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Prologue: Pillow Talk

The pink strands of Luna’s hair fanned across the pillow like cotton candy melting into white silk. I traced my fingers through them, still catching my breath, my body humming with the afterglow of what we’d just done to each other.

Suite 407 smelled like sex and vanilla perfume. Our perfume. The scent of home.

Luna’s eyes were closed, a satisfied smile playing on her glossed lips. Her B-cups rose and fell with each breath, little drops of milk still beading on her nipples from when I’d sucked them. Through the sheets, I could see the outline of her tiny pink cage, could feel it pressing against my thigh where our legs tangled together.

Two years. Two years I’d been at the Institute. Two years since Evan became Eva. Two years of transformation, submission, and discovering who I really was.

And Luna had been here for all of it. My mentor. My friend. My lover.

But I realized, lying there in the warm darkness of our shared quarters, that I didn’t actually know her story. Not really. I knew the Luna who’d taught me how to deepthroat, who’d held me when I cried, who’d shown me that wanting this didn’t make me broken. I knew the Luna who wore pink like armor and smiled like sunshine and took cock like it was her religion.

I didn’t know who she’d been before.

“Hey,” I whispered, brushing a strand of pink from her cheek.

“Mmm?” She didn’t open her eyes.

“I realized something.”

“That you’re insatiable and want to go again?” Her smile widened. “Give me five minutes, babe. Even I need recovery time.”

I laughed softly. “No. Well, yes. But that’s not what I meant.”

Now she opened her eyes. Bright green, still glassy from orgasm, but sharpening with curiosity. “What then?”

“I don’t know how you got here.” I propped myself up on one elbow, looking down at her. “Like, the real story. Before. You know everything about me. You watched me transform from Evan to Eva. You held my hand through every terrifying, humiliating, incredible moment. But I don’t know anything about who you were before Luna.”

Something flickered in her eyes. Something old and complicated.

“You want to know about Luke?”

The name hung in the air between us. I’d heard it before, whispered in passing, but Luna never talked about her past. None of the permanent sissies did, really. We were who we were now. The before didn’t matter.

Except it did. To me.

“Everything,” I said. “I want to know everything.”

Luna was quiet for a long moment. Her hand found mine under the sheets, fingers interlacing. Her cage clicked softly against my thigh as she shifted.

“It’s not like your story, babe.” Her voice was different now. Softer. Younger somehow. “You were trapped into this. Tricked by the contract, forced into feminization you didn’t want. Your journey was about breaking down resistance until you realized you loved it.”

“And yours?”

“I was never trapped.” She looked up at the ceiling, and I saw something I’d never seen in Luna before: shame. Real shame, not the playful kind we performed for clients. “I trapped myself. Because I was so fucking broken that I needed someone to give me permission to be who I already was.”

My heart ached. This was Luna, my Luna, the most confident sissy I’d ever known. Seeing her vulnerable like this felt like watching a sunrise in reverse.

“Tell me,” I said. “Please.”

She took a deep breath. Let it out slowly.

“You really want to know? All of it? Even the parts that make me sound like a freak?”

I leaned down and kissed her. Soft, tender, tasting the lingering sweetness of my own cum on her lips.

“Promise me you won’t think I’m more broken than you already know,” she whispered against my mouth.

“Promise.”

Luna closed her eyes again. When she spoke, her voice had changed. Younger. More uncertain. The voice of someone I’d never met.

“I was fourteen the first time.”

I settled back onto the pillow beside her, our bodies pressed together, and listened.

As she spoke, I found my hand drifting to her cage. Tracing its outline through the sheets. Feeling the warmth of her clitty trapped inside, the familiar shape of pink plastic that matched mine.

We’d cum together just an hour ago. Both of us, riding the double-sided dildo that had become our favorite toy, facing each other, cages leaking as we sissygasmed in unison. It was our ritual now. Every Sunday night. Our way of connecting before the week started.

But tonight felt different. Tonight, Luna was opening a door she’d always kept closed.

“My sister had this drawer. Top right of her dresser. Full of panties. Pink ones, mostly. Cotton, some lace, a few that were obviously for dates she thought our parents didn’t know about.”

Luna’s hand tightened on mine.

“I don’t know why I did it the first time. Yes I do. I know exactly why. I’d been watching her get ready for school, watching how she moved, how the fabric hugged her hips when she walked. And something inside me just… cracked.”

She paused. I could feel her pulse through her palm, faster now.

“I waited until everyone was out. Locked myself in the bathroom. Took a pair of pink cotton panties from her drawer. The simple ones, not the fancy ones. And I put them on.”

Her voice dropped to barely a whisper.

“I was so hard it hurt, Eva. Fourteen years old, wearing my sister’s stolen panties, and I’d never been more aroused in my life. I touched myself. Looking in the mirror. Watching the pink fabric stretch over my… my cock. It took maybe thirty seconds before I came.”

I stroked her hair, silent. Letting her tell it.

“And then the shame hit. Like a wall. Like drowning. What kind of person does this? What kind of sick freak steals his sister’s underwear and jerks off in them? I cried. Ugly, gasping sobs. Washed the panties in the sink, dried them with a hairdryer, put them back exactly where I found them. Swore I’d never do it again.”

“But you did.”

“Three days later.” A bitter laugh. “And again a week after that. And then it wasn’t enough to just wear them. I wanted more. I wanted to BE more. I started growing my hair out, telling my parents it was a grunge phase. Started walking differently when no one was watching. Started imagining.”

She turned her head to look at me. Those green eyes were wet.

“I imagined being her, Eva. Not my sister specifically, but… a her. A girl. Someone who got to wear those panties because they were supposed to. Someone who moved through the world soft and pretty and desired. I imagined it every night. And every night, after I came, I hated myself for imagining it.”

“Luna…”

“That was my life for six years. Six years of secret fantasies. Six years of stolen moments in locked bathrooms. Six years of the most intense orgasms followed by the most crushing shame. By the time I found the Institute, I had a drawer of my own. Hidden in my apartment. Panties, a cheap wig, lip gloss, worn paperback novels about boys becoming girls. Everything I needed to become her for an hour at a time before I had to become him again.”

Her voice had gone distant, and I realized she was there again. Back in that bathroom. Back in that shame.

I pulled her closer. Kissed the top of her head. My Luna. My beautiful, brave Luna.

“The worst part wasn’t the wanting,” she continued, her voice muffled against my chest. “The worst part was how good it felt. Every time. Without fail. The orgasms I had in those panties, fucking myself with dildos I’d bought in secret, watching myself transform in the mirror… those were the best orgasms of my life. And I hated myself for it. Every single time.”

I thought about my own journey. How different it had been. I’d been trapped, tricked, forced into this life. My resistance had been real. My horror had been genuine. But Luna…

“You wanted it,” I said softly. “From the beginning.”

“From before the beginning.” She laughed, but it was bitter. “I wanted it before I knew there was an ‘it’ to want. I just… I spent so long being told that boys who wanted to wear panties were sick. Broken. Wrong. And I believed it. Even while I was doing it, I believed I was everything they said.”

She sat up slightly, the sheet falling to reveal her breasts, her cage, the body that was now so perfectly, permanently Luna.

The light from the window caught her pink hair, making it glow. Her B-cups were slightly swollen, the way they always got after I sucked on them. Drops of milk still glistened on her nipples.

She was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.

“When I found that website, that ad for the Velvet Institute, I knew exactly what it was. I’d been searching for places like it for years. Forums, dark web sites, anywhere that promised what I was too ashamed to ask for out loud. And when I saw it was real, that it actually existed, that I could actually go there…”

“The debt was just an excuse,” I said, understanding now.

“The debt was just an excuse.” She nodded. “I had $32,000 in student loans from the art degree I dropped out of. But I would have manufactured debt if I had to. I would have done anything. Because I finally, finally had permission.”

She turned to face me fully.

“I’ll tell you everything, Eva. The whole story. How Luke became Luna. How I walked through those doors wanting this more than I’d ever wanted anything and hating myself for wanting it. How I learned that the shame was the lie, not the desire.”

“I want to hear it,” I said. “All of it.”

Luna smiled. Not her usual sunshine smile. Something older. Wiser. Sadder.

“It started two years ago. My name was Luke Rivers. And I was the most pathetic, self-loathing closet case you’ve ever seen.”

She took my hand and pressed it to her chest, right over her heart. I could feel it beating, strong and steady.

“Get comfortable, babe. This is going to take a while.”

I pulled her closer, our bodies fitting together like they always did, and settled in to listen.

Luna closed her eyes. When she opened them again, she was somewhere else. Somewhen else.

“I was twenty years old,” she began. “And I was about to make the first honest decision of my entire life…”



Her voice carried me backward through time. Through the years. Through the shame and the secrecy and the desperate, aching need. I listened as she painted the picture of who she’d been before: the failed art student, the closeted crossdresser, the boy who spent every night becoming a girl in secret and every morning hating himself for it.

I listened as she described finding the website. The application. The moment she clicked submit and felt her whole life pivot on an axis she’d been running from for six years.

And as she talked, I saw her. Not my Luna. Not the confident, pink-haired sissy who’d taught me everything. I saw Luke Rivers. Scared. Ashamed. Desperate.

But also brave.

So incredibly, heartbreakingly brave.

“Ready?” Luna asked, and I realized she’d paused.

“Ready.”

She smiled. That complicated smile.

“Then let me tell you about the day I stopped hiding…”

She shifted in the bed, pulling me closer until we were spooned together, her back against my chest, my arm draped over her waist. My fingers found her cage again, cupping it gently. She made a soft sound of contentment.

“It feels right,” I said. “Hearing this. Finally understanding.”

“It’s hard to talk about.” Her voice was small. “Even now. Even with you. The shame… it doesn’t go away completely, Eva. It just gets quieter. Smaller. Easier to live with.”

“I know.” I kissed her shoulder. “I know exactly what you mean.”

“But yours was different.” She turned her head to look at me. “You didn’t want this. Not at first. You fought it. You had to be broken.”

“And you?”

“I wanted it so badly I couldn’t breathe. But I hated myself for wanting it. I didn’t need to be broken, Eva. I needed to be put back together.”

I held her tighter. This woman who had saved me. Who had shown me what I could become. Who had loved me through every terrifying, humiliating, incredible moment of my transformation.

Now I was going to learn what she’d been through to become the person who could do that.

“Start from the beginning,” I said. “The real beginning. I want to know everything.”

Luna took a deep breath. Let it out slowly.

“Twenty years old. Failed art student. Thirty-two thousand dollars in debt. Living in a studio apartment the size of a closet, with a secret drawer full of panties and a heart full of self-hatred.”

She closed her eyes.

“My name was Luke Rivers. And I was about to make the first honest decision of my entire life.”

I settled in to listen.

Outside our window, the city glowed with a thousand lights. Inside Suite 407, Luna began to tell her story.

And somewhere in the past, two years ago, a scared boy named Luke sat in a dark apartment and clicked a button that would change everything.

This is her story.

This is how Luna was born.


Chapter 1: The Decision

The apartment smelled like cheap coffee and cheaper regret.

I sat at my desk, laptop screen glowing in the darkness, scrolling through job listings I knew I’d never apply to. Barista. Retail associate. Data entry clerk. The kind of jobs that paid enough to almost survive on, if you didn’t have $32,000 in student loans crushing you like a slow-motion avalanche.

Twenty years old. Dropped out of art school after sophomore year. Living in a studio apartment the size of a closet, with a mattress on the floor and a bathroom I shared with the roaches.

Luke Rivers. That was my name then. The name on my lease, my debt notices, my birth certificate. The name I wore like a costume every time I left this room.

I minimized the job search tab. Underneath it, another browser window waited. The one I’d been trying to ignore all night.

The Velvet Institute.

I’d found it three days ago, buried in a forum thread I shouldn’t have been reading. Someone mentioned it in passing: “Actually real, actually pays, actually transforms.” I’d dismissed it as fantasy at first. The internet was full of sissy training scams, pyramid schemes dressed up in lace and promises. I’d fallen for two of them already, losing money I couldn’t afford on “programs” that turned out to be nothing but stolen porn and broken links.

But this one had a real website. Professional design. Contact forms. Terms of service written in actual legal language. And most importantly: reviews. Hidden in the darkest corners of the forums I’d been lurking in for years, people talking about their experiences. Real people. Real transformations.

Real.

My hand drifted to my lap. I was hard again. Just looking at the website made me hard. The images in the header: feminine silhouettes, shadowed but suggestive. The tagline: “Become who you were meant to be.”

I could pretend this was about the money. The website promised debt relief in exchange for service. Six-month contracts. Room and board included. And I needed money. God, I needed money. The student loans were in default. My credit card was maxed. I was three weeks behind on rent and my landlord had started leaving notes on my door.

But I’d be lying if I said that was why I was here, mouse hovering over the “Apply Now” button.

I’d been dreaming about places like this since I was fourteen years old.

The application form was thorough. Name, age, financial situation. Those were easy. Then it got harder.

Have you ever engaged in crossdressing?

My finger trembled over the keyboard. I’d never answered this question honestly. Not to anyone. Not even to myself, really. The lies came automatically: no, never, I’m normal, I’m fine, nothing to see here.

I typed: Yes.

If yes, please describe the frequency and duration of your crossdressing activities.

My throat tightened. Describe it? Put into words the six years of stolen moments? The drawer in my closet that I kept padlocked, the one with the panties and the wig and the cheap makeup and the worn paperback erotica that I’d read so many times the pages were falling out?

Since age fourteen, I typed. Regular occurrence. Private. Hidden.

Have you ever fantasized about feminization or transformation?

Yes.

Have you ever used penetrative toys anally?

My face burned. I glanced at the closet, where behind the padlocked drawer there was another box. The one with the dildos. The small one I’d bought at eighteen, hands shaking as I handed cash to a bored clerk at an adult store twenty miles from campus where no one would recognize me. The medium one that came six months later. The large one I’d ordered online and had shipped to a PO box, too ashamed to risk it showing up at my dorm.

Yes.

Have you ever experienced anal orgasm?

I thought about the night six months ago. Roommate gone for the weekend. Me, alone, riding the largest dildo I owned while watching videos I’d delete from my browser history before he got back. The way the pressure had built different than usual. Deeper. Fuller. The way I’d felt myself cresting toward something new, something terrifying, something that felt like my whole body was about to turn inside out.

I’d stopped. Pulled off the toy. Finished with my hand instead, the way normal people did.

I’d been too scared to find out what would happen if I’d kept going.

Attempted but not achieved, I typed. Psychological barriers.

What is your primary motivation for applying to the Velvet Institute?

I stared at the question for a long time. The cursor blinked at me, patient and damning.

I could write about the debt. The $32,000 that haunted me. The collection calls. The threatening letters. The slow suffocation of owing more money than I’d ever earn at any job I was qualified for.

That’s what I should write. That’s what would make sense.

But the form had already made me honest. And once you start telling the truth, it’s hard to stop.

I have wanted to be feminized since adolescence, I typed. I have spent years hiding this desire and hating myself for it. I am applying because I need financial help, but also because I need permission. I cannot give myself permission to be who I think I really am. I need someone else to make me.

I read it back. Deleted it. Typed it again. Deleted it again.

The third time, I left it.

Do you understand that the Velvet Institute program may include permanent physical modifications?

My breath caught. Permanent. The word echoed in my head like a bell.

Yes.

Do you consent to being photographed and filmed during your residency?

Yes.

Do you understand that services rendered may include sexual acts with clients of the Institute’s choosing?

The words blurred as my eyes watered. Sexual acts. Clients. What I’d been fantasizing about since I first understood what sex was. Being used. Being wanted. Being desired not for who I pretended to be, but for what I’d always been underneath.

Yes.

Final question: Are you applying to the Velvet Institute because you want to, or because you have no other choice?

I laughed. Actually laughed out loud in my empty apartment, the sound bitter and broken.

Both. Neither. I didn’t know how to separate want from need anymore. The wanting had become a need so fundamental that ignoring it felt like holding my breath underwater. I could do it for a while. But eventually, I’d have to surface or drown.

Because I want to, I typed. The financial situation provides justification I can use to pretend this is pragmatic. But I have wanted something like this for years. I have searched for programs like this since I learned they existed. I am tired of hiding. I am tired of hating myself. I want to be transformed. I am just too ashamed to do it without someone forcing me.

I read the whole application. Every humiliating admission. Every secret I’d never told another living soul. Every truth I’d been running from since puberty hit and I’d realized the things that turned me on weren’t the things that were supposed to turn me on.

My cursor hovered over Submit.

My cock was so hard it ached. My heart was pounding. My hands were shaking.

What if they rejected me? What if they accepted me? Which possibility was more terrifying?

I clicked the button.

The screen flashed. Application received. You will be contacted within 5-7 business days if your application is successful.

I slammed the laptop shut. Sat there in the darkness, breathing hard. What had I done? What had I just done?

But the question underneath was different: What had I finally let myself do?

I stood up. Walked to the closet. Unlocked the padlock with the key I kept hidden in my sock drawer. Opened the door to the hidden drawer.

The panties were waiting for me. Pink cotton. Stolen from my sister six years ago, long since replaced with ones I’d bought myself. The wig, synthetic blonde, tangled from use. The lip gloss, strawberry flavored, almost empty. The dildo, the medium-sized one, still slightly tacky from the last time I’d used it.

I stripped out of my male clothes. Let them fall to the floor like a skin I was shedding.

The panties slid up my thighs. Silk on skin. Cool at first, then warming from my body heat, molding to my shape. My cock was already straining by the time the waistband snapped into place, the pink fabric stretching obscenely over the bulge, a wet spot already forming where precum leaked from my slit.

I looked at myself in the mirror on the back of the closet door. The only mirror I ever used for this. The one I could close away when I was done, hide it with the rest of my secrets.

Luke Rivers stared back at me. Shaggy brown hair, nervous green eyes, slim body that was almost feminine if you didn’t look too closely. And below the waist: pink silk barely containing four and a half inches of desperate, leaking cock. The fabric clung to every ridge, every vein. Shameful. Pathetic. Beautiful.

I reached down. Wrapped my hand around myself through the silk. The friction of the fabric against my cockhead made me gasp. I started stroking, slow at first, watching myself in the mirror. Watching the way my hips moved. The way the panties darkened with each pulse of precum.

In my head, the fantasy unfurled like it always did. Not being Luke anymore. Being someone else. Someone soft. Someone pretty. Someone who wore panties because she was supposed to, not because she was sick. Someone who got to exist in the daylight instead of hiding in locked bathrooms and darkened closets. Someone who took cock instead of hiding one.

My other hand found the dildo. Seven inches of flesh-colored silicone, realistic enough to make my mouth water every time I looked at it. I slicked it with lube, coating the shaft until it glistened. Bent over the bed, such as it was, one hand still stroking through the panties. Pressed the tip against my hole.

This part was always harder. The shame voice louder. Normal people don’t do this. Normal people don’t want this. You’re disgusting. You’re broken. You’re wrong.

I pushed through. Relaxed my hole and pressed back. The head popped past my ring with a stretch that made my eyes roll. I moaned into my pillow, feeling inch after inch slide inside, filling me, stretching me, completing me.

God, it felt right. It always felt right. That was the worst part.

I started fucking myself. Slow strokes at first, getting used to the fullness. Then faster. Harder. Watching my reflection in the mirror: pink panties bunched around my thighs now, the dildo appearing and disappearing between my cheeks with each thrust. My cock bounced untouched, leaking a steady stream of precum that dripped onto the mattress.

I applied, I thought. I actually applied. Someone might read what I wrote. Someone might know.

The thought should have horrified me. Instead, my hole clenched around the dildo. My cock jumped. I slammed back harder, driving the toy against that spot inside me that made white sparks dance across my vision.

Someone will know. Someone will see me. Someone will finally see what I really am.

My prostate screamed with each thrust. The pressure built in my pelvis, different from a normal orgasm, deeper, spreading through my whole body. My balls drew up tight. My hole gripped the dildo like it never wanted to let go.

I came. Hard. Screaming into the pillow to muffle the sound. My cock erupted without anyone touching it, thick ropes of cum splattering against the mirror, the bed, my stomach. My ass pulsed around the dildo, milking it like it was real, like I was desperate to drain every drop from a cock that didn’t exist.

The orgasm seemed to last forever. Wave after wave. My whole body shaking. Crying out with each spurt, high and feminine and pathetic.

And then, like always, the crash.

The shame tsunami. The disgust. The self-hatred that felt like drowning in acid.

I pulled out the dildo. Stripped off the panties. Cleaned up with the mechanical efficiency of someone who’d done this a thousand times. Hid everything back in the drawer. Locked it. Put the key away.

But something was different this time.

Because this time, someone else knew. Or would know, soon. The application was out there, carrying every secret I’d ever kept. And there was nothing I could do about it.

I lay on my mattress in the dark. The ceiling stared back at me, blank and uncaring.

What did you do? the shame voice demanded. What did you just do?

I didn’t have an answer. Not a good one.

But underneath the shame, something else stirred. Something that felt almost like hope.

Maybe, I thought. Maybe I won’t have to do this alone anymore.

I fell asleep clutching that thought like a lifeline.



The email came five days later.

Dear Mr. Rivers,

Your application to the Velvet Institute has been reviewed. Based on your responses, we would like to schedule an in-person interview at your earliest convenience.

Please confirm your availability for the following date and time…

I read it three times. My hands were shaking. My heart was pounding. My cock was, impossibly, hard again.

They wanted to meet me.

They’d read everything I wrote.

And they still wanted to meet me.

I clicked Reply. Typed with trembling fingers: I’m available. Please send the address.

The response came within an hour. A downtown location. A time. A note: Please bring identification and proof of financial situation. Dress comfortably.

I stared at the screen for a long time.

Dress comfortably. As him? As the person I’d been pretending to be for twenty years?

Or as who I actually was?

I thought about showing up in a skirt. In the wig. In the panties that felt more real than any pair of boxers I’d ever worn.

I wasn’t brave enough. Not yet.

But maybe I was going somewhere that would teach me how to be.

The interview was in three days.

Three days until my life changed forever.

Three days until Luke Rivers walked through a door and Luna walked out.


Chapter 1.5: The Secret Life

I should tell you about the years before. The secret life I lived in locked bathrooms and darkened bedrooms. The person I was becoming, alone, ashamed, desperate for something I couldn’t name.

This is who Luke Rivers really was.



Age Fourteen

The first time was my sister’s pink cotton panties.

Katie was two years older, already blossoming into the kind of girl boys noticed. She had a boyfriend. She had curves. She had a drawer full of feminine things that I found myself staring at whenever I passed her open bedroom door.

I don’t know what made me do it. Yes I do. I know exactly what made me do it.

I waited until everyone was out. Parents at work. Katie at her boyfriend’s house. The house empty except for me and the thundering of my heart.

Her drawer opened easily. The panties were right on top. Pink cotton, simple, nothing special. The kind of underwear a sixteen-year-old girl wears on a Tuesday. They still smelled faintly of laundry detergent and something else. Something feminine. Something that made my cock throb in my jeans.

My hands shook as I picked them up.

I locked myself in the bathroom. Stripped off my jeans, my boxers, everything below the waist. My cock was already hard. Had been since I opened the drawer. Maybe since I thought about opening the drawer. It stuck straight out from my body, angry and demanding, a clear drop of precum already glistening at the tip.

The fabric whispered against my skin as I pulled them up. Cool at first, then warming from my body heat. The cotton stretched over my bulge, the pink material going taut, my cockhead pressing against it so hard I could see the outline through the fabric. Too small for me. Too feminine for me. Perfect.

I looked in the mirror.

A skinny fourteen-year-old with shaggy brown hair. Green eyes wide with something between terror and excitement. And below the waist: pink cotton straining over a cock that shouldn’t be there. But God, it looked right. It looked like what I’d always wanted to see.

My hand moved without permission. Wrapped around myself through the fabric. The friction of cotton against my sensitive cockhead sent sparks through my entire body. I started stroking.

I lasted maybe thirty seconds.

The orgasm hit like lightning. My cock pulsed, thick spurts of cum flooding the panties, soaking them from the inside. I came so hard my knees buckled, had to grab the sink to stay standing. Rope after rope emptied into the cotton until it was drenched, sticking to my skin, warm and wet with evidence of my shame. The pleasure was unlike anything I’d felt before. More intense than any solo session, any teenage fumbling, anything.

And then the crash.

Shame like a physical weight. Disgust so strong I thought I might vomit. What had I done? What kind of sick freak steals his sister’s panties and jerks off in them?

I tore them off. Washed them frantically in the sink, hot water and soap, terrified the stain wouldn’t come out. Dried them with Katie’s hairdryer, hand trembling, certain at any moment someone would come home and catch me.

They went back in the drawer exactly where I found them.

I swore I’d never do it again.

Three days later, I did it again.

And again. And again. Until I lost count of how many times I’d locked myself in that bathroom, wearing stolen femininity, cumming harder than I ever had any other way.

The shame never got smaller. But the need grew larger, and eventually need won.



Age Sixteen

The wig came from a party supply store twenty minutes from my house. I rode my bike there, paid cash, buried it in my backpack under schoolbooks.

Cheap synthetic blonde. Not remotely convincing. But when I put it on alone in my room, something shifted inside me.

Katie’s bra this time, the one she’d outgrown and thrown in the donation pile. I’d rescued it, hidden it in a box under my bed. I stuffed it with socks, the way I’d read about in a story I’d found online. A story about a boy who became a girl.

The mirror showed me someone else.

Still obviously male if you looked closely. Still Luke Rivers underneath. But with the wig framing my face, the stuffed bra creating gentle swells under my t-shirt, I could squint and see… her. The person I was supposed to be. The girl I’d been hiding.

I practiced walking. Hips swaying. Smaller steps. The way Katie moved, the way all girls seemed to move, like their bodies were designed for grace instead of whatever awkward lumbering thing male bodies did. My panties, pink satin this time, hugged my ass with each sway.

My cock got hard. It always got hard. Straining against the satin, leaving a wet spot that grew darker with each passing second.

I pulled up my shirt. Stared at the bra, the fake curves, the silhouette that was almost feminine. Cupped the stuffed cups and squeezed, imagining they were real. Imagining I could feel them, heavy and sensitive, nipples hardening under my touch.

One hand stayed on my chest, groping and fondling the fake tits like they belonged to me. The other slid into my panties, wrapped around my aching cock. I stroked slow, watching myself in the mirror. Watching the girl touch herself.

I imagined I was her. The girl in the mirror. Someone walking down a hallway, boys watching her hips sway, cocks hardening at the sight of her. Someone getting undressed at night, unclasping the bra that actually fit because she actually had breasts. Someone who got to feel hands on her body, lips on her neck, something thick and hard sliding inside her.

My fist flew faster. Precum dripped through my fingers. I squeezed the fake breast with my other hand, imagining someone else was groping me, using me, making me theirs.

I came all over my stomach, thick spurts shooting up my chest, one hitting the underside of the bra. The wig fell askew as I threw my head back, moaning like the girl I wanted to be, my cock pulsing until I was empty and shaking.

Then I cleaned up. Hid everything. Became Luke again.

But the girl in the mirror stayed with me. A ghost wearing my face. Waiting for the next stolen moment.



Age Eighteen

College changed everything and nothing.

Away from my parents. Away from Katie. Away from anyone who knew me. I had freedom I’d never had before.

I bought my first dildo with birthday money. A small one, just six inches, flesh-colored and realistic. The adult store clerk didn’t even look up from her magazine as I paid.

My roommate had morning classes on Tuesdays and Thursdays. I had the room to myself until noon.

The first time I used it, I almost chickened out.

I’d prepared for weeks. Read guides online. Bought lube. Stretched myself with fingers in the shower, shameful and excited, learning my body in ways I’d never dared before.

But holding the dildo, lying on my bed with my knees bent, this felt different. This felt like crossing a line I couldn’t uncross. The silicone was warm from my hands, the veined shaft realistic enough to make my hole clench with anticipation.

The shame voice screamed at me. What are you doing? Boys don’t do this. Normal people don’t want this. You’re disgusting.

I pushed the tip against my hole anyway. Slick with lube, it pressed against my ring, demanding entry.

The stretch was uncomfortable at first. A burning pressure that made me want to pull away. Then uncomfortable in a different way, the ring of muscle yielding, opening. Then… not uncomfortable at all. Something clicking into place inside me. Something that felt like coming home.

The dildo slid inside. Inch by inch. My body opening, accepting, welcoming. I could feel every ridge, every vein molded into the silicone. Six inches of fake cock disappearing into my virgin hole. My hole that had been virgin until this moment.

The fullness was indescribable.

Not like anything I’d felt before. Not like jerking off. Not like touching. This was being touched. Being filled. Being used, even if only by a piece of silicone. My cock jumped against my stomach, leaking a steady stream of precum, but I didn’t touch it. I couldn’t. All my focus was on the thing inside me.

I moved it. Slowly at first. Pulling back until just the head remained, then sinking down again. Figuring out the angle. The speed. What made my toes curl and what made my eyes roll back. The wet sounds of the toy moving in and out filled the empty dorm room.

When the tip hit something inside me, I gasped so loud I was afraid someone would hear through the walls.

My prostate. I’d read about it. Knew it existed. But reading about it and feeling it were two entirely different things. This was a bolt of electricity shooting from my ass to my cock to my brain. This was every nerve in my body lighting up at once.

I worked the dildo against that spot. Over and over. Jabbing, grinding, pressing. The pressure building different than usual. Not in my cock, which was rock hard and leaking puddles onto my stomach but almost secondary. The pressure was deeper. Fuller. Spreading through my whole pelvis like warmth, radiating into my thighs, my chest, everywhere.

I was going to cum without touching myself.

The realization terrified me. But not enough to stop.

I rode the edge. Higher and higher. My cock twitching, dribbling precum in a steady flow. My ass clenching around the dildo with each thrust. My whole body vibrating with something I’d never experienced, something building toward an explosion that felt like it might destroy me.

And then I got scared.

Too intense. Too much. Too close to admitting what this meant about me. What I was. What I wanted to be.

I pulled out the dildo. My hole gaped, suddenly empty, clenching around nothing. I grabbed my cock. Finished the familiar way, pumping desperately, spurting onto my stomach in weak ropes, the orgasm good but somehow disappointing. Hollow. Like eating a crumb when a feast had been right there.

Coward, a voice whispered. You couldn’t even let yourself have it.

I cleaned up. Hid the dildo. Went to class like nothing had happened.

But I knew. I’d been so close to something. Something that felt like truth.

I just wasn’t brave enough to reach it.



Age Nineteen

My roommate was gone for the weekend. Visiting family. I had forty-eight hours alone.

By now, I had supplies.

The wig, upgraded from cheap to semi-convincing. Brunette this time, shoulder-length. Makeup from the drugstore, applied following YouTube tutorials I watched in incognito mode. Panties I’d bought myself, pink lace from a lingerie website. A bra with silicone inserts I’d saved three months to afford.

And the dildo. Upgraded too. Eight inches now. Curved for prostate stimulation. The package had promised “hands-free orgasms guaranteed.”

I transformed.

It took two hours. Foundation to hide my stubble shadow. Mascara that kept clumping until I figured out the technique. Lipstick, pink to match the panties. The wig, carefully pinned, brunette waves that fell past my shoulders. The bra, adjusted until the silicone sat right, giving me curves that made my cock twitch every time I caught sight of them.

I looked in the mirror.

She looked back.

Not pretty exactly. Not passing. But closer than I’d ever been. Closer than I’d dreamed possible. A girl. Almost. Nearly. Mine.

“Hi,” I whispered to her. To me. “I’m Luna.”

The name came from nowhere. Or from everywhere. From years of imagining, fantasizing, wanting.

Luna. The moon. Beautiful in darkness. Only visible at night.

Like me. What I really was. Only visible when no one was watching.

I set up my laptop on the dresser. Sissy hypno videos I’d been collecting for months. Spirals and subliminal messages and women’s voices telling me I was pretty, I was soft, I was meant to take cock. The screen pulsed with pink and purple, the audio washing over me like a warm bath.

I lubed the dildo. Eight inches this time. Bigger than before. I’d been practicing for this. My hole already twitching in anticipation.

The dildo went in easier now. Practiced. My hole knew what to do, even when my brain was still catching up. The thick head stretched my ring, then popped inside. I groaned as inch after inch disappeared into my body, filling me, completing me.

I rode it.

Watching myself in the mirror. Watching the girl on my laptop getting fucked. Both at once, reflections of each other.

Pink panties around my thighs, stretched taut between my spread legs. Fake breasts bouncing as I moved, the silicone jiggling almost realistically. My cock straining but untouched, drooling a steady stream of precum that pooled on my stomach, dripped down to soak the panties further.

The video told me to let go. Told me I was a sissy. Told me real sissies didn’t need to touch their clitties. Real sissies came from being filled. Real sissies were made to take cock, not use one.

You’re not a man, the voice purred. You’ve never been a man. You’re a girl. A sissy. A slut. Let yourself be what you are.

I bounced harder. The dildo hit my prostate. Again. Again. The pressure building with each thrust, each grind, each wet slap of silicone against my ass. My cock jumped with every impact, spurting little jets of precum. But I didn’t touch it. The video told me not to. Good sissies don’t touch their clitties.

I should have been horrified. A nineteen-year-old boy, dressed in women’s clothes, fucking himself while watching hypnosis videos. This was everything wrong. Everything shameful. Everything I’d been running from.

But I couldn’t stop. My hips moved on their own. My hole clenched greedily around the fake cock. My whole body trembled with need.

The edge approached. Closer than before. That same terrifying cliff I’d retreated from last time. But this time I could see over the edge. Could see what waited on the other side.

Let go, the video whispered. Be a good girl and cum.

I let go.

The orgasm wasn’t like anything. It was everything.

It started in my ass. Deep inside, where the dildo pressed against my prostate. A pulsing heat that exploded outward, radiating through my pelvis, up my spine, into my brain. My cock spurted weak, watery streams, thin cum dribbling out without pleasure, but that wasn’t where the orgasm was. The real orgasm was everywhere. My whole body clenching, releasing, dissolving.

I screamed. A high, feminine sound I didn’t know I could make. The voice of the girl in the mirror. The voice of Luna.

It lasted forever. Wave after wave. My ass gripping the dildo like it never wanted to let go. My back arching off the bed. Cum dripping down my stomach in watery streams while the real pleasure crashed through my hole, my prostate, my entire being. I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think. Could only feel and feel and feel.

When it finally ended, I collapsed.

Lying there. Dildo still buried inside me, my hole clenching around it in little aftershocks. Makeup running with sweat. Wig askew. Shaking like I’d been struck by lightning.

I’d done it. I’d actually done it. Cum without touching myself. Cum from being fucked. Like a girl. Like a sissy. Like what I really was.

The shame hit thirty seconds later.

Crushing. Drowning. What did you just do? What does this mean? You came from a dildo in your ass while watching sissy hypno. You called yourself Luna. You’re broken. You’re sick. You’re wrong wrong wrong.

I pulled out the toy. Stripped off everything. Washed my face. Threw the wig across the room.

Spent the rest of the weekend trying to pretend it hadn’t happened.

But it had.

And I knew, somewhere underneath all the shame, that I wanted to do it again.



Age Nineteen, Three Months Later

The chastity cage arrived in a plain brown box.

Pink plastic. CB-6000. Ordered from a website that promised discreet shipping. Another secret for the growing collection.

I’d been reading about them for years. The idea was terrifying and irresistible in equal measure. Locking away the part of me that was still male. Forcing myself to feel pleasure a different way.

The first time I put it on, my hands shook so badly I could barely work the lock.

Click.

The key sat in my palm. So small. So heavy.

I looked down. Pink plastic encasing my cock. Unable to get hard. Unable to touch. Trapped.

The arousal was immediate and paradoxical. My cock tried to stiffen and failed. The pressure built with nowhere to go.

I gave myself a schedule. One week locked. Then I could unlock and cum.

I lasted two days.

The pressure was unbearable. I needed to cum. I needed to touch. I couldn’t think about anything else.

I unlocked. Jerked off in about forty-five seconds. Came so hard I saw stars.

Then: shame. Failure. You couldn’t even do this for yourself. Pathetic.

I tried again. Three days this time. Failed.

Again. Four days. Failed.

The problem wasn’t the cage. The problem was me. I didn’t trust myself. I couldn’t commit. I’d always find a reason to unlock, to give in, to let myself off the hook.

I needed someone else to hold the key.

That thought haunted me. Someone else deciding when I could cum. Someone else controlling my pleasure. Someone else making me be what I was too scared to be alone.

I searched. Forums. Dark web. Anywhere that might offer what I needed.

Two months later, I found the Velvet Institute.



The Night Before Finding the Institute

I was a mess.

Caged. The pink CB-6000 locked around my cock, squeezing it into submission. A medium-sized plug buried in my ass, three inches of silicone stretching my hole, the flared base pressing against my ring with every shift of my hips. Wearing full femme in my studio apartment: pink lace panties barely containing my bulging cage, bra with silicone inserts that made me feel almost female, the brunette wig I’d worn until the fibers were starting to fray, makeup applied with shaking hands. Looking at myself in the mirror.

Luna stared back at me. Desperate. Pathetic. Beautiful.

I’d been edging for hours. The cage leaked constantly, a steady drip of precum soaking through my panties, leaving a wet stain that spread with each passing hour. My ass clenched around the plug with every movement, my prostate throbbing, begging for more stimulation. I was so aroused I could barely think. My balls ached. My cock strained against the plastic prison. Every nerve in my body screamed for release.

But I couldn’t cum.

The cage prevented it. The plastic held my cock soft, denied it the friction it needed, kept me trapped on the edge of pleasure without ever falling over. And I couldn’t bring myself to unlock. Not tonight. Tonight I wanted to feel it. The desperation. The need. The prison of my own making.

I switched from the plug to my largest dildo. Eight inches of curved silicone. Positioned myself doggy on my mattress and sank back onto it, moaning as it stretched me wider than the plug, filled me deeper, pressed against my prostate with delicious pressure.

I rode it. Trying to cum that way. Trying to give myself what that weekend had given me months ago. My hips worked desperately, slamming back onto the fake cock, the wet sounds of my hole swallowing it echoing off the walls. My cage bounced between my legs, dribbling useless spurts of precum.

But the orgasm wouldn’t come. I was too wound up. Too desperate. Too lost in my own head. The harder I tried, the further it slipped away.

I cried.

Ugly, gasping sobs. Still riding the dildo. Still caged. Still dressed as the woman I wanted to be. Tears and mascara running down my face. Crying because I couldn’t get there. Crying because I’d never get there. Crying because I was broken and sick and wrong and alone and nobody would ever help me and I’d die in this apartment wearing stolen panties with a dildo in my ass and no one would ever know what I really was.

I need help.

The thought came clearly through the tears.

I can’t do this alone anymore. I need someone to MAKE me be what I am. Someone to hold the key. Someone to force me. Someone who won’t let me chicken out.

I gave up on the orgasm. Pulled out the dildo, my hole gaping, clenching around nothing. Didn’t even clean up. Just collapsed on my mattress in full femme, cage leaking onto the sheets, ass empty and aching, and stared at the ceiling.

I needed something I couldn’t give myself.

Permission.

Someone to look at me and say: yes, this is what you are. Yes, this is okay. Yes, I see you, and I’m not disgusted.

I pulled my laptop onto the bed. Started searching. Again. Like I had a hundred times before.

Forums. Dark web. Anything.

And then: a link I’d never seen before. A website that loaded clean and professional. A name that sent electricity down my spine.

The Velvet Institute.

I read every word. The program description. The services required. The transformations promised.

This was real.

This was what I’d been looking for.

This was permission.

The application button glowed on the screen. I stared at it for an hour. Two hours. My cage had stopped leaking; I’d gone soft inside the plastic, too emotionally exhausted for arousal.

But my heart was pounding.

If you click that button, everything changes.

If you click that button, you can’t hide anymore.

If you click that button, Luke Rivers dies.

I thought about what that meant. Dying. The boy I’d been pretending to be for twenty years, finally put to rest.

It didn’t sound like death.

It sounded like freedom.

I clicked the button.



That was who Luke Rivers really was. The secret crossdresser. The closeted sissy. The boy who spent six years training himself for a life he didn’t know existed yet.

The Institute didn’t create Luna.

It just gave her permission to breathe.

Every secret session, every hidden toy, every shameful orgasm: it was all preparation. I just didn’t know what I was preparing for.

Now I did.

Three days until my interview.

Three days until I walked through a door I’d been looking for my whole life.

Three days until Luna finally got to exist in the daylight.

I couldn’t wait.

And I couldn’t stop hating myself for how badly I couldn’t wait.


Chapter 2: The Interview

The building didn’t look like a brothel.

It looked like an office complex. Glass and steel, professional landscaping, a lobby with marble floors and a reception desk staffed by a woman in a tasteful blazer. Nothing about it screamed “underground feminization institute where desperate boys sell themselves for debt relief.”

Which, I supposed, was the point.

I stood outside for ten minutes before I could make myself go in. Watching people come and go. Business types, mostly. A few women in expensive heels. No one who looked like what I imagined clients of a sissy brothel would look like.

Just walk in. You already submitted the application. They already know everything.

That thought should have made it easier. It didn’t.

Finally, I forced my legs to move. Through the revolving door. Across the marble floor. Up to the reception desk where a woman with perfect makeup and an unnervingly serene smile waited.

“Welcome to the Velvet Institute. Do you have an appointment?”

My voice came out cracked and too high. “Luke Rivers. I have an interview with Director Blackwell.”

She checked something on her computer. Her smile didn’t waver.

“Of course, Mr. Rivers. Please take the elevator to the top floor. Director Blackwell’s office is at the end of the hall.”

I waited for something more. Instructions. Warnings. Some acknowledgment of what this place actually was. But she just gestured toward the elevators and returned to her screen.

The elevator ride felt eternal. My reflection stared back at me from the polished doors. Shaggy brown hair. Oversized hoodie. Jeans. The costume of Luke Rivers, the boy I’d been pretending to be for twenty years.

I wondered if this was the last time I’d see him.

The top floor was quiet. Thick carpet muffled my footsteps. Doors lined both sides of the hall, all closed, all identical. At the end: a larger door. A brass nameplate: DIRECTOR BLACKWELL.

I knocked.

“Enter.”

The voice was deep. Measured. The kind of voice that expected to be obeyed.

Director Blackwell’s office was all mahogany and leather. Dark wood desk. Bookshelves lined with volumes that looked like they’d never been read. A window behind him that showed the city skyline.

And the man himself.

Tall. Fit but not muscular. Salt-and-pepper hair slicked back with expensive product. Grey eyes that felt like they were x-raying me the moment I stepped through the door.

“Mr. Rivers.” He gestured to a chair across from his desk. “Please, sit.”

I sat. My hands wanted to shake. I forced them still.

He had a folder open in front of him. My application, I realized. Every shameful truth I’d typed into that form, now printed on paper, laid out for this stranger to examine.

“You’re different from our usual applicants.”

I swallowed. “Different how?”

“Most people who walk through that door claim they have no choice. They say they’re desperate. They say they’ll do anything to escape their financial situation.” He tapped the folder. “But their applications tell a different story. Yes to crossdressing, but frequency listed as ‘once or twice, experimenting.’ Yes to anal play, but only when pressed. They minimize. They deny. They want me to believe this is purely transactional.”

His grey eyes met mine.

“Your application is remarkably honest, Mr. Rivers.”

Heat flooded my face. I wanted to look away. I forced myself not to.

“I’ve been lying for a long time,” I said. “I thought maybe it was time to stop.”

Director Blackwell leaned back in his chair. Steepled his fingers. The gesture should have been cliche. On him, it felt like a threat.

“You wrote that you’ve crossdressed since age fourteen. Regularly. Privately. Hidden.” He read the words like he was tasting them. “You wrote that you’ve used penetrative toys since eighteen. That you’ve attempted hands-free orgasm but been unable to achieve it due to, quote, ‘psychological barriers.’ You wrote that your primary motivation for applying is because you need, again quote, ‘permission.’”

He set the folder down.

“Permission for what, Mr. Rivers?”

The question hung in the air. I’d answered it in the application. But saying it out loud, to another person, in this office with its mahogany and leather and corporate respectability…

“Permission to be who I actually am.”

The words came out smaller than I wanted. But they came out.

Director Blackwell was quiet for a long moment. Then, almost imperceptibly, he smiled.

“The Velvet Institute has a standard six-month contract. Room and board provided. Your debt will be managed, with payments made from your earnings. In exchange, you will provide services to our clientele. Those services are, as I’m sure you’ve gathered, sexual in nature.”

“I understand.”

“The contract includes provisions for physical modification. Feminization treatments. Clothing and appearance requirements. All reversible within the first three months, after which some modifications may become permanent.”

“I understand.”

“You will be supervised by one of our floor managers. You will follow her instructions without question. You will meet weekly quotas, or you will face consequences.”

“I understand.”

He tilted his head. “You’re not asking what the consequences are.”

“Does it matter?”

Another almost-smile. “Most applicants ask. Most applicants want to know what happens if they fail, if they can’t perform, if they want to leave. You haven’t asked any of those questions.”

“Because I don’t want to leave.” The words came out before I could stop them. “I want to be here. I’ve wanted to be somewhere like here for years. The debt is just… it’s just…”

“An excuse.”

I nodded. Shame burning through me. But also relief. He saw through me. He knew what I was. And he hadn’t thrown me out.

“That’s why you’re interesting, Mr. Rivers.” Director Blackwell stood. Walked to the window. His silhouette was dark against the city light. “Most of our recruits need to be broken. They resist. They cry. They beg to leave. It takes weeks, sometimes months, before they accept what they are. Before they stop fighting and start serving.”

He turned to face me.

“I don’t think you’ll need to be broken. I think you arrived already broken open.”

The phrase echoed in my head. Broken open. Like an egg. Like something that needed to crack before it could become what it was meant to be.

“Sign here.”

The contract was on his desk. Pages and pages of legalese. I should have read every word. I should have asked for time to consider.

I picked up the pen.

“Mr. Rivers. I should inform you that once you sign, there is no probationary period. No grace period. No changing your mind. You will belong to the Institute for six months, minimum. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“And you’re signing of your own free will?”

I thought about all the years of hiding. The stolen panties. The secret dildos. The nights spent dressed in women’s clothes, cumming to fantasies I was too ashamed to admit.

“Yes,” I said. “This is the first free choice I’ve ever made.”

I signed.

Director Blackwell took the contract. Examined my signature. Nodded once.

“Welcome to the Velvet Institute, Mr. Rivers. Or should I say, welcome to your new life.” He pressed a button on his desk phone. “Miss Voss? Please come collect our newest arrival.”

The door opened behind me.

And then I saw her.

Platinum blonde hair, bone-straight, falling to her mid-back. Ice-blue eyes that seemed to look through me rather than at me. Tall, impossibly tall, made taller by thigh-high boots with heels that could double as weapons. A black leather corset that pushed her breasts up, creating a cleavage that demanded attention.

Around her neck: a silver chain. From the chain: a collection of small keys. Eight of them, I would later learn. One for each sissy currently caged on the Institute’s floors.

“Miss Voss,” Director Blackwell said. “This is Luke Rivers. He’s just signed his contract.”

Her eyes traveled down my body. Assessing. Calculating. Finding me wanting.

“Luke.” Her voice was low. Smoky. The kind of voice that made your spine straighten without permission. “That won’t do. Follow me, girl.”

Girl.

The word hit me like electricity. No one had ever called me that. Not out loud. Not in the real world. Only in my fantasies, only in my head, only in the secret spaces where I let myself be who I actually was.

“Yes,” I managed. “Yes, Miss.”

A flicker of something in her ice-blue eyes. Interest, maybe. Or amusement.

“Smart. You already know how to address me properly. Most new girls have to be taught.” She turned toward the door. “Come. I’ll show you your new home.”

I followed. My legs felt like jelly. My heart was pounding so hard I could hear it in my ears.

She led me through the building. Down corridors I hadn’t seen from the elevator. Past doors that opened onto rooms I couldn’t quite glimpse before they closed again.

“The Institute operates on eight floors,” she explained without looking back. “Ground floor is reception, administration, things the outside world is allowed to see. Second floor is medical: Dr. Lyra’s lab. Third floor is the salon, where Bianca will make you pretty. Floors four through seven are the service floors. Glory holes, private rooms, specialty suites. Floor eight is residential. That’s where you’ll sleep.”

We entered an elevator. Her finger pressed the button for five.

“You’ll start simple. Handjobs at the glory holes. Most new girls take a week before they’re ready for more. We’ll see how quickly you progress.”

The elevator stopped. The doors opened onto a long hallway. Red lighting. The smell of something I couldn’t identify: musk, sweat, something primal.

“This is Glory Hall Three.”

She walked me down the corridor. On either side: booths. Padded vinyl floors. Walls that didn’t quite reach the ceiling. And in each wall: holes. Waist height. Sized for a specific purpose.

“The green light means a client is waiting. The red light means the booth is empty. When you’re on shift, you’ll be assigned a booth. Clients come to the other side. You service them through the hole. Handjobs to start. Then blowjobs. Then, eventually, anal.”

My mouth was dry. My cock was hard. I’d fantasized about this. Read stories about it. Watched videos. But standing here, smelling the reality of it, knowing I would be on my knees in one of these booths…

“Any questions?” Miss Voss asked.

“When do I start?”

She stopped walking. Turned to face me. Those ice-blue eyes narrowing.

“Most girls cry by now.”

“I’m not most girls.”

Silence. Then, unexpectedly, she laughed. A short, sharp sound, like a blade being drawn.

“No. You’re not. I can see that.” She resumed walking. “You’ll start tomorrow. Today, you get settled. Room assignment, clothing confiscation, salon appointment with Bianca.”

“Clothing confiscation?”

“Male clothes. You won’t be needing them.”

She said it so casually. So matter-of-factly. Like erasing every trace of the person I’d pretended to be for twenty years was nothing remarkable.

Maybe, to her, it wasn’t.

We took the elevator to the eighth floor. Residential. A corridor lined with doors, each marked with a number. She stopped at 843.

“This is your room. Through that door is your new life.” She handed me a keycard. “Inside you’ll find standard issue clothing. You’ll change immediately. Bag your male clothes and leave them outside the door for collection.”

I took the keycard. My hand was shaking.

“Miss Voss?”

She paused.

“Thank you.”

Her eyebrow rose. “Thank me? For what?”

“For seeing me. For… knowing what I am.”

For a moment, something shifted in her face. Something almost warm beneath the ice.

“You haven’t thanked me yet, girl. You have no idea what’s coming.” She turned away. “Bag your clothes. Salon appointment in one hour. Don’t be late.”

She was gone.

I stood in front of door 843. The keycard in my hand. My whole body trembling.

Last chance, the shame voice whispered. You can still run. Still go back to your apartment. Still pretend this never happened.

I swiped the card.

The door opened.

Inside was a small room. A bed. A dresser. A closet. And on the bed: a pile of fabric. Pink fabric.

I stepped inside.

The door clicked shut behind me.

Luke Rivers walked into that room.

Luna was about to walk out.


Chapter 3: First Feminization

The pile of pink on the bed stared back at me.

I couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe. Twenty years of fantasies, six years of secret practice, and now the moment was here. Not in a locked bathroom. Not in a darkened bedroom with the shades drawn. Here, in a real place, with real people who knew what I was.

My hands found the first item. Panties. Pink silk, delicate lace trim around the edges. Not like the cheap cotton I’d stolen from my sister all those years ago. Not like the discount lingerie I’d bought online and hidden in my padlocked drawer. These were quality. Beautiful.

Mine.

I stripped off my clothes. The oversized hoodie that had hidden my body for years. The jeans that made me look like any other forgettable boy. The boxers I’d always hated wearing, that had always felt wrong against my skin.

I stepped into the panties and pulled them up.

The silk whispered against my thighs. Cool at first, then warming against my skin. The fabric molded to my body, cupping my balls, stretching over my cock, which was already straining against the delicate material. I’d been hard since Miss Voss called me “girl” in that office. The panties couldn’t contain me properly. The head of my cock peeked above the waistband, already glistening with precum.

There was a mirror on the closet door.

I made myself look.

Luke Rivers stared back at me. Shaggy brown hair. Green eyes wide with something between terror and ecstasy. Slim body that had never felt right in male clothes. And below the waist: pink silk clinging to every curve, every ridge. My cock bulging obscenely, the fabric darkening where precum soaked through. Feminine and wrong and perfect.

Finally.

The word echoed in my head. Finally. Finally. Finally.

I’d worn panties before. Hundreds of times. But always stolen. Always hidden. Always with the shame crushing me the moment I finished, the cum cooling on my skin like evidence of a crime.

These were given to me. Expected of me. Required of me.

I didn’t have to hide anymore.

Tears blurred my vision. I wiped them away. Kept looking at myself. The outline of my cock through pink silk, every vein visible through the thin material. The way the lace hugged my hips like they were meant to. The way my body, which had always looked wrong in boxers, looked almost right in this.

My hand drifted down. Fingers trailing over the silk. Over myself.

I shouldn’t. Miss Voss had said salon appointment in one hour. I didn’t have time for this. I needed to bag my clothes, get ready, be professional.

But my hand was already stroking. Already wrapping around myself through that beautiful pink fabric. The friction of silk against my cockhead sent sparks through my whole body. I gripped harder, pumped faster.

I watched my reflection. The sissy in the mirror. The person I’d been hiding for so long. Hips rolling. Hand working. Face flushed with pleasure and shame.

“Hi, Luna,” I whispered.

The name felt right. The name I’d given myself in that secret moment, riding a dildo, watching sissy hypno. Luna. The moon. Beautiful only in darkness.

But maybe not only in darkness. Not anymore.

I stroked faster. The silk getting damp, then wet, then soaked with precum. A dark stain spreading across the pink as my cock drooled constantly. My reflection showed me everything: the flushed face, the parted lips, the desperate hand working between my legs. A sissy in panties, jerking off, too pathetic to even wait an hour.

This was what I’d wanted. What I’d needed. What I’d been too scared to reach for in the light of day.

The orgasm built fast. Too fast. I was too wound up, too emotional, too overwhelmed by the reality of where I was and what was happening. My balls drew up tight. My cock throbbed in my grip.

I came.

Hard. Gasping. My cock erupted, thick ropes of cum flooding the pink silk from the inside, spurting through the fabric, splattering against my stomach, my thighs. I kept pumping, kept cumming, more than I’d ever cum before. The panties were ruined, soaked through, clinging to my softening cock like a wet second skin.

The pleasure crested and broke. Wave after wave. My knees buckled. I grabbed the edge of the bed to keep from falling, still shaking, still spurting the last weak drops.

And then.

The shame.

It hit like it always did. Like a wave crashing over me. What kind of person gets off on wearing panties? What kind of sick freak cums in less than five minutes just from looking at himself in women’s underwear? What’s wrong with you? What’s wrong with you? What’s wrong with you?

I sank onto the bed. Still wearing the soaked panties. Still looking at my reflection.

Normal people don’t ask for pink panties. Normal people don’t cum from wearing them.

But I wasn’t normal. I’d never been normal. That was the whole point.

The shame sat on my chest like a weight. Making it hard to breathe. Making it hard to think. I’d been so sure this would be different. That being here, in a place designed for people like me, would make the shame go away.

It hadn’t.

I still wanted it. I still hated myself for wanting it.

That was the trap I’d been living in for six years. Wanting and hating. Cumming and crying. An endless cycle I couldn’t break.

A knock at the door made me jump.

“Five minutes until your salon appointment.” Miss Voss’s voice, cold and commanding through the door. “I trust you’ve changed?”

“Yes, Miss.” My voice came out cracked. Raw.

“Your male clothes?”

Fuck. I hadn’t bagged them yet.

I scrambled. Stuffed the hoodie, jeans, boxers into the black bag that had been left on the dresser. Didn’t look at them. Didn’t say goodbye. They’d never been mine anyway. They’d been Luke’s. And Luke was dead.

I opened the door and set the bag outside.

Miss Voss was there. Her ice-blue eyes traveled down my body. Stopped at my crotch. At the obvious wet spot on my panties.

I wanted to die. To disappear. To pretend this wasn’t happening.

She didn’t comment. Just raised one perfect eyebrow.

“Clean yourself up. New panties are in the dresser. Second drawer.”

“Yes, Miss.”

I retreated back into the room. Found the drawer. More panties, all pink, all silk or lace. I changed into a fresh pair. The soaked ones went into a hamper I hadn’t noticed in the corner.

When I came back to the door, Miss Voss was still waiting.

“Better.” She turned and started walking. “Follow.”

I followed. Down the hall. Into the elevator. My body still buzzing from the orgasm, my mind still reeling from the shame. The combination made me feel drunk. Unsteady.

The elevator stopped on three. Salon floor.

The doors opened onto something that looked like any high-end spa. Marble counters. Soft lighting. The smell of expensive products and lavender.

A woman emerged from a back room. Dark brown hair in a high bun, a few grey streaks. Warm brown eyes that crinkled at the corners when she smiled. Soft curves beneath a salon smock. Italian accent when she spoke.

“Ah, the new arrival. Welcome, bellissimo.” She approached, took my hands in hers, examined my face. “Such pretty bone structure. We will make you beautiful.”

“This is Bianca,” Miss Voss said. “She’s the best in the business. You will do exactly as she says.”

“I’ll leave you to it, cara.” Bianca was already steering me toward a chair. “This will take a few hours.”

Miss Voss nodded and left without another word.

And then it was just me and Bianca, alone in the salon, with everything about to change.

“Sit, sit.” She gestured to a leather chair in front of a mirror. “Let me see what we’re working with.”

I sat. My reflection stared back at me again. Shaggy brown hair. Bare face. The body of Luke Rivers with pink panties peeking out from under the hem of my shirt.

Wait. Shirt. I was still wearing a shirt. One of the basic white tees that had been on the bed with the panties.

Bianca noticed my confusion. “Top off, cara. I need to see everything.”

I pulled off the shirt. Now I was nearly naked. Just pink panties and pale skin. Slim shoulders. Narrow chest. The body that had never fit the clothes I’d been forced to wear.

Bianca circled me. Assessing. Making small sounds of approval or consideration.

“Good canvas,” she finally said. “Feminine already, just hidden. We will bring her out, yes?”

“Yes.” The word caught in my throat. “Please.”

She smiled. Warm. Understanding. Like she’d seen a thousand boys in this chair and knew exactly what they needed.

“First question, bellissimo. What color for your hair?”

I blinked. “What?”

“Hair color. Most new girls, they want to stay subtle. Brown with highlights, maybe. Something that could pass for natural.” She leaned closer. “But you, I think, are not interested in subtle.”

My heart pounded. I thought about every fantasy I’d ever had. Every image in my head when I touched myself in the dark. The pink wig I’d never had the courage to buy. The color that meant feminine, soft, pretty, everything I wanted to be.

“Pink.”

Bianca’s eyebrows rose. “Pink? Are you certain? It’s very…”

“Bright pink.” My voice was firmer now. “I want everyone who looks at me to see it.”

She studied me for a long moment. Then she smiled again, wider this time.

“I like you, cara. Most girls, they take weeks to know what they want. You?” She patted my cheek. “You already know. You just needed someone to ask.”

She disappeared into the back. Returned with supplies. Dye. Brushes. Bowls. Extensions in varying shades of pink.

“This will take time,” she warned. “Several hours. Are you ready?”

I looked at my reflection. Luke Rivers, boring and brown and invisible.

“I’ve been ready for years.”

She got to work.

The process was longer than I expected. Bleaching first, to strip the brown. Then the dye, painted in careful sections. The extensions, woven into my natural hair to add length I didn’t have.

While we waited for the color to set, Bianca worked on the rest. Eyebrows shaped with wax, the pain sharp but brief. Skin examined and treated, moisturizers and primers making it soft. Nails cleaned, shaped, painted with clear polish that made them shine.

And makeup. God, the makeup.

I’d watched tutorials. Practiced alone. But Bianca was an artist where I’d been a child with crayons.

Foundation to even my skin tone. Concealer to hide the shadow of stubble. Powder to set it all. Then the real work: eyeshadow in pinks and golds, blended until my eyes looked larger, more feminine. Mascara making my lashes long and dark. Lipstick, pink to match the hair, glossy and perfect.

I didn’t look in the mirror during the process. She made me face away. “The reveal is important,” she said. “Trust me.”

Finally, after hours, she stepped back.

“Ready, cara?”

I nodded. My whole body trembling.

She turned my chair.

The mirror showed me someone I’d never seen before.

Pink hair framed a face that was almost pretty. Not beautiful, not yet, but pretty. Feminine. The kind of face that belonged on the body wearing pink silk panties.

I touched my cheek. The reflection did the same.

That was me. That was actually me.

“Luna,” I whispered.

Bianca’s hand found my shoulder. “Is that your name? Luna?”

I nodded. Tears running down my cheeks, smearing the mascara she’d just applied.

“Beautiful name,” she said softly. “Beautiful girl. Here.” She handed me a tissue. “Let’s fix that mascara. Can’t have you meeting Miss Voss looking like a raccoon, yes?”

She touched up my makeup. Gentle. Patient. Like she understood exactly what this moment meant.

“Many girls cry in this chair,” she said. “Usually from fear. From not wanting what’s happening to them.” She met my eyes in the mirror. “You’re crying different tears, aren’t you?”

“I’ve been waiting for this my whole life.” The words came out broken. “I’ve been hiding for so long. And now I can see her. Finally. I can finally see her.”

Bianca leaned down and kissed my forehead. Maternal. Warm.

“She was always there, cara. She just needed help coming out.”

When I left the salon, pink-haired and painted, I felt like I was floating.

Miss Voss was waiting by the elevator. Her ice-blue eyes traveled over my transformation. Something flickered in her expression. Surprise, maybe. Or something else.

“Interesting choice,” she said. “Pink.”

“It’s who I am.”

She studied me for a long moment. Then: “Yes. I believe it is.”

The elevator doors opened. She gestured me inside.

“Tomorrow you start on the glory hole floor. Tonight, rest. Learn your new face.” Her eyes met mine. “And don’t think I didn’t notice the state of your panties earlier. Save your orgasms for the clients, girl. They’re paying for your pleasure, not you.”

My face burned. But underneath the embarrassment: a spark of something else. Excitement. Anticipation.

Tomorrow I would kneel in a booth. Tomorrow I would touch my first cock.

Tomorrow, Luna would truly begin.

The elevator doors closed on Miss Voss’s knowing smile.

I caught my reflection in the polished metal of the doors. Pink hair. Glossed lips. A sissy on the edge of becoming everything she’d always wanted to be.

You’re still broken, the shame voice whispered. Getting a makeover doesn’t make you normal.

Maybe not. Maybe I’d never be normal.

But for the first time in my life, I didn’t want to be.


Chapter 4: First Shift

The reflection in my bathroom mirror kept surprising me.

Every time I looked, I expected to see Luke. Shaggy brown hair. Anxious green eyes. The forgettable face of the boy I’d been pretending to be.

Instead, I saw her. Pink hair falling past my shoulders. Glossed lips. Eyes that looked larger, more feminine, framed by expertly applied makeup.

Luna.

I’d been back in my room for two hours. Just… looking. Touching my face. Running my fingers through the pink strands. Watching the girl in the mirror copy my movements.

This was real. This was actually happening.

Bianca had outdone herself. The extensions blended seamlessly with my natural hair, making it impossible to tell where the real ended and the added began. The color was exactly what I’d imagined: bright, unapologetic, visible. The kind of pink that said, I’m not trying to blend in.

I’d spent my whole life trying to blend in.

Not anymore.

My phone buzzed. A message from an unknown number.

Orientation materials attached. Read before morning. Quotas, rules, expectations. Your first glory hole shift begins at 9 AM. Don’t be late.

No signature. Didn’t need one. Miss Voss’s voice came through even in text.

I opened the attachment. PDF after PDF of information. Service tiers. Payment rates. Client protocols. Medical requirements. The sheer volume was overwhelming.

But one section caught my eye: Physical Modifications.

All new residents receive basic feminization treatments upon arrival (hair, makeup, nails). Additional modifications available by request or supervisor referral:

- Breast augmentation (A-D cup options) - Lip enhancement - Voice feminization - Body contouring - Chastity devices

Chastity devices.

My cock twitched in my panties.

I’d worn one before. My own. Locked myself up in my apartment and tried to keep the key hidden from myself. Failed every time. Given in. Unlocked. Cum. Then hated myself for being too weak to commit.

But here, the key wouldn’t be mine to hide.

Note: Chastity device installation is at supervisor discretion (Clause 12) or by resident request. See your floor supervisor for details.

By resident request.

I could ask for it. I could ask them to lock me up and take away my ability to give in.

The thought made me dizzy with want.

My hand drifted down. Over the silk panties. Over the bulge that was forming beneath them.

I stopped. Miss Voss’s words echoed: Save your orgasms for the clients.

But the clients wouldn’t be here until tomorrow. And I was alone. And the girl in the mirror was so pretty, and I’d never been pretty before, and I needed to know what it felt like to cum as her.

I stripped off the white t-shirt. Just panties now. Pink silk hugging my hips, straining over my hardening cock. The fabric tented obscenely, a wet spot already forming where my slit pressed against the material.

The mirror showed me everything.

The contrast was obscene. Feminine face, expertly made up. Feminine hair, pink and perfect. Flat chest that would someday (please, god, someday) have breasts. And below the waist, the undeniable evidence of what I’d been born as. Four and a half inches of cock straining against silk, leaking, twitching with every heartbeat. The thing I’d always wished I could erase.

My hand slid inside the panties. Wrapped around myself. My fingers were cool against my overheated flesh. I started stroking, slow and deliberate, watching my reflection do the same.

“Look at you,” I whispered to my reflection. “Look at what you are.”

A sissy. A slut. A boy in panties who got hard from looking at himself. Everything the world told me was wrong and disgusting and shameful.

But God, it felt so good.

I stroked faster. Watching my reflection. The way my face changed as pleasure built, lips parting, eyes going heavy-lidded. The way my glossed lips glistened in the bathroom light. The way my pink hair fell across my shoulders like a curtain.

This was who I’d been hiding. This was what I’d been afraid to be.

“Luna,” I moaned. “Luna, Luna, Luna.”

My name. My real name. The name that fit.

The orgasm approached. That familiar tightening in my balls, that rising wave. But I didn’t want to cum in my hand. I wanted to cum the way I’d cum a thousand times before, in all those secret sessions. The real way. The right way.

I fumbled in my bag. Found what I was looking for: the medium-sized dildo I’d smuggled in my luggage. Seven inches of flesh-toned silicone. The Institute hadn’t confiscated it during intake. Either they didn’t check personal items, or they approved.

I lubed it with trembling hands, coating the shaft until it glistened. Pulled my panties aside, exposing my hole in the mirror. Pressed the tip against my entrance.

The stretch was familiar. Comforting. Like coming home.

I sank onto it. Inch by inch. My hole opening, welcoming, swallowing the toy hungrily. I watched my reflection: pink-haired sissy, cock straining in pulled-aside panties, face contorted with pleasure as a dildo disappeared into her ass.

This was who I was.

I moved. Slow at first. Pulling up until just the tip remained, then sinking back down. Finding the angle. Finding the spot. The wet sounds of the toy fucking my lubed hole filled the small bathroom.

When the tip brushed my prostate, I gasped so loud it echoed off the walls. A spurt of precum shot from my cock, splattering against the mirror.

Yes. There. Right there.

I rode harder. Bouncing on the dildo, watching myself in the mirror. Watching Luna. The girl I’d always been, finally visible, finally free. My cock bounced with each thrust, drooling a constant stream of precum that soaked through my panties and dripped down my thighs.

My cock strained against the silk, desperate for touch. But I didn’t reach for it. I didn’t need to. The pressure was building from inside. From deeper. From my prostate, screaming with each impact. From where real sissies were supposed to cum.

“Please,” I begged my reflection. My voice came out high, breathy, feminine. “Please let me cum. Please let me be her. Please.”

The edge approached. That terrifying cliff I’d retreated from so many times before. But I could see over it now. Could see the pleasure waiting on the other side.

Not tonight. Tonight I was going to jump.

I slammed down on the dildo. Once. Twice. Hitting my prostate with brutal accuracy, each impact sending lightning through my entire body.

And I fell.

The orgasm ripped through me like nothing I’d ever felt. Not in my cock, though it spurted weak, watery streams into my panties, untouched and ignored. The real orgasm was in my ass. In my prostate. In my whole body. Radiating outward, everywhere at once, my vision going white, my voice rising to a scream.

“LUNA!”

I screamed my own name as I came. Feminine. High. Desperate. The voice of the girl I’d always been. My ass clamped down on the dildo, pulsing around it, milking it like it was real. My cock kept spurting, thin watery cum soaking through my ruined panties.

It lasted forever. Wave after wave. Each contraction of my ass triggering another pulse of pleasure. My back arching, my legs shaking, my whole body convulsing on the dildo like I was being fucked by something divine.

When it finally ended, I collapsed against the bathroom wall. Dildo still buried inside me, my hole clenching around it in aftershocks. Panties soaked through with cum and precum. Makeup running with sweat and tears I didn’t remember crying.

For a moment, just a moment, I felt pure.

I felt free.

And then.

The shame.

It hit harder than ever. A tidal wave of self-hatred so intense I thought I might drown.

You just fucked yourself with a dildo while screaming your girl name. You came without touching your cock. You’re not even at the Institute twenty-four hours and you’ve already turned yourself into… into THIS.

I pulled the dildo out. My hole clenched, suddenly empty. Suddenly cold.

What’s wrong with you?

The question echoed in my head as I cleaned up. As I washed the toy. As I changed into fresh panties because I’d ruined another pair.

Normal people don’t do this. Normal people don’t want this. You’re sick. You’re broken. You’re everything wrong with the world.

I crawled into bed. Still wearing nothing but panties. Staring at the ceiling.

The shame sat on my chest like a stone. Making it hard to breathe.

I’d been so sure the Institute would fix this. That being somewhere that accepted what I was would make the self-hatred go away.

It hadn’t.

The wanting was stronger than ever. And so was the hating.

I thought about the girl in the mirror. Luna. Pink hair and glossed lips and a hole that had just cum harder than it ever had before.

I thought about tomorrow. The glory holes. The cocks. The services I’d be required to provide.

My stomach twisted with terror and anticipation in equal measure.

You want this, the shame voice hissed. That’s what’s wrong with you. You want to suck cock. You want to be used. You want to be a sissy slut. What kind of person wants that?

I didn’t have an answer.

I pulled the pillow over my face. Muffled the sobs that came out of nowhere. Cried until my chest ached and my eyes burned and I couldn’t cry anymore.

Then, somehow, I slept.



I dreamed of pink.

Pink panties. Pink hair. Pink dildos disappearing into pink holes. Everything pink, everywhere, drowning in it.

And in the dream, I wasn’t ashamed.

In the dream, I was Luna, and Luna was happy, and being what I was felt like flying.

I woke up at 7 AM. The alarm on my phone, set to give me time to prepare.

The shame was still there. Quieter now, a dull ache instead of a screaming wound. But there.

I got up. Looked in the mirror.

Pink hair, tangled from sleep. Face bare of makeup. The girl from yesterday, slightly disheveled, slightly ruined.

Still beautiful.

Still wrong, the shame voice whispered.

“Shut up,” I said out loud. “I have work to do.”

The Institute had left a guidebook on the dresser. Morning routine. I flipped through it.

Shower. Hair care. Skin care. Makeup application (detailed instructions included). Outfit selection (panties and a sheer top for glory hole shifts, to allow easy access while maintaining “aesthetic presentation”).

I followed the steps. Methodically. Like a ritual.

By 8:45, I looked like the girl I’d seen in the salon. Pink and pretty and ready.

My cock was hard in my panties. It had been hard since I woke up. The thought of what was coming, the cocks I would touch, the mouths I would become…

You want this, the shame voice said.

“Yes,” I answered. “I do.”

That means you’re broken.

“Maybe.” I looked at my reflection. At Luna. At the girl I’d always been. “But I’d rather be broken and honest than whole and hiding.”

The shame didn’t have an answer for that.

I took a deep breath. Walked to the door.

Today, I would kneel in a booth and touch my first cock.

Today, Luna would begin to earn her place.

Today, everything would change.

I opened the door and stepped into my new life.



The glory hole floor was different in daylight.

Fluorescent lights instead of red mood lighting. The smell of cleaning products instead of musk. Booths being wiped down by staff members in nondescript uniforms.

Miss Voss was waiting by the elevator.

“Pink suits you,” she said. No warmth in it. Just observation. “Booth seven. Center section. The light turns green when a client is waiting. You service them until they finish, collect the token they leave, deposit it in the counter at the end of your shift. Today is handjobs only. We’ll see if you’re ready for more.”

“Yes, Miss Voss.”

She studied me. Those ice-blue eyes seeing everything.

“You touched yourself last night.”

My face burned. “I…”

“Don’t lie. I can always tell.” She stepped closer. Her perfume was cold, like winter air. “I told you to save your orgasms.”

“I’m sorry, Miss.”

“No you’re not.” A ghost of a smile. “You’re sorry you got caught. There’s a difference.” She leaned in. Her lips near my ear. “The next time you cum without permission, you’ll be wearing a cage for a week. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss Voss.”

“Good.” She stepped back. All business again. “Booth seven. Shift ends at 5 PM. Don’t disappoint me.”

She walked away, leaving me alone with a hallway full of glory holes and a cock so hard it hurt.

I found booth seven. Stepped inside. The door closed behind me.

The space was small. Padded floor for kneeling. A hole in each wall, waist height, covered with a flap from the other side. A small shelf with supplies: lube, wet wipes, a basket for tokens.

A red light glowed above each hole.

I knelt. Adjusted my position. Waited.

The red light stayed red. Stayed red. Stayed red.

And then, without warning, it turned green.

The flap moved aside.

And a cock appeared through the wall.

Six inches. Hard. Anonymous. A thick vein running along the underside, the head flushed purple with blood. Just a cock, just skin and heat and want, waiting for my hands. Waiting for me.

My mouth went dry. My own cock throbbed in my panties.

This was it. The moment I’d been fantasizing about for years. A real cock. A stranger’s cock. Right in front of my face.

My hands were shaking as I reached for the lube. Squeezed some into my palm, the clear gel cool and slick. Reached toward the hole.

The first touch was electric.

Warm skin. Hard flesh. The pulse of blood beneath my fingertips. The reality of another person’s cock in my hands. So different from the dildos I’d practiced with. This was alive. This wanted something from me.

I wrapped my fingers around it. Started stroking. Slow at first, learning the shape of it. The way it curved slightly to the left. The way the foreskin pulled back to reveal a glistening head.

The man on the other side groaned. A deep, masculine sound that made my hole clench.

And something inside me clicked into place.

This was what I was for.

This was who I was supposed to be.

I stroked with intent now. Long pulls from base to tip, twisting at the head the way I liked it done to me. Varying the pressure. Cupping his balls with my other hand when they appeared through the hole, heavy and warm. Learning this cock, this stranger, this anonymous piece of flesh that I existed to service.

The cock twitched in my grip. Swelled. Precum leaked from the slit, mixing with the lube, making everything slicker. I smeared it around the head, focused on the sensitive underside where the frenulum bulged.

“Fuck,” I heard from the other side. Muffled but desperate. “That’s it, that’s it…”

He was close. I could feel it. The way the shaft thickened. The way his balls drew up tight against his body.

I sped up. Tightened my grip. Pumped him fast and hard, my wrist aching, my own cock leaking sympathetically in my panties.

The man came.

Cum spurted through the hole. Hot and thick, splattering across my hands, my wrists, my panties. Rope after rope, more than I expected, coating my skin. I could smell it: musky, salty, undeniably male.

I milked him through it. Every drop. Squeezing from base to tip, wringing out every last spurt until he softened in my grip and pulled back through the hole with a satisfied grunt.

A token clinked into the basket. Payment.

I sat back on my heels. Looked at the cum on my hands. Thick, white, still warm. Another man’s seed. The first load I’d ever touched that wasn’t my own.

I raised my hands to my face without thinking.

The smell hit first. Musky. Male. Different from my own. Stronger. More real.

Then the thought: I just made a stranger cum. I just did what I was built to do.

The shame voice screamed. But quieter now. Drowned out by something else.

Pride.

The light above the hole turned red. Then green again.

Another cock appeared. Different this time. Longer: seven inches at least. Curved upward, the head bobbing slightly as its owner shifted. Darker skin, uncut, the foreskin sliding back to reveal pink flesh beneath.

My mouth watered.

I reached for the lube.

By the end of my shift, I’d serviced four cocks. Four strangers who’d pushed their dicks through a hole and trusted me to make them feel good. Four loads splattered across my hands, my chest, my ruined panties.

My hands were cramped and aching. My panties were soaked through with cum, mine and theirs. My mind was reeling with the enormity of what I’d done.

But I’d never felt more like myself.


Chapter 5: Meeting Daisy

“You must be the new girl.”

The voice came from behind me, warm and musical, as I stepped out of booth seven at the end of my first shift.

I turned.

And promptly forgot how to breathe.

She was beautiful. Not in the way Miss Voss was beautiful, all ice and angles and intimidation. This was a softer beauty. Platinum blonde hair in a sleek bob that caught the light like spun gold. Honey-brown eyes that crinkled at the corners when she smiled. Curves that belonged on a Renaissance painting: 34C breasts visible through a sheer lavender top, hips that swayed when she walked, an ass that looked sculpted by gods.

Nothing about her screamed “sissy.” She looked like a woman. A real, beautiful, confident woman.

Except for the bulge in her pink lace panties. A bulge I recognized, because mine looked exactly the same. The unmistakable outline of a cage.

“I’m Daisy.” She extended a hand. French manicure. Elegant. “Miss Voss asked me to show you around properly. The official tour is all rules and regulations. I’m here for the useful stuff.”

I shook her hand. Her skin was impossibly soft.

“Luna.” My voice came out cracked. I cleared my throat. “I’m Luna.”

“I know. The pink hair gave you away.” She laughed, light and genuine. “Plus, everyone’s been talking about you.”

My stomach dropped. “Talking about me?”

“Don’t worry, sweetheart. All good things.” She hooked her arm through mine like we’d known each other for years. “Let’s walk. I’ll show you where Bianca keeps the emergency mascara stash.”

We walked. Through the glory hole floor, past the booths where I could hear the wet sounds of other sissies at work. Into an elevator that took us to the residential level.

“Three years,” Daisy said, answering the question I hadn’t asked. “I’ve been here three years. Came in scared and crying like everyone else. Now look at me.” She gestured at herself. “C-cups, hips that won’t quit, and a waiting list of clients who tip extra just to book me.”

“You don’t… you don’t seem scared anymore.”

“Because I’m not.” She stopped walking. Turned to face me. Those honey eyes searched mine. “Luna, right? That’s the name you chose?”

I nodded.

“It’s beautiful. Suits you.” She tilted her head. “But here’s the thing. Most new girls pick names because they’re told to. Because the Institute requires it. They’re still fighting, inside. Still calling themselves by their old names in their heads.”

She leaned closer. Her perfume smelled like vanilla and lavender. Comforting.

“You’re not fighting, are you?”

The question hit me like a punch to the chest.

“No,” I whispered. “I’m not.”

“Thought so.” She resumed walking. “Miss Voss told me about your intake. Said you asked for the pink panties. Said you chose the pink hair. Said you’re the first new resident in two years who didn’t cry during the salon transformation.”

I had cried. But not from fear.

“I’ve been waiting for this,” I said. “For years. I just… I hate myself for waiting.”

Daisy stopped again. Right outside a door marked 842. Her room, I realized. One door down from mine.

“Can I tell you something, Luna?”

“Yes.”

“You’re not broken.” She said it simply. Matter-of-factly. Like it was obvious. “Wanting this doesn’t make you wrong. It makes you honest.”

My eyes burned. I blinked rapidly.

“Everyone says things like that. On the forums, in the stories. ‘You’re valid, you’re beautiful, acceptance blah blah blah.’ But it’s different when—”

“When you’re actually living it?” She smiled. Sad and knowing. “Yeah. I know. I spent twenty-four years hating myself before I found this place. Twenty-four years of secret crossdressing and hidden toys and fantasies I was too ashamed to admit I had.”

“How did you stop?” The question came out desperate. “How did you stop hating yourself?”

She was quiet for a long moment. Then she opened her door.

“Come inside. Let me show you something.”

Her room was like mine, but lived-in. Photos on the walls, mostly of sunsets and flowers. A vanity covered in makeup products. A closet I could glimpse that was overflowing with lingerie.

And on the bed: a silk robe in pale lavender, matching the top she wore.

“Sit,” she said, gesturing to the bed.

I sat. She sat beside me. Close enough that our thighs touched.

“I was engaged once,” she said. “To a woman. Nice woman. Loved me, or loved who she thought I was. We were going to have a normal life. House, kids, the whole thing.”

I couldn’t imagine this Daisy as anyone’s husband.

“But every night, after she fell asleep, I’d sneak out of bed. Go to the bathroom. Lock the door. And I’d become her.” She touched her hair. “Not this her. A worse version. Cheap wig, drugstore makeup. I’d jerk off looking at myself and then cry myself to sleep.”

“What happened?”

“She found out.” Daisy’s voice went flat. “Woke up one night and I wasn’t in bed. Came looking. Found me in the bathroom with a dildo in my ass and mascara running down my face.”

My chest ached. I knew that terror. That specific, awful terror of being seen.

“She left that night. Engagement over. I spent six months in a depression so bad I couldn’t get out of bed.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be.” She turned to face me. Those honey eyes warm. “Because that’s when I found the Institute. And I realized something important.”

“What?”

“The shame wasn’t about what I was. The shame was about hiding.” She took my hands in hers. “For twenty-four years, I hid. And the hiding ate me alive. But once I stopped hiding, once I let myself be who I actually was, in front of people who accepted it…”

She smiled. That warm, genuine smile that made my heart race.

“The shame started to fade. Not all at once. Not completely, even now. But every day it gets quieter. And every day I get louder.”

Tears ran down my face. I didn’t bother wiping them.

“How do I do that?” I whispered. “How do I get louder?”

“You start by being honest. With yourself. With others. With what you want.”

“I want…” I choked on the words. “I want to be her. Luna. All the time. I want to suck cock and get fucked and be beautiful and I hate that I want it and I can’t make myself stop wanting it and—”

Daisy kissed me.

Her lips were soft. Glossy. They tasted like strawberries.

I froze. Then melted.

The kiss was gentle. Patient. Not demanding anything. Just… there. An offering.

When she pulled back, her eyes were kind.

“That,” she said. “That honesty. That’s how you start.”

“Daisy…”

“Shh.” She pressed a finger to my lips. “Let me teach you something else. Something the orientation materials don’t cover.”

She stood. Walked to her closet. Returned with something that made my heart stop.

A double-sided dildo. Eighteen inches. Purple silicone. Two heads, meant to connect two people. Each end was realistically molded, complete with veins and a flared tip.

“Have you ever…?” She held it up.

“Alone.” My voice was barely audible. “I’ve used toys alone. Never with…”

“With someone who understands?”

I shook my head.

“Then let me show you what it feels like.” She sat beside me again. Close. Warm. Her thigh pressed against mine. “Only if you want.”

I looked at the dildo. At Daisy. At the beautiful woman who had been exactly where I was and come out the other side.

“Yes,” I said. “Please.”

She smiled. “Lie down, sweetheart. Let me take care of you.”

I lay back on her bed. The silk robe she’d tossed aside smelled like her: vanilla, lavender, something sweet underneath. My cock strained in my panties, already leaking.

Daisy positioned herself beside me. Facing me. Our bodies mirrored.

“Panties off,” she murmured. “Both of us.”

I slipped off my pink silk, my cock springing free, hard and dripping. She removed her pink lace. And there we were: two sissies, two cages, face to face.

Her cage was different from the standard issue I’d seen in the orientation materials. Clear plastic instead of blue or pink. Smaller, too. Her clitty barely visible inside, soft and compressed, leaking a steady stream of precum.

“I requested the small one,” she said, following my gaze. “After a while, you stop wanting to see it. You stop wanting to be reminded.”

I understood. God, did I understand.

She lubed the dildo. Both ends, coating each head with glistening gel, stroking the purple shaft like it was real. Then positioned one tip at my entrance.

“Relax,” she whispered. “I’ve got you.”

The toy slid inside. Slow. Careful. My hole stretched around the head, then accepted it, swallowing inch after inch. The familiar fullness spread through my pelvis, my prostate already throbbing with each small movement. By the time half of it was inside me, I was gasping, my cock jumping against my stomach.

Daisy shifted. Positioned the other end at her own hole. Her honey eyes never left mine as she pushed backward, impaling herself on her end of the dildo. I could see her face change as it filled her: lips parting, eyes going soft, a moan escaping her throat.

The dildo connected us.

For a moment, neither of us moved. Just lay there, face to face, joined by eighteen inches of purple silicone. I could feel the heat of her body through the toy. Could feel when she clenched, because it moved inside me. We were connected in the most intimate way possible.

“Now,” she breathed. “We move together.”

We rocked. Slow at first. Her hips forward, mine back. The dildo sliding deeper into me as it retreated from her. Then reversing. A rhythm that pushed the toy deeper into both of us, our bodies working in opposition, creating friction that made us both gasp.

I could feel her. Not just the toy, but her. The way her body responded, hips rolling, breath quickening. The way her cage leaked just like mine, clear fluid dripping onto the sheets between us. The way her muscles gripped the dildo, transmitted through the silicone to my own stretched hole.

“Look at me,” she said.

I looked. Into those honey eyes. Into the face of someone who understood. Our faces were close enough to kiss. Our breaths mingled.

“You’re beautiful,” she whispered. “You’re not broken. You’re brave.”

The words undid me.

I started crying. Not from shame. From relief. From being seen. From the overwhelming feeling of not being alone anymore.

And I started cumming.

The sissygasm hit without warning. Building from where the dildo pressed my prostate, radiating outward, making my whole body shake. My cock spurted weak streams onto my stomach, but that wasn’t where the orgasm was. It was in my ass, in my prostate, in every nerve ending the dildo touched. I screamed, high and feminine, my hole clenching desperately around the purple silicone.

Daisy came too. I could feel it through the toy. Her muscles clenching in waves, transmitted through the dildo to my own spasming hole. Her breath gasping, her back arching, her eyes locked on mine. Her cage leaked in thick pulses.

We came together. Connected. Our holes gripping the same toy from both ends, our orgasms feeding each other, pleasure passing between us through eighteen inches of purple silicone. Two sissies who wanted things they’d been taught to hate, finding each other in the darkness.

When it was over, we lay there. Breathing hard. The dildo still connecting us, our holes still twitching in aftershocks.

Daisy reached out and wiped the tears from my cheeks.

“You’re going to be okay,” she said. “I know it doesn’t feel like it yet. But you’re going to be okay.”

I believed her.

For the first time in my life, I actually believed it.



Later, we cleaned up. Changed into fresh panties. Sat on her bed and talked.

About the Institute. About the clients. About Scarlett and Dr. Lyra and Mistress Veronica and all the people I would meet.

About what it meant to be a sissy. Not the shameful, hidden version I’d been. But the open, honest, brave version Daisy had become.

“It doesn’t happen overnight,” she warned. “The shame is loud. It’s been screaming at you your whole life. It takes time to turn down the volume.”

“But it gets quieter?”

“It gets quieter.” She smiled. “And you get louder.”

I looked at her. This beautiful woman who had been exactly where I was.

“Thank you,” I said. “For… for everything.”

“That’s what mentors are for, sweetheart.” She kissed my forehead. Soft. Maternal. “Now go get some sleep. You have a long day tomorrow.”

I walked to my room on unsteady legs. The sissygasm still echoing through my body. The memory of her words still echoing in my head.

You’re not broken. You’re brave.

Maybe. Maybe not yet.

But for the first time, I thought I might be able to believe it someday.

I lay in bed and stared at the ceiling.

The shame was still there. Quieter than usual, but present. Waiting.

But so was something else.

Hope.

I fell asleep with Daisy’s words ringing in my ears.

You’re going to be okay.

Maybe I was.

Maybe I finally, actually was.


Chapter 5.5: Daisy’s Instruction

“You’ve never sucked a real cock before coming here, have you?”

Daisy asked the question casually, like she was asking about my favorite color. We were in her room the next morning, the sun streaming through the blinds, both of us in panties and nothing else.

“Just dildos.” I felt my face heat. “Alone. In my apartment. Practicing.”

“That’s not the same.” She set down her coffee cup and stood. “Dildos don’t react. They don’t throb. They don’t cum down your throat.” She walked to her closet. “The glory holes are good for starting, but handjobs won’t pay the bills. You need to learn oral. Properly.”

She returned with a dildo. Flesh-colored. Realistic. Seven inches with a suction cup base. Veins molded along the shaft, a pronounced head, even detailed balls at the base.

“This is practice.” She stuck it to the mirror on her vanity. The fake cock jutted out obscenely, waiting for a mouth. “Watch my mouth.”

Daisy knelt in front of the mirror. Her platinum hair fell perfectly around her face. Her glossed lips parted, pink and wet.

“First rule: never start cold.” She extended her tongue, long and pink, and licked from base to tip. Slow. Deliberate. Savoring the silicone like it was the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted. “Warm them up. Make them watch. Anticipation is half the pleasure.”

She licked again. Circling the head. Her tongue tracing every molded vein, every ridge. Flicking at the slit like she was trying to coax out precum.

“Second rule: eye contact.” She looked up at the mirror as if the dildo could see her. As if there was a man attached to it, looking down at the beautiful sissy worshipping his cock. “Even at the glory holes, imagine they can see you. Imagine they’re watching. It changes how you move.”

Her lips wrapped around the tip. Sank down. One inch. Two. Three. Her cheeks hollowing, creating suction. Drool already glistening on the shaft.

She pulled off with a wet pop that echoed in the room.

“Third rule: use your tongue while you suck. Most amateurs just bob their heads. A real cocksucker keeps her tongue moving. Pressure on the underside. That’s where the frenulum is. That’s where the nerves are.”

She demonstrated. Taking the dildo again, her cheeks hollowing, and I could see her tongue working through the silicone. Her head bobbed, but her tongue was doing something else entirely: swirling, pressing, massaging the underside with each stroke.

“Your turn.”

I knelt beside her. My heart was hammering. My cock was already hard in my panties. I’d done this before, alone, but having someone watch changed everything.

“Don’t think,” Daisy said. “Just do. Lick it.”

I licked. Tentative. The silicone was cold and tasteless against my tongue.

“Like you want it,” she corrected. “Like you’ve been dreaming about it. Because you have, haven’t you?”

I had. God, I had. Every night for years. Imagining what cock would feel like in my mouth. How it would taste. How it would throb against my tongue.

I licked again. Slower. Tracing the veins the way she had. Swirling around the head. Imagining it was real. Imagining it was warm and throbbing and attached to a man who wanted my mouth. My cock pulsed in my panties, precum soaking through.

“Better.” Daisy’s voice was warm. “Now take it in.”

I wrapped my lips around the head. The silicone filled my mouth, stretching my lips wide. I let it slide past my tongue. Down, down, until it hit the back of my throat and I gagged.

I pulled off, coughing. Drool dripping down my chin.

“That’s the gag reflex,” Daisy said, unfazed. “Everyone has it. The trick is training it away.”

“How?”

“Practice.” She smiled. “And persistence. Again.”

I tried again. The tip hit the same spot. My throat spasmed. I gagged. Pulled off.

“Again.”

Again. Gag. Off. Drool everywhere.

“Again.”

Tears pricked my eyes. Frustration and physical reaction. My mascara was probably running.

“The goal isn’t to suppress it,” Daisy explained. “It’s to push through it. Your body thinks you’re choking. You have to teach it that you’re not. Teach it that this is where cock belongs.”

She knelt behind me. Her hands on my shoulders. Her C-cups pressed against my back. Her voice soft in my ear.

“Breathe through your nose. Relax your throat. Open up like you’re yawning. And when you hit the spot, don’t retreat. Push forward.”

She guided my head toward the dildo. Her hands gentle but firm. Not letting me escape.

The tip touched my lips. I opened. Took it in. Three inches. Four. Five. The head sliding across my tongue, filling my mouth.

The gag spot. My throat clenched, trying to reject the intruder.

“Push through,” Daisy whispered.

I pushed. My throat spasmed violently. Tears ran down my face. But I didn’t pull off.

“Keep going.”

Six inches. The dildo was in my throat now, stretching it, filling it. I couldn’t breathe through my mouth. Only through my nose, shallow desperate breaths. Drool poured from my stretched lips, dripping onto my chest.

“Hold it.”

I held. Fighting every instinct that screamed at me to pull back. The fake cock lodged in my throat. My lips stretched around the base. My eyes streaming.

“Now swallow.”

I swallowed. My throat muscles gripped the dildo, massaging it. And something shifted. The gagging eased. The panic subsided. My throat accepted the intrusion.

“Good girl.” Daisy’s voice was proud. Warm. “Now pull off slow.”

I pulled off. Inch by inch. Gasped for air when the head finally popped free. Drool running down my chin, my chest, everywhere.

“That’s it. That’s the first step.” She handed me a tissue. “By the end of the week, you’ll be taking seven inches without thinking. By the end of the month, you’ll be swallowing cock like you were born to do it.”

I wiped my face. My throat felt raw, used. But underneath that: satisfaction. Pride. I’d taken six inches. More than I’d ever managed alone.

“Why are you helping me?” I asked. “You don’t have to do this.”

Daisy was quiet for a moment. Then: “Because someone helped me. When I was new and scared and didn’t know what I was doing. Another sissy took me under her wing and taught me everything.”

“Where is she now?”

“Gone. Bought out by a client. Living in a mansion somewhere, being pampered.” Daisy smiled, but it was sad. “That’s how it works here. The good ones get taken. The rest of us stay and help the new ones.”

“Will you get taken?”

“Maybe. Someday.” She touched my cheek. “But not yet. Not until I’ve passed on what I learned.”

We practiced for another hour. By the end, I could take six inches consistently. Not seven, not yet, but close.

My jaw ached. My throat was sore. But I felt accomplished in a way I’d never felt before.

“Break time,” Daisy announced. “But we’re not done for the day.”

“There’s more?”

“Oh, sweetheart.” She laughed. “We haven’t even started the fun part.”



The “fun part” turned out to be strap-ons.

Two of them. Matching. Seven inches each, purple silicone, harnessed to two sets of leather straps. The kind that buckled tight around the hips, held the fake cock steady and proud.

“Sissies should understand both sides,” Daisy explained as she buckled me into my harness. Her fingers brushed against my panties, against my caged cock, making me shiver. “So you know what you’re giving when you serve.”

The fake cock jutted from my hips. Obscene and powerful. Purple silicone standing at attention like I was a real man. I’d worn strap-ons before, alone, fucking pillows and imagining they were something else. But this was different. This was another person. This was Daisy.

She wore a matching one. Two sissies with fake cocks, facing each other. The sight was surreal and arousing. My cage throbbed.

“Have you ever topped?” she asked.

“Only… only in my head.”

“Then let’s fix that.” She turned around. Bent over the bed. Her ass presented to me, round and perfect, the straps of her harness framing her cheeks like a gift. Her hole visible between them, pink and already glistening with lube she’d applied while I wasn’t looking. “Fuck me, Luna.”

My cock, the real one trapped in its cage, twitched desperately against the plastic. Precum leaked through the vents.

“I’ve never…”

“I know. That’s why we’re practicing.” She looked over her shoulder, honey eyes warm and encouraging. “Lube up. Go slow. And pay attention to how it feels. To how she responds.”

I lubed the strap-on with trembling hands, coating the purple shaft until it glistened. Positioned myself behind her. The tip of the fake cock pressed against her hole. I could feel her heat even through the silicone.

“Push,” she said.

I pushed. My hips moved forward. The strap-on slid inside her. Inch by inch. I watched it disappear into her body, the purple shaft swallowed by her eager hole. Watched her ring stretch around the head, then grip the shaft. This beautiful woman who was letting me use her.

“That’s it,” she moaned. Her voice was breathy, aroused. “Now move.”

I moved. Awkward at first, unsure of the rhythm. The strap-on didn’t provide feedback like a real cock would. But Daisy guided me with her body, pushing back when I thrust forward, showing me the pace. Her ass met my hips with each stroke, the slap of skin on skin filling the room.

“Faster.”

I went faster. The harness pressed against my caged cock with every thrust, grinding against the plastic. The friction was torture and pleasure combined. My hole clenched in sympathy, remembering what it felt like to be on the other end.

“When you’re fucking someone,” Daisy gasped between thrusts, “think about what they’re feeling. The stretch. The fullness. The way every thrust hits them inside. Brushes their prostate.”

I thought about it. All the times I’d been on the receiving end. The dildos I’d used on myself. The way the pressure built from my prostate, spreading outward until my whole body sang.

“That’s what you’re giving them,” she continued. “That’s the gift. So make it good.”

I tried to make it good. Angling my thrusts, searching for her spot. Varying the depth: shallow strokes to tease, deep thrusts to fill. Listening to her moans and adjusting. When she gasped, I repeated the motion. When she groaned, I went deeper.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Right there. Just like that.”

I found a rhythm. Hard and steady. The harness ground against my cage with every thrust, stimulating my trapped cock. I was leaking constantly, precum soaking through my panties, dripping down my thighs.

“Don’t stop,” Daisy commanded. Her voice was ragged. “I’m close.”

I didn’t stop. Fucked her harder. Watching her body respond: her back arching, her fingers clawing at the sheets, her moans rising higher and higher. Her hole gripped the strap-on desperately with each stroke.

She came. I could feel it through the strap-on, transmitted through the silicone. Her muscles clenching in waves around the fake cock. Her whole body shaking. A scream tore from her throat, high and feminine and desperate. Her cage leaked in visible pulses onto the bed beneath her.

The sight of it, the sound of it, the knowledge that I had done this, pushed me over my own edge.

I came. In my cage, in my panties, untouched. A sissygasm triggered just by fucking her, just by giving her pleasure. My hole spasmed around nothing while my cock spurted weak streams through the cage vents, adding to the mess already soaking my panties.

We collapsed together. Breathing hard. Strap-ons still attached. The fake cock still buried in her ass.

“That’s what it feels like to give,” Daisy said eventually, her voice satisfied. “Now you need to remember what it feels like to receive.”

“But I already…”

“Not like this.” She pulled out of me, unharnessed, and gestured for me to do the same. “What we just did, that was gentle. Patient. The way you might treat a lover.”

She buckled her strap-on back on. Her face had changed. Something harder in her eyes. Something that made my hole clench with anticipation and fear.

“Now I’m going to show you how clients do it.”

She didn’t give me time to prepare. Didn’t give me time to think.

One moment I was standing, the next I was bent over the bed. Her hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise. The tip of her strap-on pressed against my hole, still slick from earlier but unprepared for this.

“Clients don’t warm you up,” she said. Her voice was cold now. Professional. “Clients don’t care if you’re ready. Clients use you because that’s what you’re for.”

She pushed inside. Fast. Deep. All seven inches in one brutal stroke. My hole stretched around the invasion, burning, yielding.

I gasped. Cried out. The stretch was sudden, intense, almost too much.

“This is how it’s going to feel,” she continued, already thrusting. Not waiting for me to adjust. Not caring if I was comfortable. “Anonymous cocks through glory holes. Men who see you as a hole to fill. You need to be ready for it.”

She fucked me. Hard. Harder than I’d fucked her. Her hips slapping against my ass, the wet smack of silicone and skin echoing off the walls. The strap-on driving deep enough to hit my prostate with every thrust, over and over, relentless stimulation that made my legs shake.

“Are you ready?” she demanded.

“Yes,” I gasped.

“Are you a sissy?”

“Yes!” The word came out high, desperate.

“Do you want to be fucked?”

“Yes! God, yes!” I pushed back against her, impaling myself deeper. Needing more. Needing everything.

“Then take it.” She grabbed my pink hair. Pulled my head back until my neck ached. “Take it like the good girl you are.”

I took it. The pleasure overwhelming. The shame distant, drowned out by sensation. My hole opened for her, welcomed her, gripped the fake cock like it was trying to milk cum from silicone.

She pounded me. Relentless. Merciless. Each thrust driving deep, hitting my prostate, sending sparks through my entire body. My cage bounced uselessly with every stroke, my cock straining against the plastic, leaking through the vents. My balls slapped against hers, the fake ones on her harness.

“Cum for me,” she commanded.

I came. Again. Harder this time. My prostate exploded. I screamed into the pillow, muffled and desperate. My ass clenched around her strap-on in spasming waves. My cage spurted weak, watery streams onto the bed, my cock pulsing with each contraction of my hole.

She didn’t stop. Fucked me through the orgasm. Past it. The pleasure cresting, fading, but the stimulation continuing. My prostate screaming, oversensitive, each thrust now too much.

“Please. Please, I can’t…”

“Yes you can.” Another thrust. Deep. Grinding against my swollen prostate. “Clients don’t stop when you cum. They stop when they cum. You keep going until they’re satisfied.”

The overstimulation was agony and ecstasy combined. My whole body shaking. Tears streaming down my face, mixing with the drool and sweat already soaking the pillow. My hole felt raw, used, but she kept fucking it. Taking what she wanted. Teaching me what it meant to serve.

I came again. A smaller, weaker orgasm, forced from my exhausted body. My cage dribbled the last drops onto the already-soaked sheets.

Finally, finally, she pulled out.

My hole gaped. I could feel it, stretched open, clenching around nothing. Empty.

I collapsed. Boneless. Wrecked. Destroyed in the best possible way.

Daisy lay down beside me. Gentle again. Her hand stroking my hair.

“That’s what you’re training for,” she said softly. “Not just the physical. The mental. Being able to take whatever they give you and keep going.”

“How do you do it?” I whispered. “How do you take it every day?”

“Because I want to.” She kissed my forehead. “And because somewhere along the way, the taking became getting. I wasn’t having it done to me. I was receiving it. A gift.”

“A gift?”

“Their pleasure. Their release. The fact that they chose me, out of everyone, to give it to them.” She smiled. “Once you see it that way, it stops being a burden and starts being an honor.”

I didn’t understand. Not yet.

But I wanted to.



We lay together for a long time. Talking. Sharing.

Daisy told me more about her past. The fiance who left. The depression that followed. The day she found the Institute’s website and felt, for the first time, like there might be a place for her.

“I applied three times,” she admitted. “They rejected me twice. Said I wasn’t desperate enough. Didn’t have enough debt.”

“So what did you do?”

“Took out loans.” She laughed. “Deliberately destroyed my credit score. Created the debt they required. Because I knew, I knew in my bones, that this was where I belonged.”

I stared at her. “You… you manufactured the debt?”

“The debt was always just an excuse, Luna. A way in. The real reason I’m here is because I wanted to be.” She met my eyes. “Same as you.”

Same as me.

I thought about my application. The honesty that had poured out of me. The admission that the money was a justification, not a motivation.

“Does it get easier?” I asked. “The shame?”

“It gets different.” She considered. “The shame doesn’t disappear. It just… relocates. Instead of being ashamed of what I want, I’m ashamed of how long I hid it. Instead of hating myself for being a sissy, I hate the years I wasted pretending not to be.”

“That sounds like a different kind of pain.”

“It is. But it’s a pain that has an ending.” She squeezed my hand. “The shame of hiding is finite. Once you stop hiding, it starts to heal. The shame of wanting was infinite. It would have consumed me forever.”

I thought about that. About all the years I’d spent in locked bathrooms. Hating myself. Cumming and crying. An endless cycle with no escape.

Maybe this was the escape.

“You’re going to surpass me,” Daisy said suddenly.

“What?”

“I can tell. You have something I didn’t have when I arrived. You already believe in what you are. You just haven’t accepted it yet.” She smiled. “Once you do, once you really accept it, you’re going to be amazing.”

“I don’t want to surpass you. I want to be like you.”

“No.” Her voice was firm. “Be better. Be Luna.” She touched my pink hair. “Be the girl who asked for pink on day one. Be the girl who didn’t cry during the salon. Be the girl who came to the Institute not because she had no choice, but because she finally chose herself.”

My eyes burned. I blinked rapidly.

“You’re going to help a lot of people,” Daisy continued. “Sissies like us, scared and hiding, thinking they’re broken. You’re going to show them what I showed you. That wanting this doesn’t make you wrong. It makes you brave.”

“I don’t feel brave.”

“Brave people never do.” She kissed my cheek. “Now go get some sleep. You have glory holes in the morning, and I expect to hear you graduated to blowjobs by the end of the week.”

I stood. My legs were shaky. My body was sore in places I didn’t know could be sore.

But underneath all of that: warmth. Connection. Something that felt like belonging.

“Thank you,” I said at the door. “For everything.”

“That’s what mentors are for, sweetheart.” Daisy smiled from her bed. “Now go. And remember: the shame is the lie. What you want is the truth.”

I walked to my room. One door down. So close and yet, an hour ago, a world away.

The shame is the lie.

What you want is the truth.

I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror. Pink hair. Swollen lips from practice. A body that had just been fucked and filled and used.

Luna looked back at me.

“The shame is the lie,” I whispered to her. “What you want is the truth.”

She didn’t believe it yet.

But she wanted to.

And maybe wanting to believe was the first step toward actually believing.

I crawled into bed.

Tomorrow, I would kneel in a booth and put my new skills to use.

Tomorrow, I would taste my first real cock.

Tomorrow, Luna would become a little more real.

I fell asleep with Daisy’s words echoing in my ears.

Be the girl who finally chose herself.

And maybe, just maybe, Luna was starting to believe it.


Chapter 6: First Quota Pressure

Saturday came faster than I expected.

Seven days at the Institute. Seven days of glory holes and handjobs and the intoxicating smell of anonymous cocks. Seven days of Daisy’s training and my own desperate, shameful practice sessions. Seven days of becoming Luna.

And now, sitting in Miss Voss’s office, I was about to learn what it meant to fail.

“Forty dollars.”

Her voice was flat. Clinical. The way she might have read out a weather report.

“Forty dollars total for your first week. Four handjobs at ten dollars each.” She set down the tablet she’d been reading from. Those ice-blue eyes found mine. “Your quota was three hundred.”

My stomach dropped. I’d known the math wasn’t good. But hearing it out loud, in this room, with her staring at me like I was a particularly disappointing investment…

“I’m sorry, Miss Voss.”

“Are you?” She stood. Walked around her desk. Closer. The click of her heels on the floor measured and deliberate. “I’ve been watching you, Luna. You were practically vibrating with eagerness when I showed you the glory holes. You went home that first night and masturbated thinking about the cocks you’d touch. Don’t deny it.”

I couldn’t deny it.

“So explain to me why, after a week, you’ve only serviced four clients.”

The answer caught in my throat. Because I’d been so scared of how much I’d like it. Because every time I’d knelt in that booth and a cock appeared, part of me had wanted to devour it, and that wanting terrified me so badly I’d finished them fast and retreated before I could prove just how broken I really was.

“I held back,” I whispered.

“Yes. You did.” Miss Voss stopped in front of me. Close enough that I could smell her perfume, cold and floral. “Why?”

“Because…” The words were razor blades. “Because I wanted it too much. And wanting it that much felt wrong.”

Silence.

Then, unexpectedly, Miss Voss laughed. Not warm, not cruel. Just… knowing.

“Daisy told me about you. The pink hair you requested. The panties you asked for specifically. She thinks you’re special.” Her head tilted. “I think you’re terrified of yourself.”

She was right. God, she was right.

“Here’s what’s going to happen.” She returned to her desk. Pulled something from a drawer. A piece of paper, official looking. “Tomorrow, you graduate from handjobs. You’re doing blowjobs. Thirty-five dollars each instead of ten. And if you hold back, if you do that same scared little retreat you’ve been doing all week…”

She met my eyes.

“I’ll know. And we’ll have a different conversation.”

“Yes, Miss Voss.”

“Good.” She waved a hand. Dismissal. “Go. And Luna? Whatever you’re afraid of feeling… it’s okay to feel it. That’s the whole point of why you’re here.”

I left her office on shaking legs.

Tomorrow. Blowjobs. Real cocks in my mouth. Cum on my tongue, down my throat.

Everything I’d fantasized about since I first understood what oral sex was.

My cage was straining before I reached the elevator.



That night, I couldn’t sleep.

I lay in bed. Staring at the ceiling. Mind racing with images I couldn’t stop.

Anonymous cocks through glory holes. Wrapping my glossed lips around them. Tasting skin and salt and musk. Feeling them throb against my tongue, heavy and alive. Knowing that at any moment, they’d pulse and flood my mouth with thick, hot cum.

My hand drifted to my cage. The pink plastic was slick with the precum that had been leaking constantly, a wet trail soaking through my panties.

I shouldn’t. Miss Voss had been clear. Orgasms for clients, not for me.

But I was alone. And I was so fucking wound up my whole body ached with it. And tomorrow I’d have real cocks in my mouth for the first time and I needed to cum, needed to take the edge off, needed to stop the desperate throbbing between my legs before I lost my mind…

I pulled down my panties. My cage gleamed in the low light from the window, wet with the constant stream of arousal I couldn’t control. Inside it, my clitty pressed uselessly against pink plastic, straining, failing, pathetic.

I reached for the dildo I’d hidden in my dresser. Seven inches. Thick enough to stretch. Familiar from hundreds of shameful nights just like this one.

The lube was cold at first, then warming as I worked the tip against my hole. My entrance twitched, already anticipating. I pressed in. The stretch was comfort now, not intrusion. My body opened eagerly, hungrily, swallowing inch after inch.

I fucked myself. Slow at first. Watching the ceiling. Imagining.

Tomorrow I would kneel in a booth. A cock would appear through the wall, hard and thick and anonymous. I would lean forward and breathe in the scent of it, the musk and sweat and heat and undeniable maleness that made my mouth water just thinking about it.

I would open my mouth. Part my glossed lips.

The dildo hit my prostate. I gasped, back arching off the bed.

I would wrap those lips around the tip. Feel the warm skin against my tongue for the first time. Taste the first salty drops of precum. The stranger on the other side would groan, deep and masculine, and I’d know that sound was because of me, because of my mouth, because of what I was doing to him.

Faster now. The dildo slamming into me, seven inches stretching my hole with every thrust. My cage bouncing uselessly against my stomach, leaking a steady stream of clear fluid.

I would take him deeper. Three inches. Five. Push past the gag reflex like Daisy taught me. Let him slide into my throat, feel my muscles clench around his shaft. Feel him throb against the walls of my throat.

“Please,” I whispered to the empty room, fucking myself harder. “Please let me cum.”

He would swell. That final moment of expansion before release. I would feel it in my mouth, that telltale thickening. And then cum would flood my mouth, hot and thick and real and salty-bitter on my tongue.

The sissygasm hit like lightning.

I screamed into my pillow. Muffled, desperate, high-pitched. My ass clenched around the dildo, muscles spasming rhythmically, milking the silicone like it was the real thing. My whole body shook. My cage spurted weak, watery streams onto my stomach, cum dribbling pathetically from the tip while the real orgasm exploded somewhere deeper, somewhere inside, radiating from my prostate through every nerve.

I came thinking about swallowing a stranger’s cum. About the taste of it flooding my mouth.

I came thinking about being the mouth he chose to use. About being on my knees, pink-haired and eager.

I came thinking about finally, finally getting to taste what I’d been craving for years. What I’d dreamed about since puberty. What made me so wet just imagining it.

When it was over, I lay there. Panting. Sweat cooling on my skin. Dildo still buried inside me, my hole clenching around it in aftershocks.

The shame arrived on schedule.

You just masturbated thinking about blowjobs. You came imagining cock in your mouth. You’re supposed to be terrified, you sick freak, not desperate for it.

I pulled out the dildo. Cleaned up. Changed into fresh panties because I’d soaked through another pair.

Crawled into bed.

The shame sat on my chest. Heavy. Familiar.

But underneath it, something else stirred.

Tomorrow, I thought. Tomorrow you get to have it for real.

The wanting and the hating twisted together inside me.

I fell asleep dreaming of cocks.


Chapter 7: Glory Hole Baptism

Sunday morning. Nine AM. Glory Hall 3.

Miss Voss stood at the entrance to booth seven, her ice-blue eyes assessing me the way a farmer might assess livestock.

“You know what you’re doing today.”

“Yes, Miss.” My voice came out steadier than I felt. “Blowjobs. Thirty-five dollars each.”

“Minimum five clients before your shift ends at five PM.” She stepped aside. “Let’s see if your mouth is as talented as your hands.”

The booth was the same as before. Padded floor. Glory holes on either side. Red lights glowing above each one.

I knelt. The position was familiar now. Comfortable. But everything else was different.

Today I would taste real cock for the first time.

My mouth was already watering at the thought. I hated that. Hated how eagerly my body anticipated what was coming. Normal people didn’t salivate at the prospect of sucking anonymous cock through a wall.

But I’d stopped being normal a long time ago.

The light turned green.

The flap moved aside.

And there it was.

Seven inches. Thick. Hard. Veins standing out along the shaft. Anonymous. Just a cock, protruding through a hole in the wall, waiting for my service.

Everything I’d fantasized about since puberty hit. Everything I’d practiced for with dildos and shame and locked bathroom doors.

Finally real.

Finally here.

I leaned forward. Breathed in.

The smell hit me like a wave. Musk. Sweat. The heady, primal scent of an aroused man. Something in my hindbrain lit up, responses I didn’t fully understand flooding through me. This was male. This was arousal. This was the scent of a man who wanted my mouth around his cock.

My cage strained so hard the plastic bit into my skin.

My mouth watered.

I extended my tongue.

The first touch was electric.

Warm skin against wet muscle. The cock twitched at the contact, jumping against my tongue. Alive in a way that silicone could never be. Hot and firm and real.

I licked from base to tip. Slow. Deliberate. Savoring every ridge, every vein, every inch of flesh. The way Daisy had taught me. My tongue tracing the thick vein that ran along the underside, feeling his pulse against my taste buds.

The man on the other side groaned. Low. Masculine. Guttural.

That sound. I’d caused it. My tongue on his cock had made him make that noise.

The realization sent heat flooding through me, pooling in my cage, making me leak.

I wrapped my glossed lips around the head. Let him slide past my tongue. Into my mouth.

Warm. Thick. The taste spreading across my taste buds: salt and skin and musk and something else, something I couldn’t name but instantly, desperately craved.

I sucked.

The man groaned again. Louder. His hips pressed forward, trying to get deeper.

I took him in. Three inches. Four. My tongue working the sensitive spot on the underside where Daisy had said the nerves clustered. Swirling. Lapping. Worshipping.

“Fuck,” he breathed through the wall. “That’s good. That’s so fucking good.”

The praise hit me like a drug. Made me want to do better. Be better. Earn more of those words. Be a good girl for him.

I hollowed my cheeks. Created suction that made wet sounds fill the booth. Bobbed my head, taking him in and out, in and out.

The cock throbbed against my tongue. I could feel his pulse, feel his pleasure building.

Deeper now. Five inches. Six. The tip approaching the back of my throat. The gag reflex threatened, my throat trying to close.

I pushed through it. Breathed through my nose. Relaxed my muscles the way Daisy had drilled into me. Swallowed.

The cock slid into my throat. Stretched me open. Filled me completely.

“Jesus Christ.” The voice was strained. Desperate. Wrecked. “Your throat. Fuck. I’m gonna…”

He was going to cum. Already. From my mouth. From what I was doing to him.

The thought made my cage pulse so hard it hurt, my clitty straining uselessly while my throat clenched around his shaft.

I sucked harder. Worked my tongue against the underside. Took him as deep as I could go, nose pressing against the wall, throat full of cock.

His cock swelled. That telltale thickening. The final moment of expansion before release.

And then cum flooded my mouth.

Hot. Thick. Bitter-salty in a way that flooded my senses with overwhelming sensation. It hit my tongue in spurts, one, two, three, four, filling me, so much more than I expected, more than I’d imagined in all those shameful fantasies.

I should spit. That was the normal reaction. The sane reaction.

I swallowed.

Every fucking drop.

The cum slid down my throat. Warm and thick and real. Not the imagination of it. Not the fantasy. The actual taste of a stranger’s cum, coating my tongue, sliding down my throat, settling warm in my stomach. Swallowed down like it was exactly what I needed. What I’d always needed.

The man on the other side was still groaning. Still pulsing. I milked him with my mouth, sucking gently, tongue swirling around his softening head, coaxing out every last drop of his seed.

When he was finally empty, he pulled back. Soft now. Satisfied. Spent.

“Holy shit,” he breathed through the wall. “Worth every fucking penny.”

A token clinked into the basket.

I sat back on my heels. Panting. Lips swollen and slick with spit and the remnants of his cum.

My first blowjob. My first swallow.

The taste lingered on my tongue, salty and bitter and perfect. I licked my lips, chasing the remnants, savoring them.

I wanted more.

“More,” I whispered. Then froze. Had I said that out loud?

The light above the hole turned red. Then, almost immediately, green again.

Another cock appeared.

Longer this time. Eight inches. Curved slightly. The tip already glistening with precum.

I didn’t hesitate.

I lunged for it.



The second cock was different from the first. Longer. Eight inches at least, curving upward in a way that made it hit different angles when I took him deep.

I learned. Adjusted. Found the rhythm that made him moan, the angle that made the curve press against the roof of my mouth in a way that seemed to drive him wild.

“Good girl,” he said through the wall. “Such a good little cocksucker.”

Good girl. Cocksucker. The words should have horrified me. Instead, they made my cage leak, a fresh pulse of arousal dripping down my thigh.

I sucked him with renewed enthusiasm. Wanted to earn more of those words. More of that praise. To be his good little cocksucker.

His cum was different too. Thicker. Saltier. The taste coated my tongue as he pulsed into my mouth, load after load. I swallowed it all, hungry for it, moaning around his shaft.

The third cock was shorter but thick. Really thick. Stretched my mouth in new ways, making my jaw ache as I tried to accommodate his girth. My lips felt bruised, stretched tight around him.

I serviced him anyway. Learned to breathe through my nose while my mouth was stuffed full. Found the technique that worked for him: short, tight strokes focused on the swollen head while my tongue lapped at his slit.

Every cock was different, I was discovering. Every man wanted something slightly different. Reading their sounds, their movements, their reactions, and adjusting accordingly.

It was like learning a language. The language of cock. Of service. Of pleasure.

The fourth cock was average in every way. Nothing special. Six inches, uncut, slightly salty taste. But by now I’d found my rhythm, my confidence. I made him cum in under five minutes, his load splashing against the back of my throat before I swallowed him down.

“Damn,” he said as he pulled out, breathing hard. “Where’d they find you?”

The fifth cock was massive.

Nine inches. Thick as my wrist. Veins bulging along the shaft. The biggest I’d ever seen, let alone tried to take.

I tried anyway. Wrapped my lips around the enormous head, felt my jaw stretch to its limits. Took four inches. Five. My throat screamed in protest as the tip pressed against it.

I failed. Got him halfway before my gag reflex won, my throat clenching and rejecting him no matter how hard I tried to relax. Tears streamed down my face.

Had to finish him with my hands, stroking his thick shaft while I licked and sucked what I could manage. My spit coated the length I couldn’t take, making obscene wet sounds as I jerked him off into my waiting mouth.

He came on my face.

Hot ropes of cum across my cheeks. My nose. My glossed lips. Thick and white, dripping down my chin, pooling in my open mouth. More cum than any of the others, spurting again and again until my face was glazed with it.

I should have been mortified.

Instead, I felt it drip down my chin, felt the warm weight of it on my skin, and thought: Next time, I’ll take you deeper. I’ll learn to swallow every inch of that monster.



By the end of my shift, I’d serviced six cocks.

Two hundred and ten dollars. Still short of quota. But so much more than the forty dollars of handjobs from last week.

My jaw ached. My throat was raw. My lips were swollen and sticky with the remnants of six different men.

And I felt more alive than I ever had.

Miss Voss was waiting outside the booth.

“Two-ten.” Her ice-blue eyes traveled over my disheveled appearance. The cum I hadn’t managed to clean from my face. The state of my swollen lips. “Better.”

“I can do more tomorrow.”

“I’m sure you can.” She fell into step beside me as I walked toward the elevator. “Interesting performance for your first day.”

“Interesting how?”

“Most new girls cry. Gag constantly. Struggle to finish even one client.” She glanced at me. “You took six. Swallowed every load. Asked for more.”

My face burned. But not entirely from shame.

“I’ve been practicing,” I admitted. “For years. Alone. With toys.”

“The toys aren’t the interesting part.” We reached the elevator. She pressed the button. “The interesting part is your enthusiasm. You weren’t just tolerating those cocks, Luna. You were hungry for them.”

The doors opened. We stepped inside.

“Is that… bad?”

“Not for the Institute. Enthusiastic sissies earn more. Clients can tell when you actually want it.” The elevator rose. “But for you? That hunger is going to be complicated to manage.”

“Complicated how?”

The doors opened on the residential floor. Miss Voss turned to face me.

“Because hunger like that doesn’t stop. The more you feed it, the more it grows. And at some point, you’re going to have to decide: do you keep chasing it? Or do you let someone else hold the leash?”

She walked away before I could respond.

I went to my room. Stripped off my clothes. Looked at myself in the mirror.

Pink hair tangled from hours on my knees. Makeup smeared. Lips swollen and glossy with spit and cum.

A sissy who’d just sucked six cocks and wanted more.

The shame voice tried to scream. Tried to tell me this was wrong, disgusting, broken.

But underneath it, something else was louder.

Pride.

I’d done it. I’d actually done it. Sucked cock. Swallowed cum. And instead of feeling destroyed, I felt… fulfilled.

Like I’d been hungry my whole life and had finally, finally eaten.

My cage strained at the thought. Still hard. Still wanting. But the cage held, and I couldn’t touch myself, and maybe that was okay.

Maybe Miss Voss was right. Maybe I needed someone to hold the leash.



That night, I couldn’t sleep.

I lay in bed, replaying every moment. Every cock. Every load. Every groan and gasp and “good girl” I’d earned.

My mouth still tasted like cum. I’d brushed my teeth, gargled mouthwash, but the ghost of it lingered.

I liked that it lingered.

I liked the reminder of what I’d done. What I was.

My hand drifted toward my cage. Not to touch, I knew that was futile. Just to feel. To confirm the reality of it.

Pink plastic. Locked. Straining with a need I couldn’t satisfy.

Tomorrow I’d do it again. More cocks. More swallows. More earning the right to be called “good girl.”

The thought made me moan. Out loud. In my empty room.

I was becoming her. Luna. Not just the name. The person.

A sissy who sucked cock and loved it.

A sissy who swallowed cum and craved more.

A sissy who was learning, slowly, that wanting this didn’t make her broken.

It made her honest.

The shame voice whispered: But what about after? When you leave this place? When you have to go back to the real world?

I didn’t have an answer.

But lying there in the dark, cage straining, mouth still tasting of anonymous cum, I wasn’t sure I wanted to leave.

I wasn’t sure I wanted to be anything other than exactly what I was becoming.

The thought should have terrified me.

Instead, it felt like coming home.



Monday morning. Miss Voss’s office.

“Two-ten yesterday.” She reviewed my stats on her tablet. “Six blowjobs. All completed successfully. Client ratings average 4.7 out of 5.”

“4.7?” I sat up straighter. “That’s good?”

“It’s exceptional for your first day.” She set down the tablet. “One client left a note. ‘Best throat I’ve had in months. Request this one specifically.’”

Something warm spread through my chest. Pride, maybe. Or satisfaction.

“They can request specific girls?”

“Regulars can. He’s one of our frequent visitors.” Miss Voss leaned back. “You’ve made an impression, Luna. Now let’s talk about next steps.”

“Next steps?”

“You’ve proven you can handle oral. Multiple clients, significant duration, consistent performance.” Her ice-blue eyes met mine. “Time to discuss anal service.”

My heart stopped. Then started again, faster.

“Anal… at the glory holes?”

“Eventually. But not today.” She stood. Walked around her desk. “Today, you’re going to Dr. Lyra for baseline evaluation. She needs to assess your prostate responsiveness before we can plan your progression.”

Dr. Lyra. The scientist I’d read about in the orientation materials. The one who did body modifications and hypnosis conditioning.

“When?”

“Now.” Miss Voss opened her office door. “Second floor. Lab wing. She’s expecting you.”

I stood on shaky legs.

“Luna.” Miss Voss’s voice stopped me at the door. “Whatever happens in that lab… don’t hold back. She needs to see the real you.”

“The real me?”

“The one who sucked six cocks yesterday and asked for more.” A ghost of a smile. “The one who’s been hiding for years and finally got permission to exist.”

I nodded.

And walked out into the hallway, my mouth still tasting of yesterday’s cum, my body already anticipating whatever came next.

The glory holes had been a baptism.

But I was only beginning to learn what I could become.


Chapter 8: Dr. Lyra’s Lab

The lab wing smelled like antiseptic and something sweeter underneath. Latex, maybe. Or the industrial lubricant used for medical examinations.

I stood outside Dr. Lyra’s door, my heart hammering against my ribs. Week two of my residency. Most sissies weren’t referred for baseline evaluation until they’d been here a month, struggled through resistance, finally begun to accept what they were.

I’d asked to come early.

“Come in.”

The voice was cheerful. Surprisingly warm. Not what I’d expected from a scientist who specialized in sissy transformation.

I opened the door.

Dr. Lyra’s office was half clinical, half comfortable. One side held gleaming medical equipment: examination tables, monitors, instruments I couldn’t identify. The other side had soft chairs, a desk covered in papers, and walls lined with framed degrees and certifications.

And Dr. Lyra herself.

She was beautiful in a way that snuck up on you. Raven black hair pulled into a sleek ponytail. Dark brown eyes behind black-framed glasses that should have looked severe but somehow came across as playful. Olive skin with a beauty mark on her left breast, visible where her lab coat hung open over a black lace bra.

She was leaning against her desk, reviewing a file. My file, I realized.

“Luna Rivers.” She looked up. Smiled. “You’re early.”

“Miss Voss said nine o’clock.”

“She did. It’s eight-thirty.” Dr. Lyra’s smile widened. “Most new arrivals drag their feet coming here. Something about the clinical setting triggers resistance.” She set down the file. “You practically ran.”

My face heated. “I wanted to be on time.”

“Mmm.” She walked toward me. Her heels clicked on the tile floor. “Let’s try that again. Why are you really here, Luna?”

The question cut through my deflection like a scalpel.

“Because I’ve read about what you do.” The words came out before I could stop them. “The research. The conditioning. The way you help sissies achieve… achieve things they couldn’t achieve alone.”

“And what things are those?”

She was close now. Close enough that I could smell her perfume: something floral with an edge of something else. Something clinical.

“I’ve tried to give myself a sissygasm.” My voice was barely audible. “A real one. Hands-free. From just being… being fucked. I’ve gotten close. So close. But something always stops me. My mind blocks it.”

“And you think I can help with that?”

“I know you can.”

Dr. Lyra studied me for a long moment. Then she laughed. Light. Genuine.

“Scarlett was right about you. You’re not like the others.” She gestured toward the examination table. “Let’s see what we’re working with. Clothes off, please.”

I stripped. No hesitation. The shirt. The panties. Standing naked except for the pink cage that enclosed my clitty.

Dr. Lyra circled me. Clinical now. A scientist examining a specimen.

“Good bone structure. Naturally feminine hip ratio.” She made notes on a tablet. “Cage size appears appropriate for current measurements. Any issues with comfort?”

“Sometimes it strains.” I swallowed. “When I get… excited.”

“Excitement is expected. Straining indicates the cage is doing its job.” She set down the tablet. “On the table. Hands and knees.”

I climbed onto the examination table. The surface was padded but cold against my bare skin. I positioned myself on all fours, ass presented, hole exposed to the clinical air.

The snap of a latex glove echoed through the room. Then another. The sound made my cage pulse.

“I’m going to perform a prostate examination,” Dr. Lyra said. “Standard procedure for baseline evaluation. I need to assess your responsiveness, your capacity, your thresholds.”

“Yes, Doctor.”

“Such good manners.” There was a smile in her voice. “Tell me, Luna: have you practiced anal penetration before coming to the Institute?”

“Yes.” The admission felt like confession. “Since I was eighteen. Dildos. I bought them in secret. Used them alone.”

“What sizes?”

“Started small. Six inches. Worked up to eight.”

“And girth?”

“Average to slightly above.”

“Excellent.” I heard her moving behind me. The squirt of lubricant, cool and slick. “You’ve done half my work for me. Most sissies arrive tight and terrified. You arrive stretched and eager.”

Her finger touched my hole. Cool latex against warm, puckered skin.

I gasped. My entrance twitched, clenching involuntarily at the contact.

“Relax.” Her voice was soothing. Professional. “I’m going to insert one finger and locate your prostate. Let me know when you feel pressure.”

The finger pushed in. Slow. Clinical. The stretch minimal after years of practice. Nothing like the cocks at the glory holes, nothing like Daisy’s strap-on. This was an examination. Medical. Detached.

Until it wasn’t.

Her finger found the spot. Pressed.

I moaned. Loud. Uncontrollable. The sound ripped out of me before I could stop it. My back arched violently. My cage strained against its confines, my clitty trying desperately to harden and failing.

“There it is.” Dr. Lyra sounded pleased. Delighted, even. “Highly responsive. Exceptionally so.” She pressed again, harder. “Tell me what you feel.”

“Pressure.” My voice came out strangled, high-pitched. “Pleasure. Like… like something’s building. Deep inside.”

“That’s your prostate responding to stimulation. The male equivalent of a G-spot, though in sissies we prefer to call it the P-spot.” She worked her finger in slow circles, massaging the swollen gland. “Most subjects require weeks of conditioning before they respond this strongly. You’re responding on first contact.”

“I’ve practiced.” The admission came between gasps as she rubbed that spot relentlessly. “Alone. Trying to make myself cum this way.”

“And did you succeed?”

“Almost.” I was panting now. Trembling. The pressure building unbearably, pooling in my core, spreading through my limbs. “I’d get close. So close. But I always… I always stopped.”

“Why?”

The question pierced through the pleasure. Made me think even as my body screamed for more, even as her finger kept working, never letting up.

“Because it scared me.” The truth tumbled out. “Cumming that way. Without touching my… my clitty. It felt like admitting something. Proving something. That I was really…”

“Really what?”

“A sissy.” Tears pricked my eyes. My hole clenched around her finger. “Really, truly, irreversibly a sissy. If I could cum just from being fucked, without any male orgasm, then I couldn’t pretend anymore. I couldn’t lie to myself.”

Dr. Lyra was quiet for a moment. Her finger still working inside me. Pressing. Rubbing. The pressure still building, approaching something massive.

“And now?”

“Now I’m done pretending.” I pushed back against her hand. Needing more. Desperate for it. “Please, Doctor. Help me.”

“Help you what?”

“Help me cum. The way I’m supposed to. The way a real sissy cums. Please.”

She pressed harder. Rubbed faster. Hit the spot perfectly.

The pressure crested. Broke.

I screamed.

The orgasm ripped through me like nothing I’d ever felt. Not in my cage, though it spurted weakly, dribbling pathetic streams onto the examination table. The real orgasm was somewhere else. In my ass. In my prostate. In my whole body.

Radiating outward in waves that made my vision white and my voice rise to a feminine pitch I didn’t know I could reach. High and desperate and broken.

Dr. Lyra didn’t stop.

Her finger kept working. Pressing. Rubbing that spot that was rewiring my entire concept of pleasure. Milking me from the inside.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “That’s what a sissygasm feels like. Remember it. This is your pleasure now. Not your clitty. Your P-spot. Your hole.”

I came again. Or maybe it was the same orgasm, extending. The waves crashed through me one after another, each one stronger than the last. My cage leaked constantly, clear fluid dripping onto the table. My ass clenched around her finger in rhythmic spasms. My screams echoed off the clinical walls until my throat was raw.

“Beautiful,” Dr. Lyra said. “Absolutely beautiful.”

She added a second finger. Stretched me wider. Hit my P-spot from a new angle.

I shattered all over again. Screaming. Cumming. My whole body convulsing on the table while she milked me through orgasm after orgasm.

Finally, the waves subsided. She withdrew her fingers slowly, carefully. I collapsed forward onto the table, boneless, shaking, covered in sweat and my own leaking fluids.

“Fastest response time I’ve recorded in eighteen months.” Dr. Lyra was making notes on her tablet. Calm. Professional. As if she hadn’t just broken me apart with one finger. “You’re exceptional, Luna.”

I couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe.

“Here’s what I’m recommending.” She came around the table. Crouched to meet my eyes. “Immediate chastity installation. Your responsiveness is too high to leave uncontrolled. Without the cage, you’d be cumming constantly, which would impact your service quality.”

“Miss Voss already…”

“I know. She consulted me before offering.” Dr. Lyra smiled. “I approved. You’re an ideal candidate.”

“What else?”

“Hypnosis conditioning. Optional, but recommended. I’m conducting research on cum addiction and sissy psychology. You’d make an excellent test subject.”

Cum addiction. The words should have horrified me. Instead, they made my cage strain.

“What would that involve?”

“Sessions with VR equipment. Subliminal conditioning. The goal is to create a biological craving for cum: taste, smell, texture. Sissies who complete the program report heightened pleasure from oral and anal service, as well as psychological satisfaction from swallowing.”

I thought about the glory holes. The cum I’d swallowed. The way each load had felt like victory and shame intertwined.

“Yes,” I said. “I want that.”

Dr. Lyra’s eyebrows rose. “Most subjects need convincing. You’re volunteering.”

“I’ve spent six years trying to convince myself I didn’t want this.” I met her eyes. “I’m done fighting. Whatever you can do to make me more of what I am… please. Do it.”

She studied me for a long moment. Then, slowly, she smiled.

“You’re going to be remarkable, Luna.” She stood. Extended a hand to help me up. “Get dressed. I’ll send my recommendations to Scarlett. Cage installation tomorrow, hypnosis sessions to begin next week.”

“Thank you, Doctor.”

“Lyra.” Her smile warmed. “You’ve earned first names. And Luna? The shame you’re carrying? The self-hatred?”

I waited.

“It’s not a character flaw. It’s a survival mechanism. You learned to hate this part of yourself because the world told you to. But the world was wrong.” She squeezed my hand. “You’re not broken. You’re just… early. Ahead of where most people ever get to be.”

The words settled into my chest. Warmth spreading where shame usually lived.

“I don’t feel ahead,” I admitted. “I feel terrified.”

“Brave people always feel terrified.” She released my hand. “Now go. And Luna? Congratulations. You just achieved what most sissies spend months working toward. The rest of your training is going to be very interesting.”

I dressed in a daze. Walked out of the lab wing on shaky legs.

Behind me, Dr. Lyra was already making calls. Already setting things in motion.

Tomorrow I’d be caged by someone else’s hand.

Next week I’d begin being conditioned to crave cum.

The shame voice was screaming. But I could barely hear it over the echo of that sissygasm, still reverberating through my body.

I’d cum from one finger.

I’d screamed like a girl.

I’d begged for it and meant it.

The terrifying part wasn’t how much I’d enjoyed it.

The terrifying part was how much I wanted to do it again.


Chapter 9: First Room Client

The room was nothing like the glory hole booths.

Soft lighting instead of harsh fluorescents. A bed with actual sheets instead of padded vinyl floors. A chair in the corner. A small table with supplies: lube, towels, a basket for tokens.

And no wall between me and the person who’d paid to use me.

I stood in the center of the room, wearing the standard outfit: sheer pink top, pink lace panties, matching heels. My pink hair was styled, my makeup fresh. I looked exactly like what I was: a sissy waiting to be serviced.

The door opened.

He was older than I’d expected. Mid-forties, maybe fifty. Greying at the temples but distinguished with it. Well-dressed: button-down shirt, expensive watch, the kind of man you’d see in a boardroom, not a brothel.

His eyes traveled down my body. Taking in the pink hair. The sheer top showing my flat chest. The panties with their visible bulge.

“You’re new,” he said. Not a question.

“Yes, sir.” My voice came out smaller than I’d intended. “This is my first room client.”

“I know. I requested the new girl.” He closed the door behind him. Walked toward me. Unhurried. “I like breaking them in.”

The words sent a shiver through me. Fear and anticipation twisted together.

“I’m Luna.”

“I know that too.” He stopped in front of me. Close enough to touch. “I’m Richard. You’ll be seeing a lot of me, if you’re any good.”

“I’ll try to be good, sir.”

Something flickered in his eyes. Interest, maybe. Or approval.

“Sir.” He tested the word. “Most of the girls here say ‘daddy’ or some other ridiculous thing. Sir is… refreshing.”

He circled me. The way Miss Voss did. The way Dr. Lyra did. Assessing.

“Turn around.”

I turned. Presented my back to him. My ass in the pink panties.

“Nice.” His hand touched my hip. Warm through the lace. “They said you were naturally feminine. They weren’t exaggerating.”

His hand slid down. Cupped my ass through the panties. Squeezed.

“Do you know what I like, Luna?”

“No, sir.”

“I like eye contact.” He turned me back to face him. “I like watching a sissy’s face while I use her. Seeing the exact moment she realizes she likes it.”

My cage strained. The words were doing something to me. Making me feel exposed in a way the glory holes never had.

“Kneel.”

I knelt. The carpet was soft under my knees. A far cry from the padded vinyl of booth seven.

Richard looked down at me. This was different. So different from the anonymous cocks through walls. This man could see my face. Could watch my expressions. Could know exactly how I was reacting to everything he did.

“Have you sucked cock before?”

“Yes, sir. At the glory holes.”

“But never face-to-face?”

“No, sir.”

He smiled. The expression transformed his face. Made him almost kind.

“Then let’s fix that.”

He unbuckled his belt. Unzipped. Reached inside and pulled out his cock.

It was beautiful. I never thought I’d describe a cock that way, but it was. Seven and a half inches. Thick but not intimidating. Perfectly shaped, curving slightly upward. A thick vein running along the underside. Already hard, the head swollen and flushed, the tip glistening with a bead of precum.

“Look at it,” Richard instructed. “Take a good look. This is what you’re here for.”

I looked. Let myself really see it. Not through a hole in a wall. Face to face, inches away, attached to a man who was watching my every reaction.

“You want it.”

It wasn’t a question. He could see the truth on my face. The hunger I couldn’t hide. The way my mouth had fallen open slightly. The way I was leaning toward him unconsciously.

“Yes, sir.”

“Then take it.”

I leaned forward. Extended my tongue. Licked the bead of precum from his tip, savoring the taste.

Salt and musk exploded across my taste buds. Different from the glory hole cocks. More intimate. More real. Maybe because I could see his reaction. The way his breath caught. The way his eyes darkened. The way his cock twitched against my tongue.

I wrapped my glossed lips around the head. Let him slide past my tongue. Into my mouth. Warm and thick and alive.

“Eyes up,” he said.

I looked up. Met his gaze while his cock slid across my tongue, filling my mouth inch by inch.

The intimacy was overwhelming. At the glory holes, I could pretend it was just a body part. Just flesh to service. But here, with his eyes locked on mine, I couldn’t pretend. I was a sissy on her knees, pink hair framing my face, sucking a man’s cock, and he was watching every moment of my surrender. Watching my cheeks hollow. Watching my throat work. Watching my eyes water as I took him deeper.

“Good,” he murmured. “You’re good at this.”

The praise hit me like a drug. Made my cage pulse hard against its confines. Made me moan around his shaft, the vibration earning another groan from him.

I took him deeper. Used everything Daisy had taught me. Tongue working the sensitive underside, tracing that thick vein. Cheeks hollowing with suction that made wet, obscene sounds. Eyes never leaving his.

“That’s it.” His hand found my hair. Fingers threading through the pink strands, gripping firmly. “Such a good girl.”

Good girl. The words made something break open inside me. Made my whole body flush with warmth.

I sucked harder. Desperate now. Wanting to be good for him. Wanting to earn more of those words. Needing them like oxygen.

His grip tightened on my hair. Not painful. Guiding. Controlling.

“You like being called that, don’t you?” He began to move my head. Setting the pace. “Good girl. You like being told you’re good.”

I moaned around his shaft. Nodded as best I could with my mouth full of his cock.

“Most sissies do.” He was fucking my face now. Gentle thrusts that pushed his cock against the back of my throat, testing my gag reflex. “They spend their whole lives being told they’re wrong. Sick. Broken. And then they come here and someone finally tells them they’re good. That they’re exactly what they’re supposed to be.”

Tears pricked my eyes. Not from the gagging. From the words. From how badly I needed to hear them.

“You’re good, Luna.” Thrust, his cock sliding across my tongue. “You’re a good girl.” Thrust, pushing deeper. “You’re exactly what you’re supposed to be.” Thrust, the head pressing into my throat.

I came.

Not fully. Not a sissygasm. But my cage pulsed and leaked, wet heat spreading through my panties, a mini-orgasm triggered by nothing but words and submission and the cock in my mouth.

Richard felt it. I could tell by the way his eyes widened. The way his grip on my hair tightened. The way his cock throbbed against my tongue.

“Did you just…?” He pulled back slightly. Looked down at my panties. At the wet spot spreading across the pink lace, the clear fluid soaking through the fabric. “From just sucking me?”

My face burned with shame.

“I’m sorry, sir. I didn’t mean to.”

“Don’t apologize.” His voice had changed. Rougher. More urgent. A hunger in his eyes that hadn’t been there before. “That’s the hottest fucking thing I’ve seen in years.”

He pulled his cock from my mouth. Stepped back.

“On the bed. Hands and knees.”

I scrambled to obey. Climbed onto the bed. Presented myself.

Richard moved behind me. His hands found my hips, warm and possessive. Pulled my panties aside to expose my hole, my most intimate place, to his gaze.

“Have you been fucked before? In a room like this?”

“Only at the glory holes, sir.”

“So this is your first time being watched.”

“Yes, sir.” My voice trembled.

His finger pressed against my hole. I gasped. My entrance clenched, then relaxed, then clenched again. The touch was direct. Intentional. Not the anonymous intrusion of a cock through a wall.

“I’m going to prepare you,” he said. “Take my time. By the time I’m done, you’ll be begging for my cock.”

His finger pushed inside.

I moaned. Long and low and shameless. The stretch was familiar, but the context changed everything. This wasn’t a toy. This wasn’t anonymous. This was a man, a specific man with a face and a name, with his finger sliding into my hole while I presented myself on all fours like a bitch in heat.

“So responsive.” He worked his finger deeper, pushing past the tight ring of muscle. Found my prostate. Pressed hard.

I screamed. My back arched. My cage spurted a fresh stream of fluid.

“There it is.” He rubbed that spot. Methodical. Patient. Relentless. “Right there. That’s your pleasure center now, Luna. Not your clitty. This.”

Another finger joined the first. The stretch intensified, my hole spreading around both digits. I pushed back against his hand, needing more, unable to stop myself from fucking his fingers.

“Please,” I gasped. “Please, sir.”

“Please what?”

“Please… more. Give me more.”

He added a third finger. Three thick digits stretching me open, filling me up. He fucked me with them. Slow, deep strokes that hit my P-spot every single time. In and out. In and out. The wet sounds of his fingers sliding through lube filling the room.

The pleasure built. Cresting toward something massive. His fingers curled inside me, finding that perfect spot and rubbing it relentlessly, massaging my prostate from within.

“That’s it,” he murmured. “Let go for me. Show me what a good girl you are.”

The sissygasm crashed through me like a wave breaking on rocks.

My cage spurted, weak streams of clear fluid soaking the sheets beneath me. My ass clenched around his fingers in rhythmic spasms, milking them like they were a cock. My voice rose to a scream that echoed off the walls. High and feminine and broken.

I came from just his fingers inside me. From his words in my ear. From the intimacy of being seen, being watched, being known.

Richard worked me through it. His fingers never stopping. Rubbing, pressing, stretching. Drawing out every last wave of pleasure until I was shaking, sobbing, completely undone.

Finally, I collapsed forward onto the bed. Trembling. Destroyed.

“Beautiful,” he said softly. He withdrew his fingers slowly, carefully, leaving my hole clenching around nothing. Cleaned them on a towel from the bedside table. “Absolutely beautiful.”

I lay there. Unable to move. Unable to think. Processing what had just happened.

A man had seen my face while he touched me. Had watched my expressions while his fingers slid in and out of my hole. Had watched me surrender completely. Had called me good girl and meant it.

And I’d cum harder than I ever had in my life. From just his fingers. From just being seen.

Richard dressed. Dropped multiple tokens into the basket. More than the standard rate, I’d later learn. Much more.

“Same time next week,” he said at the door. “I’ll be requesting you specifically.”

“Yes, sir.” My voice was raw. “Thank you, sir.”

He smiled. That kind smile again.

“Thank you, Luna. You’re something special.”

The door closed behind him.

I lay in the wet sheets. My cage still leaking. Makeup ruined. Body trembling.

And for the first time, the shame voice was quiet.

Not gone. Just… quiet.

Because how could I hate what I was when being what I was felt like this?


Chapter 10: The Cage Request

Week two, day four. Miss Voss’s office.

She sat behind her desk, the pink CB-6000 box between us. The cage I’d seen before. The one that would replace the standard-issue device I’d been wearing since arrival.

“Dr. Lyra’s recommendation came through this morning.” Miss Voss tapped her tablet. “She says you’re an ideal candidate for advanced chastity. Exceptional prostate responsiveness. Early-stage sissygasm capability. And most notably…” She looked up at me. “Voluntary request for control transfer.”

I sat across from her. Hands folded in my lap. Heart pounding.

“You asked for this,” she continued. “In her lab. You begged her to help you cum the way a real sissy cums. Her words.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Why?”

The question hung in the air. I could give her the easy answer: because Dr. Lyra recommended it. Because it would improve my service quality. Because the Institute expected it.

But I was done with easy answers.

“Because I’ve been trying to do this myself for years.” The truth came out raw. Unfiltered. “I owned a cage before I came here. I used to lock myself in my apartment and try to… try to control myself. But I always failed.”

Miss Voss’s eyebrow rose. “You owned a chastity cage?”

“Since I was nineteen.” The shame burned, but I kept talking. “Pink plastic. CB-6000, just like that one. I ordered it online. Told myself I was going to train myself. Give myself a schedule. One week locked, then I could unlock and cum.”

“And?”

“I lasted two days. Then gave in. Unlocked. Came. Hated myself for being weak.” I swallowed. “Tried again. Three days. Failed. Four days. Failed. I couldn’t trust myself. I couldn’t commit. Every time, the wanting got too strong and I…”

“You gave yourself permission.”

“Yes.” The word came out broken. “I was holding my own key, and I kept using it. I couldn’t stop myself.”

Miss Voss was quiet for a long moment. She studied me with those ice-blue eyes that seemed to see everything.

“So you came here,” she finally said. “To a place where someone else would hold the key.”

“Yes.”

“Because you need someone else to control you. Someone who won’t give in when you beg.”

“Yes.”

She stood. Walked around the desk. The click of her heels measured and deliberate.

“You know what happens once I have your key, Luna.”

“I know.”

“I don’t give it back. Not when you’re desperate. Not when you’re crying. Not when you’re begging me on your knees.” She stopped in front of me. “Your orgasms become mine. I decide when, if, and how you cum. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“And you want this.”

It wasn’t a question. But I answered anyway.

“I’ve wanted this since I was fourteen years old. Someone to take control. Someone to make me be what I was too afraid to be alone.” I met her eyes. “Please, Miss Voss. Take my key. Make me yours.”

Something shifted in her expression. Something almost warm beneath the ice.

“Stand up. Take off your panties.”

I stood. Slipped my panties down my legs. Stepped out of them.

The standard blue cage enclosed my clitty. A temporary measure. About to become permanent.

Miss Voss knelt in front of me.

I’d never seen her kneel before. The image was surreal. This towering woman, this domme who controlled everything, on her knees before me.

But she wasn’t kneeling in submission. She was kneeling to take ownership.

Her cold fingers found the lock on my cage. Produced a small key from her pocket. Clicked it open.

The cage came off.

For the first time in over a week, my clitty was free. It immediately began to swell. To harden. Reaching toward her like it had a mind of its own.

“Interesting,” Miss Voss murmured. “You’re already aroused. Just from this.”

“I’m always aroused around you, Miss.”

A ghost of a smile. “Flattering. But also useful data.” She picked up the pink CB-6000 box. Opened it. Inside, the cage gleamed. Smaller than the blue one. Tighter. More demanding.

“This is a permanent model. Once it’s on, it stays on. No emergency release. No exceptions.” She held it up. “Last chance to refuse.”

“I don’t want to refuse.”

“Then hold still.”

Her hands were clinical as she worked. Professional. She handled my hardening clitty with detachment, pushing it back, fitting the ring behind my balls, positioning the tube over my shaft.

The cage was tight. Tighter than the blue one. Tighter than the one I’d owned. My clitty strained against the pink plastic, already desperate to escape, already failing.

The lock clicked closed.

Miss Voss stood. In her palm, a small silver key.

“This is yours,” she said. “Or rather, it was yours. Now it’s mine.”

She walked to her desk. Opened a drawer. Retrieved her key necklace: the silver chain I’d seen around her neck every day. Eight keys already hung from it. Eight sissies already under her control. Eight lives she owned.

She added mine. The ninth.

The chain went back around her neck. My key rested against her chest, nestled between her breasts, warm against her skin.

“It’s done,” she said. “You belong to me now, Luna. Your pleasure. Your release. Your orgasms. All mine.”

I looked down at myself. The pink cage, tight and unforgiving. The tiny space my clitty was forced into, already swelling, already straining. The lock that only she could open.

I should have felt trapped. Should have felt scared.

Instead, I felt free.

“Thank you, Miss Voss.”

“Don’t thank me yet.” She walked back toward me. Circled like a predator. “You’ve just given up control. The reality of that is going to hit you. Probably tonight, when you’re alone, when you’re desperate, when your body is screaming for release and you can’t give it to yourself.”

“I know.”

“Do you?” She stopped behind me. Her breath warm on my ear, her body close to mine. “Every sissy thinks they know. They think because they wanted it, they’re prepared for it. They’re not.” Her hand found my cage. Cupped it. Squeezed.

I gasped. My clitty throbbed against the plastic, desperate to respond, failing completely.

“You’re going to cry, Luna. You’re going to beg. You’re going to hate me for not giving in.”

“I won’t hate you.”

“You will. For a while.” Her grip tightened. The pressure was maddening. My clitty strained uselessly inside its pink prison, the plastic digging into swollen flesh. I could feel my pulse in it. Could feel the desperate need building with nowhere to go. “But eventually, you’ll understand. The denial is the gift. The desperation is the point. When I finally do let you cum, after days or weeks of wanting, the release will be unlike anything you’ve ever experienced.”

Her thumb rubbed across the tip of the cage. I whimpered.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “Already so desperate. Already so needy. And I’ve only had your key for thirty seconds.”

She released my cage. Stepped back. I swayed on my feet, dizzy with unfulfilled arousal.

“Get dressed. You have a glory hole shift in an hour.”

I picked up my panties. Pulled them on. The fabric settled over my new cage. Pink lace over pink plastic. Matched perfectly, like they were meant to be together.

“Luna.”

I looked up.

Miss Voss touched the key at her chest. My key.

“You made the right choice. The hardest choice, but the right one.” Something almost gentle in her ice-blue eyes. “Most sissies have to be broken into this. You walked in and handed me the hammer.”

“I’m tired of fighting myself, Miss.”

“I know.” She nodded once. “Now go. Earn your quota. And remember: every cock you service, every load you swallow, you’ll be doing it caged. Desperate. Unable to touch yourself, unable to cum unless I allow it.”

“Yes, Miss.”

I walked to the door.

“And Luna?”

I turned.

“Welcome to the club.”

The words were dry. Almost sarcastic. But underneath them, I heard something else.

Pride.



That night, alone in my room, the reality hit.

I was caged. Really caged. Not the self-imposed, always-escapable caging I’d done before. This was permanent. Controlled by someone else. Someone who’d made it clear she wouldn’t give in no matter how much I begged.

My body didn’t understand.

My clitty strained against the pink plastic. Swelling, trying to harden, failing. The pressure was constant. Maddening.

I lay in bed. Staring at the ceiling. Hands at my sides because if I touched myself, I’d only make it worse.

The shame voice was screaming now.

You asked for this. You begged for it. You let someone else take control of your body and now you can’t even touch yourself.

But underneath the screaming, something else stirred.

Relief.

I couldn’t give in now. Couldn’t unlock when the wanting got too strong. Couldn’t betray myself with my own weakness.

The key was with Miss Voss. The decision was out of my hands.

I just had to endure.

I just had to surrender.

A knock at my door made me jump.

“Luna?” Daisy’s voice. “You okay in there?”

I got up. Opened the door.

She stood there in her silk robe. Lavender. Beautiful. Her eyes dropped to my crotch, to the outline of pink plastic through my panties.

“Oh honey.” Her face softened. “You got caged today.”

“I asked for it.”

“I know. Scarlett told me.” She slipped inside. Closed the door behind her. “How are you feeling?”

“Like I’m going to explode.”

She laughed. Not mocking. Understanding.

“The first night is always the hardest.” She sat on my bed. Patted the space beside her. “Come here. Let me help.”

“Help how?” I sat beside her. “You can’t unlock me.”

“No. But I can distract you.” Her hand found my thigh. Warm through the thin fabric, fingers tracing slow circles. “There’s more to pleasure than your clitty, Luna. That’s the whole point of the cage. To teach you that.”

Her hand slid higher. Bypassed my cage entirely. Found my hip, the curve of my ass, the crack between my cheeks.

“Have you ever had someone make you cum without touching your clitty at all?”

“Dr. Lyra. With her fingers.”

“Then you know it’s possible.” Her finger pressed against my hole through my panties. I gasped, my entrance twitching at the pressure. “Your body can still feel pleasure. Incredible pleasure. You just have to access it differently.”

She pushed my panties aside. Her finger found my entrance, rubbing gentle circles against the tight ring of muscle.

“This is where your pleasure lives now,” she murmured. “Not in the cage. Here.”

The finger pushed inside. Slow. Slick with lube she must have applied when I wasn’t looking.

I moaned. Long and low. The sensation was immediate. Intense. My cage strained harder against its confines, but that didn’t matter. The pleasure was somewhere else entirely.

Daisy worked her finger deeper, sliding through my tight channel. Found my prostate. Pressed firmly.

“See?” Her voice was soft. Intimate. “You don’t need your clitty. You never did.”

She added a second finger. Stretched me wider. Fucked me with them. Slow, patient strokes that made my whole body tremble. In and out. Curling against my P-spot with each pass.

“The cage doesn’t take away pleasure,” she explained, never breaking her rhythm. “It redirects it. Concentrates it. When you finally do cum, after days of this, the release is ten times stronger. Because everything builds up. Everything compounds.”

I was whimpering now. Writhing against her fingers. The pressure building unbearably. The edge approaching fast.

“Please,” I gasped. “Daisy, please. I need it. I need to cum.”

“Cum for me, sweetheart.” Her fingers drove deep, curled hard against my P-spot. “Show me what you’ve learned.”

The sissygasm broke through me like a dam bursting.

My cage spurted weak streams, pathetic dribbles that soaked my panties. But that wasn’t where the orgasm was. The real pleasure exploded somewhere deeper, radiating from my prostate, from my ass, from the fingers that Daisy kept working through every wave.

I screamed. Her name. Mine. Words that weren’t words. Just raw sound, high-pitched and feminine, torn from my throat as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me.

When it was over, I collapsed against her. Boneless. Shattered.

Her fingers stayed inside me. Gentle now. Soothing. Just holding me full.

“See?” she whispered. “The cage isn’t a prison, Luna. It’s a door. It closes one path and opens another.”

I clung to her. Shaking. Crying.

“Thank you,” I managed.

“That’s what mentors are for.” She kissed my forehead. “Now get some sleep. Tomorrow you start all over again.”

She withdrew her fingers. Left me alone.

I lay in the darkness. Cage still tight around my clitty. Body still humming from the sissygasm.

Miss Voss held my key.

But Daisy had shown me I didn’t need it.

The shame voice was quiet now.

And for the first time, I understood why people volunteered for this.


Chapter 11: Sissy School Begins

Training Studio B. Red walls. Mirrors on every surface. A raised platform at the front of the room.

And Mistress Veronica.

She was taller than I’d expected from the orientation materials. 5’10” without heels, closer to six feet with them. Chestnut waves fell to her shoulders, perfectly styled. Grey-blue eyes that commanded without anger. A leather bustier that pushed her breasts up, a pencil skirt that hugged her hips.

And strapped to her hips, visible through the slit in her skirt: a twelve-inch red strap-on.

I couldn’t look away from it. The sheer size. The color of blood. The way it jutted from her body like it was as natural as a limb.

“You’re staring.”

Her voice was measured. Aristocratic. An accent I couldn’t place. British, maybe, with something else underneath.

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“Don’t be sorry. Stare. That’s what it’s for.” She walked toward me. The strap-on swayed with her movement. “This is a teaching tool. A reminder. A promise of what’s to come.”

She stopped in front of me. Close enough that the red silicone nearly touched my stomach.

“You’re Luna Rivers. The one who requested pink hair on her first day. The one who asked for chastity before it was offered.” Her eyes narrowed. “The one who Scarlett says arrived already broken open.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Interesting.” She circled me. I felt her gaze like a physical weight. “Most sissies who come to this room need weeks of conditioning. They need the comparison lesson: showing them the difference between their pathetic clitties and real cocks. They need the humiliation exercises: forcing them to admit what they are out loud. They need to be broken.”

She completed her circuit. Stood in front of me again.

“Do you need to be broken, Luna?”

The question pierced through me.

“No, Mistress.”

“Why not?”

The answer rose from somewhere deep. The place I’d been hiding from for six years.

“Because I’ve always known what I am.” My voice was steady. Certain. “Since I was fourteen. I’ve just spent six years hating myself for it instead of accepting it.”

Silence.

Mistress Veronica studied me. Those grey-blue eyes seeing everything.

“Say it.”

“I’m a sissy, Mistress.”

“Again.”

“I am a sissy.”

“Do you believe it?”

“Yes.”

She tilted her head. “Most sissies need weeks before they can say those words without their voice cracking. Months before they actually believe them.” She stepped closer. “You believe it already.”

“I’ve believed it my whole life. I just couldn’t accept it.”

“And now?”

“I’m learning to accept it. That’s why I’m here.”

Another long silence. Then, unexpectedly, Mistress Veronica smiled.

“We’re going to skip ahead.”

She walked to a cabinet against the wall. Retrieved something I couldn’t see.

“The standard curriculum starts with humiliation. Forcing sissies to confront what they are. Making them say it, feel it, live it.” She turned back to me. In her hand: a leash attached to a pink leather collar. “You don’t need that. You’ve already done that work yourself.”

She approached. Buckled the collar around my neck. The leather was soft against my skin.

“What you need is worship.”

“Worship, Mistress?”

“You know what you are.” She attached the leash. Gave it a gentle tug. “Now you need to learn how to serve it. How to give yourself to it. How to make your submission an offering instead of a surrender.”

She led me to the raised platform. Stopped in front of a tall mirror.

“Look at yourself.”

I looked. Pink hair. Collared neck. Sheer top, pink panties, pink cage visible through the lace. A sissy on a leash.

“This is who you’ve always been,” Mistress Veronica said. “Hidden underneath. Waiting. Now she’s visible. The question is: do you worship her, or do you hate her?”

“I want to worship her,” I whispered. “I’m just… I’m still learning how.”

“Then let me teach you.” She unclipped the leash. Stepped back. “Turn around.”

I turned. Faced her.

“Kneel.”

I knelt. My knees on the platform. My face level with her strap-on.

“This is a cock,” she said. “Not a real one. But for the purposes of this lesson, treat it as if it were. Touch it.”

I reached out. My fingers wrapped around the red silicone. Thick. Firm. Twelve inches of intimidation. Veins molded into the surface. A fat, swollen head. It looked obscenely real.

“When you serve cock, you serve power. You serve masculinity. You serve everything that you are not.” Her voice was low. Intense. Hypnotic. “But more importantly, you serve yourself. Because every cock you worship is an acknowledgment of what you are.”

She thrust her hips forward. The strap-on pressed against my lips, the tip cool against my glossed mouth.

“Show me. Show me how badly you want this.”

I opened my mouth.

The silicone slid past my lips. Cool at first, then warming from my body heat. The taste of latex and something else, something that smelled like her, like expensive perfume and arousal.

I took it deeper. Three inches. Four. Five. Stretching my jaw wide to accommodate the girth.

“Don’t just suck it. Worship it.” Mistress Veronica’s hand found my hair, fingers tangling in the pink strands. “Every lick is a prayer. Every swallow is a confession. You are giving yourself to this. Let me see that.”

I tried. Slowed down. Paid attention to every movement. The way my tongue traced the veins molded into the silicone, each ridge and bump. The way my lips stretched around the girth, obscenely wide. The way my throat opened to accept what she was giving, relaxing around the intrusion.

This wasn’t just a blowjob. It was a ritual. A prayer. An offering.

“Better.” Her grip tightened. “Now deeper.”

I took her deeper. The tip hit the back of my throat. I gagged, pushed through, kept going. Breathed through my nose. Swallowed around the shaft.

Seven inches. Eight. Nine.

“You’ve practiced.” It wasn’t a question. “Your gag reflex is trained.”

I couldn’t answer with my mouth full of silicone cock. Just nodded as best I could, drool already escaping the corners of my stretched lips.

“Good. Then let’s see how much you can actually take.”

She thrust.

The full twelve inches slammed into my throat. I choked, gagged violently, tears springing to my eyes. My throat spasmed around the invasion. But I didn’t pull back. Couldn’t pull back. Her hand held me there, impaled, throat stretched impossibly around twelve inches of red silicone.

“This is what you are.” Her voice was soft now. Almost gentle. “A throat. A hole. A vessel for cock. Not because you’re worthless, but because this is your worship. This is how you pray.”

She held me there. One second. Two. Five. My throat convulsing. My eyes streaming. My cage pulsing with desperate arousal.

Then she pulled out.

I gasped for air. Coughed violently. Drool ran down my chin in thick strands, dripping onto my chest.

“Beautiful.” Mistress Veronica’s hand cupped my cheek. “Now. Let me show you what comes after the worship.”

She stepped back. Made a gesture toward a door I hadn’t noticed.

It opened.

A man walked in.

Massive. Muscular. Six foot three at least, built like a statue. Dark skin gleaming under the red lights, every muscle defined.

And between his legs: a cock that made even Mistress Veronica’s strap-on look modest. Nine inches. Thick as my forearm. Already hard, the head swollen and dark. Veins running along the shaft, pulsing with his heartbeat.

“This is Jerome,” Mistress Veronica said. “He helps with advanced lessons.”

Jerome didn’t speak. Just walked to the platform with the confidence of a man who knew exactly what he was. Stopped in front of me. His cock inches from my face, radiating heat.

“Most sissies need the comparison lesson,” Mistress Veronica continued. “I show them Jerome’s cock, then show them their own caged clitties. Make them understand the difference. But you already understand, don’t you?”

I stared at the cock in front of me. Nine inches of real, hard, throbbing flesh. Heavy balls hanging beneath. A drop of precum already beading at the tip.

Then I looked down at my cage. My tiny, pink-enclosed, pathetic clitty. So small compared to this. So useless.

“Yes, Mistress. I understand.”

“Then prove it. Worship him the way you worshipped me.”

I leaned forward.

The smell hit me first. Musk and sweat and arousal. Male in a way that made my cage pulse. Nothing like silicone. This was real. Alive. Demanding.

I extended my tongue. Licked from base to tip, tracing that thick vein the whole way up.

Jerome groaned. Low. Deep. Rumbling in his chest.

The sound sent electricity through me. I’d made that sound happen. My tongue on his cock had caused that reaction.

I wrapped my glossed lips around the head. Let him slide past my tongue. Took him into my mouth.

Different. So different from the strap-on. This cock was warm. It pulsed against my tongue, throbbed with life. I could feel his heartbeat through the flesh. Taste his precum, salty and musky, spreading across my taste buds.

“Don’t just service him,” Mistress Veronica said from behind me. “Worship him. Every man who gives you his cock is giving you a gift. Show gratitude.”

I tried to show gratitude. Took him deeper. Slower this time. Savoring every inch. Three inches. Four. Five. Six. My tongue working the underside. My throat opening, relaxing. My entire being focused on bringing him pleasure.

“That’s it.” Mistress Veronica’s hand found my hair again. “Now look up at him. Show him your face.”

I looked up. Met Jerome’s eyes while his cock slid across my tongue, filling my mouth.

He was watching me. Dark eyes intense. His expression unreadable. But I could feel his body responding. The way his cock twitched against my tongue. The way his breath quickened. The way his balls drew up.

“He’s close,” Mistress Veronica murmured. “I can tell. When he cums, you have a choice. You can pull back, take it on your face. Or you can keep going, take it down your throat.”

I didn’t pull back. I pushed forward, taking him deeper, seven inches, eight, my throat stretching around his girth.

Jerome’s cock swelled. Pulsed. That telltale thickening that meant he was about to explode.

And then he came.

Hot. Thick. Flooding my mouth in waves. More than the glory hole clients. More than Richard. This was a torrent, jet after jet of thick cum hitting the back of my throat. I swallowed desperately, trying to keep up, my throat working to gulp down his load, but there was so much. Cum spilled from the corners of my mouth despite my best efforts, dripping down my chin.

He groaned. A sound of pure release. Pure satisfaction. Pure male pleasure.

When it was over, he pulled back slowly. Looked down at me.

“Good girl,” he said. The first words he’d spoken. Deep and rumbling.

Then he left.

I knelt there. Cum dripping from my chin. Tears mixing with drool on my cheeks. The taste of him filling my mouth. My cage straining uselessly, my clitty throbbing with denied need.

Mistress Veronica crouched in front of me. Tilted my chin up.

“First facial,” she said. “You took it like communion.”

The words resonated. That was exactly what it had felt like.

“It felt like communion,” I whispered. “Like… like receiving something sacred.”

She smiled. Warm now. Approving.

“That’s what worship is, Luna. Finding the sacred in submission. Treating every act of service as an offering.” She wiped the cum from my chin with her thumb. Held it to my lips. “Finish what he gave you.”

I sucked her thumb clean.

“Good girl.” She stood. “You’re done for today. But we’ll meet again. You’ve proven you don’t need the basic curriculum. We’re moving you to advanced training.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“Don’t thank me yet.” She retrieved my leash. Led me off the platform. “Advanced training is harder. The worship gets deeper. The submission gets more complete.” She unclipped the collar from my neck. “But I think you’re ready.”

I walked out of Training Studio B on shaky legs.

My throat was raw. My face was sticky with dried cum. My cage ached with need.

But I felt something I hadn’t expected.

Peace.

For the first time, serving cock hadn’t felt like degradation. It had felt like prayer. Like offering. Like becoming more of myself, not less.

Mistress Veronica had shown me something the glory holes and room clients couldn’t.

Worship.

And I wanted more.


Chapter 12: The Shame Spiral

Week three. And I was falling apart.

On paper, everything was perfect. Quota exceeded for the second week in a row. Clients requesting me by name. Miss Voss’s approval growing with each evaluation. Even Mistress Veronica had moved me to advanced training, skipping weeks of curriculum because I was “progressing faster than expected.”

But inside, I was drowning.

The shame had returned. Louder than ever.

You’re too good at this, it whispered. That’s the problem. You took to it like you’d been doing it all your life. Normal people need to be broken. Normal people resist. You crawled on your knees and begged for more.

I lay in bed. Staring at the ceiling. Three AM and I couldn’t sleep.

The other sissies in the building had stories. Struggles. Weeks of crying and resistance before they accepted what they were. Daisy had fought for months. I’d heard Jasmine, the Asian sissy two doors down, sobbing through her first week.

I hadn’t cried.

I’d asked for pink panties on day one.

I’d chosen the pink hair.

I’d requested the cage before it was offered.

What kind of monster wants this? What kind of broken, sick freak walks into a feminization brothel and feels like she’s finally home?

The shame voice screamed the answer: You. You’re the monster. You’re the freak.

I got out of bed. I couldn’t lie there anymore. Couldn’t listen to my own thoughts spiral.

The hallway was dark. The Institute was quiet at three AM. Most sissies were sleeping. Most clients had gone home.

But the glory holes were still open.

Twenty-four hours, the orientation materials had said. Available whenever clients wanted them.

I shouldn’t go. My shift didn’t start until nine. Unauthorized sessions were against the rules. Miss Voss had been clear about that.

But the shame was so loud. And I needed something to drown it out.

I needed to feel used.

I needed to be punished for what I was.

Glory Hall 3 was empty when I arrived. Red lights glowing above the booths. No clients. No supervisors.

I entered booth seven. My booth. Knelt on the familiar padded floor.

The light stayed red.

I waited. Needed someone to come. Needed a cock to service, to worship, to lose myself in.

Minutes passed. Five. Ten.

No one’s coming. Even the glory holes don’t want you.

I was about to give up. About to retreat to my room and lie awake until morning.

Then the light turned green.

The flap moved aside.

A cock appeared. Seven inches. Thick. Anonymous.

I lunged for it.

No warmup. No anticipation. I took it into my mouth like I was starving. Like it was oxygen and I’d been drowning.

The man on the other side groaned. I didn’t care what he sounded like. Didn’t care who he was. I just needed his cock, his cum, his use. Needed to be filled, to be degraded, to be punished.

I sucked him with desperate intensity. Sloppy and wet and aggressive, drool running down my chin. Nothing like the worship Mistress Veronica had taught me. This was pure need. Pure punishment.

He came fast. Floods of cum filling my mouth, splashing against the back of my throat. I swallowed it all. Gulped it down greedily. Sucked him dry. Kept sucking even after he softened, milking out every last drop.

“Jesus,” he gasped through the wall. “That was… fuck.”

He pulled out. The token clinked.

I sat back. Panting. Cum on my lips, dripping down my chin.

It wasn’t enough.

Another light turned green. Another cock appeared. Eight inches, curved.

I took it. Serviced it. Swallowed his load when he came, moaning around his shaft.

Then another. Six inches but thick, stretching my jaw.

Then another. Nine inches, making me gag, tears streaming.

I lost count. Six cocks. Seven. Each one feeding the desperate need inside me. Each swallow a punishment. Each load settling warm in my stomach, filling me up with shame and seed.

This is what you deserve. This is what you are. A hole. A mouth. Something to dump cum into at three in the morning.

By the fifth cock, I was crying. Tears running down my cheeks while I sucked, mixing with the spit and cum coating my face. The man on the other side didn’t seem to notice or care. Just used my throat and came.

By the seventh, I was sobbing. Gasping between thrusts. Choking on cock and tears. But I didn’t stop.

I couldn’t stop.

If I stopped, the shame would catch up. And then I’d have to feel it. Really feel it. Everything I’d been running from.

The booth across from mine activated. Anal. The blue light.

I shouldn’t. That wasn’t what I’d come for. Unauthorized anal was an even bigger violation.

But my mouth was tired. My jaw ached. And the shame was still screaming.

I needed more.

I moved to the other booth. Turned around. Pressed my ass against the glory hole, my hole exposed, waiting. Pulled my panties aside.

“Fuck me,” I whispered to the wall, to whoever was on the other side. “Please. Punish me for wanting this.”

The cock that pushed inside was huge. Bigger than Richard. Bigger than the glory hole clients I’d taken before. Ten inches at least, and thick, so thick. It stretched me open without warning, without mercy, without lube beyond what was already dripping from my used hole.

I screamed.

Not from pleasure. From pain. The stretch burned like fire. My body wasn’t ready. My ring strained around his girth, protesting. I should have stopped, should have pulled away, should have said the safeword.

I pushed back.

Took more of him.

Let the pain punish me. Let it burn. Let it hurt.

The man behind the wall started fucking. Hard. Deep. Brutal. Every thrust was agony and relief intertwined. His cock slammed into me, all ten inches driving deep, hitting places that made me see stars.

This is what you deserve. This is what monsters get.

“Fuck me,” I gasped. “Punish me. Punish me for being like this.”

He obliged. Pounded into me like I was nothing. Like I was just a hole. Just a warm, wet thing to use and discard. His hips slapped against my ass through the wall, the sound echoing through the booth.

I came.

The sissygasm ripped through me despite the pain. Or maybe because of it. My cage spurted weak streams onto the floor. My ass clenched around his massive cock in spasms. My scream echoed off the walls, high and broken and feminine.

I hated myself for cumming.

I hated myself for wanting it.

I came again. Harder. My whole body shaking.

The man finished. His cock swelled inside me and then he was pumping me full, hot cum flooding my insides, filling me up. He pulled out slowly, leaving me gaping, his load leaking from my stretched hole. Another token clinked. Another load dripped down my thighs.

But it still wasn’t enough.

I moved to a different booth. Another cock. Eight inches, curved. Another brutal fucking that made me scream and cum.

Then another. Seven inches, fast and rough. He lasted longer, pounding me until my legs shook.

By the time I collapsed, I’d been used by three anonymous cocks through the anal holes. Ten, if you counted the oral. My hole gaped open, unable to close. Cum dripped down my thighs in thick rivers. My face was wrecked with tears and smeared makeup and dried cum.

And the shame was still there.

Quieter now. Exhausted, like me. But still there.

What’s wrong with you? What’s WRONG with you?

I crawled out of the booth. Couldn’t stand. My legs wouldn’t hold me. Just crawled, on hands and knees, through the hallway, cum dripping from my hole with every movement.

That’s when I saw it.

The communal dildo station. A small alcove with toys available for any sissy to use, any time. Dildos of varying sizes mounted on stands, meant for practice or pleasure.

The largest one was nine inches. Thick. Pink.

I shouldn’t. This was a public hallway. Anyone could walk by.

But the shame was still screaming. And I needed more punishment.

I crawled to the station. Positioned myself over the nine-inch dildo. My hole was already stretched wide, already dripping with the cum of three anonymous men.

I sank down.

The stretch was brutal even after everything. Nine inches of thick silicone pushing into my already abused hole. Pain and pleasure twisted together as I took it all the way to the base, my ass meeting the platform, every inch buried inside me.

“What is wrong with me?” I whimpered out loud. “Why am I like this?”

I started riding. Right there in the hallway. Anyone could see. I didn’t care. I needed to feel it. Needed to punish myself for wanting this so badly.

The dildo hit deep. Deeper than the glory hole cocks had reached. I rode it desperately, bouncing on the thick silicone, tears streaming down my face, cum leaking from my cage and my hole. The wet sounds of my fucked-open ass sliding up and down the toy echoed in the empty hallway.

“Punish me,” I gasped to no one. “Punish me for being like this.”

I came. Again. A sissygasm ripped through me despite everything, my cage spurting pathetic dribbles, my body betraying me, proving once again how broken I was. How much I needed this. How much I craved it.

I collapsed forward. Dildo still buried inside me. Cum and tears pooling on the floor beneath me.

That’s how Miss Voss found me.



“You’re punishing yourself.”

Her voice wasn’t angry. That was the strange part. I’d expected fury. Discipline. Instead, she sounded almost… soft.

She crouched in front of me. Her ice-blue eyes taking in the state of me. The cum on my face. The tears. The way I couldn’t stop shaking.

“You think wanting this makes you wrong.”

I couldn’t speak. Just nodded.

“So you came down here. Unauthorized. In the middle of the night. Serviced… how many?”

“Ten.” My voice was barely a whisper. “Seven oral. Three anal.”

“Ten.” She let that sit. “You’re going to be sore tomorrow.”

“I deserve to be sore.”

“Why?”

The question cracked something open. All the words I’d been holding back came flooding out.

“Because I’m too good at this! Because I like it too much! Everyone else struggles and cries and needs to be broken, and I just… I just wanted it. From the beginning. What kind of sick freak wants to suck cock? What kind of monster asks for a cage? What kind of broken, disgusting person walks into a place like this and feels like she finally found home?”

I was sobbing now. Ugly, gasping sobs that shook my whole body.

Miss Voss waited. Let me cry. Didn’t interrupt.

When I finally ran out of tears, she spoke.

“You think there’s something wrong with wanting this.”

“There has to be.”

“Why?”

“Because normal people don’t want it! Normal people need to be forced, coerced, broken down. The other sissies… they had to be convinced. Had to learn to accept it. I showed up with my drawer full of hidden panties and my years of secret dildo fucking and I just… I handed you my key. I begged you to take control. That’s not normal. That’s not okay.”

Silence.

Then Miss Voss did something I’d never seen her do.

She sat down on the floor. Right there in the hallway. Her perfect skirt against the cold tile. Her ice-blue eyes level with mine.

“Luna. I’m going to tell you something, and I need you to listen.”

I listened.

“The Institute has been operating for fifteen years. I’ve been here for six. In that time, I’ve supervised over two hundred sissies. Do you know what I’ve learned?”

I shook my head.

“The ones who arrive wanting this? The ones who don’t need to be broken? They’re not sicker. They’re not more damaged. They’re just more honest.” She reached out. Touched my cheek. Her fingers were cold, but not cruel. “The others, the ones who resist, who cry, who need months of conditioning: they want it too. They’re just better at lying to themselves.”

“But…”

“You’re not a monster for wanting this, Luna. You’re not broken. You’re not sick.” Her thumb wiped a tear from my cheek. “You’re just ahead of schedule.”

The words echoed what Dr. Lyra had said. What Daisy had said. But hearing them from Miss Voss, from the cold domme who never softened, who never showed weakness…

“I hate myself,” I whispered. “I’ve hated myself for years.”

“I know.” Her voice was gentle now. Impossibly gentle. “But hating yourself doesn’t change what you are. It just makes you miserable while being it.”

She stood. Extended a hand.

“Come. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

I took her hand. Let her pull me to my feet.

She walked me to the showers. Stood outside while I washed the cum and tears away.

When I came out, wrapped in a towel, she was still there.

“Tomorrow,” she said, “you’re going to feel embarrassed about this. You’re going to want to pretend it didn’t happen.”

I nodded.

“Don’t. What happened tonight was important. The breakdown you needed to have before you could build yourself back up.” She touched my chin. Lifted my face to meet her eyes. “The shame is a liar, Luna. What you want is the truth. Start believing that, and you’ll be unstoppable.”

She walked away.

I went to my room. Crawled into bed. Fell asleep before my head hit the pillow.

But just before I did, I felt something shift inside me.

Not the shame disappearing. Not yet.

But the first crack forming in its foundation.

Maybe I wasn’t a monster.

Maybe I was just honest.

Maybe wanting this didn’t make me broken.

Maybe, just maybe, it made me brave.

The thought followed me into sleep.

For the first time in weeks, I didn’t have nightmares.


Chapter 13: Daisy’s Comfort

The morning after my breakdown, I couldn’t face anyone.

I skipped breakfast. Stayed in my room. Stared at the ceiling and replayed every humiliating moment of the night before.

Nine cocks. Crying while sucking. Begging to be punished. Miss Voss finding me collapsed on a dildo in the hallway.

She thinks you’re pathetic now, the shame voice said. They all do.

A knock at my door made me flinch.

“Luna? It’s Daisy. Open up.”

I considered ignoring her. Pretending to be asleep. But Daisy knew my schedule. She knew I should be at breakfast.

I opened the door.

She took one look at my face and stepped inside, closing the door behind her.

“Scarlett told me.” Her voice was soft. “About last night.”

My face burned. “She told you?”

“She was worried about you. We all are.” Daisy sat on my bed. Patted the space beside her. “Come here. Talk to me.”

I sat. Couldn’t meet her eyes.

“I lost control,” I said. “I went to the glory holes without permission. I let nine men use me because I thought I deserved to be punished.”

“Punished for what?”

The question cut through my defenses.

“For wanting this too much.” The words came out broken. “For being too good at it. For… for being a freak.”

Daisy was quiet for a moment. Then she took my hands in hers.

“Tell me everything. From the beginning. Not the Institute beginning. The real beginning.”

So I told her.

About the panties at fourteen. The wig at sixteen. The dildos I’d bought in secret, the fantasies I’d masturbated to, the years of cumming and crying and hating myself for what got me off.

About the cage I’d worn alone. The way I’d failed to control myself. The desperation that had led me to search for places like the Institute.

About how I’d applied not because of the debt, but because I needed permission to be what I already was.

Daisy listened. Never interrupting. Never judging.

When I finished, I was crying again. Tears running down my cheeks, falling onto our clasped hands.

“Luna,” Daisy said softly. “Can I tell you what I hear when you tell me that story?”

I nodded.

“I hear a person who spent six years doing the hardest thing possible: becoming themselves alone. Without help. Without guidance. Without anyone to tell them it was okay.” She squeezed my hands. “That’s not something to be ashamed of. That’s something to be proud of.”

“Proud?” I laughed bitterly. “I was jerking off in stolen panties and fucking myself with dildos in secret. That’s not something to be proud of.”

“Yes it is.” Her voice was firm. “Because you kept going. You kept exploring who you were, even when everyone told you not to. Even when you hated yourself for it.” She lifted my chin. Made me meet her eyes. “Do you know how many people never get that far? Never let themselves want what they want? They bury it so deep they forget it exists. You didn’t do that. You kept Luna alive, even when you couldn’t let her out.”

The words landed somewhere deep. Made something shift inside me.

“But I hate how much I want this,” I whispered.

“No you don’t.” Daisy’s smile was sad and knowing. “You hate how much you were told to hate it. There’s a difference.”

“Is there?”

“Think about it, Luna. When you’re sucking cock, in the moment, do you hate it?”

I thought about the glory holes. The room clients. Jerome in Mistress Veronica’s studio.

“No. In the moment, I love it.”

“And when you cum from being fucked? When you sissygasm and scream and lose yourself in pleasure? Do you hate that?”

“No.”

“So when does the hate come?”

“After.” The realization dawned slowly. “The hate comes after. When I’m alone. When I have time to think about what I did.”

“Exactly.” Daisy nodded. “The hate isn’t about what you’re doing. It’s about what you’ve been taught to think about what you’re doing. The shame is learned, Luna. It was put there by people who didn’t understand. By a world that calls people like us freaks.”

She moved closer. Her body warm against mine.

“But the wanting? The desire? That’s yours. That’s real. That’s not something that was put there by anyone else.” Her hand found my cheek. “The shame is the lie. What you want is the truth.”

The words were the same ones she’d told me before. But this time, they landed differently. This time, I almost believed them.

“How do I make it stop?” I asked. “The shame. The hating myself.”

“You don’t make it stop. Not all at once.” She stroked my hair. “You just keep going. Keep letting yourself want. Keep letting yourself have. And slowly, over time, the shame voice gets quieter. Not silent, maybe never silent, but quiet enough that you can hear yourself over it.”

“That sounds hard.”

“It is hard. But you’re not alone anymore.” She kissed my forehead. “You have me. You have Scarlett and Lyra and Veronica. You have a whole building full of people who understand exactly what you’re going through.”

I leaned into her touch. Let myself be held.

“Will you stay with me?” I asked. “For a while?”

“I’ll stay as long as you need.”

We sat together. Quiet. Her arms around me, my head on her shoulder.

Eventually, the tears stopped. The shame voice quieted. And something else emerged.

“Daisy?”

“Yes, sweetheart?”

“Can you… can you show me again? What you showed me that first time?” I pulled back. Looked at her. “I want to feel good. Without the shame. Without the punishment. Just… good.”

She studied me for a moment. Then she smiled.

“Lie down.”

I lay back on my bed. She positioned herself beside me, her body warm against mine.

“This isn’t going to be like the glory holes,” she said. “This isn’t service. This isn’t worship. This is just… us. Two sissies who understand each other.”

She kissed me.

Soft. Tender. Her glossed lips against mine, the taste of strawberries and something sweeter underneath. Her tongue slipping past my lips, gentle and exploring.

I kissed her back. Let myself relax into it. Let myself want it without the voice screaming in the back of my head. My hands found her waist, pulled her closer.

Her hand found my chest through my top. I didn’t have real breasts yet, just flat chest and sensitive nipples, but she touched me like I was beautiful. Like I was exactly what she wanted. Her thumb circled my nipple through the thin fabric, making it harden.

“You’re pretty,” she murmured against my lips. “So pretty, Luna. Do you know that?”

I didn’t. But I wanted to believe her.

She pulled off my top. Then hers. We were both bare-chested now, both sissies, both flat where we wished we were curved. But somehow that made it more intimate.

“Someday,” she said, touching my chest, tracing circles around my nipples, “these will be real. Dr. Lyra will give you breasts, and they’ll be sensitive and perfect and yours.”

“Like yours?”

“Like mine.” She guided my hand to her own chest. C-cups, soft and real under my fingers, warm and heavy. “I waited six months for these. And every day since then, I’ve been grateful for them.”

I touched her. Cupped her breasts, feeling their weight, their warmth, the reality of them. My thumbs brushed her nipples and she shivered, a soft moan escaping her lips.

“They’re beautiful.”

“They’re mine. That’s what matters.” She smiled, her eyes warm. “And someday, you’ll have your own.”

She pushed my panties down. Exposed my cage. My tiny, pink-enclosed clitty, already straining at the sight of her, leaking a steady stream of arousal.

“Still locked,” she observed. “Good. This is better locked.”

She slipped off the bed. Walked to her closet. Returned with a strap-on I recognized from our first night together. Not the double-sided one, but a smaller harness with a slender seven-inch toy. Lavender silicone. Gentle curves.

“You were rough on yourself last night,” she said, buckling the harness around her hips, her C-cups swaying with the movement. “Let me be gentle.”

She climbed back onto the bed. Positioned herself between my legs, spreading my thighs apart. Lubed the toy with care, slicking every inch, then pressed the tip against my entrance. My hole twitched at the contact, still sore from last night but hungry for something tender.

“This isn’t like the glory holes,” she murmured. “This isn’t like clients. This is just us.”

She pushed inside. Slow. Patient. Inch by inch, the lavender silicone sliding into me, filling me with that familiar fullness, but different. Tender. Caring.

No urgency. No desperation. Just pleasure, building slowly, spreading through my body like warmth.

“That’s it,” she whispered, beginning to move. Slow, gentle thrusts that made my whole body relax. “Just feel. Don’t think about what it means. Don’t think about what you are. Just feel.”

I tried. Let myself sink into the sensation. The strap-on inside me, moving with a rhythm nothing like the brutal pounding from last night’s anonymous glory hole cocks. Her voice in my ear. Her body warm against mine. Her breasts brushing my chest with each stroke.

“You’re not broken, Luna.” A kiss to my neck, soft lips on sensitive skin. “You’re not a monster.” A slow, deep thrust that made me gasp. “You’re just honest about what you want.” Another thrust, angled perfectly to find my P-spot. “And that’s beautiful.”

The pleasure built. Not the desperate, punishing release of the night before. Something softer. Something almost tender. Something that felt like being held.

“I want to believe you,” I gasped.

“Then believe me.” She adjusted her angle, the toy pressing perfectly against my prostate with every stroke. “I wanted this too. I spent years hating myself for it. And now I’m happy. Happier than I ever was pretending to be someone else.”

“How did you get there?”

“One day at a time. One orgasm at a time.” She smiled down at me, her platinum hair framing her face, never breaking her rhythm. “One moment of choosing to feel good instead of guilty at a time.”

Her hips moved faster. The pleasure intensified. But still gentle. Still tender. The strap-on rubbing my P-spot with every thrust, building something warm and overwhelming in my core.

“Cum for me, Luna. Not because you deserve punishment. Because you deserve pleasure.”

The sissygasm hit like sunrise. Slow and warm and spreading. My cage leaked, weak spurts dripping onto my stomach. My body trembled, muscles twitching. But there was no screaming. No desperate release. Just waves of gentle pleasure, rolling through me one after another, leaving peace in their wake.

Daisy held me through it. Still inside me, still moving gently, drawing out every last moment. Her lips found mine, swallowing my soft moans.

When it was over, I felt lighter.

Not healed. Not fixed. But lighter.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

“That’s what mentors are for.” She kissed my forehead. “Now. Can I tell you something?”

“Anything.”

“You’re going to be okay.” She met my eyes. “I know it doesn’t feel like it. I know the shame is still there, still loud, still telling you you’re wrong. But you’re going to be okay. Because you’re already doing the work. You’re already choosing yourself, even when it hurts.”

“What if I can’t do it? What if the shame wins?”

“It won’t.” Her voice was certain. “Because you’re not alone. You have people who care about you. People who see what you are and think it’s beautiful, not broken.”

She withdrew slowly, leaving me empty. Wiped the toy on the sheets.

“Now get some sleep. You have a shift this afternoon, and you need your strength.”

I nodded. Already drowsy. The emotional exhaustion of the past day catching up with me.

“Daisy?”

“Yes?”

“Do you really think the shame will get quieter?”

She smiled. That warm, knowing smile that made me believe anything was possible.

“It already is, sweetheart. You just can’t hear it yet.”

She let herself out.

I lay in the aftermath. My body warm. My mind quiet.

The shame voice was still there. Still whispering in the corners.

But for the first time, I could hear something louder.

Something that sounded like hope.

I fell asleep with the ghost of Daisy’s strap-on still inside me.

And I dreamed of being okay.


Chapter 14: The Name

Week four began with a summons.

The note slid under my door at seven AM. Miss Voss’s handwriting, sharp and precise: My office. Nine o’clock. Don’t be late.

My stomach fluttered as I read it. Not fear, exactly. Something closer to anticipation mixed with anxiety. After my breakdown, after the glory hole incident, I’d been expecting consequences. Discipline. Maybe even punishment.

Instead, there had been nothing. Three days of normal shifts, normal clients, normal routines. Miss Voss had watched me during my sessions, her ice-blue eyes tracking my every move, but she hadn’t spoken to me beyond the usual commands.

Now this.

I showered carefully. Did my makeup with extra attention. Chose my prettiest pink lingerie set, the one with the lace trim that made my cage look almost elegant.

At nine o’clock exactly, I knocked on her door.

“Enter.”

Her office was as intimidating as always. Dark wood paneling. Leather furniture. The window behind her desk overlooking the city below. And Miss Voss herself, platinum blonde perfection, watching me with that unreadable expression.

“Sit.”

I sat in the chair across from her desk. My hands folded in my lap. My heart beating too fast.

She studied me for a long moment. Then she spoke.

“You’ve been exceptional. Quotas exceeded every week. Zero complaints from clients. Advanced training proceeding ahead of schedule.” A pause. “But you’re still using ‘Luke’ in your head. I can see it.”

I blinked. “What?”

“When you think about yourself. When you look in the mirror. Part of you still thinks of yourself as Luke Rivers, the broke art student who stumbled into this.” Her eyes narrowed. “That’s not accurate, is it?”

The question cut through my defenses. She was right. Even after everything, some part of me still clung to that old identity. That old name. That old shame.

“No,” I admitted. “It’s not accurate.”

“What name have you been imagining? When you fantasized about this, for years, what did you call yourself?”

My heart pounded. This was the question I’d been avoiding. The truth I’d never spoken aloud to anyone except Daisy, and even then only in whispers.

“Luna.”

The word hung in the air between us.

“Why Luna?”

I took a breath. Forced myself to meet her gaze.

“It’s the moon. Beautiful in darkness. Only visible at night. Hidden during the day.” My voice cracked slightly. “Like me. What I really am. I could only be it when no one was watching.”

Miss Voss was quiet for a long moment. Her expression remained unreadable, but something shifted in her eyes. Something that might have been understanding.

“From now on,” she said, “you’re Luna. Luke Rivers is dead.”

The words hit me like a physical force. Luke Rivers is dead. The failed art student. The closeted crossdresser. The boy who hated himself for wanting to be a girl.

Dead.

And Luna was alive.

“Yes, Miss Voss.” My voice was steady now. Certain. “Luke Rivers is dead.”

She stood. Walked around her desk to stand in front of me. Her heels clicked on the hardwood floor, that slow metronome that always made my cage strain.

“Stand up.”

I stood.

She circled me slowly. Assessing. Her fingers trailed across my shoulders, down my back, over the curve of my ass.

“Luke Rivers was a lie you told yourself to survive. Luna is the truth.” She stopped in front of me. “And I want to celebrate the truth.”

My breath caught. “Celebrate?”

“On your knees.”

I dropped without hesitation. My knees hit the floor, my eyes level with her hips, with the hint of harness I could see beneath her tight skirt.

She reached down. Unzipped the side of her skirt. Let it fall.

The strapless strap-on was already inside her. The flesh-colored silicone protruded from between her thighs, eight inches of realistic cock held in place by her own muscles. She didn’t need straps. She never did.

“Worship your name, Luna.”

I leaned forward. Pressed my lips to the tip of her cock. It was warm from her body heat, slick with her arousal, her scent filling my nostrils. I kissed it like I was kissing the word itself. Luna. My name. My truth. My tongue darted out, tasting her, worshipping the silicone head that glistened with her wetness.

“Good girl.” Her voice was a purr. “Now open.”

I opened my mouth. Took her inside. My lips stretched around the thick shaft, the pressure immediate against my tongue, the taste of silicone mixing with the tang of her juices. She was wet from wearing it, wet from watching me kneel, and I could taste how much she wanted this. I hollowed my cheeks, sucked her deeper, felt the cock slide over my tongue toward my throat.

But this time it was different. This time I wasn’t just servicing a cock.

I was accepting myself.

“Who are you?” she asked, her hand finding my pink hair.

I pulled off long enough to answer, a string of saliva connecting my glossy lips to her tip. “Luna.”

“Who’s Luke?”

“No one.” Back onto her cock. Deeper now. Taking more of her. The head nudged the back of my throat and I relaxed, let it slide in, felt my throat bulge around the intrusion. My eyes watered. My cage strained against its plastic prison.

She gripped my hair. Started to thrust. Fucking my mouth with slow, deliberate strokes. Each push sent her cock deeper, stretching my throat, making me gag slightly before I adjusted. Drool leaked from the corners of my mouth, ran down my chin, dripped onto my caged clitty. I moaned around her, the vibrations making her hips stutter.

“Luke Rivers was a scared little boy who couldn’t accept what he wanted. But Luna?” Another thrust. “Luna knows exactly what she is. Say it.”

I pulled off again. Saliva dripping from my lips. “I’m Luna. I’m a sissy.”

“Again.”

“I’m Luna. I’m a sissy.”

“Louder.”

“I’m Luna! I’m a sissy!”

“Good girl.” She yanked my head back by my hair. Looked down at me with those ice-blue eyes, her face flushed with arousal. “Now bend over my desk. It’s time to celebrate properly.”

I scrambled to obey. Bent over the cool wood of her desk, the polished surface cold against my cheek, my nipples hardening where they pressed against the wood. My chest flattened against the surface, my ass raised high and presented to her.

She flipped up the back of my skirt. Pulled my panties aside with a sharp tug, the lace digging into my hip before sliding free. Exposed my hole, still slightly loose from this morning’s plug, my pink pucker twitching with anticipation.

“You requested this cage.” Her fingers traced the pink plastic encasing my clitty, tapping the cage so it rattled, making my useless nub twitch inside its prison. “You asked for pink hair. You chose this name years before you ever walked through our doors.” She pressed two fingers against my entrance, felt how easily they slipped inside my lubed hole. “Already wet for me. Already ready.” She withdrew her fingers. The tip of her cock pressed against my entrance, thick and warm and demanding. “You’ve been Luna all along. You just didn’t have permission.”

She pushed inside.

I gasped. Her cock filled me in one smooth, relentless stroke, eight inches of warm silicone stretching me open, spreading my walls apart. The girth was perfect, thick enough to make me feel every inch, long enough to press directly against my P-spot. My hole clenched around her, trying to pull her deeper.

“Now you have permission.” She pulled back. Thrust in again. “Say your name.”

“Luna!” I cried out.

“Again!” Another thrust, harder this time.

“Luna!”

She started fucking me properly. Deep, powerful strokes that made the desk shake, that made the items on it rattle, that sent vibrations through my entire body. Her hands gripped my hips hard enough to leave marks, pulling me back onto her cock with each thrust, impaling me again and again.

“Who are you?”

“Luna!” The word came out as a scream. My cage was leaking already, clear pre-cum drooling from the slots, leaving wet spots on the polished wood beneath me.

“Who’s Luke?”

“No one!” Another scream. “He’s dead! I’m Luna!”

“And what is Luna?”

“A sissy!” My voice cracked. “A cock-hungry sissy who wants this! Who’s always wanted this!”

“That’s right.” She leaned over me, her weight pinning me to the desk. Her breasts pressed against my back through her blouse, her hard nipples poking through the fabric. Her lips found my ear, her breath hot against my skin. “And I’m going to make you cum while you say it.”

She fucked me harder. Faster. The angle shifted, her hips tilting, her cock now driving directly into my P-spot with every stroke. Each thrust sent electric pleasure radiating through me, from that sweet spot outward to my fingertips, my toes, the roots of my pink hair. The wet sounds of our fucking filled the office, obscene and perfect.

“Say it, Luna. Say what you are.”

“I’m Luna!” I was crying now. Tears of release, not shame. “I’m a sissy! I’m a cock-loving, cum-swallowing, cage-wearing sissy!”

“More!” She punctuated the word with a brutal thrust that made stars explode behind my eyes.

“I wanted this! I’ve always wanted this! I’m not broken, I’m just honest! I’m Luna and I want to be fucked and used and filled and I’m not ashamed anymore!”

The sissygasm hit like lightning.

My cage spurted. Weak, watery streams of cum coating the desk beneath me, pooling around my compressed clitty, dripping onto the hardwood floor. But the real orgasm was deeper, so much deeper. It started in my prostate, that bundle of nerves she’d been hammering, and it radiated outward through my entire body like a shockwave. My hole clenched around her cock in rhythmic spasms, milking her, trying to pull her even deeper.

I screamed. High and feminine and utterly uncontrolled. The sound that came from my throat wasn’t Luke’s voice. It was Luna’s. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me, each one stronger than the last. My legs trembled. My hands clawed at the desk. My whole body convulsed around her.

Miss Voss didn’t stop. She kept fucking me through the orgasm, her cock pistoning into my spasming hole, extending the release, drawing it out until I couldn’t tell where one wave ended and the next began. I was sobbing. Shaking. Completely undone. My hole wouldn’t stop clenching. My cage wouldn’t stop dripping. I was coming apart on her cock, and she held me together with her grip on my hips.

“Good girl, Luna.” Her voice was soft now. Almost tender. “Good girl.”

She finally stilled inside me. Let me catch my breath. Then slowly, carefully, she pulled out.

I collapsed onto the desk. Couldn’t move. Couldn’t think. Just lay there in the aftermath, my name echoing in my head.

Luna. Luna. Luna.

She walked around the desk. Tilted my chin up to meet her eyes.

“Luke Rivers is dead,” she said. “You killed him the moment you walked through our doors. All you did today was acknowledge it.”

I nodded. Couldn’t speak. Too overwhelmed.

“Clean yourself up. You have a shift in an hour.” She paused at the door. “And Luna?”

“Yes, Miss Voss?”

The corner of her mouth twitched. Almost a smile.

“Welcome to who you really are.”

She left.

I lay there for a long moment. Feeling the cum leak from my hole. Feeling the wetness on my cheeks. Feeling something that might have been peace.

Luke Rivers was dead.

And Luna was finally, fully alive.

I cleaned myself up. Fixed my makeup. Adjusted my panties over my still-dripping hole.

In the mirror, I saw a pink-haired sissy looking back at me. Glossed lips. Feminine face. Satisfied expression.

“Hi, Luna,” I whispered to my reflection.

And for the first time, I didn’t hate what I saw.

I smiled.

The sissy in the mirror smiled back.

It was going to be a good day.


Chapter 15: Anal Progression

Mistress Veronica’s training studio smelled like leather and latex and possibility.

I knelt on the familiar padded platform, mirrors surrounding me on all sides. My reflection multiplied infinitely: pink hair, glossed lips, caged clitty visible through my sheer panties.

“You’ve been practicing,” Veronica said. Not a question.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She circled me slowly, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor. Her 12-inch red strap-on bobbed with each step, that magnificent weapon she never seemed to remove.

“Most sissies need weeks of conditioning before they’re ready for real cock,” she continued. “Weeks of finger work, of small toys, of gradual stretching. But you…” She stopped in front of me. “You’ve been stretching yourself for years, haven’t you?”

My face burned. “Since I was eighteen, Mistress.”

“Tell me.”

The command was absolute. I obeyed.

“I bought my first dildo freshman year of college. Six inches. I used it alone in my dorm room when my roommate was at class. I worked myself up to it slowly, then not so slowly. By the end of that year I was taking seven inches. By nineteen, eight. I trained myself because I knew someday I’d need to be ready.”

Veronica listened without expression. Then she walked to her cabinet and retrieved something: a ribbed silicone trainer, seven inches long, divided into three progressively thicker sections.

“Standard assessment tool. Most sissies take weeks to progress through all three sections.” She returned to stand before me. “Let’s see where you are.”

She positioned me on all fours. My knees sank into the padded platform, my back arched, my ass raised and presented. She pulled my panties aside, the delicate lace catching on my skin. I felt her fingers probe my entrance, one digit sliding in easily, then two, testing, assessing.

“Already loose. Good.” She withdrew her fingers, and I heard her slicking the trainer with lube. The first section pressed against my pucker, cool silicone kissing my rim. “First section is four inches, one inch diameter.”

It slid in easily. No resistance. No discomfort. Just familiar fullness spreading through my core, my hole swallowing the ribbed silicone without complaint.

“Second section. Five inches, inch and a half diameter.”

More pressure now. The ribbing caught slightly as each ridge popped past my ring, sending little jolts of sensation through my body. I breathed through it, relaxed into it, let my body open like it had done so many times before in secret.

“Impressive.” Veronica’s voice held a note of genuine approval. “Third section. Seven inches, two inch diameter.”

This one took effort. The final section was significantly thicker, and I felt the stretch as my entrance strained to accommodate it. That familiar burn, the one I’d chased alone in my apartment, spread through my pelvis. My walls protested briefly before surrendering, spreading apart, accepting.

I pushed back against the trainer. Felt the widest point pop past my ring. Took all seven inches until the base pressed against my ass cheeks. Let out a low, guttural moan as it bottomed out inside me, the tip pressing against places that made my cage leak immediately.

“First try.” Veronica pulled the trainer out slowly. “You weren’t exaggerating about your practice.”

“No, Mistress.”

She set the trainer aside. Retrieved something larger from the cabinet.

“Since you’re already ahead of curriculum, let’s see what you can really do.” She showed me: a thick, realistic dildo, eight inches long, heavily veined. “This is what most room clients are working with. Can you take it?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She smiled. That rare, approving smile that made my cage strain.

“Then let’s skip the theory and go straight to practical application.”

The dildo pressed against my entrance, the realistic head blunt and demanding. Thicker than anything I’d taken at the Institute so far. But not thicker than my largest toy at home, the one I’d bought with money I couldn’t afford, the one I’d hidden under my mattress and used when the loneliness got too intense.

I breathed. Relaxed. Let it in.

The stretch was exquisite. My ring spread wide, the veined shaft sliding into me inch by inch, the ridged texture dragging against my sensitive walls. Burning pleasure spread through my lower body as more and more of the toy disappeared inside me. My cage leaked steadily, clear pre-cum drooling from the slots, dripping onto the padded platform in sticky threads.

“That’s it.” Veronica’s voice was steady. “All the way. Show me what your practice earned you.”

I took all eight inches. Felt the silicone balls at the base press against my ass cheeks, my hole clenching around the thick shaft embedded inside me. Moaned at the incredible fullness, at the way it pressed against every nerve ending, at the way my P-spot throbbed with each tiny movement.

“Good girl.” She pulled it out slowly, the veins dragging against my stretched walls, creating friction that made me whimper. Then pushed it back in, faster this time, sinking it deep. Started fucking me with smooth, steady strokes that built a rhythm my body remembered. “You understand what this means? You’re ready for real clients. Room clients. The ones who want more than a mouth.”

“Yes, Mistress.” My voice was breathy, catching on each thrust. The pleasure was building already, coiling tight in my core.

“I’m going to recommend you for anal service immediately. No more waiting period.” Another thrust, deeper, harder, the toy bumping my prostate and making my cage jerk. “You’ve already done the work. All you needed was permission.”

Permission. That word again. The word that had brought me here in the first place.

She fucked me with the dildo until I was shaking, until my hole was gripping the toy desperately, until pre-cum pooled beneath my caged clitty. My thighs trembled. My moans filled the mirrored room, reflected back at me from every angle. Then she stopped, pulled it out with a wet pop, and set it aside. My hole gaped for a moment before slowly closing, already hungry for more.

“That’s enough practice. Time for the real thing.”

She walked to the intercom. Pressed a button. “Send David in.”

My heart hammered. David. A real client. Real cock. Not anonymous through a glory hole, but face to face, in this room, with Mistress Veronica watching.

The door opened.

David was late twenties, handsome in a soft way. Kind eyes. Gentle smile. And beneath his towel, a bulge that made my mouth water.

“This is Luna,” Veronica said. “She’s ready for her first anal room session. You requested someone new.”

“She’s beautiful.” David’s eyes traveled over my body. Appreciative. Not predatory. “Hello, Luna.”

“Hello, sir.” My voice trembled slightly.

“David is one of our gentler regulars,” Veronica explained. “He’ll be a good introduction.” She stepped back. “I’ll supervise. Begin whenever you’re ready.”

David approached. Knelt beside me on the platform.

“First anal client?” he asked softly.

“Yes, sir.”

“Then we’ll go slow.” His hand found my face. Cupped my cheek. “I’m not here to hurt you. I’m here to make you feel good.”

The kindness in his voice made my eyes sting. After everything, after the shame spiral and the rough glory holes and all the times I’d punished myself, someone was being gentle with me.

“Thank you, sir.”

He lay back on the bed. Positioned me above him. His cock, finally revealed, was seven and a half inches, curved slightly, thick but not intimidating.

“Reverse cowgirl.” He slicked himself with lube from a bottle on the platform. “I want to watch you take control. Your pleasure matters too.”

I straddled him, facing away. His cock pressed against my entrance, the slick head nudging my loosened hole. Warm. Real. Not silicone or latex, but actual flesh, actual heat, actual human connection. I could feel his pulse through the tip.

I lowered myself onto him.

I gasped as the head popped past my ring. It was different than the toys. Different than the glory holes. Different than anything I’d experienced before. His cock was alive, throbbing inside me, responding to my body as my body responded to him. There was a person attached to this cock, a person watching me from behind, a person who cared whether I enjoyed this.

“Okay?” he asked, his hands gentle on my thighs.

“More than okay.” I sank lower, taking more of him, feeling his curved shaft slide deeper, parting my walls. “Please, sir. More.”

I slid down until he was fully inside me, all seven and a half inches buried in my hole. Slowly, carefully, feeling every inch, every vein, every pulse of his heartbeat. My ass settled against his pelvis. I was completely impaled. Finding my rhythm, I began to move.

The pleasure was immediate and overwhelming. His curved cock found my P-spot on every stroke, the angle perfect, rubbing that sensitive bundle of nerves with maddening precision as I rode him. I moaned. Couldn’t help it. My cage strained against its plastic prison, my clitty trying desperately to harden and failing.

“That’s it.” David’s voice was warm beneath me. “Let yourself feel it.”

I rode him with long, deep strokes. Rising until just his tip remained inside me, then sinking back down until my ass met his hips. Not rushed. Not brutal. Just steady pleasure building and building in my core. The wet sounds of our joining filled the room, his cock sliding in and out of my slick hole.

I watched myself in the mirrors. Watched myself riding cock. Pink-haired sissy bouncing reverse cowgirl, my back arched, my caged clitty swinging with each movement, taking cock like she was made for it.

Because I was made for it. That was the truth I was finally accepting. This wasn’t something I’d learned. This was something I’d always been.

“You’re beautiful,” David murmured. “So responsive. So eager.”

“Thank you, sir.” My voice was barely a whisper, broken by gasps. “Thank you for being gentle.”

“You deserve gentle.”

His hands found my hips. Guided my rhythm. Gentle touches on my skin, his cock still moving inside me as I rode him, his fingertips tracing patterns on my flesh. The intimacy of it made my eyes water.

“Gonna cum soon,” he warned, his voice strained. “Want me to pull out?”

“No.” The word was instant. Certain. “Inside. Please. I want to feel it.”

He groaned. I rode faster. More urgent. My hole clenched around him with each descent, milking his shaft. I felt his cock swell inside me, growing harder, thicker, that telltale sign that he was close.

“Luna…” He said my name like a prayer.

Then he came.

Hot cum flooded my insides. I felt every pulse, every thick spurt, every drop of his release filling me up. The warmth spread through my core, his seed painting my walls. Three spurts. Four. Five. He kept coming, kept pumping his load into me, and my body clenched around him instinctively, milking his cock, keeping him deep, trying to draw every drop from his balls.

And then, without warning, I came too.

The sissygasm ripped through me. My cage spurted, weak streams of clear fluid splashing against my stomach, dripping down onto his thighs. But the real orgasm was deeper, so much deeper. It started where his cock pressed against my prostate and spread through my entire body like fire. The feeling of being filled with someone else’s cum triggered something primal, something that made my vision go white.

I screamed. High and feminine. David gripped my hips, steadying me through it, holding me down on his still-pulsing cock. My hole spasmed around him in rhythmic contractions, milking the last of his release while my own orgasm went on and on.

“Beautiful,” he whispered. “Absolutely beautiful.”

He stayed inside me for a long moment. Both of us catching our breath. Then, slowly, he pulled out.

I felt his cum leak from my hole immediately. Tried to clench to keep it inside.

“Let it go,” Mistress Veronica said. She’d been watching the whole time, I’d almost forgotten. “Feel it drip out of you. That’s what you’re for now. To be filled and emptied. Filled and emptied.”

The cum trickled down my crack. Pooled beneath me on the platform.

“First creampie.” Veronica’s voice was approving. “You took it beautifully.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” My voice was dreamy. Satisfied.

David dressed. Paused at the door.

“Can I request her again?” he asked Veronica.

“She’s yours whenever you want her.”

He smiled at me. That gentle, kind smile.

“See you soon, Luna.”

“See you soon, sir.”

He left.

I lay on the platform. Cum still leaking from my hole. My cage sticky with my own release. My body humming with satisfied pleasure.

“That was your first,” Veronica said. “It won’t always be that gentle. Some clients are rough. Some are demanding. Some will use you like a toy and leave without a word.”

“I know, Mistress.”

“But you handled it well. Better than well.” She offered me a hand. “Clean up. You have three more room bookings this afternoon.”

Three more. Three more cocks. Three more clients using my hole, filling me with cum, treating me like the sissy I was.

I should have been exhausted. Should have been overwhelmed.

Instead, I was hungry.

“Yes, Mistress.” I took her hand. Let her pull me to my feet. “I’m ready.”

And I was.

Luna was finally, fully ready.


Chapter 15.5: Preparation Rituals

Mistress Veronica pulled me aside after my third anal client of the day.

“You’re progressing fast,” she said. “Faster than anyone I’ve trained in years. But there’s something we haven’t covered yet.”

“Mistress?”

“Preparation. Hygiene. Clients expect cleanliness.” She gestured down the hallway. “Follow me.”

She led me to a part of the Institute I hadn’t seen before. A clinical wing, all white tile and stainless steel. The bathroom facilities here were different from the regular showers. Medical. Precise.

“Strip.”

I removed my clothes. Stood naked except for my cage and the small plug I’d been wearing since morning.

“Remove the plug.”

I reached back. Eased it out. Felt the familiar emptiness that always followed.

Veronica indicated a padded bench in the center of the room. “Position yourself. Hands and knees.”

I climbed onto the bench. Assumed the position. My ass raised, my hole exposed, my face burning with anticipation and something that might have been shame. Even after everything, certain vulnerabilities never fully disappeared.

She moved to a cabinet. Retrieved equipment I’d only seen in the videos I used to watch alone in my apartment. Enema bags. Nozzles. Tubing.

“Most clients don’t think about what goes into making a sissy ready for service,” Veronica said, her voice clinical. “They just expect perfection. It’s our job to deliver it.” She filled one of the bags with warm water from the sink. “Have you ever done this before?”

“No, Mistress.” Another confession. Another piece of my inexperience exposed. “I always just… hoped for the best.”

“Hoping isn’t good enough here. Our clients pay premium rates. They expect premium preparation.” She approached me with the filled bag. “This is your first lesson in what that means.”

The nozzle was cool against my entrance. Slick with lubricant. She pressed it inside without ceremony, professional and efficient.

“The water will fill you slowly. Your job is to hold it. The longer you hold, the more thorough the cleansing.”

She released the clamp on the tubing.

Warm water flowed into me. I gasped at the sensation. It was strange, invasive, completely different from being fucked. Not pleasure exactly, but not pain either. Just pressure, building in my lower belly as the water filled me.

“Breathe,” Veronica instructed. “Relax your muscles. Fight the urge to expel.”

I tried. Focused on my breathing. The pressure continued to build. My stomach cramped slightly.

“Hold it.”

I held it. The pressure became uncomfortable. My body wanted to push, to release, to empty itself. But Veronica’s voice was absolute.

“Two minutes. Then you may release.”

Two minutes felt like an eternity. I knelt there, water sloshing inside me, my body rebelling against the intrusion. Sweat beaded on my forehead. My thighs trembled.

“One minute remaining.”

I could do this. I could hold it. This was part of being a proper sissy, part of the preparation I needed to master.

“Thirty seconds.”

My cramping intensified. I whimpered. Couldn’t help it.

“Release.”

Veronica removed the nozzle. I scrambled off the bench, barely making it to the toilet in time.

The release was overwhelming. A flood of water and everything else, my body purging itself completely. I sat there shaking, humiliated, relieved.

“That was round one.” Veronica’s voice carried no judgment. “We’ll do three rounds total. Each one you’ll hold longer.”

I looked up at her. “Three?”

“Thorough preparation requires thorough cleaning.” She was already refilling the bag. “Back on the bench.”

Round two was harder. The water felt like it reached deeper into my body. The pressure built faster, more intensely. Veronica made me hold for three minutes this time.

By the time I released, I was crying. Not from pain, exactly. From the intensity. From the complete vulnerability of the experience. From the realization that this was my life now, that I was being maintained like equipment, prepared for use.

And somewhere beneath the tears, from the dark place where my shameful desires lived, I was aroused.

“One more round,” Veronica said. “Then the final step.”

“Final step, Mistress?”

“Some clients request milk enemas. It creates a different sensation during anal. You need to know what to expect.”

Milk enemas. I’d read about them. Watched videos. Never imagined I’d actually experience one.

She filled the bag with warm milk instead of water. The white liquid swirling behind the clear plastic.

“This will feel different. More intense. The milk is thicker, and it triggers different nerve responses.” She positioned the nozzle. “Ready?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The milk flowed into me.

She was right. It was different. More visceral somehow. The warmth spread through my insides in a way water hadn’t. My body responded with something that felt disturbingly like pleasure.

“Hold it.” Her voice was firm.

I held. Three minutes. Then four. The milk sloshed inside me, thick and warm. My cage strained. My hole clenched around nothing.

“Good girl.” Veronica’s voice held approval. “You’re responding well.”

I wasn’t sure responding well was the right way to describe the confused arousal flooding through me. But I didn’t argue.

“Release whenever you’re ready.”

I released. The sensation was even more overwhelming than the water. My whole body shuddered with the force of it.

When I finally stood from the toilet, my legs were shaking.

“One more step.” Veronica retrieved a towel. “Dry yourself. Then back on the bench.”

I obeyed. My body felt strange. Empty but sensitive. Every nerve ending seemed heightened.

On the bench, Veronica’s fingers probed my hole. Testing. Assessing.

“Clean.” Her voice was satisfied. “Perfect.”

She slid two fingers inside me. Curled them upward. Found my P-spot with professional precision.

“Since you’re prepared,” she said, “let’s not waste it.”

She retrieved her harness from a hook by the door. Stepped into it with practiced ease, the straps settling against her hips. Her 12-inch red cock jutted obscenely from between her thighs, thick and curved and glistening with lube she’d already applied.

“This is the reward for proper preparation,” she said. “A thoroughly clean sissy gets thoroughly fucked.”

She positioned herself behind me. The tip of her cock pressed against my freshly cleaned entrance, my sensitized rim twitching at the contact.

“Tell me what you learned today.”

“That proper sissies require proper preparation, Mistress.”

“And?”

“That I’m being maintained like equipment. Cleaned and prepared for use.”

“How does that make you feel?”

The question hung in the air. I could lie. Could say what I thought she wanted to hear. But lying had never served me well here.

“Aroused,” I admitted. “It makes me feel aroused.”

“Good.” She pushed inside.

The stretch was different now. My thoroughly cleaned, sensitized insides registered every inch of her with heightened clarity, every ridge and vein of the silicone feeling magnified. I gasped as she slid deeper, the red cock parting my walls easily, my cleaned hole offering no resistance.

“This is what you’re for, Luna.” She bottomed out. All twelve inches filling me completely, the head pressing deep, deeper than any cock had gone before. My stomach bulged slightly with the intrusion. “To be cleaned. Prepared. Used. Filled.” She pulled back, dragging those twelve inches out until just her tip remained. Then thrust in again, burying herself to the hilt in one smooth motion. “Over and over. For as long as you’re here.”

“Yes, Mistress.” My voice was breathy, broken. The pleasure was building fast, my sensitized nerves amplifying every sensation tenfold. Each thrust felt like a revelation.

She fucked me with long, deep strokes. Her hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise, pulling me back onto her cock with each thrust, impaling me on her red weapon. The wet sounds of our joining echoed off the tile walls, obscene and rhythmic. My hole made squelching noises around her girth, my insides so clean and slick that she moved through me like water.

“The shame voice is quiet right now, isn’t it?” Another thrust that bottomed out and made me see stars. “Because you’re too full to hear it.”

She was right. In this moment, impaled on twelve inches of silicone, my body still tingling from the enemas, there was no room for shame. Only sensation. Only fullness. Only the overwhelming reality of what I was. My hole clenched around her, desperate to keep her inside.

“Say it.” Her voice was commanding. “Say what you are.”

“I’m a sissy.” The words came easily now. “I’m a vessel. I’m equipment to be maintained and used.”

“And you love it.”

“I love it.”

It wasn’t even a lie anymore.

She fucked me harder. Faster. Her cock hammering into my P-spot with relentless precision, each thrust sending shockwaves through my core. My cage bounced and leaked with every impact, clear fluid drooling from the slots, pooling on the bench beneath me. I screamed. Couldn’t help it. The pleasure was too intense, too overwhelming. My cleaned insides registered every millimeter of her assault.

“Cum for me, Luna. Show me what a properly prepared sissy can do.”

The sissygasm exploded through me.

My cage spurted, weak jets of watery cum splashing against the bench, against my thighs, dripping down. But the real orgasm was deeper, starting from where her cock hammered my prostate. My hole clenched around her in rhythmic spasms, gripping her twelve inches like a vice. My entire body convulsed with waves of release that seemed to go on forever, each wave stronger than the last.

Veronica kept fucking me through it. Her hips never stopped moving, her cock pistoning in and out of my spasming hole, extending the orgasm, pushing me higher and higher until I was sobbing from overstimulation, until tears mixed with drool on the bench beneath my face.

Finally, she stilled. Buried deep. Let my twitching hole milk the last aftershocks around her shaft.

“That,” she said, slowly pulling out, “is what proper preparation enables.”

I collapsed onto the bench. Utterly spent. My hole gaped open obscenely, the ring unable to close after taking twelve inches, twitching with aftershocks. Cool air touched places that had never been exposed before.

“You’ll perform enema preparation before every anal shift from now on,” Veronica instructed. “No exceptions. Clients notice the difference, and they pay more for quality.”

“Yes, Mistress.” My voice was barely a whisper.

“Good girl.” She removed her harness. Began washing it in the sink. “Clean yourself up. You have another booking in an hour.”

Another booking. Another client. Another cock to service with my newly cleaned, perfectly prepared hole.

I should have been exhausted. Should have felt used and degraded.

Instead, as I showered and prepared for my next session, I felt something unexpected.

Pride.

I was learning. Improving. Becoming the perfect sissy I’d always known I could be.

The shame voice tried to whisper something. But Veronica was right. When I was this full of purpose, of preparation, of understanding my role, the shame couldn’t reach me.

Maybe that was the secret.

Not fighting the shame.

Just being too busy, too useful, too completely a sissy to hear it.

I finished preparing. Checked my makeup in the mirror. Smoothed my pink hair.

“Ready,” I whispered to my reflection.

And I was.


Chapter 15.7: The Rough Client

Week six, day five. The booking note made my stomach clench.

Client: Viktor. Rough. No safeword negotiated. She’s been cleared.

I read it three times. Rough. No safeword negotiated. The words sent ice through my veins and heat through my cage simultaneously.

Miss Voss had mentioned this was coming. “Not every client wants gentle,” she’d said. “Some pay premium for brutality. You’ll need to learn to take it.”

I’d nodded. Said I understood. But understanding theoretically and experiencing physically were very different things.

The door to Room 7 opened.

Viktor was massive. Six foot three at least, with the build of someone who spent serious time in the gym. Slavic cheekbones. Cold grey eyes that swept over me without warmth or greeting.

“Kneel.”

One word. No introduction. No pleasantries.

I dropped to my knees.

He approached slowly. Each footstep deliberate. His presence filled the room in a way gentle David never had.

“Open.”

My mouth opened automatically. Training taking over.

His cock was already out. Eight inches, thick, veined, already hardening as he approached. He didn’t wait for me to lean forward. He grabbed my pink hair in a fist and wrenched my head toward him.

The tip hit the back of my throat on the first thrust.

I gagged. Couldn’t help it. He was too fast, too deep, giving me no time to prepare. His cock forced past my tongue, bulged my throat, made my eyes water instantly. Saliva flooded my mouth, spilled from the corners of my stretched lips. Tears sprang to my eyes.

He didn’t slow down.

“Sissy sluts don’t get gentle.” His voice was cold, accented, utterly devoid of tenderness. “You want this life? This is it.”

He used my mouth like a masturbation sleeve. Both hands gripping my hair, holding my head immobile while he fucked my throat with savage strokes. His cock plunged in and out, stretching my lips, bruising my throat, cutting off my air with each thrust. I choked on every stroke. Drool ran down my chin, dripped onto my chest, soaked my lingerie. My mascara was already running in black rivers down my cheeks.

The shame voice should have been screaming. Should have been telling me to use my safeword, to stop this, to preserve some shred of dignity.

Instead, my cage was straining. My clitty pressed desperately against the pink plastic, trying to harden, failing.

I was aroused by the brutality.

He thrust deeper. I gagged harder, my throat convulsing around his invading cock. My vision blurred with tears. Snot ran from my nose. Spit bubbled from my stretched lips. I was a complete mess, a ruined doll being used without mercy, and I could feel his balls slapping against my chin with each brutal thrust.

And my cage leaked constantly. Pre-cum drooled from the slots, making sticky threads that caught the light.

“That’s it.” Viktor’s grip tightened until my scalp burned. “Take it. All of it. This is what you’re for.”

He came without warning. His cock swelled in my throat and then erupted. Hot cum flooding directly down my esophagus, bypassing my tongue entirely, forcing me to swallow or choke. I swallowed. Gagged. Swallowed more. Jet after jet of thick seed pumped into my stomach. He held my face against his pelvis, my nose buried in his pubic hair, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself into me.

Finally he pulled out.

I collapsed forward. Gasping. Coughing. A thick trail of cum and saliva connecting my swollen lips to his softening cock. I drooled his load onto the floor, unable to keep it all down.

He slapped my face.

Not hard enough to really hurt. Just enough to get my attention. The sound echoed in the room. My cheek stung. My cage twitched.

“On the bed. Ass up.”

I scrambled to obey. Crawled onto the bed on trembling legs. Positioned myself face-down, ass raised and presented.

He didn’t bother removing my panties. Just tore them aside, the delicate fabric ripping under his rough hands.

“You did your enema today.” Statement, not question.

“Yes, sir.” My voice was wrecked. Raw from the throat fucking.

“Good.”

He pressed against my entrance. No warm-up. No fingers first. Just the blunt head of his still-slick cock, wet with my spit and his first load, demanding entry.

He pushed inside.

I screamed.

The stretch burned like fire. My body wasn’t ready, wasn’t relaxed enough for something this size this fast. My ring protested, stretched brutally around his thick shaft, and pain lanced through my lower body, sharp and demanding and inescapable. He didn’t stop. Didn’t pause. Just sank inch after inch into my unprepared hole.

“Pain is part of it.” Viktor’s voice was cold. “Learn to like it.”

He bottomed out. All eight thick inches buried in my ass. Then he started fucking me immediately. Hard. Deep. Merciless. Each thrust drove the air from my lungs, made the bed frame slam against the wall. The pain didn’t fade; it morphed, twisted, became something else entirely. Something that made my cage strain.

My prostate received the full force of his assault. Each savage thrust slammed his cock against that bundle of nerves, sending sparks of unwanted pleasure through the agony. Despite the pain, despite the lack of preparation, my body betrayed me. Pleasure began to mix with the suffering, creating a confusing cocktail of sensation that short-circuited my brain until I couldn’t tell where pain ended and pleasure began.

“That’s it.” He gripped my hips hard enough to leave purple fingerprints. “Feel it. This is what sissy sluts are for. To be used. To be fucked. To take cock when and how men want to give it.”

I sobbed into the pillow. But my hips pushed back against him, meeting his brutal thrusts, betraying my own suffering.

Twenty minutes. That’s how long he lasted. Twenty minutes of relentless, brutal fucking that left me a screaming, crying mess on the bed. He changed positions twice, flipping me onto my back so he could watch my face contort with each thrust, watch my tears roll down, watch my mouth gape with cries. Then putting me on my side, hooking my leg over his shoulder, so he could drive even deeper, reach places that sent stars exploding behind my eyes.

My cage leaked constantly. Clear pre-cum drooling from the slots, soaking the sheets beneath me, leaving dark stains on the bedding. Despite everything, despite the pain and the tears and the rough handling, my clitty wept for him. My body responded like it was made for this.

Because maybe it was.

He finished inside me. His cock swelled even thicker, and then a flood of hot cum filled my already-sore hole. He pumped three, four, five times, each spurt painting my insides, emptying himself completely into my depths. His cock pulsed against my prostate as he came, and even through the pain, pleasure sparked through me.

He pulled out with a wet pop.

I lay there in the aftermath. Destroyed. Cum leaking from my gaping, twitching hole, running down my crack, pooling on the sheets. Tears drying on my cheeks. My throat raw from his first use, my ass aching from his second, my entire body used and discarded like a tissue.

“Good sissy.” Viktor’s voice was almost, almost soft. “You didn’t use your safeword.”

“I didn’t want to.” The words came out broken. Honest. “I didn’t want to use it.”

He paused. Something shifted in his cold eyes. Not warmth exactly, but recognition.

“Then you’ll do well here.”

He dropped payment on the bedside table. One hundred fifty dollars. Double the usual rate.

“I’ll request you again.”

And then he was gone.

I lay there for a long time. Unable to move. Processing what had just happened.

He’d hurt me. Used me like I wasn’t a person. Treated me like a thing, a hole, something to fuck without consideration.

And I’d come from it.

Not despite the pain. Because of it.

What did that make me? Broken? Damaged? Sick?

Or just finally honest about what I needed?

The door opened. I flinched, expecting Viktor to have returned.

Instead, it was Miss Voss.

She took in the state of me. The cum leaking from my hole. The dried tears on my face. The torn panties. The bruises already forming on my hips.

“Viktor reported you did well.” She approached the bed. Sat beside me. “Surprised?”

“I’m surprised I liked it.”

“Did you?” Her ice-blue eyes studied me. “Or are you surprised you didn’t hate it as much as you thought you should?”

The question cut deep. Found the truth I was still processing.

“I liked it,” I admitted. “The pain. The roughness. Being used like that. It made me feel…” I struggled for the right word. “Real. Like I wasn’t pretending anymore.”

Miss Voss nodded slowly. “Most sissies need to learn to tolerate rough clients. Build up to it gradually. You?” She touched my cheek. Cold fingers, surprisingly gentle after Viktor’s brutality. “You need them. The intensity. The pain that becomes pleasure. It silences the part of your brain that overthinks.”

“Is that wrong?”

“Luna.” She almost smiled. “Nothing about what you want is wrong. It’s just what you want. Viktor will request you regularly now. He sees what I see.”

“What’s that?”

“A sissy who came here ready. Who just needed permission to stop fighting what she already was.”

She stood. “Clean yourself up. You have another booking in two hours. Gentle client. Contrast is important.”

She left.

I dragged myself to the shower. Stood under the hot water, letting it wash away the evidence of Viktor’s use. The bruises on my hips were dark already. Purple fingerprints that would last for days.

I touched them. Pressed down. Felt the ache.

And felt my cage strain.

Luke’s voice tried to resurface. Tried to tell me this was wrong, sick, damaged beyond repair.

But for once, another voice was louder.

This is what you need. This is what makes you feel real. Stop apologizing for it.

I finished showering. Did my makeup, covering the tear tracks with fresh foundation. Chose new panties to replace the torn ones.

In the mirror, I looked like any other sissy. Pink hair. Glossed lips. Feminine face.

But underneath, I was different. I knew something about myself now that I hadn’t known before.

I wasn’t just someone who wanted gentle lovemaking and tender cock worship.

I was someone who needed to be broken open sometimes. Someone who found peace in pain. Someone whose shame could only be silenced by intensity so overwhelming it left no room for thought.

“You’re not broken,” I whispered to my reflection. “You’re just… specific.”

The sissy in the mirror almost smiled.

I had two hours until my next booking.

I spent them touching my bruises.


Chapter 16: The Sissygasm

Week six brought Jerome.

He appeared on my booking schedule without fanfare. Just another client name, another room number, another session to prepare for. But from the moment he walked through the door, I knew this would be different.

Jerome was a gentle giant. Six foot three, broad-shouldered, with warm brown eyes and hands that looked like they could crush but chose not to. His smile reached his eyes in a way that made my cage twitch before he even spoke.

“You must be Luna.” His voice was like honey. Deep and smooth. “Heard good things about you.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“Jerome. Just Jerome.” He sat on the edge of the bed. Patted the space beside him. “Come sit. Let’s talk first.”

Talking. That was new. Most clients wanted mouths for one thing only.

I sat beside him. Close enough to feel his warmth. My heart hammered in my chest.

“First time with me?” he asked.

“Yes, sir. Jerome.” Correcting myself.

“Then we’ll take it slow.” His hand found my thigh. Rested there without pressure. “I don’t just want to fuck you, Luna. I want to make you feel good.”

The words sent heat flooding through my body. After Viktor’s brutality, after the rough sessions that left me sore and satisfied in a complicated way, the idea of someone wanting to give me pleasure felt almost foreign.

“You look nervous.” His thumb traced small circles on my thigh. “Don’t be. I’m not here to hurt you. I’m here to show you something.”

“What?”

“What your body can really do. When someone takes their time.”

He guided me gently onto my back. Positioned himself beside me, propped on one elbow, looking down at my face.

“Has anyone ever made love to you here?” he asked. “Really made love? Not just fucked?”

I thought about David’s gentleness. Daisy’s tenderness. The moments of connection scattered between the raw service.

“Maybe. Once or twice.”

“Then let’s make it three times.”

He kissed me.

Soft at first. Just a brush of lips. Then deeper, his tongue finding mine, tasting me with patience I wasn’t used to. His hand slid up my side, over my ribs, finding my flat chest and touching me like I had curves there.

“Beautiful,” he murmured against my lips. “So beautiful.”

My cage strained already. Just from kissing. Just from being touched like I mattered.

He undressed me slowly. Peeling away my lingerie piece by piece, pressing kisses to each newly revealed inch of skin. My collarbone. My nipple. The curve of my hip. The front of my cage.

“This little thing.” He tapped the pink plastic. “Doesn’t get any attention, does it?”

“No.” My voice was breathy. “Sissies don’t need attention there.”

“Maybe not attention.” He smiled. “But acknowledgment.”

He kissed my cage. Pressed his warm lips against the plastic that imprisoned me. It was the strangest, most intimate gesture I’d ever experienced.

“Now turn over.” His voice was gentle but firm. “Let me see all of you.”

I rolled onto my stomach. He pulled a pillow under my hips, raising my ass, spreading me open. His hands kneaded my cheeks, separating them, exposing my hole.

“Perfect.” I heard him slicking himself with lube. “Absolutely perfect.”

One finger pressed inside me. Slow. Searching. Slick with lube, it slid past my ring and curled upward, finding my P-spot and rubbing it with knowing precision.

I moaned into the pillow. The sound came out high and needy.

“There it is.” Another finger joined the first, stretching me slightly. “Your real center of pleasure. Not that little cage. This.” He pressed harder against the spot, and my whole body shuddered.

He worked me open patiently. Three fingers spreading me wider, rotating, massaging my inner walls. Then four, his thumb pressing against my stretched ring. Taking his time, making sure I was ready, making sure every nerve ending was awake and eager and desperate. My hole clenched around his fingers, trying to pull them deeper.

“Please.” I couldn’t help begging. “Please, Jerome. I need…”

“I know what you need.” He withdrew his fingers slowly, leaving me empty, clenching around nothing. Then he positioned himself behind me, his hands on my hips. “And I’m going to give it to you.”

His cock pressed against my entrance. Nine inches, thick and straight, radiating heat that I could feel through my sensitized rim. He pushed in slowly, the head popping past my ring, then inch by inch filling me, giving my body time to adjust to his girth.

The stretch was exquisite. Not painful like Viktor. Not urgent like the glory holes. Just slow, steady fullness spreading through my core, his shaft parting my walls, making room for itself inside me. I felt every vein, every ridge, every pulse of his heartbeat.

“That’s it.” Jerome’s voice was warm. “Take all of me. Feel every inch.”

He bottomed out. His hips pressed against my ass, his balls resting against my taint. His cock buried completely inside me, nine inches of thick warmth, the head pressed directly against my prostate like it was designed to fit there.

“Now.” He pulled back slightly. “Let me show you what you’re capable of.”

He started moving.

Not thrusting. Not fucking. Moving. A slow, rolling rhythm that kept constant pressure on my P-spot, his cock gliding across that sensitive bundle of nerves with each undulation of his hips. Every stroke dragged his thick shaft over the spot, massaging it, teasing it, worshipping it.

Pleasure built immediately. Different from the sharp, desperate release I was used to. This was deeper. More pervasive. Spreading through my entire body like warmth, like honey, like something I didn’t have a name for.

“You’re shaking.” Jerome’s hand found my back. Stroked soothingly even as he maintained that devastating rhythm, his palm warm against my spine. “Good shaking or bad?”

“Good.” My voice cracked. “So good. Don’t stop.”

“Wasn’t planning to.”

He shifted angles slightly. His cock found an even better spot, a place deeper inside me that sent sparks shooting through my nervous system. I cried out. Couldn’t help it. The pleasure was building to something I didn’t recognize, something bigger than any sissygasm I’d experienced before, something that felt like it might break me apart.

“That’s it.” His voice was encouraging, warm. “Let it build. Don’t fight it. Don’t rush it. Just let it happen.”

I tried to relax into it. Tried to stop clenching, stop reaching for the orgasm. Just lay there and let him play my body like an instrument, his cock the bow and my prostate the strings. Each stroke drew out a new note of pleasure.

The pleasure intensified. Layer upon layer of sensation building in my core, stacking on top of each other, pressure mounting impossibly. My cage leaked constantly, a steady stream of clear pre-cum soaking the pillow beneath me, pooling under my compressed clitty.

“You’re close.” Jerome’s rhythm quickened slightly, his cock pumping into me with a bit more urgency. “I can feel it. Your whole body is tensing.”

“I don’t… I can’t…” I couldn’t find words. The pleasure was too overwhelming. Too complete. It filled every part of me, left no room for thought.

“Yes you can. Just let go.”

His hand found my hip. Gripped firmly. His thrusts deepened, his cock driving into that spot with perfect precision on every stroke, each thrust sending another layer of pleasure crashing through me.

The pressure built.

And built.

And built.

Until something inside me shattered.

The sissygasm hit like nothing I’d ever experienced. Not a wave of pleasure but an earthquake, a complete upheaval of my entire nervous system. I screamed. High, feminine, utterly uncontrolled, the sound ripped from my throat without my permission. My cage spurted, weak streams of watery cum splashing against the pillow, but I barely noticed because the real orgasm was happening deeper, spreading from my prostate through every inch of my body like wildfire.

My vision went white. Nothing but blinding pleasure.

My hands clawed at the sheets, fingers digging into the fabric.

My hole clamped down on Jerome’s cock so hard he groaned, my walls spasming around his shaft in rhythmic pulses, milking him.

And still the orgasm continued. Wave after wave after wave, crashing through me, rebuilding and cresting again before I could catch my breath. My entire body convulsed. My legs shook. My back arched. Every muscle contracted and released in time with the pulses radiating from my prostate.

“That’s it.” Jerome’s voice cut through the haze, distant and warm. “That’s what you can do. That’s what your body was made for.”

He fucked me through the endless orgasm. His own rhythm finally breaking, his thrusts becoming urgent as my clenching hole milked him toward his own release. Each thrust extended my orgasm, pushed me higher, kept the waves crashing.

“Gonna cum,” he warned, his voice strained.

“Inside.” I managed the word somehow, from somewhere far away. “Please. Inside.”

He buried himself to the hilt. His cock swelled inside me, and then he pulsed. Hot cum flooded me, jet after jet of his release painting my insides while I was still riding the aftershocks of mine. I felt every spurt, every pulse, every drop of his seed filling me. My hole clenched around him, milking his cock, drawing out his orgasm as he drew out mine.

We stayed connected for a long moment. Both breathing hard. His cock still twitching inside me, still giving occasional weak spurts. My hole still fluttering around him in fading aftershocks.

“First one like that?” he asked softly.

I nodded. Couldn’t speak yet. Tears were running down my cheeks, but they weren’t from pain or shame. Just overwhelming sensation.

“Won’t be the last.” He kissed my shoulder. Started to pull out slowly. “Your body knows exactly what to do, Luna. You just needed someone to show you.”

He eased free. I felt him leak out immediately. But I was too wrung out to clench, to try to keep him inside.

He cleaned me gently with a warm towel. Helped me turn onto my back. Looked down at me with that warm, knowing smile.

“You’re built for this, beautiful. Not just the service. The pleasure. The real, deep, soul-shattering pleasure that comes from being exactly what you’re supposed to be.”

“Thank you.” My voice was barely a whisper. “I didn’t know… I didn’t know it could be like that.”

“Most people don’t.” He dressed slowly. “They settle for the quick release. The desperate friction. They never learn to let go completely.”

“Will you come back?” I asked.

“Already planning to.” He dropped payment on the bedside table. “You’re special, Luna. Don’t let anyone tell you otherwise.”

He left.

I lay there in the aftermath. Cum cooling between my thighs. Body still humming with aftershocks.

Something had shifted during that session. Something fundamental.

I’d had sissygasms before. The quick, sharp release of prostate stimulation. The desperate spurts from my cage while being fucked.

But this had been different.

This had been my body showing me what it could really do. What it was really capable of when I stopped fighting and started trusting.

I came from being fucked.

Not from my cage. Not from any attention to the useless thing locked in pink plastic.

Just from a cock inside me, rubbing the spot that mattered, treating me like the sissy I was.

This was what I was designed for. Not the equipment between my legs. The equipment behind it.

My prostate. My hole. My ability to receive and transform that receiving into pleasure.

I finally understood what Mistress Veronica had been teaching. What all the training had been building toward.

My cock didn’t matter.

My cage didn’t matter.

What mattered was the part of me that existed to be filled.

And for the first time, I was grateful for it.

I cleaned myself up. Fixed my makeup. Prepared for my next session.

But something had changed.

The shame voice was quiet.

Not gone. Not defeated.

Just… outvoted.

By the voice that now knew, truly knew, what my body could do when I stopped apologizing for what I was.

Luna was a sissy.

Luna was built to be fucked.

Luna had just experienced an orgasm that most people never even dreamed of.

And Luna wasn’t ashamed anymore.

Well.

Maybe a little.

But less.

Definitely less.


Chapter 17: Glory Hole Evolution

Week seven unlocked a new service tier.

Miss Voss called me to her office to deliver the news personally.

“Your anal metrics are exceptional,” she said, reviewing something on her tablet. “Client satisfaction scores in the top percentile. Zero complaints. Multiple repeat bookings.” She looked up at me. “You’re ready for glory hole anal.”

My heart pounded. Glory hole anal. Anonymous cocks through walls, using my hole without ever seeing my face. Pure service. Pure use. Pure purpose.

“Thank you, Miss Voss.”

“Don’t thank me yet.” The corner of her mouth twitched. “Glory hole oral was one thing. You could pace yourself, control the service. Anal is different. You’re the passive party. They control the speed, the depth, the duration.” She studied me with those ice-blue eyes. “Can you handle that?”

“Yes, Miss Voss.”

“We’ll see.” She handed me a room assignment. “Glory Hall 3. Booth 7. Your first shift starts in an hour.”

I prepared meticulously. Enema. Fresh plug to keep me loose. Lube applied liberally. By the time I walked into Glory Hall 3, I was as ready as I’d ever be.

Booth 7 was my old station. The familiar padded floor. The red light above the oral hole, the blue light above the anal hole. I’d spent hours in this booth, on my knees, servicing cocks I never saw.

Now I had a new hole to present.

I stripped. Folded my clothes neatly in the corner. Knelt with my back to the anal glory hole, my ass pressed against the opening.

The blue light turned green.

I heard movement on the other side of the wall. Footsteps. A zipper. Then pressure against my entrance. A cock, warm and firm and already hard, pushing against the hole I’d presented.

No face. No name. No negotiation.

Just use.

He pushed inside.

I gasped as the head popped past my ring. Seven inches, average thickness, sliding into me with one smooth stroke, filling my already-lubed hole. The angle was different than room sessions. Stranger. He couldn’t see me, couldn’t adjust based on my reactions. Just blind fucking through a wall, his cock finding my hole like it was the most natural thing in the world.

He started thrusting.

Fast. Urgent. Like he’d been waiting for this, thinking about it all day, needing it. His hips slapped against the wall with each stroke, the impact vibrating through the partition, driving his cock deep into my ass. I could hear his breathing through the thin barrier, heavy and excited.

I moaned. Couldn’t help it. The sensation was overwhelming in its anonymity. This man didn’t know my name. Didn’t care about my pleasure. Didn’t know if I was pretty or ugly, experienced or new. Just wanted a hole to fuck.

And I was that hole.

He lasted maybe five minutes. Quick, desperate thrusts that made my hole squelch around his cock, that made pre-cum leak from my cage in steady drips. Then a groan I could barely hear through the wall. His cock swelled, pulsed, and hot cum flooded my insides. Three spurts. Four. He emptied himself into me with a satisfied grunt.

Then he pulled out. Left without a word.

A token clinked in the payment slot.

I hadn’t even seen his cock. Just felt it use me and leave. Just felt his cum dripping from my hole, running down toward my balls.

The green light stayed on. Another cock appeared almost immediately, sliding through the hole, already hard and eager.

This one was bigger. Eight inches, thick, the head angry and purple. He didn’t ease in like the first one. Just lined up and thrust, sinking into my still-slick hole in one brutal motion, the first man’s cum squelching around the new intrusion.

I cried out. The stretch burned. But he didn’t stop, didn’t give me time to adjust. Just started pounding me through the wall like I was a masturbation toy, a fleshlight mounted at convenient height, warm and wet and available.

My cage leaked with each thrust, clear fluid drooling from the slots. Despite the roughness, despite the complete lack of warmth or connection, my body responded eagerly. My hole clenched around him, milked him, welcomed him. This was what I was for. Anonymous use. Service without acknowledgment.

He came. His cock pulsed inside me, adding his load to the first one. Pulled out. Token clinked.

Another cock appeared. Already hard. Already pushing inside me.

The rhythm established itself. Cock after cock, load after load. Some were gentle, taking their time. Others were brutal, using me fast and hard. I lost count after the fifth. My hole grew looser with each session, cum mixing with lube to create a slippery mess that made each new cock slide in easier.

Then the oral light turned green.

Two holes. Two cocks. At the same time.

I positioned myself between them, my heart pounding. Ass pressed against one wall, my cum-slicked hole aligned with the opening. Face turned toward the other, my glossy lips parted. The cock at my mouth was average, clean, already leaking pre-cum that glistened at the tip. The cock at my ass was thick and demanding, pushing insistently against my loosened entrance.

They pushed in simultaneously.

The sensation was indescribable. My throat filled at the same moment my hole did. Stretched at both ends. Completely used. Just holes, just service, just a sissy being exactly what she was designed to be. My body became a conduit, a tunnel, a thing that existed to connect these two anonymous cocks.

They found a rhythm without meaning to. When one thrust forward, forcing his cock deeper into my throat, the other pulled back, dragging his shaft through my clenching hole. Then they reversed. A constant see-saw of penetration that left me no moment of emptiness, that kept me full, that made my brain short-circuit from dual stimulation.

I moaned around the cock in my mouth, the vibrations making him thrust harder. My caged clitty leaked freely, pre-cum drooling in steady streams. My hole clenched around the cock inside it, milking it, hungry for the load I knew was coming. I could hear them both through the walls, their breathing heavy, their movements urgent.

This was it. This was everything I’d fantasized about in those lonely nights before the Institute. Spitroasted through walls. Anonymous. Used. Complete. Two men fucking me without knowing each other existed, both using the same sissy slut, both about to fill me with their cum.

The cock in my mouth came first. His shaft swelled against my tongue, and then hot cum flooded my throat. I swallowed greedily, my throat muscles working, milking every drop from his pulsing cock while still impaled from behind. He tasted thick and salty, and I didn’t waste a drop.

Then the cock in my ass swelled. I felt it expand inside me, stretch my walls wider. He pulsed. Hot cum erupted into my already-flooded hole, adding to the loads already inside me, mixing with the cum of the men before him. His cock throbbed against my prostate as he emptied himself.

Both withdrew. Both tokens clinked.

I collapsed onto the padded floor. Panting. Cum leaking from my gaping, well-used hole, running down my thighs, pooling beneath me. Cum dripping from my swollen lips, coating my chin.

The sissygasm hit without warning.

Not triggered by direct stimulation. Just by the overwhelming reality of what I’d just experienced. My cage spurted weak streams, watery cum splashing against my stomach. My hole clenched around nothing, my stretched ring pulsing. My whole body shuddered with release, wave after wave of pleasure crashing through me from the sheer knowledge of what I’d become.

I lay there in the aftermath. Used. Filled. Satisfied in a way that had nothing to do with my own pleasure.

The green lights stayed active. More cocks appeared. More anonymous men wanting to use the holes presented to them.

I dragged myself back into position.

Pressed my ass against the wall.

And let them use me again.

By the end of my shift, I’d serviced twelve cocks anally. Three more orally. Two simultaneous spitroasts. My hole was stretched and gaping. My stomach was full of cum. My body was exhausted in the best possible way.

Miss Voss was waiting when I emerged from the booth.

“Earnings report.” She checked her tablet. “Three hundred fifty dollars. One shift.” She looked at me with something like approval. “That’s more than most sissies earn in a week.”

“Thank you, Miss Voss.”

“Your quota for next week is increased to four hundred. Based on today’s performance, you’ll exceed it easily.”

Four hundred. More clients. More cocks. More anonymous use.

My sore hole clenched at the thought.

“Yes, Miss Voss.”

“Clean yourself up. You have a room booking in two hours.” She paused at the door. “Luna.”

“Yes?”

“You’re not just meeting expectations. You’re exceeding them. Keep this up and we’ll discuss advancement sooner than planned.”

Advancement. I didn’t know exactly what that meant, but I wanted it. Whatever the next level was, whatever new services or challenges awaited, I wanted to prove myself worthy.

“I’ll do my best, Miss Voss.”

“I know you will.”

She left.

I showered. Let the water wash away the evidence of my session. Load after load of cum swirling down the drain.

In the mirror afterward, I looked different. Not physically. But something in my eyes had changed.

The shame was still there. Quieter now, but present. Whispering that normal people didn’t get gangbanged through glory holes. Normal people didn’t count their worth in loads taken and dollars earned.

But Luna wasn’t normal.

Luna was a sissy.

Luna had just crushed her quota in a single shift.

And Luna was proud of it.

I got dressed. Fixed my makeup. Prepared for my room booking.

The client was requesting something specific, the booking note said. He wanted to watch me play with my freshly-fucked hole. Wanted to see what twelve anonymous cocks had done to me.

I should have felt shame. Should have felt degraded by the idea.

Instead, I felt eager.

This was who I was now. This was what I did. And I was getting better at it every day.

The shame voice tried to speak.

I didn’t bother listening.


Chapter 18: Client Variety

Weeks seven and eight brought a parade of faces.

Each client taught me something new about what I was becoming. Each session peeled back another layer of the person I’d been pretending to be, revealing the sissy underneath.

Richard arrived on a Tuesday afternoon. Fifties, greying temples, the careful posture of a man who spent his days in meetings.

“I want something specific,” he said, sitting on the edge of the bed. “Have you done 69 before?”

I had, with Daisy. But never with a client.

“Once, sir. With another sissy.”

“Good enough.” He lay back on the bed. Gestured for me to position myself above him. “I want to taste that cage while you suck me.”

The position was strange at first. My caged clitty hovering above his face while I looked down at his cock. Seven inches, well-maintained for his age, already hardening.

“Begin.”

I took him into my mouth. Started working him with the techniques Daisy had taught me. Long, slow strokes that let me feel every vein against my tongue. Tongue swirling around the head, dipping into his slit, tasting the pre-cum that welled there. Taking him deeper with each bob of my head, my throat relaxing to accept him.

Then his mouth found my cage.

The sensation was electric. No one had ever done this before. His lips pressing against the pink plastic, warm breath seeping through the slots. His tongue finding the openings, licking the tiny piece of my clitty that poked through the ventilation holes, teasing the soft flesh. The warmth of his mouth enveloping my entire imprisoned clitty, cage and all.

I moaned around his cock. Couldn’t help it. The sound vibrated through his shaft. The intimacy of it overwhelmed me. He was treating my useless caged thing with reverence, with worship even. Acknowledging it even as my mouth acknowledged him. His tongue found every slot, every opening, lapping at whatever flesh he could reach.

We came almost simultaneously. His cock swelled in my mouth and erupted, hot load flooding my throat, jet after jet that I swallowed greedily. At the same moment, my cage leaked weak streams of watery cum into his waiting mouth, and he swallowed too, drinking down my sissy juice like it was something precious.

“Delicious,” he murmured afterward. “Same time next week?”

I nodded. Too breathless to speak.

Lesson learned: even my cage could be a source of connection.



Marcus arrived Wednesday morning with a case that clinked when he set it down.

Thirties. Neat beard. The kind of man who ironed his casual clothes.

“I have specific tastes,” he said. “Is that going to be a problem?”

“No, sir. I’m here to serve.”

He smiled. Opened the case. Inside: rows of nail polish in varying shades of pink. From pale ballet slipper to screaming magenta.

“Your feet,” he said. “On my lap.”

I sat on the edge of the bed and placed my feet in his lap as instructed. He examined them like a jeweler appraising diamonds, turning them this way and that.

“Good arch. Pretty toes.” He selected a bottle: bright bubblegum pink. “This one.”

He painted my toenails with meticulous care. Each stroke precise. Each nail perfectly coated. The brush tickled, but I held still, watching this strange ritual unfold.

“Most people don’t understand feet,” he said conversationally. “They think it’s weird. Deviant.” He finished my left foot, started on my right. “But feet are honest. They carry us everywhere. They get tired and sore and abused. And still we hide them away like something shameful.”

He finished the second coat. Blew gently on my toes to help them dry.

“Beautiful.” He was hard beneath his slacks now, the bulge obvious. “Now. Stay still.”

He freed his cock. Seven inches, well-groomed, already hard from the prolonged foot worship. He began to stroke himself while staring at my freshly painted toes, his grip slow and deliberate.

“Curl them,” he instructed. “Now point. Now spread.”

I obeyed each command. My feet became performers, flexing and posing for his pleasure. I curled my toes until the pink polish caught the light, pointed them like a dancer, spread them wide to show the delicate skin between. His hand moved faster on his cock, his breathing growing heavy.

“Tell me you’re a sissy,” he breathed.

“I’m a sissy, sir.”

“Tell me your feet belong to me.”

“My feet belong to you, sir.” I wiggled my toes for emphasis.

He groaned. His cock swelled in his fist, the head darkening. And then he came, spurting hot ropes across my toes, thick white cum coating the fresh pink polish, pooling between my painted digits, dripping down my arches.

“Don’t move.” He watched his cum drip between my toes, run down toward my heels. “Look how pretty.”

I looked. Pink polish and white cum. The contrast obscene and beautiful. My feet marked, claimed, used for his pleasure. My cage strained at the sight.

“Now clean them.”

The command was clear. I bent forward, brought my foot to my mouth, and licked. Tasted his cum mixed with the chemical tang of nail polish, thick and salty and strange. Swirled my tongue between each toe, catching every drop of his seed, sucking each painted digit into my mouth.

“Other foot.”

I cleaned that one too, lapping at the cum that had pooled in my arch, sucking my big toe clean, running my tongue over the smooth polish. By the end, my face was flushed, my cage was straining and leaking, and my feet were glistening with saliva instead of cum.

“Same time next week.” He tucked himself away. “Keep the polish on. I want to see how it wears.”

Lesson learned: every part of my body could become someone’s fetish. Even the parts I’d never considered.



Anthony came on a Thursday. Thirties. Nervous energy. Expensive watch that he kept adjusting.

“I don’t want to touch,” he said immediately. “Just watch.”

“Watch, sir?”

“You. Pleasuring yourself. I want to see what you do when no one’s using you.”

A voyeur. I’d read about them but never serviced one.

He sat in the corner chair. Kept his hands visible, folded in his lap. His cock strained against his pants, but he made no move to free it.

“Begin whenever you’re ready.”

I felt exposed in a different way than usual. Not the exposure of service, of being used. The exposure of being watched. Studied. Observed.

I retrieved my favorite dildo from the bedside drawer. Seven inches, blue, curved for prostate stimulation. A gift from Daisy that I kept for personal use.

“Talk me through it,” Anthony said. “Tell me what you’re thinking.”

I slicked the toy with lube. Positioned myself on the bed, legs spread.

“I’m thinking about how many cocks I’ve taken this week.” The toy pressed against my entrance. “About how loose I’ve become. How easy it is now.”

I pushed it inside. Moaned at the familiar stretch.

“What else?”

“I’m thinking about how much I love this.” Deeper now. Finding that spot. “How I used to do this alone, in secret, hating myself for it. And now I do it while someone watches. And I love that too.”

Anthony’s breathing quickened. His hand moved to his lap, pressing against his erection through his pants.

“Keep going.”

I fucked myself with the dildo. Not performing for him, exactly. But aware of his eyes on me. Aware that my pleasure was his pleasure, that my honesty was what he craved.

“I’m a sissy,” I gasped. “I’ve always been a sissy. I hid it for years. Pretended to be normal. But this is what I was meant for. To be watched. To be used. To be exactly what I am.”

Anthony came in his pants. I watched his face contort, his hand pressing hard against himself, his whole body shuddering with release.

And seeing him cum made me cum.

The sissygasm hit hard. My cage spurted. My hole clenched around the toy. My back arched off the bed as I screamed my pleasure to the ceiling.

He paid triple the standard rate.

“Worth every penny,” he said as he left.

Lesson learned: being watched could be as powerful as being touched.



Terrence was a Tuesday night booking. Construction foreman. Hands like sandpaper. And a cock that made me understand the phrase “size queen.”

Nine inches. Thick as my wrist. Dark and veined and utterly intimidating.

“Think you can handle it, pink hair?”

I swallowed. “I’ll try, sir.”

“Trying’s not good enough.” He sat on the bed. Gestured to his lap. “Prove it.”

I knelt between his thighs. Took him in my mouth. The stretch was immediate, brutal, my jaw aching as I struggled to accommodate his girth. My lips stretched wide around his shaft, barely able to seal. Drool ran down my chin immediately.

“That’s it. Get it wet. You’re gonna need all the help you can get.”

I slobbered on his cock. Worked my tongue around the massive head. Let saliva pool in my mouth and run down his veined length. Coated every inch I could reach until it glistened, until it dripped. Then he pushed me back. Positioned me on all fours, my ass raised high.

“Breathe.”

He pressed against my entrance. The tip alone felt enormous, wider than two of my fingers, maybe three. I forced myself to relax, to open, to accept this monster.

He pushed in.

The stretch was unlike anything I’d experienced. My ring strained, protested, burned around his invading girth. My body resisted. Screamed at the intrusion. But I breathed through it. Willed myself to relax. Let him in inch by impossible inch, feeling my walls spread apart to accommodate him.

“Halfway there.”

Halfway. Four and a half inches of nine-inch cock inside me. I could feel him so deep already. Pressing against places no one had reached before. Stretching parts of me that had never been stretched.

“More?”

“More.” My voice was strained, desperate. “Please.”

He obliged. Pushed deeper. I felt myself rearranging around him, my insides making room for his massive cock, my body yielding to his invasion. The pressure was immense, filling every empty space.

When he finally bottomed out, I was crying. Not from pain, exactly. From the overwhelming fullness. From the way he pressed against my prostate and my second spot simultaneously. From the realization that I could take this. That my body was capable of accommodating something this size. His balls rested against my taint. All nine thick inches buried in my sissy hole.

“Good girl.” He started moving. Slow at first, his massive cock dragging through my stretched walls. “Tight little sissy pussy. Built for cock, aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir.” The words came out as a whimper. My cage leaked freely.

He fucked me for twenty minutes. Each stroke pushing against barriers I didn’t know I had. Each thrust reaching deeper than anyone before him, touching places that sent stars through my vision. His thick shaft spread me open on every inward push, and my hole clung to him on every withdrawal, reluctant to let him go.

When he came, I felt every pulse. His cock swelled even larger inside me, and then hot cum flooded spaces that had never been touched. Jet after jet of his seed painting my deepest walls, filling me until I felt like I might overflow.

And I came with him. The sissygasm exploding from somewhere so deep I didn’t have a name for it, from that second spot his massive head had discovered, from every nerve ending screaming with overstimulation. My cage spurted. My hole clenched around his pulsing shaft. My entire body convulsed with release.

“You’ll stretch out nice,” he said afterward. “Few more sessions with me and you’ll be ready for anything.”

Lesson learned: my body had more capacity than I’d ever imagined.



Victoria arrived on a Saturday afternoon. Forty-five, wealthy, elegant. And carrying a case that made my hole clench in anticipation.

“I brought my own equipment,” she said, opening the case. Inside: a purple strap-on, eight inches, with a curved tip and ridged shaft. “I find the Institute’s selection adequate but not inspiring.”

A female client. I’d heard about them but hadn’t serviced one before.

“You’re the pink-haired one.” She circled me slowly. “I’ve heard you’re eager. Is that true?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good.” She began to undress. Beneath her elegant dress, her body was toned, maintained. Pilates and personal trainers. “I want a doll. Something to dress up and play with. Can you be that for me?”

“I can be whatever you need, ma’am.”

She smiled. Cold but amused.

“We’ll see.”

She spent thirty minutes just dressing me. Different lingerie than I usually wore. A corset that cinched my waist. Stockings that came up to my thighs. A collar she’d brought with her, pink leather with a silver ring.

“Much better.” She attached a leash to the collar. “Now you look like a proper doll.”

She positioned me in front of the mirror. Made me look at myself.

“What do you see?”

“A sissy, ma’am. A doll.”

“Whose doll?”

“Yours, ma’am.”

“That’s right.” She tugged the leash. Led me to the bed. “And now I’m going to play with my doll.”

She fucked me with precise, controlled strokes. The purple strap-on slid in and out of my hole with maddening rhythm, the curved tip finding my P-spot on every thrust, designed for exactly this purpose. But it wasn’t just the physical sensation that overwhelmed me.

It was being owned. Controlled. Treated as an object to be used and admired and put away when she was done. The leash pulled taut with each thrust, the collar pressing against my throat, reminding me of my place.

“Good doll.” Her voice was calm even as she pounded into me, her hips snapping forward, driving eight inches of purple silicone into my depths. “Pretty little doll. Made for this. Made for me.”

I came three times during her session. The first when she found the angle that made stars explode behind my eyes. The second when she called me her favorite toy. The third when she pulled my head back by the leash and whispered “cum for me” directly into my ear. My cage spurted each time, weak jets of sissy juice staining the expensive corset she’d dressed me in.

She came once, grinding against the base of the strap-on while it was buried inside me, her body shuddering, a satisfied moan escaping her elegant lips.

“I’ll request you again,” she said afterward, packing her equipment. “You take direction well.”

Lesson learned: women could own me just as completely as men.



By the end of week eight, I had a roster of regulars. Richard for his intimate 69 sessions. Marcus for the foot worship that made me feel like a work of art. Anthony for the voyeur appointments that left us both shaking. Terrence for the size that pushed my limits. Victoria for the control that made me feel like an object in the best possible way.

Each of them taught me something. Not just techniques or positions. But truths about what I was becoming.

I was a sissy who craved connection, even in the most clinical encounters.

I was a canvas for fetishes I’d never imagined.

I was an exhibitionist who got off on being watched.

I was a size queen in training, my capacity growing with each session.

I was a doll who found peace in being controlled.

I was all of these things and more.

And the shame voice, while still present, was getting harder to hear.

Because how could I hate myself for this?

For finding something I was good at?

For discovering parts of myself that had been hidden for twenty years?

For finally, finally, being exactly what I was supposed to be?

I couldn’t.

The shame tried.

But Luna was louder now.

And Luna was winning.


Chapter 19: Pet Play Introduction

Mistress Veronica’s training studio had been rearranged.

Gone were the familiar platforms and positioning equipment. In their place: pet beds, water bowls, leashes and collars hanging from hooks on the wall. And in the center of the room, a large padded area covered in material that looked disturbingly like kennel flooring.

“Today’s lesson,” Veronica announced, “is pet play.”

I stood with three other sissies. Jasmine, the petite Asian girl with impossibly long black hair. Amber, the redhead with the custom crystal cage. And Cherry, a newer arrival I’d only seen in passing.

“Pet play is a specialty service,” Veronica continued. “Some clients pay premium rates for it. You will learn the basics today, and those who show aptitude will be added to the pet roster.”

She walked to the wall. Retrieved four collars. Pink, purple, red, silver.

“Choose your collar.”

I stepped forward. Took the pink one without hesitation. It matched my hair, my cage, everything else about the identity I’d built here.

“Kneel.”

We knelt in a row. Veronica moved down the line, fastening collars around each neck. When she reached me, her fingers lingered on the closure.

“Appropriate choice,” she murmured. “Pink suits you.”

The collar was snug around my throat. Not tight enough to restrict breathing, but tight enough that I felt it with every swallow. A constant reminder of what I was about to become.

“Pets do not speak.” Veronica attached leashes to each collar. “Pets do not stand on two legs. Pets communicate through sounds only: whimpers, moans, barks if appropriate to the species you’re assigned.”

She handed each leash to an assistant I hadn’t noticed entering. Four women in Institute uniforms, each taking control of one sissy.

“For the next two hours, you are not human. You are pets. Animals. Property that walks on four legs and exists for your owner’s pleasure.” Veronica’s eyes swept over us. “Begin.”

My handler tugged my leash.

I dropped to all fours without thinking. The instinct to obey was overwhelming. The collar around my throat, the leash in someone else’s hand, the command to abandon my humanity: it all combined to shut off the thinking part of my brain.

She led me across the room. The kennel flooring was rough against my knees and palms. Other sissies crawled nearby, their handlers directing them through the space.

“Good pet.” My handler’s voice was warm. “Let’s see how you move.”

She walked me around the perimeter. I crawled behind her, leash taut, eyes forward. The movement felt natural in a way it shouldn’t have. Like my body had been waiting for permission to move like this.

“Faster.”

I sped up. My cage swung beneath me, catching on my thighs. My ass was exposed, raised, vulnerable. Anyone walking behind me would see everything.

The thought made me wet.

“Stop.”

I stopped. Waited. My handler circled me slowly, examining me from every angle.

“Tail position.”

I knew what she meant from the orientation materials. I raised my ass higher, presenting my hole, assuming the position of a pet ready for breeding.

“Perfect.” She retrieved something from a nearby table. “Now let’s complete the picture.”

The tail plug was pink. Of course it was. A fluffy pink tail attached to a silver plug, maybe two inches wide at the base.

She lubed it. Pressed it against my entrance.

“Push back.”

I pushed. The plug slid inside, stretching me momentarily before settling into place. The tail hung between my cheeks, brushing against my thighs.

“Beautiful.” She patted my ass. “Now you look like a proper pet.”

She led me to the center of the room. Other sissies were gathering there too, each with tails now, each on all fours. Jasmine’s tail was black to match her hair. Amber’s was red. Cherry’s was white.

“Pets interact with each other,” Veronica announced. “Sniff. Nuzzle. Play. But remember: no human behavior. No speaking. Only animal sounds and movements.”

The handlers released our leashes simultaneously.

I approached Jasmine first. We circled each other, instinct taking over. I nuzzled her neck, inhaling her scent. She whimpered softly, pressing against me.

We ended up in a pile. Four sissies, tangled together, tails wagging as we moved against each other. The contact was comforting. Not sexual exactly, but intimate. The warmth of bodies, the softness of skin, the complete surrender of human pretense.

“Very good.” Veronica’s voice cut through the haze. “Now. We have a client observing.”

I looked up. A man stood at the edge of the training area. He wore a black leather mask shaped like a dog’s face. His body was muscular, powerful. And between his legs, his cock hung heavy and hard.

Rex. I’d heard the name in client lists. A pet play specialist who visited weekly.

“He’s requesting a demonstration,” Veronica said. “Luna. You’ve been selected.”

My handler reattached my leash. Led me toward Rex on hands and knees, the tail plug swaying with each crawling movement.

Up close, his presence was overwhelming. The black leather mask transformed him, made him seem less than human himself. Primal. Dangerous. A beast meeting a beast. Between his legs, his cock hung heavy and hard, eight inches of flesh that made my hole clench around the plug in anticipation.

He dropped to all fours beside me. Circled me. Sniffed at my neck, my ass, like an animal assessing a potential mate.

“Mount position,” my handler commanded.

I assumed it. Ass raised high. Head down against the kennel floor. Tail lifted to expose my plugged hole, the pink fur brushing against my cheeks.

Rex moved behind me. I felt his breath hot on my back, his hands on my hips. Not human hands in that moment. Paws. Claiming me. Possessing me. He gripped the base of my tail plug and pulled it out with one smooth motion. My hole gaped, suddenly empty.

His cock pressed against my entrance. He didn’t ease in like a human would. He mounted me. One savage thrust burying him completely inside my now-empty hole, claiming the space the plug had kept warm.

The stretch was incredible. Eight inches of hard cock filling the void, spreading me open. I felt him bottom out, felt his balls slap against my taint.

He fucked me like an animal.

No words. No tenderness. Just instinct and need. His hips slapped against my ass in rapid, mindless rhythm. His cock pistoned into me, pounding my prostate with each brutal thrust. I moaned, whimpered, made sounds I didn’t recognize as coming from my own throat. High keening sounds. Desperate sounds. The sounds a bitch in heat makes when she’s finally being bred.

“Good pet.” My handler’s voice was distant. “Take your breeding.”

Breeding. The word hit something primal in my brain. Unlocked something I didn’t know was there. I pushed back against Rex’s thrusts. Met his animal rhythm with my own, my ass rising to meet each pounding stroke. We weren’t human anymore. We were creatures rutting in a kennel, existing only to fuck and be fucked. I was his bitch. His hole. His thing to breed.

I came first.

The sissygasm tore through me without warning. My cage spurted, weak streams splashing onto the kennel floor. My hole clenched around his driving cock in rhythmic spasms. I howled, the sound coming out like something between a moan and a bark, an animal sound that echoed off the training room walls.

Rex came seconds later. His cock swelled inside me, and then hot cum flooded my depths. Jet after jet of his seed filling me, breeding me, marking me as his. The cum overflowed around his still-thrusting shaft, leaked down my thighs.

He stayed mounted on me until he finished, his cock twitching with the last spurts of his release. Then, wordlessly, he pulled out. Padded away on hands and knees to find another pet to breed.

I collapsed onto the kennel floor. Cum gushing from my gaping, well-used hole. My whole body trembling with aftershocks. I could feel his seed inside me, warm and claiming.

“Excellent demonstration.” Veronica crouched beside me. “You have natural instincts for this work.”

I tried to speak. Remembered I couldn’t. Just whimpered instead.

“The tail plug stays in for twenty-four hours,” she said. “Standard procedure after pet play sessions. You’ll grow accustomed to the weight. The feeling of being plugged and displayed.”

Twenty-four hours. Walking around the Institute with a pink tail hanging from my ass. Everyone seeing what I was. What I’d done.

I should have felt shame.

Instead, I felt free.

On all fours, I wasn’t pretending to be human. Wasn’t fighting against the shame voice that told me I should be something else. I was just an animal. A pet. A thing that existed to be owned and used.

And in that surrender, there was peace.

“You’re dismissed,” Veronica said. “But remain on all fours until you reach your room. Pets don’t walk on two legs.”

I crawled out of the training studio. Down the hallway. Past other sissies who saw me and smiled knowingly. Past staff members who didn’t give me a second glance.

Just a pet returning to her kennel.

In my room, I finally allowed myself to stand. My knees ached. My palms were red from the rough flooring. My hole was sore around the tail plug that I couldn’t remove for another twenty-four hours.

I looked in the mirror.

A pink-haired sissy with a fluffy tail looked back. Her makeup was smeared. Her cage was dripping. Her eyes held something that might have been peace.

“Hi, pet,” I whispered to my reflection.

The tail wagged when I moved my hips. A physical reminder of what I’d just experienced. What I’d just become.

That familiar self-hatred flickered, trying to form words about normal people and dignity and everything I should have felt.

But I wasn’t normal.

I was Luna.

I was a pet.

And for the first time, I understood why people paid premium rates for this.

It wasn’t about the sex. Not entirely. It was about the permission. The freedom to stop being human for a while. To exist on instinct alone.

I lay down on my bed. The tail plug shifted inside me. A constant, comforting presence.

Tomorrow I’d return to human services. Room clients and glory holes and all the work that kept the Institute running.

But I’d still be wearing the tail. Still be a pet underneath the sissy.

Still be exactly what I was supposed to be.

The shame voice whispered one last time.

I let it.

Then I closed my eyes.

And dreamed of kennels and leashes and the complete, perfect surrender of being an animal in heat.


Chapter 20: Daisy’s Revelation

Daisy and I had become inseparable.

Not in the romantic sense, though there was intimacy between us that defied easy categorization. We were something more than friends, something different than lovers. She was my guide, my comfort, the first person who’d ever made me feel like wanting this didn’t make me broken.

We ate together in the cafeteria. Took showers in adjacent stalls, chatting through the steam about clients and techniques and the peculiarities of Institute life. Some nights she’d knock on my door, and we’d fall asleep tangled together, her platinum bob mixing with my pink strands on a shared pillow.

Week eight brought a shift I didn’t see coming.

“Luna.” She caught my arm after breakfast. Her honey-brown eyes held something I’d never seen there before. Uncertainty. “Can we talk? Your room or mine?”

“Mine’s closer.”

We walked in silence. Other sissies passed us in the hallway, most wearing tail plugs from the pet play expansion program. I still had mine in from yesterday’s session. The weight of it had become familiar, almost comforting.

Inside my room, Daisy sat on the edge of my bed. Tucked her hair behind her ear. The gesture was so familiar, so characteristically her, that my chest tightened.

“I’m leaving,” she said.

The words didn’t make sense at first. Leaving? Leaving for what? A client appointment? A special assignment?

Then comprehension hit.

“Leaving the Institute?”

She nodded. “A client. Mr. Pemberton. The silver fox I told you about, the one who requests me every Tuesday and Friday.” Her hands twisted in her lap. “He wants to buy out my contract. Keep me as his personal sissy. Private service only.”

My stomach dropped.

“You can leave?”

“Anyone can leave. At a price.” She managed a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. “Usually the buyout cost is prohibitive. Clients have to pay the remainder of your debt plus a substantial fee to the Institute. But Mr. Pemberton…” She trailed off. “He’s very wealthy. And very determined.”

“How long have you known?”

“Two weeks. He made the offer after our last session. I’ve been negotiating with Director Blackwell since then.” She finally met my eyes. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you sooner. I needed to know if it was real first.”

Two weeks. She’d known for two weeks and hadn’t said anything. I understood why. Didn’t make it hurt less.

“Are you happy about it?” I asked. “Is this what you want?”

She considered the question carefully. “He’s kind. Genuinely kind, not just generous. He has a beautiful home in Connecticut. A guest house that will be mine. I’ll still be… me. Still serve. Still belong to someone. Just one someone instead of whoever books me.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

Daisy’s composure cracked. Just a little. Just enough.

“I don’t know what I want anymore. I’ve been here three years, Luna. Three years of being exactly what I am, with no judgment, no shame, no hiding.” She wiped at her eyes. “But I’m twenty-four. I can’t do this forever. My body won’t hold up. My earning potential will decline. And then what?”

I didn’t have an answer. I’d been here eight weeks. The idea of an end to this life hadn’t even occurred to me.

“Mr. Pemberton offers stability. Retirement, essentially, while I’m still young enough to enjoy it.” She laughed bitterly. “Is it romantic? No. Is it smart? Probably. Do I have any idea if it’s the right choice?”

“No?”

“No.”

We sat in silence. The tail plug shifted inside me, a reminder that the outside world still expected things of us. Clients to serve. Quotas to meet. Lives to perform.

“When do you leave?”

“End of next week. Paperwork takes time.”

Nine days. I had nine days left with the person who’d made this place bearable.

“Then we should make them count,” I said.

Daisy looked at me. Something shifted in her expression. The uncertainty faded, replaced by something warmer. Something that looked like gratitude.

“What did you have in mind?”

I stood. Crossed to my toy drawer. Retrieved the double-sided dildo she’d used to teach me, that first night when I was still Luke pretending to become Luna.

“Remember this?”

Her laugh was genuine this time. “How could I forget?”

“Show me again. Everything you know. Give me nine days of everything.”

Daisy stood. Crossed to me. Her hands cupped my face, tilting my chin up so our eyes met.

“You’re going to be amazing,” she whispered. “Better than me. Better than anyone here.”

“I don’t want to be better than you. I want you to stay.”

“I know.” She kissed me. Soft at first, then deeper. “But you don’t need me anymore. You just don’t know it yet.”

Her hands moved down my body. Found the tail plug. Twisted it slowly.

“Let’s get this out of you. What I have planned requires full access.”

She worked the plug free. I gasped as it slid out, leaving me empty in a way that felt wrong after days of constant fullness.

“Get on the bed.”

I obeyed. Lay on my back, legs spread, waiting.

Daisy stripped. Her body was familiar now: the elegant curves, the 34C breasts that bounced when she moved, the clear cage that showed her tiny caged clitty. But I looked at her like it was the first time. Memorizing every detail.

“We’re going to take our time,” she said, retrieving the dildo. “I’m going to remind you of everything I’ve taught you. And then I’m going to teach you something new.”

She positioned the dildo between us. Slid one end inside herself with a practiced motion, her hole swallowing the purple silicone eagerly. I watched her face relax into pleasure as the nine inches disappeared into her, her clear cage twitching uselessly between her thighs.

Then she crawled toward me, the other end glistening with lube, pointing at my entrance like a promise.

“Ready?”

“Always.”

She pressed the tip against my hole. Teased the rim with slow circles until I was pushing back against it, desperate for more. Then she thrust her hips forward.

The stretch burned in the best way. Nine inches of thick silicone splitting me open, filling places that ached to be full. I gasped as she bottomed out, our cages nearly touching, the dildo connecting us in the most intimate way possible.

“God, you take it so well,” she breathed. “Your pussy just swallows cock.”

She started moving. Rolling her hips in slow circles that made the dildo grind against both our prostates simultaneously. I matched her rhythm instinctively, our bodies learning a dance that sent pleasure rippling through us with every motion.

The dildo slid back and forth between us, fucking us both. When she pulled back, it drove deeper into me. When I retreated, it filled her completely. A perfect circuit of sensation, each thrust shared equally.

“You’re beautiful,” she gasped, her C-cup breasts swaying with the rhythm. “You know that? So fucking beautiful.”

“So are you.” I reached up to cup one of her tits, feeling its weight, pinching the nipple until she moaned.

We found our rhythm. Faster now. The wet sounds of silicone sliding through lubed holes filled the room. The dildo hit deep inside both of us, the curved shape catching our spots with every stroke.

“When I first saw you,” Daisy panted, her cage bouncing and leaking pre-cum onto my stomach, “that first day, with your pink hair and your terrified eager eyes, I knew you were different. Knew you’d be special.”

“I was so scared.”

“No you weren’t.” She thrust harder, driving the dildo so deep I felt it in my gut. “You were relieved. You were finally getting what you’d always wanted. The fear was just leftover shame.”

She was right. She’d always been right about me.

“I’m going to miss you,” I said. The words came out broken, punctuated by moans as she fucked both of us faster.

“I’m going to miss you too.” Her eyes glistened even as her hips pistoned relentlessly. “But you’re ready. You don’t need a mentor anymore. You just need to believe what I already know.”

“What’s that?”

“That you belong here.” She slammed forward, hilting the dildo in both of us. “That wanting this isn’t wrong.” Another brutal thrust that made us both cry out. “That Luna was always who you were supposed to be.”

The sissygasm built slowly, different from the sharp peaks of client sessions. This was deeper, spreading from where the dildo stretched my hole outward through my whole body. My prostate throbbed with every stroke. My cage strained against its plastic prison, pre-cum dripping in long strings.

“Cum for me,” Daisy whispered, grinding her hips in tight circles that made both our prostates scream. “One more time. Let me see you.”

I came.

The sissygasm exploded from my core, radiating outward in waves that made my whole body convulse. My cage spurted weak, watery streams onto my stomach. My hole clenched rhythmically around the dildo, milking it like it was a real cock. My back arched off the mattress as pleasure whited out my vision.

Daisy came too. I watched through tears as her face transformed, mouth falling open in a silent scream, her own cage spurting in time with mine. Her hole clamped down on her end of the dildo so hard I felt the pulses through the silicone. We came together, connected by eighteen inches of purple silicon, our bodies speaking a language that needed no words.

After, we lay tangled together. The dildo still connecting us, neither wanting to break the bond.

“Nine more days,” she murmured against my hair.

“Nine more days.”

“We should make them count.”

“We will.”

She kissed my forehead. The gesture was maternal and intimate at once.

“Sleep now. Tomorrow we start your final lessons.”

“Final lessons in what?”

She smiled. The Daisy smile I’d fallen in love with, all warmth and knowing and gentle encouragement.

“In not needing anyone but yourself.”

I closed my eyes. The dildo shifted between us as we breathed. Outside, the Institute continued its endless rhythm of service and submission and transformation.

But in here, in this room, there was just us. Two sissies holding onto each other before the world pulled them apart.

Daisy was leaving.

The thought still hurt.

But maybe that was okay.

Maybe learning to let go was part of learning to stay.

I slept. And dreamed of platinum hair fading into distance, leaving only the pink behind.

Luna’s pink.

Standing alone but no longer lonely.


Chapter 21: Scarlett’s Investment

Week eight brought an unexpected summons.

Not to a client room. Not to the glory holes. To Miss Voss’s private office.

I’d been there before, of course. For quota reviews and service assignments and the occasional correction of behavior. But this felt different. The message on my tracker simply said: “Report to Scarlett Voss. 9 PM. Private session.”

Private session.

I arrived precisely on time. Knocked on the door with my knuckles rather than my open palm, the way she preferred.

“Enter.”

Her office was dimmer than usual. The overhead lights were off, replaced by the warm glow of candles arranged on various surfaces. The effect transformed the cold professional space into something almost intimate.

Miss Voss sat behind her desk, still in her signature black leather corset. Her platinum hair caught the candlelight like spun silver. The keys on her necklace clinked softly as she stood.

“Close the door.”

I obeyed. The latch clicked with a finality that made my stomach tighten.

“You’ve been here eight weeks.” She circled the desk, approaching me with the measured grace of a predator. “In that time, you’ve become my best earner. Zero resistance. Zero complaints. Multiple clients requesting you specifically.”

“Thank you, Miss Voss.”

“I didn’t bring you here for gratitude.” She stopped in front of me. Close enough that I could smell her perfume. Something dark and expensive. “I brought you here because I want to understand you.”

“Understand me?”

“Why.” Her ice-blue eyes searched my face. “Why you don’t fight. Why you asked for the cage. Why you requested pink hair on your first day. Why you volunteer for sessions that break other sissies.”

The questions hit like physical blows. Not because they were cruel, but because they demanded honesty I’d never given anyone but Daisy.

“Because I wanted to be here,” I said. “Because I’ve wanted this my whole life.”

“Most sissies say that. Eventually. After we’ve broken them.” She reached out. Cold fingers tilted my chin up. “But you arrived already broken. Broken open, not broken down. There’s a difference.”

I didn’t know what to say. She saw through me so completely that any pretense seemed pointless.

“Daisy is leaving,” she said. “You know this.”

“Yes, Miss Voss.”

“How do you feel about it?”

The question surprised me. Miss Voss wasn’t known for caring about feelings.

“Sad. But…” I searched for the right words. “She taught me that wanting this is okay. That I’m not broken for wanting it. I’ll miss her. But I have what she gave me.”

Something shifted in Miss Voss’s expression. Something that might have been approval.

“Good.” Her fingers moved from my chin to my throat. Wrapped around it lightly. Not squeezing, but claiming. “Because I’m investing in you, Luna. You’re going to be exceptional. And I want to be the one who shapes what you become.”

“I don’t understand, Miss Voss.”

“You will.”

She released my throat. Crossed to the couch in the corner of her office. Sat down with her legs crossed, completely at ease.

“Strip.”

I obeyed. Let my clothes fall to the floor. Stood naked except for my pink cage and the small plug I’d been wearing since morning.

“Come here.”

I approached the couch. Knelt at her feet without being told.

“Most sissies need to be broken.” Her hand found my pink hair. Stroked it like one might pet a dog. “The breaking takes time. Resources. Energy. And some never break completely. They comply, but they never truly surrender.”

Her grip tightened. Pulled my head back.

“You arrived surrendered. Do you have any idea how valuable that is?”

“No, Miss Voss.”

“Neither do I.” She smiled. Cold but genuine. “That’s what makes you interesting.”

She released my hair. Reached for something beside the couch. Her strapless strap-on, the one I’d heard about but never experienced. She inserted the internal end with practiced ease, the other end jutting from between her thighs like a threat.

“Position.”

I knew what she wanted. Had seen it in training videos. The self-facial position: on my back, legs over my head, caged clitty pointed at my own face.

I assumed it. The flexibility training had prepared me for this. My legs folded over my head easily, my spine curving until my tiny pink cage hovered just inches from my parted lips. My hole was completely exposed, presented to her like an offering.

Miss Voss stood. Her strapless strap-on jutted from between her thighs, seven inches of black silicone that caught the candlelight. She positioned herself at my exposed entrance, the tip kissing my rim.

“When you cum,” she said, “you’re going to eat it. Every drop. Do you know why?”

I tried to think of the right answer. “Because sissies swallow?”

“Because it’s what you want.” She pressed inside. One smooth stroke that split me open and filled me completely. I felt every inch slide past my rim, stretching me, claiming me. “Say it.”

“I want to eat my own cum.” The words came out breathy, strained by the position, my cage dangling above my open mouth.

“Louder.”

“I want to eat my own cum!”

“Good girl.”

She started fucking me.

There was nothing gentle about it. Miss Voss withdrew until only the tip remained, then slammed back in with a force that made my whole body jolt. Each thrust was calculated for maximum depth, the silicone cock spearing past my prostate with mechanical accuracy that sent electric shocks through my nervous system.

“You requested the cage,” she said, not even breathing hard while she pounded into me. Her hips snapped forward with punishing rhythm. “Tell me why.”

“Because I couldn’t trust myself.” Thrust. The cock dragged across my spot. “I needed someone else to hold the key.”

“And now I hold it.” Thrust. Her keys jingled with the motion. “What does that mean?”

“That I belong to you.” Thrust. My cage leaked a stream of pre-cum that dripped toward my face. “My pleasure belongs to you.”

“Correct.” She grabbed my hips hard enough to leave bruises. Changed the angle so her cock ground directly into my prostate with every stroke. “Your pleasure is mine to give or withhold. Your orgasms happen when I decide. Your cum goes where I direct it.”

My cage was leaking constantly now. Steady streams of pre-cum dripping toward my face, landing on my lips and chin and the tip of my tongue. The taste was salty, familiar, mine. I licked it away automatically, my tongue catching each drop as it fell.

“Most sissies fight this.” Miss Voss’s pace increased until the wet sounds of her cock fucking my hole echoed off the office walls. “They resist the idea that their bodies aren’t their own. That their pleasure has been claimed by someone else.” Her ice-blue eyes burned into mine as she watched me taste my own pre-cum. “But you don’t fight.”

“No, Miss Voss.”

“Because you’ve been fighting for twenty years.” Thrust. Her cock buried to the hilt, her hips grinding against my ass. “Fighting against yourself. Fighting against what you wanted.” Thrust. The pressure on my prostate was unbearable. “And you’re tired. Aren’t you, Luna?”

“Yes, Miss Voss.” The words came out as a sob, tears leaking from my eyes as my cage leaked onto my face.

“You’re tired of fighting.” Thrust. My hole clenched around her, desperate to keep her inside. “You’re tired of hating yourself.” Thrust. My prostate throbbed, swollen and abused and screaming for release. “You want permission to stop.”

“Yes!”

“Then stop.” She slammed into me so hard the couch shifted. “Stop fighting. Stop hating. Stop pretending you’re anything other than what you are.” Another brutal thrust that made me scream. “You’re a sissy. You belong here. You belong to me.”

The sissygasm built like a tsunami. Not from touching my clitty, not from anything but her cock pounding my prostate and her words echoing in my skull and the complete, total surrender she demanded.

“Please,” I whimpered, my cage purple and straining, pre-cum pooling on my lips. “May I cum?”

“Yes.” Her permission was ice and fire at once. “Cum for me. Show me what a good sissy you are.”

I came.

The sissygasm detonated from my prostate outward. My cage spurted in rapid pulses, weak ropes of watery cum launching toward my face. The first spurt hit my lips. The second splattered across my nose and cheek. The third landed directly in my open, gasping mouth. My hole clenched rhythmically around her cock, milking it like I was desperate to drain every drop from a real man.

“Swallow,” Miss Voss commanded, still thrusting. “Don’t waste a drop.”

I swallowed my own cum. Licked my lips clean. Caught the remaining spurts as they dribbled from my caged clitty, each one landing on my waiting tongue as Miss Voss fucked me through the longest orgasm of my life.

“Perfect.” Her thrusts slowed but didn’t stop. “Absolutely perfect.”

She ground deep into me, her internal portion of the strap-on rubbing against her clit. I watched her face transform as her own orgasm hit, the ice cracking for one moment of genuine pleasure. Her hips jerked erratically, fucking me through her climax, using my hole to milk herself to completion.

Then it was over.

She pulled out. Stood. Looked down at me, still folded in half, cum drying on my face.

“This is who you are,” she said. “A sissy who eats her own cum. Who begs to be used. Who exists for the pleasure of others.” Her smile returned. “And you love it.”

“Yes, Miss Voss.”

“Good.” She began removing her strap-on. “You have potential, Luna. Real potential. The kind we don’t see often. I’m going to personally oversee the rest of your training.”

The words hit me like a reward. Miss Voss’s personal attention. Her investment. Her interest.

“Thank you, Miss Voss.”

“Don’t thank me.” She crossed to her desk. Made a note on her tablet. “Thank yourself for being honest about what you are. Most people spend their whole lives lying to themselves. You had the courage to stop.”

She gestured toward my clothes.

“Get dressed. Report to the lab tomorrow morning. Dr. Lyra has new sessions planned for you.”

I stood. Unfolded myself. My body ached pleasantly from the position and the fucking.

“Miss Voss?”

“Yes?”

“Why me? You could invest in any sissy here. Why me specifically?”

She considered the question. The candles flickered around us, casting shadows that made her features look almost soft.

“Because you don’t need to be convinced,” she finally said. “You need to be unleashed. And I want to see what you become when there’s nothing holding you back.”

She turned away. The dismissal was clear.

I gathered my clothes. Dressed quickly. Paused at the door.

“Luna.”

“Yes, Miss Voss?”

“You’re going to be exceptional.” The words were matter-of-fact, not praise. Prediction. “We’re going to do great things together.”

I left her office with her cum still drying on my face, her words echoing in my head.

Exceptional.

Somewhere inside, the doubt stirred.

I didn’t let it surface.

Because Miss Voss was right. I was tired of fighting. Tired of hating myself. Tired of pretending to be anything other than exactly what I was.

A sissy who ate her own cum and loved it.

A sissy who belonged here.

A sissy who was finally, finally, ready to be unleashed.

Tomorrow I’d go to the lab. Let Dr. Lyra do whatever she planned.

Tonight I’d sleep. And dream of ice-blue eyes and the cold permission to be exactly what I’d always been.


Chapter 22: Hypnosis Sessions

Dr. Lyra’s lab felt different this time.

The clinical equipment had been rearranged. In the center of the room sat a reclining chair, medical-grade, with straps for wrists and ankles. Above it hung a device I didn’t recognize: a sleek black headset with wires trailing to a nearby monitoring station.

“Welcome, Luna.” Dr. Lyra beamed at me from behind her clipboard. Her lab coat was unbuttoned as usual, revealing the black lace bra beneath. “You volunteered for the hypnosis research program, yes?”

“Yes, Dr. Lyra.”

“Wonderful. You’ll be my favorite subject, I already know it.” She snapped her latex glove, the familiar sound triggering an immediate response in my caged clitty. “Have a seat.”

I climbed into the chair. The leather was cold against my bare thighs. I’d arrived in the standard sissy uniform: short skirt, crop top, my pink cage visible through the sheer fabric.

“The hypnosis program is experimental,” Dr. Lyra explained, fitting the headset over my eyes. Darkness enveloped me. “We’re exploring how suggestion can accelerate the training process. Reduce resistance. Enhance the body’s natural responses.”

“How does it work?”

“The headset displays visual patterns designed to induce trance states. Spirals, mostly. The human brain responds predictably to certain stimuli.” I heard her moving around the chair. “Once you’re under, we use audio suggestion to implant desired responses. Over time, these responses become automatic.”

The headset hummed to life. Colors swirled in the darkness. Spirals, just as she’d described. Pink and white, rotating slowly inward.

“Relax, Luna. Let your eyes follow the pattern. Don’t fight it.”

I didn’t want to fight it. That was the thing. The spirals were hypnotic in the literal sense, pulling my attention deeper and deeper. My body relaxed against the chair. My thoughts grew soft and distant.

“You’re doing beautifully.” Dr. Lyra’s voice seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere. “Count backward from ten with me. Ten.”

“Ten.”

“Nine.”

“Nine.” My voice sounded far away.

“Eight.”

“Eight.” The spirals pulsed. My eyelids grew heavy behind the headset.

“Seven.”

“Se…” The word trailed off. The spirals consumed everything.

Darkness.

Warmth.

Floating.

Dr. Lyra’s voice returned, but different now. Not conversation. Command.

“Luna, you are a sissy.”

Yes.

“Luna, you exist to serve.”

Yes.

“Luna, you crave cock.”

Yes.

“When you see a cock, your mouth waters. This is natural. This is right. When you taste cum, you feel pleasure. This is your reward. This is what you were made for.”

Yes. Yes. Yes.

The voice continued. I couldn’t count the words or track the suggestions. They washed over me like waves, sinking into places I couldn’t consciously access.

Time lost meaning.

When I woke, the headset was gone. Dr. Lyra stood over me, making notes on her clipboard.

“Welcome back.” Her smile was warm. “How do you feel?”

I blinked. Tried to gather my thoughts. My body felt strange. Light. Open.

“Relaxed,” I said. “Like I slept for hours.”

“Forty-five minutes. But hypnotic time moves differently.” She helped me sit up. “Any discomfort? Headache? Nausea?”

“No. Just…” I searched for the word. “Peaceful.”

“Perfect. That’s exactly what we want.” She made another note. “Same time tomorrow. Session two will go deeper.”

I left the lab feeling oddly clean. Like something had been scrubbed from the inside of my skull. The shame voice that usually accompanied my thoughts was silent.

Session two went deeper.

Session three went deeper still.

By session four, I could feel the spirals even with my eyes closed. The patterns had imprinted themselves on my brain, ready to pull me under at a moment’s notice.

“You’re an exceptional subject,” Dr. Lyra said, reviewing her data. “Your resistance is virtually nonexistent. The suggestions take hold immediately.”

“What suggestions?” I asked. We were between sessions, the headset removed, but my head still felt fuzzy.

“Standard conditioning. Oral fixation enhancement. Pleasure response triggers. Nothing dramatic.” She smiled. “Just helping your brain accept what your body already wants.”

Session four was different.

The spirals took me under faster than ever. Thirty seconds, maybe less. The world dissolved into pink and white patterns, into Dr. Lyra’s voice speaking truths I couldn’t argue with.

“Luna craves cum.”

Yes.

“Luna needs cum to feel complete.”

Yes.

“Luna’s body will respond to the taste and smell of cum with immediate arousal.”

Yes.

“Luna will feel empty without regular cum consumption.”

Yes.

I floated in the darkness. The suggestions wound through my brain like vines, taking root in places I’d never consciously examine.

Then something new.

A sound. Movement. The sensation of something warm pressing against my lips. Hot skin. Musky scent cutting through the spiral-haze of my trance.

My mouth opened automatically. Not a choice. Not even a thought. Pure conditioned response. A cock slid between my parted lips, thick and hard, the head already leaking salty pre-cum onto my waiting tongue.

The taste hit me like electricity.

My whole body responded even in trance. My cage strained against its plastic prison. My hole clenched around nothing, desperate to be filled. My mouth began working without conscious direction, lips sealing around the shaft, tongue swirling the tip, throat relaxing to take it deeper. The spirals still played behind my closed eyes, pink and white patterns swirling in time with my sucking.

The cock throbbed. Swelled in my mouth. Then pulsed hard, hot cum flooding across my tongue in thick spurts. The taste was bitter, salty, perfect. My throat worked automatically, swallowing load after load without gagging, without pausing, without ever surfacing from the depths of trance.

The cock withdrew. Cum dripped from my lips. My tongue swept it up instinctively.

More sensation. More movement. Another cock replacing the first, this one thicker, sliding into my still-wet mouth. The same automatic response: open, accept, suck, worship. My hands remained at my sides. My eyes remained closed. Only my mouth worked, serving the anonymous cock with the skill Dr. Lyra’s conditioning had programmed into me.

This one lasted longer. Fucked my face with slow, deep strokes that pushed into my throat on every thrust. The gagging response was gone. Only pleasure remained, radiating from my stuffed mouth through my entire body. When he came, the cum shot directly down my throat. I swallowed reflexively, desperately, like I needed it to survive.

Two more cocks followed. Each different, each serviced the same way. My unconscious mouth accepted them all, sucked them eagerly, swallowed their loads like sacrament. Four cocks total. Four loads gulped down without ever fully surfacing from the spiral-trance.

When I finally woke, my mouth tasted overwhelmingly of cum. My lips were swollen and sticky. My throat felt raw but satisfied. My whole body hummed with a satisfaction I couldn’t explain, a fullness in my stomach that went beyond physical.

Dr. Lyra was watching me. Her expression held something like wonder.

“How do you feel?”

I licked my lips. Tasted the residue of four different men. Felt my cage strain at the flavor, pre-cum leaking from the tip.

“Like I’m supposed to feel this way.”

The words surprised me. Not because they were wrong, but because they came without the shame that usually accompanied such admissions. I had swallowed four loads while unconscious, and all I felt was satisfied.

“Excellent.” Dr. Lyra made notes. “The conditioning is taking hold beautifully. Your body is learning to crave what it needs.”

“What happened?” I asked. “While I was under?”

“Unconscious feeding trials. We introduced stimuli to test your conditioned responses.” She showed me her data. “Your arousal levels spiked immediately upon contact with seminal fluid. Your swallowing reflex activated without conscious direction. Your biofeedback showed sustained pleasure throughout the experience. Even in trance, your cage leaked pre-cum with every swallow.”

Four cocks. Four loads. While I was unconscious.

The old Luna, the Luke who’d hidden for twenty years, would have been horrified. Would have felt violated, used, abused.

This Luna just felt satisfied.

“Same time tomorrow?” I asked.

Dr. Lyra’s smile widened. “I knew you’d be my favorite. Yes. Same time tomorrow. Session five will go even deeper.”

I walked back to my room in a haze. My mouth still tasted of cum. My body still hummed with that strange satisfaction. The spirals still played at the edges of my vision when I blinked.

The conditioning was working.

I could feel it. The way my mouth watered when I passed a client in the hallway. The way my cage tightened when I smelled the particular musk of male arousal. The way my whole body oriented toward service like a compass pointing north.

Was this brainwashing?

Maybe.

Did I care?

The shame voice tried to answer. Tried to muster the old arguments about autonomy and consent and the sanctity of the mind.

But the shame voice was quieter now. Muffled by spirals and suggestions and the taste of cum that lingered on my tongue.

I’d been fighting myself for twenty years.

Maybe it was okay to let someone else do the fighting for me.

Maybe it was okay to let the conditioning win.

I lay down on my bed. Closed my eyes. The spirals appeared immediately, pink and white, pulling me toward sleep.

Tomorrow was session five.

I couldn’t wait to go deeper.

To become more.

To let Luna fully emerge from the ruins of Luke.

The hypnosis was working.

And for the first time in my life, I was grateful to stop thinking.

To just feel.

To just let go.


Chapter 23: Gym Training

Coach Morgan was not what I expected.

The gym occupied the east wing of the Institute, a space I’d passed but never entered. Through the glass walls, I’d seen sissies on treadmills and yoga mats, working on the flexibility and stamina our work demanded.

But I’d never seen the coach.

He stood at the entrance waiting for me: six foot two, buzzcut blonde going grey at the temples, shoulders that blocked the doorway. His tank top stretched across a bodybuilder’s chest. His shorts did nothing to hide the bulge beneath.

“You’re Luna.” Not a question. “Pink hair. Scarlett’s pet project.”

“Yes, Coach.”

“Inside.”

The gym was bright and clinical, mirrors covering every wall. Two other sissies were already working: Jasmine on a yoga mat doing splits, Cherry on a resistance machine that I didn’t want to examine too closely.

Both wore nothing but their cages and training plugs.

“Strip,” Coach ordered. “Gym is clothing-free. Can’t assess form through fabric.”

I stripped. Folded my clothes on the bench by the door. Stood naked in the harsh fluorescent light, my pink cage catching the glare.

Coach Morgan circled me slowly. Assessed my body with the cold efficiency of a mechanic examining an engine.

“Slim. Good flexibility potential. Need to work on your core for the positions clients want.” He stopped behind me. Gripped my ass with both hands. Squeezed. “Decent muscle here. Could be better.”

His clinical touch shouldn’t have affected me. He was evaluating me like equipment. But my cage strained anyway.

“You’re wearing a standard plug.” His fingers found it. Twisted. “We’ll upgrade that. Gym sessions require something more… motivating.”

He retrieved a device from a nearby shelf. A plug, but different from any I’d worn before. Black silicone, curved, with a base that housed some kind of mechanism.

“Vibrating training plug,” he explained. “Six settings. I control them remotely.” He held up a small device. “Good form gets rewarded. Bad form gets punished.”

He removed my standard plug with businesslike efficiency. The emptiness lasted only a second before the new plug slid home.

The sensation was immediate. Even inactive, the plug felt different. Heavier. More present. Like a promise waiting to be kept.

“Treadmill. Speed three. Twenty minutes.”

I climbed onto the machine. Started walking. The plug shifted with each step, finding new angles against sensitive places.

“Speed four.”

I increased the pace. Walking became jogging. The plug began to work with the motion, bouncing slightly inside me.

Then Coach pressed his remote.

The vibration hit without warning. Low but insistent, a buzzing against my prostate that made my knees wobble.

“Focus,” Coach barked. “Maintain form. Arms steady. Eyes forward.”

I tried. God, I tried. But the vibration was relentless. Not strong enough to push me over the edge, but strong enough to make every step an exercise in concentration.

Jasmine glanced over from her mat. Smiled knowingly. She’d been through this.

“Speed five.”

Faster now. Running. The plug bounced harder, the vibration intensifying as motion and mechanism combined to assault my senses.

My cage leaked steadily. Pre-cum dripping onto my thighs, onto the treadmill belt. I couldn’t stop it any more than I could stop breathing.

“Better,” Coach said. “Now let’s push.”

He pressed something on his remote.

The vibration doubled. Tripled. I stumbled, caught myself on the handlebars, kept running through sheer determination.

“Keep going. Ten more minutes.”

Ten minutes. An eternity. The vibration played my prostate like an instrument, building pressure that had nowhere to go, arousal that couldn’t find release.

My moans echoed off the mirrored walls. Other sissies watched openly now, their own training forgotten as they witnessed my ordeal.

“Five minutes.”

The vibration shifted. Pulsing now, waves of sensation that crested and retreated just short of climax. Edging at sixty steps per minute.

“Please,” I gasped. The word escaped before I could stop it.

“Please what?”

“Please let me cum.”

“You haven’t earned it.” Coach’s voice was flat. “Two more minutes. Maintain speed.”

Two minutes of hell. Two minutes of vibration and motion and desperate, denied need. My whole body focused on the plug inside me, on the pleasure just out of reach, on the orgasm that built and built without breaking.

“One minute.”

I was crying. Didn’t know when I’d started. The tears mixed with sweat, ran down my face, dripped onto my bouncing cage.

“Thirty seconds.”

The vibration reached maximum. I screamed, legs moving purely on autopilot, body shaking with the effort of denying what it so desperately wanted.

“Time. Stop.”

I slammed the emergency stop. Collapsed over the handlebars. Panting. Trembling. More aroused than I’d ever been without release.

Coach approached. Examined my state with professional interest.

“Good session. Your stamina improved from baseline.” He checked something on his tablet. “Heart rate stayed in the target zone. Plug engagement was excellent.”

“Please,” I whimpered again. “Please.”

“Not yet.” He pointed to the yoga mat. “Flexibility training. Twenty minutes. Then we’ll discuss your reward.”

Twenty more minutes. With the plug still buzzing inside me.

I crawled to the mat. Couldn’t trust my legs to carry me.

“Splits position.”

I sank into the pose. The stretch combined with the vibration to create sensations I couldn’t categorize. Pain and pleasure blurring into something else entirely.

“Lower.”

I went lower. The plug pressed deeper at this angle, the vibration hitting spots the treadmill position had missed.

“Hold.”

I held. Counted seconds. Lost track. Held some more.

“Forward fold.”

I folded. My face pressed against my extended leg, my ass raised, the plug obscenely visible in the mirrors surrounding us.

“Excellent flexibility,” Coach noted. “You’ve been training independently.”

“Yes, Coach.” The words came out muffled against my leg.

“It shows.” The vibration suddenly intensified. “Hold that position.”

I held. The plug buzzed against my prostate. My cage leaked a steady stream onto the mat beneath me.

“How badly do you want to cum?”

“So badly, Coach. Please. I’ll do anything.”

“Show me. Earn it.”

I didn’t understand at first. Then I felt his hand on my head. Guiding me upward from the fold. His shorts were down. His cock was out, hovering inches from my face. Nine inches of thick, veiny meat, already dripping pre-cum. The shaft was as thick as my wrist, pulsing with readiness.

“Best workout recovery is protein,” he said. “Earn your reward.”

I took him in my mouth without hesitation.

The angle was awkward, still folded forward, my ass raised and plug buzzing, but I made it work. My lips stretched around his girth. My tongue found the slit, lapping at the pre-cum that leaked freely. I worked him with the desperation of someone edged for forty minutes, each pulse of the vibrating plug driving me to suck harder, bob faster, take him deeper.

His cock hit the back of my throat and I didn’t gag. The training had worked. I relaxed and let him slide into my throat, feeling him stretch me from this new angle, feeling his balls brush against my nose as I buried my face in his crotch.

Coach Morgan groaned. His hand fisted in my pink hair and he took control, fucking my throat with powerful strokes while the plug continued its relentless assault on my prostate. Double penetration of sensation, front and back. Nine inches in my throat. Six inches of vibrating silicone in my ass. My body was just holes to be used, and the thought made my cage leak harder.

“That’s it,” he grunted. “Suck me like you’re starving for it.”

I was. God, I was.

The vibration in my ass spiked. My prostate screamed. I moaned around his cock, the vibration in my throat making him thrust deeper.

“Cum when I do,” he ordered. “Permission granted.”

The words broke something in me. The release I’d been denied for forty minutes rushed forward like a dam bursting. I felt his cock swell in my mouth, felt his balls tighten against my face.

He came first. Hot, thick ropes of cum flooded my throat, more than I could swallow, spilling from the corners of my stretched lips. I swallowed desperately, again and again, but there was so much.

Then my sissygasm hit.

I screamed around his still-spurting cock, my cage firing weak streams onto the yoga mat while my hole clamped down on the vibrating plug. The dual sensation overwhelmed everything: the taste of cum in my mouth, the vibration in my ass, the liquid leaking from my useless clitty. I came so hard my vision whited out.

We rode it together. Coach fucking my throat through his orgasm. Me milking his cock with my swallowing while the plug milked my prostate from behind. Sissy and coach, connected by cum and vibration and forty minutes of denied pleasure finally released.

He pulled out with a wet pop. A string of cum connected his cockhead to my lips before breaking. I collapsed flat on the mat, gasping, drooling cum onto the rubber surface.

The plug still buzzed inside me, gentler now, like aftershocks following an earthquake. My cage continued leaking, emptied but still trying to give more.

“Good session,” Coach said, tucking his softening cock back into his shorts. “Same time next week. We’ll increase the intervals.”

I couldn’t respond. Could barely breathe. Just lay there on the yoga mat, his cum drying on my face and chin, more cum leaking from my cage, the vibrating plug slowly winding down inside my stretched hole.

“Hit the showers,” Coach ordered. “You’ve earned it.”

I crawled toward the shower room. Literally crawled. My legs wouldn’t support me.

Under the hot water, I finally let myself process what had happened. Forty minutes of edging. Forced flexibility while vibrated from within. Earning my orgasm through oral service.

Physical training for sissies.

The old guilt whispered something about degradation.

But the hot water washed it away with everything else.

I was Luna.

I was in training.

And I was getting stronger every day.

Not just my body.

My ability to accept what I was.


Chapter 24: Phase One Graduation

Week ten arrived faster than I expected.

Ten weeks since I’d walked through the Institute’s doors as Luke. Ten weeks of transformation, service, and the slow death of the shame that had haunted me for twenty years. Ten weeks of becoming Luna.

Now came the test.

“Phase One graduation assessment,” Dr. Lyra announced, leading me into a section of the lab I’d never seen. “Standard procedure for all sissies completing basic training. You’ll be evaluated on physical response, stamina, and orgasmic capability under controlled conditions.”

The room was dominated by two machines.

The first I recognized from training videos: a fuck machine, a mechanical arm ending in a realistic silicone cock, mounted on an adjustable platform. Seven inches, curved for prostate stimulation, attached to motors that could generate speeds no human could match.

The second was new to me. A harvesting frame of metal and tubes, with suction cups hanging at breast height and a collection apparatus below.

“The milking machine,” Dr. Lyra explained, following my gaze. “Dual stimulation design. Breast suction synchronized with anal penetration. The combination produces exceptional orgasmic response.”

“But I don’t have breasts.” It seemed an obvious objection.

“Not yet.” Dr. Lyra smiled. “But your nipples are sensitive enough for the suction cups. We’ve tested your baseline responses. Trust me, you’ll feel it.”

She guided me toward the apparatus. The metal frame was cold against my skin as she positioned me on all fours, my ass facing the fuck machine, my chest positioned beneath the hanging suction cups.

“Arms here.” She secured my wrists to padded cuffs. “Knees here.” Ankle restraints clicked into place. “Head forward. Relax.”

I was immobilized. Completely at the mercy of the machines and the woman controlling them.

“The assessment has four stages,” Dr. Lyra continued, adjusting settings on a control panel. “Speed one through four. Each stage tests your body’s ability to process increasing levels of stimulation. To pass, you must achieve sissygasm at the maximum setting.”

“And if I can’t?”

“Then you repeat Phase One training until you can.” She attached the suction cups to my nipples. The initial contact was cold, then warm as the machine hummed to life. “But I don’t think that will be a problem for you.”

She moved behind me. I felt the fuck machine’s cock press against my entrance. Cool silicone, slick with lubricant.

“Ready?”

“Yes, Dr. Lyra.”

“Beginning Stage One.”

The machines activated simultaneously.

The fuck machine pushed inside me with mechanical precision. Seven inches of curved silicone spreading my hole open, the ribbed surface dragging against my sensitive walls. It filled me completely, stretching me around its girth, then withdrew to the tip before sliding back in. The rhythm was slow, steady, like a heartbeat. In. Out. In. Out. Each stroke a complete fuck, the curved head brushing my prostate with every pass.

The suction cups pulsed on my nipples. Not painful, but insistent. A pulling sensation that made my flat chest feel like it was being molded, shaped, the vacuum drawing blood to the sensitive buds until they swelled and hardened. Signals I didn’t expect shot straight to my cage.

“Baseline response confirmed,” Dr. Lyra noted, watching monitors I couldn’t see. “Heart rate elevated. Cage activity detected. Pre-ejaculatory fluid at three milliliters. Excellent start.”

The stimulation was pleasant but not overwhelming. The slow pace let me adjust, let me find my breath and my center around the rhythmic fullness and release. I could do this.

Then she increased the speed.

“Stage Two.”

The fuck machine doubled its tempo. The mechanical cock pistoned into me faster now, not giving me time to feel empty before filling me again. Each thrust hit my prostate before I could recover from the last, the pleasure stacking on itself, building layer upon layer. The suction on my nipples intensified, pulling harder, the rhythm synchronized with the penetration so my chest was yanked forward every time the cock drove deep.

I moaned. Couldn’t help it. The wet sounds of the machine fucking my hole echoed through the lab. My body was responding without my permission, my cage leaking a steady stream of pre-cum onto the collection tray beneath me.

“Good response,” Dr. Lyra observed. “Prostatic secretion rate increased by forty percent. Stage Two tolerance confirmed. Preparing Stage Three.”

The machine paused. A momentary reprieve. My hole clenched around nothing, already missing the fullness, gaping slightly from the rapid penetration.

“How do you feel?”

“Full,” I gasped. “Good. Empty now. Ready for more.”

“That’s what I like to hear.”

Stage Three was different.

The fuck machine didn’t just speed up. It changed its pattern. Rotating slightly on each thrust, the ridged cock corkscrewing inside me, varying the angle to find new spots that previous strokes had missed. My prostate was hit from different directions, massaged and pounded and rubbed until it swelled inside me like a second heartbeat.

The suction cups began alternating, one pulling hard while the other released, creating a sensation of hands kneading breasts I didn’t have. The tugging on my nipples synchronized with the cock’s rotation, making my body jerk against the restraints with each combined stimulation.

My body shook. The sissygasm built rapidly, pressure mounting in my core that demanded release. My cage was purple now, straining against the plastic, pre-cum dripping in a constant stream.

“Not yet,” Dr. Lyra warned, as if reading my body’s signals on her monitors. “Hold it. Maximum stage must be achieved before orgasm.”

Hold it. How was I supposed to hold it? The machines were relentless, the cock still rotating and thrusting, the suction still pulling and releasing, driving me toward the edge with mechanical efficiency that no human could match.

“Please,” I whimpered. The word had become automatic over these ten weeks. Please let me cum. Please give me more. Please use me.

“Almost there.” Dr. Lyra’s voice was calm, clinical, even as she pushed me toward oblivion. “Stage Four initiating.”

Maximum.

The fuck machine became a blur of motion. The cock pounded into me at speeds that shouldn’t have been possible, twenty thrusts per second, hitting my prostate with every single one, turning my entire pelvis into a single continuous orgasmic zone. The sensation was so constant it stopped feeling like individual thrusts and became one long, unending fuck.

The suction cups pulled harder, vacuum pressure that made my nipples feel like they were being stretched off my chest. Vibration joined the suction, buzzing directly against the swollen buds, stimulating nerves I didn’t know I had. The sensation was so intense I couldn’t tell if it was pleasure or pain anymore, the line between them erased by pure overwhelming stimulation.

My screams echoed off the lab walls. Not words. Just sound. High-pitched, feminine, desperate. My body’s attempt to process what was happening to it, the machine fucking me into a different state of consciousness.

“Cum,” Dr. Lyra commanded. “Now.”

The permission hit like a physical force.

The sissygasm exploded from my core like a bomb detonating. My cage spurted in rapid pulses, four, five, six jets of thin cum launching into the collection apparatus. My hole clenched around the still-blurring cock in rhythmic contractions that it ignored, continuing to pound through my orgasm. My nipples throbbed under the vibrating suction, swollen to twice their normal size. Every part of me came at once, a full-body release that whited out my vision and made my scream turn silent from the sheer intensity.

But the machines didn’t stop.

“Continue assessment,” Dr. Lyra said. “Sustained orgasmic capability test.”

The fuck machine kept pounding. The milking machine kept sucking. My body, still spasming from the first sissygasm, was driven immediately toward another without any recovery time.

“Cum again.”

I came. Harder than before. My second sissygasm crashed into the tail end of the first, waves overlapping until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the next began. My hole gripped the cock desperately, walls fluttering around the relentless intrusion. My cage spurted weakly, almost empty now.

“Again.”

Again. My cage spurted nothing but air, completely drained, but my prostate still contracted. Dry sissygasms, pure pleasure without fluid release, radiating out from the spot the cock wouldn’t stop pounding.

“Again.”

I lost count. Four. Five. Seven dry orgasms in a row. Lost consciousness maybe. The world became nothing but sensation and release, machines and commands. Luna becoming nothing but a body that existed to orgasm on demand, a hole to be fucked, nipples to be milked, a prostate to be wrung out.

When the machines finally stopped, I was crying.

Not from pain. Not from shame. From the overwhelming release of ten weeks of transformation, channeled through a body that had finally learned what it was for.

Dr. Lyra released my restraints. Helped me collapse onto the floor of the apparatus.

“Exceptional,” she said, reviewing her data. “Fastest graduation time in eighteen months. Multiple sustained orgasms at maximum setting. Zero resistance throughout.” She looked at me with something like pride. “You’re not just passing, Luna. You’re setting records.”

I couldn’t respond. Could barely think. Just lay on the cold floor, body still twitching with aftershocks.

“Phase One complete.” Dr. Lyra made notes on her clipboard. “You’re cleared for Phase Two training. Body modifications, advanced services, and specialized conditioning.” She smiled down at me. “The real transformation begins now.”

Real transformation. As if the past ten weeks hadn’t already changed everything about me.

“Take the rest of the day to recover,” she continued. “Tomorrow we’ll discuss your options. Breast enhancement, vocal feminization, additional training modules.” Her smile widened. “So many possibilities for someone with your… capacity.”

She helped me to my feet. Led me to the recovery room adjacent to the lab. A soft bed, warm blankets, water and protein bars on the bedside table.

“Rest now. You’ve earned it.”

She left me there.

I lay in the darkness, body still humming from the assessment. My nipples ached from the suction. My hole felt stretched and empty. My cage was completely drained for the first time since I’d arrived.

Phase One complete.

I’d done it. Passed the test. Proven that my body could handle everything the Institute demanded of it.

The shame voice tried to speak.

Normal people don’t achieve multiple sissygasms from machines. Normal people don’t set records for orgasmic capability. Normal people don’t…

But I wasn’t normal.

I was Luna.

I was exceptional.

And I was ready for whatever Phase Two would bring.

I closed my eyes. Let the exhaustion take me.

Tomorrow I’d face new challenges. New transformations. New ways of becoming more fully myself.

But tonight I just needed to rest.

To process.

To accept that the broken boy who’d arrived ten weeks ago was gone.


Chapter 25: Daisy’s Goodbye

The day arrived too quickly.

I’d known it was coming. Had counted down the days since Daisy first told me. But somehow, standing in the hallway outside her room on her final morning at the Institute, it felt sudden. Unexpected. Wrong.

“Come in.”

Her room was already half-empty. Three years of accumulated belongings packed into two elegant suitcases. Mr. Pemberton’s taste was evident in the luggage: expensive leather, brass fittings, the kind of things that cost more than my monthly quota.

Daisy sat on the bare mattress. Her platinum bob was perfectly styled, her makeup impeccable. She wore a simple white dress that Mr. Pemberton had sent for the occasion. She looked like a bride leaving for her honeymoon.

“Hey, pink hair.”

“Hey yourself.”

I crossed the room. Sat beside her on the mattress. Our thighs touched. Warm. Familiar.

“I can’t believe this is really happening,” she said softly.

“Neither can I.”

We sat in silence. What was there to say? The words had all been said over the past nine days. The apologies, the promises, the acknowledgments that this was both an ending and a beginning.

“I have something for you.”

Daisy reached into one of the suitcases. Retrieved a long, flat box. Inside, nestled in tissue paper, was a collar. Pink leather, silver hardware, with a small heart-shaped charm hanging from the ring.

“For you,” she said. “So you remember that someone chose to put this on you. Someone who thinks you’re extraordinary.”

I took the collar. The leather was buttery-soft, the craftsmanship obvious.

“Put it on me?”

Her fingers were gentle as she fastened it around my throat. The heart charm rested in the hollow below my larynx. When I swallowed, I felt the leather shift.

“Beautiful.” Her eyes glistened. “My beautiful Luna.”

“Daisy…”

“I know.” She touched my face. Traced the line of my jaw. “I know this is hard. But you’re going to be okay. Better than okay. You’re going to be incredible.”

“Because of you.”

“No. Because of you.” She kissed me. Soft at first, then deeper. Her tongue found mine. The familiar taste of her lip gloss, vanilla and strawberry, flooded my senses.

When she pulled back, her eyes were wet.

“One more time?” she whispered. “One more time before I go?”

“Yes.”

She stood. Unzipped her white dress. Let it fall to the floor.

Beneath, she wore nothing but her cage. Clear plastic, tiny, the clitty inside barely visible. Three years of training had shrunk her to almost nothing. Three years of submission and service and becoming exactly what she was meant to be.

I stripped too. Let my clothes join hers on the floor. Stood naked except for the collar she’d just given me and the pink cage I’d requested that first week.

“God, you’re beautiful,” she breathed.

“So are you.”

We came together on the bare mattress. Hands exploring bodies we knew intimately. Lips finding sensitive spots mapped over weeks of shared pleasure. The urgency of farewell sharpened every sensation, made every touch feel like the last.

She retrieved the double-sided dildo from her mostly-packed toy bag. The same one we’d used that first night. Purple silicone, eighteen inches, a bridge connecting two sissies.

“Remember?” she asked.

“How could I forget?”

She slid one end inside herself, her trained hole swallowing nine inches easily. Her eyes fluttered closed as the familiar fullness settled into place, her clear cage twitching at the penetration. Then she crawled toward me, the other end pointing at my entrance, wet with lube and anticipation.

“Face to face,” she said. “I want to see you. Every moment. So I remember exactly how beautiful you are when we’re connected.”

She pressed the tip against my rim. Teased. Then pushed inside.

The stretch was perfect. Nine inches of thick silicone splitting me open, filling the empty spaces inside me. When she bottomed out, our cages clicked together, and eighteen inches of purple cock connected us completely. Two sissies. One toy. A single circuit of pleasure running between our bodies.

We moved together.

Not the frantic pace of client sessions or the mechanical efficiency of training equipment. Slow. Deliberate. Each roll of our hips drove the dildo deeper into one of us while withdrawing from the other. Each moan was a word in a language only we understood.

“I’m going to miss this,” Daisy gasped, her hole gripping her end of the dildo as I pulled back. “Miss you. Miss the way your face transforms when you cum.”

“Show me.” I rolled my hips harder, driving my end of the dildo deeper into her, watching her C-cups bounce with the impact. “Show me how you’ll remember me.”

She moved faster. Our cages clicked together with each thrust, both leaking pre-cum that dripped between our bodies, mixing on the mattress in a growing wet spot. The squelching sounds of silicone sliding through our stretched holes filled the empty room.

“Luna…” Her voice broke. Her platinum hair fell across her face as she thrust forward, burying the dildo deep in both of us. “My Luna…”

“Your Luna.” The words felt right. “Always.”

The sissygasm built slowly, spreading from my prostate outward. Different from the machine-induced release of yesterday’s graduation. This was organic. Emotional. Two sissies sharing pleasure instead of having it extracted.

“Cum with me,” Daisy whispered, grinding her hips in tight circles that made both our prostates sing. “Together. Like the first time.”

I let go.

We came simultaneously. Both cages spurting weak, watery streams that splashed against each other, mixing our cum together. Both holes clenching around the dildo, the contractions pulsing through the silicone so we could feel each other’s orgasms. We screamed together, cried together, shattered together on the bare mattress of the room she was leaving.

After, we lay tangled. The dildo still connecting us, still buried in both our holes. Neither willing to break the bond yet.

“That’s one,” Daisy murmured against my hair.

“One?”

“I want three. Three times before I leave.” She kissed my forehead. “One for memory. One for goodbye. One for hope.”

“Hope?”

“That someday, somewhere, we’ll find each other again.”

She separated us slowly, drawing the dildo out inch by inch. I whimpered as my hole emptied, the nine inches leaving me gaping and bereft.

“On your back,” she said. “Let me fuck you properly.”

She retrieved her strap-on from the toy bag. Six inches, pink, curved just right. She’d used it on me a dozen times over the past weeks. Always gentle. Always loving. Always making me cum so hard I saw stars.

She buckled it on over her cage. Knelt between my spread legs.

“You’re going to be amazing,” she said, pressing the tip against my still-loose hole. “You’re going to be the best sissy this place has ever seen.”

“Because you trained me.”

“No.” She pushed inside in one smooth stroke, my hole accepting her easily. “Because you let yourself be trained. Because you stopped fighting. Because you chose to become who you always were.”

She began to move. Slow thrusts at first, her curved cock dragging across my swollen prostate with each stroke. The sensation was more intense after the dildo, my hole sensitized and eager, clenching around her like it was desperate to keep her inside.

Her pace increased. The strap-on worked my spot with each stroke, the angle perfect, the rhythm building toward something unstoppable. My cage leaked steadily, a constant stream of pre-cum dripping onto my stomach.

“I was so scared when I first got here,” she continued, never breaking rhythm, her C-cups bouncing with each thrust. “Scared that wanting this made me wrong. Broken. Sick.” Thrust. “You know what changed that?”

“What?”

“Seeing other sissies who wanted it too.” Thrust. Her cock ground against my prostate. “Realizing I wasn’t alone.” Thrust. Harder now. “That’s what you’ll give the sissies who come after you, Luna. You’ll show them it’s okay to want this.”

The sissygasm hit without warning, detonating from my prostate outward. My cage spurted three weak jets. My hole clenched around her strap-on in rhythmic pulses. My back arched off the mattress as I screamed her name.

But she didn’t stop.

“Give me another,” she commanded. “Give me everything you have.”

She fucked me harder. Faster. The strap-on pistoning into me with the desperation of departure, the wet sounds of my stretched hole taking her filling the room. I came again within minutes. And again. Dry sissygasms that wracked my body with pure pleasure, my prostate milked empty by her relentless thrusting.

When she finally pulled out, I was sobbing. Not from pain. From the overwhelming intensity of feeling. My hole gaped around nothing, clenching uselessly, missing her already.

“That’s two.” She unbuckled the strap-on. “Now give me something back.”

She handed me the harness.

I understood.

I’d fucked her before, during training sessions. But this was different. This was her asking to receive. To be taken. To be owned one last time before she belonged to someone else.

I buckled on the strap-on. The pink silicone jutted from my caged groin, six inches ready to claim her. I positioned myself above her, watching her spread her legs, offering me her hole.

“Don’t forget me,” she whispered.

“Never.”

I pushed inside.

Daisy moaned as I stretched her open. Her body accepted me easily, years of training having made her hole as welcoming as any sissy’s. I watched her face as I moved. Memorized the way her eyes fluttered closed. The way her lips parted. The way her cage twitched with each of my thrusts, her tiny clitty straining against its clear prison.

“Harder,” she breathed. “Make me remember you.”

I gave her everything. Every technique she’d taught me. Every thrust, every angle, every variation I’d learned in ten weeks of service. I fucked her like it was our last time, because it was. My hips snapped forward with desperate force. The strap-on buried itself to the hilt, ground against her prostate, withdrew and slammed home again.

“Yes… yes… Luna, I’m going to…”

She came. Her cage spurted weak streams that splattered against her stomach. Her hole clenched around my strap-on in rhythmic contractions I could feel through the harness. Her whole body convulsed beneath me, her C-cups bouncing, her face transforming into something holy.

I kept going. Through her orgasm. Through the aftershocks. Fucking her through the waves until she came again, screaming my name into the empty room, her hole milking my strap-on like she was trying to drain me of everything I had.

When I finally pulled out, we were both destroyed. Sweaty. Exhausted. Completely empty. Her hole gaped pink and used. My cage throbbed uselessly, having leaked through both her orgasms without finding release of its own.

“Three,” she said softly.

“Three.”

We lay together one final time. Her head on my chest. My arms around her. The collar she’d given me pressing against both our skins.

“The car will be here in an hour,” she murmured.

“I know.”

“I should shower. Get ready.”

“I know.”

Neither of us moved.

The hour passed too quickly. Showering together. Helping her finish packing. Watching her apply the subtle makeup that Mr. Pemberton preferred. Every moment a goodbye.

Then the message on her tracker: “Transport waiting at main entrance.”

We walked through the Institute together. Other sissies watched us pass. Some nodded. Some wiped their eyes. Daisy had been here three years. Had helped more new arrivals than anyone could count.

At the main entrance, a black Town Car waited. The driver stood by the open door. Through the tinted windows, I couldn’t see Mr. Pemberton, but I knew he was there. Waiting for his new possession.

Daisy turned to me.

“You’re going to be amazing,” she said. The same words she’d repeated all morning. “Better than me.”

“I don’t want to be better than you. I want you to stay.”

“I know.” She kissed my forehead. “But you don’t need me anymore. You know who you are now.”

She pulled back. Looked at me one final time.

“Goodbye, Luna.”

“Goodbye, Daisy.”

She walked toward the car. The driver helped her with her suitcases. She climbed inside.

I watched the door close. Watched the car pull away. Watched until it disappeared around the corner and there was nothing left to watch.

She was gone.

My mentor. My first real connection at the Institute. The woman who’d taught me that wanting this wasn’t wrong.

Gone.

I touched the collar around my neck. The heart charm caught the light.

So you remember that someone chose to put this on you. Someone who thinks you’re extraordinary.

The shame voice tried to speak. Tried to tell me that normal people didn’t mourn mentors from sissy training programs. That normal people didn’t wear collars gifted by departing friends.

But I wasn’t normal.

I was Luna.

And Luna didn’t need anyone but herself.

Daisy had taught me that.

Now I had to believe it.

I turned away from the entrance. Walked back into the Institute. Back to my room. Back to the life I’d chosen.

Daisy was gone.

But what she’d given me remained.

The knowledge that choosing this was okay.

The confidence that I belonged here.

The collar that proved someone had seen me as extraordinary.

I was going to be amazing.

Not because she told me so.

Because she helped me believe it myself.

The goodbye was over.

The becoming continued.

And Luna walked forward alone.


Chapter 26: New Luna

The first night without Daisy felt like learning to breathe with different lungs.

I lay in my room, staring at the ceiling, wearing nothing but my cage and the collar she’d given me. The Institute hummed with its usual evening activity. Clients coming and going. Sissies working their shifts. Life continuing as if nothing had changed.

But everything had changed.

For ten weeks, I’d had a guide. Someone to ask questions. Someone to reassure me that the shame was temporary and the pleasure was real. Now that guide was gone, leaving me to navigate alone.

Not alone, I reminded myself. I still had Miss Voss. Dr. Lyra. Mistress Veronica. The entire structure of the Institute designed to support sissies like me.

But it wasn’t the same.

I got up. Crossed to the mirror.

Stage Two Luna stared back at me. Pink hair, now grown past my shoulders with extensions. Lip gloss applied so automatically I didn’t remember doing it. Feminine brows, courtesy of Bianca’s expert shaping. A body that had served dozens of clients over the past weeks.

And beneath it all, the pink cage. The symbol of everything I’d chosen to become.

“I’m Luna,” I said to my reflection. “I’m a sissy.”

The words came easily now. No voice crack. No shame spiral. Just statement of fact.

“I’m Luna. I’m a sissy. And I’m okay.”

Okay.

Two months ago, I couldn’t have imagined saying that. Couldn’t have imagined standing naked before a mirror, admiring my feminization, feeling anything but self-hatred.

Now here I was. Phase One complete. Graduation assessment passed. Ready for whatever came next.

I touched the collar around my neck. Daisy’s parting gift. The heart charm caught the light, and I remembered her words: So you remember that someone chose to put this on you.

Someone had chosen me.

Miss Voss had chosen to invest in me.

Dr. Lyra had chosen to make me her favorite subject.

Clients chose to request me specifically.

And I had chosen myself.

That was the real transformation, wasn’t it? Not the cage or the hair or the training. The choice. The daily, hourly, moment-by-moment decision to stop fighting and start accepting.

Luke had spent twenty years fighting.

Luna was done fighting.

I retrieved my toy drawer. My personal collection, accumulated over ten weeks: dildos of various sizes, plugs ranging from small to large, the vibrating training plug from Coach Morgan’s gym sessions, and Daisy’s farewell gift: a curved blue wand with a bulbous tip, designed specifically for prostate stimulation.

“Solo celebration,” I said to my reflection. “For the sissy who passed Phase One.”

I selected three items: the blue wand, a medium plug, and my favorite dildo: seven inches, purple silicone, gifted by Daisy during my second week.

The plug went in first. I was loose enough now that medium size required no warm-up. I pressed it against my rim and my hole opened eagerly, swallowing the two inches like a hungry mouth. It settled into place against my walls, the jeweled base nestled between my cheeks, providing that baseline fullness I’d come to crave. The constant pressure on my prostate sent a pleasant hum through my core.

Then I positioned myself on the bed. Legs spread wide. Mirror angled so I could watch myself. Every inch of my feminized body on display: pink hair spilling across the pillow, lip gloss catching the light, cage dangling between smooth thighs.

“You’re beautiful,” I told my reflection. “You’re exactly what you’re supposed to be.”

The blue wand hummed to life in my hand. I pressed it against my cage first, letting the vibration travel through the plastic to the clitty imprisoned within. The sensation was muted but present, enough to make my tiny nub twitch uselessly, a reminder of what I’d sacrificed for this transformation.

Then lower. Along my perineum. Finding that spot from the outside that corresponded to the swollen gland inside. The plug amplified everything, the vibration hitting my prostate from two angles at once.

I moaned. Watched myself moan in the mirror. A pink-haired sissy spread-legged and desperate, pleasuring herself alone in her room. The image made my cage leak.

“Good girl,” I whispered. “Such a good girl.”

The words hit differently when I said them to myself. Not commands from a domme or praise from a client. Permission from Luna to Luna. Acceptance I’d never been able to give myself before.

I set aside the wand. Retrieved the dildo.

The purple silicone was familiar now. I’d ridden it dozens of times, sometimes with Daisy watching, sometimes alone after particularly intense client sessions. It was mine in a way the Institute’s equipment never could be. Seven inches of curved pleasure that knew my body as well as I did.

I positioned myself over it on all fours, watching in the mirror as the tip pressed against my already-plugged entrance.

A moment of adjustment. Reaching back to work the plug free, gasping as it slid out, feeling the brief emptiness that always felt wrong now. My hole gaped slightly, pink and ready, clenching around nothing.

Then I lowered myself onto the dildo. Taking it inch by inch. One. Two. Three. Feeling my walls part around the girth. Four. Five. The curve finding my prostate. Six. Seven. Bottoming out, my ass resting on the base, completely impaled.

“Yes,” I breathed. “Yes.”

I watched myself in the mirror. The way my body looked stuffed full. The way my cage bounced uselessly between my thighs as I began to move. The way my face transformed with each inch of penetration, lips parting, eyes glazing.

This was who I was now.

Not the scared boy hiding in his bedroom, jerking off to fantasies he was ashamed to admit.

Not the closeted crossdresser, stealing moments of authenticity before drowning them in self-hatred.

Luna. Full stop. A sissy who owned her pleasure. Who chose her submission. Who looked at her reflection and saw someone worth celebrating.

I began to ride the dildo.

Slow at first. Finding my rhythm. Rising until only the tip remained inside, then dropping back down, impaling myself on the full seven inches. The curve dragged across my prostate with each descent, sending sparks through my nervous system. My hole gripped the silicone eagerly, reluctant to let it go even for a moment.

“Fuck yourself,” I told my reflection. “Show yourself what a good sissy you are.”

I moved faster. Bouncing on the dildo with increasing desperation. The wet sounds of silicone sliding through my stretched hole filled the quiet room. My cage leaked steadily, a constant stream of pre-cum dripping onto my thighs, onto the sheets, pooling on the silicone base I was grinding against.

The sissygasm built differently when I controlled the pace. Not the overwhelming assault of the graduation machines. Not the guided intensity of client sessions. This was mine. My rhythm. My pleasure. My choice.

I rode harder. Slammed down on the dildo so hard my prostate screamed. Watched my reflection: pink hair bouncing, cage swinging, hole stretched around purple silicone, face contorted with approaching climax.

“Cum for yourself,” I gasped. “You deserve it. You deserve all of this.”

The orgasm washed through me like warm water flooding every nerve.

Not the sharp explosion of previous sissygasms. Something gentler. Deeper. My cage spurted in lazy pulses, four, five, six weak jets of watery cum that landed on my stomach. My hole clenched around the dildo in rhythmic waves, milking the silicone like it was a real cock. My whole body hummed with release that came from inside rather than outside.

I rode through it. Didn’t stop when the first wave crested. Kept bouncing, kept fucking myself on the dildo, kept chasing the pleasure until a second wave hit. Smaller but no less satisfying. My cage spurted once more, then dribbled empty. My prostate throbbed around the toy still buried inside me.

When I finally stilled, the dildo still impaling me, I was crying.

Not from shame. Not from sadness.

From the overwhelming relief of finally, completely, being at peace with who I was.

“I’m Luna,” I said to my reflection. “I’m a sissy. And I’m okay.”

The mirror showed me a pink-haired sissy, flushed and satisfied, dildo still buried in her ass, collar glinting at her throat, tears streaming down her cheeks.

That sissy was beautiful.

That sissy was whole.

That sissy was me.

I cleaned myself slowly. Let the afterglow fade naturally rather than rushing through it. Returned the toys to their drawer. Changed the sheets. Prepared for bed.

Tomorrow would bring new challenges. Phase Two. Body modifications. The next stage of transformation that Dr. Lyra had promised.

But tonight was about celebration.

About acknowledging how far I’d come.

About giving myself permission to be proud.

I lay down in fresh sheets. Let my hand rest on my cage. Felt the familiar weight of it, the constant reminder of what I’d chosen.

The shame voice tried to speak one last time.

Normal people don’t celebrate their submission. Normal people don’t ride dildos alone and call it self-love. Normal people don’t…

“I’m not normal,” I said to the darkness. “I’m Luna. And that’s better.”

The shame voice went silent.

Maybe it was the hypnosis. Maybe it was the weeks of conditioning. Maybe it was simply the accumulated weight of ten weeks of pleasure, ten weeks of service, ten weeks of becoming someone I actually liked.

Whatever it was, the shame felt smaller now. Not gone. Probably never completely gone. But manageable. Quiet. Losing the war it had waged against me for twenty years.

I closed my eyes.

Daisy was gone. But her lessons remained.

Luke was dead. But Luna was alive.

Phase One was complete. Phase Two awaited.

And somewhere in the middle of it all, I had found something I’d spent my whole life searching for.

Peace.

Acceptance.

Home.

I slept.

And dreamed of pink hair and pleasure and the sissy I was still becoming.


Chapter 27: Phase Two Begins

Week eleven started with a summons to Dr. Lyra’s lab.

Not the hypnosis wing. Not the graduation assessment room. A section I’d never seen before, marked with a sign that read: “Modification Suite. Authorized Personnel Only.”

Dr. Lyra was waiting inside, her lab coat buttoned for once, her demeanor more professional than I’d seen before. Behind her, a medical table was set up with surgical precision: sterile drapes, trays of instruments, and most significantly, a row of syringes filled with cloudy white liquid.

“Luna.” She smiled, but it was her professional smile, the one she used for serious procedures. “Welcome to Phase Two.”

“Thank you, Dr. Lyra.”

“Please, sit.” She gestured to the examination table. “We have a lot to discuss before we begin.”

I climbed onto the table. The paper crinkled beneath me, cool against my bare thighs. I’d arrived in the standard sissy uniform, but I suspected I wouldn’t be wearing it for long.

“Phase Two is about body modification,” Dr. Lyra began, retrieving her clipboard. “We’ve spent ten weeks training your mind. Now we train your body to match what your mind already knows.”

“Breasts,” I said. The word had been on my mind since she’d first mentioned it after my graduation.

“Among other things.” She set down her clipboard. “But yes. Breasts are typically the first modification. They’re the most requested, the most impactful, and frankly, the most satisfying for sissies who’ve been waiting for them.”

I’d been waiting for them my whole life.

Even as Luke, lying awake at night, I’d imagined what it would feel like to have breasts. Real tissue on my chest. Weight that moved when I walked. Sensitivity that turned simple touch into pleasure.

“The procedure is injection-based,” Dr. Lyra continued. “Four syringes per side. The solution triggers rapid tissue development over the next forty-eight hours. You’ll experience swelling, tenderness, and heightened sensitivity during the growth period.”

“And after?”

“After, you’ll have A-cup breasts. Small, but real. Tissue that responds to stimulation, that bounces when you move, that marks you visibly as female.”

A-cups. The first step on a journey that could end anywhere.

“What does it cost?”

“Five hundred dollars. Added to your debt.” Dr. Lyra’s smile softened. “But I suspect you’ll find it worth every penny.”

Five hundred dollars. My current debt was around thirty thousand, down from the original thirty-two. Five hundred more seemed like nothing compared to what I’d gain.

“I want them.”

“I thought you might.” Dr. Lyra retrieved the first syringe. “Strip and lie back. We’ll begin immediately.”

I stripped. Folded my clothes on the chair by the door. Lay back on the medical table, my flat chest exposed to the fluorescent lights, my cage resting against my thigh. The paper crinkled beneath my bare skin.

Dr. Lyra approached with the first syringe. The needle glinted, long and thin, filled with that cloudy white solution that would finally give me what I’d dreamed about since I was fourteen.

“You’ll feel a pinch, then warmth as the solution disperses. Try to stay still.”

She positioned the needle at the outer edge of my left chest, just beside the nipple. Pressed it in.

The pinch was sharp but brief. Then the warmth she’d described, spreading through my tissue like honey, seeping into places that had been flat and empty my entire life. The heat radiated outward from the injection site, tingling and alive, my body responding to the foreign substance with something that felt almost like arousal.

“First injection complete.” She retrieved the second syringe. “Three more on this side, then four on the other.”

I watched her work, fascinated by what was happening to my body. Each injection followed the same pattern: the prick of the needle, the pressure of the solution flooding in, then that gorgeous warmth spreading through tissue that was already beginning to change. The second injection went above my nipple, the third below, the fourth near my sternum. By the time she’d finished the left side, I could already feel something happening. A fullness that hadn’t been there before. A weight beginning to gather. My nipple had darkened slightly, the areola puffing.

“Right side now. Same process.”

Four more injections. The warmth spread through my right chest, matching the left. With each one, the tingling intensified. My nipples were hardening, becoming more prominent, more sensitive. I could feel my pulse in them now, a throbbing awareness I’d never experienced before.

When she stepped back, my chest looked no different at first glance, but it felt transformed. The warmth had spread across my entire chest, both sides pulsing with new sensation. If I looked closely, the slightest swelling was already visible, skin pulled taut over tissue that was reorganizing itself.

“The growth will be visible within hours,” Dr. Lyra said, disposing of the syringes. “Full A-cups by tomorrow evening. In the meantime, avoid strenuous activity. Your tissue is restructuring itself.”

“How will I know when it’s done?”

“You’ll know.” She smiled. “The sensitivity peaks when growth stabilizes. You’ll feel everything. The slightest touch will go straight to your cage.”

Feel everything. My nipples were already tingling intensely, swelling as I watched, responding to the solution working through my system. My cage twitched, a line of pre-cum leaking from the tip as my body processed what was happening.

“Is there anything else I should expect?”

“Some sissies experience emotional sensitivity during the growth period. Hormonal fluctuations as your body adjusts. If you feel overwhelmed, that’s normal.” She touched my shoulder. “This is a big change, Luna. Even for someone who wanted it as badly as you.”

I nodded. Already the warmth was spreading beyond my chest, or maybe that was my imagination. My whole body felt different. Anticipatory. On the edge of transformation.

“Rest here for thirty minutes, then you’re free to go. I want to monitor for any adverse reactions before I release you.”

She left me alone with my changing body.

I lay on the medical table, one hand pressed against my chest. Felt for the difference. The flesh was slightly swollen now, puffier than before. The beginning of breasts.

The girl I’d always been, finally visible.

I closed my eyes. Let myself feel everything.

The warmth spreading through my chest. The tingling in my nipples. The subtle weight beginning to form. These were breasts. My breasts. Real tissue that would bounce and sway and respond to touch.

Tears leaked from the corners of my eyes.

Not from shame. Not from pain.

From the overwhelming relief of at last having what I’d dreamed about since I was fourteen years old.

Dr. Lyra returned after thirty minutes, as promised.

“Reactions look normal. You’re cleared for regular activity, but nothing strenuous.” She handed me a small bottle. “Topical cream. Apply it tonight and tomorrow morning. It helps with the tenderness.”

I took the bottle. Dressed slowly, suddenly aware of how my shirt pressed against my chest. The fabric felt different now. More present.

“Luna.”

“Yes, Dr. Lyra?”

“Look in the mirror before you leave.”

I crossed to the full-length mirror by the door. The same mirror I’d looked in dozens of times during lab visits.

But this time was different.

The swelling was already visible. Slight bulges beneath my crop top where there had been nothing before. The faintest suggestion of curves that would only grow more pronounced over the next forty-eight hours.

My hand went to my chest automatically. Pressed against the new tissue. Felt the slight give, the beginning of softness.

“Oh,” I breathed.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” Dr. Lyra stood behind me. “The beginning of something wonderful.”

I couldn’t speak. Just stared at my reflection. At the sissy with pink hair and A-cups beginning to form beneath her shirt.

This was real.

This was happening.

After twenty years of dreaming, of fantasizing, of hating myself for wanting, I was finally becoming her.

“Go rest,” Dr. Lyra said gently. “Tomorrow you’ll see the full results.”

I left the lab in a daze.

Walking through the Institute felt different with the awareness of my changing body. Each step made the new tissue shift slightly. Each breath pressed my shirt against swelling flesh.

Other sissies glanced at me as I passed. A few smiled knowingly. They’d been through this too. They understood.

Back in my room, I stripped again. Stood before my mirror.

The swelling had progressed dramatically in the thirty minutes since I’d left the lab. Clear bulges now, small mounds of flesh pushing outward from my chest, no longer flat. Puffy tissue that would become real breasts by tomorrow evening. My nipples were darker than before, the areolas expanded, the buds themselves standing out like pebbles, swollen and hypersensitive from the changes happening beneath them.

I touched them.

The sensation made me gasp, my knees nearly buckling. Even that slight brush of fingers sent electric sparks shooting from my chest straight to my cage. My nipples had never felt like this before. Never been connected to my arousal so directly. The gentle pressure of my own fingertip was enough to make my clitty twitch and leak.

I pinched, just lightly.

The moan that escaped my throat was high and feminine. Pre-cum dripped from my cage in a steady stream. My nipples had become erogenous zones overnight, wired directly to the pleasure centers of my brain. This was what it felt like to have breasts. To have sensitive flesh that responded to touch with waves of arousal.

“I’m becoming her,” I whispered to my reflection. “Really becoming her.”

The tears came again. I let them fall, even as I kept touching the new mounds on my chest, exploring the changing landscape of my body. Each brush of fingers made my cage leak more.

Twenty years of hiding. Twenty years of hating myself. Twenty years of believing that what I wanted was wrong, sick, impossible.

And now here I was. Pink hair. Caged clitty. Collar from a mentor who believed in me. And breasts beginning to grow on a chest that had been flat for two decades. Breasts that responded to touch. Breasts that would bounce when I walked. Breasts that marked me as female in a way nothing else could.

Luna was real.

Luna was happening.

And the shame voice, for the first time I could remember, had nothing to say.

I lay down on my bed. Pressed both hands against my swelling chest, cupping the new tissue, feeling the warmth still spreading, the flesh still reorganizing, the transformation still progressing under my palms. My nipples throbbed against my fingers. My cage leaked a puddle onto my stomach.

Tomorrow I would wake up with A-cups.

Tomorrow I would see myself in the mirror and finally, finally, recognize the girl who’d been hiding inside me all along.

Tomorrow was the first day of the rest of Luna’s life.

I closed my eyes. Let the changes happen. Let my body become what my mind had always known it should be.

The first phase was over.

The second had just begun.

And somewhere in the space between sleeping and waking, I heard Miss Voss’s voice echo through my memory:

You’re going to be exceptional. We’re going to do great things together.

Exceptional.

The word settled into my changing body like a promise.

A knock at my door jolted me from the edge of sleep.

I pulled on a robe. Opened the door.

Miss Voss stood in the hallway. Her ice-blue eyes swept over me, taking in the robe, the flushed face, the slight bulges visible even through the fabric.

“Dr. Lyra informed me the procedure went well.”

“Yes, Miss Voss.”

“Good.” Her smile was cold and approving. “Phase Two has begun, Luna. Are you ready for everything that comes next?”

I thought of the breasts forming beneath my robe. The hypnosis sessions still changing my brain. The clients who requested me. The graduation I’d aced. The collar around my throat and the cage between my legs and all the thousand small choices that had led me here.

“I’ve been ready my whole life.”

Miss Voss’s smile widened.

“I know you have.” She turned to leave, then paused. “The real work begins now, Luna. Body modifications. Advanced training. Services you haven’t imagined yet.” Her eyes met mine. “But I think you’ll exceed every expectation I have for you.”

She left without waiting for a response.

I closed the door. Leaned against it. Pressed my hands once more to my swelling chest.

The real work begins now.

Fine.

Bring it on.

Luna was ready.

Luna had always been ready.

And nothing, nothing in this world, was going to stop her from becoming exactly what she was meant to be.

I returned to my bed. Closed my eyes.

Tomorrow the breasts would be complete.

Tomorrow the next chapter would begin.

But tonight, Luna rested.

And dreamed of the future she’d finally earned the right to claim.

End of Book 5
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