

Chapter 1: The Agreement

It was pretty late at night, and I was in my campus apartment’s living area when my flatmate Holly walked into the room from the shower. Her hair was still wet, and she was wearing nothing but a fluffy pink towel, my mouth went dry and I got a little light headed at the sight of her.
She approached me and I could smell the fragrant conditioner and lotion. I could also feel the steamy heat emanating from her damp smooth skin.
“Hey, Chrissy, Would you be interested in helping me win a bet with my friends? I’ve been trying to apply what I’ve learned from my psych major to hypnotism, but I can’t really test anything without someone to try and hypnotize. It’d be like an extracurricular research project. I know it’s a little weird, but would you be willing to be a participant?” Holly asked.
I was a little surprised. Holly was my beautiful blonde crush. I had spent weeks looking at her with longing eyes, waiting for just the right moment to ask her out. Deep down I didn’t know if I would ever get up the courage. She was so out of my league. Maybe if I worked with her on this project I could feel out how she felt about me, then maybe I could ask her out. If only I could get her to stop calling me Chrissy.
“Sure, I’d love to help, do you need me to fill out a survey or help design some kind of research framework? Also, please don’t call me Chrissy, it’s… too...feminine.”
“OK, big man.” She said as she walked over and rubbed my hair, looking down at me.
Her point was well made, as a scrawny little four foot, 10 inches, even my petite roommate could easily beat me up if she wanted to.
“I was thinking more of an experiment, but I’ll need to work on the details and figure out exactly what it’ll entail, but I’ll definitely need a subject.” She said, still rubbing the top of my head.
Her looking down on me and rubbing my head as if I were a child was extremely condescending, but I had never been touched by a girl before, and having Holly rub any part of me felt amazing. After what was only a few seconds I realized that this was a little awkward and backed off, my cheeks turning bright red at the situation.
“Stop that, and…please, just call me Chrissy…I mean Chris! Just call me Chris.” I stammered.
“Hey, no sweat, Chris. I’ve got to get changed for a study group. Nonstop work for us grad students!” She said, turning to walk back to her room.
I watched her as she entered her room. Just as she closed the door I saw her towel drop and just for a millisecond I saw her naked from the side as she turned. I closed my eyes and held onto the mental image. I imagined running my hands over her back and breasts, gripping her tight round ass and pulling her wet toned body against mine. I felt my penis swell and I almost came right then and there.
I rushed to my room, my erection tenting my sweatpants noticeably. I couldn’t have her see me with a rock hard erection! I closed my door and collapsed into my office chair, still picturing her naked. I could just make out the shape of her ass and a little bit of her boobs.
I heard Holly’s door open, then the door to our dorm apartments open and close, signaling that I was alone in the apartment.
I was so horny! I quickly grabbed some clothes off the ground and wadded them up. I laid down on the ground, positioning the soft mound of cloth under my crotch and began humping it with fervor. In my head I pretended it was Holly, I bit my lip as I came within 20 seconds of starting.
I stood up and looked down at my shrinking cock with shame. I was a grower, and my penis, although average when erect, was less than an inch long when it was flaccid. If I was ever going to have sex with Holly I was going to have to practice my lasting power. How would I ever be able to satisfy her if I couldn’t last long with just a pile of dry dirty laundry?
I threw the clothes into the hamper and sat down to do homework. I wish I could say that was the only time I came that night, but with nothing to do, and no real friends, I had nothing much to do besides let my mind wander back to Holly. I don’t remember, but I must have orgasmed at least three more times that night.
It wasn’t until a few weeks later that Holly finally brought up the experiment we were going to conduct together. I was playing videogames when I heard her knock on my door. I quickly kicked a few socks I had jacked off into under the bed, then I answered the door.
She was wearing a low cut belly shirt, and her breasts, which were right at my eye level. “Hey Chrissy, I’ve worked out a psych experiment, but…this is awkward…hypnotism is pretty weak stuff, so we’d have to work on the project every other day for a year to see any results. Will you still help me? Please?” She clasped her hands in front of her and her breasts jiggled slightly. It was everything I could do not to look at them.
“uuh, yeah! Of course!” I said, straining to maintain eye contact. “What’s the experiment?”
“It’s about using hypnotism to remove unwanted physical urges and place better ones, previous research on this uses hypnotism just to remove unwanted habits, so it’d be something along those lines. The process involves delving deep into your subconscious, so you’ll have to be fine with our sessions getting just a little sexual. The deadline for the bet is in 10 months, right before Christmas, so you’d have to stay over the summer and holidays. ”
“Sexual?” I said, my face turning red.
“Don’t worry about it, it’ll be fun and new for you, I’m sure. If the method works, you won’t even remember much of the sessions, but we’ll get to know each other really well. You will of course be sedated for them, as it will greatly increase the chance that you’re in a deep enough trance.”
I looked back up to meet her gaze, I had accidentally been looking at her breasts!
“uhh, yeah, I can do that I guess, I said.” I had barely been listening. Her boobs had been right at my eye level and I couldn’t resist staring at them.
“Great! I just have something here for you to sign, It’s just a standard agreement to take part in a psych study.” She turned around and bent over to grab something from her backpack.
Beneath her short skirt I could see her bright pink panties. She turned around and handed me a piece of paper and pen. I quickly signed the bottom of the paper and dated it.
“Thank you! You’re a total life saver! I’ll meet you for our first session tomorrow!” She said quickly. “Here are your sedatives, Goodnight!” She said as she handed me a bottle with some pills. Then turned and walked away from my door. I watched her as she left, hypnotized by her hips swaying back and forth.
I closed my door and realized that I had a massive erection that was clearly visible through my sweatpants. Oh god, had Holly seen it?!
I laid back on my bed and released my cock from my pants, closed my eyes, and surrendered myself to fantasies about Holly. I started slow, imagining Holly running her hands over my cock, before mounting me and moaning as she took my full length into her.
It wasn’t until my post-orgasm clarity that I thought “what the hell am I getting myself into with this experiment?” But after some thought I concluded that it’d all be worth it if it gave me a shot with Holly.



Chapter 2: It Begins

Over the next few days Holly and I fell into a routine. About half an hour before she came back from class I would take a sedative, and by when she walked into the apartment I would be just beginning to feel groggy. We’d sit and talk for a while, then I’d lay down on the couch in the living area. I never remembered what happened after that, but I always awoke to her sitting in a chair by the couch, her hands folded like a psychologist.

When Holly wasn’t around and I wasn’t doing homework, I busied myself with trying to improve my stamina and duration. I used many Kleenexes and socks. I was always edging myself and making sure I didn’t cum for as long as possible during my masturbation sessions.

After a few weeks I was able to last much longer than my previous twenty seconds, I was up to ten minutes, but this was a double edged sword. By the end of my masturbation I was always sore and exhausted. 10 to fifteen minutes was about the maximum time I could go. Being so skinny and weak, my arms would hurt after about five minutes of pumping, so I would resort to humping a pillow, and even then, I had to thrust into the pillow as hard and fast as I could to be able to cum. Of course, by this time any sensuality in the experience had been drained, and my penis would be partially deflated by the time I finally came to a weak orgasm.

This worried me, now that I could last much longer, I couldn’t very well have sex with Holly if my penis started to shrink before climax. Maybe I was paranoid, but in my head I wanted my first time having sex to be perfect, especially for Holly.

I started using many different forms of masturbation in an effort to stay erect, but my penis always started to shrink back to its embarrassing size before finally ejaculating a small load of cum to a weak orgasm. I tried using lube, silk, even a cantaloupe at one point, but with no effect. Had I broken something by edging myself and extending my masturbation sessions too long?

As the weeks went by my conversations with Holly got better and better, and we became thick as thieves, gossiping and talking about everything under the sun. Occasionally though she’d get quiet, or look like she was hiding something from me, and she’d get a really weird smile.

After two months my condition had only worsened. Half of the time I had to give up on masturbating, rolling off of my pillow, my legs and arms sore with the effort, with no climax to show for it, my penis limp and leaking precum.

When I was able to actually climax, it was by humping my pillow with my flaccid penis, as it had already shriveled back to about an inch, despite me still being horny. What was even worse was that my penis was shrinking sooner and sooner, and my masturbation sessions were getting longer and longer. Sometimes my member would start to shrink and soften after only a minute of masturbation, and I would have to hump my little flaccid nub into a pillow for half an hour before I could finally cum. I had been to see a doctor, and he had prescribed some blue pills, but they had no effect.

It was sometime in early June when the most troubling thing happened. I had just finished a session with Holly, and gotten a view of her bending over to pick up her text books. I was so horny, that I could feel a dull ache in my balls. When she went into her room I quickly rushed into my own room, laid on my bed, closed my eyes, and pictured her perfect, toned ass, bent over right in front of me. I quickly unbuttoned my pants and kicked them off and reached down to grab onto my erect penis, but there was nothing there! I was as flaccid as if I were in an ice-cold room! I was still horny as hell, and I wanted badly to cum. I tried to stroke it and rub it to try and stimulate it, but nothing happened.

This was the first time I had experienced a complete failure in this department. I panicked and grabbed my pillow and began to hump it. Still nothing. I then squirted some lube directly onto my hand, laid down on it, and began grinding into it as hard as possible. Still nothing.

“Ok, calm down. Maybe you’re just overstimulated. Maybe you’ve been overdoing it and need a break.” I told myself. Maybe if I didn’t masturbate for a few days, I would be horny enough to become erect. I just had to wait it out. 

Nearly four days had passed, and I hadn’t been able to orgasm once. Despite countless attempts nothing worked. This didn’t mean I was any less horny. My tiny flaccid member was leaking precum almost 24/7. And my whole body ached for sexual release.

I was nearly 100% certain I had done this to myself in my attempts to increase my sexual performance, but I couldn’t rule out the small possibility that maybe the hypnosis sessions had something to do with it. I wanted to ask her, but could I take that chance? What if I inadvertently insulted her with my accusation?

Holly was the most beautiful person I had ever seen. How could I possibly let her know I couldn’t get hard anymore? I didn’t want to tell her I was completely impotent, but I had to. My balls and groin were constantly sore, and in desperate need of release. For days all I could think about was finally spurting a massive load.

After screwing up every ounce of my courage, I approached Holly’s room and knocked on her door. She answered wearing just a large shirt that almost covered up the panties she was wearing, but not quite.

“Um, Holly. About this hypnotism thing we’ve been doing.”

“yes?” She said leaning against her doorframe, a little bit of cleavage visible from the v-neck of the shirt. I felt a little precum dribble out into my boxers.

“You said it may have something to do with sexual stuff. Should I be noticing any…well, effects?” I said, turning red.

“I guess that’s possible.” she said rubbing her chin. “What kind of effects?” She said coyly, raising an eyebrow.

This was the question I had hoped she wouldn’t ask.  I looked down at her feet and I felt like my cheeks were on fire.

“If you must know, I’ve been having…trouble with….I mean, well, it’s been getting difficult to-“

“I think I know what you’re getting at. I know you’re attracted to me. And honestly, I’ve been waiting for you invite me into your room.” I couldn’t believe my ears. “Give me a few minutes to get ready, and I’ll meet you in your room. I just have one request.”

“Yes, anything!” I blurted. If Holly actually wanted to have sex with me I had to accept. There was no way I could turn away the woman I loved.

“It’s just that…” Now it was her turn to look at the floor. “I’m bi, and the men I watch in porn are always completely hairless below the eyes. I know it’s a huge thing to ask, but if you could….shave, It would make things so much hotter for me.”

I hadn’t expected this at all. I was finally going to have sex with Holly, and all I had to do was shave.

“No problem. Just give me some time and I’ll be ready! I exclaimed.”

As she closed the door, I rushed into the bathroom and grabbed my razor and shaving cream. If anything could help me get erect, seeing and touching Holly’s naked body would have to be it.

I ran the shower and went over every nook and cranny with the razor a dozen times. I wasn’t sure if she only meant my pubic hair, but just to be safe I shaved everything but the hair on my head. Deep down I had a pit in my stomach. I tried not to think about what would happen if this didn’t work and I stayed limp.

After the shower I ran into my room and hurriedly began tidying up all my clothes, papers, and garbage. Just as I finished cleaning I heard Holly walk to my door and knock.

I quickly sat on the bed and pretended like I hadn’t been feverishly cleaning everything a second ago, I was still wearing nothing but a towel.

“Come in!” I said loudly and nervously.


Chapter 3: The Loss of My Manhood

My mouth went dry and I felt some precum dribble onto my sore balls as I saw the vision of Holly enter my room and approach me. She was wearing nothing but the sexiest pink lingerie I had ever seen. Very little was left to the imagination.

“God, you look-“

“shh, no talking.” She said, placing her finger against my lips.

She then placed her other hand on my shoulder and pushed me onto the bed, wo I was lying on my back.

“You just lie there. Mommy will take care of everything.” She purred as she unfolded the towel wrapped around my waist.

The cool air hit my hairless genitals, and another few drops of precum dribbled from my penis.

I repositioned slightly to be more comfortable as she stripped her panties off. I was mesmerized by the most beautiful, hairless pussy I had ever seen. She put her face close to mine and kissed me deeply as she slowly and carefully repositioned to straddle me. I was speechless. This was a dream come true for me. I felt her breasts lightly brush against me. She sat up. Her warm, soft pussy pressed against my penis. I had never felt anything as intoxicatingly sexual in my life.

With horror I suddenly realized that my penis was still completely tiny and flaccid, despite me being as horny, aroused, and sex-crazed as ever.

Holly lifted off of me just enough to look down at my shriveled nub.

“Most guys are ready to go balls deep at this point. I guess I’ll just have to work a little harder to get your little guy going.” She said, reaching down and spreading herself open for me, before pressing her pussy’s slick interior on my little nub. She then began to gyrate her hips, moving her slick vagina in little circles on my penis, grinding against me with all her weight.

The feeling was incredible, but I was near tears. What could Holly possibly think of a scrawny little eighteen year old who couldn’t even get hard? I used every ounce of my concentration to try and get blood pumping to my penis, but nothing worked.

I tried to help things by thrusting against her, my flaccid penis squishing against her gyrating vagina, still sliding up and down against my shriveled shaft.

While the feeling was amazing, I wasn’t any closer to an orgasm, and my balls were aching more than ever. With every second my useless penis lay squished between us, my embarrassment grew tenfold. A few drops of precum was the only evidence I was turned on at all, but they went unnoticed by Holly.

“Is something wrong? Am I doing something wrong?” She asked innocently while climbing off of me. For a second I thought I saw her hide a smile, like this was a success of some kind.

“No, Jesus, no! It’s me….obviously. I-I…” There was no way I could hide it anymore. “I haven’t been able to have an erection or cum for a long time now.” I said, now on the verge of tears.

“Oh, my poor little Chrissy.” She said, pulling me into a hug. I wanted to object to how childish that statement made me feel, but after my massive failure, how could I ever insist she treat me like an adult again?

Even when we were both sitting on the bed she was much taller than me, and my face was pressed into her breasts. My tiny useless penis dribbled out a few more droplets, as we embraced.

“If you want I can try to help you with this using hypnotherapy. We’ll just have to double the sessions, though, as I am falling behind on this experiment already.

I sniffed and looked up into her deep blue eyes. “I’d appreciate that, I said. My voice still quivering with emotion.

We stayed locked in a naked embrace until she finally broke both the embrace and the silence. “I haven’t got anything to do, my plans tonight kind of fell through.” She said, smiling as she pinched the tip of my flaccid penis.

She looked at my bedside clock and sighed. “How about we just snuggle for the rest of the night? That’s what most people do after sex.”

I sniffed, wiped my eyes and nodded. We laid back on the bed and I moved close to her, holding her close.

She fell asleep first, and I stared at the beautiful woman lying next to me in my bed, and I tried not to think that she would probably never be there again.

I pressed my aching crotch against hers in a last attempt, but despite feeling the warmth of her body, nothing stirred. I pressed my face against her breasts and somehow managed to softly cry myself to sleep without waking her. There was no way I’d ever recover any respect from her after this.

“Look at this mess!” Holly said, waking me up.

Sunlight was streaming through the window, and she was sitting up on the bed, looking at a large patch of clear precum just below her bellybutton.

I jumped out of bed, instantly going red as if I had just wet the bed. “I’m so sorry! I-“

“Come over here.” Was said, commandingly.

I closed my mouth and walked over to her. She moved to the edge of the bed and placed a hand on each of my shoulders, then pushed me to my knees. “You know what you’re going to do, Chrissy?”

She put her hands on my head, and I thought I knew where this was going. I was a virgin, and had never orally satisfied a woman before. I didn’t even know how.

“You’re going to clean up your mess.” She said with a smile.

My eyes flew open with shock as she pushed my mouth against the precum on her stomach, NOT her vagina. Something about the power dynamic in that moment forced me to obey. I winced as I stuck out my tongue and began to slowly lick the salty precum from her stomach. Until now I had never even thought of tasting anything my penis made, and now here I was, impotently licking my warm precum from the belly of the most beautiful woman I knew.

“Oh no, I’m going to be late to class!” She exclaimed, pushing me away and running out my door. I heard her rummaging around in her room, hastily getting dressed, before she ran out the door of our apartment. “I’ve got to go, but when I get back we’ll have our session!” The apartment shook with the slam of the door as she ran out. I stood up, still naked and hairless.

Holly had left a pair of pink panties, and her matching bra on the floor. Bunched up at the foot of the bed were her stockings. I picked them up and intended to put them in front of her door for her, but stopped when I picked up the panties. I held them up to my waist and looked in my full length mirror.

The material was so soft, so light, and so... pretty. For some reason that was the word that popped into my head. For some reason I felt that I should try them on. The taboo of wearing Holly’s panties was somehow exciting.

I stepped into them and slowly pulled them up my legs. The friction of the material somehow felt better than anything I had ever felt.  I pulled them snugly around my waist, my penis pointed downward. My balls, which had been aching and sore, felt a lot better when supported by the tight, soft material. If this felt so amazing, how would the other objects feel?

It was a little too big, and a little tricky to work the clasps in the back, but I managed to put on the pink bra. It felt odd against me, but the smooth silky material also felt great.

I sat on my bed and grabbed the stockings. I bit my lip and began rolling them up my smooth hairless legs. The feeling was incredible, and when I was done I was amazed at how feminine my legs appeared.

I let my hands run over my legs and my crotch. The smooth material rustled and somehow felt even better than Holly had last night. I was aware of how crazy that sounded, but maybe, just maybe, I could get an erection! I rolled over and put my pillow beneath my crotch and began to slowly grind my soft nub into the pillow.

Suddenly, out of nowhere, a massive orgasm shook my body, and my legs shook like mad as I spasmed to the greatest release I had ever experienced in my life. I felt cum shooting out of my shriveled penis over and over in massive spurts. My eyes rolled back in my head and I blacked out.

I was awakened to Holly exclaiming “Holy Fuck!” outside my door.


Chapter 4: The First Feminization

I jumped to my feet, but my legs were still weak from the orgasmic spasms, making me collapse back onto the bed.

Holly walked over and looked down at me. “Take off my panties.” She said.

I slipped them off, and left them on the floor. There was no way Holly couldn’t notice that they were full and dripping with the largest load of cum I had ever produced.

Holly picked them up.

“Open your mouth.” She commanded.

I stupidly did so, not able to guess what was going to happen next. “Sissies clean up after themselves!” She said, pushing the sopping wet panties into my mouth.

Before I could attempt to explain myself, or say I wasn’t a sissy she closed my mouth by pushing up on my chin with her pinky finger. She then roughly pushed me onto my back on the bed.

“I did some reading on your problem, during my break between classes today, and I found something interesting.”

A large amount of cum dripped onto the back of my throat, forcing me to cough and swallow the disgusting, salty mess. This processes continued the whole time she was speaking. I didn’t dare spit them out.

“Some people say that by keeping themselves in an arousing situation for a long time, without masturbating or cumming, they were able to hit some kind of reset on their libido.”

I coughed as I was forced to swallow another mouthful of my own saliva and cum.

“Since I know exactly what REALLY turns you on now, it will be important to your treatment that you remain like this for a while. However, you can’t cum while you’re limp, or you’ll be mentally training yourself to stay limp. Luckily, I planned ahead and picked something up from the sex shop on my way home that might help with that.”

She spread my legs and began to do something with my genitals, I jumped as I felt something enter my urethra. A light slap to my butt indicated that I was to hold still. She fidgeted with something for a minute or two, then I heard a click.

“Do those panties still taste salty?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Then keep them in there. Suck on them until they’re flavorless, then put them in the wash. Now stay here.”

She left to her room, and returned a few seconds later with another pair of pink panties.

She stood me up and moved me to the full length mirror. To my horror I looked very feminine with the pink bra and stockings. There was something on my penis though, something tiny and pink. Whatever it was made my flaccid dick look even tinier, which was no small feat. I looked down and touched it. There was some kind of pink metal cap covering the tip of my penis, locked onto a ring running around both my penis and balls. My penis with this thing on it couldn’t have been more than a quarter of an inch long, and anything coming out of my penis was going to be dribbling off of my balls, which were now stretched out in front of me by the steel ring running around my genitals.

“That is a top of the line chastity device. It even has a steel catheter tube, which ensures that you cannot remove it by slipping out. It’ll keep your teeny little peeny secure and cum free. The research I found said that your impotency might be from masturbating too frequently, and this should do the trick of making sure you can’t cum at all.”

She held out a new pair of pink satin panties to me. “These will make sure that you are always in a state of arousal. That will make sure that there is always blood rushing to your penis, and you won’t lose your libido from the lack of cumming.”

So far everything Holly said made sense. I wanted to argue that panties weren’t a fetish of mine, but I couldn’t say anything with the panties stuffed in my mouth. Even if I could say something, what would I say? She had just found me passed out with cum in a pair of panties after not even showing any arousal to a night of potential sex. The evidence was stacked against me.

I hesitated only a little before stepping into the panties. Holly slipped the panties on over my now chaste flaccid penis. The only bulge that could be seen was from my balls. My chastity covered penis didn’t even reach the panties’ material.

“I’m going out with some friends, so we will have to do our session later tonight, In the meantime, I want you to order your own set of panties.  From now on you will only be wearing panties in our sessions, so I can check for any improvements in your impotency. And you should probably wear them 24/7 if you want to see any improvement.”

She paused for a moment, stroked her chin, and then continued. “Since you get off on wearing girl’s undies, you need to buy some of the absolute most feminine and girly panties you can find. And they should probably be size small, as mine are a little too large for you.”

A few minutes later she was leaving the apartment. As the door closed I swallowed another mouthful of saliva and cum, and clicked ‘buy now’ on an order of extremely girly assorted panties, size small.

They were satin, covered with ruffles, and had white lace around each of the legs. on the front was embroidered a large pink and white heart. Holly had said to buy the girliest looking pair, and this was the most feminine pair I could find.

From this moment on our relationship changed. She now called my Sissy or Chrissy, and I stopped insisting she call me by my real name. It was a no brainer that she now thought of me as a pathetic excuse of a man, and I had no way to prove otherwise.

After a few days from my orgasm, I was back to being tortured by my own constant state of arousal. My entire groin was hypersensitive, and my balls ached. After a week or two my penis was ensuring that my panties were always slick with precum at the end of each day.

My sessions with Holly were always done wearing nothing but my panties and a T-shirt, and I never got used to her seeing how well my genitals fit inside the soft satin garment.

After about a month I was so horny, my legs were always trembling, as if I were on the verge of orgasm, and I felt like I was going to explode all the time. Whenever there was anything at crotch level, whether it was a counter, table, or couch, I would begin to grind my chastity cage and balls against it in vain. Most of the time I didn’t even realize I was doing it until Holly would point it out. Rubbing my damp pantied crotch on furniture didn’t bring me any closer to an erection, but the sensation of the satin on my balls was the closest I could come to any sexual feeling at all, and I guess, at least subconsciously, I still thought that I could cum if I rubbed myself against things.

I hated going to the bathroom now. I had to sit to pee, and my tiny chastity cage forced me to dribble urine all over my balls. I couldn’t tell what was worse, the warm tickling feeling of pissing all over my balls, the feminine tinkling sound I made as I dribbled into the toilet, or having to wipe the urine off of my genitals like a girl.

Holly insisted that if I wore the cage and didn’t cum for long enough periods of time, eventually I would somehow reset and be able to have erections again. Unfortunately, this meant that the cage never came off. Whenever I begged for her to take it off so I could try to hump a pillow, she would answer with:

“Is the cage painfully pulling on your balls, restricting all those raging erections you’ve been getting? Let’s see.”

Then she would pull my damp girly panties down to see that my hairless pink balls, still slick with precum, were limply dangling, while my petite flaccid penis barely pressed against the minuscule cage.

This continued for months. I could barely remember what my penis even looked like, or how big it was anymore. God, what I would have given to stroke myself just once more like I used to be able to. Now all I did was absent mindedly rub my balls and cage through my panties while watching TV.

It was during one of these sessions when I heard a scream and a thud. I rushed out of my room on shaky legs to see Holly on the floor of the kitchen.

“Is this yours?” She said angrily, motioning to the floor.

At first I didn’t see it, but then I saw what had caused her to fall. I had accidentally dripped precum on the floor, which holly had slipped on.

Holly didn’t wait for me to respond. “Clean it up, now.” She commanded, still angry.

I knew what she wanted me to do. I walked over and slowly got on my hands and knees. I lowered my head and began to lick my salty drippings from the floor. As I finished cleaning the floor she extended her foot and placed it against my mouth. I obediently began to lick the clear goo from her foot.

When I finished Holly stood, grabbed me by the hair, which had now grown quite long, and pressed my face into her crotch. While still pressed there, she pulled down her shorts and panties, then began to grind against my face.

“Make your mommy cum, you pathetic slut!” She moaned

I had never performed oral before, and I tried to lick her like in videos I had seen, but it felt like she was just treating me like a pillow, rubbing her pussy against my face like it were nothing but a sex toy. Soon she was moaning with bliss, and she began to hump my face harder and faster. After a few minutes she was grinding against my face as fast as she could. After 30 seconds she moaned, gasped, and finally spasmed as she felt an intense climax.

She brushed her hair back behind her ears, pulled up her panties and shorts, and then stated “I have a gift for you, maybe it will help remind you to keep things clean. I’ll go get it while you clean up here.”

She walked to her room and I noticed that there were a few drops of precum on the floor beneath me. I repositioned and licked them up.

“Here you are.” I heard her say from behind me. I turned around and looked up to see Holly standing over me, holding several pieces of clothing. It took me a few seconds to finally realize what they were. They were slutty maid outfits!

“I had them made custom, just for you. Since I’m working so hard to help you get over your ‘tiny’ problem, I figure you can at least keep everything clean while I’m gone. And since you are so turned on by dressing in women’s clothing, it’ll probably help you get an erection!” She spoke with a smile, either ignoring or not noticing the look of horror on my face.

“What does my little Chrissy say?” She said, pressing her finger on my nose, as if I were a child.

“Th-thank you.” I stuttered, not able to mentally accept my new daily attire.

I was pulled up onto my feet, and was still in a shocked daze as Holly removed my shirt in preparation for one of my new dresses.

“Woah! How have I missed those? Why didn’t you say something?” I snapped out of my daze, what was she talking about?

“What?” I said.

“You’ve got….breasts!” Holly exclaimed, stifling a giggle. Despite what she was saying, it looked a little like she had already known about them.

I looked down, sure enough, my previously dime sized nipples were now a few centimeters wide, and were situated on two very puffy budding breasts that were halfway to becoming ‘A’ cups.

“Let’s see if they’re man boobs or girl boobs.” Holly bent over, and before I could react, sucked seductively on one of my nipples. She got her answer when I closed my eyes and bit my lip from the sensation.

“I guess your problem must also be hormonal as well as mental.” Holly said. I was too shocked and embarrassed to say anything.

She ignored my silence and ran to her room, returning with a bra.

“Here’s an old training bra of mine, I don’t know why I still have it, but it’s yours now. Put it on, the only thing worse than unwanted boobs are unwanted saggy boobs.” I had nothing to say. What could I say?

I took the bra and put it on. Now that I was wearing a bra, it was impossible not to notice that I had my very own set of tiny boobs.

“Where were we? …Oh yeah.” Holly grabbed one of the maid uniforms and pulled it over my head, then fed my arms through the puffy sleeves. She turned me around and zipped up the back of the dress.

“Today you are going to make an appointment with a doctor and get some hormone medication. But first you are going to get all of your current clothes and give them to me for safe-keeping. If you are ever going to have non-oral sex with me, you are going to have to commit 100% to this.”

I nodded slowly and began shuffling to my room, still trying to take in what was happening to me.

I walked into my room and began putting all of my clothes into the hamper. When I was done, I caught a glimpse of myself in my mirror and froze in horror.

The maid dress was poufy and frilly. The petticoat in the base of the skirt flared out away from me, and made me look like a perverted sex maid. The skirt was cut so short that if I moved at all either my crotch or my butt would always be on display. I bent over slightly, hiding my little bulge from view. I looked like a teenaged girl! My round baby face, long hair, budding breasts, and petite frame made me look identical to a young girl.

With abject horror I realized that the only way anyone could be able to tell I was a man now would be if I showed them my crotch.

I picked up the hamper containing my old clothes, and carried it out to Holly.


Chapter 5: Edge of the Rabbit Hole

For the next four weeks my life was a living hell as I acted as Holly’s sexy maid. I spent my day cooking and cleaning in my spare time. Holly, being sure that I was turned on by being embarrassed, had added a pair of heels, stockings, and a large bow to my daily outfits. To add to my embarrassment, she cut the crotch out of my panties, to make sure my cage and balls were visible at all times.

This had the unfortunate effect of making me drip my clear goo every few minutes. Of course I would bend over to lick it up, showing off my panties and genitals. Sometimes while I was licking the floor, Holly would slap my butt hard, or pinch my aching balls, catching me by surprise. She always laughed thought it was great fun to see me blush and try to pull my short dress down.

My doctor had confirmed that my hormones were out of control, and that it may have something to do with my impotence. He also supported Holly’s idea that doing arousing things might help. He wrote me a prescription and gave me some pills that I thought were white, but the next day appeared to be pink.

The pills did nothing to stop my breast growth, and I was now a solid A cup, and my nipples were more sensitive than ever. Rubbing my nipples sent shivers up and down my spine, and when I squeezed them I could feel my prostate pump a little more precum out of me. How was I ever going to get rid of them?

It was at about this part of my transformation that I was cleaning Holly’s room when I noticed the bottom drawer of her nightstand was opened halfway. I pulled it open and saw a collection of six dildos arranged from smallest to largest, the sizes ranged from five inches to a massive 15 inch black dildo. I picked up the five incher and placed it on my crotch, where my own erection used to be. 

I laid back on Holly’s bed and began to stroke the fake phallus, imagining what it would be like to do this again. I imagined that it was Holly, riding my penis, her beautiful pussy sliding along its hard length. Of course this did nothing but make me even hornier, but it felt comforting. Stroking my own penis felt like a distant memory now. It was almost six months since my last erection, and I could barely recall it. It was as if there were a mental haze not letting me remember it.

I don’t know how long I had been stroking my fake penis, but I heard the apartment door close and quickly threw the phallus into the drawer, kicked it closed, and returned to my duties.

“Hey Chrissy, have you been doing anything fun?”

“N-no. Not really. I mean, I’ve just been keeping busy.” I couldn’t tell her that I had been playing with her dildos

“Good. Now why don’t you go make dinner like a good little girl? We’ll do our session in a bit.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Holly had insisted that I call her mistress some time ago, as it sounded more embarrassing and submissive.

I was making dinner when she stormed out of her room. And left the apartment without saying a word. She returned about an hour later with a shopping bag and went straight to her room.

I took a sedative and laid down on the couch. “I’m almost ready.” I called out.

Holly opened the door, walked to the couch and looked down at me. “So, you like to play with my dildos?” She said angrily. “Were you trying to get off by stimulating your little boy-pussy? You really tried to throw away all the work I’ve done for you, just so you could spurt your sissy cum from your limp clit?”

“I-I” I was unprepared for this barrage and didn’t know what to say.

She pulled me up and easily bent me over the back of the couch. My dress’s frills flying upward and over my head. She then violently pulled my panties down, exposing my bare bottom.

“A sissy like you needs to prove you’re sorry. I’m going to paddle you’re ass five times. After each one you’re going to thank me and give me a sissy apology, or admit something embarrassing. If you repeat yourself or don’t count, then that stroke won’t count for the total.” The anger in her voice was gone now. I couldn’t see her, but her voice sounded…eager, like this was a fun game for her.

CRACK!

The first stroke was MUCH harder than I had expected, and the loud crack of it reverberated through the apartment, followed immediately by a scream from me. I reached out with my arms for something to grab and kicked my legs as I began to cry. It was only one stroke, but my butt was already on fire.

“Looks like a sissy doesn’t want to apologize!” Holly called out.

CRACK!

I screamed and yelled an apology. “I’m sorry I played with your dildos!”

CRACK!

“Whose job is it to keep count? Not mine!” She said.

CRACK!

“One stroke! Thank you, Mistress! I’m so sorry for playing with your dildos!”

CRACK!

“Two strokes! Thank you so much! I’ll never snoop in mistresses things again! I’m so sooo-oory!” I sobbed.

CRACK!

“Three strokes! Thank you, Mistress! I’m so sorry for trying to cum!”

CRACK! “Four strokes! Thank you so much! I’m so sorry I wasn’t the perfect sissy maid for you!

CRACK!

“Five strokes! Thank you so much! I’m sorry I tried to cum without you letting me! I’m such a useless sissy!”

I was sobbing like a baby, and barely coherent at the end when she pulled me off the back of the couch and laid me on the cushions. She wiped the tears from my flushed cheeks and brushed my hair out of my face in a motherly way.

“Don’t think I didn’t notice that you purposefully didn’t apologize for stuffing my dildos up your ass, but I guess that wasn’t one of the rules.”

“But I-“

“You don’t get to speak to me right now. Once your sedative kicks in and you are fully hypnotized, then we’ll talk. I also bought some things from the sex-toy shop that you will discover when you awake from the trance. They should prevent you from doing anything indecent again.”

I was already feeling groggy and about to lose consciousness. Everything went fuzzy. My last memory before waking up again was Holly wiping some precum off my balls with a finger, then sticking it into my mouth to clean.

When I regained consciousness Holly was sitting in the armchair across from me.

When I awoke I could instantly tell something was…wrong. Still feeling a little sleepy I absent mindedly reached down to rub my little clitty. How long had I thought of it as a ‘clitty’? What did I used to call it? I couldn’t remember. It probably wasn’t important.

As my hand pressed against my clitty, I suddenly felt an uncomfortable pain that made me pull my hand away.

“I replaced your cage with a new one. The inside of it is lined with bristles, so if you rub it you’re not going to like the sensations you get. The ring going around your balls has also been updated with one that is lined with little spikes. If you try to hump anything, your clitty and sissy-bits will be in a world of pain.”

I sat up straight, a look of horror on my face. As I did so I felt something odd in my pussy. Once again I couldn’t quite remember what I was supposed to call it...sissy hole? No, that wasn’t it.

“I see you have discovered my other little toy.” I reached between my legs and felt something hard and metal pressed against my boy-pussy.

“Since I can no longer leave you alone with my dildos, I bought a locking butt plug. Your little sissy hole will be kept nice and full 24/7.”

“But Mistress, I didn’t use your dildos that way! I would never!” I exclaimed.

“I thought you would say that, so I recorded you as I put the plug in. Listen to your more honest hypnotized self.” She pulled out her phone and pressed play on a recording. Nothing could have prepared me for what I heard next.

“MMM, yes! Please put it in me! Please! I need it!”

“Are you sure? You want to be plugged indefinitely? It might be uncomfortable.”

“Yes Mistress! If I’m not plugged I’ll insert anything into my little sissy hole! I’m such a useless anal slut!”

“Ok, here it comes, just try to relax.”

“MMMM oh! OH! Mmmm that feels amazing!”

The recording ended. My mouth was hanging open. The voice in the recording was definitely mine, although higher in pitch than I remembered my voice being. Holly had all the evidence she could need.

“You’ll need this.” She gave me a bag with a tube.

“Twice a day you’ll unscrew the center of your plug, give yourself a two quart enema through the little hole in your plug, make me breakfast at 8:00am, clean the apartment, then release the enema. In the afternoons you will repeat this for dinner. If you don’t obey, I’ll have to give you another spanking.”

She stood up and I did the same, but when I stood the plug shifted in my sore pussy and made me exclaim.

“ooh!” I moaned.

“And you tried to tell me you weren’t tempted by my dildos. You’re a regular anal slut, I bet you were fingering yourself every night. No wonder this treatment isn’t working!”

There was no point in fighting or denying any of this. “Yes, Mistress.”

As I walked to my room the plug moved gently side to side in my sissy hole, and actually felt pretty good. If I swung my hips as I walked, it felt even better. Unbeknownst to me, I had been walking like a total slut.

As I walked I heard the drip of some precum hit the floor. Naturally, I stopped and got on my hands and knees to lick it up. When I bent over, the plug rested right on my prostate, and I began to slowly hump the air, desperate for any kind of sexual feeling. This did nothing but make me even hornier.

I rested on all fours and flushed with sexual heat as I pushed the plug out until the large bulb prevented it from slipping out any further. I relaxed my sissy hole and the plug was sucked back in. Each time I did this and humped the air I got a little hornier.

After a little while, I remembered why I was on all fours, and continued my cleanup job. For some reason it tasted really good to me. It still tasted the same, but now I kind of liked it. 

I looked down between my legs. My clitty had leaked all over the floor while I was playing with my plug. “More yummy precum for me!” I thought. “Wait what? Why did I think that!? Am I really a sissy?” I tried to think manly thoughts as I moved back a few paces and happily lapped up the delicious puddle, all the while trying to convince myself that it tasted disgusting.

As I ate, I reached between my legs to rub my locked and dripping clitty. Doing so caused the bristles to rub the tip of my clitty painfully. I whimpered, withdrew my hand and sucked the precum from my fingers.

Holly had been watching my pathetic little display with a smile. “In time, no matter how horny you get, or desperately you feel the need to cum, you won’t even think of your clitty as a source of pleasure, won’t that be nice, Sissy Chrissy?”

I didn’t see how she could be right. Jacking off or rubbing my clitty was the only way I could ever orgasm, at least that’s what I thought, but there was no point in fighting her.

“Yes Mistress.” I said.


Chapter 6: Halloween

Over the next two months my voice gradually got higher and higher, I didn’t even notice it until Holly commented that I was sounding like a good little slut now. I tried to speak in a deeper voice, but unless I really tried, I always slipped back into talking ‘like a little slut’.

My breasts were now B cups. My doctor was stumped, and after ruling out a tumor, he prescribed much stronger hormones, this time in syringe form. Holly was so helpful that she had taken the bottle of hormones when I got home, and taken charge of administering them. One shot in each nipple and each of my butt cheeks. Even these extremely powerful hormones did nothing to stop my feminization, if anything it seemed to accelerate.

Holly used my face to cum many more times over these months. Every time made me feel more and more like an object, as if I were just another one of her dildos. While I loved seeing and feeling her beautiful, moist pussy, I hated that I was never able to get an erection from it. At the end, after she had experienced an explosive orgasm, I was always so horny I could barely walk on my shaky legs.

Holly was right, I had forgotten all about touching my clitty. Instead I would use my plug to get a marginal amount of sexual stimulation. At night, sometimes I would get on all fours and ‘suck’ my plug in and out for hours, while my useless and limp clitty just dribbled. While it felt amazing, all it did was make my sissy bits sore. When did I start calling my balls ‘sissy bits’? I wasn’t be sure, but for some reason it gave me comfort to acceptingly call my body parts by their new names.

It was Halloween when I was cleaning the apartment. As I entered Holly’s room I saw that Holly had left one of her larger dildos on the bed. I approached and gingerly picked it up. After my last spanking, I didn’t dare let Holly see me with her dildos.

I held it up against my crotch where my own should be. It felt wrong. I had a clitty not a penis. I turned it around and looked at the tip of it. For some reason having a phallus pointed at me looked…right.

I couldn’t explain what happened next. I had a sudden urge that I couldn’t resist. I put the head of the dildo in my mouth. If felt…good, like I was meant to do this. Laid on Holly’s bed and took as much of it as I could into my mouth and began to suck it like the sluts I had seen in porn. Soon I was intently focused on the feel of it sliding in and out. With each thrust I took it a little deeper. I licked the balls and rubbed the tip with my tongue, massaging the rubber dick with my throat.

I suddenly felt a very light pain in my crotch that broke my concentration. I pulled the dildo out of my mouth and gathered up my ruffled maid dress so I could see my clitty in the mirror. There was no noticeable erection, but I could definitely feel a little pressure against the bristles! I almost had the beginnings of an erection! It quickly faded though. I began to fellate the fake penis again and began to feel the uncomfortable feeling of the beginnings of an erection once again. Why was this the only thing capable of effecting my clitty since spring?

When Holly got home I had no choice but to tell her what had happened. Maybe this was good news.

Instead of being angry, Holly got excited.

“If sucking the dildo made you a little excited, we may want to take this as far as it will go. It’s fortunate that this happened on Halloween.”

“Why does the date matter?”

“Because we are going out. I’ve just thought of a plan, that if works, will give you a raging hard-on, and then you will be able to cum like a man again.”

“I’m going out like this?!” I said motioning to my slutty maids outfit and heels.

“It’s Halloween, and where I’m taking you you’ll fit right in, now stop fussing, or I’ll have to give you another spanking.”

I silently nodded and looked at the ground. Just the thought of leaving the house dressed like a total sissy slut made me turn beet-red, but I’d do anything to avoid one of Holly’s spankings.

Holly never said where we were going, but on the car ride she made a few stops, but always parked around the corner, so I could never see which stores she was going into.

We finally pulled up to a curb, and she told me to get out. I stayed frozen with embarrassment and fear, until she told me to get out again, this time angrily.

As we walked down the sidewalk, my high heels clicking loudly, I kept my face down. I hoped nobody I knew recognized me.

We entered a bar, and headed straight to the men’s room.

“Do what I say or you’ll get a thousand strokes when we get home. “Holly said.

I didn’t dare resist as Holly moved me over to the urinals and made me kneel next to them. She then produced a pink leather collar, and locked it tightly around my neck, then chained it to a pipe at the base of the urinal, ensuring I would have to stay on my knees. She then secured my hands behind my back with a pair of fuzzy handcuffs.

By now I could see where this was going, and began to cry. “Please Holly, please, I’m not gay!” I said.

“Sure, you’re just a straight guy in a dress who loves having his sissy-hole stuffed, and can only get an erection from sucking dick.” She said sarcastically.

I couldn’t retort because she had been forcing something hard into my mouth as she spoke. Whatever it was forced my mouth open. I felt it with my tongue, confirming it was a ring gag. I tried to protest but everything I said came out as guttural moans.

Holly ignored me as she hung something in the corner of the room, it was small and unnoticeable.

“That’s a tiny webcam, after every dick you suck you will lift you skirt and show it your clitty. I’ll be watching from the car. If you actually get an erection that’s strong enough to pull on your sissy bits, I’ll come release you, and you can jack off. Anything less will mean that you need more stimulation.”

She hung a sign above me, and tied a pink blindfold around my eyes, and put a tiny Bluetooth earpiece in my ear. I heard her walk out of the room, ignoring my incomprehensible protests.

It wasn’t long before I heard someone enter the restroom. They used the urinal right next to me, and flushed. Then I heard a light shuffling as he readied his cock for me.

I recoiled in horror as I felt the tip of a penis enter my mouth. He put both hands on the back of my head, and pushed me onto his penis. I tried to force him out with my tongue, but realized that this was only made it feel better for him. He grabbed my hair and began to move my back and forth on his penis. I whimpered and moaned, and tried everything in my power to get away, but nothing worked. With every thrust he went deeper, until I was deep throating him. 

In no time at all I felt him thrust hard, shoving his penis deep down my throat, and tasted a familiar saltiness being pumped into my throat and mouth.

“Swallow it sissy.” Was all he said. With his dick keeping my head tilted upward, my only option was to swallow his cum or choke on it. I had no choice but to swallow every bit of cum being pumped into me. Even though I knew I wasn’t gay, I found that semen tasted even better than my precum, and I was a little disappointed that I hadn’t gotten more to suck down.

When he finished filling my mouth he withdrew his dick and I heard his zipper, and then the restroom door close. Remembering my orders I lifted my dress to display my pink clitty cage to the webcam. My sissy bits were still hanging limply, my clitty still completely flaccid. The earpiece crackled to life and I heard Holly on the other end.

“Hmm, that should have worked. Try doing what you were doing with the dildo. Focus on it, pleasure it. Enjoy it, and do your best to make sure men enjoy it too. Obviously if you fight it and get yourself all worked up you’ll never get erect. You need to enjoy every second of it.”

A few minutes later another man was sliding his penis between my lips. This time I decided to take holly’s advice. I focused on the penis, the sensation of the smooth plump head…the hard shaft sliding over my tongue…the strong hands gripping the back of my head. I lost track of time, and began to run my tongue along his penis, caressing it carefully.

I felt my dick pulse a couple times, but no growth yet, Just a little bit longer and I might be able to start an erection though! My hopes were dashed as he gave a single hard thrust before cumming in my mouth. I swallowed it all, of course, and then lifted my dress for the camera.

“Nod if you felt some progress.”

I nodded.

“Good, so we’re getting there. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

She reentered the restroom just as I finished with my third client. She pulled out a towel and wiped my drool and tears away.

“I can tell from watching that you’re actually enjoying this now, but still no erection. Maybe if I remove the ring gag you can replicate what happened with the dildo. It’s clear that you can’t just be used, you have to WANT to give the blowjob. Focus on it, and relish every second.”

She unbuckled the strap and removed the gag. It felt amazing to be able to close my mouth.

“Now, all you are going to do is beg for cock. You know you need to be here, or you’ll be permanently flaccid, right?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You seem to be enjoying it as much as they enjoy it. With that in mind, try using your hands more. Try kissing and licking around a little more. Do whatever the sluts in your porn do.”

“Yes Mistress.”

She removed the handcuffs, then turned and left me alone in the bathroom.

The next person that came in, used the urinal and was walking to the door.

“Please, let me suck your cock! I need to feel you in me and drink your cum!” I begged desperately.

He approached me and I heard him take his cock out.

“alright, let’s see what you can do.”

I reached out, and began to stroke him to erection, before licking up his shaft, pausing to give the tip a loud sloppy kiss. I cupped the balls with my hand and when he was properly horny I took him deep into my mouth. To put it simply, I was a natural. In no time he was churning his delicious cum onto my tongue.

My clitty had actually grown somewhat! It was a tiny little start to an erection, and I could just feel it starting to press on the bristles in my cage.

I excitedly showed my clitty to the webcam, and heard Holly in my ear.

“You look excited, I take it you have tiny bit of growth? I can’t make anything out though. From the appearance of your clitty.”

I nodded happily.

“Maybe if you keep going you’ll get a full erection!”

I threw everything into the next few men. I did everything I could think of, focusing only on giving them pleasure, and it definitely helped, I did feel a little pressure in my cage. It wasn’t until hours later when I had lost count of the number of men I had serviced and my stomach was painfully full that I was forced to give up. I was so tired I was about to collapse, and my jaw was incredibly sore. I was curled up on the floor by the urinal when Holly finally released me and took me to the car.

On the car ride home I instantly began to fall asleep, I did my best to not think about the fact that I had just sucked off countless men, an act I thought I would never have done at the beginning of the day.

As I drifted off to sleep Holly just rubbed my hair and looked at me with sympathy, at least I thought it was sympathy. For a second it looked like she was smiling proudly, but she turned her head away before I could be sure.

When we got home Holly took me to the shower and undressed me, then stripped down herself. I ached with desire and my legs quivered with the need to cum as I watched her slide her panties down.

“Since you are practically a girl already, I don’t see the harm in showering together.” She said with a coy smile.

She turned on the hot water, and we stepped into the shower together. She motioned with her head at the body soap and I knew what to do. I applied a large dollop to my hands and began to run the soap over Holly’s body, paying special attention to her breasts and genitals. In no time she was moaning and rocking her pelvis onto my soapy hand as I held her close and began to lick and suck on her nipples, which were now pressed into my face. A few minutes later she quivered with an orgasm, and looked down at me.

“From now on you always shower with me, Sissy.”

“Yes Mistress.” I said, as I knelt and began to lick her.




Chapter 7: Christmas Eve

It was Christmas Eve, and Holly had been acting extremely excited all day. I had brought her to orgasm several times. I could hardly ever bend over to lap up my precum without her pulling me by my pigtails into her crotch. At this point I had been wondering if she even used her dildo collection anymore. I was in my room on all fours sucking my butt plug in and out of my boy-pussy when I heard the tinkling of Holly’s bell.

For the last few months she had been using a little bell to call me into her room whenever she needed to be serviced. This sometimes happened early in the morning, but usually late at night or when she was bored.

I could tell she was planning something for today, but I couldn’t tell what. Maybe we were going to the bar. On special occasions she had brought me back to that bar, where I would try my hardest to gain an erection by pleasing as many men as possible, but my clitty never grew, it just got a little plumper. Despite this, and to my horror, I had started to love the feel of a real man’s dick between my lips.

I stood on shaky legs and made my way into Holly’s room. It had been months since my last release, and I found it hard to even walk straight. Just the sensation of the frills rustling on my sissy bits would make me dribble precum like a faucet.

I entered Holly’s room and saw some kind of large…thing under a blanket it looked like it was maybe a drum kit or painting easel.

“I’ve decided to start our session a little early this evening. Go take a sedative and prepare.” She commanded.

I nodded and curtsied (Holly always smiled when I would curtsy).

I returned to my room and took the sedative.

I stood and looked at myself in the floor-length mirror. I was unrecognizable from what I had been a year ago. Waist had shrunken, and my ass and hips had swelled and rounded. My breasts were now D cups, and I was always aware of their jiggle as I walked.

If it weren’t for my clitty I would have been an extremely attractive, dainty girl. Holly had insisted I use makeup and keep my hair in pigtails, which made me look both childish and feminine.

I stood up straight and saw my tiny clitty cage peeking out from behind my short petticoats. It was perfectly framed by my frilly crotch less panties My legs were smooth, hairless and skinny. If it weren’t for my tiny clitty nobody would be able to tell I was a man.

I sighed. Would anyone ever think I was a real man…ever?

I noticed a drop of precum start to drip from my sissy bits. I caught it with my hand and licked it from my fingers. Then felt ashamed, would a real man enjoy eating his own precum, and look forward to sucking cock in bars?

I began to feel woozy, so I returned to the living room and laid on the couch. When holly walked in she was carrying the large mysterious object in her arms, but it was covered with a blanket. I soon passed unconscious, and couldn’t remember anything else until I awoke again.

I was awakened by a slight draft on my skin. I opened my eyes to find I was sitting in the living room on a new kind of chair. my tired state I tried to stand but found that my legs had been restrained oddly. Everything was restrained!

My legs were tied with leather straps in some kind of stirrups that kept my legs far apart and fully bent so that my knees were nearly touching my chest, and my feet were also bound.  

My arms were tied together and stretched above my head. They were connected to a hook in the ceiling. I couldn’t move a muscle. Everything was either fully restrained, or stretched to it’s limit. The Chair, if it could be called that, had no bottom, just a back, and a series of stirrups my legs and arms were strapped into. My butt and body weight was completely supported by the straps securing my body.

“ssh! She’s awake!” I heard someone say. There were other people here! And I was on full display!

I panicked and screamed, but what came out was a muffled gurgle. I felt the familiar shape of a penis in my mouth, however this one was rubber, and strapped around my head to silence me.

“Good, you’re awake, now I can begin my presentation.” Holly said as she walked into my view.

I was utterly confused. What presentation?

She clicked a button on a remote and a video presentation began to play on the TV.

“This is Sissy Chrissy a year ago.” The image was of me before my transformation. I looked so normal!

“Obviously you can see what she looks like now, but let’s describe the process that led to this.”

Hearing her refer to me with female pronouns stung.

“Chrissy had always been obsessed with me, here you can see how in one instance, just because I talked to her, she had to masturbate just a minute later.”

I was horrified as hidden camera footage from my room showed me masturbating furiously.

“Obviously it was creepy to have such a pathetic excuse of a man always pining over me and masturbating over our every interaction so I sought to correct this. The first step was to begin hypnotherapy, something I’m very good at, and have been practicing for years. In these sessions I first removed his ability to suspect that the hypnotherapy sessions were having an effect on him. He would always trust that they were harmless and discuss them with nobody.”

She clicked the mouse and the screen changed again to show me humping a pillow in my room. I turned red as I heard chuckling from Holly’s friends.

“The next step was to remove his ability to get an erection a little bit at a time. Over time his only release became rubbing his limp dick against a pillow. This was clearly not enough to stop him fantasizing over me, so I gradually increased the amount of effort it took for him to cum until he would most likely die of exhaustion before he ever came.”

She went to the next slide which showed me on my back gasping for breath, my folded pillow at my side, precum glistening all over my stomach

“I let him go like this until I was certain nothing would be able to make him cum, then I tested it for myself.”

The next slide had Holly straddling my limp penis, while I laid on the bed, frozen with shame and embarrassment over my impotence.

“The following morning I left my underwear in the room, and his other hypnotically planted triggers made him put them on. At this stage in his training I purposefully allowed him to be able to cum when wearing women’s clothing.”

The screen changed again and showed me humping a pillow, and cumming hard into the panties as I blacked out. Holly allowed it to play and repeat a few times while the small audience laughed.

“I also had been programming him to enjoy the taste of cum, something he’d be eating a lot.”

The screen showed her putting the panties in my shocked mouth. The audience laughed again.

It then changed to show me on the couch with my clitty cage.

“At this point I enforced his chastity, which he was programmed not to question too hard. I also removed his ability to achieve orgasm completely. The cage you see in the video would later be replaced with the one you see on her now.”

She paused then continued "While in a trance, he began to take female hormones, as seen here.”

The next video showed me pouring out a small handful of pills and swallowing them. I had no memory of this.

“Just to be clear, the courts do not believe in hypnotism, and have ruled against every court case claiming damages from it, so as far as the law is concerned Sissy Chrissy is purposefully doing this to himself.” The audience laughed and there was some residual scattered applause and murmurs of agreement.

The next video showed me in my sissy maid dresses pouring out pills from a bottle and replacing them with new ones.

“Sissy’s Doctor prescribed male hormones, which Chrissy poured out and replaced with female hormones, also while in a trance. Some people could claim I made her do it, but the law is 100% on my side.”

The next video was of me in a trance begging for the locking butt plug to be inserted, with volume. The audience laughed for a long time at this. Howling as I begged for it.

“I accused Chrissy of playing with my sex toys, and insisted that she put in a large, locking butt plug, which has remained in place until this evening.”

I thought I had felt empty, but couldn’t figure out why.

“This served two purposes. One, it made Sissy focus entirely on her boy-pussy while her bristled and spiked clitty cage ensured that she stopped thinking of her clitty. These two objects in conjunction with hardcore hypno sessions, rearranged all sexual feeling to her sissy-hole.”

The video cut to footage from a hidden camera in my room of me on all fours, doing my best to force the butt plug in and out with my anus. The video zoomed in to see it slowly moving in and out barely a quarter of an inch. The audience applauded and whooped. As a string of precum dripped from my locked clitty.

“The next step was to make sure that she was also capable of pleasing men. What started as practice sessions while in a deep trance-“

The video cut to me in our apartment, deep throating a dildo.

“-Ended in reality.”

The footage cut to me lovingly and sensually sucking and licking the shaft of a man in the bar restroom. There was no way I could claim I was forced to do it. The video ended with him spurting his load onto my tongue and me smiling while swallowing it down. The audience lost it at this and there were various whoops and cheers. The video sped up and showed many, many men use me.

“I’m not evil though, I have allowed Sissy the ability to cum as a yearly reward, but she has hypnotic triggers that will only allow it to happen one day of the year, and only if certain conditions are met.”

I focused all my attention on her. I would do anything to be able to cum and Holly knew it.

“That day is tomorrow, and it will be your Christmas present. But I see no reason why we can’t exchange a couple gifts right here and now.”

After learning the truth I was terrified of what this might be. She had proven herself incredibly clever and manipulative. Did I really want any gift from her?

She released my right hand and gave me a pen.

“All I want for Christmas is your signature here.” She said, producing a stack of papers several inches thick.

“This is a document that is a combination of a Non-Disclosure Agreement, a medical study agreement, a release of personal independence to me, and a commitment to an unpaid internship as my live-in sissy maid …For the next fifty years. Everyone here has signed as a witnesses that this is all on the level, and you are not being coerced. I have also had multiple lawyers go through it. Should you ever break any terms of this contract, you will be paying me for the rest of your life. All it needs is your signature.”

I didn’t move. I wouldn’t sign it!

Holly noticed my hesitation. “Of course you are free to leave, but I have planted hypnotic walls to prevent any of this from being undone. Even with professional help, you won’t ever cum again. You’ll be impotent, chaste, and horny for the rest of your life. At least with me you will get the chance to cum once a year.”

My hand trembled with a hint of indecision. I needed to cum so badly that I was actually considering signing myself away.

“And if I decide to, maybe, years from now, I can remove all the hypnotism. What would take a psychologist lifetimes to do, I can reverse in a few years.”

I didn’t have any choice. I slowly reached out and signed the paper.

“Thank you, Sissy Chrissy! This is the best Christmas Ever!”

She turned to the audience and held the paper up triumphantly to applause.

“And now, my Christmas Eve Gift for you.” She opened a small jewelery box. On the black velvet were a series of studs and rings. I couldn’t tell what they were.

Holly turned and gave the box and a key to a tattoo covered woman on the couch. “Margaret, you may do the honors.”

Margaret was holding a piercing gun! I tried to squirm away, but I couldn’t even move a millimeter.

Margaret smiled as she used the key to remove my clitty cage. Then she used a finger or two to push my two sissy bits up inside of me. With the piercing gun she added oddly shaped studs above and to the left and right of my clitty. These went deep into me, but from the surface just looked like pink jeweled hearts against my skin.

“Those will keep your tiny little sissy balls up inside of you. Don’t worry, they’re permanent.” She said.

I didn’t even know my sissy-bits could be pushed inside of me, and now I permanently had the appearance of not even having them! I looked like a ball-less sissy freak now. I now had a tiny clitty with nothing underneath it.

Margaret then held up what looked like a transparent pink balloon.

“Because your little clitty is too small for even the smallest condom.” She explained, as she slipped it tightly over just the tip of my clitty.

Margaret then went behind me and I felt something being moved and set up beneath the strange chair I was secured to.

When she was finished she returned and sat down.

Holly thanked Margaret, then held up a remote.

“This is one of the conditions of your orgasm. This must be fulfilled in order for your subconscious to allow you to cum.”

Holly smiled and pressed a button.

I screamed into my dildo gag as a massive, lubed dildo rammed into my sissy hole. I had never had anything this large in my pussy before, even my unlocked plug was pretty small compared to his monster. It slowly retracted before quickly ramming its way back in, making me scream in pain again. I was tied so securely that all I could do was wiggle my toes and scream into my gag.

The audience laughed and watched me like this for a few minutes. Until Holly finally spoke with a smile.

“This condition is that you have to be fucked in your little sissy hole all night on Christmas Eve. You’ll find out the other conditions tomorrow morning.”

She turned to the guests.

“This concludes Sissy Chrissy’s Christmas Eve ‘Cumming-out’ Party for now! You don’t have to leave though, I have refreshments and party supplies. If you do leave please remember to come back in the morning with your gifts for Chrissy.”

A few guests left, but the rest hung out and talked, drank, and partied until late that night. Eventually they all left, and I was left alone with Holly. By then the fucking had stopped hurting and I was moaning like a slut every time it thrusted into me. I was on the very edge of an intense orgasm, but I knew I would never be able to cum, at least not until I had fulfilled Holly’s conditions.

Throughout the night I was little more than a party decoration, and guests would occasionally Slap my ass hard, or pinch the tip of my clitty. Many people groped and played with my boobs and nipples.

It must have been 2AM when Holly removed my gag and gave me some water to drink. When I was done drinking I asked:

“How could you do this to me?!”

Holly lifted my chin and looked into my eyes. There was something menacing about her gaze. “Little sissy maids shouldn’t talk to their betters like that. From now on you don’t question anything I do. Your job is to simply do what I say and answer me with respect. If you don’t, I can do anything to you. I could use hypnosis to make you incontinent, or give you an overwhelming urge to drink out of the toilet each time after using it.”

“It’s probably giving it  away, but I’ll tell you what will happen if you ever decide to be a bad sissy and run away. I have put hypnotic programming into you. The instant you fall asleep away from me, your programming will make you go into a trance and try to rob the nearest store or person.” She sounded proud of this idea, and spoke boastfully with a large smile.

“Can you imagine what would happen to a tiny, big breasted, tiny clittied sissy like you in prison? You’d be there without any orgasm for a few years, sucking and fucking every inmate multiple times a day. Whenever you were finally released you’d have no choice but to BEG me to allow you to be my sissy slut again. Now you know that there’s no escape, because you can’t escape yourself.”

I had never been so afraid of anyone before. “Yes Mistress, I’m sorry for questioning you. Thank you for letting me be your sissy sex toy.” I whimpered.

“Good Sissy. Don’t let it happen again, or you might not get an orgasm tomorrow.”

She replaced my dildo gag and left me there, moaning with pleasure as I fucked by the automatic dildo and sucked on my gag for the rest of the night.




Chapter 8: Christmas

I didn’t sleep a wink. For the whole night I was secured perfectly still, and on the very edge of orgasm. I was so close to finally cumming I could cry. I tried everything to cum on my own, I tried rocking my hips to make it hit my prostate, I tried to push down against it, but nothing worked.

At random times during the night it would increase it’s pace until it was pounding into me at an incredibly fast rate, and at other times it would start to vibrate intensely, making my whole body jiggle.

The sensation was the most intoxicatingly awful torture I had ever experienced. I wanted it to both stop, and go harder and faster at the same time.

All night long I panted, moaned and whimpered as my body twitched and shook with sexual stimulation. All I could do was listen to the sucking and slurping sound of it sliding in and out of me.

It was late morning when Holly finally entered from her room. She placed a gift under the tree and then approached me.

“Sleep well?” she joked.

I attempted to say ‘yes mistress’ but it was muffled by the gag.

“Aww, looks like your cum catcher is pretty full.” She removed the balloon from my clitty and held it up. Inside of it must have been a quarter of a cup of precum.

“Time for a sissy’s breakfast!” She said. She attached the balloon to a nozzle I hadn’t been aware of on the gag and squeezed the balloon.

I nearly choked as a massive amount of precum shot out of the dildo in my mouth, filling my mouth and throat. I struggled, but managed to swallow it all.

“It’s so nice to not have to pretend like I’m helping you now. You were a real creep before I made you into my pretty little maid, you know that?”

Once again I attempted to say ‘yes Mistress’.

She walked over and put a Santa hat on my head.

“That’s much more festive, don’t you think?” She asked.

Once again I nodded and said ‘yes mistress’ into the gag.

She removed the balloon from the end of my gag, and slipped it back over the tip of my clitty. She then took out a pair of nipple clamps and attached them to my nipples. Each clamp had a small hook on it, from which she hung a heavy weighted Christmas ornament.

I writhed and moaned as much as I could under bondage.

“You should look pretty, our guests will be here any minute.” Holly said.

She walked over to the wall across from me and hung a stocking that was embroidered with the name ‘Sissy Chrissy’.

I remained on the cursed chair, still being pumped full of silicone cock as each of her friends entered and placed something in my stocking, I couldn’t see what though. Some of them placed a gift under the tree instead, and some did both, soon there was a crowd twice as big as the crowd that had been present the night before. All of them pointed and laughed at me, the big-tittied sissy moaning and grunting as a dildo fucked me cross-eyed and forced my tits to jiggle and swing.

By the time Holly had gotten everyone to sit down in a semi-circle around me, I was drenched in sweat from how turned on I was, and bright red from embarrassment.

“Now everyone knows that you open the stocking first on Christmas, so let’s see what’s in her stocking!” Holly announced to cheers.

She moved the coffee table in front of me so I could see what poured out onto it.

Condoms. Dozens of them. Dozens of dozens, all used and full of cum.

“Looks like all of Sissy’s friends have been saving up their semen, just for her! What a lucky girl!”

Holly reached under the table and produced a large funnel with a bent tube coming out of it. To my horror she removed my gag and stuck the end of the funnel in my mouth. I knew better than to spit it out.

“Anyone want to help me open all of Sissy Chrissy’s gifts?” Holly asked.

Soon I had a dozen people all tearing open the knotted condoms and pouring the stale cum into the funnel. The tube must have had a valve, because none of it was flowing into my mouth yet.

After a few minutes the condoms had been emptied and the funnel must have had a full quart of semen sloshing around in it. I bit hard and strained not to drop the heavy funnel.

“Now my poor maid can only cum if three conditions are satisfied:” Holly announced holding up her hand. She extended one finger as she announced each of the conditions.

“One: Chrissy must have her ass pounded all night long, and must have it pounded until she cums. As you can see, she has been a very good little sissy.” There was some scattered giggling in the crowd.

“Two: She must be chug this entire funnel of cum before noon.”

“Three: She can only cum If I, Holly, say the correct trigger phrase, on Christmas, at noon. If anybody else says them, there will be no effect. If Chrissy is not stuffed with a cock, and hasn’t just finished chugging her Christmas cum, there will be no effect. If I say the phrase before or after noon on Christmas, there will be no effect.”

She held up a digital clock. There were only 2 minutes till noon!

She turned to me. “One minute from noon I will throw the valve open, and you will begin chugging. Two seconds from noon I will start to say the appropriate trigger phrase, and then you will have a complete sissygasm, get ready, Sissy Chrissy. Christmas only comes once a year.”

She then turned to the audience “Get ready, at exactly noon you will get to see the world’s most pathetic sissy cum, not from rubbing her clitty or stimulating her prostate, but purely from her mistress allowing it.”

I watched the clock intently, counting down the seconds. The room was silent except for the slurping sound of me being fucked, my grunts, and the occasional whisper.

At exactly 11:59 Holly turned the valve and I began to chug the thick, slimy, cold cum as hard and fast as I could. The room stayed silent with suspense as the sounds of my gulping joined the rhythmic slurping of the fucking machine. I rushed to finish the funnel, knowing I was running out of time. It was close, almost too close, as I finally finished only 5 seconds before Holly was supposed to say the phrase, and allowed the funnel to drop from my mouth.

Holly smiled and for a second I thought she wouldn’t say the phrase, but at almost exactly noon she ecstatically shouted “Merry Christmas, My little Sissy Chrissy!”

My entire body went rigid and I violently convulsed against the straps containing me. My legs shook and my toes curled. It felt like my whole body was having a muscle cramp as I screamed and spurted stream after stream of cum into the pink balloon.

The crowd cheered as my breathing went ragged and I gasped for breath. I humped the air as hard as I could. I had never cum like this before, my clitty continued to spurt for almost a full minute while I quivered and jiggled uncontrollably. Halfway through my orgasm I had filled the balloon and Holly had to hastily removed and replace it with another.

After I had finally stopped spurting, Holly removed the second balloon, then turned off the fucking machine and retracted it fully. Lastly she undid the nipple clamps and removed the restraints.

I tried to stand but collapsed. My legs were too weak from my restraints.

Holly held up a wine glass for everyone to see, then poured both balloons of my cum into it, filling it almost to the brim. She then sprinkled it with a little nutmeg.

“Time for Sissy to drink her yearly sissy egg-nog!” Everyone cheered.

She held it out to me, and I knew I didn’t have a choice. I sat on my knees and took the glass. I could feel the heat from my still-warm semen as I pressed the glass to my lips.

I drained it in a single draught while the crowd chanted ‘Chug! Chug! Chug!” I hated the fact that I now loved the taste of fresh cum. Deep down I knew that this would become a much anticipated yearly drink for me. I didn’t really have a choice on that front.

“Now sit down by the tree, it’s time to open your presents!”

“Yes, Mistress” I said as I moved over by the tree.

The first present I opened was from Holly. Inside was a massive butt plug, like the one I had before, but easily triple the size.

“Show me, and your guests, the appreciation and excitement their thoughtful gifts deserve.” Holly said

I put on a fake happy face and excitedly babbled “Thank you, Mistress! Can you please put it in me now?”

“Maybe later. You’re so loose right now, you wouldn’t be able to properly appreciate its size anyway.

The next gift was another piece of jewelry that I didn’t understand until Margaret had used her piercing gun on me. Soon I had a small titanium ring with spikes on the inside permanently attached just behind the head of my clitty. This piercing was connected to another piercing of on my taint by a thin silver chain. The result of this was that my clitty was stretched flush against my body, and I would be unable to rub it without pushing the spikes into my flaccid clitty.

I wasn’t liking how streamlined my crotch had become in the last 24 hours.

The next present was a small silver heart covered in pink jems. This was also permanently pierced just below my belly button, and hung by a very short chain. On the back it said “Property of Holly” and had Holly’s phone number etched into it. Other piercings included a permanent tongue stud and a few sets of earrings, thankfully not permanent.

The gifts seemed to go on for forever, and they included various feminine outfits and lingerie. By the end of the day I had a dozen outfits worth of slutty sissy clothes and makeup.

After each gift I would excitedly thank the person in the girliest and most sissy way I could. When I finally finished opening my gifts my mouth hurt from smiling, and deep down I felt like crying.

“Now it’s almost time for us to eat our Christmas dinner, but first Sissy gets her favorite meal for Christmas.” I didn’t like where this was headed at all.

She put her hand on my back. “Time for you to show your guests just how much you love all your gifts. Go get them, Sissy.”

I had no choice but to Obey. I tentatively shuffled on my knees to the nearest guest. I reached up and slowly slid his zipper down. I kissed the head of his penis and slowly licked the shaft and sucked his balls. He rapidly hardened, and I began to sloppily and noisily suck him off.

Things only devolved from there. Soon I was bent over the couch, sucking with my mouth while being plowed from behind. I had become the center of an intense orgy, where I was responsible in satisfying everyone.

Maybe it was the hypnosis, maybe it was acceptance of my new life, but something snapped in me, and I began to giggle and moan happily, like an airheaded bimbo. Soon I had a cock thrusting hard into both my holes, one in each hand that I was eagerly preparing to suck and fuck next. Soon I had a line of thirty people waiting their turn, both men and women. As soon as I finished with one person, they would just get back in line.

After a few hours I was collapsed on the floor, gasping for air like a fish out of water. My tiny body and large tits were covered in cum and drool. As the guests moved to the table to eat Christmas dinner I curled into a ball and slept on the floor.

I awoke. The apartment was silent and empty. I pulled onto my feet and walked to the shower. My entire body felt stiff and heavy.

I took a long shower and brushed my teeth. I left the bathroom and walked naked to my room. I opened a drawer and put on a pair of my crotchless panties.

I walked to the mirror and looked at my side-profile. In the mirror was a beautiful young woman with some tasteful girly body piercings. There wasn’t even a bulge in my panties anymore.

Somehow, after being abused by a room full of people, I felt…happy. My mind was clear of the horny haze and aching I had felt all year. And I actually felt accomplished in how good I was at being a sex toy.

I sighed and slipped into my slutty maid uniform and went out to clean the aftermath of the party.

I had just finished cleaning when Holly returned.

“You may not want to admit it, but it was clear that you loved today.”

“Yes Mistress” I said humbly.

“There’s still one thing left to do, so you are ready for the rest of the year.” She said, picking up the massive butt plug and squirting some lube onto it.

“Yes Mistress, please put my shiny new plug in me.” I said, feigning enthusiasm with a smile.

I bent over the arm of the couch and pulled my panties down and spread my cheeks.

She pressed the tip against my sissy hole and firmly pushed. I gripped the couch cushion and whimpered from the pain, which grew and grew until I was bawling and kicking. Soon the widest point had passed through my anus, and the rest of the plug quickly slipped inside. Holly then locked into place with a click, and I knew it wouldn’t be coming out for another 365 days.

I pushed myself up and wiped the tears from my eyes.

“Thank you for helping me with my plug, Mistress.” I said.

“Then you can show your appreciation to me, the way sissies are supposed to.” She said, unbuttoning her pants.

I dropped to my knees and she pulled my head to her crotch, where I began to lick and suck expertly as she ground her hips and pubic mound against my tongue and lips. Soon she was panting, then moaning, then her legs quivered as she came.

“Thank you, Mistress.” I said, nodding my head submissively.

She didn’t say anything as she headed to her room. I continued cleaning, the massive plug ever in the forefront of my mind as it shifted left and right with my walking.

It was time for me to just accept it. There was no way I would ever be able to escape. There was nothing I could do. I was now Holly’s willing property. Just like her box of dildos, I was just another sex toy she had added to her collection.

Fin
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