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Chapter 1 (Taken While Crossdressed.)

While keeping my full attention on the highway, I leaned forward in my seat and turned the windshield wipers on. A heavy rain had been following my route for miles and the driving conditions had been making my eyes feel heavier by the minute. As I continued along the highway, I noticed a rest stop just a few miles ahead. Although I had to pee, I was nervous to stop and walk inside.
Before stepping into my vehicle and taking a trip for the weekend, I had decided to put on makeup, do my hair, and wear a dress paired with matching high heels. Although I had crossdressed countless times while in the safety of my home, I had rarely stepped out while crossdressed and fully made up as a woman. Feeling a desire to explore my feminine side, I had decided to take a five-hour trip to a city known for being friendly to the LGBTQ+ community.
When I had prepared for my weekend getaway, I began by shaving all my body hair and plucking my eyebrows in a feminine shape. I continued by dressing myself in a matching pair of pink panties and push-up bra before using a set of fake DD breast forms to fill out my chest. To make sure that they would hold in place, I used some glue and made sure it was set before moving on to the next task.
Using a curling iron, I created waves in my long, brown hair and parted it in the center. Once my hair looked presentable as a lady, I began working on my makeup using foundation, highlighter, and bronzer. While trying to create the appearance of a feminine face, I contoured my nose, cheekbones, and chin. When I was finished, my nose appeared smaller, my cheekbones were more defined, and my chin was softer.
Taking extra time on my eyes, I used a dark pallet of eye shadow and jet black eyeliner to create a smokey eye look. To make my eyelashes pop, I used glue to attach fake eyelashes to my eyelids before letting them set in place. The extra weight on my lashes felt uncomfortable at first, but I quickly got used to the new feeling. Finishing up my makeup with my lips, I used a neon pink lipstick that matched my dress and high heels.
I could hardly contain my excitement when I stepped into my formfitting, low-cut neon pink dress. After zipping it up my back, I fixed the thin straps that ran over my shoulders and pulled down on the skirt of the dress, which hugged my upper thighs. With the dress in place, I slipped into a pair of four and a half inch neon pink high heel stiletto pumps. Having practiced walking in heels for countless hours, I felt like an expert when I strutted across my apartment.
To finish my alluring look, I had used a gel to attach neon pink press-on nails to my fingernails. The press-on nails increased the length of my fingers dramatically and were pointed at the end. With the gel holding the nails in place, they were supposed to last up to three weeks. After letting the nails set, I grabbed my suitcase and purse before heading to my car.
With a suitcase full of feminine supplies for the weekend, I was ready for my five-hour trip up the east coast. Although I was still nervous about going in public while crossdressed, I had purposely left for the trip late at night so that there would be fewer people traveling while I did. I knew that I would feel right at home when I arrived at my destination because the hotel I had made a reservation at was openly accepting of transgenders and crossdressers. My stomach fluttered with excitement as I pulled onto the highway and left for my weekend getaway.
After three hours of driving, the initial excitement of being crossdressed began to wear off. With heavy rain making it difficult to see the taillights ahead of me, I was starting to become nervous about getting into a car accident. When I saw a sign for a rest stop, I figured that I could use a break and decided to pull over. As I took the exit off of the highway and drove along the exit ramp, I noticed that the rain was beginning to let up. By the time I pulled into a parking spot, it turned to a hazy drizzle.
Seeing that this was the best opportunity to use the toilet without ruining my hair and makeup, I grabbed my purse with my phone, wallet, and keys inside. After stepping out of my vehicle, I scurried up to the rest stop building and hurried inside. As I walked into the lobby, I could feel the uncomfortable presence of someone following me. Looking over my shoulder, I saw two men wearing all black hoodies and athletic pants. I marched to the women’s restroom with a quick pace and stepped inside before putting my ear against the door.
When I heard the two men enter the men’s restroom across the rest stop lobby, I breathed a sigh of relief. After shaking my head, I told myself that I was just being paranoid because of how I was dressed. Seeing that the bathroom was completely empty, I stepped into one of the open stalls and closed the door behind me. My bladder felt like it was about to burst as I sat down and finally relieved myself. Once I was finished, I pulled up my panties and fixed my dress.
Stepping over to one of the sinks, I washed my hands and checked over myself in the mirror. Seeing that my hair and makeup still looked presentable, I exited the bathroom and walked through the rest stop lobby. As I opened the door and exited the building, the two men who had followed me inside stepped out of the men’s restroom and headed for the exit as well. With the light rain still present, I hurried to my car as fast as my high heels would allow while fumbling through my purse for my keys. My heart felt like it was beating out of my chest as I heard two sets of heavy footsteps behind me growing closer by the second.
It sounded like the men were just a few feet away as I neared my car and reached for the door. As I turned around and looked behind me, the two men lunged at me and each grabbed one of my arms. I kicked and screamed while violently jerking my body back and forth, but I could not break their firm grip. One of the men grabbed my feet while the other wrapped his arms around my upper body and lifted me from the ground.
I screamed and fought like hell to get away as the two men carried me across the empty parking lot to a white van with the engine running. Trying my best to fight against these people, I pulled my right foot away and attempted to kick one of the large men. He grabbed my leg before I could make contact and squeezed my legs even tighter in response. After opening the doors to the back of the white van, they shoved me inside and jumped in on top of me.
I felt completely overpowered as one of the men sat on my back while the other closed the doors to the back of the van. In the tight enclosed space, there was little I could do to resist as they grabbed my arms and pulled them behind me. After securing my wrists into leather handcuffs, they locked the cuffs on. Once my arms were bound, the two men used another set of cuffs around my ankles. With the ankle cuffs locked onto me, I could not spread my feet apart more than a few inches.
I could feel one of the men bring a large ball gag to my mouth before forcing me to open up and accept it. Once the ball gag was buckled behind my head, they grabbed another lock to connect the cuffs around my wrists to the cuffs around my ankles. With the cuffs locked together behind me, I was stuck in a hogtie position.
Looking over my shoulder, I could see one of the men grab a cloth bag and bring it to my head. I screamed through my gag and thrashed around on the floor of the van as I panicked. However, my pathetic efforts did nothing to stop the man from pulling the cloth bag over my head and tying it around my neck.
Although the thin fabric still allowed me to breathe without an issue, my vision was completely blocked. I listened as one of the men walked to the front of the van while the other stayed in the back next to me. After a few minutes, I could hear the van shift into drive before we pulled out and drove away.




Chapter 2 (Arriving at the Factory.)

Although I couldn’t be certain of how long I was tied up in the back of the van, it felt like several hours had passed before we arrived at our destination. After being stuck all night with my hands and feet touching behind me in a hogtie position while a gag propped my mouth open, I felt tired and sore. However, the fear and anxiety that I was experiencing far outweighed my discomfort.
When the van parked and the back doors opened, I listened as a few people stepped behind the vehicle. I could feel two men reach out and grab me before releasing the lock which held me in a hogtie. Although my wrists and ankles were still cuffed, I was finally able to extend my legs as they pulled me from the back of the vehicle and stood me upright. With the cloth bag still over my head, I struggled to see anything through the dark fabric.
While scared and confused by what was happening, I could feel a strong hand rub my torso before caressing my fake breast. After giving a few firm squeezes, he reached into my dress and gripped my right breast form. Although it was glued to my chest, the man ripped the breast form off of me and threw it to the ground. I whined and yelped as he reached into my dress again and ripped off my left breast form as well.
“It’s alright, you won’t have a need for those anymore.” The man whispered.
Moving down my body, the man lifted my dress before pulling down my panties. As I tried to break their grip on my arms, the man squeezed harder while making sure that I didn’t move. Without warning, the man grabbed the tape which I had used to tuck my penis and ripped the tape off all at once. I squealed and yelped into my gag while the man held me upright next to him.
“Careful with my doll!” A man with a low voice said. From the way he spoke, it sounded like he was in charge of whatever was happening. The man holding my arm loosened his grip but did not let go of me.
“Sorry boss. This is a feisty one.” The large man responded.
“It’s alright, we’ll take care of that. Where did you find this one?” The boss asked.
“We were at that one rest stop with the broken camera and saw this sissy run inside, so we grabbed him.” One of the men responded.
“Were they alone?” The boss asked.
“Yeah, we got out before anyone could see us.” The man next to me responded.
“Excellent. Now tell me what we’re working with?” The head of the operation said.
As I struggled to catch my breath, I could feel a measuring tape being wrapped around my hips before moving up to my waist and chest.
“They are a 39A, 34 waist, and 38 at the hips.” A feminine voice answered. “And 69 inches tall.”
“Perfect.” The boss said enthusiastically. “With a little work, they’ll be the ideal shape for a doll. Take him to processing and give him the full workup. Tell them to only add five cup sizes to this one. The last doll’s tits were so big they didn’t even fit into the suit.”
“Will do, boss.” One of the men responded.
I could feel two sets of muscular hands grip my shoulders and lead me away while I moaned and whined into my gag. With the ankle cuffs keeping my feet close together, I could not keep up with the fast pace of the men leading me. My high heels dragged against the smooth concrete floor as I struggled to break free. After a few minutes’ walk, the men led me into a room with vinyl flooring. I could feel them carry me through a set of double doors before forcing me onto a hospital bed.
I screamed and flailed my limbs as the two men held me down and used a series of straps to fasten me to the bed. Starting with a strap over my chest, they continued with leather straps over my waist, thighs, and ankles. After releasing my handcuffs, they secured my wrists with leather cuffs that were attached to the bed at my waist.
I could feel them wheel the bed into another room, where they locked the wheels and left me alone. With the bag still over my head and a ball gag in my mouth, I breathed heavily as I awaited my fate. I couldn’t believe that I had been kidnapped and that these people were discussing altering my body. It felt like a bad dream that I couldn’t wake up from.
After hours of lying on the bed and waiting anxiously, I could hear a few people enter the room and begin prepping for my apparent surgery. I moaned into my gag and tried to get their attention, but they ignored my cries. A half an hour later, I could feel a needle being inserted into my arm. I moaned into my gag as they drew some blood before putting me on an IV.
Another hour passed while I laid on the hospital bed listening to them get everything prepared. When the noises stopped and a few people stepped next to my bed, I knew that they were ready to begin at any moment. I screamed into my gag and pulled against the straps of the bed, but it was no use. I was stuck without the possibility of escape.
One of the nurses left the room and returned with the anesthesiologist moments later. I had trouble controlling my breathing as I listened to them step next to my head and ask the nurse to remove the bag so that they could begin. Once the cloth bag was untied and pulled away, the nurse quickly unbuckled my gag and released it from my mouth.
With the bright lights above me, my eyes had trouble adjusting after being kept in darkness for hours. By the time my vision adjusted to the lighting, I only caught a glimpse of the nurses standing around me wearing scrubs and surgical masks. When I saw a clear mask with a tube attached being brought over my nose and mouth, I screamed and cried as a pungent odor was released. In just a few quick seconds, everything faded to black.




Chapter 3 (Awaking to a New Reality.)

After I had fallen unconscious, it felt like I slipped into the deepest sleep of my life. When I initially awoke after being put out for my surgery, I found myself in a semi-conscious state of mind where everything felt fuzzy and distant. I struggled to recall where I was or any of the events that led me to the hospital bed where I laid. They must have had me on strong painkillers and sedatives throughout my recovery process, as I had trouble formulating independent thoughts. As the weeks passed, I found myself sleeping through most of each day while nurses awoke me periodically to feed me and care for my needs. Nearly a month after my arrival at the facility, it felt like I snapped out of my dazed state of mind all at once and returned to reality.
When I regained full consciousness, I opened my eyes and sat upright on what felt like a vinyl floor. Although my eyes were open, I could not see anything around me. Feeling panicked, I shook my head and brought my hands up to my face. While trying to rub my eyes, I could feel a tight, rubbery material encasing both my head and my hands. I attempted to extend my fingers, but the material was keeping my hands balled up in fists. Breathing heavily through my nose, I became anxious as I used my fists to examine my body from head to heels. 
Except for the two small openings for my nostrils and one large opening for my mouth, my entire head was covered with the tight, rubbery material. With no slit for my eyes, I was kept completely in the dark while inside of the bodysuit. As I brought my hands up to my mouth, I could feel thick, rubbery lips in the shape of a large circle. Between the lips, there was a thick rubber plug that had a small chain attaching it to a collar around my neck.
Using both hands, I pulled on the chain until the plug popped out and began dangling from my collar. With my mouth exposed, I could feel a hard circular tube stuck in my mouth that kept it propped open. The tube connected to the suit where the large rubbery lips were located and extended to the back of my tongue. After feeling the shape and design, I was well aware of its potential use for oral sex.
As I moved my hands downward and felt around my neck, I found a metal collar locked onto me. The collar was positioned over the only zipper of my suit at the back of my neck. Upon closer examination, I could feel that the zipper was attached to the collar with a small padlock. Even though I would be unable to grip the zipper with how my hands were balled up in fists, the collar was an extra precaution to make sure I would be unable to escape the bodysuit.
Feeling an unusual amount of weight on my chest, I pressed my hands against my breasts while pushing them up and down. As I felt that the full bosoms beneath my suit were attached to me, my breathing sped up and my heart raced. Feeling the weight of my boobs with both hands, I found that they were a cup size larger than the fake DD breast forms I had been wearing when I was kidnapped. Without a bra on beneath the suit, the round shape of my bosoms pressed against the bodysuit while my nipples popped and made themselves known. Becoming uncomfortable with the extensive work that had been done to my chest, I shook my head before moving my hands down to my waist.
As I felt the stiff material over top of my bodysuit with steel ribs built in, I realized that I was laced into an under-bust corset. The corset dramatically altered my body shape as my waistline was brought in significantly. Feeling a shortness of breath from how tight the corset was fitted, I attempted to undo the lacing behind me. After struggling for a few minutes, it was apparent that I could not untie the laces with my hands balled up into fists.
Moving my hands down to my bottom, I found that the suit accentuated my cheeks and made them feel much rounder and fuller. Between my butt cheeks, I could feel a circular metal ring with a large opening. It felt like the opening was directly over my hole and was designed to accommodate a large girth. As I realized that there were two openings to the suit that could be used for sex, I became restless and felt around my crotch for my member.
To my shock, there was no bulge in the suit where my penis usually rested. Upon further examination between my legs, I could feel that my member had been pulled back and inserted into a stiff tube that was connected to the suit. The tube forced my penis to point straight down, and it had a narrow opening directly beneath me. With the way my balls were pulled back and my member was oriented, it felt like my crotch was completely smooth. As I felt around the hole that connected to my penis, I found that the opening was too small for a finger to fit inside.
Growing increasingly troubled with my predicament, I moved my hands down my legs. It felt like the tight, rubbery material shaped my limbs and made them feel more slender. Bringing my hands down to my feet, I found that a pair of high heel boots had been laced onto me.
As I examined the boots closer, I realized that they were knee high ballet boots that forced my feet to point straight down. I was familiar with shoes like these, as I had tried on a pair once before. The boots forced the wearer to extend their feet downward and put their weight on their toes, while a very high stiletto heel offered little support. In my experience, it was difficult to walk more than a few steps without using something for balance. Although I wanted to remove the boots, I could not undo the tight lacing running up to my knees with my hands balled up into fists.
As the full weight of the situation set in, I could feel myself becoming anxious and I had trouble controlling my breathing. Not only was I locked in this constricting suit, I could not see anything around me and I had no idea where I was. Looking for an escape, I began crawling across the floor, hoping to find something that could free me.
After shuffling across the floor a few feet, my head bumped into a wall. I rubbed my head before turning to my left and following the wall on my hands and knees. When my head bumped into another wall after a few more feet, I took a deep breath before continuing to crawl. Making a full circle while staying close to the walls, I found that I was inside of a small box-shaped room. There was a single door to the room, which was locked, along with a toilet in one of the corners. Except for the toilet, the ten foot by ten foot room appeared completely empty.
Crawling over to the door, I began using my fist to hit it. With the tubelike object stuck in my mouth, I could only muster moans and whines as I tried to call for help. Nearly fifteen minutes later, I could finally hear someone outside of my room. As I heard the door being unlocked, I scooted away and knelt while it opened.





Chapter 4 (Doll Orientation.)

I could hear a pair of high heels click across the floor after the door to my room opened. The footsteps made their way to my left, where I could hear something snap into place against the wall. I moaned through the gag that was propping my mouth open as I tried to get the attention of whoever was in the room.
“Wow, you look so much better than when you got here.” A familiar feminine voice stated, “Oh no, how did that come out?”
I could feel her grab the plug hanging from my collar and push it back between my lips. After it popped into place, she let go and took a step backward. 
“You need to leave that in so you don’t drool all over yourself.” The woman said with a bubbly voice.
I moaned in response, but with the plug back in my mouth, it was much less audible.
“My name is Vanessa and I will be taking care of you during your programming. We have a lot to go over, so pay close attention.” Vanessa stated. “You’ve already been put through processing, which is the first phase here at the doll factory. You have just entered the second phase, which is programming. Once you have completed all five phases, you will live out your life as a sissy doll for one lucky owner. Our top priority is creating a quality product for our customers, which means that we require strict adherence to our rules.”
I could hear Vanessa flipping through some papers as she paused.
“Rule number one. You must follow any order or command given to you by a superior. To make this simple, your superiors include anyone speaking to you while at the facility. If we tell you to do something, we expect immediate obedience. Understand?”
Feeling like I did not have any other option, I nodded my head while I remained kneeling on the floor.
“Good. Rule number two. You will always be eager and ready for sex. This means that at any opportunity that presents itself, you will eagerly perform oral sex or anal sex. If there is a dick that is presented to you, you will stimulate it with your hands and try to put it inside of you as soon as possible. The only thing on your mind should be cock. Understand?”
Although I was in shock at what she just told me, I still felt like I had no choice but to nod my head to show her that I understood. I hoped that if I remained compliant, she might let me go or remove the constricting suit.
“Now, rule number 3. You will not attempt to remove your doll suit or any part of it. This applies to your shoes, your corset, and even the plug in your mouth. Unless we remove something for you, you will leave it in place exactly how it is. Understand?”
I put my head down and nodded my head as I was in disbelief at what I was being told.
“Very good. Not every doll takes to their role so quickly. For rule number four, this one should hopefully be easy for you. A doll should not make a mess or be a burden on their owner. This means that when you have to use the toilet, sit on the toilet and flush it. When you are feeding, make sure to keep everything in your mouth so that you do not dirty your doll suit. If you are pleasuring someone, let them finish inside of you so that you keep yourself clean. Understand?”
With my head down, I began pouting. Although the suit prevented my eyes from being seen, I could feel tears running down my cheeks as I nodded my head again to show Vanessa that I understood her.
Vanessa took a few steps forward and knelt in front of me. I could feel her put her hand under my chin and lift my head while giving some encouragement. “The first day as a doll is usually the hardest. But you’ll be fine as long as you keep a positive mindset and follow the rules. Trust me.”
Even though I still wasn’t keen on being referred to as a doll or being treated like one, I appreciated her warmth.
Vanessa pulled the plug from my mouth and let it hang from my collar before standing up. 
“Now, I’ve already put out your breakfast. It’s on the wall to your left, but you will need to stand up on those heels to suck it out. I’ll come back in a half an hour to make sure that you finished all of it. Enjoy.” Vanessa said before walking out of the room and closing the door behind her.
After hearing that there was a meal ready to be consumed, I could feel my stomach growling. Although I wasn’t sure what kind of meal could be hanging from the wall or how I would eat it with a tube stuck in my mouth, I figured that I better check it out. I crawled to my left until I reached the wall and used it for support as I rose to my feet.
Wobbling as I stood in my ballet boots, I struggled to keep my balance as all my weight rested on the tips of my toes. Even though no one was in the room to hear me, I moaned and whined to show my displeasure with my new shoes. As I brought myself upright and faced the wall, I began taking small steps to my right side until I found what Vanessa had left for me. After a few dainty steps, my head bumped into a long, stiff object.
Positioning my body in front of the object, I brought my hands up and began inspecting it to figure out what it was. As I rubbed my hands up and down the long, smooth rod, I realized that it was a dildo. Complete with a set of balls at the base and a head at the end, the dildo was incredibly lifelike. Feeling around above it, I found a bottle that seemed to be connected to the dildo with a tube that ran through it.
‘I can’t believe they expect me to put my mouth around this just to get a drink. This can’t be real…’ I thought to myself.
After shaking my head, I put my mouth around the dildo and began to suck on the tip. Although I could feel a small opening at the end of the dildo with my tongue, nothing was coming out, no matter how hard I sucked. As I moved my head further down the shaft, I could feel small drops begin to exit the dildo into my mouth. Tasting the warm fluid for the first time, I pulled my head back as I tried to figure out what it was.
I swirled the liquid around in my mouth for a few seconds before letting it fall to the back of my throat. With the tube extending into my mouth and propping it open, it made swallowing difficult and spitting impossible. As the flavor rested on my tongue and marinated, I noted a sweet and salty taste with a thick pudding-like texture. Although I couldn’t be certain of exactly what it was, I could not shake the thought that it tasted a lot like cum.
‘There is no way that they’re feeding me cum…’ I thought to myself. ‘My mind is probably just playing tricks on me because they’re making me suck it out of a dildo. I’m so thirsty I feel like I could drink anything right now.’
I let out a deep exhale before leaning forward and putting my mouth around the dildo again.
Although the opening to my mouth felt quite large, the girth of the dildo filled the tube completely. I could feel the dildo squeeze through the tube as I pushed my head all the way down the shaft. Once the tip reached the back of my throat, a few more drops of liquid squirted out again. Realizing that I needed to pump my head to extract more liquid, I began bobbing my head back and forth.
With each movement of my head down the shaft of the dildo, I could feel a few more drops exiting the tip and entering my mouth. While pumping my head back and forth, I struggled to swallow everything building up in my mouth. Pulling my head away to clear what was in my mouth, I let my head fall back, and let the slimy liquid fall to the back of my throat. After struggling to swallow the fluid, I sighed before putting my mouth around the dildo again.
As I continued to pump my head up and down the dildo while extracting a few drops at a time, I began to grow accustomed to the distinct flavor of the fluid. My stomach was growling, and the mysterious liquid was providing some relief. I kept my hands on the wall as I balanced on my ballet boots and consumed the bottle over the course of twenty minutes.
Although I could not see the bottle with my vision blocked by the constricting suit, I realized that the bottle was empty when I pumped my head up and down the shaft of the dildo and nothing came out. With how slowly I was allowed to drink the liquid, it kept me thirsty and craving more. By the time I was finished, it felt like the taste was even starting to grow on me.
I pumped my head up and down the shaft a few more times to make sure that it was empty; But, when a few minutes passed with nothing coming out, I pulled my head away and knelt on the floor. Turning my body around, I sat on the floor with my back to the wall while I waited for Vanessa to return. A few minutes after I had finished, I could hear the door open.




Chapter 5 (Milked Dry.)

“How’s my favorite doll doing?” Vanessa asked as she walked into the room. I listened as she stepped next to me and grabbed the bottle which had been attached to the wall. After untwisting the bottle from the tube which connected it to the dildo, she unlatched the bottle and removed it.
“Wow. You really guzzled that down!” Vanessa exclaimed. “After we flush you out, I’ll give you some more.”
I could feel Vanessa grab the plug hanging from my collar and insert it back into my mouth. It felt ridiculous to have my mouth plugged and unplugged by this woman, but I wasn’t sure what I could do about it. I continued sitting on the floor while Vanessa left the room and closed the door behind her.
A few minutes later, Vanessa returned and stepped in front of me.
“Alright, time to stand up.” Vanessa ordered.
After standing on my toes for over twenty minutes to drink a bottle of liquid, I felt like I had nothing left. With my mouth plugged, my moans and whines were almost inaudible as I tried to plead with her. Vanessa apparently had very little patience, as I could feel a whip snap against my thigh.
My whole body jolted as I felt the sharp stinging sensation from Vanessa’s whip. I put my hands out and tried to shield myself as I listened to Vanessa speak again.
“I told you it’s time to stand up. Now, doll.” Vanessa said in a fiery tone.
I cried and whined, but almost no sound came out. Not wanting to feel the crack of her whip again, I turned around and put my hands on the wall before rising to my feet.
Both of my legs shook as I struggled to find my balance and put all my weight on my toes once again. After having stood for over twenty minutes, my toes were sore and my legs were tired. It took everything I had to stand upright and turn toward Vanessa while leaning my back against the wall for support.
“Very good sissy doll.” Vanessa said as she stepped in front of me. After kneeling at my feet, she ordered me to lift my right leg. Following her command, I lifted my leg while she slid something up it. After having me lift my left leg, I felt her bring a series of straps up both legs to my waist. The straps looped around each leg and around my waist, just above my hips. Vanessa had me move my butt away from the wall as she tightened the straps around my waist and legs before using the straps to secure something around my crotch.
“You’re going to absolutely love this.” Vanessa said as she finished tightening the straps and adjusted the object being pressed against me.
“Now, you can’t sit down because you’ll break the bottle underneath you, but feel free to move around and enjoy yourself.” Vanessa informed me. “Have fun.”
I could feel her flip a switch on the object pressed against my crotch before strong vibrations began emanating from it. I pressed my thighs against each other and bent my knees as I felt the tingling penetrating deep inside of me.
After hearing Vanessa exit the room, I used my balled up fists to examine what I had been strapped into. As I felt around my crotch, I could feel a large vibrator being held firmly against me by a series of straps. It was pressed down on the tube that my penis was stuffed inside of and was strong enough to stimulate my member through the tube. While pressing my hands against my crotch, I bent my legs like I had to pee as I tried to cope with the sensations traveling to my penis.
It felt like blood was rushing to my member while the stimulation caused me to stiffen. With the way my penis was stuffed into a tube that oriented it straight down, I was unable to grow an erection. Instead of feeling pleasure from my member being stimulated, I tried to endure the discomfort.
As I tried to distract myself from the difficulty my penis was experiencing, I felt between my legs and found a bottle being held beneath me by the straps. It felt like the top of the bottle was pressed firmly against the opening for my penis so that it would catch anything that leaked out. Remembering what Vanessa said about keeping myself clean, I figured that they were just making sure I didn’t make a mess all over the floor.
Although my penis was unable to grow erect with how it was secured in the suit, I could feel an impending orgasm bubbling up. I moaned and whined as the vibrations coerced the first few drops to seep out of me. My member tensed and strained before letting go and allowing several large squirts to pulse out. I breathed heavily through my nose as a substantial amount of cum was drained from my member.
When the last few drops exited, I figured that Vanessa would come back and remove the device. I turned toward the wall and used it for support as I took dainty steps around the room to the door. Upon reaching it, I knocked on the door and waited for Vanessa to return. After another knock with no response, I became confused about what they were trying to accomplish.
As I leaned against the door with both hands, I could feel another climax beginning to build inside of me. Although my penis was tired from straining against its captivity, I could feel blood rushing to the area again. It felt like my member had forgotten that it was stuck in a tube as it began trying to grow. Bending over toward the door, I let out soft cries while trying to bear the discomfort.
Despite my penis feeling sore from the way it was being stimulated inside of the tube, I could feel small drops beginning to exit me. I beat the door with my fist as I felt a few small squirts leaking out and dripping into the bottle fastened between my legs. I cried through the plug in my mouth as I tried to call Vanessa back into my room. There was no answer at the door as the vibrator continued sending strong pulses to my penis.
After a half an hour of riding waves of euphoria and discomfort, Vanessa finally returned. I shuffled away from the door and stood with my hands against the wall beside the door as Vanessa stepped next to me. 
“How is my little sissy doll doing?” Vanessa asked with a bubbly tone.
I moaned in response, as I could feel myself becoming worked up again. It felt like my orgasms were resulting in increasingly smaller eruptions, as only a few small drips were coming out each time.
Vanessa knelt by my crotch and watched as the bottle beneath me continued to fill.
“Very good. Since there’s still some coming out, I’m going to leave you alone for another half hour. Have fun. You’re doing great!” Vanessa said before stepping out and closing the door abruptly. I screamed as loudly as I could manage, but it was mostly drowned out by the tube in my mouth and the plug inserted into it. I stomped my heel in frustration, only to scream even louder due to the discomfort of standing on the tips of my toes. I felt like I was at the end of my ropes as I put my head down and felt another small rush of cum being forced out of me.




Chapter 6 (Treated Like a Sex Doll.)

While feeling tired and sore, I leaned my head against the wall and squealed as yet another painfully small orgasm caused me to leak from my bodysuit. I breathed heavily through my nose and put my hands on my head while I tried to endure what was happening to me. As I prodded the bottle strapped between my legs and felt the liquid slosh around, I figured that it was just over half full. I shook my head and pressed my body against the wall for support as I waited for the longest hour of my life to end.
As I turned my body away from the wall so that I could lean backwards and change my position, I could hear the door open and Vanessa step back inside.
“Hey doll, how are you holding up?” She asked.
I cried and moaned in response as I grabbed my crotch. My penis felt incredibly sore from being drained while stuck in a tube.
“Just stand still while I make sure you’re finished.” Vanessa ordered.
I could hear her kneel in front of me and grab the bottle secured between my legs. She must have been watching a clock, because she did not speak or move for two whole minutes.
“It looks like you’re dry.” Vanessa stated. “You did great. Let me get this off of you.”
Vanessa loosened the straps around my legs and waist before carefully pulling them down to the floor. She held the bottle with one hand while holding the straps with the other. After having me step out of the loops, she collected the contraption and left the room.
Having stood on my toes for almost an hour and a half, I was eager to sit on the floor and finally rest. Despite leaning against the wall for support, it did not change the fact that the ballet boots forced me to rest my weight almost entirely on my toes. I turned toward the wall and slowly dropped to the floor before sitting on my butt. It felt like Vanessa was watching me and knew when I tried to rest, because she popped back into my room moments later.
“Hey doll, I have a surprise for you!” Vanessa announced in a bubbly tone. “First off, I have another bottle here for when you’re finished with your session.”
I listened as Vanessa walked to the wall and snapped the bottle in place.
“But more importantly, I would like to introduce you to your personal trainer, Jamal.” Vanessa announced. “Now, I know you can’t see him, but let me tell you, he is really hot. His muscles are huge, he’s really tall, and well…just trust me when I tell you he is fucking sexy.”
I began breathing heavily through my nose as I heard heavy footsteps stop right in front of me.
“Be a good doll and make sure you listen to everything he tells you. I’ll come and check on you a little later.” Vanessa said, before stepping out of the room.
‘Oh my god, this can’t be happening. What do they expect me to do with this guy?’ I thought to myself.
As I felt the plug being pulled from my mouth, my heart began to race. Jamal dropped the plug and let it hang from my collar before unbuttoning his pants. When I heard his clothing drop to the floor, I knew that he was naked. With the hood of the bodysuit keeping me in complete darkness, I quivered at the thought of what he could do with my mouth exposed.
“On your knees, doll.” Jamal said in a low, commanding voice.
Shifting my weight from my butt to my knees, I complied with his command while remaining on edge. I could feel him step forward and grab my head with both hands. As he guided himself through the opening of my suit to my mouth, I realized just how large he was.
It felt like his girth was comparable to the dildo, while his length was shockingly even longer. His cock pressed against the tube in my mouth on all sides before popping out in the back of my mouth and poking my throat. I put my hands on his hips as he continued pushing forward until his balls met my chin. It felt like his tip was halfway to my stomach as I began gagging on his massive rod.
Although my face was covered with the hood of the suit, my eyes began to water as I gagged and choked on the dick in my mouth. I moaned and whined before feeling him pull out until only his tip rested on the fake rubber lips of my suit. A few moments later, he plunged his way to the back of my throat again while pressing the base of his cock against my face.
I was in disbelief at what was happening as Jamal began pumping back and forth. With a tight grip on my head while I was stuck inside of my constricting bodysuit, I felt powerless to fight what was happening. From the size of his hands to the power of his thrusts, I realized just how stout this man was. I cried and whimpered as he humped my face repeatedly.
After what felt like an eternity of constant gagging on his cock, I could feel him tensing up. It felt like he began moving faster as he whipped my head back and forth with his hands. I held his hips tight with my balled up fists as he pushed my head up and down his shaft while breathing heavily. All at once, I felt a rush of fluid exiting his tip and entering my mouth.
The thick fluid sloshed around in my mouth as he continued humping me after he orgasmed. Although the liquid was salty with a hint of sweetness, it was also quite tangy. The texture and constancy was similar to the fluid I had drank from the dildo, while the taste was slightly different. With the tube stuck in my mouth, I knew that I would be unable to expel the fluid even if I didn’t have a cock still in my mouth. When Jamel finally let go of my head and pulled out, he grabbed the plug hanging from my collar and stuffed it back into my mouth. Instead of letting the fluid remain on my tongue, I let my head fall back as the cum slid down my throat.
It was humiliating to be used in such a manner as I was being treated like nothing more than a sex doll. I hung my head in shame and embarrassment while hoping that we were finished.
“On your feet, doll.” Jamal ordered.
I looked up, despite not being able to see, and cried through my gag to plead with him. Jamal was apparently not a very patient person either, as he grabbed my shoulder and yanked me to my feet with ease. Pushing me into the wall, he turned me around and began smacking my butt with an open hand.
Muffled cries and moans escaped my plugged mouth as Jamal used all his strength to punish my bottom. I kept my hands on the wall to stay balanced as he smacked my butt several times with increasing intensity. With his powerful hands and muscular body, my cheeks became sore rapidly.
I put my head down and breathed heavily through my nose as he grabbed my hips and positioned himself behind me. Knowing what was about to happen, I braced myself for his entrance. I could feel him push his cock through the hole in the back of my suit and meet my opening. The saliva mixed with cum was apparently enough lubrication as his tip spread my cheeks and made its way inside.
I let out a long muffled moan as I experienced his girth and stretched significantly to accommodate his enormous size. As he pushed forward and inserted the rest of his dick, I was in disbelief, as it felt like it would not end. When his crotch finally met my cheeks and pressed against me, I cried out and tried to shift my butt forward. Jamal closed the gap and pressed my body into the wall as he held himself inside of me.
“Are you ready, doll? I’m about to tear this ass up.” Jamal whispered into my ear.
I let out a soft whimper as he reached around in front of me and gripped my right breast. I put my hand on his as he squeezed my boob roughly and began feeling up my chest.
I shifted back and forth on my high heels as he pulled me away from the wall and brought his other hand around to my left boob. Holding me tightly with his hands cupping my chest, he began bouncing me up and down while using my bosoms for leverage. Although his hands were quite large, my boobs were significantly larger as they spilled out of his hands. Realizing the extent of the work they had done to my chest, I lost the will to keep fighting.
Letting my hands fall to my sides, I relaxed my legs and let my weight rest in Jamal’s hands. I felt like a rag doll as he used my chest to push me up and down on his rod aggressively. Although I usually liked anal stimulation under the right circumstances, I had been milked dry of cum and had nothing left to keep me going. With my head hanging, I counted the thrusts against my back end as he had his way for several minutes.
When Jamal finally began tensing up, my boobs were sore and my behind felt even worse. It was becoming increasingly difficult to allow myself to be used as my discomfort grew with each thrust. By the time he reached his climax, I was ready to use my heel to stomp his foot and make this end. His cock had stretched out my hole more than I thought possible and his relentlessness with my breasts was taking a toll on me. I could feel his cock harden before pulsing several times.
Warm fluid rushed into my back end as he continued giving light thrusts to my rear. He slowly let go of me as I returned to my feet and balanced on my toes with his help. I put my hands on his as I stood upright and waited for him to finish. When he came to a stop, he let go and backed away.
Putting my hands out to my sides, I tried to stay balanced as I stumbled forward toward the wall. I put my hands in front of me and used the wall for support just before falling on my face. Dropping down to my knees slowly, I took the weight off of my toes and fell onto my butt. I turned myself around and put my back to the wall as I tried to catch my breath.





Chapter 7 (How Can I Escape?)

After Jamal had his way, he collected his clothes and dressed himself. I could hear him step close to me before his hand met my cheek. He pointed my face toward his as he spoke to me in a pleased manner.
“You are one fuckable little doll. I can’t wait to do this again tomorrow.” He said before patting me on the head. “Go ahead and drink your cum milk. I know you have to be thirsty after that.”
I could feel Jamal pull the plug for my mouth before walking to the door and stepping out.
‘What the hell did he just say?’ I thought to myself. ‘Cum milk?’
Feeling the soreness of my ass and the pain from the way my chest was manhandled, I felt like I had reached a breaking point. Going along with their program had only seemed to make things worse, as I was no closer to getting out of here. I felt tired, confused, and completely powerless as I was being made to drink some sort of cum concoction while stuck in a suit that limited my movement and blocked my vision. With how hungry and thirsty I was, I felt like I needed to be let out of this suit immediately so that I could eat a proper meal.
I brought my hands to my head and tried to pull at the tight, rubbery material encasing me. With my hands balled up into fists, I couldn’t pinch the suit or grip anything. Moving down to my collar, I tried to fit my knuckles between the collar and my neck to pull it off. But as I felt how tight the metal collar had been fitted, I knew that I was better off directing my efforts elsewhere.
Moving down to the lacing for my ballet boots, I was desperate for any small victory. Using my fists, I found where the lacing had been tied off and tried to undo the knot at the end. With the unique way that they had tied the knot, it was nearly impossible to loosen the lacing without being able to pinch two fingers together. Trying to work around the problem, I used my knuckles on both hands to pinch the knot and pull on it. After several minutes of intense focus, I could feel it coming loose.
I breathed a sigh of relief as I took my first step toward freedom. I began working on the lacing quickly and tried to loosen it down my leg. When I felt like I had enough wiggle room, I used my other leg to push the boot off of my foot. As I was about to pop the shoe off, the door opened and Vanessa returned.
“How’s my favorite…Oh no…You did not break rule number three…” Vanessa said while in shock.
I could hear her march over to me and grab my ballet boot with both hands.
“I can’t believe you almost got this off. That would’ve been a disaster for your programming.” Vanessa said in a concerned tone. “Sit still while I get this laced up.”
As she pulled the boot back into place and began working on the lacing, a fire lit inside of me. Using both of my hands, I pushed her away and began trying to kick the boot off again.
“Jamal!” Vanessa yelled. “Get in here. The doll is being a problem!”
I could hear heavy footsteps make their way into my room as I struggled to kick my ballet boot off. Hearing the large man storm toward me, I put my hands out and shielded myself.
Jamal grabbed me by the shoulders and forced me onto my stomach before sitting on my butt. Keeping a tight grip on both of my wrists, he held my hands to the ground next to my head while I was subdued. Vanessa jumped on my legs and began working on my ballet boot again. After just a few short minutes, the boot was laced up even tighter than before, with a small knot at the end.
“Hold him down. I’m going to grab the cuffs.” Vanessa said as she stood up and left the room.
I continued breathing heavily as I felt the weight of this large man on my bottom. When I attempted to pull my hands away, he gripped my wrists painfully tight. I listened as Vanessa returned and knelt by my legs.
I could feel Vanessa connect metal ankle cuffs to my legs and lock them on. The chain attaching the cuffs together felt like it was a little over a foot long, which would keep my steps small and dainty. I pulled against my restraints as Vanessa stepped around to my back and connected a cuff between my elbow and my shoulder.
Vanessa tightened the leather cuff around my left bicep and tricep just above my elbow before having Jamal pull my arms behind me. After tightening a cuff around my right arm in an identical manner, Jamal let go of my wrists and stood up. As I brought my hands to the ground to push myself up, I could feel that there was a chain attaching the cuffs behind my back.
The cuffs around my arms kept my elbows behind me while greatly limiting what I could do with my hands in front of me. Even if I bent my neck and leaned forward, I could not reach my head with my hands because of how my arms were oriented. Simply pushing myself up to my knees or butt was now an impossible task as I struggled on the floor.
Vanessa grabbed my shoulder and pulled me to my knees before walking to the door. 
“I told you the first day is the hardest, but it didn’t have to go like this. You’ll have a much easier time here if you can just follow a few simple rules.” Vanessa stated, before stepping out of the room with Jamal.
Scooting backward until I met the wall, I shifted my weight to my butt and extended my legs in front of me.
As I sat and finally rested my sore toes, I couldn’t help but struggle against my bondage. Although the ankle cuffs keeping my feet together were annoying, the cuffs around my arms were much more agitating. With the chain attaching the cuffs just above my elbows behind my back, my shoulders were held back, and my chest was forced to stick out. It felt like my breasts were on display while I had T-Rex arms that could barely reach anything in front of me. From the way I was bound, I struggled to reach beyond my heaving bosoms.
Resting my head against the wall, I tried to figure out how I would escape this room, my suit, or even just the bondage. After a few short minutes, I was becoming increasingly aware of how much more I was limited with the cuffs on my arms and legs. As I felt myself growing hungry and thirsty, I groaned at the thought of trying to stand up to feed.





Chapter 8 (It Can Always Get Worse.)

Nearly a half an hour after being bound with cuffs on my arms and ankles, Vanessa returned to check on me. She did not greet me how she had every time previously as her favorite doll. Instead, Vanessa opened the door and marched over to me without saying a word. I could feel her lean down in front of me before pulling the plug.
“It’s time to feed, doll.”
I could hear her take a few steps back before lingering in the room.
With how I was bound with the cuffs keeping my arms back and my ankles within a foot of each other, I wasn’t sure how I could possibly stand up to reach the bottle for feeding. Although I knew I would be unable to get up, I figured that I had better show her that I was trying so that they didn’t make my situation even worse. After bringing my legs underneath me, I shifted my weight to my knees while leaning against the wall.
As I attempted to stand on my ballet boots, I realized how difficult of a task this would be. With the chain keeping my legs about a foot apart, I could not put my feet to the ground individually. While bracing myself against the wall, I gave my best effort to rise to my feet, but instead I fell to the ground.
I let out a muffled moan as I laid on my shoulder for a few moments. 
“Try again, doll.” Vanessa said in an aggressive tone.
I exhaled heavily through my nose before rolling onto my stomach and sticking my butt in the air. Bringing my knees forward, I managed to shift my weight back to my knees and face the wall again. Although I had figured out how to pick myself up from the ground, I still had no idea how I could stand up on my ballet boots with the way I was bound. After shaking my head, I gave my best effort and used the wall to try again.
After another fall to the ground, I started to become agitated. Vanessa forced me to keep trying to stand by my own efforts as I continued losing my balance and ending up on the ground. By the ninth attempt, I was ready to give up. I laid on the floor while breathing heavily through my nose.
“What’s wrong doll?” Vanessa said with a baby voice. “Are you having trouble standing up so you can reach your bottle?”
I strained against my restraints and kicked my heels at her comment. It felt humiliating to be treated how I had been, and I could not take any more.
Vanessa leaned down close to me as she continued speaking. “Are you ready to start following the rules, doll?”
After lying still for a few moments, I reluctantly shook my head yes.
“Show me you mean it.” Vanessa said, before grabbing my shoulder and pulling me up to my feet.
Vanessa held me upright as I struggled to balance on my toes. After walking me to the bottle where the dildo was attached, she positioned me in front of the dildo and pushed my head toward it. As my mouth encircled the dildo, I remembered Jamal’s comment about it being “cum milk”. When my head moved down the shaft and small drops squirted into my mouth, I pulled my head back off of the dildo.
After having tasted a mouth full of cum straight from Jamal’s cock, I was very familiar with the taste and texture of semen. Although the liquid coming out of the dildo was not quite as thick or tangy, the semi-sweet and salty flavor was unmistakably cum-like. With the tube in my mouth, I was forced to allow the fluid to wash down my throat while I stood close to the dildo. Turning toward Vanessa, I tried pleading with her for something else to drink.
While moaning through my gag, I bent my knees and shook my head. I could not utter a single word with the tube extending deep into my mouth, but I tried my best to communicate with her, anyway.
“What is it now, doll?” Vanessa asked, sounding unamused. “You look like you have to pee. Is that it?”
I shook my head no again as I continued moaning and groaning with displeasure.
“What the fuck is wrong with you?” Vanessa said while getting frustrated. “You have to drink your meal so you don’t starve. We came up with a perfect concoction that has everything you need, but it doesn’t work if you don’t drink it.”
I continued moaning and shaking my head, but Vanessa had no patience for me.
I could feel Vanessa grab the back of my neck and force my mouth back onto the dildo. With my arms and legs cuffed, I was powerless as she pumped my head back and forth while forcing fluid into my mouth. My head moved up and down the shaft much faster than I would be able to manage by my own strength while fluid began filling up in my mouth.
Vanessa would not allow me to take a break and continued forcing my head to pump back and forth until the bottle was empty. Although it was difficult to swallow while my mouth was sliding up and down a long dildo, I managed to relax my throat and allow the fluid to wash down. Even though the thick liquid tasted closely to cum, it did relieve the hunger in my stomach temporarily. The salty taste kept me perpetually thirsty, but at least I was not hungry when I was finished.
“There, was that so bad?” Vanessa said while letting go of my neck. She grabbed the plug and inserted it into my mouth before releasing the empty bottle. 
After walking to the door and opening it, I could hear her turn around before speaking to me. “You will drink at least three bottles a day to make sure you stay healthy. And if you make me keep force feeding you, you’re never going to get out of those cuffs. Remember doll, it can always get worse.”
Vanessa exited the room and shut the door. I let out a muted moan as I hung my head and thought about her comment.




Chapter 9 (Act Like A Sex Doll.)

After being force fed my second meal for the day, I was left standing in my room alone. With the cuffs keeping my elbows back and the restraints holding my feet within a foot of each other, I was nervous to attempt to sit down. I could barely hold myself up as I used the wall for support and I struggled to bend my knees.
As I wobbled on my sore toes, I lowered myself as far as I could manage. When my butt was within a couple of feet of the floor, I fell over and collapsed onto the ground. While laying on my side, I struggled to catch my breath before rolling onto my back. Because of the cuffs secured around my arms, I discovered very quickly that laying on my back would be quite uncomfortable.
After rolling over and resting on my front, I stuck my butt in the air and brought my knees forward. I struggled up to my knees before scooting across the floor to the nearest wall. I turned my back to the wall and plopped down to my butt before leaning my upper back against the wall and extending my legs in front of me.
Having spent hours on my toes in my ballet boots, I was tired and sore. Thankfully, Vanessa left me alone for a few hours, which allowed me to rest and regain some strength. With the way the hood blocked my vision and kept me in the dark, I could feel myself dozing as the afternoon became evening.
I felt like I was half asleep when Vanessa opened the door and entered my room later in the day.
“Time for dinner, little doll.” Vanessa announced.
I could hear her insert a fresh bottle on the wall before marching over to me and grabbing my shoulder. Although I had rested my toes for a few hours, I was still sore and did not feel ready to stand up on my ballet boots again. I moaned into my gag as Vanessa pulled me up to my toes and held me upright.
Once I was standing, Vanessa held my arm as she guided me over to the dildo on the other side of the room. We took small, dainty steps, as I could feel the tension in the chain between my legs with every step. I pulled against the cuffs around my arms and whined through my gag to show my discontentment, but Vanessa ignored my cries.
I was positioned directly in front of the dildo on the wall before Vanessa grabbed my head with both hands and pushed my mouth down the shaft. After pumping my head back and forth a few times, she let go and stood back.
“Alright, doll. Are you going to feed yourself, or is it going to be a long, painful night?” Vanessa asked.
Not wanting to find out what she meant, I began pumping my head up and down the dildo without her assistance. I could feel small drips of fluid entering my mouth with each movement down the shaft as I did my best to keep my balance.
“Good choice. I’ll be back in a little while to check on you.” Vanessa said before exiting the room and closing the door behind her.
The sweet and salty taste swished around my mouth as I worked diligently to empty the bottle. Although the texture was still somewhat unpleasant, the taste was becoming more bearable with each feeding. After having experienced the real thing when Jamal ejaculated into my mouth, I knew that this was a more pleasant taste.
Once the bottle was empty, Vanessa returned and collected the bottle off of the wall. She asked if I would like more, but I shook my head no.
“Good night, doll. Make sure to get some rest. You have another big day ahead of you.” Vanessa said before exiting the room.
After hearing her leave, I fell to my butt and tried to find a comfortable resting position for the evening. Putting my back to the wall while sitting down seemed to be the most relaxing with how I was bound, so I positioned myself accordingly and did my best to rest.
Despite the restricting bodysuit and uncomfortable bondage, I managed to sleep through most of the night. When morning came, I snapped out of my deep sleep at the sound of Vanessa entering my room. Her voice was extra bubbly as she seemed to be a morning person.
“How’s my favorite doll?” Vanessa said with a warm tone.
I blinked my eyes open while being left in complete darkness beneath the hood of the bodysuit.
“I have good news for you. After breakfast, you’ll have an opportunity to have those cuffs removed. You just have to follow the rules and do your best to impress us. Sound good, doll?” Vanessa asked.
I nodded my head yes, as I couldn’t stand another day in this bondage.
Vanessa helped me to my feet and led me to the dildo on the wall before letting me feed. Once I was finished, she collected the bottle and exited the room. Having rested my toes all night, I did not feel quite as sore as the previous night, but I was still uncomfortable with the way I was forced to rest all my weight on my toes in the ballet boots.
Soon after Vanessa left, I could hear the door open and a set of heavy footsteps enter the room while I continued standing with my back to the wall. As he closed the door behind him, I knew that it was Jamal before he even spoke to me.
“Good morning, doll. Are you feeling more submissive today?” Jamal asked.
Hoping that they would release me if I complied, I nodded my head yes enthusiastically.
“Very good, doll.” Jamal said, while stepping closer to me. “Let’s start with something easy. Take your hands and rub your nipples.”
I was confused with why he was ordering me to rub my chest, but I immediately complied with his order.
Although the cuffs made it difficult, I managed to reach both of my boobs simultaneously and make circles around my nipples.
“Good, doll.” Jamal said. “Now moan for me.”
I was confused again, but I went along with his commands. While letting out a soft moan, I continued caressing myself.
“Come on. Give me more than that.” Jamal said while putting his hand on my crotch. Feeling some pressure from his tight grip, I began moaning with more passion.
“MMMMmmmmm…MMMMmmmmm…MMMMmmmmm.” I moaned loudly.
“That’s a little better, but I think you still have more in you. Do it like when I was tearing apart your ass.” Jamal ordered.
Trying to replicate my moans and whines from the previous day, I made my voice much higher-pitched as I moaned and whined loudly.
“AAAAHHHHHHH…AAAAHHHHHH…AAAHHHHHH!”
“That’s it doll!” Jamal said while slapping my ass. “Now keep that up.”
I continued moaning and whining loudly while rubbing my chest. It felt uncomfortable at first, but without being able to see anyone around me, I found myself in my own little world. As ridiculous as I felt, the stimulation to my nipples while emulating sex sounds began to arouse me. Even though my penis would not grow in the tube that it was stuffed inside of, I could feel blood rushing to the area.
My whines only became louder and more intense as I felt my member stiffen and struggle against its captivity. Jamal stood back and undressed while I stimulated myself and put on a show for him. When I heard his clothes drop to the floor, I expected him to jump right in and mount me. However, he decided to take his time this morning.
“Now turn around and beat your own ass.” Jamal ordered.
I was becoming frustrated with how many orders he was giving me, but I figured I had better keep playing along to hopefully be given more freedom.
Turning around to face the wall, I used the wall for support as I pointed my butt toward Jamal. With the cuffs on my arms, it was a struggle to slap my ass, but I gave it my best effort.
“Moan after each slap.” Jamal ordered.
Following his command, I began giving high-pitched whines between each smack to my back end. 
“Harder!” Jamal shouted.
Doing as he said, I gave it everything I had and hit my right and left cheeks repeatedly.
“Stick out your ass more.” Jamal ordered.
While leaning my head against the wall, I complied with his order and stuck my butt out as far as I could manage. 
“Good job. You can stop for now.” Jamal informed me.
I rested my arms while remaining bent over with my head leaning against the wall.
Jamal stepped next to me and grabbed my shoulders. Helping me down to my knees, he pointed me toward him while standing in front of me.
“Show me what you got.” Jamal said.
Knowing that he was naked in front of me, I leaned my head forward and felt his dick poke my nose. After readjusting, I brought my mouth to his erect cock and pushed my head forward.
Jamal stood up straight while letting me do all the work during his blow job. I bobbed my head up and down repeatedly while he breathed heavily above me. Although I was struggling to go further than halfway down his shaft, I managed to push myself and come close to the base of his dick. I couldn’t help gagging as he poked the back of my throat, but I pushed through in hopes of being released from my captivity.
Jamal tightened up fairly quickly as an orgasm came within just a few minutes. When I knew that he was close, I pushed my head up and down his shaft as quickly as I could manage while doing what I could with my tongue. As squirts began exiting him, I could feel him grab my head with both hands and pull my head down to the base of his penis.
I gagged and moaned as his cock rested in my throat and pumped warm fluid straight into my stomach. With how far his cock extended into my mouth, I did not taste a majority of the load he shot into me. Once he was finished, he let go and patted the top of my head. I pulled my head back and breathed heavily through my nose as I caught my breath.
“Very impressive, doll. I’ll let Vanessa know that you can be unlocked.” Jamal informed me.
I breathed a sigh of relief before he continued.
“But if you do not follow the rules and listen to our commands, you’ll be back in these cuffs, or maybe even something worse. Understand, doll?” Jamal asked.
I nodded before putting my head down.
“Good. Now, if you want to stay out of these cuffs, you will listen very closely. Unless you have been told that you can sleep, I want you to have your hands on your chest or your ass at all times. Whenever someone enters the room, you will start moaning and whining like you just were, while rubbing yourself and slapping your ass. We have cameras in the room, so we’ll know if you disobey.” Jamal informed me.
After hearing his comment, I put my hands on my chest and began rubbing my nipples again.
“Good, doll. Now moan for me.”
I moaned and whined in a high-pitch tone how I knew that he liked.
Jamal collected his clothes and put them on before exiting the room. When I heard that I was alone, I quit moaning, but continued rubbing my nipples while kneeling on the floor. After hearing the door open again a few minutes later, I began moaning and whining loudly while rubbing my chest aggressively.
“Very good!” Vanessa said, while stepping inside. “I see that Jamal has already gotten you acting like a little sex doll. I’m going to go ahead and release you since you did so well this morning.”
Vanessa stepped behind me and used a key to unlock the cuffs around my arms. Once they were removed, I let my arms hang at my side while rolling my shoulders back and forth.
“And for your feet.” Vanessa said before grabbing my ankle cuffs.
After using another key to unlock my ankle cuffs, she pulled them off and stood up in front of me. With the cuffs in hand, she walked back to the door and stood in the opening.
“Just remember doll, if you don’t follow the rules and act like a good little sex doll, we can always put these cuffs back on you or use something even worse.”
I nodded my head and put my hands on my chest. While making small circles around my nipples, I moaned loudly.
“This is why you’re my favorite doll.” Vanessa said before leaving the room. 




Chapter 10 (Finding Pleasure.)

Throughout the rest of the day, I followed Jamal’s orders diligently and caressed either my breast or my behind continuously. Even though my hands were balled up in fists, I worked with what I had and did my best to stimulate my chest and my behind. I had no idea when someone would be returning to my room to check on me or use me, so I did not take any chances by taking a break.
While making small circles around my nipples, I could feel them becoming erect beneath my suit. I couldn’t tell if my chest was more sensitive than it had ever been, or if I was just paying more attention to it. As I felt up my chest and pushed my boobs up and down, I became acutely aware of the substantial increase in weight to my chest from before my surgery.
My E cup bosoms were perfectly shaped and hung like tear drops from my chest. The bodysuit helped hold my boobs in place with the tight, rubbery material encasing me, but it allowed some extra room around my breast. While pushing my chest around and letting them bounce, I couldn’t help but feel arousal building up.
When Vanessa checked on me again in the afternoon with another meal, I immediately began moaning and whining loudly. She giggled and pulled the plug from my mouth as she told me that it was time to feed. Standing up to my ballet boots with more confidence now that my arms and legs were free, I took dainty steps over to the dildo with the help of the wall and sucked my lunch down.
Once I was finished, I sat on the floor with my hands on my chest and waited. Vanessa returned to collect the empty bottle, and I greeted her with loud moans and whines once again. She patted the top of my head and put the plug back into my mouth before exiting the room.
Vanessa returned a few minutes later with the device she had used to “flush me out” previously. After moaning and whining for Vanessa while rubbing my chest, she ordered me to stand up and step into the milking device. Once it was pulled up my legs, she tightened the straps around my legs and waist before making sure that the vibrator was in place over my trapped penis. With the bottle secured underneath me over the opening for my member, she turned on the vibrator and left the room promptly.
Feeling the intense stimulation to the tube which my penis was inside of, I began whining and moaning loudly. With my hands still on my chest, I began rubbing vigorously as I felt my member attempt to stiffen. I leaned my back against the wall and let out a long moan as I felt the first wave of fluid being forced out of me. My knees bent and my thighs pressed against each other as large squirts emptied out of the tube that my penis was stuffed inside of and into the bottle strapped beneath me. After a moment of relief, the vibrations began stirring up another wave of arousal.
Nearly thirty minutes later, my penis had finally given up on trying to grow when the small squirts ceased. I breathed heavily through my nose and leaned against the wall as I weathered the intense feelings in my crotch. My flaccid penis felt sore from being stimulated while forced to point downward, and I felt like I had nothing more that could possibly be released.
Vanessa returned to my room soon after the last few drops had leaked out of me. After kneeling by my crotch and making sure that nothing more would leak into the bottle for two minutes, she released me from the straps and pulled the milking device down my legs. Vanessa collected the harness, bottle, and vibrator before pulling the plug from my mouth and letting it hang by my collar.
“Jamal will be coming by soon.” She informed me.
I moaned in response while continuing to rub my nipples.
Vanessa let out a giggle before exiting the room and shutting the door behind her.
Hoping that I might be released if I continued going along with their program, I wanted to do my best to continue impressing both Vanessa and Jamal. When I heard him enter the room, I dropped to my knees and gave my best performance. With both hands on my boobs, I rubbed my nipples and whined loudly.
“That’s a good doll.” Jamal said while stepping over to me.
As I felt his presence right in front of me, I remembered the second rule, which was to always be ready for sex. Trying to show my eagerness and adherence to the rules, I reached forward and felt his crotch. Using my balled up fists, I used both hands to rub his cock and stimulate it.
“Wow, you’re really taking to your new role here.” Jamal said, sounding surprised.
I could feel him unbutton his pants and pull them down while I continued rubbing him through his underwear. After his underwear was pulled down, I moved forward and used my hands to guide his cock toward my mouth.
Although he was not fully erect, I could still feel his dick reaching the back of my throat. I began pumping my head back and forth vigorously as he allowed me to please him. After a few minutes, I could feel him stiffening and stretching further back into my throat. Fighting through the gagging sensations, I used my tongue to stimulate the underside of his tip while using my hands to rub his balls.
In just a few short minutes, it felt like he was about to explode in my mouth. Just before he reached the edge, he gripped my head with both hands and pulled my mouth away. I breathed heavily through my nose while feeling confused.
“Don’t worry, we’re not done yet.” Jamal informed.
I could feel him grip my shoulders before pulling me up to my feet. After spinning me around, I knew what was coming next.
Jamal pushed me toward the wall and grabbed me by the hips. Knowing what he wanted and what was about to happen anyway, I stuck my butt out and presented myself to him. I could feel him guide his dick through the opening of my suit between my cheeks and push forward. I couldn’t help letting out a high-pitched squeak as I felt his tip enter me.
With the tip inserted, the rest of his veiny cock slid in much easier. I let out a long exhale as I felt him make a full entrance and push until his base met my cheeks. The length and girth of his penis was still shocking, even though I had already experienced it. I put my fists to the wall and pounded against it as I felt him pull out and push all the way back in again.
As Jamal found a rhythm and began pounding my back end, moans and whines came out instinctively. I could feel him let go of my hips in-between thrusts and move around to my chest, where he gripped one boob with each hand. Putting my hands on top of his, I held him tight as he had his way roughly.
Between his firm grip around my sensitive chest and the cock stretching my behind beyond what I thought was possible, I could feel some arousal building up. Even though I had just been milked dry of cum, the sensations traveling through my rear and the feeling of him feeling up my chest were stirring something deep inside of me. I arched my back and stuck my butt out further as I basked in the sensations and bounced my butt into him with the rhythm of his thrusts.
After a few short minutes, I could feel him tense up before exploding into my bottom. I held his hands firmly over my chest as I rocked back and forth and allowed him to empty everything into me. Unable to climax after having been flushed out, I pushed my butt into him and tried to keep the sensations going as long as I could. But once he was finished, he pulled out and stepped away.
I let out a soft moan as I had actually started to enjoy what was happening. Even though I was just trying to put on a show to hopefully be released, I still managed to find some pleasure in what we were doing. Turning around to face him, I put my hands on my chest and moaned loudly while he put his clothes back on.
“Fuck, that was incredible!” Jamal said while buttoning his pants. “Keep it up, doll.”
Jamal slapped my bottom before exiting the room and leaving me alone.




Chapter 11 (Dolls Play Together.)

After Jamal had his way with me, I sat on the floor and leaned my back against the wall. While keeping my hands on my chest, I continued rubbing my nipples and stimulating my boobs. When afternoon turned to evening and my arms became tired, I laid on my front and began caressing my butt instead.
Although it initially felt silly to rub myself and moan when someone entered the room, I quickly learned to love the feelings that it kept ignited. By having something to keep my focus on, I was distracted by the limitations that the constricting bodysuit put on me. My mindset was kept in a perpetual state where sex was all I could think about.
Even though I was limited by how I could stimulate my boobs and behind with how my hands were balled up in fists, I knew that Jamal’s firm touch could push me ever closer to the edge when he visited my room. His impressive frame and monstrous cock put a spell on me as I began to crave the warm feelings of him inside of me. Despite the voice inside of my head still telling me that I was just playing along until I could escape, it felt like my mindset was changing a few weeks into my new routine.
Vanessa and Jamal kept me on a strict schedule where I was fed three times a day and fucked by Jamal every afternoon, and sometimes in the morning as well. Before each session with Jamal, Vanessa made sure to milk me dry so that I would not squirt anything out while Jamal had his way with me. Although I continued to find pleasure being entered from behind by Jamal, my perception of sex felt like it was being warped.
Instead of focusing on a release while receiving anal, I was entirely focused on the feelings in my bottom. With no cum left after being drained by Vanessa, I found myself longing for Jamal to continue long after he finished. The highlight of each day had become my lovemaking session with Jamal, where he would stir feelings of submissiveness deep inside of me.
After having been kept in the dark while under the hood of the suit for weeks, I became much more sensitive in other areas. The touch and feel of Jamal’s hands on my chest became more intoxicating as I craved his powerful touch. When hearing someone enter the room, I began to recognize the person by the way the door swung open. The milk that I was fed daily started to hit me differently, as my taste buds could detect minor differences in the flavor each day. Even the aroma from Jamal’s crotch became comforting, as I learned to admire his musky scent. It felt like I was being transformed slowly as each day brought me closer to what Vanessa and Jamal were programming into.
Nearly two months after beginning my training at the doll factory, Vanessa notified me that I was ready to enter phase three of my training. Although I was still holding onto hope that they would eventually let me go, I found some relief knowing that I was making progress.
“Since you’ve been doing so well with the programming, we are going to move you to the third phase, which is socialization with other dolls. In case your new owner wants to purchase multiple dolls, we need to make sure that you can play nice.” Vanessa informed me. “I’ll be back soon with someone to keep you company.”
I sat on the floor while rubbing my chest and waiting for Vanessa to return. After a couple of months of constant caressing of my chest and behind, I started to forget that I was rubbing myself from time to time. When Vanessa returned several minutes later, my instincts took over, and I began moaning loudly. I could hear Vanessa push the doll into my room before closing the door and leaving us alone.
As the doll stood by the door, I could hear them moaning and whining as they rubbed their chest as well. Curious to meet another doll for the first time, I stood up on my ballet boots and took a few dainty steps toward them. After extending my hands forward, I felt their shoulder and stopped just in front of them.
When I felt the other doll extend their hands toward me and put their balled up fists on my chest, I reached out and did the same. Moving my hands around their nipples, I pushed their boobs up and down as I liked to do with my own. The other doll returned the favor and used their fists to caress my chest to the best of their ability. After having become very well acquainted with my own chest, I figured that my breasts were comparable in size to the other doll.
I took another step closer as I rubbed my hands down their torso and felt the corset that they were laced into. Moving my hands down to their crotch, I could feel that it was entirely smooth with two openings just like my bodysuit. As I felt between their legs, I realized that there was a tube built into their suit, just like I had in mine.
‘Is this a sissy doll just like me?’ I thought to myself.
The other doll took another step closer and put their hands on my butt while wrapping their arms around me. Our breasts touched as we stood close together and continued feeling each other’s bodies. Following their lead, I put my hands on the doll’s bottom and began caressing it. I could hear them begin to moan and pant as I did the same.
We had both apparently been programmed identically as we caressed each other in unison without being able to communicate verbally. Our loud sexual moans synchronized while we pressed our bodies together and grinded against each other. Because of the enormous size of our breasts, it felt like our boobs and legs were the only parts of our bodies touching. Upon feeling the wonderful sensation of our chests rubbing together, I began bouncing up and down to increase the stimulation. 
The other doll seemed to also enjoy the feeling of our boobs rubbing as they bounced up and down at opposite intervals while grinding on my leg. With our hands on each other’s bottoms, we squealed and whined in unison. While we were each consumed with the touch of the other doll, Vanessa stepped back into the room.
“Wow. Very nice you two.” Vanessa said with a bubbly tone. “This is exactly what we want to see.”
I paused my bouncing as I heard Vanessa step over to us and stand beside the other doll and myself.
“Would you two like to spend the night with each other?” Vanessa asked.
I could feel the other doll bounce up and down as they shook their head yes. Following their lead, I nodded yes as well.
“Very good. You’ve both had your dinners, so I’ll let you two dolls have some alone time.”
After Vanessa left the room, we jumped right back into caressing each other while moaning sexually.




Chapter 12 (Escape is an Illusion.)

Having spent roughly two months in the doll factory where I was alone in my room every night, it was comforting to have another doll with me. Although we did not sleep much because of the constant caressing and stimulating of each other’s boobs and behind, we managed to lie on the floor and fall asleep for a few hours. We wrapped our legs around each other and held each other close throughout the night until Vanessa came to check on us the next morning.
When the door opened, our instincts took over, and we both jumped up to our knees. I began rubbing my chest and moaning as the other doll did the same.
“You two look so cute together. I hate to split you dolls up, but you both have a schedule to stay on. Don’t worry, I’ll let you two play again soon.” Vanessa informed us.
I could hear the other doll stand up before walking to the door to Vanessa.
“Good doll. Since it’s your two-year anniversary of when you arrived here, we have a special treat for you tonight.” Vanessa said before closing the door.
I could hear the other doll squeal with excitement before I was left alone. As Vanessa’s comment marinated for a few moments, I felt a pit in my stomach beginning to form.
‘Two years?’ I thought to myself. ‘That doll has been here for two years…Oh my god, I am never getting out of this place, am I?’
I sat on my butt and scooted toward the wall until my back was leaning against it. With nothing but time on my hands, I became lost in my own thoughts.
‘All this time, I kept thinking that if I went along with their program long enough, they might let me out of here. Day after day, I kept doing what they said, thinking I was getting closer. After two months, I hoped that I was nearing the end. But apparently not…If this other doll was here for two years and still hasn’t been let go, how long could they keep me? How am I supposed to keep going knowing that there is no end in sight?’
It felt like I hit a wall as I sat in my room and came to the realization that there was no escape. I was stuck as a doll indefinitely.
As the day progressed, I felt like my instincts took over as I went through the motions, but I felt distant and removed from what I was doing. Although I moaned and whined loudly while Jamal rode my behind, it felt like something was missing when he finally unloaded into my bottom. I was struck to the heart and fell into a hole of despair I couldn’t escape from.
On the next day, Vanessa could sense my change of heart and spent extra time with me throughout the day. Although I continued to follow her commands and do everything I was told, it was apparent that there was less enthusiasm than I had displayed previously.
“Is something wrong, doll?” Vanessa asked after my feeding for lunch.
I shook my head no before putting my head down. 
“Are you sure? I’ve been watching you and taking care of you for a while now, and I know that something is different.”
A tear streamed down my cheek as I continued hanging my head.
“If it makes you feel any better, you are still making great progress. I’ll bring in another doll for you to play with tonight if you behave.”
I nodded my head to show that I appreciated her words, but my energy quickly faded as I hung my head.
When another doll was brought to my room after dinner, I realized very quickly from their touch that it was someone different. They appeared slightly shorter and much thinner than the other doll I had become acquainted with, while their demeanor was much more timid. Even though the other doll had an enormous chest compared to their frame, it felt like my boobs were noticeably larger.
Although it was a different doll than my last visit, they were just as sensual and they stayed close the entire night. We rubbed and caressed each other’s boobs and behinds late into the evening and fell asleep with our limbs wrapped around each other’s bodies. I still felt like I was in a funk after learning that I would be trapped here for years, but the touch of another person in the same predicament seemed to help my state of mind.
When morning came and the doll was taken to their room, I fell back into my solemn mood and went along with my routine unenthusiastically. As weeks continued to pass, it felt like I went into autopilot while I went through the motions and remained compliant with their rules. A few times a week, another doll would be brought into my room to spend the night, which temporarily lifted me from my clouded state of mind. But when morning came and I was left alone to go through my regular routine, I flipped back to autopilot and simply existed.
While being drained of cum, I felt little satisfaction. When Jamal rode my behind and made me squeal, I felt outside of myself and distant from what was happening. As Vanessa fed me my liquid meals, I would suck them down while in a blank state of mind. I was becoming robotic as my body acted without feeling anything.
I was becoming a lifeless doll as I followed the rules and acted exactly as they told me to. However, Vanessa continued to be dissatisfied with my lack of enthusiasm. She asked me often if I was ok, which I would repeatedly answer in the affirmative. But, after months of lying to her and myself, I finally responded truthfully, despite how I thought she wanted me to answer.
I could not put up a front forever, and I was becoming exhausted by her constant questioning of whether I was ok. When I had finished dinner one evening and Vanessa asked me for the thousandth time if I was alright, I broke down and shook my head no.
“Are you upset that you’re stuck here?” Vanessa asked.
I shook my head yes.
“Were you hoping that we would let you go eventually?” Vanessa asked.
I shook my head yes aggressively with tears running down my cheeks.
“It’s ok. Every doll goes through this. You aren’t alone.” Vanessa said, while putting a hand on my shoulder. “I knew what was upsetting you and I have been waiting for you to finally admit it. Now that you’ve had this breakthrough, I can move you into phase four.”
I turned toward Vanessa as I listened intently.
“In this phase, we need to see proof of your personality modification. Unfortunately, the only way that we can determine that is by seeing you continue to progress for the next year. If you can make it a whole year without any problems, we will move you to the final phase.” Vanessa informed.
Although another year as a doll felt like an eternity, it felt liberating to have a goal set. With a light at the end of the tunnel, I could keep my focus on the endpoint while keeping up with my daily routine as a doll.
“Does that sound better?” Vanessa asked.
I nodded my head yes as I sat up straight next to her.
Vanessa patted my head before walking out of the room and leaving me alone. Even though nothing about my circumstances had changed, my mindset felt refreshed. While left in my room alone, I laid down and curled up into a ball before falling into a deep sleep.




Chapter 13 (I Have Become a Sex Doll.)

During the following weeks after my breakthrough with Vanessa, it felt like I regained my humanity and found myself again. I began to rediscover my enjoyment of femininity and submission during sex as I slowly became more enthusiastic when being milked dry or fucked by Jamal. It felt like the sensations of being felt up by Jamal, being plowed by his cock, or being stimulated by the vibrator, were becoming more intense than ever as I accepted where I was and who I was becoming.
As a doll, my life was kept simple and my life revolved around eating, sleeping, and sex. I never had to worry about where my next meal came from, as I knew I was being kept nourished by at least three meals a day. Jamal fulfilled urges I didn’t know that I had before becoming a doll and I grew addicted to his touch, as well as the warm taste and texture of his fluid in my mouth. With plenty of practice behind me, my gagging sensation had dulled and I could deep throat more comfortably.
My behind had become acclimated to his enormous size and girth as I was ridden daily, and sometimes twice a day. Even though I was kept drained of cum, the soft feel of his veiny cock sliding in and out of my behind was all that I needed or wanted. When our sessions ended, I was always left longing for more.
As a longtime crossdresser, I had always fantasized about having a large chest of my own. I had dreamed of a day when I would give up my life as a male and give in to the temptation of altering my body. Although those dreams and fantasies had come to fruition in a way that I had never expected, I still found enjoyment in the fact that I was big busted. Even though I had been ordered to feel up my chest constantly throughout the day, I didn’t feel like I was following an order anymore.
I loved the feeling of my boobs and basked in the hourglass shape that my body had become. Through the strict liquid diet and the waist training with the corset, my waistline had come in a few inches and accentuated the perkiness of my chest. My body had achieved a look that I had never dreamed possible and I was finally ok with becoming a doll to make it happen.
After a few months at the doll factory, I felt like I had found my stride and was in perfect harmony with the people around me. Vanessa and Jamal were not only caretakers for me, but people I was growing fond of. Vanessa felt very warm and comforting when I was in her presence while Jamal stimulated my sexual urges that had become incessant throughout the day.
Even after I had been drained by Vanessa, I still found myself craving to be filled. The warm feelings I had when Jamal would climax inside of me were intoxicating, and I felt like I could never have enough. By keeping my chest and behind stimulated constantly, I was always ready for sex and ready to please the one who filled me.




Chapter 14 (Do not make a mess.)

Over a year into my life at the doll factory, Vanessa surprised me by making some changes to my usual routine. Before this turning point, I had previously spent every day essentially the same. I would wake up to Vanessa setting up my breakfast in a bottle before sucking down the liquid out of the dildo it was attached to. After being drained of cum with the vibrator that strapped around my waist, Jamal would pay me a visit most mornings and use both of my holes. Once he was finished with me, I would have my lunch and rest.
Jamal would pay a visit to my room every afternoon, regardless of if he visited in the morning. During our afternoon session, he would always use my mouth before sticking himself into my back end. Even if he climaxed while in my mouth, he would push through and fuck my back end roughly anyway.
After Jamal would end our afternoon session, I would enjoy my dinner and have a doll visit my room on most nights during the week. When morning came, the other doll would be taken back to their room and I would be left alone. Having spent roughly a year with the same routine, I was shocked when Vanessa informed me that she was making a change.
“You two sissy dolls have been doing so well together that we decided to keep you as a pair.” Vanessa explained. “I hope you enjoy the company.”
The other doll and I listened to Vanessa while we rested on our knees and rubbed our nipples vigorously. I had expected the other doll to be taken away, but I was pleasantly surprised by Vanessa’s words. Although it was difficult to recognize other dolls with the way we were kept in our tight, rubbery suits, I had recognized this other doll by their warm, sensual touch and orgasmic moans. There was no doubt in my mind that this doll was the first one I had met at the factory and it was the one I had spent more nights with than anyone else.
“I’ll be back shortly with your breakfasts.” Vanessa informed.
After a few minutes, Vanessa returned and set up the bottle with the dildo attached.
“We only have one feeding station in each room, so you two will be taking turns and sharing.” Vanessa said, while stepping close to us. I could feel her pull the plug on my gag and let it hang from my collar before stepping back.
“Hurry up and start sucking.” Vanessa ordered.
Standing up to my ballet heels, I took dainty steps over to the wall and stepped close to the dildo. After months in the same room, I knew the layout like the back of my hand and could navigate to the bottle or toilet with ease. I had also grown accustomed to my ballet boots and did not have nearly as much trouble as I previously did while walking. Although my toes would still feel sore after standing on them for extended periods, I had learned to tolerate the discomfort and keep my balance without needing the support of the wall.
Stepping up to the dildo, I put my mouth around it and worked quickly to suck everything out. I moved my head up and down the shaft as fast as I could manage while swallowing everything that came out. Having sucked down countless meals, I had learned how to open my throat and accept the fluid without needing to pull my head away.
Once the bottle was empty, I pulled my head off the rod and walked over to the other doll. I dropped to my knees next to the other doll and put my hands on my chest before rubbing my boobs. When Vanessa stepped into our room, both of us dolls began moaning in unison.
“Very good, doll.” Vanessa said while switching out the empty bottle for a full one. She waked over to me and grabbed the plug hanging from my collar before reinserting it into my mouth. After moving in front of the other doll, she pulled their plug and stepped out of the room. The other doll stood up and rushed over to the dildo before feeding.
I could hear the other doll working diligently as they drained the bottle even quicker than I had managed to. Once the other doll had finished, Vanessa returned to our room and surprised us with another announcement.
“I know I usually flush out both of you in the morning, but we’re going to try something new today.” Vanessa informed us. “Jamal will be paying the two of you a visit and it will be up to you two to help each other follow rule four and not make a mess. If either of you drips on the floor, you will both be punished. Understand?”
I was confused by her comment, but I nodded my head in response anyway.
“Good dolls.” Vanessa said, before popping the plug out of my mouth. “Now, when Jamal is fucking one of you dolls, the other doll cannot let a single drop of cum touch the ground. Understand?”
Hearing what she expected of us, I paused for a few moments before nodding my head.
“Have fun.” Vanessa said before opening the door and exiting the room.
A few minutes later, Jamal entered aggressively while leaving the door open behind him. Both of us dolls rubbed our breasts aggressively while whining and moaning sexually. Jamal ripped off his clothes and threw them to the floor before marching over to me and grabbing my head. We had developed a routine where I would rub him and pleasure him before he jumped in, but something was different about this session.
Jamal guided my head to his cock and plunged my mouth all the way to his base. After giving him head hundreds of times, I remained calm without my gag reflex acting up. I waited patiently as he held my head in place with both hands gripping each side of my head. Several seconds later, Jamal pulled my head away and moved next to me before doing the same thing with the other doll. Neither of us flinched or moved a muscle as he stuck himself down our throats and held himself there.
After pulling out of the other doll’s mouth, he grabbed my shoulder and pulled me up to my ballet heels. I stood in place and waited while he stepped behind me and guided his cock toward my hole. My body melted as I felt him make an entrance between my cheeks and push forward until his base met my behind. As he grabbed my chest with both hands, I put my hands on his and let some of my weight rest on his grip. He squeezed my boobs and pinched my nipples while he gave his first few hard thrusts against me.
For the first time since I had arrived, I was being penetrated without having been drained of cum beforehand. My balls felt swollen, as they had grown accustomed to being flushed out after breakfast each day. Having skipped my milking session, it felt like I could explode at any second with the stimulation to my rear.
Almost immediately after Jamal found his rhythm and began humping me, my member was aching for a release. As I let out whines and moans of pleasure, the other doll crawled between my legs and quickly found the opening which connected to the tube that my penis was stuffed inside of. I could feel them put their mouth over the small hole and wrap their arms around my legs while they kept their head firmly pressed against my crotch.
With how my penis had been kept in a tube which inhibited it from growing an erection, my body had grown accustomed to ejaculating without growing hard. My limp penis began feeling pressure immediately as Jamal pumped against my back end and prodded my special spot. After just thirty seconds, I could feel my penis straining and struggling to hold back a rush of fluid. As Jamal continued having his way with my behind while pinching my nipples, I felt myself slip over the edge and experience the most intense orgasm of my life.
My knees went weak as I lost control of my body and rested in Jamal’s arms. He gripped my heaving bosoms and held me upright while slamming against my bottom. Several large squirts exited my penis and dripped out of my tube into the mouth of the doll beneath me. I could hear them gulp everything down as Jamal did not quit until I was completely empty.
High-pitched whines and moans came out involuntarily as a wave of euphoria came over me and sent shivers up my spine. I had trouble controlling my breathing while Jamal’s enormous cock would not not stop entering and exiting my behind. As I tried to put some weight back onto my ballet heels, I felt another orgasmic wave come over me. It felt like one climax rolled into the next as another few squirts shot out of my trapped member. The other doll diligently swallowed everything that came out while holding onto my legs tightly.
After several minutes of Jamal humping me roughly and draining me of cum, I could feel him pull out and let go of my breasts. I nearly fell over as I regained my balance on my heels and came down from the most intense orgasm I had ever felt. The other doll held me upright as I found my balance and tapped on their head to let them know that Jamal was finished with me.
The other doll pulled their head away and let go of my legs before Jamal grabbed their shoulder and pulled them up to their ballet heels. As I heard Jamal jump right in and begin fucking the over doll roughly, I dropped to my knees and crawled between their legs. Following what the other doll had done for me, I positioned myself between their legs and pressed my mouth against the small opening to their suit, which connected to their penis. Holding onto their legs for support, I could hear and smell Jamal entering the doll’s behind just inches from my chin.
The sound of Jamal’s cock sliding in and out of the doll’s hole sent shivers up my spine, as I could still feel the sensations of him inside of me. The aroma of his lovemaking was intoxicating as I held on tight to the doll’s legs and awaited a rush of fluid in my mouth. It felt like the other doll was just as eager as I was, and I could feel the first few squirts drip into my mouth in under a minute.
Warm, salty fluid dripped through the tube to the back of my mouth and slid across my tongue before falling down my throat. Having only tasted Jamal’s semen, I was shocked as this cum tasted incredibly similar to the liquid meals I was served every day. Instead of having a tangy flavor, it was much sweeter while still thick and pudding-like in texture. As another rush of fluid entered my mouth, I swished it around and let the flavor marinate before swallowing.
After just a few short minutes, the other doll had orgasmed three times and squirted a substantial amount of cum into my mouth. Not letting a singled drop touch the floor, I braced myself against their crotch and swallowed everything that came out. When Jamal finally pulled out and stepped back, I could hear two sets of footsteps walk into the room.
“Thank you, Jamal. The buyer has seen enough.” Vanessa informed the room upon stepping in. I listened as Jamal collected his clothes and exited abruptly. 




Chapter 15 (Presented for Purchase.)

Hearing that Vanessa had entered the room, I quickly turned toward her and began caressing my chest while moaning sensually. The other doll did the same as they dropped to their knees next to me and rubbed their boobs vigorously. Our high-pitched moans synchronized with each other as we faced Vanessa and whoever she had brought into the room with her.
“Wow, are they always like this?” A man asked with a low voice.
“Always. We train the dolls in four basic rules. Follow every command given to them, always be ready for sex, do not remove their doll suit, and do not make a mess or be a burden.” Vanessa explained.
“Impressive, they definitely look ready for more…” The man observed.
“You can have a go if you’d like?” Vanessa stated. “Dolls, come over here and suck Mr. Bull’s cock.”
At the sound of Vanessa’s command, the other doll and I crawled toward them and began feeling around his pants for his dick. We used our balled up fists to rub Mr. Bull through the fabric of his pants while trying to figure out how to unzip his fly.
“I love how eager they are.” Mr. Bull said while being felt up. “But I think I’ve seen enough.”
“Dolls, stop!” Vanessa ordered.
I sat on my knees and put my hands on my chest as the other doll did the same. Although I couldn’t see out of my bodysuit, I looked up while rubbing my nipples.
“They’re perfect. After seeing them in person and watching them perform with Jamal, I have to have them.” Mr. Bull stated. “Just name your price.”
“Why don’t we step outside and discuss the details with Chris.” Vanessa suggested.
“Sounds good. He is the one who sent the videos, right?” Mr. Bull asked.
“Yes, he runs the operation here.” Vanessa explained.
After hearing the door close, I began to feel some anxiety creeping up. It sounded like Mr. Bull wanted to purchase the other doll and me. Although I had desired to leave this doll factory after my arrival, I wasn’t sure if being purchased was an ideal way to depart.
Without any knowledge of who Mr. Bull was or what kind of conditions he would be taking us to, I began to get worried and hope that I would be allowed to stay. Even though the doll factory was not the most glamorous place, I preferred familiarity over the unknown. After over a year in captivity, I had grown accustomed to my surroundings while developing a connection with Vanessa and Jamal. Having given in to the idea of being a sissy doll, I had submitted to my caretakers and kept my focus on pleasing them daily. 
I could tell that the other doll was becoming anxious as well when they wrapped their arms around me. Feeling their quivering touch, I put my arms around the other doll and pulled them close to me. As we laid on the floor together, we tangled our legs and pressed our boobs against each other.
With anxiety consuming us, we held each other tight while awaiting our fate. After nearly a half an hour, we could hear the door open before a few sets of heavy footsteps marched in. I let go of the other doll as we both instinctively jumped up to our knees and began caressing our chests. As I moaned sensually, two guards grabbed my shoulders and pulled me up to my ballet boots.
While I was escorted out of the room, I could hear the other doll following behind me with two guards at their side. We were brought down a long hallway with vinyl flooring before making a turn and walking through a set of double doors. The guards gripped my shoulders as we marched forward a few more feet before stopping abruptly.
As we stood in this unfamiliar room, I could hear Vanessa march inside and step close to me. Without saying a word, she knelt by my feet and ordered me to lift my leg. After she slid the milking device up my left leg, she had me lift my right leg before she pulled the straps up to my waist. Once it was secured, she made sure that the bottle connected to the straps was positioned over the opening to my penis before adjusting the vibrator over the tube which my penis was stuffed inside of.
“Secure the doll for transportation.” Vanessa ordered.
I could feel the guards turn me around and lift me off of the ground before laying me down on my back. As I rested my head and stretched out my arms, I could feel that I was in a large box that was spacious enough to accommodate a life-size doll like myself. The box was long enough so that I could fully extend my legs while the width allowed me to rest on my back comfortably. Cushions lined the interior and provided extra support for my neck and head as I laid on my back inside of the box.
Once the guards had positioned me properly, I could feel them grab my wrists and place my arms at my sides. Using restraints that were built into the box, they began by securing my wrists into leather cuffs before locking them on. Moving down to my legs, they used another pair of cuffs to secure both of my ankles next. They continued using the straps which were built into the box to strap me down at my thighs, waist, and just above my chest. By the time they were finished, I could hardly move or wiggle my body.
As I pulled against my restraints, I realized very quickly how little mobility I was allowed while strapped down inside of the large box. My limbs were secured in place and the only part of my body that I could move freely was my head. When Vanessa leaned down next to me, I learned why my head was free.
“It might be a long trip, so if you get thirsty, we will have some special milk right next to your head.” Vanessa explained, while setting up the bottle with the dildo attached. I could hear her securing the dildo and the bottle to the box, where it was positioned next to my head.
“Chris is going to check you out before you leave, so we may not see each other again.” Vanessa explained. “Just so you know, I wasn’t lying when I said you were my favorite doll. I knew there was something special about you when you got here. You completed all the phases faster than any other doll that has come through here. I hate to see you go, but there is nothing more I can do to train you. You’ve taken to your new identity so quickly, and it’s time for you to move on and make someone else very happy. I’ll miss you.”
I could feel Vanessa kiss my cheek before standing up and stepping over to the other doll.
After the other doll was secured in their box, the guards left the room while Vanessa stayed behind. A few minutes later, I could hear two men enter the room while chatting.
“Thank you so much again for your business.” Chris stated while walking toward my box.
“No, thank you!” Mr. Bull responded. “You’ve done something special with these dolls. I can’t wait to bring them home with me.”
“Well, they’re both packed up and ready for shipping. After you look over them and give the ok, we’ll seal the box and load them onto the truck for delivery.” Chris informed.
I began breathing heavily as I listened to their conversation. As Mr. Bull leaned forward and felt my chest, I let out a soft moan in response.
Mr. Bull grabbed both of my boobs with his hands and squeezed them firmly before pinching my nipples. A high-pitched squeak escaped me as I struggled against my bondage. I could hear Mr. Bull laugh before sticking his finger into my mouth and poking my tongue.
“The doll is perfect.” Mr. Bull stated while pulling his hand away. “But what is that in the bottle? Do they really suck it out of that dick?”
“Yes.” Vanessa answered. “It is very important that you maintain feeding them through the dildo. We will send you enough supplies to feed each of the dolls for three months, and we can supply you with more when you run out."
“What the hell is in there? It looks like semen?” Mr. Bull asked.
“You aren’t wrong.” Chris answered. “During their milking each day, the bottle strapped underneath them collects their semen, which you will mix into their milk shake. Aside from the semen, it has protein, nutrients, and everything they need to stay healthy.”
“You feed them their own cum?” Mr. Bull asked.
“While they’re here, we mix semen into their bottle from the other dolls as well as some of the guards. It’s important that they acquire a taste for a wide variety of cum so that they are eager to swallow anything put into their mouth. After the dolls are purchased, we leave it up to the owner to decide who’s cum they will be fed with their milkshake.” Chris informed.
I listened as they stepped over to the other doll’s box and continued inspecting.
The other doll moaned and whined as Mr. Bull felt up their chest and prodded their body. Once he was satisfied, Chris had Vanessa bring the guards back into the room. As the guards marched over to my box, I could hear Vanessa lean forward towards me. After pressing the on button to the vibrator, which was strapped to my middle, the guards placed a cover over my box. I moaned and whined as they latched the box shut and sealed me inside.
Sounds became muffled once I was enclosed in the plush container. However, I could hear Chris and Mr. Bull continue talking as the other box was also sealed shut. Unable to make out their conversation, I felt anxiety building up as my box was lifted from the ground and carried out of the room. I moaned and whined as my container was carried a few hundred feet before being loaded onto a truck.
While still laying on my back, I pulled at my restraints and whined as loudly as I could manage. I listened as the other doll’s box was loaded onto the truck next to me before straps were used to secure our boxes to the bed of the truck. Once they were finished, the only sound I could hear was the dull noise of the vibrator stimulating my limp member.





Epilogue (Now What?)

When the truck started and we began pulling out of the doll factory, I laid my head back and tried my best to relax. Between the intense stimulation to my member and the anxiety paralyzing me, I was having trouble breathing. I took long, slow breaths as I could feel the vibrator coercing a release out of me. While contracting my abdomen, I pulled against my restraints and moaned as squirts began shooting out of my member.
The cum ran out of the tube which my penis was stuck inside of and drained into the bottle strapped beneath me. My member had long given up on trying to grow when stimulated and I was not sure if I would ever grow hard again. They had trained me for over a year to cum constantly without ever growing erect.
After a few more minutes of bouncing along to the rhythm of the road, I could feel another release bubbling up. Despite my session with Jamal, I felt like I had much more to cum, even after he had ravaged my back end. I squealed and squirmed as another few squirts shot out and emptied into the bottle beneath me while the vibrator continued stimulating my member. Feeling thirsty, I turned my head to the side and found the dildo with my mouth.
Pumping my head back and forth, I worked the fluid out of the dildo while swallowing everything immediately. Even though I had learned the truth about what they had been feeding me and what was inside of my bottle, I felt unfazed. I could not count the amount of blow jobs I had given Jamal, and I had grown accustomed to swallowing his semen. Knowing that I was drinking a milkshake with semen mixed in did little to change my perception of the drink.
As I continued pumping my head back and forth, I felt myself being pushed to the edge once again. With daily training and whatever they had been feeding me, my body had learned to produce a considerable amount of cum each day. Leading up to each milking session, my balls would feel swollen, and I ached for a release. When I felt my penis shoot out another squirt of cum, I let out a sigh of relief and continued feeding.
Once I felt full and satisfied, I rested my head and focused on the stimulation to my penis. Over the course of the next hour, I continued leaking into the bottle until the vibrator eventually died. The rest of the ride passed slowly as I tried to figure out where I was being taken.
After what must have been a few hours of traveling, I could feel the truck pull off of the road and continue down bumpy terrain. Nearly five minutes later, the truck stopped and backed up before parking. Once we were stopped, I could hear the straps being released from the boxes. As my box was unlatched, I pulled against my restraints and let out a moan as I was feeling anxious again.
Once the box was open, I could hear Mr. Bull speak to the other doll and me.
“Hello dolls.” Mr. Bull said enthusiastically. “I already have a room set up for you two and my guards will escort you there. I want you two to know that I plan on taking good care of both of you. I’m something of a sex addict and can literally fuck all day if the mood strikes me right. They told me about your insatiable sex drive, so I know we will be perfect together. Since I sold my business last year, I have a lot of time and money to spend how I want. And what I want more than anything right now, is to fuck you two all night. Welcome home, dolls.”




Thank you for reading!
If you enjoyed this book or any of the other books in this series, please consider leaving a review. Five star reviews are extremely helpful and let me know to continue writing stories like these. To stay up to date with new releases, please follow me on amazon and instagram at jane_doe_feminization_author.
Thank you so much for the support and for taking time out of your day to read one of my many stories.
-Jane Doe




Books By This Author

Cat and Mouse
 
Have you ever fantasied about becoming a personal sissy pet for a beautiful young woman?
In the story ‘Cat and Mouse’, we meet a young man named Bona who is down on his luck. After being unfairly accused of ratting on the mob family he works for, he comes within seconds of losing his life. When the mob boss’s daughter steps in and asks to have Bona as her personal toy, Bona believes he has dodged a bullet. As he is stripped of his clothes, shaved, painted with makeup, and forced to wear a short latex dress and ballet heels, Bona begins to wonder if becoming Elaina’s new pet is better than the other scenario that he escaped. After being fitted for his new collar, leash, and chastity cage, he is locked in a small dark room with Elaina’s other sissy pet. Bona is teased and tormented by his new roommate as he is trained and feminized by his 19-year-old mistress. To cement his new role, Bona is given a full feminization surgery complete with a set of DD breasts and facial reconstructive surgery. He is humiliated and paraded in front of his old coworkers while completely feminized as a sissy pet. Will the sissy learn to accept their role and listen to what they’re told, or will they try to fight and run away?
The SISSY Training Center
 
Have you ever dreamt of attending a sissy training center, where your only responsibility is to follow instructions and become an ideal, submissive sissy?
When a young man wakes up at ‘The Sissy Training Center’ with no memory of how he arrived, he quickly discovers that his captors have augmented his body in ways that he can never reverse. Looking down over himself, he finds that his chest has been sculpted with perky, round DD boobs. His silhouette has become a perfect hourglass figure while his face has been surgically enhanced to reflect the ideal feminine appearance. The only thing left that marks him as a man is now locked securely between his legs.
After being forcibly dressed in a latex catsuit and high heel booties, he is bound and gagged before being brought to the lower level of the facility, where he will be trained to become the perfect, submissive sissy. They train him with the S.I.S.S.Y. acronym and remind him daily that he is Submissive, he is Inferior, he is Sensitive, he is Silent, and he is always Yearning. Any deviation from the rules is recognized and dealt with swiftly through bondage related punishments. As a part of the training, the new sissy quickly realizes that it is not enough to allow the guards to have their way with him, but he must live out the sissy acronym and show that he yearns for their lovemaking. This trip through ‘The Sissy Training Center’ will keep the pages turning as you learn what brought the young man to this mysterious center and what he must do to find fulfillment inside of it.
Trained To Be A Sissy Pony
 
Have you ever fantasized about becoming a sissy pony? Do you wish that you could be dressed in a latex bodysuit, corset, pony boots, chastity cage, pony tail plug, and bit gag?

‘Trained to be a Sissy Pony’ puts you inside the heels of a man who is thrust into a part of the BDSM world he never knew existed. After being forcibly taken to a property where the owners are professional sissy pony trainers, he is given the full treatment and made to live as a full-time sissy pony. While dressed in a full body latex bodysuit, bone crushing under bust corset, heelless high heel boots that resemble pony legs, and hoof gloves, he is bound in a way that does not allow any mobility of his arms. He is completely helpless as he is forced to wear a chastity cage and a pony tail plug that dangles behind him. As he is trying to cope with the overwhelming nature of his new outfit, he is trained how to walk and act like a proper sissy pony should. His new owners groom him and paint him with makeup before presenting him to the whole world on a live video stream. Every part of his ego is torn to shreds, as he is forced to embody a sissy pony and start thinking of himself as such. Enjoy this steamy fantasy that puts you in the mind of a sissy pony who learns what it means to be ridden long and hard.
The Doll Designer
 
Have you ever wondered how it would feel to become a real life sissy doll? Does the thought of wearing a latex bodysuit and high heels excite you?

In ‘The Doll Designer’, we follow a young man who is getting to know a woman he just started dating. He can’t help but feel inadequate, as this rich, beautiful woman would typically be out of his league. As he gets to know her, he finds out that she is a ‘consultant’ and lives in one of the wealthier neighborhoods in town. After one of their dates, she invites the young man back to her house to take their relationship to the next level. Once the young man steps into her house, he falls into a world he never knew existed. The naïve young man believes that if he goes along with what she is asking for long enough, they will eventually make love. As he is painted with makeup, dressed in high heels and lingerie, and bound, he starts to realize that she may have other plans for him. While tied up and unable to fight back, she marches him to her basement, where she uses sissy hypnosis to mold his brain to her desires. The sissy tries to fight back as she punishes him and uses everything in her power to break his will. But, once the sissy is stuffed into his latex doll bodysuit, escape will become near impossible. Will the sissy accept his role as a mindless sissy doll or try to fight back and break free at any opportunity that presents itself?
The Sissy Slave Experience
 
In ‘The Sissy Slave Experience’, we follow a man in his mid-twenties who finds a service online that helps sissies explore their deepest desires. The service has a few options to choose from, where the sissy can explore their unique fantasies during a one-week immersive experience. After signing up for their program, he is required to come while dressed for the program. When he arrives at the address given to him, he is already dressed in a full-body latex catsuit, five inch high heel boots, and leather gloves while fully made up with his hair styled femininely. As a part of the required outfit, he must wear a chastity cage and plug. When he walks up to the front door to begin his experience, he realizes that he is either at the wrong address or that he may have been scammed. As he gets in his car and plans to leave, he is confronted by two men who take him to an unknown location. With a bag over his head, the two men bring the crossdresser into their basement and proceed to tie him up with a leather arm binder, a devious gag, ankle cuffs, and a collar with a leash attached. Although he had signed up for a one-week program similar to this, he fears that this experience may never come to an end. This hot and steamy story will leave you aching for more as it keeps you on the edge.
The Queen of Sissy Hypnosis
 
Are you curious about how powerful sissy hypnosis can be? Do you wish that the Queen of Sissy Hypnosis would put you under her spell and turn you into a completely feminized sissy servant that obeys every command? 

In ‘The Queen of Sissy Hypnosis’, we meet a young couple who hires a sissy hypnosis expert to come stay with them. With strict bondage and constant hypnosis, the reluctant sissy is transformed from the inside out as his self image begins to reflect what he has always desired to become. The Queen of Sissy Hypnosis teaches the inexperienced mistress how she should treat her submissive sissy in order to maintain her dominance over him. After giving him a feminine name that reinforces his new identity as a submissive sissy, he is put on a strict routine that involves maintaining a hairless body, wearing a full face of makeup, styling his hair femininely, cleaning the house, and most importantly, 16 hours of daily hypnosis. The young sissy is broken by his new mistress as she teaches him how to orgasm while locked in a chastity cage. To cement his role as a submissive sissy for life, the young man is paraded down his street while fully made up and dressed as a slutty maid while collared and leashed. Enjoy this hot and steamy romance as we discover how powerful sissy hypnosis can be when wielded by an experienced dominatrix. 
Past the Point of No Return
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be turned into a real life sissy whore? To be completely feminized, chastised, and made to serve a mistress and master?
In the story ‘Past the Point of No Return’, we meet a young man who is curious to explore his sissy tendencies. Although he enjoys dressing and acting feminine when given the opportunity, he has never stepped out while en fem until one fateful night. After receiving a phishing email from a mysterious dominatrix, he is asked to meet up at a local motel. Thinking with his other head, he decides to drive to the location given while dressed and made up as he was requested. While wearing a little black dress, high-heeled pumps, fishnet stockings, and a matching set of bra and panties, he meets the gorgeous woman who invited him. The woman informs him that she would like to tie him up during their session and he agrees promptly. Once he is bound, gagged, and unable to escape, the woman milks the sissy until he is completely dry. After locking the sissy into a steel chastity cage, the woman calls for two burly men who come and kidnap the scared sissy. The young man is taken to a facility where he is given a breast enhancement and facial reconstructive surgery. When he is transported to his new home, he is trained and hypnotized to be a submissive sissy slut that is eager to serve. Throughout the story, elements of forced feminization, Feminization surgery, Bimbofication, sissy hypnotism, sissy prostitution, and bondage are all explored. If you are still reading this and haven’t been scared off, this may be the book for you.
His New Toy
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be the sissy lover to a rich, powerful, and sexy man? Have you ever fantasized about being a submissive sissy and crossdressing every day for the man of your dreams? 
Let me introduce you to a young man that is about to explore every sissy's dream in 'His New Toy'. Having been out of luck in the dating scene with women, Ray decides to finally branch out and look for a man that will allow him to explore his innermost desires. After coming in contact with a man named Conner Wellington on the internet, Ray is invited to Conner’s home to live as his sissy lover. Ray can’t believe he isn’t dreaming when he hears the three requirements in the proposition. He must submit to complete feminization of his body and appearance. Ray must act as femininely as possible at all times. And lastly, he must follow any and all of Conner’s instructions. If he agrees to the proposal, everything he would ever need would be provided for him. After agreeing to move in with Conner, he is given a room with a closet full of dresses, skirts, high heels, bras, panties, and all the lingerie he could dream of. Ray is in sissy heaven as he transforms into the woman of his dreams through breast augmentation and facial reconstructive surgeries. The new sissy becomes fixated on Conner and finding ways to win his heart. As they explore their new relationship, the sissy is introduced to a part of the BDSM world that she didn’t know existed. The sissy must learn to accept a chastity cage while remaining plugged at all times. While experiencing tie ups and gags, every button is pressed to make the sissy squeal. Enjoy the spicy romance as this sissy gets what she deserves. 
His Favorite Toy
 
Have you ever fantasized about serving a rich and powerful man as his sissy lover? Do you wish you could wear a French maid’s dress, stockings, high heels, and makeup every day while serving the man of your dreams?

In ‘His Favorite Toy’, we meet a sissy named Bridget who lives on a private island with her master, Conner. Although Bridget was born a male, she has been privileged with extensive surgeries that were paid for by her master. With a body that matches how she feels on the inside, she lives out her dream of having an ideal feminine body with soft, sexy facial features and E cup breasts. Bridget’s enticing appearance has a way of capturing her master’s interest as she performs her maid’s duties on the island. With a special room full of tie ups and gags, Bridget is always on her toes, wondering when she might be tied up and ravaged next. When a new maid named Rachel arrives on the island, Bridget takes it upon herself to mentor the new sissy and show her the ropes. As they begin to bond and form a unique relationship of their own, they start to realize that something has changed on the island. Although they continue to fool around and explore BDSM during their lovemaking sessions with Conner, it becomes clear that something is bothering the man of their dreams. Embark on a journey to the Caribbean, where we experience a steamy love triangle between two devoted sissies and their dominating master.
Their New Doll 
 
Have you ever fantasied about being trained as a proper sissy? Do you wish that two beautiful and strong mistresses would force you into submission as they explore their BDSM fantasies with you?
In ‘Their New Doll’, we see the world through the eyes of Conner Wellington, a billionaire who owns homes in New York City and the Caribbean. Using his wealth and power, Conner has devoted his life to seeking out submissive sissies and helping them feminize themselves. Providing the best treatment that money can buy, Conner invites young men to come and live with him, while they transition into the person they always dreamed of becoming. When they complete their transition, he either finds them a new home, or provides them with enough money that they can begin their new life anywhere in the world.
After years of philanthropic work, Conner can’t help but feel like there is something missing in his life. As he is discussing his mental health with his long-time friend, Jennifer, he realizes that it is time to finally care for himself. Instead of living as the dominant man over his two sissy companions, Rachel and Bridget, they decide to switch roles and give Conner the same treatment he gave to his sissies. With the high heel on the other foot, he quickly realizes that the sissy lifestyle isn’t as easy as he expected. As his body transitions, Conner experiences the BDSM lifestyle as a submissive and must learn to accept that his mistresses are now in complete control of every aspect of his life. When Rachel and Bridget begin to disagree about how they should treat their submissive servant, Conner finds himself in a love triangle, where both are competing for his love and affection. This steamy romance will keep you on the edge as you explore tie-ups, gags, sex doll suits, plugs, strap-ons, submissive training and much, much more.
Sissy Maid Camp
 
Have you ever fantasied about going to a camp where you would be trained to be a proper sissy maid? Do you wish a place existed where sissies are made to wear the highest of heels, a maid’s dress, and makeup at all times with other sissies?
In ‘Sissy Maid Camp’, our protagonist finds out exactly how much his life can change over a summer. After a double dinner date with his wife and her friends from work, the couple learns about a camp where men are sent to be trained and taught how to be a proper sissy maid. Being a curious closeted sissy, he is intrigued by the camp and decides to try it out. While at camp, they are taught how to do their hair, makeup, and nails. Along with their new beauty regimen, they are trained to cook, clean, and serve their mistress diligently. A set of rules is instilled in the sissies, which requires them to stay quiet, curtsey, wear chastity, and act as girly as possible at all times. If a sissy disobeys or strays from the rules, they are punished swiftly. Although feminization surgery is not a requirement for camp, most of the sissies find themselves longing for a breast augmentation of their own. Over the course of the summer, our sissy learns that nothing will be the same when they return home from camp. They will continue to live as a sissy maid for their mistress permanently. Enjoy the tale as you witness the complete feminization of a young man into a sissy house maid eager to serve.
Paying Lip Service
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to become a real life sissy prostitute?
In the story ‘Paying Lip Service’, we witness the complete transformation of Billie Jean, the mattress king, to the BJ queen. After becoming indebted to a pimp in town with no way to pay him back, Billie is given a makeover and dressed as one of the prostitutes that works the streets. Knowing that they can’t trust Billie to not run away, he is tied up and forced to pay lip service to the clients who visit them. Realizing how long it will take to pay off his debts, Billie asks if there is anything he can do to charge more and be finished sooner. The girls grant his request and have him brought in for a breast augmentation and lip fillers. Now further in debt, Billie will have to service even more clients before he has paid back what he owes. Billie’s journey takes one twist after another as he is led down a path he may never return from. Will he ever be able to reclaim his old life or be stuck as the BJ queen forever?
My Sissy Surprise
 
Have you ever thought about surprising the love of your life with your sissy crossdressing secret? Have you ever fantasized about crossdressing, doing your makeup, and tying yourself up while you wait for your significant other to return?

In “My Sissy Surprise”, we meet a young man named Riley who lives with his girlfriend and has been struggling to share his crossdressing secret with her. When Emily tells Riley about her plans to go out with her girlfriends one evening, the closeted crossdresser decides to surprise his girlfriend with one of his deepest of fantasies. After shaving all his body hair and plucking his eyebrows, Riley dresses himself in black panties and a push-up bra before sliding into a short dress and high heel stilettos. Once his hair and makeup are complete, Riley locks himself in a chastity cage and inserts a remote controlled vibrating plug. To complete his fantasy, he secures his hands and feet into cuffs and locks them behind his back. As he waits for his girlfriend to arrive home while he is tied up and gagged on his knees in the living room, his phone begins to ring every few minutes. With his phone out of reach in the other room, he is forced to wait while his girlfriend’s arrival is delayed deep into the night. As the sissy crossdresser begins to question whether he had made a mistake, his girlfriend returns home and surprises Riley with three of her friends who had all been drinking heavily. After discovering Riley tied up and gagged while crossdressed and painted with makeup, the women decide to give Riley a night he will never forget. This steamy story will have you on the edge as Riley experiences a wide range of feelings while the four women completely dominate the submissive sissy crossdresser.
It's Hard Being a Sissy Housewife
 
Do you wish that you were married to a loving, understanding, and open-minded woman who would allow you to become a sissy housewife while they support both of you?
In ‘It’s Hard Being a Sissy Housewife’, we meet a young couple with an unconventional love life. The husband enjoys crossdressing and playing the role of a submissive sissy while his wife takes on a dominating and aggressive persona. During their role playing, his outfits include high heels, short skirts or dresses, and plenty of makeup, while his wife dresses in alluring lingerie and high heel stilettos of her own. As she shouts orders to her “little sissy”, she makes sure that he acts girly and provocatively throughout their roleplaying. Once they have their fun and have both fulfilled their urges, they return to their heteronormative roles until the next week, when they will role play again. Although the protagonist enjoys crossdressing on the weekends and feels fulfillment from their love life, there is always a desire for more. After an eventful week where he finds himself out of a job and in possession of a small fortune, he decides to take some time off and become a sissy housewife for an entire week. On the very first day, instead of his wife returning to a clean home, the sink is full of dirty dishes, the floors need vacuuming, and the bed is still unmade. Frustrated with her lazy sissy housewife, she begins using a mistress manual that gives explicit instructions on how to train an unruly sissy. Following the first rule of the book, she requires him to wear a chastity cage full time and forbids him from removing it. With his manhood locked away, a strong desire is planted in his consciousness to please his mistress at all costs. As the week progresses, he begins to slip deeper and deeper into the sissy housewife role and starts to question if he can ever turn back. Find out who enjoys the new power structure in their relationship more while experiencing how hard it is when you are a sissy housewife.
Sissy in Training
 
Does the thought of wearing latex and being trained as a submissive sissy excite you? Do you wish you could find someone to tie you up and make you feel like a real submissive?

In ‘Sissy in Training’, we meet a young sissy crossdresser named Demi and her best friend who goes by the name Brandi. While they are out at their favorite bar one evening, they meet a devilishly handsome man and his partner. The couple self describes as a master and dominatrix who “like to show girls like them a good time.” Although Brandi is turned off by their proposal, Demi finds herself curious and excited about spending the night with the alluring man. Upon arrival at the power couple’s home, Demi experiences the BDSM world in a way that she never knew existed. Over the course of the evening, Demi finds herself being pushed to her limits as she is dominated, controlled, and trained by the master and dominatrix. As it becomes later in the evening, Demi starts to wonder when or if they ever plan on letting her go. With a gag in her mouth and her arms tied tightly behind her, she is at the complete mercy of these two aggressive and sensual people. Feeling a mixture of excitement, fear, arousal, and anxiety, Demi can’t seem to figure out what will come next. Take a journey with Demi as she is dominated and becomes a ‘Sissy in Training’.
She's Such a Witch
 
Have you ever fantasized about waking up in the body of a real-life French maid? Do you wish you could shed your male identity and become a beautiful, delicate female that is the object of everyone’s sexual desire?

‘She’s Such a Witch’ follows a man in his late twenties who keeps his crossdressing a secret, except for one day a year on Halloween. When a mysterious witch moves in next door and discovers his crossdressing secret, she begins to toy with him and telepathically whisper thoughts in his ear. As he tries to convince himself that he doesn’t believe in magic, he ignores the witch’s commands and falls under her spell. After waking up and discovering that he is inhabiting the body of a French woman who can’t speak a word of English, he realizes just how powerful the witch is. She informs him that his life as a male is finished and he will be starting a new job as a maid. Instead of attending his neighbor’s annual Halloween party as one of the guests, he will now serve the guests and make sure that everyone is satisfied. Dressed in a provocative black-and-white uniform with stockings and high-heeled booties, the protagonist quickly becomes the center of attention at the party. Although he is hesitant to test out his new body parts, his new instincts take over as he begins to crave the touch of a strong, muscular companion. After experiencing feelings that he didn’t know existed, the protagonist is torn between what they thought they wanted and what they now desire. Will the young man find a way to reverse the spell or remain under the clutches of an immortal witch forever?
Becoming the Girl of His Dreams
 
Have you ever had a sissy dream that felt so real that you couldn’t distinguish it from reality? Have you ever wished that your dreams would become your new reality?
In ‘Becoming the Girl of His Dreams’, we meet a kind hearted closeted crossdresser who works at a diner. The protagonist has a strange encounter with a mysterious woman who informs him that all of his dreams will come true. After brushing off the comment as some sort of vague encouragement, he returns home and falls into a deep sleep. In his dream, his nails are painted bright pink and become much longer and more feminine. When he awakes the next morning, he is shocked to find his nails matching what he saw in his dream. Thinking that someone is pulling a prank on him, he tries to hide his nails while at work and figure it out later. With each passing night, he continues dreaming that he is being turned into a woman and finding those dreams manifesting in real life. From every bit of body hair magically vanishing from his body to a set of DD boobs appearing on his chest, he soon finds himself unrecognizable as the man he once was. His hair turns blonde and grows a foot over night and permeant makeup is painted on his face that will not come off. Unable to process the changes in his fragile male psyche, he denies what is happening and tries to fight against the female dominator that keeps appearing in his dreams. Will the sissy find a way to reverse the changes or have to learn how to live as the woman that he has always dreamt of becoming?
The Sissy Secretary
 
Do you fantasize about having a job that requires you to crossdress and act like a sissy all day? Do you wish that you could be employed with a high-paying job where your only duty is to “satisfy” your boss? 

In “The Sissy Secretary”, a bashful crossdresser named Morgan is hired by a divorce attorney. During the interview, Morgan learns that there is a strict dress code for his position which requires him to crossdress every day in short skirts and high heels of at least 4 inches in height. Along with his clothes, the dress code stipulates that he must wear a full face of makeup, have his nails done in either pink or red, and he must dye his hair blonde while adding extensions to meet a length criteria. After discussing the job with his childhood friend, Morgan decides to accept the generous offer. As he begins working at the office, a romance develops between the boss and his new secretary. Morgan happily spends large portions of the day beneath Mr. Johnson’s desk as they become inseparable from each other. After a mishap with Morgan’s fake breast forms while they are making love on Mr. Johnson’s desk, Mr. Johnson suggests that Morgan has a boob job done that he will gladly pay for. It feels like their relationship reaches a tipping point as Morgan is torn between advice from her childhood friend and what he wants more than anything. Follow along in this sexy romance that takes a deep dive into the life of a sissy secretary. 
My Body Swap With Candi
 
Do you wish that you could shed your male body and experience lovemaking as a beautiful, sensual woman?
In ‘My Body Swap with Candi’, we follow a young man who is a frequent visitor at a local motel that prostitutes use as a meetup location. Having had many sessions with several ladies at the establishment, he has become well acquainted with everyone there except for one woman named Candi. While paying Candi a visit, he is surprised by her demeanor and unusual comments throughout their session. By the end, he is told that he has made a huge mistake and that he must pay for it. After running out and back to his home, he receives a call from a mysterious woman named Pixi. She informs him that because of his actions, he will inhabit the body of the woman he just slept with. However, while he inhabits the body for one week, he will be required to fulfill her duties or be stuck in the body forever. Thinking that the call is a joke, he dismisses the assertions made by Pixi and tells her where she can stick it. Before hanging up the phone, Pixi gives one last instruction. If he reaches an orgasm at any point during the week, he will live the rest of his life in Candi’s body. After hanging up the phone, he slips into the deepest sleep of his life. Waking up the next morning, he thinks he is dreaming when he looks down at a set of his very own DD breasts. Running to the bathroom, he looks into the mirror and discovers that what Pixi said was true. Stuck in Candi’s body with only one way out, he must fulfill Candi’s responsibilities while being careful to not have a release. After meeting with his first few clients, he quickly discovers how sensitive his new body is and just how hard it will be to keep himself from orgasming. Does the young man have what it takes to keep his new body under control, or will he be stuck as Candi forever?
Maid to be Mine
 
Have you ever dreamt of becoming a sissy maid for a dominating woman? Do you wish that your significant other would help you begin a new career as a full time sissy maid?
‘Maid to be mine’ explores the sissy maid lifestyle from the perspective of a woman who is learning about it for the first time. After the protagonist’s boyfriend loses his job and goes on unemployment, she allows him to move into her apartment to save some money. When she comes home to dirty dishes, an unmade bed, and crumbs all over the carpet, she decides that something needs to change. While discussing the chores around the house, her boyfriend confides that he has a fantasy about becoming a sissy maid that cooks and cleans for his mistress. Being brand new to the subject of sissies and forced feminization, she begins doing some research and reading stories on the web. Intrigued by the idea, she gives the female led relationship a try. She quickly learns that her sissy needs a set of rules to follow so that he fulfills his duties properly. On her way home from work, she purchases new panties and bras to replace his dirty old male underwear. To test if he is serious about the new dynamic in their relationship, she orders the new sissy maid to shave all of his body hair. After throwing away all of his old male underwear and replacing it with panties and bras, she provides a maid’s uniform that he must wear at all times around the house. While locked up in chastity and under the tight control of his new mistress, the sissy maid excels in his new role. When she tells her girlfriend about her new sissy maid, her girlfriend jokingly asks to have him clean her house to make some extra money. She happily agrees and begins sending her new sissy maid to cook and clean for her friends a few days a week. As you read along, it becomes clear how much attention a sissy requires and why they need an attentive and dominating mistress.
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