfect.”
I whimpered as he let go of my chest and pulled out a small remote from his pocket. I recognized the remote as the same one which Vanessa had used to control me.
Chris stepped around to my front and stood close as he pressed a button on the remote. I could feel my jaw extending as he held the button and watched my mouth open for him. I couldn’t help but moan as the contraption in my mouth forced me to continue opening until my jaw was fully extended. It felt like the device had reached its limit and froze in place while Chris continued holding the button.
“Don’t move.” Chris ordered.
I remained frozen as Chris exited the room and returned moments later with a large bottle in hand. After stepping in front of me, he brought the bottle to my mouth and let the rubber opening rest on my tongue. Chris put his hand on my forehead and pushed my head back as he squeezed the bottle and let the fluid stream into my mouth.
Although the taste was familiar, I found it difficult to swallow the fluid in my mouth with my jaw fully extended. The thick, pudding-like texture slid to the back of my tongue as I opened my throat and allowed everything to slide down. Even though I had grown accustomed to the taste of cum, the concoction being fed to me tasted much saltier than what I was fed by Mr. Bull.
Chris stood patiently and watched as every drip was expelled from the bottle into my mouth. Once it was finished, he pulled the bottle away and exited the room promptly. A few minutes later, he returned and stood next to me with the remote in hand.
“Now bend over.” Chris ordered aggressively.
With no other choice, I followed his command.
Although the anal plug was still lodged in my behind, I could just barely manage to bend at a ninety-degree angle. As I looked up to see Chris right above me, the lust in his eyes was unmistakable. With my mouth propped wide open, I quivered as I saw him unbutton his pants and expose his enormous cock.
Having had plenty of experience with blow jobs, I was shocked when I saw how large and long Chris’s penis was. By any standard, Chris was in the top one percent when it came to girth and the length of his penis. The fact that his pubic hair was neatly trimmed only made him appear even larger as I came head to head with him for the first time.
Chris grabbed the back of my head and held it in place as he took a step toward me. With the plug in my behind and Chris holding my head in place, I could hardly move when he made his entrance. I kept my eyes up while he guided his monstrous cock into my mouth while just barely clearing the gap between my front teeth. Even though my mouth was open as far as it possibly could be, the opening was still almost too small for Chris’s unnaturally large manhood.
While holding the back of my head with both hands, he continued pushing forward as I was forced to accept his full length. I was astonished when the head of his penis met the back of my throat and he was still not fully inserted. After feeling some resistance, Chris applied greater pressure to the back of my head as he continued pushing until the base of his dick met my face and his balls pressed against my chin. I could feel his penis snaking its way into my throat as I tried my hardest not to gag on the largest cock I had ever experienced. When he finally pulled out and gave my throat a break, I took a deep breath while bracing myself for what would inevitably be coming.
While keeping my eyes up on Chris, I could see a smile forming beneath his beard as he pushed forward a second time with more force. His penis forced its way into my throat as he pressed his short, curly pubic hair against my nose a second time. I couldn’t help closing my eyes as I felt them becoming glassy.
With each movement back and forth from Chris, he inserted himself fully, before pulling out until only his tip rested on my tongue. With my mouth stuck open, I tensed my body as he pumped in and out repeatedly. Using my balled up fists beneath the bodysuit, I brought them to the base of his cock and began caressing his balls to expedite the blow job. When I felt his cock twitch in my mouth, I knew that it was working.
Chris continued thrusting into me as I fondled his testis and gently squeezed them between my hands. After just a few short minutes, I could taste precum leaking onto my tongue. Trying to spur the orgasm along, I tickled the underside of his dick as he humped my face roughly. When he could not hold it back any longer and the ejaculation began, I held his hips as cum pumped straight down my throat and into my stomach.
With how far he was forcing himself into me, I did not even taste his sperm as it squirted down the back of my throat. It wasn’t until he began pulling himself out and a few drips leaked onto my tongue that I finally tasted his love juice. As he pulled out and stepped away, I remained frozen in place while looking up at him.
Chris was apparently pleased as he pressed a button on the remote, which forced my mouth to close shut. It felt strange to not be in control of my exposed mouth, but I was grateful to be finished for the evening. As a reward for my efforts, Chris pressed another button on the remote, which caused the plug in my behind to begin vibrating.
My breathing sped up as I felt it begin at a low setting, but quickly grow stronger by the second. Chris watched calmly as he tucked his manhood back into his pants before buttoning himself back up. As the vibrations grew more intense, I stood upright and watched as Chris exited the room and left me alone.
I felt like I was in my own little world as I closed my eyes and basked in the sensations emanating from my behind. As I felt the sensations growing stronger in my penis as well, I put my hands on my chest and let my head hang forward. It felt like an orgasm could come at any moment as I was swept away by what was happening. While lost in the sensations overtaking me, I did not realize that someone had entered the room and stepped behind me.
Just as I felt myself approaching the edge of a release, Vanessa removed my wig and tiara before pulling a mask over my head. The mask was the same tight, rubbery material which made up my doll suit and only had two small slits for my nostrils. After pulling it down to my neck where the doll bodysuit cut off, she placed a collar around my neck and locked it on over top of where the doll mask and bodysuit overlapped. Once a lock was placed on the collar, she turned off the vibrating butt plug and pressed the button, which caused the rod to lower.
Although it felt nice to be freed from the rod which had been inserted into my behind for hours, I was frustrated as an orgasm had felt within reach. Once I was released from the rod with the plug attached, Vanessa unlaced my dress and pulled it off of me. I felt confused and disoriented as Vanessa left the room abruptly and locked the door behind her.
With my vision blocked by the mask which was placed over my head, I leaned against the wall and slid down to my butt. Finally able to rest my feet, I felt around my mask and tried to find a way to remove it. With my hands balled up into fists and the tight collar placed overtop of the end of the mask, it was fruitless to try to pull it off. Although I was incredibly frustrated, I felt like I had no other choice but to lie down and try to rest.




Chapter 9

(It’s All Permanent.)
Even though I was left to sleep on the unforgiving vinyl floor without a pillow, blanket, or any padding, I still managed to sleep for several hours. After an exhausting day of standing on my toes and being treated like a decorative doll, I felt like I needed to recharge. When I heard someone enter the room the next morning, I sat up with my back against the wall.
As I heard the sound of water splattering on the floor, I quickly stood to my feet and leaned against the wall as someone sprayed the floor with water from a hose. I could only guess that they were cleaning the mess I had made last night on account of not having access to a bathroom. It was degrading to be denied access to one of the most basic human needs, but I was not surprised by how I was treated at this point.
Once the cleaning staff was finished with my box, they closed the door and left me alone again. With the floor still wet, I remained standing and leaning against the wall while I waited for someone else to come check on me. Nearly an hour later, the door to the box opened again.
From the sound of the high heels against the floor, I knew that it was Vanessa. She leaned in close and unlocked my collar before removing it and the mask from my head. After blinking my eyes rapidly for a few seconds, my vision adjusted to the lighting. Although Vanessa had changed her outfit, she was still wearing a similar pair of high heel booties as well as a cute skirt and top that complimented her brown hair. As I noticed how perfect her makeup looked, I glanced in the mirror to see how badly my makeup would be after the wild night I had experienced.
To my surprise, my makeup looked untouched. Even after having a mask placed over my head all night, my eyeliner, blush, and eye shadow still looked perfect. Taking a step toward the mirror, I examined myself closely, as I was confused how my teary eyes did not ruin my eye makeup.
“You like your new makeup?” Vanessa asked while preparing my princess dress that I had worn the previous day. “It’s all permanent, except for those lashes. We have to redo those every month and a half or so, but everything else should last forever.”
I shook my head and blinked my eyes as I stared back at Vanessa blankly.
‘They painted my face with permanent makeup? How is that even possible?’ I thought to myself.
“Step over here.” Vanessa ordered.
After following her command, she held the dress with one hand while operating the remote with her other hand. As I stood perfectly still, she held the button down, which caused the rod to spiral upward toward my exposed hole. Once the plug met my hole, Vanessa let go of the button and made sure that it was aligned with the opening to my bodysuit. Seeing that it looked good, she pressed the button again and watched as the plug slowly pressed its way into my hole and meshed with the grooved opening of my suit.
Vanessa checked to make sure that the plug was locked in place and the grooves were aligned before bringing the princess dress over my head and helping me stick my arms through the sleeves. Once it was resting properly all around me, she began working on the laces. Making sure to pull them as tight as humanly possible, she worked on the built-in corset of the dress until my waist had been brought in significantly.
After my dress was fitted, she grabbed my wig and tiara before placing them on top of my head. As she stepped back, I arched my back, stuck out my chest, raised my chin, and put my arms out at my sides with my palms facing the floor.
“Good doll.” Vanessa complimented. “You learn quickly.”
I stared straight ahead as Vanessa exited the room and returned with a bottle in hand. After pressing the button on the remote to open my mouth, I leaned my head back and allowed her to squirt the fluid between my lips. Once she was finished feeding me, Vanessa left me alone, as I was expected to stand in the required position all day.
With nothing in the box to focus on except for the reflection in the mirror, it felt like the day passed slowly. When lunchtime came, Vanessa returned with another bottle full of nutrients, which had the texture and taste of cum. Once I was finished, she left me alone until dinnertime, when I was allowed to feed again.
With the ballet boots on my feet, the rod up my behind, and my mouth frozen in place, I found the first day to be the most difficult. Although I managed to hold my position and avoid any punishments, it was the most difficult day I had experienced since my first day at the sissy doll factory years earlier. I did not have the freedom to move my body as I chose and I was required to pee where I stood. They were making me feel like nothing more than a decoration, which felt like a step down from a sex doll.
After hours of standing with my back arched, I could feel the additional weight of my G cup breasts taking a toll on me. The heaviness of my boobs became overwhelming by the end of the day and I was not sure how much more I could take. Without a bra for support, the doll bodysuit and corset of my dress were not enough to support my massive chest.
When Vanessa returned to allow me to rest for the evening, I breathed a sigh of relief as the plug was lowered and I was allowed to lie down for the evening. Although the mask of the doll bodysuit was placed over my head at night, which blocked my vision, I was just grateful to give my back a break. Even while laying down, I was constantly reminded of how the sissy doll factory had altered my body and put me into complete submission. 




Chapter 10

(Your New Outfit.)
Over the following months, my life remained in a steady rhythm where I stood all day, every day, in my small box. Vanessa would feed me three meals and Chris would have his was with me every few days. Although my body grew accustomed to the way I was required to stand during the daytime hours, I found myself feeling exhausted by the end of most days.
The physical toll on my body, but especially my feet, became difficult to ignore with time. Even though I had spent years wearing ballet boots with an outrageously high heel, I had typically only stood on my toes for short periods of time throughout the day. Now, I was required to stand for upwards of twelve hours a day without a break and my feet were buckling from the pressure.
With the rod and anal plug up my behind, the only way I could rest my toes was to sit on the rod and allow the plug to be driven even further up my bottom. Although I found it to be uncomfortable to lift my feet from the ground, my perception shifted dramatically over time. After months of the same daily routine, I found myself shifting my weight to the rod up my behind more often. While wrapping my legs around the pole which extended from the floor, I attempted to brace myself and give my feet a rest at any opportunity. With the floor length dress covering my legs and feet, I was not sure if anyone observing me even noticed.
When Vanessa visited my box one morning with a change of wardrobe, I became nervous. Apparently, Chris liked to rotate the outfits for his dolls every few months to maintain his interest in his decorations. Instead of being displayed as a princess, I would now be a ballerina.
Once my mask was removed, Vanessa helped me slide my feet into a soft pink leotard before having me step into a matching tutu. The leotard was low cut around the chest and was specially designed with a hole in the crotch where the opening of my doll bodysuit was. My bodysuit encapsulated legs were exposed with how the leotard cutoff at my crotch and the tutu stood up around my waist.
After making sure that my dress and leotard looked presentable, she placed a short blonde wig atop my head. Unlike the last wig, this one was styled with the hair pulled up in a bun. Vanessa tied a pink bow around the high bun and sprinkled glitter over my body before stepping back to admire her work.
“You look perfect. Let’s get you locked in.” Vanessa said with a smile.
Vanessa positioned me over the rod with the butt plug attached and pressed the button to extend it upward. Once the rod was secured inside of my bottom, so that I was stuck in place, Vanessa began explaining my new way of posing while dressed as a ballerina.
“Ok, as a ballerina, you will obviously be posing differently than a princess. The position that Chris likes to see looks just like this.”
Vanessa lifted her arms and bent her elbows so that her fingers were several inches from each other directly above her head. While spacing her feet a foot apart, she turned her feet so that they pointed to each side.
“Go on and assume the position.” Vanessa said, while bringing her arms down.
After taking a deep breath, I mimicked Vanessa’s pose the best I could. Putting my arms up, I bent my elbows slightly and oriented my hands as I had seen her. With my heels a foot apart, I angled my feet so that they pointed to each side.
“Very good. You look like a natural.” Vanessa complimented. “Now lastly, every few minutes, we will want to see you raise your leg and bend your knee so that your toes are pointing toward your knee. Go ahead and try it.”
Although the ballet heels made it difficult, I managed to lift one leg and point my toes toward the side of my knee as I was ordered.
“Very good, doll. I’ll come and check on you later.” Vanessa said before exiting the box.
Although it was nice to change the monotony of the same routine every day for months, I found the new position and wardrobe to be much more agitating almost immediately. After just a few minutes, I could feel my arms becoming tired from being raised above me. When I forgot to raise my leg every few minutes, I could feel a shock to my behind to remind me. If I slouched or brought my arms down to rest, I would feel an intense zap to my bottom. It felt like they were watching me like a hawk as I found myself getting shocked several times each hour.
By the time lunch came, Vanessa took pity on me and allowed me to lower my arms while still holding the same pose, with my elbows bent and hands oriented properly. Although it was a helpful alteration to my stance, my feet were still not getting a break. With no dress to conceal my legs and feet, I could not wrap my legs around the pole without being seen.
As the day turned to night and dinnertime neared, I could not take the pressure to my toes any longer and lifted both of my legs from the ground. While wrapping my legs around the rod extending from the floor, I breathed heavily and braced myself for what was next. Just as I expected, I could feel the butt plug and tube encapsulating my penis begin to shock me with an intensity I hadn’t felt yet. It felt like my whole body went limp as electrical currents traveled into my bottom and penis.
Once the zapping ceased, I put my feet to the floor and resumed the position immediately. With tears in my eyes, I pushed through the discomfort and dared not defer from the required pose again. Seeing myself in the mirror with glassy eyes while painted with permeant makeup and wearing a ballerina outfit, I could not hold back my emotions any longer.
Tears streamed down my pink cheeks while my painted lips quivered. As I came to the realization that this would be my new life from now on, I could feel the plug in my behind begin to vibrate at a low setting. Although my emotions were still spilling out, the vibrations began to grow increasingly intense as I found it more and more difficult to ignore the sensations traveling around my crotch.
My breathing sped up and my heart raced as the vibrations continued growing stronger until my body felt paralyzed by the intensity. Despite not being able to grow an erection, it felt like my member jumped straight to the edge and precum began leaking out after just a few short seconds. Just as I was about to let go and experience a release, the vibrations stopped abruptly.
While feeling incredibly frustrated, I tensed my arms as I stomped my foot. After my display of aggravation, a short zap was sent to my behind before it cutoff. I breathed heavily for several minutes as I sorted through my confused state of mind. Once I had composed myself, Vanessa visited with my dinner in hand.





Chapter 11

(You Will Dress How We Want.)
As a ballerina doll, my days found a new rhythm that was nearly identical to my time as a princess doll. My feedings were still three times a day for breakfast, lunch, and dinner, and I was still required to stand while posing throughout each day. At night, a mask was still placed over my head before I would be woken up the next morning to repeat the entire process over again.
After another few months of life as a ballerina doll, I felt like I was broken. The shocks to my behind and penis were more regular as I had greater difficulty holding the required positions. When Vanessa announced another change of wardrobe months later, I was relieved.
Instead of being displayed as a ballerina, Vanessa informed me that I would be dressed as a French maid with a short brown wig. My pose was very similar to the princess position with one important difference. With my back arched, chin up, eyes forward, and arms at my side with palms facing the floor, I was required to lean forward at a forty-five degree angle so that it would be easier to see down the low cut top of my frilly, pink maid’s dress. Although I still wore my doll bodysuit beneath the short pink maid’s dress, it was a mindset that my breasts should be peeking out for my observers.
Even though the French maid pose was easier to comply with, it did nothing to alleviate the constant discomfort of my feet. The perpetual wearing and standing on my ballet boots caused my focus to rest on how uncomfortable I was daily. The reflection of myself in the mirror was hardly a distraction as I found myself breaking down crying more and more often. However, whenever my emotions would spill over, there would be vibrations in my rear to bring me to the edge of an orgasm.
The most frustrating part of my life as a decorative doll was the inability to ever find an orgasm while being displayed. Although I had learned how to orgasm from anal penetration, Chris only used my mouth when he desired to relieve the pressure in his monstrous cock. I found myself being edged daily while being prevented from ever finding a release. I felt confused and disoriented often, as I was always either upset, frustrated, or incredibly horny.
After a few months of being displayed as a French maid doll, Vanessa changed my outfit yet again. Instead of being displayed as a princess, ballerina, or French maid, I was made into a bride doll. Although it took much longer to be dressed in the floor length white wedding gown with a built-in corset, I was glad to be wearing something that concealed my legs and feet once again.
At the beginning of each day, Vanessa would remove my collar and mask before helping me into an extravagant and elegant strapless wedding gown. With a built-in corset in the back, Vanessa took her time pulling the laces tight, cinching it, and repeating until my waist looked unnaturally small. I found myself taking short and shallow breaths throughout the day as my stomach was brought in substantially.
To compliment my wedding dress, Vanessa placed a long blonde, curly wig atop my head before arranging a veil, which covered my face. Although the veil was almost entirely transparent, it took some time to get used to something resting on my face throughout each day. To complete the ensemble, Vanessa would hand me a bouquet of flowers, which I would hold between my hands at my waist. Despite my hands being balled up into fists beneath the doll bodysuit, I still managed to keep a tight hold and not drop the bouquet.
Once I was fully dressed, Vanessa left me alone to pose in front of the two-way mirror for the day. With a long lacy gown concealing my legs and feet, I began to lift my legs and rest my weight on the rod extending up from the floor more often. Even though it was uncomfortable to have the plug lodged further in my behind, it was a nice change of pace from being stuck on my toes all day.
As days continued to pass where I was dressed as a bride doll, I noticed that the vibrations in my rear became more consistent. It felt like someone was watching me constantly as I would feel the vibrations start soft, and work up to the point of causing me to pant for air. Once I was on edge, the vibrations would be replaced with a quick zap. After several minutes of cooling down, the process would begin again.
I began to feel like I was perpetually horny as I was teased and tormented constantly. The vibrating plug up my behind kept my focus on my rear and distracted me often from the discomfort in my feet. I hoped that I would eventually be allowed to orgasm, but it seemed to be a fleeting dream.
After three more months of staying on a consistent schedule as a bride doll where Chris used my mouth often and I was fed three liquid meals a day, I was met with a surprise. One night, Vanessa not only undressed me from my wedding dress and wig, but she released me from my doll bodysuit. The tight rubbery material was peeled off of me while two male guards collected the clothes that she removed. Once my shoes were removed and I was left completely naked, the two guards brought in a hose and began to spray my body.
The cold water was unpleasant, but the guards did not seem to care about my comfort. They threw a bar of soap at me and told me to scrub as I turned around and let them spray my body from top to bottom. My feet felt sore and my toes hurt like hell as I stood on my own two feet without any sort of high heels on. Despite how uncomfortable I was, I complied with the orders being barked at me and cleaned myself as I was told.
Once they were finished with me, I was given a towel before being told to dry myself. While looking in the mirror, I still could not believe my reflection. My G cup boobs grabbed my attention immediately with how they were perfectly shaped and symmetrical. My small waist, round hips, and barely visible penis gave a feminine appearance while my permanent makeup complimented my body. Although I was expecting to be put back into my doll bodysuit, I received one last surprise.
Instead of being dressed in my doll suit, Vanessa returned with the wedding gown and ordered me to stand still while she dressed me. After stepping into the dress, Vanessa went to great lengths to tighten the corset and shrink my waist as far as possible. Once my dress was falling properly all around me, she secured the wig atop my head before fashioning the transparent veil over my face. She tied bows in my wig and sprinkled glitter on my bare arms before setting out a pair of five inch high heel white pumps. As I stepped into my shoes, I felt a sense of relief as these felt comfortable compared to my ballet boots.
Once I was fully dressed, except for a pair of panties, Vanessa circled me and made sure that everything was perfect. As she poked and prodded at my dress, I stood nervously, as I didn’t know what was about to happen. With a smile on her face, she pressed the button on her remote to force my mouth open before stepping out of the box and leaving me alone.




Chapter 12

(Deflowering the Bride.)
As I stood alone in my box while dressed in a beautiful gown, I could not help feeling nervous. Looking at myself in the mirror, I was amazed at the reflection staring back at me. Seeing myself without a doll bodysuit and fully dressed as a woman, I was shocked at how amazing I looked while presenting myself as a female bride.
The dress was magnificent, with layers of fabric causing it to puff out all around me. The fullness of the dress was complimented by intricate lacing and beautiful patterns running up my torso. At my chest, the corset was pushing up my bosoms and putting my G cup boobs on full display. It looked like I had the perfect hourglass figure as my hips appeared wide, my waist looked small, and my boobs looked very full in proportion to my body. With my slender arms and blonde hair falling down past my shoulders, I was stunned by my reflection.
As I continued admiring what I saw, Vanessa returned to my room one last time before my big night.
“Here, you’ll need this.” Vanessa said as she handed me a bottle of lube.
I stared at the bottle before looking back at her.
“Enjoy your deflowering.”
I blinked my eyes a few times as the door closed and I was left alone.
Before I had time to think about what she had said, the door opened again, and Chris appeared. As he stood entirely nude, my eyes went wide, and I took a step back. Seeing his hairy body and massive frame towering over me, my mouth would have dropped wide open if it weren’t already propped open from the contraption in my mouth. I attempted to swallow the saliva in my mouth as I backed into the corner and watched Chris march toward me with a full-blown erection.
Although I had seen his ten and a half inch penis many times before, it was a remarkable sight as he stood in front of me fully nude. His hairy thighs looked like tree trunks and his massive arms were vascular. His chiseled abs and chest were breathtaking as my head only reached his nipples, even with five-inch heels on.
As he reached out and took my hand, my knees shook, and I was frozen in place. When I saw him look down at the lube, a lightbulb went off in my head and I quickly opened the bottle. Squirting globs of the liquid onto his cock, I quickly rubbed his long smooth shaft and made sure that it was slippery from the head to the base. Once my trembling hands were finished, he grabbed my shoulders and spun me around so that my back was facing his front.
With my hands on the two-way mirror, Chris bent down and lifted my dress to expose my backside. After moving forward, he guided his cock toward my cheeks and pressed it against my hole. Although I had been kept plugged semi-consistently for a year, I realized immediately that the plug was not even half the size of Chris’s dick. My eyes went wide and squeals came out instinctively as he pushed his head into my hole and grabbed me at the hips.
As I took long, deep breaths to calm myself down, he continued pushing forward while his enormous cock snaked its way deeper into my hole. It felt like I was about to split in two as he lifted me by the hips with his meaty hands and pushed me into the two-way mirror. With my feet in the air, I was at his mercy as he let my bodyweight rest on his dick. I could feel my hole stretch as I slowly continued receiving more of him.
When his penis was finally halfway inside of me, something strange happened. After a year of being kept on the edge, my pent up arousal responded rather quickly to the intense anal stretching and stimulation. Small drops of cum began leaking from my flaccid penis as he continued letting my bodyweight guide me further down his cock.
My legs tensed and my back arched as I let out loud sexual moans. I couldn’t believe what was happening and how far I was stretching, as Chris had not even made a full entrance yet. Although I felt like I could not take any more of him, I was completely powerless as I was held in the air and forced to rest my weight on his dick. As inch after inch snaked its way inside of my bottom, I took deep breaths and beat my fists on the mirror in front of me.
After the most intense entrance of my life, I could feel that my behind was full and could not receive anymore of his length. As I looked into the mirror and saw my teary eyes staring back at me, I braced myself for what would happen next. Chris gripped my hips as he lifted me up and let me drop back down on his cock. The ride down his dick for the second time was much more abrupt as I felt another squirt of semen exit me.
Chris continued picking me up so that only his head remained inside and letting me fall back down so that all my weight rested on the rod penetrating deep inside of me. With each drop down his cock, it felt like a small amount of cum was forced out of me. Despite the large globs of semen squirting out and splatting on the floor, I did not feel like I was achieving a full release.
With the intense feelings of being stretched consuming me, I could not reach an orgasm the way I had grown accustomed to. While looking at myself in the mirror and seeing what Chris was doing to me, I was in disbelief at what I saw. Because of the drastic size difference between Chris and myself, I looked like a rag doll being played with. As he gripped my hips and began pushing me up and down his shaft faster and with more authority, my eyes rolled back and breathing became difficult.
Nothing could have prepared me for what I was experiencing, and I was not sure if I was feeling more pleasure or discomfort. Even after several minutes of being humped by this massive human being, my behind still had not grown acclimated to his size. I put my legs out to the sides as far as they could go, but nothing helped ease the stretching sensations. Although plenty of semen had been forced out of me, I could still see more drops dripping to the floor nearly fifteen minutes after we began.
I lost complete control of my body and I felt like Chris owned me. It felt fitting that I was wearing a wedding dress because my mind and body become devoted to him after the moment we shared with each other. Even though I was having trouble acclimating to his size, I could not imagine anyone else filling me ever again.
When his dick tensed and semen began squirting into my behind, I was overcome with intense feelings of warmth and pleasure. I grabbed my knees with my hands and spread my legs as far as I could manage as he continued bouncing me up and down his rod. I could hear globs of cum splatting on the ground as he continued to orgasm for almost a minute straight. With how my behind had been stretched and used, I could not even tell if the sperm landing on the floor was coming from him, myself, or both of us.
After Chris had finished, he lifted me off of his cock with ease and set me down on the floor. It felt like my legs were not working properly as I had trouble closing the gap between my thighs. I watched as Chris stepped to the exit of the box and looked back at me with a smile illuminating his face.
“That was beautiful.” Chris said warmly. “I hope you hold on to that spark, because that’s what makes you my favorite doll to play with.”
I stared at him with longing eyes as he stepped out and closed the door behind him. 




Epilogue

(Back to Business As Usual.)
A few hours after Chris had finished with me, Vanessa returned to my room with two large male guards. They spared no time ripping off my wedding dress and removing my wig and high heels. After I was stripped naked, they forced me back into my doll bodysuit and sealed me inside. Once my hands were balled up in fists and I was helpless in my doll bodysuit, the guards left me alone with Vanessa.
“You look like you won’t be walking properly for weeks.” Vanessa chuckled as she finished lacing up my ballet boots.
I moaned in response as my mouth was still stuck open.
“Oh yeah, we better close that up. I wasn’t sure if he’d stick his cock in your mouth. He always likes the option.”
Vanessa pressed a button on her remote, and my mouth closed immediately.
“Well, you better get some rest tonight. We are putting you into a new outfit again tomorrow and I heard that Chris wanted to pick out something extra special for you after how you performed for him.” Vanessa informed.
I moaned in response as Vanessa grabbed the mask which matched my pink doll bodysuit.
“Don’t worry, with how happy you made him, I’m sure he won’t wait another year to fuck you again. He just doesn’t like to let his dolls out of the bodysuits too often and, well…His dick is way too big to fit in that little hole in the back. Maybe if you’re lucky, he’ll give you a new suit with a bigger hole so he can fuck you more often.” Vanessa said with a wink.
Vanessa pulled the tight, rubbery mask over my head and overlapped it with my bodysuit at my neck. Once it was in place, she placed a collar around my neck and locked it shut.
“There, back to normal.” Vanessa said, before stepping over to the door. “I’m glad you were sent back to us. You seem to make Chris really happy, and things run much smoother when the boss is pleased. If you keep up the good work, I’ll see about letting you cum again in a few months. Goodnight doll.”




Thank you for reading!
If you enjoyed this book or any of the other books in this series, please consider leaving a review. Five star reviews are extremely helpful and let me know to continue writing stories like these. To stay up to date with new releases, please follow me on amazon and instagram at jane_doe_feminization_author.
Thank you so much for the support and for taking time out of your day to read one of my many stories.
-Jane Doe
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The Sissy Doll Factory
 
Do you wish that you could experience life as a sissy doll? Do you like the idea of being stuffed into a constricting bodysuit while at the mercy of your owner?

In “The Sissy Doll Factory”, we follow a crossdresser in his mid twenties who has decided to take a weekend trip to a city known for being accepting of the LGBTQ+ community. While driving down the highway late at night, he pulls off to a rest stop and hurries inside to use the facilities. As he is scampering back to his vehicle in a hazy rain, the young man can sense that he is being followed. Before he can enter his car, two large men kidnap the thin-framed crossdresser and carry him to the back of a van. Once the young man is tied up and gagged, he is brought to the sissy doll factory where they inspect his body and make plans for an operation. After being surgically altered, he wakes up in a constricting doll bodysuit that covers him from head to heels. With no openings for his eyes in the bodysuit, he feels around his body to find that he has been given a set of DD cup boobs. His hands are kept balled up in fists beneath the tight, rubbery material, while his feet are laced into ballet boots that make it nearly impossible to walk. With a strange tube-like object stuck between his lips, he realizes that his mouth is stuck wide open and ready to receive. Feeling around his middle, he finds that his member has been stuffed into a tube that prevents him from growing. Upon meeting his new caretaker, he is informed of the rules that he must follow as a sissy doll. He must follow every command given to him, he must always be ready and eager for lovemaking, he must not attempt to remove any part of his bodysuit, and he must not make a mess or be a burden. As the sissy doll struggles to cope with his new reality, he finds himself being punished while his personal trainer, Jamal, fills him daily. Experience the transformation of this young man from a curious crossdresser to a sissy doll eager to serve.
The Doll Designer
 
Have you ever wondered how it would feel to become a real life sissy doll? Does the thought of wearing a latex bodysuit and high heels excite you?

In ‘The Doll Designer’, we follow a young man who is getting to know a woman he just started dating. He can’t help but feel inadequate, as this rich, beautiful woman would typically be out of his league. As he gets to know her, he finds out that she is a ‘consultant’ and lives in one of the wealthier neighborhoods in town. After one of their dates, she invites the young man back to her house to take their relationship to the next level. Once the young man steps into her house, he falls into a world he never knew existed. The naïve young man believes that if he goes along with what she is asking for long enough, they will eventually make love. As he is painted with makeup, dressed in high heels and lingerie, and bound, he starts to realize that she may have other plans for him. While tied up and unable to fight back, she marches him to her basement, where she uses sissy hypnosis to mold his brain to her desires. The sissy tries to fight back as she punishes him and uses everything in her power to break his will. But, once the sissy is stuffed into his latex doll bodysuit, escape will become near impossible. Will the sissy accept his role as a mindless sissy doll or try to fight back and break free at any opportunity that presents itself?
Trained To Be A Sissy Pony
 
Have you ever fantasized about becoming a sissy pony? Do you wish that you could be dressed in a latex bodysuit, corset, pony boots, chastity cage, pony tail plug, and bit gag?

‘Trained to be a Sissy Pony’ puts you inside the heels of a man who is thrust into a part of the BDSM world he never knew existed. After being forcibly taken to a property where the owners are professional sissy pony trainers, he is given the full treatment and made to live as a full-time sissy pony. While dressed in a full body latex bodysuit, bone crushing under bust corset, heelless high heel boots that resemble pony legs, and hoof gloves, he is bound in a way that does not allow any mobility of his arms. He is completely helpless as he is forced to wear a chastity cage and a pony tail plug that dangles behind him. As he is trying to cope with the overwhelming nature of his new outfit, he is trained how to walk and act like a proper sissy pony should. His new owners groom him and paint him with makeup before presenting him to the whole world on a live video stream. Every part of his ego is torn to shreds, as he is forced to embody a sissy pony and start thinking of himself as such. Enjoy this steamy fantasy that puts you in the mind of a sissy pony who learns what it means to be ridden long and hard.
The SISSY Training Center
 
Have you ever dreamt of attending a sissy training center, where your only responsibility is to follow instructions and become an ideal, submissive sissy?
When a young man wakes up at ‘The Sissy Training Center’ with no memory of how he arrived, he quickly discovers that his captors have augmented his body in ways that he can never reverse. Looking down over himself, he finds that his chest has been sculpted with perky, round DD boobs. His silhouette has become a perfect hourglass figure while his face has been surgically enhanced to reflect the ideal feminine appearance. The only thing left that marks him as a man is now locked securely between his legs.
After being forcibly dressed in a latex catsuit and high heel booties, he is bound and gagged before being brought to the lower level of the facility, where he will be trained to become the perfect, submissive sissy. They train him with the S.I.S.S.Y. acronym and remind him daily that he is Submissive, he is Inferior, he is Sensitive, he is Silent, and he is always Yearning. Any deviation from the rules is recognized and dealt with swiftly through bondage related punishments. As a part of the training, the new sissy quickly realizes that it is not enough to allow the guards to have their way with him, but he must live out the sissy acronym and show that he yearns for their lovemaking. This trip through ‘The Sissy Training Center’ will keep the pages turning as you learn what brought the young man to this mysterious center and what he must do to find fulfillment inside of it.
The Sissy Slave Experience
 
In ‘The Sissy Slave Experience’, we follow a man in his mid-twenties who finds a service online that helps sissies explore their deepest desires. The service has a few options to choose from, where the sissy can explore their unique fantasies during a one-week immersive experience. After signing up for their program, he is required to come while dressed for the program. When he arrives at the address given to him, he is already dressed in a full-body latex catsuit, five inch high heel boots, and leather gloves while fully made up with his hair styled femininely. As a part of the required outfit, he must wear a chastity cage and plug. When he walks up to the front door to begin his experience, he realizes that he is either at the wrong address or that he may have been scammed. As he gets in his car and plans to leave, he is confronted by two men who take him to an unknown location. With a bag over his head, the two men bring the crossdresser into their basement and proceed to tie him up with a leather arm binder, a devious gag, ankle cuffs, and a collar with a leash attached. Although he had signed up for a one-week program similar to this, he fears that this experience may never come to an end. This hot and steamy story will leave you aching for more as it keeps you on the edge.
The Queen of Sissy Hypnosis
 
Are you curious about how powerful sissy hypnosis can be? Do you wish that the Queen of Sissy Hypnosis would put you under her spell and turn you into a completely feminized sissy servant that obeys every command? 

In ‘The Queen of Sissy Hypnosis’, we meet a young couple who hires a sissy hypnosis expert to come stay with them. With strict bondage and constant hypnosis, the reluctant sissy is transformed from the inside out as his self image begins to reflect what he has always desired to become. The Queen of Sissy Hypnosis teaches the inexperienced mistress how she should treat her submissive sissy in order to maintain her dominance over him. After giving him a feminine name that reinforces his new identity as a submissive sissy, he is put on a strict routine that involves maintaining a hairless body, wearing a full face of makeup, styling his hair femininely, cleaning the house, and most importantly, 16 hours of daily hypnosis. The young sissy is broken by his new mistress as she teaches him how to orgasm while locked in a chastity cage. To cement his role as a submissive sissy for life, the young man is paraded down his street while fully made up and dressed as a slutty maid while collared and leashed. Enjoy this hot and steamy romance as we discover how powerful sissy hypnosis can be when wielded by an experienced dominatrix. 
Sissy Maid Camp
 
Have you ever fantasied about going to a camp where you would be trained to be a proper sissy maid? Do you wish a place existed where sissies are made to wear the highest of heels, a maid’s dress, and makeup at all times with other sissies?
In ‘Sissy Maid Camp’, our protagonist finds out exactly how much his life can change over a summer. After a double dinner date with his wife and her friends from work, the couple learns about a camp where men are sent to be trained and taught how to be a proper sissy maid. Being a curious closeted sissy, he is intrigued by the camp and decides to try it out. While at camp, they are taught how to do their hair, makeup, and nails. Along with their new beauty regimen, they are trained to cook, clean, and serve their mistress diligently. A set of rules is instilled in the sissies, which requires them to stay quiet, curtsey, wear chastity, and act as girly as possible at all times. If a sissy disobeys or strays from the rules, they are punished swiftly. Although feminization surgery is not a requirement for camp, most of the sissies find themselves longing for a breast augmentation of their own. Over the course of the summer, our sissy learns that nothing will be the same when they return home from camp. They will continue to live as a sissy maid for their mistress permanently. Enjoy the tale as you witness the complete feminization of a young man into a sissy house maid eager to serve.
His New Toy
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be the sissy lover to a rich, powerful, and sexy man? Have you ever fantasized about being a submissive sissy and crossdressing every day for the man of your dreams? 
Let me introduce you to a young man that is about to explore every sissy's dream in 'His New Toy'. Having been out of luck in the dating scene with women, Ray decides to finally branch out and look for a man that will allow him to explore his innermost desires. After coming in contact with a man named Conner Wellington on the internet, Ray is invited to Conner’s home to live as his sissy lover. Ray can’t believe he isn’t dreaming when he hears the three requirements in the proposition. He must submit to complete feminization of his body and appearance. Ray must act as femininely as possible at all times. And lastly, he must follow any and all of Conner’s instructions. If he agrees to the proposal, everything he would ever need would be provided for him. After agreeing to move in with Conner, he is given a room with a closet full of dresses, skirts, high heels, bras, panties, and all the lingerie he could dream of. Ray is in sissy heaven as he transforms into the woman of his dreams through breast augmentation and facial reconstructive surgeries. The new sissy becomes fixated on Conner and finding ways to win his heart. As they explore their new relationship, the sissy is introduced to a part of the BDSM world that she didn’t know existed. The sissy must learn to accept a chastity cage while remaining plugged at all times. While experiencing tie ups and gags, every button is pressed to make the sissy squeal. Enjoy the spicy romance as this sissy gets what she deserves. 
His Favorite Toy
 
Have you ever fantasized about serving a rich and powerful man as his sissy lover? Do you wish you could wear a French maid’s dress, stockings, high heels, and makeup every day while serving the man of your dreams?

In ‘His Favorite Toy’, we meet a sissy named Bridget who lives on a private island with her master, Conner. Although Bridget was born a male, she has been privileged with extensive surgeries that were paid for by her master. With a body that matches how she feels on the inside, she lives out her dream of having an ideal feminine body with soft, sexy facial features and E cup breasts. Bridget’s enticing appearance has a way of capturing her master’s interest as she performs her maid’s duties on the island. With a special room full of tie ups and gags, Bridget is always on her toes, wondering when she might be tied up and ravaged next. When a new maid named Rachel arrives on the island, Bridget takes it upon herself to mentor the new sissy and show her the ropes. As they begin to bond and form a unique relationship of their own, they start to realize that something has changed on the island. Although they continue to fool around and explore BDSM during their lovemaking sessions with Conner, it becomes clear that something is bothering the man of their dreams. Embark on a journey to the Caribbean, where we experience a steamy love triangle between two devoted sissies and their dominating master.
Their New Doll 
 
Have you ever fantasied about being trained as a proper sissy? Do you wish that two beautiful and strong mistresses would force you into submission as they explore their BDSM fantasies with you?
In ‘Their New Doll’, we see the world through the eyes of Conner Wellington, a billionaire who owns homes in New York City and the Caribbean. Using his wealth and power, Conner has devoted his life to seeking out submissive sissies and helping them feminize themselves. Providing the best treatment that money can buy, Conner invites young men to come and live with him, while they transition into the person they always dreamed of becoming. When they complete their transition, he either finds them a new home, or provides them with enough money that they can begin their new life anywhere in the world.
After years of philanthropic work, Conner can’t help but feel like there is something missing in his life. As he is discussing his mental health with his long-time friend, Jennifer, he realizes that it is time to finally care for himself. Instead of living as the dominant man over his two sissy companions, Rachel and Bridget, they decide to switch roles and give Conner the same treatment he gave to his sissies. With the high heel on the other foot, he quickly realizes that the sissy lifestyle isn’t as easy as he expected. As his body transitions, Conner experiences the BDSM lifestyle as a submissive and must learn to accept that his mistresses are now in complete control of every aspect of his life. When Rachel and Bridget begin to disagree about how they should treat their submissive servant, Conner finds himself in a love triangle, where both are competing for his love and affection. This steamy romance will keep you on the edge as you explore tie-ups, gags, sex doll suits, plugs, strap-ons, submissive training and much, much more.
Paying Lip Service
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to become a real life sissy prostitute?
In the story ‘Paying Lip Service’, we witness the complete transformation of Billie Jean, the mattress king, to the BJ queen. After becoming indebted to a pimp in town with no way to pay him back, Billie is given a makeover and dressed as one of the prostitutes that works the streets. Knowing that they can’t trust Billie to not run away, he is tied up and forced to pay lip service to the clients who visit them. Realizing how long it will take to pay off his debts, Billie asks if there is anything he can do to charge more and be finished sooner. The girls grant his request and have him brought in for a breast augmentation and lip fillers. Now further in debt, Billie will have to service even more clients before he has paid back what he owes. Billie’s journey takes one twist after another as he is led down a path he may never return from. Will he ever be able to reclaim his old life or be stuck as the BJ queen forever?
Cat and Mouse
 
Have you ever fantasied about becoming a personal sissy pet for a beautiful young woman?
In the story ‘Cat and Mouse’, we meet a young man named Bona who is down on his luck. After being unfairly accused of ratting on the mob family he works for, he comes within seconds of losing his life. When the mob boss’s daughter steps in and asks to have Bona as her personal toy, Bona believes he has dodged a bullet. As he is stripped of his clothes, shaved, painted with makeup, and forced to wear a short latex dress and ballet heels, Bona begins to wonder if becoming Elaina’s new pet is better than the other scenario that he escaped. After being fitted for his new collar, leash, and chastity cage, he is locked in a small dark room with Elaina’s other sissy pet. Bona is teased and tormented by his new roommate as he is trained and feminized by his 19-year-old mistress. To cement his new role, Bona is given a full feminization surgery complete with a set of DD breasts and facial reconstructive surgery. He is humiliated and paraded in front of his old coworkers while completely feminized as a sissy pet. Will the sissy learn to accept their role and listen to what they’re told, or will they try to fight and run away?
Past the Point of No Return
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be turned into a real life sissy whore? To be completely feminized, chastised, and made to serve a mistress and master?
In the story ‘Past the Point of No Return’, we meet a young man who is curious to explore his sissy tendencies. Although he enjoys dressing and acting feminine when given the opportunity, he has never stepped out while en fem until one fateful night. After receiving a phishing email from a mysterious dominatrix, he is asked to meet up at a local motel. Thinking with his other head, he decides to drive to the location given while dressed and made up as he was requested. While wearing a little black dress, high-heeled pumps, fishnet stockings, and a matching set of bra and panties, he meets the gorgeous woman who invited him. The woman informs him that she would like to tie him up during their session and he agrees promptly. Once he is bound, gagged, and unable to escape, the woman milks the sissy until he is completely dry. After locking the sissy into a steel chastity cage, the woman calls for two burly men who come and kidnap the scared sissy. The young man is taken to a facility where he is given a breast enhancement and facial reconstructive surgery. When he is transported to his new home, he is trained and hypnotized to be a submissive sissy slut that is eager to serve. Throughout the story, elements of forced feminization, Feminization surgery, Bimbofication, sissy hypnotism, sissy prostitution, and bondage are all explored. If you are still reading this and haven’t been scared off, this may be the book for you.
Becoming the Girl of His Dreams
 
Have you ever had a sissy dream that felt so real that you couldn’t distinguish it from reality? Have you ever wished that your dreams would become your new reality?
In ‘Becoming the Girl of His Dreams’, we meet a kind hearted closeted crossdresser who works at a diner. The protagonist has a strange encounter with a mysterious woman who informs him that all of his dreams will come true. After brushing off the comment as some sort of vague encouragement, he returns home and falls into a deep sleep. In his dream, his nails are painted bright pink and become much longer and more feminine. When he awakes the next morning, he is shocked to find his nails matching what he saw in his dream. Thinking that someone is pulling a prank on him, he tries to hide his nails while at work and figure it out later. With each passing night, he continues dreaming that he is being turned into a woman and finding those dreams manifesting in real life. From every bit of body hair magically vanishing from his body to a set of DD boobs appearing on his chest, he soon finds himself unrecognizable as the man he once was. His hair turns blonde and grows a foot over night and permeant makeup is painted on his face that will not come off. Unable to process the changes in his fragile male psyche, he denies what is happening and tries to fight against the female dominator that keeps appearing in his dreams. Will the sissy find a way to reverse the changes or have to learn how to live as the woman that he has always dreamt of becoming?
She's Such a Witch
 
Have you ever fantasized about waking up in the body of a real-life French maid? Do you wish you could shed your male identity and become a beautiful, delicate female that is the object of everyone’s sexual desire?

‘She’s Such a Witch’ follows a man in his late twenties who keeps his crossdressing a secret, except for one day a year on Halloween. When a mysterious witch moves in next door and discovers his crossdressing secret, she begins to toy with him and telepathically whisper thoughts in his ear. As he tries to convince himself that he doesn’t believe in magic, he ignores the witch’s commands and falls under her spell. After waking up and discovering that he is inhabiting the body of a French woman who can’t speak a word of English, he realizes just how powerful the witch is. She informs him that his life as a male is finished and he will be starting a new job as a maid. Instead of attending his neighbor’s annual Halloween party as one of the guests, he will now serve the guests and make sure that everyone is satisfied. Dressed in a provocative black-and-white uniform with stockings and high-heeled booties, the protagonist quickly becomes the center of attention at the party. Although he is hesitant to test out his new body parts, his new instincts take over as he begins to crave the touch of a strong, muscular companion. After experiencing feelings that he didn’t know existed, the protagonist is torn between what they thought they wanted and what they now desire. Will the young man find a way to reverse the spell or remain under the clutches of an immortal witch forever?
It's Hard Being a Sissy Housewife
 
Do you wish that you were married to a loving, understanding, and open-minded woman who would allow you to become a sissy housewife while they support both of you?
In ‘It’s Hard Being a Sissy Housewife’, we meet a young couple with an unconventional love life. The husband enjoys crossdressing and playing the role of a submissive sissy while his wife takes on a dominating and aggressive persona. During their role playing, his outfits include high heels, short skirts or dresses, and plenty of makeup, while his wife dresses in alluring lingerie and high heel stilettos of her own. As she shouts orders to her “little sissy”, she makes sure that he acts girly and provocatively throughout their roleplaying. Once they have their fun and have both fulfilled their urges, they return to their heteronormative roles until the next week, when they will role play again. Although the protagonist enjoys crossdressing on the weekends and feels fulfillment from their love life, there is always a desire for more. After an eventful week where he finds himself out of a job and in possession of a small fortune, he decides to take some time off and become a sissy housewife for an entire week. On the very first day, instead of his wife returning to a clean home, the sink is full of dirty dishes, the floors need vacuuming, and the bed is still unmade. Frustrated with her lazy sissy housewife, she begins using a mistress manual that gives explicit instructions on how to train an unruly sissy. Following the first rule of the book, she requires him to wear a chastity cage full time and forbids him from removing it. With his manhood locked away, a strong desire is planted in his consciousness to please his mistress at all costs. As the week progresses, he begins to slip deeper and deeper into the sissy housewife role and starts to question if he can ever turn back. Find out who enjoys the new power structure in their relationship more while experiencing how hard it is when you are a sissy housewife.
Life in Her Heels
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to experience life as women have experienced throughout human history? To be told what you can wear, where you can go, and what you are allowed to do with your body?
In ‘Life in Her Heels’, the patriarchy is turned upside down when a charismatic female leader is voted into the White House. Running a campaign based on putting men and women on equal footing, the new leader of the country is voted into office, with a large majority in both chambers of Congress. To right the wrongs of human history, the new leadership puts laws into place that force men to experience what women have endured throughout the history of the world. The protagonist of the story finds himself living through this historic moment and must adhere to the new rules as they are written. While living with his wife, the young man must follow the new federal dress codes by turning in his pants for skirts and shoes for high heels. He and his wife are assigned new jobs that greatly alter the power structure in their home and finances. When his new job requires him to alter his body, he struggles with the changes that are occurring and how to express what is happening to him. As he slowly changes from a man to a feminized sissy, it starts to become impossible to hide his growing “assets”. After an incident where he is unfairly blamed for initiating an encounter with someone in his apartment building, he is put on house arrest and required to wear a chastity belt at all times. Eventually, the protagonist becomes unrecognizable to the man he once was and must come to terms with his new life as a submissive sissy to his wife who now owns him.
My Body Swap With Candi
 
Do you wish that you could shed your male body and experience lovemaking as a beautiful, sensual woman?
In ‘My Body Swap with Candi’, we follow a young man who is a frequent visitor at a local motel that prostitutes use as a meetup location. Having had many sessions with several ladies at the establishment, he has become well acquainted with everyone there except for one woman named Candi. While paying Candi a visit, he is surprised by her demeanor and unusual comments throughout their session. By the end, he is told that he has made a huge mistake and that he must pay for it. After running out and back to his home, he receives a call from a mysterious woman named Pixi. She informs him that because of his actions, he will inhabit the body of the woman he just slept with. However, while he inhabits the body for one week, he will be required to fulfill her duties or be stuck in the body forever. Thinking that the call is a joke, he dismisses the assertions made by Pixi and tells her where she can stick it. Before hanging up the phone, Pixi gives one last instruction. If he reaches an orgasm at any point during the week, he will live the rest of his life in Candi’s body. After hanging up the phone, he slips into the deepest sleep of his life. Waking up the next morning, he thinks he is dreaming when he looks down at a set of his very own DD breasts. Running to the bathroom, he looks into the mirror and discovers that what Pixi said was true. Stuck in Candi’s body with only one way out, he must fulfill Candi’s responsibilities while being careful to not have a release. After meeting with his first few clients, he quickly discovers how sensitive his new body is and just how hard it will be to keep himself from orgasming. Does the young man have what it takes to keep his new body under control, or will he be stuck as Candi forever?
The Sissy Secretary
 
Do you fantasize about having a job that requires you to crossdress and act like a sissy all day? Do you wish that you could be employed with a high-paying job where your only duty is to “satisfy” your boss? 

In “The Sissy Secretary”, a bashful crossdresser named Morgan is hired by a divorce attorney. During the interview, Morgan learns that there is a strict dress code for his position which requires him to crossdress every day in short skirts and high heels of at least 4 inches in height. Along with his clothes, the dress code stipulates that he must wear a full face of makeup, have his nails done in either pink or red, and he must dye his hair blonde while adding extensions to meet a length criteria. After discussing the job with his childhood friend, Morgan decides to accept the generous offer. As he begins working at the office, a romance develops between the boss and his new secretary. Morgan happily spends large portions of the day beneath Mr. Johnson’s desk as they become inseparable from each other. After a mishap with Morgan’s fake breast forms while they are making love on Mr. Johnson’s desk, Mr. Johnson suggests that Morgan has a boob job done that he will gladly pay for. It feels like their relationship reaches a tipping point as Morgan is torn between advice from her childhood friend and what he wants more than anything. Follow along in this sexy romance that takes a deep dive into the life of a sissy secretary. 
My Sissy Surprise
 
Have you ever thought about surprising the love of your life with your sissy crossdressing secret? Have you ever fantasized about crossdressing, doing your makeup, and tying yourself up while you wait for your significant other to return?

In “My Sissy Surprise”, we meet a young man named Riley who lives with his girlfriend and has been struggling to share his crossdressing secret with her. When Emily tells Riley about her plans to go out with her girlfriends one evening, the closeted crossdresser decides to surprise his girlfriend with one of his deepest of fantasies. After shaving all his body hair and plucking his eyebrows, Riley dresses himself in black panties and a push-up bra before sliding into a short dress and high heel stilettos. Once his hair and makeup are complete, Riley locks himself in a chastity cage and inserts a remote controlled vibrating plug. To complete his fantasy, he secures his hands and feet into cuffs and locks them behind his back. As he waits for his girlfriend to arrive home while he is tied up and gagged on his knees in the living room, his phone begins to ring every few minutes. With his phone out of reach in the other room, he is forced to wait while his girlfriend’s arrival is delayed deep into the night. As the sissy crossdresser begins to question whether he had made a mistake, his girlfriend returns home and surprises Riley with three of her friends who had all been drinking heavily. After discovering Riley tied up and gagged while crossdressed and painted with makeup, the women decide to give Riley a night he will never forget. This steamy story will have you on the edge as Riley experiences a wide range of feelings while the four women completely dominate the submissive sissy crossdresser.
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