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Chapter 1: The First Day

“Pink.” That was the first word that slowly flopped into my mind as I opened my eyes. The world, made up of pink and white blobs in bright sunlight slowly began to come into focus.

I was aboard a bus…a large old school bus…and it was full of women dressed in pink.

I blinked and rubbed my eyes.

“Oh! You’re finally awake!” a chipper voice announced.

I turned, and found myself looking into the face of an extremely feminine man in thick makeup. Like everyone else on the bus, he was also wearing a very ridiculous puffy pink dress.

“I-I guess so.” I was all I could manage to say.

My head was too fuzzy for this. What was happening? I looked down and nearly jumped out of my skin. I was wearing a dress too!

I had never seen any dress as silly as the one I was in! Baby-pink and snow-white ruffles and lace covered every inch of the awful garment. And worst of all, the skirt seemed to stick straight out from my body, supported by an extra stiff petticoat.

I grabbed the hem of the dress and pulled it down, attempting to cover up my cock.

“haha! Don’t worry about modesty! You’ve been sleeping with your little clitty cage on full display the whole trip!” laughed the guy next to me.

“Clitty cage?” I asked.

“Y’know, your chastity, silly!”

I lifted the skirt and compressed the billowing petticoat so I could see. Sure enough, a pink plastic ring ran around my (now hairless) genitals, with a tiny 2-inch plastic tube locked onto my penis.

“The fuck?!” I exclaimed, trying to pull it off.

“It won’t budge, I have a similar one.” The sissy next to me said, lifting his dress. I found my curiosity forcing me to look. His chastity cage was made of clear plastic, but the shape was the same as the one locked onto me.

I felt panic rising in me.

“Where are we going? What’s happening? Who are all these people?” I asked fearfully.

“Well my sissy-name is Sprinkles. We’re going to Camp Prissy-stick, the best sissy summer camp in the nation!” He said happily.

“Sissy?" I gasped.

He giggled. "Y'know…for guys that like to prance around, dress cute, and get used like sex toys…guys like you."

"There’s some kind of mistake! I’m not a sissy! I shouldn’t even be here!” I cried.

Another man seated in front of me turned around, the curls of his blonde wig danced as he moved his head. “Ooh, another role-player!” He closed his eyes and placed the back of his hand against his forehead dramatically. “I’m not a sissy either! My girlfriend spanked me for HOURS until I signed up for Camp Prissy-Stick.”

Another voice from the back of the bus called out happily “My wife blackmailed me!”

Voices all over began listing the different ways in which they’d been forced, or coerced to be here.

“No no no! You guys don’t get it! The last thing I remember was watching the game and drinking beer…and now I’m here!”

There was a general silence.

“Weeaak!” yelled the voice from the back of the bus.

“Yeah, you should workshop that a little. Amnesia is pretty basic.” Said the sissy in front of me, then he turned back around.

“It’s true though! Did anyone see me get on the bus?” I asked desperately.

Sprinkles laughed again. “You’re really into method acting, aren’t you? You were the only one on the bus when I was picked up, and you were pretending to be asleep then too."

"I wasn't pretending!" I said angrily. I decided to look out the window for some way of escaping.

The bus was driving slowly on a twisting mountain road, with nothing but pine trees in sight.

My thoughts were going a million miles an hour. I had to get out of here and get some normal clothing, But it didn’t look like there was any civilization anywhere around!

For a brief moment I thought of escaping the bus, then shuddered at the prospect of being alone on a highway in such a revealing and humiliating outfit.

I wanted to stand up and yell about how I wasn’t a sissy, and didn’t belong on this bus with all these weirdos…but how could I ever convince anyone that I was telling the truth when half the people on the bus were fantasizing about being forced into my same predicament. Among all the made-up backstories, mine had even been the least believable!

What was I going to do? I had no money, and no cell phone. I looked down at the infantile dress. Beyond the lace-trimmed hem I could see babyish mary jane shoes and white stockings. If I used a phone at the camp, who would I ever call? I didn't dare let anyone see me dressed like this!

"How long is this summer camp? Surely it's not an actual SUMMER camp? Maybe it's only a day or two?" I asked hopefully.

The sissy next to me sighed. "It's twelve weeks. You know that. Everyone here knows that. It's literally impossible to sign the consent forms without knowing that."

"Forms? I didn't sign anything!" I said.

The sissy in front of me turned around and lowered his voice. "If you think you're going to win the 'biggest brat' or the 'hardest sissy to break' badges, be prepared. There's some real masochists at this camp."

I gulped. "Hardest to break? What kind of place is this?!" I gasped.

"It's the place for people who fantasize about forced feminization and sissy-training. A paradise!"

"But I really don't want any of that!" I insisted.

"You and everyone else here." He said and turned back around.

I shuddered. There had to be a way out of this. I'd talk to whoever managed the camp as soon as we parked!

While my mind raced, Everyone else giggled, laughed, and talked in excited feminine lisps.

After another half an hour, the bus was filled with girly cheers as we passed under the archway to the camp.

The bus pulled up outside a large lodge with a wraparound deck. We weren't the first arrivals. Prissy men in bathing suits, skirts, and onesies skipped, pranced and crawled around.

I was surrounded in a rising tide of pink as all the passengers stood and began filing toward the exit.

As I stood I immediately noticed something new…something terribly wrong. My face went white. Something was in my ass!

I slowly stepped out of my aisle, making sure I was last in line, then discreetly ran a finger between my cheeks.

I felt a large hard circle. Someone had put a butt plug into me!

I waddled out of the bus, fussing and pulling at the tutu-like dress. Pushing down on the front, only made the back push upward and vice versa. Hiding anything was utterly futile!

Despite the pleasantly cool air, I shuddered at the feeling of an open breeze on my ass and genitals, a feeling I had never felt before.

Some camp workers had already started tossing stacking luggage, and a group of sissies were eagerly picking up their suitcases and making heading to their respective cabins.

I carefully made my way to the pile of suitcases. Someone had made sure I ended up at this camp. Had they also packed for me?

I patiently waited as the sissies dispersed, laden with purses, bags, suitcases, and backpacks.

“Buttslut?” Said a counselor to me.

“What?!” I said, shocked at the accusation.

“Buttslut. Looks like this one is yours.” He passed me the last piece of luggage. A large sticker on it’s face simply read ‘Buttslut’ in huge letters.

“N-no, I’m okay.” I said.

“Take it, unless your necklace is a coincidence.” He insisted.

I looked down and noticed a necklace for the first time. ‘buttslut’ in large gold cursive lettering hung from a delicate chain around my neck.

I blushed, and quickly grabbed the case. The baggage tag read ‘Cabin 3: bunk 5’.

“What’s a good girl say?” He asked with a smile.

I swallowed and blushed. “Thanks.”

“Good girl. You run along now.” He chuckled condescendingly.

I turned and hauled the luggage away, my mind flustered and angry. I was not a good girl! I was not a sissy!

I developed a plan. I could put the embarrassing luggage in the cabin, see if there was anything less revealing in it, and then go to the lodge to borrow a phone.

The heavy case required both hands to carry, and I was forced to display both my plug and cage to the world as I heaved it along.

At last I entered the cabin, which was buzzing with conversations and activity. Sissies were everywhere, putting on makeup, changing clothes, and gossiping excitedly about future camp activities.

I threw the suitcase onto the bed, then noticed a large pink dildo on my bunk! My eyes followed it’s shaft to a connecting steel piston, which ended at a fucking machine at the foot of the bed.

I turned and looked around at the other beds. They all had fucking machines mounted to them.

“Well it’s a good thing I’m not spending the night here.” I muttered to myself.

I unzipped the case, took a deep breath, and opened it.

I pawed through the thin pink materials. My heart sank. Lingerie, sheer chiffon, tiny satin skirts, a baggie of cheap jewelry, a pair of sandals, extra short nighties…there was nothing useful at all! It was all just as revealing, if not more so than what I was already wearing! Whatever was long enough to cover my crotch and butt was either crotchless, or transparent!

Fuck. If I called someone to pick me up, they’d see me dressed in this horrendous sissy outfit.

*clang-a-clang-a-clang!*

A dinner bell?

“Thupper!” lisped a sissy next to me.

The sissies began throwing on clothes, and skittering about, anxiously tittering and lisping as they got ready and rushed out the door, leaving me alone in the cabin.

I returned to my baggage. There was no point in changing, it was all equally awful.

My stomach rumbled.

The last thing I could remember eating was a handful of potato chips…and there was no telling how long ago that had been.

“Oh well.” I thought out loud. “Might as well eat while I wait to get picked up.”

I closed the case, and made my way out to the lodge.


Chapter 2: A Night to Remember

I’d expected the standard buffet style setup, but as I rounded the corner of the lodge, I saw something that made my jaw drop.

A long line of sissies waited in front of one entrance marked Above the door hung a sign reading ‘‘Sissies’.

Another entrance only a few feet away had ‘Sissy-babies’ above it, and it had no line at all. Instead overtly feminine men dressed as babies simply waddled inside, their thick diapers forcing their legs apart.

“Jesus, what a bunch of freaks.” I thought, taking my place in line for the ‘Sissies’ doorway.

At least the line went quickly.

As I reached the front of the line I saw what was causing the traffic. Just inside the door each sissy was being bent over a counter, and a key was being pressed into the plug in their ass. A quick turn of the key allowed a camp counselor to pull the object from their bodies, where it joined a pile of similar plugs in a dishwasher.

I blushed and winced at the thought of being bent over by another larger guy so roughly and intimately, but nevertheless, I had to do it.

“Thank you, thir!” Lisped the sissy. His face was flushed. He dipped into a curtsy, and then entered the lodge.

The process, including the curtsey was repeated another three times, and then it was my turn.

My legs shook as I wobbled to the counter.

A strong arm pushed me over the counter. I whimpered miserably as I felt the locking plug be manipulated.

“Oh!” I gasped as the large bulb stretched me to my limit before popping free.

I stood.

“Thanks.” I said, and turned to walk away.

“AAAH!” I screamed as a grip like iron yanked me backward by my long hair.

“So, we have a little brat on our hands, eh?”

I stood before him on my tiptoes, half supported by my hair. Tears of pain welled up in my eyes as he sized me up.

I’d never felt smaller, which was saying something. I’d always been scrawny, and with a height of 5’4, it had never taken much to make me feel little.

With his free hand the counselor roughly gripped my chin. “Now, I’m going to let you go, and you’re going to say thank you like a good sissy, and give me a proper curtsy. Understand?”

I nodded as best as I could.

He dropped me to my feet.

“Th-thank you, sir.” I said, dipping into a curtsy.

“For what?”

“For taking out my butt plug.” I said, studying the floor at my feet. I didn’t think my cheeks had ever been more red, or felt hotter in my life. I could hear the whispers and giggles from the sissies gathered outside. No doubt they all thought I'd been craving a forcefully humiliating scene.

"Good Sissy. Scamper along."

I pulled at the hem of my dress and quickly ran into the lodge.

I looked around wildly for a phone of some kind.

“Well, take a seat, sissy.” Said another camp counselor just inside the door.

“I-I need to make a phone call.” I blurted.

The counselor flashed a smile more reminiscent of a shark than anything friendly.

“Sorry, sissies don’t get phone-access, not without at least a week of perfect behavior. Now, Take A Seat.”

The command made me shiver. I bit my lip and walked to the dining room which was quickly filling with sissies. What kind of place was this? What kind of freaks would subject themselves to being so brutally treated?

I froze in place as I took in the dining setup. Long tables along one side of the hall were complemented with solid immovable benches. mounted at even intervals on the benches were dildos of varying sizes and shapes.

Along the opposite wall sissy-babies were taking their seats in oversized high-chairs, with camp workers preparing to feed them from bowls of blended mush.

Yet another counselor inside the room placed a hand on my back and broke my daze by pushing me gently forward.

In front of each dildo a bowl of oatmeal sat on the table.

I approached a smaller dildo, glanced around the room, and then quickly sat, letting the little cock slip between my thighs.

I smiled. “They can make me sit, but they’re delusional if they think I’m going to ride a dildo.” I thought.

I pulled the bowl closer. It contained a thin oatmeal-like slop. A slimy white opaque film coated the top of the meal.

I smelled it tentatively.

It was…musky.

I recognized the smell and nearly gagged. Surely they didn’t expect me to eat this?! It smelled like my room when I’d been a teenager!

I looked around. Nobody else was eating. Instead they were all looking at a small stage near the front of the room. In the center of the stage, where a preacher might put a pulpit, stood a large wooden pillory.

Once every seat had been filled, A woman dressed head to toe in black latex entered the room.

The room erupted into cheers, squeals, clapping, and stomping. Whoever this lady was, the sissies seemed to respect her greatly.

She stepped onto the stage, and stood behind the pillory.

She cleared her throat and the room instantly went quiet.

“First Off, I’m Administrator Lindsey, and Welcome to Camp Prissy-Stick!” She announced.

The room erupted into claps and falsetto cheers.

“First thing’s first!” She exclaimed, motioning everyone into silence again.

“I’m aware that we have some returning brats, and some that fantasize of punishments and forced feminization. True to what you wish…there is a zero disobedience policy here. Any resistance will be met with severe punishments.”

She paused and let this sink in.

“I trust all the good sissies are nice and full of their dildos right now. All brats not enjoying the nice stretch of a rubber cock are advised to rectify this issue now. Failure to comply will earn you a class four spanking!”

There were mutters, gasps, and whispers. Half of the people seated rose, then slowly lowered themselves again onto the dildos. I overheard a sissy next to me say “Wow! it rarely starts that severe!”

I gulped. I began to grow nervous. What was a class four spanking? Would they really find that I wasn’t sitting properly on the little cock between my thighs?

“Those are my good campers. But I know that a class four is hardly severe enough for some of you diehard rebels. Let’s raise the stakes to a class three!”

The room was mostly quiet except for a few shocked gasps. I looked about the room. Approximately a dozen pink-clad brats stood, and lowered themselves properly onto their dildos.

“Good girlies!” She exclaimed “But one of you still isn’t sitting properly! Could it be that they want…a class two spanking?”

I felt a cold sweat forming. Did she know? A voice in the back of my head started screaming that I should just slide the dildo into myself, but my legs wouldn’t move. I just couldn’t bring myself to stand and sit on a dildo with hundreds of eyes watching me.

“Well then, SIssy! Come on up and get your class two!”

I looked around desperately. “please be talking about someone else!” I thought.

The next thing I knew, strong hands were lifting me roughly off the bench by my armpits.

“Hey! Please! I didn’t know! I’ll sit on it!” I begged as two counselors carried me by the arms to the stage.

I kicked and yelled, my pink girly shoes flailing in the empty air.

“I’m not a sissy! This is a mistake! I didn’t sign up for this! I hadn’t even heard of this fucking camp! Let me go!”

They placed me, back to the room and one of them pushed me, bending me over toward the pillory, which Lindsey opened.

“Stop it! Please!” I begged. “I’m not supposed to be here!”

Another rough shove and my neck was resting on the wooden half. Lindsey grabbed my hands, and with the help of the other two counselors, they too were forced into position.

I felt the wooden top half of the pillory come into contact with the back of my neck and tops of my wrists.

*click*

“Let me go! Get this thing the fuck off me!” I screamed as I flailed and kicked impotently. I needed to get out of here! I didn’t even care that my ass and balls were fully on display to the rest of the room and perfectly framed by my bouncing petticoat.

“Uh oh! This is quite the brat!” exclaimed Lindsey to the room. “I counted two naughty words!”

A counselor handed her a large black cock, which hung from a network of leather straps. It glistened and dripped with soapy bubbles.

“So, I have no choice but to clean this slut’s mouth out personally while she gets her spanking!” She said.

“Nooo! Pleease!” I begged miserably as she stepped into the straps and tightened the cock against her crotch.

“Open or your spanking goes to a class one!” She said, positioning the tip against my lips.

No matter what, I was going to get skull fucked and spanked. There wasn’t any point in getting a worse punishment.

I parted my lips and grimaced as the slick cock pushed into my accepting mouth.

“So! We’ve found this little slut’s limits!” She giggled.

The whole room laughed with her. I could almost feel the erotically masochistic anticipation they all felt. If it weren’t for their cages, I was certain they’d all be jerking off over my situation.

“First we start with the proper paddle for this class of punishment!”

She held up a long paddle.

I tried to scream for forgiveness, but all I that came escaped around the strapon was a muffled gurgle.

It was nearly four feet long, and made of thick, stiff, and above all heavy rubber. Despite it’s length, it was only four inches wide. This, compared to the holes bored through it guaranteed brutally fast swings.

She handed it to a counselor who looked like he was rarely spotted outside of a gym. His arms alone were thicker than my thighs!

He smiled at me, and then walked behind me and out of my view.

The strap moved slowly in and out of my mouth, filling my nose and mouth with awful soapy suds.

“Focus on the cock, slut. It’ll help with your punishment.” She advised quietly.

SMACK!

"AAAAIIIIGH!" The kinetic energy of the blow lifted my feet off the ground! even with a strap-on in my mouth, my scream was loud enough to reverberate through the hall.

SMACK!

"Gklgh!"

Simultaneously to the second impact, Lindsey drove her cock all the way down my throat silencing me nearly completely as I writhed and kicked futilely against the wood of the pillory. I coughed and gagged, but she continued her assault.

SMACK!

Searing pain filled my mind and my vision went blurry with tears. I needed to breathe! I couldn't tell if she was fucking my throat for sadistic pleasure, or out of kindness to distract me. All I could do was desperately gulp down the small bits of air I could get around the rubber cock head pushing in and out of my throat.

SMACK!

My rational mind was gone. All that remained was the flight impulse of my fight or flight reflex. I squealed, cried, and screamed as well as I could, I danced and jumped from the pain my cheeks were suffering.

SMACK!

I'd never experienced pain like this in my life! I could already picture the thick blue lines of the paddle outlined against beet-red cheeks.

SMACK!

Lindsey was continuing her welcome speech, discussing camp values, goals, and rules. I wished I could pay attention to her, especially since everyone but me already knew everything about this camp!

by the tench spanking I was bawling and wailing like a baby. Tears and snot covered my face, and dripped into a puddle on the floor.

At some point I lost count of the spanks.

Eventually any form of resistance or struggle had been paddled out of me. I dangled from the pillory and softly sobbed as the punishment continued. If not for the pillory's support, I'd be lying on the ground.

“Now, back to our camp’s newest rebel…” Lindsey said, turning her attention back to me.

The cock left my limp mouth with a slurp. The soapy flavor had worn off long ago.

The pillory clicked open, and I slumped onto my knees.

my upper thighs and cheeks felt like they’d been burned off.

“Since this little buttslut can’t sit, go get her bowl. She can have her slop with some extra sausage.” LIndsey said.

I heard some light giggling.

the large counselor reappeared, and knelt in front of me. he unzipped and my eyes went wide as his large uncut cock flopped out from behind his fly. It was already semi-hard and at least six inches long.

He held up my bowl of cum-covered mush, and let his cock fall into my food.

“Eat. No hands.” He said.

Unable to even consider the prospect of another spanking, I crawled forward and lowered my face into the mush, pressing my face against his long hardening shaft as I forced myself to fill my mouth and stomach with the slimy cold mush while my shoulders heaved with my sobbing.

Eating around the cock was difficult, and soon my face, was as covered with jizz and oatmeal as the penis I had been rubbing my face and lips against.

“Now clean me up.” He ordered.

I whimpered and began licking and slurping along his dick. He moaned quietly in response.

A hand on the back of my head pulled me forward, spearing my badly abused throat.

“That’s it, slut. Have some extra cream with your oats.” He said, as he used my throat as a glorified fleshlight.

“Mmmmm!” I sobbed as my mouth filled with hot, slimy jizz.

“What a little crybaby!” exclaimed Lindsey. “Could it be that you bit off more than you could chew? Oh well…now you know how important it is to be a good girl here at Camp Prissy-Stick!”

She ran a finger around my necklace and inspected the ‘Buttslut’ pendant.

“Well…since you claim to be such an expert, we'll just have to increase the size of her bunk-buddy.”

She turned back to the assembly.

"How many of you got all drippy watching this slut get her comeuppance?"

Nearly every hand went up.

"Since I believe good sissies should clean up their messes…Buttslut will be on her knees by the exit, enthusiastically sucking clitty cages clean."

Giggles and clapping filled the room as the massive counselor dragged me by my dress collar to the exit.

"You suck 'em, I'll stuff 'em." He said.

I, utterly defeated, just sniffed and nodded.

From the dining room I heard the speech conclude. This was followed by a wave of pink sissies eagerly flowing from the doorway.

The first of many bent over me for his plug, placing one hand on the wall for balance, while the other pushed my head against his still-dripping chastity cage.

"Lick my clitty-thlit nithe an' clean!" He lisped as the full easily entered my mouth.

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Lindsey watching.

"Mmm!" I moaned enthusiastically, doing my best to hide the sudden revulsion I felt as the buttplug entered the sissy, followed by a little dribble of precum into my mouth.

Lindsey approached and watched me suck and lick a few more sissies clean.

"Are you enjoying yourself like a good whore?" She asked.

"Mgh!" I did my best to smile and nod as I slurped on a pink plastic chastity tube. For good measure I also licked the balls, cleaning him thoroughly.

The cage popped from my mouth and the sissy gave the standard nod and curtsey before skipping away.

Lindsey used a finger under my chin to direct my gaze to meet hers.

"You really love this? You wouldn't be lying to me, would you?"

She was daring me. I could see it in her eyes. Any admission of disgust would lead to more punishment.

"Yes, I love it, Miss Lindsey!" I said, forcing a weak smile.

Lindsey turned her attention to the counselor.

"Looks like this sissy has found a new vocation! See that the slot is here after every meal."

"Sure thing." He said

Lindsey turned and began to leave, but stopped in the doorway.

"And fix that damned lisp first thing in the morning."

And then she stepped out into the night.

I moaned miserably as the next sissy took his position and I wrapped my lips around his cage.

I couldn’t tell which was worse. The longer metal cages with a lot of gaps felt like I was sucking a small dick, and the sissies always squealed and moaned with glee when I cleaned them.

The enclosed plastic cages didn’t feel as phallic, but they accumulated so much precum and retained so much flavor! It was the same flavor as the open metal cages, but so much stronger and concentrated.

I’d lost count of how many caged penises I’d sucked clean, but it felt like hundreds. My jaw ached. My knees were sore. My brutalized butt still felt like it was on fire.

The counselor motioned for me to stand and turn around, which I did.

Just like all the actual sissies, I bent over and placed a hand against the wall.

I whimpered and braced myself as I felt the tip of the plug against my tired hole.

“Relax, Buttslut.”

“Please, my name’s -AAH!”

With a single fluid motion The plug was pushed into me, just like everyone else's had been. Unlike all the other sissies, however, My tight ring had only ever been used once, and it had already fully recovered from the plug.

My legs shook and I nearly fell to the ground as I gripped my cheeks and danced from one foot to the other.

“Well, I can see that ‘Buttslut’ is an exaggeration!” He laughed. “Run along to your bunk!”

I barely remembered the required curtsy and thanks, which I performed clumsily while he smiled at me.

I turned, and began hurriedly walking away, My departure was accelerated by a strong slap on my bruised ass that made me yelp, much to the counselor’s amusement.

I know it’s silly but as my tutu bobbed and bounced around me, I still pulled at it to try and hide my cage and battered butt from the world.

A long line of sissies stretched in front of each cabin. SImilarly to the lodge, each sissy was being bent over to have their plug removed before being allowed entry.

I  took my place in line and cringed at how well I fit in with the long line of effeminate weirdos.

I blushed a deep crimson as I bent over the railing, exposing my anatomy to a beautiful woman in the standard camp counselor uniform.

“Well well well…someone was certainly very naughty! What did you do to deserve such a paddling?” She asked, as she unlocked the plug.

“I-I didn’t sit on the dildo at dinner.” I said sheepishly.

“Silly gurl! now you know we decide what goes in-” She pushed hard on the plug hard, making me gasp, “And what comes out-” She yanked it out hard, making me scream “Of your little sissy pussy?”

She put a hand on my shoulder and turned me around.

“Tell me, what did you learn?”

I sniffed and tears ran down my cheeks, now as pink as my horrible outfit.

“You decide what goes in and out of my sissy pussy.” I sniffled miserably.

“Good gurl. Go lay on your bunk.”

“Thank you, Miss.” I said, giving the customary curtsy.

I approached the bunk. True to Lindsey’s command the latex cock on my  bunk’s fucking machine had been upgraded to a monstrous eight-inch cock. Like every other machine-mounted dildo it had been lubed and glistened in the dim light of the cabin.

I gulped and tentatively laid on the bunk, face down to save my sore cheeks from touching the sheets. Even with my head touching the wall, I could feel the tip of the dildo between my legs, resting on my balls and pressing against my taint.

One by one the bunks filled with the sissies who seemed eager to receive their mechanized fucking.

Once everyone was in position the counselor began walking up and down the lines of bunks, I heard the barely audible pumping of a quiet piston, and some light moaning. Then a gasp followed by another sissy whimpering.

one by one the cabin filled with moans, sighs, squeals, gasps, and whimpers.

“Flip,” She told me.

I rolled over, wincing as the sheets rubbed against my spanked backside.

She rolled a condom over my cage, lined the dildo up with my hole, and pressed a button on the machine.

I didn’t mean to sound like a girl, but I couldn’t help but squeal and as the large bulbous head pushed into me. I gripped the mattress and kicked my legs as inch after inch snaked into me. I felt like I was being split in two!

“Oh stop your whining. Maybe you belong in one of the baby cabins, you big wuss.”

That did it, I gritted my teeth and struggled to focus on something besides the painful stretching sensation.

“There, that’s a big sissy gurl!” She said, and patted me on the head before moving down the line.

Once the last sissy was being fucked, the light was turned off, and I was left alone, moaning and writhing like every other slut-in-training.

“Oh!” I exclaimed as I felt my cage tighten painfully.

I couldn’t believe that I was getting erect from this humiliating fucking!

A pressure built inside of me, building with every thrust pumping into me. My poor balls, pulled taut by the chastity cage, ached as my penis throbbed and pulsed against its tight plastic prison.

The pressure built, escalating and growing slowly. It felt almost like I had to pee, but not from my bladder.

I felt a helpless dribble escape from my body and gather into the condom.

“I don’t like this! I’m not a sissy!” I yelled inside my head as I began to drip and dribble jizz into the condom.

There was no way I could sleep like this!

I lay there for what felt like hours, the moaning and writhing in the surrounding bunks quieted and became replaced by tired panting.

I realized that I was also panting as well and winced. Anyone walking into the cabin with no context would see dozens of sissies dribbling loads of cum as they savored a nice long nightly fucking.

Hour after hour ticked by. I felt the half-full condom’s weight against my thigh. It felt about half-full of my prostate milk.

I couldn’t take this anymore, it felt like my balls were going to come off! This might be erotic and fun for all these other freaks, but not for me!

I carefully tugged and pulled at the chastity cage in the darkness. I moved slowly and quietly.

If I could just get the cage off for an hour or two, I could take a nap and then get it back on before the morning light revealed my transgression.

I explored every bit of the device. Through touch alone I eventually found that I could slowly and carefully pull my penis out of the back of the tube and ring!

Finally my penis sprang free! The cage, still attached to my balls, fell away.

I sighed with relief.

Now the next part of my plan. I slipped the condom off of the cage, and popped it over the head of my dick.

Now my condom would be just as full as any of the other sissy’s in the morning.

I stretched out in bed. The fucking machine didn’t hurt anymore, and with the cage off, I could finally close my eyes and feel some level of relaxation.

I closed my eyes.

“I just need to rest them for a few minutes. Then I’ll put the cage back on and nobody will be the wiser.” I thought.


Chapter 3: Consequences

I opened my eyes. Pink blurs stood around me, illuminated by the light of midmorning.

I rubbed my eyes and looked around me at the room full of sissies all looking at me.

I felt a rising panic as I ran my hands down to my cock. I had forgotten to slip back in! I fumbled for the cage and began trying to force my erect cock into the tube. I might as well have been trying to fit a subway train into a pringle can.

“Please! Don’t tell anyone!” I begged desperately to the audience in general.

Of course they’d tell. These people’s entire kink involved being punished into being perfect sissies. As far as they were concerned I’d slipped out of my cage on purpose just for a kinky punishment!

The pink sea parted before the female counselor who had unplugged me last night.

“Please! It was an accident! I don’t know what happened!” I lied in wild abandon.

She just smirked and pressed a button on the fucking machine.

“Ah!” I exclaimed as it rammed deep inside me and stopped, holding me in place between it’s flared base and the wall beyond my head.

“Well, I see that spanking wasn’t enough! We have an actual rebel here! Really trying to see how bad you can get it, huh?”

“No! I know you’ve heard it before, but I'm really not supposed to be here! I’d never heard of this camp before yesterday!” I cried.

She smiled and knelt by the bed. She reached under the mattress, and I felt some pressure around my right ankle, she did the same to my right wrist.

She was restraining me to the bed!

I pulled against the two restraints, to no avail. The counselor then moved to the other side of the bed and firmly restrained my

other limbs.

I felt the condom slip from my penis.

“Now, I want you to open wide, or another class two spanking is in your future.” She said calmly, holding the bulging condom between two fingers.

I’d already eaten two loads of cum and hundreds of sissy’s drippings last night. What was the point in resisting at this point?

I whimpered and opened my mouth as she poured the contents into my mouth. For the first time in my life I tasted my own cum and precum.

“Don’t swallow or you’ll get a class ONE spanking.”

“mm-hmm” I said, nodding.

She walked across the room and retrieved a black case from a cupboard. all the sissies gasped and I nearly swallowed the salty slime out of fear. If whatever she had scared them…then I definitely wasn’t going to like it.

She opened the case, and I felt something cold against the tip of my penis.

“mm?” I said.

“Brace yourself.”

I squealed and kicked and pulled, writhing in my restraints as a sharp pain shot from the tip of my penis and rocked my body. I tried not to, but swallowed the mouthful of my jizz.

The pain faded as quickly as it came, and settled into a dull ache.

It stung slightly as she removed some pink gauze and wrapped it around my penis.

“There you go! A nice prince albert piercing to help you be good! A lock or cage through that and you’ll have no choice but to be a good gurl! Doesn’t that make you happy?” She asked brightly.

“Y-yes miss. Thank you.” I said, fighting back sobs.

“It’s okay that you swallowed. I just didn’t want you to scream too much.”

She reached into the case and pulled out a strap with a ring in the middle of it.

“Now it’s time to fix your other problem.” She said while forcing the ring into my mouth.

My jaw ached. it was being held so wide!

“Now…”

I struggled against the straps as a pair of pliers gripped my tongue and forcefully pulled it out of my mouth.

“Uuuunguuluh!” I yelled as her other hand held up a piercing gun.

*snap!*

“AUUUUH!”

she fed a pink piece of jewelry through my new tongue piercing, before releasing it from the inescapable grip of the pliers.

I could feel the large pink plastic bead sitting on the tip of my tongue. It felt so strange and foreign in my mouth.

“So…Sissies! Since Buttslut here can’t behave enough to attend breakfast or suck your cages clean after you eat, I think it’s only fair that we feed him the drippings from last night, yes?”

The sissies tittered and giggled as each of them reached under the folds of their dresses and removed the condoms full of 8 hours of milking.

“UUUH!” I screamed through the ring gag. “UUUGghghgh!”

Condom after condom tipped into my waiting mouth as two dozen sissies giggled and watched me struggle.

The ring gag made swallowing difficult, and I had to struggle to down every batch of awful musky slime. Once the last load had been deposited his load into my mouth and the donor had skipped away, the fucking machine was restarted and I was left alone with the counselor; Restrained, pierced, gagged, and so full of cum that my stomach hurt.

Now finished with what would be my breakfast for the day, the counselor undid the gag and removed it.

“Now, let’s see about that lisp. Repeat after me. Sally sells seashells by the seashore.”

“Thally thellth theathellth by the theathore.” I lisped uncontrollably.

“See? Isn’t that better?”

I nodded. “Yeth, mith, thankyou.” I’d do and say whatever she wanted to let me out of my restraints.

“Since you can’t be trusted, You’ll remain like this for a few hours. You’re officially grounded to this bed.”

She stood, then looked down at me critically, pursing her lips.

“You’re still missing something…Oh! I know!” She lifted the piercing gun to one earlobe, then the other.

*snap!*

*snap!*

“What sissy doesn’t love cute heart-shaped studs?” She said as she slipped the new jewelry through my new ear-piericings.

“Th-thankth.” I said lowly.

“No problem at all, Buttslut! Have fun!”

And then she was gone.

I struggled against my restraints, but they may as well have been made of titanium. Once I’d tired myself out, I lay there panting. Outside I could hear birds chirping and laughter and giggles from sissies playing and talking. Further off, I could hear bawling and smacking as a distant troublemaker was firmly paddled.

I had to get out of here…somehow!

“As soon as I’m untied I’ll sneak away! I’ll run to the main road and hitchhike! I don’t care how I’m dressed!” I thought.

I was so lost in my plans and angry thoughts that I didn’t notice the silhouette appear in the doorway.

The ‘click-click’ of her heels startled me. I watched in fear as she stepped from the doorway.

Last night had taught me why all the sissies seemed to respect and fear her. Even now my bruised and pink cheeks ached, and probably would for days.

She looked other-worldly. Everything at this camp was reminiscent of a summer camp, except her. She wore high-heeled boots that laced all the way up to her thighs. A black latex bodysuit with various D-rings and decorative chans clung tightly to her body. Everything about her screamed ‘hardcore dominatrix’ which flew in the face of the soft pink aesthetic everything else in the camp had.

She ran a fingernail up my leg and circled my penis. Against my wishes, I felt my gauze-wrapped penis pulse.

“I-” I was cut off by a finger being pressed against my lips.

She looked down at me and smiled. It was an oddly happy smile, like she was genuinely happy to see me. I shuddered. There was no way her smile meant anything good for me.

“So, we have a little escape artist who breaks the camp’s most important rules. I can’t tell you how happy that makes me.”

Her finger rested against my lips. I didn’t dare try to explain or lie.

“Most years we get a bunch of pansies that just want to roleplay as rebels. They get one really hard spanking and they fold and act like little cocksucking sluts for the rest of the summer. It’s so…boring really.”

Her other hand began stroking my cheek.

“Most sissies want to be sissies, they just need a firm hand to let them rationalize their desires and be set free. I thought you were the same. Another wannabe rebel that would be cowed after one good bit of discipline.”

she gripped my cheeks face firmly and stared straight into my eyes.

“But not you. You get off on the force, the manipulation, your pride and machismo demand that you be dominated and tightly controlled every step of the way.”

“No! I-” Her hand squeezed my cheeks so hard it hurt, forcing me into silence.

“Quiet! You’re to be congratulated, slut, you have won my full attention. a rare achievement.”

She chuckled. “Even now, pierced all over, spanked, restrained, and being fucked, you try to insist you aren’t a sissy.”

She placed a manilla envelope on my chest, and undid the restraints on my right wrist.

“I’ll have a counselor come get you soon for the first stage of your training. I think we’ll start at the beginning.”

Then she left.

As soon as the echoing of her heels faded, I jumped into action. I used my free hand to undo my left wrist, and then my legs.

I slowly inched away from the fucking machine until it popped from my aching anus.

I sat up on the bed.

This was my chance! I could simply run away now!

I turned my eyes to the envelope. What had she wanted me to read?

I opened it and removed a bundle of papers. The title on the first page made my heart stop.

Change of Name Application

It was already filled in with my address, full name, and social security number! How had Lindsey gotten any of that information?!?

It was a low quality scan. No doubt the originals were being kept safe somewhere.

I flipped through the pages. There was a social security card application, a passport application, complete with a photoshopped picture of me dressed like a baby girl with my hair in pigtails. Behind that was a drivers license application.

Every form even had my signature on them already!

Behind that was a page that was just a scan of all the checks needed to pay all of the necessary fees.

The only field that wasn’t filled out on any form was the new name. This was a blackmail threat...an effective blackmail threat.

The final page was a collage of photos. One showed me on the bus, surrounded by flamboyant sissies, another showed me bent over locked into the pillory, my cage and ass on display as I received the spanking in the middle of the dining room's stage.

The last photo was from last night, and showed me laying unrestrained in bed with the fucking machine fully visible beneath my locked cock, framed perfectly by my petticoats.

Under the photos was a list of emails and phone numbers. I recognized my mom’s number, my best friend’s email…I didn’t know all the other numbers, but I could probably assume that they were a collection of friends, family, and acquaintances that had been skimmed from my cell phone.

There was writing on the back of this page.

I turned it over.

At the top of the page was the address ‘For Sissies that Escape’.

Below was just a list of insults. Then I realized. These insults would become my first, middle, or last names if I ever went missing from this awful place.

I read through them all over and over;  Pamperhumper, Dribbleclit, Jizzslurp, Babydick, Pansy Wee, Dickholster, Pussymouth, and many more ranging from ‘cute’ to ‘insulting’.

I felt like I was sinking into quicksand. Lindsey held all the cards. I couldn’t run away. If I did, she’d make sure everyone I knew and everyone I would ever meet would know me as an object of ridicule.

Tears welled up as I forced myself to slowly lay back on my bunk. Against every instinct and voice in my head, I scooted down, moaning slightly as the rubber cock entered me again and began pressing against my prostate.

I began crying softly as I waited for a counselor to come get me. There would be no escape. I was stuck here for the entire summer.


Chapter 4: Punished

I didn’t have to wait long until a nurse in a nurse’s uniform turned off the fucking machine.

The nurse’s uniform was bright pink, and made of a latex that clung to every feature of her beautiful body.

I blushed as she smirked, looking at my exposed cock, erect and throbbing from the thorough prostate stimulation I’d been feeling nearly nonstop since last night.

Once the dildo had been fully retracted, she removed the bandage around the head of my penis. It didn’t hurt, but I whimpered as her delicate fingers carefully caressed the tip.

“See? no blood already! It’ll just be kinda sore and stingy for a while.”

I found myself unable to speak in her presence. I

She removed a thin line of string from her pocket and tied it to the ring through my penis. Just the weight of the string made me feel sore.

“Well, cutie, let’s get you to the punishment cabin!” She said.

She stood and began walking.

I quickly stood and began to follow, being sure to keep the string slack. I didn’t dare do anything that would risk a tug. Even with the string slack every step sent a dull aching pain through my body.

My thoughts raced. A punishment cabin? Why would they need a cabin for that? Nobody seemed to care about public spankings or humiliations. What horrible instruments of torture needed to be housed in a separate building?

for a millisecond I considered grabbing the string from the dainty woman leading me and doing my best to run from the camp.

She led me to what looked like a tiny one-room cottage. unlike the rather plain buildings on the rest of the camp, this building was highly decorated with lattices and intricate victorian-style woodwork. From the exterior it looked more like a Barbie themed dreamhouse than an intimidating cabin.

As we approached the front door I noticed the door had an access keypad instead of a standard lock.

She punched in a code, and the door opened automatically to the whining sound of electronic motors. The door moved slowly and looked extremely heavy despite the appearance of being a standard front door.

She entered, pulling me along by the string.

The door closed automatically behind us. the clicking of a heavy locking mechanism and presence of a second keypad ensured that I wouldn’t be leaving this room without permission.

Inside was a single room. At first I thought it was a standard baby nursery, but one by one little differences caught my attention.

A series of paddles, floggers, whips, and crops hung along one wall, and a glass display case featured a selection of plugs and dildos.

In the top of every corner there were opaque black domes that housed monitoring cameras. Every movement in this room would be captured from multiple angles.

She led me to a changing mat and pointed at it.

“Well, lay down!”

I looked at the vinyl baby-print mat. I felt like it was staring back at me, like some kind of predator. I felt like I was being trapped. If I subjected myself to being diapered, it would only be the beginning of the many awful moments this awful place had in store for me.

I looked from it back to the nurse.

“I promith that I’ll be good! I won’t ethcape from my cage again!” I begged. “Just let me go back to the normal bunk!”

She just smiled and gave the string a gentle tug.

“OW!”

“Now lay on the mat. Linsey thinks you should start at the beginning, and I happen to agree with her.”

I lowered myself to the matt, and felt the cold plastic against my bare cheeks.

“Wait there and don’t move.” She ordered, as if there were anything else I could do at the moment.

I sat there for a few minutes while she opened drawers and gathered supplies.

“Now, because your new piercing is too tender for a standard cage, we’ll be using this:” She held up a metal ring, along the inside of the ring were a series of spikes. Attached to the metal ring was a soft rubber ring. 

“Fuck! Pleathe don’t-”

She interrupted me by jamming a penis-shaped pacifier into my mouth, the long shaft was just long enough to tickle the back of my throat and make me cough.

“That’s enough of your bawling and whining!” She said with a smile.

I felt the metal ring slide over my flaccid shaft. “The spikes arn’t sharp enough to draw blood, but they’ll definitely hurt.”

I felt the rubber ring slip over my balls.

“And that will keep it from falling off!” She said with a smile.

“And this will keep you a good little girl.” She held up what looked like a tiny collar, with a plastic box attached to it. She wrapped it around my balls and penis and pulled it tight.

“Any movements you make that don’t align with your new station will result in a nasty shock for you!”

I moaned and swallowed, cringing as I accidentally sucked on the rubber penis filling my mouth.

She motioned for me to raise my butt. As I lifted up she slid a humongous disposable diaper under me.

I nearly cried in shame as I slowly lowered myself onto the crinkly soft folds of the first diaper I’d worn since infancy.

“There we go!” She said happily as she poured a ridiculous amount of scented baby powder all over my crotch. The air of the room became thick with the babyish scent.

She unceremoniously pulled the front of the diaper between my legs and taped it securely around my waist and legs.

I wanted to kick my legs and scream in frustration and disgrace, but I thought better of it. I already looked ridiculous enough without throwing a childish temper tantrum.

“Now for some added security.”

Security?! I was locked in a bunker, and under surveillance! How could I have MORE security!?

With a loud rustling she held up a massive pair of frilled underwear. lace and ruffles dripped from every square inch of it’s awful satin surface.

She snaked it up my legs and looked at me to raise my butt, to allow the awful diaper cover to cover my crotch.

I looked at her indignantly. I wouldn’t allow this!

She smiled and looked at one of the cameras.

“AAUUGH!” Electric pain shot through my body. My entire crotch was wreathed in a pain that slowly faded to a stinging numbness.

“Let’s try that again.” She said calmly.

I choked back a sob and lifted my butt, allowing the awful rubber-lined underwear cover me, tightly lying around my waist and thighs.

“Now the most important part.”

She tugged the waist tight, and i heard the click of a padlock. I whimpered as she smiled and tugged at the legs, adjusting it’s position on my body.

Then she added some booties to my feet. small padlocks locked onto them in a similar fashion.

“You’ll find that these training booties won’t allow you to stand. The spikes in the soles will ensure you crawl along like a good sissy-baby.” She said matter-of-factly.

All I could do was moan at the loss of my ability to walk.

Then she slipped some mittens onto my hands. I didn’t dare resist as my hands became forced into useless, padded balls. Once again, the click of padlocks on my wrist ensured that I wouldn’t be able to do anything but bat uselessly at objects.

She giggled and patted my bulky padded crotch.

“All done! We’ll make a sissy out of you yet!” She said.

I spat out the pacifier.

“You don’t have to do any of thith! I have to obey you anyway!” yelled angrily.

“Oh? And why is that?” She asked.

“The- the paperth!” I looked at the cameras and lowered my voice. “If I try to escape you’ll legally change my name!” I said.

“What?” She said, looking genuinely confused.

“The pathport and name change paperwork! You know! The ones you’ll fill out and send if I try to escape!”

“Those?!” She laughed. Then she  laughed harder. She laughed until she almost cried.

Now I was the confused one. I didn’t find this funny.

She looked at me. “No way you’re that stupid, right? You’re pulling my leg, right?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“We shipped those out this morning!” She said with a giggle, wiping a tear from her eye.

“B-BUT-BUT it thaid it wath for if I ethcaped!” I gasped.

“Yeah, what do you think getting out of your cage is called, stupid?” She laughed again.

“But-but- I thought…”

“You think all the other sissies religiously stay caged because they like it?!”

All of a sudden it made sense. The envelope wasn’t a threat. It was a notification. Once again everyone but me had known a basic camp rule…and my breaking it had simply been taken as a sign that I wanted to roleplay more forcefully.

Fuck! I’d obediently laid in my bunk getting fucked by that stupid machine when I should have been springing for the mainroad to escape this hellhole! I could have been miles away by now! Instead I was utterly trapped in this high-security bunker. 

I felt like I was going to hyperventilate. This couldn’t be happening, this was all just a bad dream!

“W-what name did they write?” I asked in a shocked whisper.

She laughed again. “Oh man! It’s SO good! Say goodbye to anyone taking you seriously EVER again!”

“What is it?!” I asked anxiously.

“Mmm. Sorry. You didn’t say the magic word.”

She moved to the door and punched in the keypad.

“Wait! Please! What name did Lindsey put!” I begged desperately.

She just giggled and walked out the door.

I rolled over and began crawling toward the closing door, the bulk between my legs hampering any ability at speed or grace.

The instant I got within a few feet of the door, an electric shock stronger than the first one sent me screaming to the floor where I rolled while the door sealed into place.

When I came to, I noticed a semicircle painted around the door that I’d crossed.

Somehow the electric collar around my genitals must know how close it was to the door, and the tape marked the closest I could ever come to the exit without permission.

I sat back on my padded ass and after a soft cry I took better stock of my surroundings.


Chapter 5: Conditioned

The cottage, despite it’s chipper wooden exterior was little more than a concrete cell with a cozy nursery facade. The shuttered windows I’d seen from the outside had been fake, as the actual room was devoid of any natural sunlight.

I crawled over to the only furniture available to me, a large crib with one of the barred gates lowered and climbed onto it.

I felt a little more dignified to be actually sitting on something other than the floor. That is, until I caught the image of my reflection in the large floor-to-ceiling mirror across from the crib.

I saw the most hilariously infantile girl staring back at me. her massively padded crotch ballooned out from behind a useless baby-doll dress, and her matching booties and mittens accentuated her helpless position. my old self had been diluted by the overt feminine accessories until it was no longer recognizable.

I stared at the awful reflection for too long. I had to escape! There wasn’t any point in staying now that my name was being officially changed. I could already picture every acquaintance of mine receiving the horrible photos and videos of me. No doubt there would be many more to follow.

If I could only escape this prison cell, maybe I could explain what had happened. I just had to somehow reach a phone and communicate my dire position and get rescued.

I looked at the keypad. It was beyond the red border around the door. I’d need something long enough to punch in the code once I found it out. a quick visual search around the room found that the longest thing I had access to was either a long thick dildo…a heavy paddle, or a massive stuffed teddy bear. Of course, none of these was dainty enough to press individual buttons.

Even If there were a long and thin enough implement, my mittens would prevent any ability to manipulate the object. Even if I managed to escape them, the cameras and the shock collar on my genitals would stop me.

I carefully examined the mittens. It felt like my hands were surrounded by light cotton fluff. I could grab little fistfuls of it. Around the fluffy interior was a harder rubbery foam circle that made sure my arms terminated into squishy satin-coated balls.

I’d never felt more helpless and impotent in my life. If I were to punch as hard as possible I might succeed in denting an empty soda can. Escape through force was also clearly impossible.

I crawled to each of the walls. They were cold.

“HELPP! THOMEBODY!” I screamed.

My cries sounded soft and muffled by the thick carpeting and copious stuffed animals that filled the room. The room was obviously nearly (if not completely) soundproof.

*THUNK*

I whirled around toward the sound.

Behind me a steel chute, led into the wall. Inside was the biggest babybottle of milk I’d ever seen.

“Thith Ithn’t funny! I’m not a baby! let me go!” I yelled with my ridiculous lisp.

I’d half expected to be shocked. But there was silence.

My stomach growled. I hadn’t eaten anything since all the condom contents of some milked sissies.

I winced as I realized that the only stuff I’d eaten for nearly 24 hours had consisted of mostly cum and cum-covered oatmeal.

Surely it wouldn’t hurt to drink just a bit of the milk….no! I wouldn’t give them the pleasure of seeing me drinking from the bottle!

I folded my arms and tried not to look at the bottle.

I tried to take my mind off of the drink waiting for me in the chute. counted to a hundred several times.

My stomach began to hurt.

I crawled to the dispenser, and used both my mittened hands to lift the bottle.

I looked up at one of the cameras and slowly lifted the long penis-shaped nipple to my mouth.

I blushed and felt the rubber head of the cock slip past my lips. I tried to imagine it was something else with no effect. I sucked and my mouth filled with warm milk. I drank several mouthfuls greedily before I noticed the salty and musky aftertaste.

I wish I could say that I spat it out, and threw the bottle away, but at this point I didn’t even care. I was hungry, and I’d already subjected myself to a full dinner and breakfast of cum.

I drank until it hurt to drink anymore…and the bottle was only half empty. I carried it to the crib and climbed atop the rubber-protected mattress.

My head felt light. I held up a mittened hand. It appeard to wave and pulsate in an impossibly complicated way. I couldn’t stop staring at it.

“ohhh…thit…” was all I had the power to say as the cocktail of drugged milk began to take effect.

I felt like I was floating in an ocean of time. How long had I been here? hours? days? months? years? Had I always been here?

Soft whispering grew louder and louder.

I’m a good little sissy.

Good little sissies drink their bottle.

Was I thinking these thoughts? Or was there a speaker somewhere? Why was thinking so hard to do? If only I could concentrate for a second!

The message repeated over and over on a loop. Even though my belly felt full and tight with the drugged milk, I found myself predicting the message’s repeating, and then mouthing along with it.

Without thinking I raised the cock-shaped nipple to my mouth and began swallowing the thick salty milk.

*thuck thuck thuck*

How long had I been sucking on the empty bottle? How long had I been repeating that thought over and over?

The message changed.

I’m a good little sissy.

Good little sissies need their pacifiers.

I turned my gaze to the pacifier where it sat on the floor. I didn’t need it! Or did I?

I’m a good little sissy.

I’m always happier with my pacifier.

Once again, some part deep inside of me knew something was wrong, but the havy dose of drugs prevented it from saying anything coherent.

The most complicated mental activity I could do was listen to the two repeating commands over and over…once again I found myself mouthing along with them. I slipped to the floor and crawled feebly to the forlorn pacifier.

I knew putting it in my mouth was wrong for some reason, but I couldn’t define it. All I knew was that good little sissies needed their pacifiers…and I was always happier with one.

I felt the veiny rubber shaft slip between my mouth. The plastic shield of the pacifier pressed tightly against my mouth.

I’m a good little sissy.

My pacifier feels so comforting.

I laid on my back on the floor. The message repeated over and over and over. Was it a dozen times? or a thousand times? I tried to count, but I just couldn’t keep track of the numbers.

*THUNK* another bottle fell into the chute.

Why was I hungry again? How long had I been lying on the floor?

Once again I drank the bottle, accompanied by the barrage of invasive thoughts of how I was a good sissy who drank my bottles.

Sometime into my pacifier I became aware of pain from my achingly full bladder.

I moaned and pressed my hands against the front of the diaper.

The invasive thoughts suddenly changed from how I loved my pacifier.

I’m a good little sissy.

Good sissies use their diapers.

Wetting my diaper feels so good.

I love making my diaper squishy.

A wet diaper feels so good.

I never resist wetting my diaper

I’m a good little sissy.

I shook my head and whimpered. This couldn’t be me thinking. This was a trick! I tried my hardest to think of anything other than the voice being drilled into my mind.

The world began to drop away as the second drugged bottle took effect. I lost all thoughts but the one being supplied for me.

I whined and went blushed instinctively as the strong stream of piss began flooding my diaper. It swelled and forced my legs even further apart as it grew.

I  pressed my hands against the front of the diaper. It was so warm. so wet. so soft.

My squishy diaper feels so good.

I love rubbing and humping my diaper.

It feels so good to be soft in my diaper.

A good sissy stays soft in their diaper.

I’m a very good sissy.

Bad sissies feel bad in their diaper.

No! Surely I couldn’t possibly bring myself to…

….before I knew what I was doing I was on my stomach, my hands between my crotch and the carpeted floor, softly humping in my drug-addled state. It felt so warm and soft. So squishy and slippery. The voice was right, this did feel very good.

I felt a different kind of swelling as my erection grew. As it progressed, so did a sharp pain.

“ow! ooh! ooowww!!” I moaned as I stopped my humping. Why had my erection hurt?

A good sissy stays soft in their diaper.

I’m a very good sissy.

Bad sissies feel bad in their diaper.

I whimpered and sucked fervently at my pacifier. Of course! I had been a bad sissy and not stayed soft in my diaper! Somewhere inside me, a voice was yelling something, but It was too complicated and fuzzy for me to understand what it said.

I remained in position on the floor for untold hours.

I humped my diaper until it hurt, then I’d stop until it stopped…followed by humping until it hurt again in an endless cycle of torturous denial that left me ever hornier and hornier until I was too frustrated and hyper focused on my humping to even understand the artificial thought being repeated over and over.

I had no way of knowing how long I remained like that. Time became flexible, then broke as a concept entirely. Flights of memories danced past me. although perhaps they were only thoughts.

I lifted my legs as a diaper slid under me. Was I remembering this or was I being changed again? I felt like this had happened many times, but I couldn’t be sure.

Every action and event was awash with a fuzzy sense of dejavu.

I used both my hands and barely managed to hold the bottle so I could drink some more. Was this the same bottle? Or was it my hundredth?

I crawled to a dildo on the wall and began to suck it. I couldn’t quite remember how I knew, but I was certain that If I didn’t I would get a painful electric shock. Surely i must have been told at some point to do this, but I couldn’t remember.

I easily took it all the way down my throat in a way that surprised me. Had I always been able to do that? How many times had I sucked on this dildo as a part of my new routine? Trying to remember took too much concentration.

I drank my bottle. I sucked my pacifier and various other dildos. I used and humped my diaper. I was changed. The drugs made sure that these events were all I could comprehend and understand.

The invasive thoughts continued incessantly over and over all day and all night I ended and began every day repeating them ad nauseum.

I don’t know how long I was in that room before I finally managed to cum into a heavily used diaper. I softly grunted and my whole body went rigid briefly as pulse after pulse of my flaccid cock filled the wet front of my diaper with a thick coat of slime. I’d never felt such relief or such an intense orgasm before.

While any measure of time was impossible, I gradually began to notice that it was becoming easier and easier to reach the point of orgasm. It just kept getting easier and faster to orgasm while flaccid.

If i had retained any mental acuity at all, I would have been worried about the effects that this was having on my stamina and sexual performance, but the drugs kept me so compliant and simple that all I could do was revel in orgasmic bliss as often as possible, all while saying the same intrusive thought over and over.

My squishy diaper feels so good.

I love rubbing and humping my diaper.

It feels so good to be soft in my diaper.

A good sissy stays soft in their diaper.

I’m a very good sissy.

Bad sissies feel bad in their diaper.


Chapter 6: Secured

I opened my eyes to the soft caress of morning sunlight across my face.

I turned my head and looked through an open window of the dining hall and into the misty woods. In the distance a bird sang.

I tried to move, but quickly found that my soft mittens were locked to a leather collar around my neck.

My legs, still spread wide by a massive and sopping-wet diaper,  were tied to the hard table I was lying on.

The table was centered on the stage overlooking the dining hall. Various camp workers were preparing the room for breakfast, laying out cum-covered slop for the eager sissies to consume once they were called to breakfast.

“If I can just get these fucking mittens off.” I thought.

Oh my god…I could THINK! I wasn’t sure if what i’d been through was real…but regardless, it was a relief to have a free mind. I could actually remember things and concentrate on objects!

I moved my legs and winced as the sloppy, messy diaper slid against my body.

“gkh!.” The rubber cock secured in my mouth wouldn’t let me even call out to the workers, busy with their menial tasks.

I moved again, testing the strength of the straps securing my ankles.

My squishy diaper feels so good.

I love rubbing and humping my diaper.

I mouthed the words without even realizing I was doing it. The dream had been real!

I tried to remember all the details of the punishment cabin, but it was like trying to recollect the exact details of a dream from long ago. I’d definitely worn a diaper…and I’d humped it…but that was all I could recall.

A large man approached me, not giving any indication that he even noticed I was a person. He just pushed a switch and I found the table tilting upward before locking into place.

I was on the small stage, strapped against the upright surface of the table, my feet on the ground in full display of the soon-to-be-packed room, wearing nothing but a massive sodden diaper, the mittens, and the pacifier.

A bell rang.

I heard shuffling and a chorus of giggling outside the room as the sissies began filing into the hall. One by one they caught sight of me, and fell into hushed whispers.

I’d never felt more exposed and humiliated as the growing crowd took their seats on their dildos.

Last time i’d been on this stage I’d been spanked harder than I ever thought possible, and humiliated with a blowjob…But this felt worse somehow. I’d have rather been naked anyday than be seen in a filthy girly diaper!

Once everyone had been seated, Lindsey entered the room.

Nobody applauded or cheered this time, The congregation was silent in anticipation.

“Good morning Camp Prissy-stick!” she said loudly.

“Good Morning mith Lindthey!” came the lisping response.

“I”m sure you all remember this sorry excuse for a male?” She said, stepping aside and motioning to me.

“He’s somewhat of a camp legend already! The first sissy to escape his clitty cage in fifteen years! On the first night too! I guess this camp just wasn’t extreme enough for him!”

I remained silent. If there was one thing I’d learned NOT to do, it was piss Lindsey off.

“Now,” She continued, “You all get to see the product of breaking the rules.”

She held up a fleshlight.

“This is the sissy’s goal. I’ll simply get him nice and hard. All he has to do is cum inside this fleshlight, and I he will have bested me by proving he can still technically have sex, however pitiful it may be. First step, let’s see if there’s even a functioning  cock in this diaper.”

To my shock she bent over and pressed her toned, ass against my diaper.

Two things happened. The padding squished loudly as the slick and wet interior mashed against my flaccid cock, sending a wave of pleasure through me.

“UGK!” i gurgled into the gag.

It feels so good to be soft in my diaper.

She ground against me again, moving her perfect ass in a circle. THe padding slid and squished against me. I knew it shouldn’t, but it felt amazing.

It feels so good to be soft in my diaper.

A good sissy stays soft in their diaper.

“GUUKHGH!” I moaned into the gag as I pressed against her soft cheeks. wave after wave of hot cum pulsed out into my diaper as I convulsed and moaned.

Lindsey immediately stood up and ripped the front of the diaper down from my body in a single fluid motion.

“NUGH!” I screamed into the gag as my humiliation was made complete.

The crowd of sissies gasped and began whispering to each other in alarm and shock as my 1-inch flaccid cock, still spurting cum, was revealed.

“What was that, three seconds?” Said Lindsey slyly. “After a solid month of flaccid orgasms from humping your diaper, mindlessly practicing faster and faster orgasms…can you even really be surprised?”

She turned back to the audience. “Behold! I have completely dissociated his orgasms from his erections! Nothing but sweet diapered preemies for this little sissy-baby!”

On queue, all the sissies began cheering and clapping, as if she’d just performed an amazing magic trick.

“Of course, he may try to reverse this! He may practice getting hard through careful edging to build up his endurance!”

She motioned to a counselor standing nearby, who handed her a small box.

She opened it and removed what looked like another chastity cage, albeit much smaller.

“This, everyone, is a special cage! Unlike most cages, it is made of solid titanium, and incorporates the sissy’s clitty piercing to ensure a completely escape-proof experience, just like all sissies crave!”

She approached and began slipping the cold metal ring around my genitals.

I went wild, and began kicking against my restraints and screaming into the gag, but could barely move my crotch more than a few inches as she removed the ring through my penis, and replaced it with the insert for the chastity cage.

Behind my gag I began begging and pleading with her to stop, assuring her I would never try to escape a chastity cage again if she’d just let me go! All of my efforts, thanks to the gag, became muffled gurgles, moans, and screams as she pressed the tiny tube over my flaccid cock, joining it with the ring.

I screamed and kicked frantically as she turned the key. A click sounded my defeat as my penis became hopelessly confined within the titanium prison.

“This sissy will now remain soft. In fact, he’ll practice and train himself to stay soft at all times! The little spikes inside his cage will see to that!”

There was another cheer, but softer as many of the sissies gasped at the extremity of the device.

I screamed into my gag and pulled at my restraints.

“Hopefully this will teach him that his life as a sissy is one that he can NEVER escape. And, just as his clitty cage is now a part of him, so is his new name, ‘Sissy Pansy Pamper-humper!”

Everyone went into full-on laughter and giggles over my new legal name.

She turned to me and pinched my face as she stared intently into my eyes.

“Think about it, Pansy, You’ll be in this cage, purposefully training yourself to cum while soft and without any penile stimulation, lest you feel the spikes. How long until your pathetic shrimp-dick is so broken that you blow your load just from being looked at by a pretty woman? How long until you’re fantasizing about getting fucked up your little sissy hole, just to feel something sexual?”

She laughed. “There’s still another two months left to summer camp. I bet it’ll be well before then.”

She held up the key for everyone to see.

“If Sissy Pansy is obedient and performs well for the rest of camp, I may give it to her at the end of the summer. If this little girlie doesn’t comply…well, I have a little smelter in the machine shop. Sissy can either leave camp with the key in her hand…or I can pour the molten key into the lock on his clitty cage.”

“Mmmmgh!” I whined and pleaded with my eyes.

She ignored me, and merely motioned to a burly camp counselor who approached.

“Extra large tunnel.” She said simply.

She walked away and the other sissies returned to their meals. as the counselor unbuckled the restraints binding me to the table and led me to the next room.

He went to a drawer and removed a large rubber object and a tube of what I knew would be lube.

He sat on a simple folding chair and patted his thigh.

“Over my lap, Sissy.”

I hesitated, unsure of what to do, but knowing that obedience was in my immediate future.

“Either do as your told or I’ll report to Lindsey that you’re already being a brat.” He threatened.

I sucked on the rubber dildo strapped into my mouth, and carefully laid across his lap, my bare ass on full display.

I heard the cap on the lubricant open, and then felt pressure pressing into me.

“mmmmm!”

“Settle down. It’s just a single finger. Trust me, you’ll want me to use as many as possible to prep you for what happens next.

He continued moving his finger in and out, fucking me gently before adding another, and then another finger gradually.

Soon he had nearly four fingers moving in and out gently while I moaned and pawed at the floor with my fluffy baby-mittens.

Deep inside I felt the pleasurable pressure of a potential orgasm building slowly. This was of course followed by a stinging pain from the spikes of my new chastity cage.

“Mmmm!”

“Calm down, Sissy. You’re almost ready for it.”

His fingers retreated, only to be replaced by a very odd shape pressing firmly against my loosened hole.

“Mwaugh!” I yelled into my gag as it stretched me wider and wider. I could feel it’s massive width pressing my cheeks wide.

The uncomfortable stretching became a searing pain as the massive implement was pushed mercilessly and steadily into me.

I kicked my legs and screamed as it continued snaking into me until, finally, my destroyed anus met the narrowing of the plug, drawing the rest of the implement all the way into me.

“mmmmuuuh!” I sobbed in relief and pain as the massive flared base pressed against my body and kept my cheeks spread.

“There, your tunnel plug is now in place.” He said, pulling me to my feet.

I started to reach for the toy to feel exactly how wide it was, but he slapped my hands away.

“You must never touch that. It comes out only when a counselor removes it, which may not be for a while.”

He must have noticed the lack of understanding in my eyes, as he continued explaining.

“It’s a tunnel plug. It’s basically a large tube holding your ass open. Now you’re completely diaper dependant, and you won’t be getting any pleasure from any fucking.”

My eyes went wide in horror. Before I’d at least had the ability to use the diaper at my discretion…but now even that had been taken away!”

“Don’t worry, I’m sure it’ll be removed once you’re either begging for a prostate milking to relieve the pressure that’ll build up in your sissy balls, or when you’ve proven that you love shitting yourself adequately. For you it’ll probably be both.”

If my mouth hadn’t been wedged open by the penis pacifier, it would have dropped open.

“Now let’s get you into a lovely humpable diaper before you make a mess right on the floor.”

Soon I was being taped up into the largest, thickest diaper I’d ever seen. The ones I’d used in the punishment cabin had been large, but overall simply used as a means to an end. These were nearly comical in their girliness and size. They ballooned out from my body in every direction, creating a perfect sphere around me.

I thought I was done, when the counselor produced a razor blade and cut slits all over the front of the diaper, then produced a second layer, just as thick as the first.

“Lindsey wants you to be a sissy that even the other sissies can mock. Let’s facilitate that shall we?” He said, sliding the bulk underneath me.

After the second layer, crinkling plastic pants were slipped over it all, providing both another layer of rubbery crinkling, and more embarassment.

A pink heart-shaped lock on the front of the rubber diaper cover ensured that I wouldn’t be able to leave my loud and humiliating personal prison.

“Can you get up?” He asked.

I tried to bend my legs and get myself up, but between the padding and the painful intruder splitting me, it proved very difficult.

Just like a toddler, I was forced to roll onto my stomach, and then carefully push myself up onto my teetering, fully spread legs.

“Well, go take a seat in a high chair. One of the others will feed you.”

I could feel the eyes of every sissy watching me, and a murmer of whispers was audible in the wake of my passing as I made my way to the last vacant high chair.

“Let’s get you seated, sweetie!” She said, helping me up into the seat. and fastening a bib around my neck.

I felt like I was up on a pedestal, every sissy in the room kept shooting me glances, no doubt thinking that I was just like them, but with much more masochistic desires.

The attractive young lady unbuckled my gag and pulled the shaft from my mouth. I blushed at being cared for so intimately by someone so pretty.

“Open wide!” She sang, bringing a large spoonful of brown mush to my mouth.

The flavor hit my mouth like a train hitting a car. I choked, and some of it ran down my chin.

“Whoopsie!” She said, using the spoon to push the dribble back to my mouth.

I tried to raise my hand to block the spoon, but they were now pinned under the lap tray.

“What ith that thtuff?” I asked, once I’d summoned the willpower to swallow.

“Your new standard food. stewed prunes, boiled cabbage, liver, eggs, and a nice helping of cum. Now keep opening, or I’ll have to inform lindsey that you’re not being a good sissy-baby. It’s be a shame if your key got melted down, wouldn’t it?”

As vile as the food was, it wasn’t half as vile as the concept of a flaccid life in this cage.

She filled the spoon and brought it up to my mouth. I opened and accepted it hesitantly.

I shuddered as I swallowed the salty hodgepodge of flavors.

How were others eating this slop?

I looked at the sissies happily eating their mush. Unline my thick brown puree, their baby food was light yellow.

“What are they eating?” I asked.

“Oh, the standard sissy-baby diet; applesauce, mango puree, various fruits.”

“But-”

“Why do you get this brown slop?” She anticipated with a smile.

“Lindsey believes in using a carrot AND a stick. This is going to be your breakfast, lunch, and dinner until you are a happy, giggly diaper-filling, cock-sucking, girly-boi. Then maybe you can have what the other babies get. After some time being good like that, maybe Lindsey will take you out of diapers and let you be a big girl…maybe.”

Between eye-wateringly foul mouthfuls of the sludge, I asked:

“How do I get out of diaperth? The Quicketht way?”

She giggled. “Oh, now that you’ve gotten yourself properly punished you suddenly don’t like living your fantasy?”

I shook my head.

“Well, there’s all kinds of activities around here, all of them aimed at honing various sissy skills. Partake enthusiastically. Bounce up and down on your little diapered butt with excitement for everything, just…y’know…show that you’re utterly compliant.”

She pushed another heaping spoonful into my mouth. I nearly gagged again.

“Just try to be the biggest, girliest, most limp-wristed little plaything you can be. and maybe you’ll get out of diapers, and leave camp with your key.”

She scraped the last spoonful from the bowl, pushed it into my mouth, and then released me from the highchair.

As I stood the diaper shifted and I felt the spikes, while not painful, press uncomfortably against the head of my flaccid cock.

I took a deep breath. I truly had no other options. I was going to have to try and blend in with the other sissies and exist in this camp for another two months…somehow.

The woman unsnapped the bib and removed it.

“And now that everyone knows what a snively brat you are, they’ll be watching for any malicious compliance or fake enthusiasm. Trust me, I’ve worked here long enouth to know. If you don’t mindlessly jump mouth-first onto any phallic object you’re given…you can probably kiss that key of your goodbye. But then, you’ve probably already been fantasizing about having the right leverage to free you from your masculinity for years.”

“No I-” I began

“Tsk tsk tsk.” She interrupted. “Either you’re stupid or you really want to never get an erection again.”

She pinched my cheeks and manually moved my mouth like a puppet.

“Oh yeth! I’ve ALWAYTH wanted to ba thithy! Thank you!” She said in a silly falsetto.

She dropped her hand and placed her hands on her hips.

“If you really want out of those diapers, ‘no’ doesn’t exist in your vocabulary. If I were to tell you to lick your soiled diaper clean, and you were to say anything but ‘thank you for my treat!’ I’d simply have to tell Lindsey.”

I gulped. She was right. If I were to temporarily become like the others here, I couldn’t ever deny a request. I’d seen nothing but enthusasm from most of the other attendees.

“Let’s test your commitment.”

She scraped a bit of food out of the bowl, and then dropped it onto the floor.

“Oops! Be a good girl and lick that up.”

“Y-yeth mith.” I said, and began to drop to my knees.

Her hand stopped me.

“Just a ‘yes’? Your superior just gave your entire life a bit of meaning! You can finally do what you were MADE to do! If that’s not worth showing a little joy, I don’t know what is.”

I swallowed again and forced a smile.

“Thank you tho much! I would love to do that!” I exclaimed weakly.”
“Then do it. And then go practice being a happy sissy. Nobody would believe that pathetic performance.”

I curtsied like I’d seen so many other sissies do, and then dropped to my hands and knees.

It took all my willpower to open my mouth and press my tongue to the dusty wooden floor. And lapped at the disgusting mush.

“Keep your tongue against the floor until you leave the room, slut.” She said, and then she was walked away.

I blushed and crawled away, tasting the floor all the way to the exit.


Chapter 7: Messy

A whole month had gone by, and this was the first day that I was actually free to walk around the camp.

‘Walk’ was a stretch. I waddled, my locked diaper barely allowing me to toddle like an infant.

Outside the lodge I heard cheering coming from the left.

Participation. Enthusiastic participation. That was the key to any hope of freedom. Steeling myself for anything, I moved in that direction.

A group of sissies were gathered around a row of dildos mounted to a wall. As I watched, a sissy took one into his throat and then moved to the next largest while the others cheered and giggled. A large counselor stood nearby smiling and watching the show.

At the second to biggest, the sissy coughed, and everyone booed. The game was simple; swallow the largest dildo without any coughing or gagging.

One I recognized as Sparkles from our bus ride together turned to me.

“Panthy! Would you like to try!”

I remembered the worker telling me that no didn’t belong in my vocabulary. I couldn’t refuse, especially with a camp counselor watching.

“Yeth! it lookth tho fun!” I said happily.

“Yay!” Sparkles exclaimed, grabbing me by the hand and leading me to the first, smallest dildo.

I got to my knees and looked at the small phallus in front of me. It was still wet from the various people that had sucked on it first. A strand of drool dripped from it’s glans.

I opened my mouth, but couldn’t bring myself to connect my lips to the wet rubber.

“What are you waiting for?” Asked Sparkles.

“I…well…Ithn’t it going to be wiped off firtht?” I asked.

There was an awkward silence as all the sissies stopped. I had the sinking feeling that I’d fucked up.

“Stand.” Said the counselor.

“I know you’ve had the luxury of slurping your own private dildos for the last month, but the last thing a good girl should be afraid of are bodily fluids.”

He turned slightly and addressed the small crowd of us. “New Game, Make a line! Makeout practice!” He shouted to all of us. “Whoever can make Pansy’s cage hurt the most wins!”

“Th-thank you, thir.” I whimpered as they all obediently formed a line before me.

“Of course, I always like to take advantage of a teachable moment.” He said, “Show me how passionate you can kiss.” He said.

“Yeth thir, thank you, thir.” I curtsied.

The first sissy wasted no time, pressing his mouth against mine, and forcing his tongue into my mouth.

He moaned erotically and wrapped his arms around me, pulling my body against his as his tongue probed my mouth.

I had never been kissed like this before. As much as I hated it, I felt my penis start to harden slightly in the cage.

“C’mon Pansy! grope! hump! show me that you’re not a cold fish!”

I whimpered and then forced myself to push my tongue into the sissy’s mouth. I ground the front of my diaper against his panties.

I moaned, groped, and swapped saliva with at least a dozen others, as they happily had their way with me.

“One hand on the back of each head! Pull each other in for it!” The counselor coached.

Through it all I tried desperately to grasp at any thought beyond the soft sensual sucking and slurping.

The final one in the line was shorter than me, and even daintier. Small breasts filled the chest of the sissy’s dress, and the microskirt did nothing to hide the wet spot visible on the front of the satin panties. With the exception of the bulge in his panties, I could have easily made the mistake of thinking he was a woman.

Instead of diving straight for my face, he maintained eye contact and dropped to his knees, placing a loving kiss on the front of my diaper, then slowly kissing his way up my body, pausing to suck sensually at one of my nipples.

I whimpered in pain and lust as my semi-hard penis pressed against the spikes.

The sissy began grinding his dripping cage into my plastic diaper cover as he nibbled on my ear, sending goosebumps up and down my spine.

He placed a hand on each of my cheeks, and smiled, before kissing me so tenderly and deeply.

I couldn’t believe how aroused I was at having another person’s tongue slowly penetrate my mouth.

My penis throbbed, and the tender head of my cock pressed against the spikes hard.

“ah!” I exclaimed, and pressed my mittened hands against the front of my diaper as the pain from the erection grew with my stiffness.

I bent at the waist and began dancing like a child who needs to use the bathroom as sharp pain radiated through my whole penis.

“Pleathe! No more!” I begged.

“Looks like we have a winner!” the counselor announced. Then he turned to me. “Now, are you afraid of sharing your sissy saliva with other sissies?”

“No thir! I-I love thaliva! Thank you, thir!” I said in what I hoped was a convincing tone.

“Then open your mouth.”

knowing what was coming, I opened my mouth.

The counselor inhaled loudly, and then spat large glob of saliva into my mouth.

“Now you may continue to play along with the other sissies.” He said.

“Thank you, thir!” I smiled, dropping into the customary curtsey.

I’m not sure how long I spent competitively slurping on fake cocks with the group, but I was embarrassingly good at it.

I’d been surprised at first when the smallest one slipped into my throat without triggering my gag reflex, but upon reflection, I could faintly remember sucking dildos in the punishment cabin. No wonder I was good at it. Who knew now long I’d really spent mindlessly filling my throat in a drugged stupor.

I wish I could say that I forced myself to play the blowjob game, but the infectious cheering, laughing, and teasing soon had me  earnestly competing and having fun like I belonged here.

We played and sucked until a ringing from the lodge signaled lunch. By then all our eyes were red and watery, and our throats were hoarse.

Lunch was much less formal, and consisted of a couple camp workers passing out sandwiches for a line of ‘big girls’ and bottles for the ‘sissy-babies’.

As each baby was handed their bottle, they turned so the counselor could squeeze the front and back of their diaper.

“Wet. Good girl. Next. Wet and messy, very good girl! Very wet. Excellent!”

As I stood in line, I tried desperately to wet my diaper, but I simply couldn’t override the years of rigorous potty training. Even if I could have, I don’t know if I would have been able to pee myself in front of so many people.

I blushed as I felt the man’s hand squeeze the dry front of my diaper.

He sighed, obviously disappointed.

“Now then, Sissy. You seem to be dry. Any explanation for that?” He said, picking up a clipboard.

“I-I couldn’t.” I said, looking at the floor.

“Couldn’t? or Wouldn’t?” he asked intimidatingly.

“I-I-”

“You’re off the hook…this time…fortunately the solution is the same.”

He reached under the table, and handed me a baby bottle. Unlike the milky-white contents and the large-but-reasonable sized bottles that other sissy-babies were given, mine was absolutely gigantic, and filled with a thick brown liquid. Like the other bottles though, the nipple for this one was shaped like a long erect cock.

“You’re to sit here by me and drink every drop.”

“Thank you, thir.” I lisped. “B-But What’th inthide it?” I asked.

He laughed. “You’ll find out soon enough. Just be sure to deep throat that nipple when you drink. I’ve heard some campers say they’d rather drink pepper spray. Now get to drinking. You have five minutes”

“Yeth thir.” I said, dipping into a quick curtsey.

I flopped onto my padded butt on the floor. The bottle was heavy and must have held at least a liter and a half of the awful concoction.

I saw several sissies giggle and whisper between themselves as I slipped the dildo the the back of my throat and tipped the bottle.

I had to swallow quickly. Unlike other bottles, this one had been modified to pour quickly.

As I swallowed gulp after gulp, bypassing my tongue and mouth entirely, I could still taste the vapor. It was bitter, sour, and above all, intensely spicy.

No wonder some said it was like drinking pepper spray! Just the air coming from my throat when I breathed was making my eyes water and my mouth burn.

As I gulped, sucked, and swallowed my painful lunch, I watched jealously while others ate sandwiches and enjoyed cool bottles of what looked like milk

To my amazement I somehow finished the awful drink. My stomach hurt and cramped. Not only was it filled to the brim, it was stuffed with a red-hot potion of laxatives.

“All done!” The counselor said, taking the empty bottle from my hands.

“Pweathe…water!” I gasped.

“Here. Nurse this, and finish it by dinner.” He said, handing me a regular bottle of milk.

“Thankth!” I whispered hoarsely.

Of course I couldn’t drink much at a time, but the cold milk helped quench the fire in my mouth and throat.

“Maybe the rash you get will remind you that incontinence is a gift!” He called after me as I waddled away.

Rash?! Of course. That was why it was so spicy! I groaned at the thought of peppery diarrhea chemically burning my skin.

My belly gurgled, churned, and cramped. SO far I’d been able to avoid really using my diaper despite the large hollow plug. I had to do something to take my mind off of the massive amounts of laxative speeding through my system. I could already feel some seepage from the plug between my ass cheeks, it’s sticky thick feel nearly making me gag. Luckily it felt like the padding of the diaper was helping to hold in the bulk of the more solid mess for now.

I made my way in the direction of high-pitched squeals and laughter.

A transwoman stood, From the uniform I could tell she was also a worker at the camp. She was making rounds through a long row of seated sissies, who seemed to be repeating various phrases and words. She turned and spotted me as I watched the curious scene.

“Well Good Afternoon little one! Come! There’s plenty of open seating!” She called, motioning me to an empty seat. Her voice was practiced to a perfectly soft and friendly female pitch.

It was too late for me to run. No doubt my dry diaper was already being reported to Lindsey. I waddled to the chair amid a cacophony of crinkling, and gingerly sat, careful not to use any stomach muscles that would cause an unintended expulsion.

The woman approached and squatted in front of me, like an adult would to talk to a child.

“Now, seeing as you’re a sissy-baby, we’re going to work on just the right pitch and tone for a little diaper-packer like yourself. Give me your best sissy voice.” She said coaxingly.

I glanced around me at all the others who were reciting lines over and over. I swallowed and spoke in a falsetto. “You’re gonna teach me to talk like you?” I asked.

“Oh heavens no! I’m a woman, I talk like a woman. I might have been born with the wrong equipment, but I found my way eventually. As a professional voice-coach, I do offer that service to other trans people. Not to you though, you require something special, don’t you? You’re basically just a living sex-doll for adults to play with, right?”

“R-Right.” I lied softly, my face flushing red with embarrassment.

“So you don’t learn to speak like a woman, you learn to speak like a caricature of a woman. Let’s try something you should be saying frequently. Say ‘Please change my stinky diaper!’ and I’ll help you find your new voice.”

I flushed bright pink. I opened and closed my mouth a few times but nothing would come out.

“Come on, I won’t bite. I’m just here to help.”

I licked my lips with a dry tongue, and quietly croaked out “Pleathe change my thinky diaper.” In my cringe-inducing falsetto.

“That wasn’t so bad was it? Now say it again and try opening up the back of your throat as you speak.”

I repeated it over and over again while she offered tips and tricks for forcing my speaking voice into a humiliatingly real-sounding sissy voice.

“Soften your ‘R’s. Don’t completely make them ‘W’s, just hint that you have difficulty pronouncing them.”

I continued, until she seemed satisfied. 

“You’re a natural!” She said, clapping her hands together as I perfectly pleaded for a diaper change for the hundredth time.

“Let’s try a few other phrases!” She said with a smile.

I spent the rest of the afternoon asking for my ‘paci’, my ‘baba’, and stating how much I loved my big pink diapers, and practiced announcing my messes into my diapers. My voice became one sissy voice among the several dozen that were repeatedly proclaiming their love for panties, or begging to suck ‘Daddy’s cock’.

A ringing sound interrupted our voice training.

She pointed at me. “I want to see you first thing tomorrow for some one on one training. I think you need some specialized tutoring.”

“Yeth mith.” I said.

I stood, and my churning stomach took the opportunity to betray me.

“Oh! ooh!” I moaned.

It felt like an entire river had been released between my cheeks as I loudly filled my diaper with hot diarrhea.

The other sissies giggled and laughed. All the sissies present, myself excluded, were clad in pretty dresses and panties. They most likely thought I was some diaper-loving freak, as I had thought of the diapered sissies on my first day here.

The voice coach moved her finger in a circle, prompting me to use one of the lines she’d been teaching me.

“Mommy, I’m making pushieth in my diaper!” I exclaimed.

The sissies, giggled and laughed as they left. I remained in the squatting position as my diaper continued to expand and fill.

“Good girl.” Said the counselor as she patted my head.

The torrents seemed to never end. I could fill it pushing my cheeks apart, and forcing itself between my legs and up my crack.

“Make a nice hard pushy for me!” She coached.

I pushed, and gasped as another flood, worse than the first expanded my diaper. Simultaneously, the dam broke, and I found myself pissing, the hot trickle of urine running down my crotch and pooling between my legs before soaking into the padding.

The diaper began to droop and became dense and mushy. I could feel it slipping further down my thighs as it expanded.

I tried to shift my stance, but miscalculated due to my shifted center of gravity.

SQUELCH

A rush of feces squished between my cheeks and spurted into the front of the diaper as I fell backward onto my mess. I felt like crying. Here I was, a full-grown man, filling my diaper impotently like an actual baby. Once again the invasive thoughts drilled into my mind, and I found myself thinking how good i was for using and enjoying my diaper.

“Aww, poor little thing!” Said the voice coach. “I have something that might cheer you up!”

She hiked up her skirt, and pulled down the front of her panties, allowing her medium-sized penis to spring free, where it bobbed in front of my face.

“Let’s hear that little voice of yours ask politely. Call me Mommy.”

I looked up at the thick pink head of her penis. A pearl of precum already pooled on her slit.

I reminded myself that I had to be what everyone wanted me to be if I ever wanted out of my cage again.

“May I pweathe thuck your pwetty pee-pee, Mommy?” I lisped pathetically.

“Hmm…your intonation and tone could use some honing. Try again.” She stated.

“Pweathe Mommy? You’we yummy cummieth awe tho good!” I exclaimed, then licked my lips eagerly.

“Good enough. You may suck me, but I’ll be painting your face. No wiping it off, I want to see my dried masterpiece tomorrow. Maybe you can drink my cum when you perfect your timbre.”

She placed a hand on my head, and I found my open mouth being guided to her waiting erection.

she pulled my head back and forth along her shaft, Moaning and gasping in the throes of sexual bliss.

Her moans, combined with the slight rocking friction of the sopping diaper against my clitty cage, soon had my erection pressing against the spikes.

“mmmmm!” I moaned in pain.

“Hush, baby. Just take me. Take all of me.”

gluck gluck gluck gluck gluck gluck gluck

It had been so much easier when I hadn’t been caged! I would have simply cum from the feeling of the diaper the instant I felt any arousal! Now, with the help of the cage, I had to actually will myself to stay soft.

Her cock pulsed and she pulled it out quickly with a wet slurp.

ropes of cum hit my face, painting a trail across my forehead, left eye, and down my nose and chin.

“Open.” She commanded as she wiped the tip of her cock on my tongue.

“Now go to your dinner, Pansy.” She said as I stood and waddled off quickly, my diapers squishing with every step.

“Sweet dreams, baby! See you tomorrow!” She called after me.


Chapter 8: Submission

That night was the worst time of my life. Every move I made, accentuated the sloppy mess in my diaper, which burned and itched at my skin. As if that weren't enough, I found myself struggling to remain flaccid in the spiked cage.

“Looks like Pansy is having difficulty with saliva and using her diaper.” The counselor had read to the cabin as everyone slipped into their nighties, onesies and various sissy-themed nightwear.

“Why don’t you each give her a deep good-night kiss?” He suggested.

Once again I became the kissing subject to a line of other sissies, who either loved delving their tongues deep into my mouth, or were experts at faking their enthusiasm.

All I could do was moan and press my mittens against my sodden padding as the sensual kissing and groping forced my penis to attempt a rock-hard erection.

And now here I was tossing and turning in a wretched squishy diaper I had been programmed to masturbate into,

I slept in the crib in the center of the room. All around me the other sissies moaned and sighed as their ‘bunk buddies’ milked their prostates.

My cock pressed painfully against the spikes, and I became deeply envious of the sissies around me.

“If only I hadn’t slipped out of my cage, I could be wearing a light, dry pair of panties, and be feeling the gentle stroking of an artificial cock against my prostate.” I thought, and then immediately grimaced at the realization of what i’d willingly thought.

Hours later, I had reached my breaking point. My libido, heightened through a month of continuous masturbation, already had me in a sexually frustrated frenzy.

I rolled onto my stomach and began softly humping the squishy mass of my diaper, panting heavily as I felt the wonderfully damp and slick padding slip and slide over my balls, pausing only long enough to let my erection subside before softly thrusting my cage into the slippery mess.

I humped my diaper intermittently for hours, completely lost in the chase of an orgasm that I knew would be impossible.

I began to find that I was starting to hump a little longer between erections, provided I kept my attention on something asexual, like counting the floorboards in the cabin.

Deep inside the more rational side of me was screaming: “Stop! Don’t you see?! You’re training the erections right out! You’ll be flaccid no matter how aroused you are soon!”

But I couldn’t stop. I simply didn’t have enough willpower.

I only stopped when my burning glutes and legs wouldn’t allow me to thrust anymore.

“Fuck! Look at what you’ve become! You’re proving them right for naming you ‘Pamperhumper’!” I said to myself.

I sat up and looked down at the front of my satin-covered diaper. It had been battered and squished so much through the night that it drooped between my legs, only held on by the locking diaper cover.

Every move hurt. I moved my legs and winced in pain. Whatever kind of peppers had been in that punishment bottle had certainly worked, and I could feel the itching, stinging, and above all, burning diaper rash growing intensely.

The sun hadn’t risen yet, but already a few sissies were stirring, removing their condoms full of milked dribbles and drinking them down voluntarily.

My penis pulsed and I felt some precum dribble into my diaper.

Already I could tell that I’d be willing to do almost anything to escape this awful cage. I couldn’t imagine how bad it was going to get. I’d never gone more than a couple days without jerking off, and now I might spend the next two months totally chaste…if not the rest of my life.

I took a deep breath to calm myself, and then had an internal conversation with my own masculine self.

“Okay…” I thought. ”I know it fucking sucks. But if I ever want to be free of this cage, I’m going to have to ignore you…just for my time here…then I’ll go back to being a normal guy. I’ll change my name back, and I’ll forget anything here ever happened. I just need to be a sissy for a couple months…and then it’ll be over forever.”

I envisioned the future I wanted. I wanted a wife, a house, and a career. If I ever wanted to live that life, I had to put all my masculinity, pride, and self respect aside.

“I’m a sissy.” I thought, and fought the disgusted response to the words.

“I’m a sissy. A diaper-wearing little sissy-baby.” I repeated, forcing myself to accept the statements.

“I have a clitty. I love sucking cocks. I’m a good girl.” i thought, simultaneously fighting back the tidal wave of reactive thoughts that rebelled against the very concepts.

“I have a tiny little clitty cage and I always keep my diaper wet and messy. I’m a good girl that stays flaccid and humps my pampers.” I spent the next few minutes repeating every sissy-like thought I could think of.

As far as anyone at this wretched camp would be able to tell I was going to be the happiest, girliest, most perfect sissy!

The sun rose, and the golden rays filled the cabin. In the distance the recording of a bugle played, heralding the start of a new day, and a new attitude for me.  


Chapter 9: Changes

I giggled and raised my butt for the open diaper to be slid under my still-pink cheeks. I daintily held my tiny pink skirt up for the front of the diaper.

It had been a three days since I’d had the punishment bottle and my rash was still quite painful. It served as an effective reminder to always be using my diaper.

“That’s a good girl!” said the counselor, as she pulled the crinkly front of the pink disposable over the cage.

“Thanyou, mith! I wuv dis diapuh!” I burbled, sitting up and rubbing the front of my diaper happily.

After several days of consistent messing and wetting, I’d been offered a deal that would allow me to wear the standard sissy diapers the other sissies wore. I’d eagerly accepted, just as I was expected to.

“haha, I bet you just can’t wait to get it just as wet so you can hump it!” the counselor laughed.

I blushed and felt a warm trickle of urine enter the diaper. I’d been wetting so often on purpose that I was starting to do it automatically. I refused to let myself think of it. I needed to be a good sissy, and good sissy-babies didn’t worry about controlling their bladders.

“Now that you have your big-girl diaper, let’s give you those big-girl lips you agreed to!” She said, lifting up a vial and a small syringe.

It was all I could do to keep from screaming in fear as she brought the tip of the needle to my lips.

“Just hold still! It’s temporary! It can be reversed!” I screamed in my head.

As the needle plunged into my lips over and over, filling and swelling them, I shut my eyes and tried to distract myself with my list of goals.

	                    Get out of the punishment diaper. Already done! 
	                    Use my diapers consistently enough to have the tunnel plug removed. 
	                    Somehow prove I don’t need these mittens 
	                    Be SO good of a girl that I can get back into panties instead of diapers. 
	                   FINALLY get out of this FUCKING chastity cage! 
	                    Then I can go home and undo everything! 


“All done! Just breathe through this for the day.” She said, pressing a large straw between my lips.”

I held the straw, and opened my eyes. I didn’t have a mirror, but my lips were so big that they were now in my field of vision.

“Say goodbye to your lips and say hello to your new set of dick-pillows!” She said, holding up a mirror.

“Ooooah!” I exclaimed in shocked horror through the straw.

“Aw, you’re so happy and excited!” The counselor said, completely misreading my expression.

Massive puffy lips, turgid and swollen, painted perfectly with a glitter lip gloss were now the most distinguishing facial feature I possessed. I could feel the weight of them hanging from my face.

“Keep that straw in for a few hours. It’ll give you the cutest little ‘o’ shape. Your slutty little mouth will look like it’s begging to be sucking on something, whether that’s a bottle, pacifier, or a real man’s cock! Don’t they just look so humpable?” She asked.

I slowly nodded, transfixed by the bimbo in the mirror.

I was now out of the massive punishment diapers, but the cost had been far higher than I’d ever dreamed.

“Hopefully these lips will help prove I don’t need this cage anymore.” I thought.

The counselor began packing away the changing supplies. “Now that you can properly walk, I expect you to swish those hips like all your peers. I also expect you’re ecstatic to join the morning sissy-hikes around the lake. A few miles of swinging those hips should engrain the proper gait into you.”

After the counselor had left, I shuddered at a truly horrifying thought.

‘If this was the cost just to get out of the bulky punishment diapers, what awful things would I need to willingly subject myself to in order to escape all my bondage entirely?’

*****

“I don’t know,,,” The large male counselor said, looking doubfully at his clipboard.

“Pweathe!?” I squeaked. “I pwomith I’wll be a good giwl!” I swore.

“It says here you got out of your punishment diaper only a couple weeks ago. We usually don’t remove restraints so frequently.”

“Oh, pweath! I just wanna pwactith makeup an handjobth like my friendth!”

I repressed the feeling of revulsion, and rubbed my mittened hand over his bulge. “I’ll do anything!” I lisped, slowly dropping to my knees. “I’ve been pwactithing.”

He unzipped, and his sizable cock flopped out, falling onto my waiting face.

“Show me how much you’ve learned from those dildos.”

I looked up into his eyes and smiled as I parted my puffy lips and slid the head of his cock into my mouth. I ran my tongue over his slick head and moaned as I tasted his salty precum.

“Damn, that hole of yours feels more like a cunt than a mouth.” He growled.

A few minutes later he was thrusting deeply into my throat, fucking my head as if I were nothing but a blowup doll. It was all I could do to maintain consciousness by sneaking breaths in the milliseconds when my throat wasn’t completely filled with his shaft.

He exploded into my mouth, and despite swallowing all I could, my mouth still filled with his seed.

He pulled from my mouth, leaving a strand of saliva and cum running from my mouth and down my chin. He unceremoniously wiped his cock on my face.

“That was pretty good, not even a cough. I guess I can remove those mittens, but you’d better not be lying.”
“Oh thank you, thir!” I gasped, still trying to catch my breath.

He lifted my hands and I watched eagerly as he unlocked the cuffs holding the padded devices onto my wrists.

As he removed the second mitten, he pulled it up sharply and squeezed it so hard that I gasped from the sudden force.

“Your mittens are removed so you can do your makeup, but if I ever see you without perfectly applied makeup you will regret ever lying to me. You probably think you’ve seen the worst punishments here…but you would be very wrong.”

He held me there, his eyes burned with intensity. There was no doubt in my mind that he was telling the truth. I felt a shiver of fear course through me. A soft hiss and a warm feeling signaled the unintended wetting of my diaper.

He smiled. “Understand, slut?
“Yethir.” I squeaked softly, blushing as the unstoppable stream into my diaper slowed to a trickle.

“Go to the makeup tables and paint that whore face of yours. When you’re done come back here and kiss some lipstick onto each of my balls as a nice ‘thank you’.”

“Yethir, thank you thir!” I said, rising to my feet before dropping into a curtsy.

*****

I looked at my reflection in the vanity mirror. A couple months ago I was a normal guy, and now here I was, staring at my reflection after spending a full hour carefully adding layers of products to my face.

I was utterly unrecognizable. my skin looked artificially feminine and perfect due to the primer, concealer, and foundation. My eyelashes were dark and long from heavy iterative applications of waterproof mascara. My lips were heavy, swollen, thick, and painted a soft matte baby-pink, with a wet-appearing gloss that made them glisten.

I looked like a blowup doll had been brought to life and then dressed as the girliest infant in the world.

The awful circular gap in my lips wouldn’t go away no matter how hard I closed my mouth. I constantly looked surprised, and unless I had a pacifier, I always had a droplet of drool running down my mouth. This always gave me the look of an eagerly drooling bimbo.

I looked at my feminine face. I couldn’t help but think that I would love to fuck that face. I winced at the admission, and felt my diaper warm.

God, I would do anything to be able to cum again. My balls ached and felt so heavy and swollen. Just the friction of my wet diaper against my balls as I minced around had me dripping precum from crossing a room.

I wondered how much of what had done to me was really reversible. I was so desperately horny that I fell asleep humping my diaper, and I awoke humping it. I probably even humped it in my sleep.

It had been at least a week now since I’d felt the sting of the cage’s spikes. The cruel device had forced me to train out any erections I got from arousal. All I could do was hope and pray that I could train my body to get hard again once this summer camp was over.

“You wook so pwetty!” said the sissy next to me, breaking me from my daze.

“Thankth.” I said.

“Can you tho me how to do my eyeth like you?” He asked.

“Thure.” I said, and picked up a tin of eyeshadow.

I had proven that I somehow had a knack for makeup. After only a week of practice other sissies were now asking me to show them the products and techniques I used, and almost all my conversations had become makeup and fashion oriented.

*****

I laid atop the fresh diaper and whimpered in anticipation.

“Just try to relax and push.” The counselor said, gripping the base of the tunnel plug. “Ready?”

I nodded and sucked hard on my pacifier.

“MMM!” I moaned in pain as a hard tug pulled the thick bulb from my hole.

To my surprise, it left me far easier than it had entered weeks ago.

Internally I nearly cried with happiness. The plug was gone! I would no longer be filling my diaper every time I bent over! Finally, I’d have some level of control!

“Now let’s check to make sure everything is okay.” She said.

“oh!” I exclaimed as two fingers unceremoniously pushed into me.

“Clench down hard…like you’re trying not to fill your diaper.” She said.

I obediently clenched as hard as I could.

“Did you do it?” She asked.

I nodded. Couldn’t she feel it?

“Perfect!” She said happily, removing her fingers and wiping them with a wet wipe.

“Wha? I mumbled from behind the pacifier shield.

“That plug really hurt when it was put in, right?”

I nodded.

“That’s because it stretched your little hole far beyond it’s normal limit. Ever since then it’s been healing.”

I gave her a quizzical look. I’d guessed as much.

“Oh, you don’t know?” She giggled. “Your boy-pussy has been healing with that plug as it’s baseline ‘closed’ position.”

I felt my heart stop for a second, and my pit grew in my stomach. Surely she didn’t mean that-

“Unless you’re wearing a plug, you can be sure to always need your cute diapers!” She said happily.

My mouth dropped open.

“But- but- it’th weverthible, wight?” I gasped.

“I’m not a doctor, so i’m not sure.” She said conversationally. “Maybe with surgery, but we have returning sissy-babies here that can’t keep their little pink holes closed years after this procedure, so the incontinence lasts at least a few years.”

“Yearth?!” I squeaked.

“At least. It’s probably for life, but who knows.”

“Life?!” I gasped, reeling at the sudden prospect of never leaving diapers.

She giggled as she pulled taped the diaper around my waist, then patted the front of it.

“Good thing you love humping these things so much, or that’d be bad news!” She said with a laugh. “Now go scamper along to join the rest for a nice long sissy hike, you’re already a little late.”

As I stood I bent over and felt a hot gush of thick poop loudly fill my diaper.

“Oh!” I cried out in horror as I realized what I’d just done.

“Sorry sissy,” She said, zipping up the bag. “You’ve just gotten changed. You can get another one at dinner.”

“Yeth ma’am. Thankyou!” I curtseyed, and then slowly minced away, fighting back tears as I realized that this was far from the last diaper I’d be wearing.

*****

Mass showers would have actually been preferable, but instead we showered privately in pairs.

We’d been encouraged to help each other clean every nook and cranny.

Over time we all became intimately familiar with every inch of each other's bodies. At the end of every shower a counselor waited to ensure that we left the shower freshly shaved and hairless from the nose down.

This was made more awkward for me due to the rule that we couldn’t shave or wash ourselves.

I knelt in front of the feminine sissy, his pulsing, throbbing cage inches from my face as I carefully ran the razor down his groin. He whimpered, and a drop of precum dripped onto my hand as I held his balls and shaved them carefully.

Soon He’d be perfectly hairless and then I’d be standing while he carefully shaved me.

I finished shaving him and stood. He wrapped his hands around me and pushed his tongue into my mouth.

I moaned with arousal and accepted his tongue into my mouth, kissing him equally deeply in return. I felt my flaccid cock pulse softly and dribble a bit.

I didn’t dare raise any suspicion that I wasn’t a good sissy…at least that’s what I told myself. Maybe it was the months of chastity, but it was getting far easier to act like an utter slut to anything that moved.

He slipped his fingers between my cheeks, and I felt them slowly probe their way into me.

“oooh” I gasped.

Then he gripped and squeezed my nipple.

“OH!” I yelped in surprise.

“They’re tho thenthitive aren’t they?” He asked seductively.

He quickly took a nipple into his mouth and sucked hard, circling it with his tongue,

I moaned and squirmed uncontrollably as tingling ripples of pleasure filled my senses.

“They- they feel-” I gasped.

“Good? I know. It’th the hormonthes”

“What?! Hormonthes?!”

The sissy giggled. “You know. Ethtrogen, Progethterone, Tethtothterone blockers…they’re in all the food and drinkth. Thurely you’ve notithed that your fathial hair thtopped growing.”

He sighed sadly. “I’m tho jealouth. Your boobieth are growing tho fatht. I bet you’ll have B-cupth by the end of thummer.”

“But I don’t want-”

He interrupted me with another deep kiss.

“Shh. You’re turn.” He said, taking the razor from my hand.

“He knelt and looked up at me. “Athk me for it.”

I blushed. Even other sissies saw me as a submissive toy.

“Pweathe make me thmooth and feminine.”


Chapter 10: Pickup

I sat on the wooden bench overlooking the dirt lot. It was quiet, far quieter than the camp had ever been.

“Go wait on the bench for your Mommy to pick you up.” Lindsey had instructed.

As I’d turned to leave she’d called me back and dropped the most precious thing in the world into my hand. It wasn’t just a key, it was THE key. I gripped it tightly as I sat on the bench fidgeting in my messy and wet diaper. It had taken a lot of work, dedication, and the elimination of every masculine impulse I had, but I’d earned this key.

I didn’t know who was picking me up. I doubted anyone really was, afterall, I had only come to this camp as a mistake. Nobody, much less my mom knew where I was.

One by one i’d watched various mommies, daddies, masters, and mistresses pick up their sissy charges and drive them away, now I was the last one.

In the distance I could hear the frogs start croaking by the lake. It was late evening now and I still hadn’t been picked up.

I didn’t dare tell Lindsey that I thought she was wrong. Surely she’d see me out here and know something was wrong. Maybe when nobody came to pick me up she’d know that I had really been here by mistake, and then she’d know how badly she’d fucked up.

The flash of a distant pair of headlights snapped me from my thoughts.

Was someone really here to pick me up?!

I broke into a cold sweat.

Who could it be?!

I became hyper aware of my appearance, and fearful that someone from my life might soon see me like this.

My girly little dress barely covered the top of my thick pink diaper and plastic diaper cover. Beneath that my smooth legs were covered by a pair of white thigh-high socks and childishly clunky pink maryjane shoes.

My hair was up in pigtails, and my makeup, as usual, had been painted and teased to feminine perfection.

A large pink penis-shaped pacifier filled my mouth, and I sucked on it nervously.

My budding breasts and hard nipples poked obviously against the dress.

My manicured hands and skinny, atrophied arms grasped my pink luggage.

Another spurt of urine ran into the diaper. If it weren't for the sound and warmth I wouldn’t even know I’d done it.

The car pulled up alongside me and the passenger window rolled down, revealing a middle-aged blonde woman behind the wheel.

She smiled at me, and I felt like a steak being eyed by a tigress.

“Pansy Pamperhumper?” She asked.

My diaper warmed again as I nodded.

She opened her door and walked around, casually lifting the luggage I’d struggled to carry.

She slung it into the trunk, and then opened the rear door, where an oversized car seat awaited me.

“Well, Pansy, hop in!” She said with a smile.

I hesitated and felt my diaper warm slightly again. Getting to a car with this strange woman sounded like a phenomenally dangerous and stupid idea.

I removed the pacifier. “I-I don’t know you.” I squeaked.

She clapped her hands and squealed.

“Your voice is adorable! SUCH an improvement!”

I hadn’t even meant to use my sissy-baby voice. Months of squeaking and burbling had transformed it into my default voice.

She pushed the pacifier back into my mouth. “I’m your new Auntie…well, I hope to be. get your soggy little but into your car seat and I’ll explain.”

I looked around the camp. At least I’d be leaving this place.

I minced to the car and lowered my butt onto the carseat, and the woman strapped me tightly into place.

“Ah!” I said, as she pulled the crotch strap tight, mashing the wet padding tightly into my swollen, full balls.

She closed the door behind me, and returned to the driver’s seat. She drove the car to a position overlooking the lake, and parked the car.

She looked at me via the rearview mirror.

“Does the name Kate Vicksburg ring a bell?” She asked.

I nodded. I’d dated her briefly, but it hadn’t worked out between us.

“If you remember, you said some nasty things to her. Do you remember that?” She asked. Her voice was calm but just barely hid a subtle twinge of rage

I nodded. It hadn’t exactly been a clean break. We’d both yelled a lot of things at each other before finally breaking up.

“Well, she’s my daughter. She relayed those things to me. And I decided to take action. You were not a man, so I removed that pretense from your life.” Her voice now sounded as triumphant as it did threatening.

“Finding out your personal details and filling out the application for this camp in your name wasn’t as hard as you’d think. The tricky part was deep-faking the video application where you beg to be made into a sissy.”

She laughed. “Luckily I found multiple videos of you talking. They provided me with all the necessary content.”

I tried to remove my pacifier, but she whirled around and pressed it hard into my mouth.

“LIsten. You may talk when I say you may talk!” She yelled.

I nodded and my bladder emptied. This woman was insane!

“You’re probably wondering what’s next for you, and what you’ll be doing with your life. No doubt you’ve held some sliver of hope that you’ll return to a normal life of pretending to be a man…haven’t you?”

I nodded again.

“Even when you could still get hard your pathetic baby-dick couldn’t satisfy my daughter…and you had the sheer GALL to try and blame her for your inadequacies. You might want to return to being a man. But that won’t be happening.” She stated firmly.

Something in how she said it with such determined certainty made me swallow. Every minute of her free time would assuredly be spent preventing me from ever reversing any of the training I’d done at this camp.

“You have two options.” She said.

“The first option is the kind one that I suggest you accept. I will give you a phone, and you will call my daughter, who knows nothing of sissies or this camp. You will confess that you have always been a diaper-humping little submissive cocksleeve. you will plead for her to take you back. You will beg for the privilege of being her sissy-baby slave. you will cook for her, clean for her, you will even bathe her and service her in whatever way she desires. If she has casual lovers or a boyfriend you will serve them as well. You won’t be a man. You won't be a woman either. You’ll be a feminine little plaything that serves your betters, which will be everyone. Should she refuse you will be MY sissy…and I promise you I won’t be as kind as my daughter.”

She smiled cruelly at me. and I withered under her cruel gaze. I felt like a whisp of cotton candy under the heat of a blowtorch beneath it.

“The other option is the cruelest and most inhumane thing I can do.”

I shuddered, but didn’t dare speak. She read the question in my mind.

“That inhumane option? It’s simple. I’ll let yougo. You’ll live freely.”

I looked at her incredulously. Was she serious? Of course I’d take that option!

“Oh? I can tell you think that’s a preferable option?” She tossed me an envelope.

I opened it to see my new identification as Sissy Pansy Pamperhumper.

“You’ve been evicted from your apartment since you haven’t paid rent in three months. Your car has been repossessed for similar reasons. You’re unemployed and your credit score is in the dumpster. Your only belongings are the dildos and outfits you brought to camp.”

She broke into a laugh that became a cruel cackle.

“You look like a whore, your pathetic cock is completely broken and locked, you’re permanently incontinent, and your only skill in life is your ability to gobble cock.”

She turned and looked me up and down. “Do you think your own mom will change your diapers? I’ve been looking at her social media and she seems far too conservative for that. Face it, you’ll be out on the street within hours of getting home.” She sneered.

“Good luck ever getting a job with those dick-sucking lips and diaper! How long until you’re impotent diapered ass is being passed between homeless men or getting pimped out? You’ll be giving blowjobs to utter strangers just for diaper changes.”

She snorted through her nose as an amusing thought struck her. “Fuck, I bet you’d love living as dirty slut for homeless people. Does the thought of gobbling unshowered sweaty cock from dirty old men turn you on?

Tears ran down my cheeks as she spoke. I couldn’t escape the truth that she was right. Nobody in my life would believe I’d forcibly undergone this transformation, and anyone who saw me would perceive me as a total slut, just waiting to be used.

She tossed my phone to me.

“Your choice, Pansy. Whether you like it or not you’re a helpless little sissy-baby slut. You WILL be getting used. Convince my daughter to take you in, and you may have a somewhat comfortable home…for a sissy. Failure to convince her means living with me, which will be FAR from comfortable and loving. Or I’ll take you straight to your parent’s place and you can try to explain your new lifestyle to them.”

I suckled my pacifier and choked back a sob. I wiped away my tears, tried to control my breathing, and dialed Kate’s number. My mind raced as I tried to anticipate the hundreds of questions she no doubt would ask me.


Chapter 11: Groveling for Sissyhood

I bit my bottom lip nervously as the phone rang

“Why are you calling?” Kate asked, her voice dripping with anger.

“I-I want to thart by thayin that I’m sowwy.” I said softly.

I glanced up at Kate’s mom, who smiled at me through the reflection of the rearview mirror.

“Why are you talking like that? Who is this?” She asked.

“It’th…It’th me. I jutht tawk wike thith now.” I said shakily.

“Why? What the fuck is wrong with you? Stop with the shitty baby talk and just talk to me!”

“I-I…but” I faltered. I glanced up to Kate’s mom. I knew she’d probably react badly to me dropping my sissy voice.

She sighed and reached back and before I could react, pressed the ‘video’ button.

I whimpered as the screen instantly came to life, showing me dressed like a little girl, sitting in the pink carseat. My penis paci dangled from a ribbon around my neck.

“What the fuck?” She said. Her voice was one of shock, but with a hint of stifled laughter.

“I- I”m sowwy I wath tho bad to you. I wath compenthating fow the fact that i’m not..” I swallowed. “That I’m not a man. I’m a thithy.”

“The fuck?” She repeated. “Is this a prank or a dare?”

“No. I’m-I”m…” A tea rolled down my cheek and I struggled to swallow again.”I’m weawwy a thithy. I’m cawwing you becauthe I have nowhewe elthe to go. I-I need a pwathe to wiv.”

“Why in the world would I say yes to you? After the shit you said and did?”

“Pweathe!” I whined. “I wiw make it up to you! I wiw do all the cooking an’ cweaning! I want to be-”

I looked up at the rear view mirror. my captor’s eyebrows raised, urging me to finish the sentence.

“I want to be your thithy. I wiw do anything! Pweathe!” I begged. “I wiw be you’we swave!”

There was a pause. Her camera wasn’t on, but I could tell she was considering it.

“So you’d serve me completely? You’d do ALL the cooking and cleaning?”

“Yeth” I sniffled.

“And where are you going to sleep? I have a one bedroom apartment, and I’ll be damned if i’ll have a freeloader sleeping on my couch every night.”

The crazy lady sitting in front of me presented her phone to me. It showed an email confirming an order that had been placed at the beginning of summer for both a large dog crate and a large crib.

I closed my eyes tightly. “I-I have a cwib…and a dog cage. I wiw thleep in eithew one.”

Kate’s mom turned and mouthed the word ‘closet’ to me.

“If you want, I can thtay in a cwothet. You’d nevew thee me unleth you wanted.”

“So I should let you fulfill your nasty fetish of living in my closet just so you can jerk off all over everything? No thanks!”

I could tell she was about to hang up.

“NO! PWEATHE DON’T HANG UP!” I cried frantically.

“Sorry, but I don’t feel like being the reason you get your rocks off.”

“I-I can’t do that...anymowe.” I squeaked. blushing bright red..

“What’s that? Why?”

“My-m-m-m my-”

“Out with it, asshole.” She said.

“My cwitty ith locked in a chathtity cage. I can’t even get hawd.” I said, turning an even deeper shade of red. I chose to leave out the fact that I probably couldn’t even get hard without the cage anymore.

“Chastity cage? One second.” I heard her tapping on her phone as she looked up  the device.

“Let me get this straight. You’d live here…in my closet…as my sissy servant…completely free of charge…and you don’t even want to cum from it?

I tried again to swallow nonexistent saliva from my dry mouth into my dry throat,

“Yeth. That’th wight.” I croaked.

“This is really how you want to live?”

“Yeth.” I said softly.

“And there’s no strings attached? You won’t freak out if my boyfriend comes over?” She asked suspiciously.

Her mom turned around again and mouthed the word ‘fluff him’.

“No thtwingth attached. I pwomith to fwuff anyone you want…if you want.”

“Fuck, what happened to you over the summer?” She asked rethorically. She followed it up with another question.

“How do I know you’re serious about this?”

I sniffled pathetically, and knew what I had to do. I gingerly held up my new identification, inadvertantly showing my nails, which had been manicured and painted a soft pink.

“Wow…you really are a sissy…Pansy. Y’know…sure. You can come stay with me…provisonally. If you are any kind of burden I’ll toss your ass faster than you can say ‘pweathe’ again.”

“Thank you!” I sighed. “Oh thank you tho much! I pwomith I’w be a good thithy fo you!”

I couldn’t believe that I was actually relived to serve one of my ex’s as her sissy-for-life.

“But first you need to prove your commitment.” She said.

Her voice dripped with mischievous energy.

“Yeth mith?” I asked.

“Take the key for your cage, and send me a video of you getting rid of it.”

My jaw dropped. I clutched the key in my hand. It was the only hope I had of ever living normal life again. Without it I’d never escape the cage, and I’d never feel an erection again.

“But-...get wid of it?”

“Flush it, break it, whatever you want. Just do it or the deal is off.” She laughed. “Run along like a good girl and get rid of your key, and then drive over here. In the meantime I’ll be doing some research on sissies.”

Her mom turned again and urgently mouthed ‘diapers’ to me.

I blushed hotly.

“Wait…There’th one mowe thing…I-”

“What now?” She asked wearily.

“I-I weaw diaperth.” I said, wincing as I said it.

“Like…as a fashion statement?”

“No…I-I-”

“Show me.”

I gulped and angled the camera down where the carseat strap held my sopping diaper tightly, forcing my legs apart.

“Ugh! What the fuck?! You use them?!”

“Yeth..but it’th becauth I can’t hewp it!” I exclaimed.

“So it’s for medical reasons?” She asked.

“Yeth!”

“I don’t recall you having any issues when we were dating last spring. How’d you get incontinent?” She asked.

I glanced toward her mom for help. she just smiled cruelly and I knew I’d have to tell the truth.

I…wet them tho much…I can’t hewp it anymowe.” I said.

“Is that why you mess them too?” She asked haughtily.

“No…that’th fwom a pwug.” I whispered.

“Let me get this straight, you got so wrapped up in being a useless little sissy that you forgot how to hold in your piss, and fucked yourself with a plug so big that you shit yourself now too?” She asked with a laugh. “Why the fuck would I want a piss and shit-soaked pansy stinking up my apartment?”

“I weaw pwathtic pantieth! There’th awmotht no thmell!” I exclaimed.

I got the feeling that she was close to cancelling the tentative deal I had with her.

“That doesn’t change anything! Why should I be your mommy and keep you around, let alone change you?” She asked.

“It-it-”

I looked to her mom wildly for help, but she only shrugged.

I began listing every reason I could think of. “It maketh thure that I am obedient. I wiw do anything fow a change, and you can make me thtew in them ath a punithment! And it maketh thure no boyfwiend of yourth will thee me ath a thweat!”

There was silence. If it weren’t for the carseat straps I’d have been on the edge of my seat.

“I guess that’s good enough. You better make a fucking excellent sissy slave, I definitely won’t enjoy changing your diapers, so you’d better make it worth my while!”

“Oh Thankyou!” I sighed. ‘I pwomith I won’t wet you dow-”

The call went dead.

I sniffed and felt my diaper warm again. We both sat there in silence as the soft hiss slowed and stopped. I could feel Kate’s mom relishing her victorious win.

After a few minutes she unbuckled her seatbelt and opened her door.

“What awe you doing?” I asked.

“Getting you you out.” She said.

“Why?”

“How else are you going to film yourself throwing your key into that lake?” She asked with a smile.

ten minutes later I was secured into the carseat, crying my eyes out as we sped along toward Kate’s apartment.

In a few hours I’d be starting my life as permanently chaste, diapered sissy.

All I could do was softly cry and think of the last shred of my manhood, now securely stored forever somewhere at the bottom of the camp’s large lake.

THE END


Epilogue

I straightened my sexy maid costume and gingerly picked up the tray of breakfast. Avocado and pesto on sourdough with a glass of orange juice for her, and a full breakfast with hash browns, eggs, coffee, and sausages for him.

My mouth watered as I smelled the delicious meal. My own breakfast was nothing nearly as tasty. Once a week a large batch of oatmeal and vitamins would be boiled and pureed into a slurry. This bland slop made up all my meals, except for the cherished table scraps I might get fed once in a while.

My butt burned throbbed from the intense spanking I”d received last night after I’d intercepted  some trash-bound dinner scraps from a plate. I wouldn’t be making that mistake anytime soon.

I pushed open the door and served my owner and her boyfriend.

They were talking about classes and work. They didn’t show any acknowledgement for my presence as  they continued their conversation.

I curtsied to them and then removed my penis pacifier, and dropped to my knees, feeling my drooping diaper wiggle between my thighs as I raised the covers over my head.

His cock rested on his stomach, flaccid and smelling of Kate’s pussy.

I took it into my mouth and began nursing and licking it as he ate.

After nearly three years of strict chastity, I’d forgotten what an erection even felt like. The sensations of having a hard throbbing erection were as alien to me as they were to any woman.

In fact, the closest I’d ever come to sex was the rare event when I would get fucked. I’d only managed to cum once from it, but it had been intense enough to make me desperate enough for Kate to employ locking plastic panties to prevent me from constantly trying to fuck myself with anything phallic.

As I did every morning, I kept him hard and dripping into my mouth as he ate. Kate liked to be fucked right after breakfast, and I was a key element in keeping her boytoys ready to fuck her the instant they finished breakfast.

Once they’d finished, Kate snapped her fingers, and I returned my pacifier to my puffy lips, and cleared away the plates before dropping into a curtsey and turning around, facing away from them.

This was my least favorite part of the morning routine. I stood demurely and listened to his panting and grunting as she moaned and writhed. The mattress creaked and the blankets rustled.

While he got hard and fucked his girlfriend, I remained limp and dripped precum from my useless clitty into my soiled diaper.

Finally I heard them finish, and minced to her side of the bed.

She dropped the used condom onto one of the plates.

“Some flavor for your gruel.” She said.

I curtsied and turned to leave. Kate preferred me to be silent unless she personally removed my pacifier.

“Oh, Pansy?” She called.

I turned.

“I’m glad you’re my sissy.”

I curtsied again.

“Now go do your chores and maybe I’ll change your diaper later.”

I turned and left the room.

I hadn’t said anything but we both knew that I was happy that I was her sissy too.
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