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Stephanie’s Sissy

October 30,

Dear Stephanie,

First off, I want you to know that Chris is doing just fine. Right now, I have him locked in a small cage. It’s funny. You wouldn’t think that crate training would work on people, but it really does. After I sedated him last night with a little something special in his drink, he passed out right at the table. A couple of friends and I got him into the trunk of my car, we drove him back to my place, and now he’s safely locked away with his hands cuffed, ankles shackled, and a nice pink collar around his neck.

He isn’t going anywhere.

Even without the restraints, he wouldn’t be able to break out of the dog cage. It’s been reinforced several times over.

Oh, and my favorite part?

The pink collar might seem to be an embarrassing affectation, but it’s actually very useful. You see, that collar is more than just a band of pink leather. It’s been reinforced with flexible steel and secured with a small padlock. He could try to pull that thing off for years or decades, and he wouldn’t succeed.

Along the inside of the collar, there are some cleverly hidden electronics. Essentially, there’s a receiver, a battery, and several small electrodes that press into the skin, meaning I will be able to shock your brother with the press of a button.

I know what I’m doing. Transforming your brother into Cindy won’t be difficult. By the time I’m done, he’ll follow every order.

Since you have been so generous, helping set up this little transformation, I wanted to give you a heads up about what would be happening to him. From what I understand, the two of you have never really gotten along, so you might really enjoy this.

As I mentioned earlier, your brother is going to be transformed into a sissy slave. Over the next couple of months, I will give him everything he needs to be completely stripped of his masculinity. By the time I’m done, he will be a quivering mass of feminine subservience.

When I finish with him, he’s going to wear cute little dresses, and he will prance around just like a sissy slave. He will curtsy and recognize the authority of his owner—whoever that happens to be.

Theoretically, I could keep him for myself. And who knows? Maybe I will.

But anyway, I’m getting ahead of myself.

Once he wakes up, the first part of his training will involve leaving him in the cage for several hours at least. I have cameras in that room, so I can monitor his progress. Most guys need a little while to feel truly helpless before they start to understand their predicament.

Boys can be pretty dumb that way.

I doubt your brother is any exception.

I have done a lot of research on him. I’ve seen his past and even talked to some of his ex-girlfriends. Yes, he’s going to need this.

I’m going to enjoy watching him struggle in his cage. That’s always a special pleasure. So many guys try to break out, thinking that if they smash their shoulders against the bars hard enough, the metal will bend or break. Silly boys. Throughout their lives, they been told that they can get away with anything. If they just try hard enough, they will succeed.

Yeah, right. These boys have never met someone like me. They’ve never been exposed to true or genuine training.

Eventually, he will settle down. He might fall to his side or try to roll onto his back and look up at the bars of his cage. But no matter what, he will be surrounded by them. They will be near the top of his head, the bottoms of his feet and to his left and right. This way, he won’t be able to pretend.

At some point, he will call out for help.

Generally, I respond, but only through a set of speakers built into the room. As far as he will be able to see, this space is small, just a bedroom with some hardwood floors and white walls. He might be able to spot the door if he makes sure to look over his shoulder. But other than that, he won’t find any windows or any other way to escape. He won’t know about the hidden microphones, speakers, and cameras.

When my voice eventually booms out, it’s going to scare him. There will be that moment of shock when he feels like he is completely helpless. That’s the impulse I will nurture over the course of his transformation.

“Christopher, you have been taken. Your old life is over. In fact, that is the last time anyone will call you by your given name. As far as you are concerned now, you are nothing but property.”

At this point, he will cry out again, shouting and snarling. He will probably start off with anger. He will make threats, telling me about how I can’t do this or how he will sue me. That’s what most of these “boys” like to start out with.

One of my favorites shouted, “I’m going to call the cops and get you thrown in prison!”

Yeah, right. How would he do that? He doesn’t have a phone. And of course, he’s never going to get to own a phone of his own again. A sissy slave doesn’t need that kind of toy or distraction.

Getting back to your brother, I’m sure he will eventually start to try to negotiate, especially considering how rich he thinks he still is. He doesn’t understand that his sister has sold him into sissy slavery. He doesn’t know that all of his inheritance is about to go to you.

If you like, I can tell him the truth. I can help him understand just how far he has fallen. It doesn’t really matter one way or the other. Eventually, he will figure out that he isn’t going to escape his new life. This is who he is now.

At some point, he will just get quiet, recognizing the simple fact that he is helpless. And that’s when I will turn on the music.

He’ll probably get scared when he first hears it, believing that it will presage something really bad. But actually, it’s just music. Or at least, that’s all he’s going to hear. The violins, flutes, violas, and piano notes will buzz out on the air. And might even sound a little bit like elevator music, just fast enough to make it hard to relax.

But of course, the music includes hypnotic programming.

One of my favorite conspiracies of all time is the idea that brainwashing is impossible. If you go to any doctor or physician in the world, whether that person is a psychiatrist or a psychologist or just a general practitioner, they will tell you that hypnosis and mind control are both impossible. Sure, people might be able to enter states of relaxation where they become more willing to cooperate, but that isn’t what we are talking about, not here.

As Christopher listens to the music, he’ll be programmed, and it’s as simple as that. Technically, I could rewrite his entire personality, stripping away every iota of independence that he once possessed. I could make him into a dainty, feminine little waif, the kind of sissy who knows he’s small and pathetic, who is always looking for someone to control him.

But no. That’s not what we discussed for your brother. Don’t worry, Stephanie. I will be true to my word. By the time I’m all done with him, your brother will still retain shreds of his old identity.

I only write “shreds” because he will be a new person: a sissy. That’s the distinction that is fascinating here. On the one hand, he will know who he used to be and retain all of his memories. He will recall that he once had all of these grand ambitions even as he runs around in his new, frilly uniform, curtsying and obeying those around him.

And yet, he won’t be able to help himself. By the time I’m done retraining this boy, he will be prepared to serve. He will follow every command, obey every order. It will feel so natural for him.

That’s the point of this programming.

When most people are ordered, they stop and think about it. Unless you have been trained to operate within a very strict hierarchy, you are conscious of every action. Just because someone tells you to fetch, that doesn’t mean you will do it.

Except for my sissies.

These boys, once they have been exposed to the music long enough, suddenly start to follow commands without thinking. Sure, they can think about what they are doing and how they’re behaving after the fact, by that point, it’s really too late. And since they have already started to obey, they might as well just continue. It begins to feel more and more normal and natural.

That’s the fate awaiting your brother.

After several hours of listening to the music, he’s going to be hungry and thirsty.

This will give him another opportunity to surrender to me. He won’t even know it, but I will finally appear, opening the door and stepping into his small room. When he sees me, he will try to intimidate me, and that’s when I’m going to use the collar on him. By pulling out a small controller and pressing a single button, I will punish him.

Maybe he will have noticed the small electrodes pressing into the sides of his neck. Maybe not. Either way, he will definitely feel the shock of electricity. I’ve never experienced it myself, but I have watched these arrogant, domineering boys be broken in the span of just a few seconds. The pain is so intense! They just can’t take it!

I’m sure your brother will be the same.

And after that, I will tell him about his new life. “Your name is no longer Christopher. You are now Cindy,” I’m going to tell him. “As Cindy, you will be an obedient sissy, following every command. As far as you are concerned, everyone around you out ranks you. Whether that person is a man or a woman, they will be able to order you around. Do you understand?”

What you think your brother is going to do when I say that to him? How do you think he’s going to respond?

Personally, I can’t wait to find out.

November 1

Dear Stephanie,

Guess what? Your brother hates his new life!

Of course, that’s to be expected. Didn’t you tell me that he used to go out pretty much every night, partying and hitting on women? He probably viewed himself as some sort of alpha male. Of course, I researched him, so I know that he didn’t accomplish a whole lot. He tried college and failed out. He attempted to get a job and didn’t succeed there either. Considering what a wastrel he has been, it makes sense that you decided to ask me to transform him for you.

And it’s coming along beautifully.

After a couple of shocks, plus several hours of listening to the hypnotic music, your brother is beginning to accept his new life.

Obviously, he would never admit it, not even to me, but he can’t help himself.

I crouched down in front of the cage, looking right into his eyes. “Tell me you’re nothing but a silly little sissy who needs to be owned and controlled,” I commanded.

I enjoyed this first order.

He sputtered out something, so I delivered another shock. Then I repeated the command, “Tell me you’re nothing but a silly little sissy who needs to be owned and controlled.”

“I’m not—” Cindy attempt to shout out. Before your brother could get to another syllable, I pressed the button and held it down this time. The electricity coursed through his body, rushing all over his skin, knocking the air from his lungs as he tried to catch his breath.

It was delicious!

I’ve attached the video to this message if you want to watch it for yourself. In case you’re curious, you can show it off to other people. I mean, no one would believe that these men are really being retrained as sissies, so it’s not like the police would get involved. And even if they wanted to, I have friends in high places.

So yeah, don’t worry about showing this to your friends or family. You’d actually be giving me some free advertising!

But back to your sissy brother…

When I released to the button, he was panting by this point. He tried so hard to fight me, but I said those words again, “Tell me you’re nothing but a silly sissy who needs to be owned and controlled.”

“I’m nothing but a silly sissy who needs to be owned and controlled,” he told me in this plaintive little whisper.

Immediately, he jerked his head up, and parted his lips. It was obvious he wanted to say something else. He probably wanted to try to take those words back, but it was too late, and he knew it. They were already out on the air.

I had woken him for this first step, and maybe he suspected it would be the last.

I opened the cage door and beckoned for him to crawl out.

“Do not stand. If you try to stand, you will be punished severely.”

Of course, the stubborn boy didn’t listen to me. He jumped up onto his feet. Despite being cuffed and shackled, he still thought he had a chance. Maybe he forgot about the collar. Maybe he just wanted to assert himself.

Either way, I had the controller out, and I pressed the button. I held it down again, this time for five full seconds. The electricity raced through his body, making his knees buckle. He fell to the floor. I rolled over with the ball of my foot and pressed down against his chest as I looked down at him.

“I will punish you whenever you need it. I will make sure that you learn to obey. You know why you have to do this? Because you are a sissy now. You are not a man, not anymore. And you are about to demonstrate it. I want you to follow me.”

Then I gently leaned down and attached a leash to his collar.

Yes, your brother was getting led around my home on a leash, just like a pet.

I guided him down the hall to the small bathroom. Once there, I removed the leash and his cuffs and shackles. He was theoretically free to move around now, but his eyes kept drifting down toward the controller in my hand. That always happens with these boys.

Smirking at him, I said, “You can try to take it from me if you really want.”

With that challenge lingering on the air, he hesitated, just like they all do. His muscles tensed as he tried to figure out whether or not he could fight me. Then his shoulders slumped as the tension relaxed away from his muscles.

Cindy knew he didn’t stand a chance. This pathetic little sissy couldn’t get away from me. He couldn’t get the controller from me.

Once he realized this, I walked up to your brother, cupped his cheek in the palm of my hand, and laughed at him.

He blushed brightly! Oh, I love it when these boys blush.

“Take a shower, and shave all of your body hair off,” I ordered. “There will be an inspection when you finish.” I patted him on the head and nudged him toward the shower.

I closed the door behind him and listened as the water came on.

Perhaps the sissy was smart enough to realize that there were cameras hidden throughout the home. Whether he did or not, I made sure to monitor his progress.

You can be proud to know that your brother did an excellent job. Usually, these boys mess up in those first couple of steps. They miss a spot or simply lack the diligence to really pay attention. As far as they’re concerned, they are just humoring me, like this will all be over shortly. They just have to hold me off for a little while, and then they will see some grand opportunity.

It never happens. Do you know how many sissies have escaped my clutches?

Exactly zero.

As I watched him work and diligently shave off all of his hair, I felt that tingling back between my legs. Since you already told me you wanted to hear about this next part, I’m not ashamed to say that your brother’s obedience was a big turn on. But then, it’s important that you love your work, right?

He shaved his armpits, chest, and legs. He even shaved off his pubic hair without being told to do so. And as he worked, I realized something. He has an excellent body for feminization. So many men are the wrong shape and require so much more work. Of course, I have access to the hormones, surgeons, and medical equipment necessary to make the sorts of transformations happen.

But with your brother, I was beginning to suspect that he would be a naturally perfect sissy slave.

Sure, he had the domineering nature of a man, but that could be taken away easily enough.

When he finished, he turned off the water and stepped out. He started to towel off, and that’s when I strode back into the bathroom.

Just as he finished drying off, I grabbed him by his hand and pulled him forward.

I guided him into the center of my bedroom, and I grabbed his hands and pulled them behind his back. He glared at me through the entire process. It was obvious he wanted to say something, but he didn’t want to risk another blast of electricity.

“It’s time for your inspection,” I told him.

“What, what does that mean?”

I walked behind him, reached down, and stroked his shaft. If you don’t want to read about me touching your brother, you might want to skip ahead. It’s fine.

Within moments, he got turned on. He just couldn’t help himself. Cindy was so excited, probably because he hadn’t been this close to a woman in quite some time. Or maybe it was all of the tension and fear from his time in the cage.

When I let him go, a quick growl of disappointment flared from his throat, but he quickly stifled the sounds, probably thinking he might be able to preserve some semblance of dignity.

He was very silly like that.

I spent the next minute or so circling him, poking and brushing one finger along his body. All the while, I told him, “Wow. You did a really good job, Cindy. You’re going to be such a good sissy slave.”

“I’m not a sissy slave!”

That’s when I pressed the button again, holding it down for a full five seconds. He collapsed, writhing and twitching on the floor. Oh, it must have been agony for him!

Then again, he probably deserved it. Didn’t you mention something about how, when the two of you were children, he was never punished or disciplined? Well, maybe we should think of this as his opportunity to get caught up.

In any case, I finished with his initial punishments.

I placed my foot on his shoulder and pressed down, making it impossible for him to get up. His cheeks were now a shade of bright red, and he gulped as he looked up at me. I must have seemed so tall and so powerful to this pathetic boy. But that’s why it would be so easy to turn him into a sissy.

“Are you a sissy slave?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“Yes, I’m a sissy slave.” He spoke quietly as the words left his lips, but he said them, and that was all I really cared about.

“Get up,” I ordered again.

Cindy rose to his feet, behaving just like the feminized slave he would become. For so long, femininity meant subservience, obedience, and humility. As far as I’m concerned, true femininity is all about power now. But I could give this sissy a taste of old-school gender.

I circled Cindy again, brushing my fingers along his legs, arms, and then back between his thighs. I stroked his scrotum and teased him until he got excited. I love doing this. After the last dose of punishment, his erection had wilted. But now, he was getting excited again, and he couldn’t help himself. He wore nothing but a pink collar, and yet he gave every outward sign of enjoying his new captivity.

Within a few more seconds, he became desperately turned on. That much was obvious, and that’s why I told him to lay down on the bed, spread his arms and legs.

Cindy obeyed, climbing up onto the bed.

Your brother spread his arms and legs, and that’s when I showed him the pink, leather restraints. I let them dangle from my grip for a few seconds before securing each strap. They locked underneath the bed. Once I tied him down, he wouldn’t be able to go anywhere, and he knew it.

“Are you familiar with male chastity?” I asked. I made this sound like an innocuous question, as though we were about to discuss the weather or something else equally unimportant.

Of course, your brother had no idea what I was talking about. Those two words together, “male” and “chastity” just didn’t make sense to him and his male brain. Then again, as far as he was concerned, “Chastity” was probably just a name for a stripper.

Since I had him strapped down and helpless, I went back to one of my dresser drawers, but the bottom one, and came back with his new cage.

“See this? You’re going to wear this from now on. I’m going to put this little strap around the back of your balls, and this tube is going to make sure you can’t get hard anymore. If you want another orgasm, you will have to earn it.” I smirked, the corners of my eyes crinkling as I looked down at him.

He heard those words, he didn’t believe me. He started struggling, but I just watched. I kneeled there between his legs, I enjoyed seeing your brother struggle as hard as he could, trapped on his back and unable to get away.

After his shaft relaxed again, I pulled the chastity device on. I slipped his member into the tube, locked it on, and made him flinch when he heard that click.

“Very nice,” I said. “Now, are you ready to serve?”

“What, what does that mean?”

I grinned at him, lifting my skirt and slowly peeling down my panties.

“But you locked me in a chastity cage!”

“Silly, silly boy. You don’t need your cock to serve me. You need your mouth.” I grinned at him as I climbed up onto his body. I straddled him for a moment before lowering my pussy down toward his mouth.

This sissy definitely had so much potential. Yes, he tried to hold out. Yes, he tried to fight, to resist the temptation, but then I waved the controller in front of his face. And just like that, he knew he had no choice. Cindy knew he had to do as he was told. I could tell that he was going to be so good for me.

I savored the feel of his mouth and his tongue as he licked, serving me.

Over the next seconds, then minutes, your brother licked eagerly, sliding his tongue up and down my crevice. My nipples hardened, and the heat splashed along my body. Oh, it felt so good!

And to think, he had tried to hold out. He had tried so hard to resist, but now he went deeper and deeper. I impaled myself on his tongue, enjoying every little bit of friction, moisture, and heat between us.

“You’re going to wear panties, Cindy. You’re going to wear cute, satin pink panties with little black bows. I’m going to show you off to everyone!”

Your brother didn’t want to believe it. In fact, he whimpered as I made those promises.

He could make whatever noises he liked; it wouldn’t change anything.

Everything became bright as the pleasure overwhelmed me. I lost myself to the ecstasy gripping my body.

When I pulled away from his mouth and looked down at him, there was this expression of relief etched along his handsome face. “Again,” I said, marveling at just how horrified he could appear.

Before he could even mount a protest, I climbed back up on his face, straddled his head, and shoved my slit down against his waiting lips. And once again, he started licking, bobbing his head along my crevice, darting his tongue in and out as he strived to satisfy me.

This time, he did a very good job.

Satisfied, I pulled back, looked down at him again, and told him that it was time to get dressed.

Since I had already taken his dignity and locked him up in chastity, I released him from the straps. At once, Cindy looked down at his genitals, perhaps hoping that he had imagined the cock lock. No such luck, not for this sissy slave.

Feeling generous, I teased him, “You can try to take it off if you like. I won’t even punish you if you succeed.”

Pressing his lips together into a frustrated line, Cindy clearly didn’t know what to do. After a few more seconds, however, he started to pull on the device, perhaps thinking it might just flip off.

It didn’t.

Eventually, he started rotating his body, trying so hard to free himself. But as hard as he tried, he couldn’t get out. His orgasms and even his erections now belonged to me.

Because I could, I dangled the key in front of his face. He was tempted to reach for it, but then I held up the controller to his collar and my other hand.

“Sorry, sissy. It’s time to get you dressed.”

I sat him down in front of a mirror, brushed his hair, and then I got him dressed. I pulled out a pair of panties. When he saw the pink satin and the black ribbons, his lips hardened again. Some of the color drained away from his cheeks.

“Have you ever worn panties before?”

“No, never,” he lied.

Perhaps you didn’t understand that I had already discussed this with you. That’s why I punished him, delivering a blast of electricity. When his thoughts eventually cleared and he could talk again, Cindy told me the truth. “Okay, okay! Yes. I wore panties once!”

“What happened?”

“My sister,” muttered the sissy.

I waited. When he decided not to say anything else, I gave him another dose of pain. The agony shot through his body, lighting up every pain receptor he possessed all at once.

“Try again,” I said.

“When, when I was in middle school, my sister decided she wanted me to model for her. She dressed me up in her uniform. She made me wear panties and a skirt and blouse!” Once he was done, he was panting now, as though the exertion of simply telling the truth had drained him of something vital and primal.

I stroked his cheek and smiled. His skin was so smooth. He definitely had the face of a sissy.

“By the time I’m done with you, you’ll wish you had a schoolgirl uniform.”

“What, what are you going to make me wear?”

“A maid uniform. You know why?”

He gave a quick shake of his head.

“Because you are a sissy servant. You are going to be a maid. You will be obedient and humble and so very domestic. You will cook and clean and perform all of those tasks you think should be reserved for women. But in your new world, women rule, and sissies do the menial housework. What are you again?”

Considering how recently he had been shocked, it made sense that Cindy just gave up. “A sissy,” he said. “I’m a sissy.”

“What kind of sissy?”

Cindy had to think about this for a moment before saying, “I’m a sissy slave.”

“Yes, you are!”

That’s when I grabbed the maid uniform for him. I held it up, the one-piece dress perfect. It would be tight around his waist and included all of the special modifications to highlight his most feminine curves.

When Cindy looked at it, he grimaced again, probably wishing that he could escape this fate. But then he worked himself into the dress, felt the snug bodice, which only became tighter when I pulled the ribbon around his waist, tying it on to make sure that he would be able to get out on his own.

“The skirt. It’s so short,” Cindy protested.

“Is it?” I asked, nodding toward myself. Sure enough, the skirt could barely make its way a quarter of the way down his thighs.

“Would you like some tights? Some pretty, white tights, maybe something with black bows to match or panties?”

“No, that’s okay,” he said, as though he had a vote in the matter.

“You’re going to wear some pretty white tights,” I told him, fetching them and holding them out to him.

Surprisingly, he managed to slide them up his shapely legs. And once he was done, I marveled at just how adorable and feminine he looked, just like a young girl! He was certainly ready to be of service.

“I want you to know that I’m going to break you, Cindy. I’m going to transform you into the perfect household slave. You won’t try to think for yourself. You will just do as you’re told no matter what.”

For a moment, I could tell he wanted to contradict me, to argue. But then something broke inside of him, and he slumped his shoulders. “Yes. I understand.”

“There is a good sissy,” I said, patting him on the head before I sat him down to apply his makeup.

November 15,

Dear Stephanie,

It’s been several weeks, but I want to report on your sissy brother’s progress. When I first abducted him, I knew he would be a challenge, but I think he has been worth the effort. When you see him again, you won’t be disappointed.

When I first caught him, he was defiant and willful, the kind of boy who thought he should be allowed to think for himself.

No more.

Now Cindy is a docile little sissy, ready to obey every command, no matter how demeaning or humiliating. For example, I just had Cindy serve me tea. She walked in on high heels, taking those sexy, little mincing steps before bending forward. I could see up his skirt and enjoyed a view of his behind.

It does help that I have instituted a very specific workout regimen for this sissy. Yeah, he probably misses the days of getting to pick whatever he wants to eat and simply lazing around as much as he likes. But as a sissy slave, he must always obey. If that means exercising, he will do it. If that means eating nothing but vegetables and salad, he will do that as well.

When he poured the tea, he was very eager to serve and said, “Here is your tea, Mistress.”

Oh, I hope you don’t mind, but I have reprogrammed him to address every woman as Mistress. If you like, you can always make modifications to his behaviors. He’s not a computer, after all. A few simple instructions will be easy enough for him to follow.

After I enjoyed my tea, I had him bring me a few pastries. He wants them for himself? Absolutely. Did he get any? Absolutely not!

And then I looked back at him and said, “Your sister will get you again. She’s going to enjoy having you as her slave.”

He blushed brightly but curtsied and acknowledged my authority to give him to whomever I liked.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said in his feminine, high-pitched tone of voice. Yes, a part of his training has included vocal work.

From there, like enjoyed my tea, read a few articles on my tablet, and then I grabbed him.

I took him back into my bedroom and shoved him down onto my mattress. I lifted his skirt and pulled down his panties. By this point, he was on all fours. I took his collar and attached a leash, tying into the corner of the bed.

“Mistress, may I ask what you’re going to do with me?” He did his best to sound docile and subservient because he didn’t want to get a spanking.

He had no idea this would be worse.

You see, there is something very special I like to do with my sissy slaves before handing them off to other women.

“Strap you to the bed?” I asked.

“If you like, Mistress,” he said.

“I like. I think I like a lot,” I told him. I pulled out the restraints from before, making sure to give them just a little bit more slack. After all, he would need to stay on his hands and knees for this next part.

“You’re not going to get an orgasm,” I told him. “You shouldn’t even ask. But when I’m done, you do need to be grateful for the attention I’m giving you.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, careful to keep his voice low and obedient.

It is always good for a sissy to be just a little bit quiet.

I strapped him down, lifted his skirt, and pulled down his panties, exposing his rear end. Then I walked back to one of my drawers, lifted my skirt, and took off my own panties before removing the lubricant and dildo. Like most toys, this one came with two tips. I could penetrate him while pleasuring myself!

“What, what is that?”

Right away, Cindy must’ve been able to guess.

“This is what I’m going to use on you, sissy slave.”

He pressed his lips together. He must’ve been able to feel the lipstick along his mouth, one more reminder among so many of all he had lost.

“You don’t have a problem with that, do you, sissy slave?”

He gave a quick shake of his head. “No, Mistress,” he told me.

I positioned myself behind him, lubricated his tip, then mine. Then I reached down with my free hand and started stroking my opening. I masturbated behind him, making one obscene sound after another. Oh yes, this felt so good. I loved the way I could touch myself, having him right there in front of me, strapped down and totally powerless.

Then I slipped the dildo against my opening, pressed, and penetrated myself with that silicon toy. Then I grabbed his pants, pulled myself forward, and pushed into him. His eyes widened as he clinched down, but the slick tip wouldn’t be denied as I pushed forward, thrusting into him, just a little bit at a time. With every half inch, I made sure he experienced penetration.

If you want to use him, he’ll be ready. He will have already taken this.

I love the way he whimpered, bowed his head down. With every second, it was obvious he needed to cry out, to plead for this humiliation to end. And yet, I wasn’t done with him, and he knew it. Begging or pleading would have been utterly futile. I slapped his ass, and that’s when I said, “Yes. This is what you get! This is how a sissy has sex!”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Do you think you’re ever going to get to use your little cock again?”

“No, Mistress. I know I don’t. I belong in chastity.”

“And how can you tell?” I asked, making the simple inquiry sound straightforward and easy.

“Because I’m nothing but a sissy slave!” I pumped him harder and faster, one hand on his side, the other bracing the dildo between us as I used him. I pumped Cindy seriously, thrusting harder and faster as the friction of the toy and our bodies moved together. I pumped him, making sure he felt every inch.

When I finally cried out, savoring the orgasm that rippled through my body, I pulled back and looked down at him. Cindy stayed on his hands and knees, braced and ready for more.

“What do you say?”

“Thank you, Mistress. Thank you for turning me into a sissy slave.”

“And when you meet Stephanie again, what are you going to do?”

“I will curtsy and beg for the opportunity to serve her. She is my superior in every way, and I must do as she says.”

Yeah, I think you’re going to enjoy your new servant. Say goodbye to your brother and hello to your slave.

The End
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