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Chapter 1

My eyes fluttered open, only to close again tightly. The light felt blinding to my eyes as I awoke from a deep slumber. A dull throbbing pain began growing over my eyebrows and radiating around my head. As my consciousness returned, I could feel soreness making itself known around my body. Anxiety began creeping up as my breathing grew faster and shorter. After blinking my eyes rapidly, I squinted and struggled to look around.
The room had light grey vinyl flooring while the walls were painted stark white. It felt like I was in a hospital, as there were medical monitors showing my vital signs next to the bed. Noticing an IV connected to my arm, I started to feel itchy. As I tried to reach for where the needle had been inserted into my left arm, I noticed that my wrist had been secured to the bed with a leather restraint. Upon further examination, I found that all of my limbs were tied down.
Feeling panicked, I pulled against the restraints with all of my strength. Realizing that I couldn’t break free, I tried calling for help.
“Hello! Is anyone there?!” I yelled.
As the sound of my voice echoed around the room, I became startled. My mouth hung open for a few seconds before I pressed my lips together tightly.
‘Was that my voice?’ I thought to myself. ‘Is that how I always sound? Why do I feel so foggy and why can’t I remember where I am?’
I laid my head back on the reclined hospital bed and tried to calm myself. It felt like my heart was about to beat out of my chest as I looked around the room nervously. Glancing down over myself, I noticed that something was different.
Long strands of curly blonde hair draped across my face and partially blocked the view of my body. Although I was wearing a hospital gown, it was the silhouette underneath the loose fitting material that grabbed my attention. A pair of full and round bosoms protruded from my chest and obstructed the view of my stomach. As I sat up and shook my body, I could feel my breasts jiggling with my movements.
“Oh my god, what the hell is this?” I said aloud to myself.
I let out a scream and shook my body while trying to break out of the leather restraints. As I strained and pulled with everything I had, I could hear footsteps walking down the hallway outside of my room.
“Hello? Someone help me!” I cried out.
The door opened, and a woman walked in wearing a white nurse’s uniform and white high heel pumps. I was shocked as her outfit appeared more like lingerie rather than what a nurse would wear at a hospital. The woman looked to be in her mid twenties with long blonde curly hair flowing down to her upper back.
As the nurse walked over to my bed and leaned down to check my IV, I couldn’t help but notice how large her chest appeared under the form fitting material. However, as I looked down at myself, it appeared that we were of a comparable size and shape.
“What’s going on? Where am I?” I asked frantically.
The nurse ignored my questions and stepped next to my waist. As she lifted my gown, I noticed I was in some sort of diaper. After checking and finding that it was clean, she fixed my gown and left the room promptly.
“Hey!” I yelled as she closed the door behind her. “Where are you going?”
She left me alone as the clicking of her high heels slowly vanished.
I laid my head back and closed my eyes while trying to collect my thoughts.
‘What kind of hospital is this?’ I thought to myself. ‘How could they just leave me here and not tell me what’s going on…Oh my god, I can’t remember the last time I had a splitting headache like this…’ My thoughts were derailed as I heard two sets of footsteps making their way toward my room. I opened my eyes and sat up in the bed as the nurse returned with a man wearing a white coat.
The man looked to be in his forties or fifties and wore tan pants with a button-down shirt under his lab coat. With a stethoscope around his neck and a clipboard in hand, I could only assume that he was my doctor.
“Hello there. How are you doing?” He greeted warmly.
“I’m kind of freaking out right now. I can’t remember how I got here. My head hurts, and…What the hell happened to me?!”
“Ok, let’s just take a deep breath and try to take this one step at a time. After I check you out, I’ll do my best to answer your questions, ok?”
I took a deep breath before answering, “Ok” begrudgingly.
Grabbing the stethoscope from around his neck, he began by listening to my heartbeat. After giving a nod that it sounded good, he continued by taking my blood pressure and checking my eyes and ears. Once he was finished with his checkup, he stood next to my bed.
“Well, you appear to have made a full recovery. We’ll have to hold you here overnight to monitor you, but you’ll be transferred down to the lower level in the morning.”
“A recovery from what? Where am I and what happened to me?” I asked frantically.
“You’ve been staying with us at the Sissy Training Center for the last couple months and I’m happy to report that your surgeries were a success.”
“The sissy training center? This has to be a joke…”
“It’s no joke.” He said while shaking his head, “By the time you finish your training, you will be a brand new person.” The doctor turned to the nurse before continuing, “Everything checked out, so keep an eye on her and get her ready in the morning.”
She pinched the ends of her nurse’s dress that came down to her upper thighs and dropped down for a curtsey. Without uttering a word, the nurse marched out of the room.
As I processed what I was being told, the full weight of the situation began pressing down on me.
“Wait!” I shouted as he turned toward the door. “What the hell are you talking about? What did you do to me? You can’t just kidnap someone and experiment on them! I’m…I’m going to the police!”
The man shook his head and rolled his eyes. “You’re only going to make this harder on yourself if you don’t cooperate. I suggest you get those thoughts out of your head before you do something you’ll regret.”
He turned and left the room as I continued to shout profanities in his direction.
I jerked my body violently and kicked my legs. While doing everything I could to break free, the bed began bouncing into the wall behind me. I could hear two sets of heavy footsteps making their way to my room before two large men wearing all white appeared.
One of the men was of a darker complexion while the other was fair skinned with light brown hair. Each of them was heavy set and well over six feet tall. When they approached my bed on each side and held me down, I felt completely powerless. They used a few sets of leather straps that were attached to the bed to tie me down at the chest, waist, and upper thighs. After they were finished buckling the restraints, I was completely immobile except for my head.
I continued thrashing my body as they lowered the bed from its reclined position. After they made the bed flat, the two men left the room. Realizing that I was stuck for the time being, I closed my eyes tightly while tears began streaming down the sides of my face. I knew that if I wanted any hope of escape, I would have to pick my moment wisely. 




Chapter 2

I cried and pouted to myself throughout most of the afternoon. The nurse checked on me periodically, but kept silent during our interactions. When the IV was finished, the nurse called the doctor back in to remove the needle. After carefully pulling it out, he cleaned up the small amount of blood that dripped from the opening and placed a bandage on my arm. Before he left the room, I informed him of the pee that I had been holding in.
“Can you get me out of this so I can use the toilet?” I asked while feeling annoyed that it was even a question.
“I’ll have the nurse come check your diaper shortly.” He informed before walking out.
“Wait!” I yelled. He ignored my call and closed the door after exiting the room.
‘Fine,’ I thought to myself, ‘if they won’t let me go, I’ll give them something to clean up…’
As I laid in bed with a bladder full, I figured it would be a simple task to let it go. However, when it came time to pee in my diaper, something held me back. Although my body wanted to relieve the pressure building inside of me, my subconscious wouldn’t let me soil myself. It felt like I was fighting against my most basic instincts as I struggled to pee.
As the nurse walked in, I felt relieved and paused my efforts.
“Oh thank god, can you let me out so I can pee?” I asked as nicely as I could manage, considering the circumstances.
She ignored my question and lifted my gown. Seeing that I still hadn’t gone, she shook her head and stepped back.
“I didn’t go, but I need to. Can you please just let me out of this.” I asked again courteously.
She left the room without speaking a word.
‘What the hell is wrong with these people?’ I thought to myself.
Twenty minutes passed, and I still felt no closer to emptying my bladder than I did before. A slight burning sensation started to present itself as I called out for the nurse. Walking into my room a few minutes later, she lifted my gown and checked the diaper again. Seeing that it was still clean, she shook her head while showing a hint of annoyance.
She placed her hand between my belly button and my privates before pressing down lightly and rubbing in small circles. I pressed my legs together in response as I felt the pressure growing. Using her right hand, she tapped on the area every thirty seconds while rubbing my inner thigh. Eventually, it became too painful to hold it in any longer.
I curled my toes and closed my eyes as I finally let go and let out a stream into the diaper. The nurse continued her techniques until every drip of fluid had come out and the tension released. I felt completely humiliated as I laid in the bed with a soiled diaper in need of a change.
The nurse retrieved a new diaper and returned to my bedside. After removing the soiled one, she threw it in the garage before cleaning me. It felt strange to have someone use a baby wipe to clean my privates and wipe the entire area clean. With the soft touch of her hand, my member twitched and flinched from her wipe running up my shaft. While remaining silent and professional, she flashed a stern look in my direction before finishing up. After placing me in a clean diaper, she ensured it was secure before leaving me alone again.
Later in the evening, the nurse returned with a plate of chicken and vegetables. She pressed a button on the side of the bed, which caused it to rise into a reclined position. Once I was sitting upright, she sat by my side and began feeding me dinner.
The boiled chicken was unseasoned while the steamed vegetables were unsalted. It was unappetizing, but I devoured every bite. Unaware of how long it had been since I had eaten a proper meal, I was thankful for the food being provided. After taking the last bite, the nurse wiped my lips and chin with a napkin before leaving me alone again. With a stomach full, I laid my head back and tried my best to fall asleep.
The next morning, I woke up to the sun shining through the window on my right side. Gazing out from my room on the second floor, I could see mountainous terrain with a thick dense forest stretching into the horizon. Having lived in the flat landscapes of the Midwest for my entire life, I was at a loss for where I could be.
While laying in bed waiting for the nurse or doctor to come check on me, I tried to make sense of how I could’ve possibly ended up here. I could remember waking up in my apartment on a Saturday and spending the early afternoon binge-watching my favorite sitcom. After grabbing lunch and going to the gym, I showered and shaved before heading to the bar to meet up with some friends. My memory began to get fuzzy as I thought through the night and tried to remember what had happened.
While closing my eyes tightly, a picture of a woman appeared in my consciousness. She had long blonde hair and a chest that I couldn’t take my eyes off of. I could remember approaching her at the bar and striking up a conversation. Images of her laughing and giggling flashed through my brain before everything faded to black. Although I tried to think back and remember something more, I kept hitting road blocks with the ditzy blonde that I was trying to pick up.
In the late morning, the nurse walked into my room to check on me. Seeing that I still hadn’t relieved myself since the last time she assisted me, she let out a sigh and rolled her eyes. Putting her hand over my bladder, she massaged below my abdomen until I was relaxed enough to let go. After I had finished, she cleaned and changed me before returning with the doctor.
While hoping to be released from the restraints holding me down to the bed, I kept quiet as the doctor checked my heartbeat and blood pressure. He moved quickly through his examination before informing me that I was to be transferred to the lower level of the facility. Although I had no idea what the lower level had in store for me, I figured it had to be better than where I was.
After the doctor left the room, the nurse approached and used scissors to cut my gown off of me. She removed the diaper and tossed it into the garbage before leaving the room. Looking down over my naked body, I caught a glimpse of the surgeries that had been performed.
I stared in disbelief as my eyes rested on my perky DD implants. My hairless body looked unrecognizable as the man I once was, except for my neatly shaven member that I was happy to see they left intact. Between the implants on my chest and a waistline that looked semi-anorexic, my body shape was a clear hourglass figure. My mouth hung open as I shook my head and attempted to take in the feminine image in front of me. 
As I struggled to process the changes to my body, the nurse returned a few minutes later with a small steel object in hand. She wasted no time and marched over to my bedside before grabbing hold of my privates with her left hand. A cold steel ring slid over my member before my balls were stuffed through as well. The nurse slid the cool steel cage over my member and connected it to the ring at the base. With the chastity cage in place, she used a padlock to secure my member inside of the cage. 
My state of shock turned to frustration as I felt my member pressing against the steel bars of the chastity cage on all sides. It felt like the cage was far too small for my member with how it was being squished inside. I bit my lip and tried to hold back the flood of emotions welling up inside of me while the nurse finished her duties and left the room. I wanted nothing more than to run out of this place immediately, even if I was entirely nude. When the nurse returned a few moments later with the two large men I had become acquainted with previously, I knew that I would have to wait a little longer before trying something.
The two men stepped over to each side of the hospital bed and began releasing me from the restraints. As they freed my arms and legs, I felt a glimmer of hope that this was coming to an end. My enthusiasm was short-lived as I caught sight of the outfit that the nurse was preparing for me.
The guard with the darker complexion gripped my right wrist tightly with one arm and used his other arm to keep my body flat on the bed while the other guard mirrored his grips on me. I jerked my arms a few times to test their strength, but they remained calm and unfazed by my efforts. The nurse stepped around to the foot of the bed and began sliding my legs into a black full-body suit that was made of a thick rubbery material.
She began by working the material up my left leg before bringing it up my right leg as well. The suit compressed my skin while it encapsulated my legs. As she pulled the suit up to my waist, she gave a nod to the guards, who immediately pulled me up from the bed. Between the two burly men, they exerted little effort while pulling me to my feet and standing me upright.
The nurse continued by pulling the bodysuit over my waist and bringing it up my torso. My chest bounced and jiggled as she tugged and yanked at the bodysuit that was feeling tighter by the second. While standing on my own two feet, I could feel the full weight of my implants and the large round boobs hanging off of me. When she finally managed to bring the suit over my chest, I felt a sense of relief as it offered support and pushed my cleavage up.
Once my arms were stuffed into the sleeves, she ran her hands around my body and smoothed out the bodysuit wherever it had bunched up. Stepping around to my backside, she finished by pulling a zipper up the back of the bodysuit from my mid-back to my upper-neck. Aside from my hands, feet, and head, my entire body was encapsulated by the bodysuit.
The thick, rubbery material felt constricting as it formed me to its slender shape. My waist felt like it was brought in another inch or two, while my arms and legs were made to appear thinner. However, at my hips and chest, the suit was not quite as restrictive. Although I could feel the material squeezing my breasts slightly, it was nothing compared to how my stomach was contracted.
The nurse grabbed a pair of black high heel booties and knelt in front of me while the guards kept a tight grip on my shoulders and arms. As she brought the left booty to my foot, the guards lifted me off the ground. I felt like a doll that was being dressed as they held me in the air with little effort. Once both of the booties were laced onto my feet, the guards let me down to the ground while keeping a grip under my shoulders and around my wrists.
Trying to balance on 5 inch stiletto heels with no previous experience was a challenge. Although I didn’t like how the guards were manhandling me, I found myself wobbling and in need of their help to stay on my feet. I wanted nothing more than to kick these horrific shoes off of me and run out the door, but I knew that I needed to stay patient and wait for the right opportunity to escape.
When the nurse grabbed a leather arm-binder and stepped around to my backside, I had trouble containing myself.
“What the hell is that?” I asked.
Both the guards and the nurse stayed silent as they continued with their duties. The guards held my wrists behind me as the nurse brought the arm binder over my hands and up my arms. The leather material encased my arms from the tips of my fingers to halfway up my triceps. I jerked my arms and tried to protest, but my efforts proved to be futile.
The nurse buckled a series of straps that were connected to the arm binder and began tightening them. Starting with a strap around my wrists, they were brought together tightly inside of the arm-binder. As she tightened another strap around my forearms, I could feel my arms being pressed together tightly behind me. When she fastened the last strap just above my elbows, which forced them together behind me, my shoulders rolled back and my chest stuck out involuntarily. I didn’t know how the situation could get any worse until the nurse grabbed the last piece of the outfit. 
Standing in front of me with a neck corset, the nurse brought it over my head and pulled it into place. The thick leather material had steel ribs running through it and covered the entirety of my neck along with the lower half of my face. Sitting just below my nose, the leather material covered my mouth and began muting my cries. Stepping around to my backside, the nurse tightened the lacing on the back of the neck corset until it drowned out my incessant moaning completely.
She pulled my hair back before bringing two straps from the back of the neck corset over my head and fastening them over my cheeks. Even with my hands free, it would take a significant amount of effort to unlace the neck corset and remove it. Even though it ran from my collar bones to just below my nose and was tight around the neck, it did not restrict my breathing. However, with the bodysuit squeezing my stomach and the neck corset blocking my mouth, catching my breath was not as easy as usual.
When the nurse stepped back to examine her work, I felt entirely exposed. The skin tight rubbery suit displayed every inch of my body while the arm binder forced my chest to stick out in front of me. As I tried to look down and examine the outfit they put me into, the neck corset prevented me from bending my neck forward more than a few centimeters. Looking down with my eyes, the only thing I could see was my massive chest that was being presented to the room.
Tears began forming in my eyes as I began to wonder if it would ever be possible to escape this place. In my current predicament, all hope was lost. The only thing that kept me going was the possibility that something would change when taken to the lower level.




Chapter 3

After being manhandled and dressed in my provocative outfit, the guards marched me out of the hospital room while the nurse followed close behind. My feet dragged across the floor every few steps as I had trouble keeping up with their fast pace in my new high heels. Both guards kept a tight grip under my armpits as they escorted me down the empty hallway.
As we passed by several doors along each side of the hall, I glanced inside to see identical rooms to the one I had been staying in. However, there were no patients, nurses, or doctors anywhere in sight. Although the hospital had been maintained and kept immaculate to my eye, it looked like it had been abandoned abruptly.
After walking roughly 50 meters, we took a left through a set of double doors. Continuing at our brisk pace, we proceeded through a vacant corridor until coming to an elevator at the end. The guard to my left swiped his key card on a pad next to the lift before pressing a button to call it. Once the doors opened, we stepped inside, where the guard swiped his key card again and pressed the lower level button. The guard to my right tapped his foot as we rode the elevator all the way to the bottom floor.
As the doors opened, the guards began dragging me forward into a dreary room where another four guards were apparently waiting for me. Sitting around a circular metal table with four chairs, two of the guards put their phones in their pocket and stood up while the other two guards smirked at me before turning their attention back to their phone screens. The guards who had been escorting me released their grips as the other two guards took their place and grabbed hold of my shoulders and wrists.
The nurse and two guards who had been escorting me stepped back onto the elevator and swiped a key card before pressing a button. When the doors closed and they left me alone with these four strange men wearing all white, I felt a pit in my stomach. Although I didn’t feel any real connection to the nurse and guards who had stuffed me into this constricting bodysuit and tied me up, there was something unsettling about being left with four strange men in a room with no possible escape in sight.
As I scanned the room, I quickly noticed how empty it was. Aside from the elevator behind me and a set of double doors to my left, there were no doors or windows in the florescent lit room. The floors were the same light grey vinyl flooring that ran throughout the rest of the building, while the walls were made of cinder blocks and painted white. Next to the table and chairs where two of the guards still sat on their phones, there was a small refrigerator and a water fountain. As I was still taking in my surroundings, I felt the two guards lead me through the double doors to our left.             
Looking back and forth between my new escorts, I was shocked as they appeared even larger than the last two I was with. Both were bald and towered over me with an intimidating body frame. I couldn't help but stare at the arms of the guards as their biceps appeared larger than my head. From their size and physical prowess, it felt like I was walking between two professional wrestlers or football players. Even if I wasn’t tied up and wearing high heels, I knew I didn’t stand a chance fighting against these people.
My breathing began speeding up and my heart raced as the guards escorted me down the short, narrow hallway connected to their sitting area. There were seven doors on each side of the hall, with one door at the end. Each of the metal doors was silver in color, with a small circular window at eye level. As I peeked into the rooms that we passed by, I noticed that a few of the rooms had women inside dressed in identical attire to myself.
Coming to the fifth door on the right, one guard swiped a key card on a slot by the door-handle before pushing it open. As we stood in the doorway, I could feel the guard reach beneath me and grab the zipper attached to my bodysuit. The zipper ran from just below my belly button to just above my buttock. After unzipping my crotch from front to back, he grabbed my chastity caged member and pulled it out of the body suit so that it was fully exposed.
My eyes went wide while my body tensed up. As I jerked away from the guards, they pushed me inside of the room and closed the door behind me immediately. I nearly fell on my face as I stumbled forward and barely kept my balance. After turning around, I could see one guard smile through the window before I was left alone.
Walking over to the door, I peeked through the window and watched the guards disappear down the hall and presumably return to their sitting area. Seeing that the coast was clear, I attempted to open the door. With my arms still secured in the arm binder, I turned around and struggled to push against the door handle. Unsurprisingly, I was locked inside of this small room that felt like a strange jail cell.              
On the wall to my right, there was a twin size bed and sink in the back right corner that was attached to the wall. Next to the sink along the back wall, there was a toilet with a bidet built in. Over the toilet, there was a large poster that read, ‘You are a S.I.S.S.Y. You are Submissive, You are Inferior, You are Sensitive, You are Silent, You are Yearning’.
I shook my head as I continued looking around the room and brought my attention to perhaps the most peculiar feature. Along the left side of the room, there was a floor to ceiling mirror that covered the entire wall. It made the small cell feel larger while giving me a constant view of myself, no matter where I stood or sat. As I caught sight of myself in the mirror, I couldn't help but stare at the unfamiliar image in front of me.
Standing in my pointy-toed, shiny-black, five-inch, high-heeled booties, my legs appeared slimmer and more feminine than they did previously. There was a small gap between my thighs where my caged member peeked out and pointed toward the floor. Although my legs appeared more slender than I remembered, my hips looked much wider.
I turned and faced my body away from the mirror while looking over my shoulder and checking out my ass. As I bounced up and down, my new bubble butt began jiggling from my movements and continued bouncing even after I stood still. Becoming uncomfortable with the sexual image in front of me, I turned back around to face the mirror.
Looking over the rest of my torso, I was in disbelief of what I was taking in. My waistline was on the verge of a wasp-waist as it appeared almost unnaturally slim. At my chest, the DD implants gave me a set of perfectly round and full boobs that completed my hourglass frame. Through the thick material, I could barely make out my nipples pointing straight ahead.
As I turned my attention to my face, I quickly noticed how dark my eyes were. After taking a step closer to the mirror, I looked over each of my eyes and could see a thin layer of eye liner and heavy mascara. Some light eye shadow over my eyelids completed the appearance of a smokey eye look. Peeking out of the neck corset that covered most of my face, I could see a light coat of blush on my upper cheeks.
Looking over my eyebrows, I noticed something strange. It didn’t appear that there was any hair. Instead, a thin black line was drawn where my eyebrows used to be. I blinked my eyes rapidly as I continued turning my head left and right while practically touching my nose to the mirror.
With the makeup, long blonde hair that fell just past my shoulders, and shiny black bodysuit that showcased my every curve, I was in utter disbelief while staring at myself. My kidnappers had managed to erase every shred of masculinity through extensive surgeries while leaving my member intact and securely locked between my legs. If not for the appendage poking out of my bodysuit, no one would ever believe that I was once an average-looking man. I was never the tallest or most muscular man in my social circles, but I wasn’t feminine either.
It felt like my entire world was crashing and burning as the full weight of the situation finally set in. Tears formed in my eyes as I sat on the edge of the bed with my knees together and feet apart. Feeling like I had experienced enough torment for the day, I hung my head and closed my eyes. Small droplets ran down my nose and dripped onto the floor beneath me as I wept uncontrollably.
Bringing my feet up to the bed, I laid on my side and put my head on the pillow. With the light still on, I closed my eyes tightly and attempted to fall asleep. I hoped that maybe I would wake up to find that this was all just some wild dream.





Chapter 4

As I heard tapping on the glass window of the door, I jumped up. My eyes shot open as I looked over to see who was there. Seeing that it was one of the guards, I put my feet to the ground and attempted to stand. Forgetting that I was still in a pair of high heel booties, I fell back on my butt before wobbling to my feet. He opened the door and stepped inside of my cell as I stood nervously.
With a plate of rice, beans, and vegetables in hand, he closed the door behind him before setting it down on my bed. Feeling excited that it was finally time to eat again, I waited impatiently for him to untie me so that I could consume my meal. As he began to unbuckle and unzip his pants, my eyes went wide.
I watched as he began stroking himself in front of me while pulling a condom from his pants pocket. As his erection began pointing straight toward me, he opened the condom and rolled it onto himself. Bringing his hand up in front of him, he snapped his fingers and waited. I looked around as I was confused by what was happening.
I could see the guard become agitated almost immediately and snap his fingers again. Like a deer in the headlights, I stood frozen and waited for him to explain what he wanted. After shaking his head, he picked up the plate of food and used his key card to open the door. With his rod still standing erect, he exited the room and locked me inside before walking across the hall.
Stepping over to the door, I peeked through the window and watched as he entered the other cell and closed the door behind him again. With the back of his head right in front of the glass, I could barely make out what was happening. After a snap of the fingers, the woman across the hall darted toward him and pressed her backside against his front. I was shocked as I watched them bounce up and down for several minutes as the woman moaned and whined louder than I had ever heard during sex.
I was glued to the door as I watched them grind to a finish and take a few steps apart. The guard loosened the neck corset of the woman and removed it from her head before feeding her the plate of rice, beans, and vegetables that was almost mine. I shook my head as I realized what he had wanted from me.
Stepping back from the door, I sat on the edge of the bed and wrestled with my thoughts. I had never experienced anal nor come close to having sex with a man. Even though I was surgically altered to look like a woman, I still didn’t feel enough like one to pleasure a phallus. Although I was famished, was I hungry enough to allow some strange man to penetrate my back end?
As I watched the guard pass by my room a few more times with plates of food in hand, I hoped that I would still receive my meal when everyone else had finished. With an aching stomach, I tried to keep my hope alive that he would return. To my dismay, my lunch never came.
With no doors or windows to the outside world, it was difficult to tell what time it was or how much time had passed. From how my stomach was growling, I knew that it must have been getting close to dinnertime. Standing by the door, I waited eagerly for the guard to check in on me. It felt like an eternity had passed as I stood in my uncomfortable heels with an empty stomach. Eventually, I could hear a guard walk into the hall and visit the first room on the right.
I had trouble seeing more than two doors down the hall, but I kept my face pressed against the glass, anyway. Eventually, I could see a guard approach the room next to me and walk inside with fish and mixed vegetables. My mouth salivated as I watched the full plate of food be carried into the room beside me. After thirty minutes, the guard exited with an empty plate and a smile on his face.
A few minutes later, a different guard approached the room across the hall with an identical plate of food. They carried out the same routine before he exited roughly thirty minutes later. Seeing that I was in the next room that would be visited, I could feel a pit in my stomach beginning to form.
As I heard the guard walk through the double doors, my heart was beating out of my chest. With every footstep, my breathing grew faster and shorter. I started to feel lightheaded as the guard stepped up to my door and swiped his key card to unlock it.
I felt outside of myself as I watched him set the plate on my bed and unbutton his pants. His manhood slowly grew in his hand while he gave long, slow strokes in front of me. When it was standing fully erect, he pulled a condom from his pocket and rolled it down his shaft. My body tensed up as I watched his hand slowly rise in front of him and give a snap of his fingers. Not wanting to let another meal slip away from me, I hung my head and moped toward him.
Turning my back toward the guard, I moved closer until I could feel his cock poke my right cheek. Moving to the right, I shuffled backwards again and bent forward slightly further. As I looked to the left and caught sight of the guard and myself in the mirror, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.
The guard stood stationary and watched as I was expected to do all the work. I shook my head and rolled my eyes as I took another step backward. The head of his cock pressed against my opening and popped inside. I gasped and froze while my hole stretched to accommodate the intruder. As I looked back at the mirror and saw my reflection, my mind began to race. ‘What am I doing?’ I thought to myself, ‘They can’t seriously expect me to fuck someone every time I want to eat. I mean, they’ll have to feed me eventually and how much worse can it really get? Why would they spend tens of thousands of dollars on surgeries only to let me starve to death?’
As the aroma of my dinner filled the room, it reminded me of why I had just pushed the head of his cock between my cheeks. I moaned into my neck corset and closed my eyes tightly as I tried to reconcile the conflict between my stomach and my brain. ‘He is already inside of me, but I can’t let them treat me like this. Would if I just wait and see what he does? If he wants to take me, there’s nothing I can do about it anyway…’
I remained completely still as we stood connected at his tip. My body wouldn’t let me push any further, but I didn’t want to walk away from another meal when this was my last opportunity to eat today. I breathed heavily and kept my head down as I waited to see what the guard would do next.
The guard was apparently not a very patient person and grew agitated very quickly. After bringing his hand up, he gave another snap of his fingers. I remained unmoving and continued to play a game of chicken. After a second snap of the fingers, he took a step backwards and gave a sharp slap to my rear. I fell forward onto the ground from the force of his hand and laid motionless for a few moments.
The guard quickly grabbed the plate of food and left me alone in my cell. When the door shut and locked me inside again, my eyes began tearing up. I curled into a ball and laid on the floor for over an hour before attempting to stand up. With an arm binder keeping my arms tied tightly behind me, it was not a simple task to rise to my feet.
After standing next to my bed, I glanced out of the window of my door and caught sight of the woman across the hall. I had to do a double take as I noticed that she was not wearing a neck corset like I was. As I moved closer to my door and began moaning through the leather material covering my lips, I could see her turn to look at me. She waved with one stroke of her hand before disappearing from my sight. 




Chapter 5

Once the guards had completed their rounds for the evening, they dimmed the lights throughout the entire floor for the night. As I laid in bed trying to ignore the pains coming from my gut, my mind kept coming back to the woman across the hall who had been released from her bondage for the evening. Having been bound and gagged for the entire day with no end in sight, I was feeling jealous and upset.
My shoulders were sore, my arms felt like they were asleep, and my mouth was parched. Although there was a water fountain in my room, there was no way to use it with the neck corset keeping my mouth sealed. Falling asleep felt like the last thing on my mind as I rolled back and forth in bed with a myriad of complaints stirring inside of me. I couldn’t have slept for more than a couple of hours before the guards brightened the lights again in the morning.
The guards made their rounds and peeked into each of the rooms to make sure that everyone was awake. Feeling like I had been broken down mentally, I stood in front of the door and waited eagerly for an opportunity to eat or at least drink something. The guards took their time strolling down the hall before entering every room individually.
Starting at the beginning of the hall, all four guards entered each room and spent roughly five minutes inside before moving onto the next one. As they moved down the hall and began entering the rooms next to mine and across the hall, I realized what was happening. Each of the woman who had been released from their bondage the previous night was being tied up and gagged again. They laced each of them into their neck corset with their arms secured behind them in an arm binder before locking them back in their rooms.
When the guards came to my room, they glanced inside before moving onto the next one. Realizing I would have to wait even longer to have an opportunity to eat, I stomped my heel and let out a moan of frustration. Apparently, my display of rebellion caught the attention of one of the guards as they returned to my room and opened the door.
I stood nervously while the four guards walked inside and encircled me. One guard grabbed my shoulders, while two of them grabbed my legs and gripped them tightly. I tensed my body and began whining as they placed me on the bed face down and pressed down on my back. Knowing that I didn’t stand a chance against these four fit men, I quit fighting and whimpered as they placed a strap around my ankles.
I could feel them tighten the strap until my legs were pressed together firmly. After buckling and locking the strap, they pushed my legs down toward my back and used another lock to connect the strap around my legs to my arm binder. Once I was secured in a hogtie position, they left the room and locked the door behind them. As I laid in my bed, I came to understand that the situation could continue to become worse.
I shifted back and forth on the bed and tried to find a way out of my bondage, but I realized quickly that it was a waste of time. They were in complete control of everything, and I was finally coming to understand that. They didn’t have to speak a word for me to know what I was supposed to do. Any display of defiance was recognized and dealt with swiftly. I was only on my second day in this cell, and already I felt like I would do anything for the basic necessities to live.
I had never felt more starved or dehydrated in my life, and I knew that I couldn’t go on like this much longer. My only hope was that they would give me an opportunity to prove myself sooner rather than later. It felt like survival mode had taken over as my mind and face went blank. Nothing was going to get in the way of what I needed anymore. I was desperate.
I listened as the guards collected each of the women on the lower level and lead them down the hall. They remained in the room at the end of the hall for a few hours before returning. One by one, each was returned to their cell and locked inside. When the last door was locked, the guards returned to the reception room.
Another hour passed before the guards began making their rounds for lunch. I listened as they went through their routine and spent roughly thirty minutes in each of the rooms. When the guard finally came to my room, I did my best to remain calm and completely still.
After opening the door and walking inside, the guard set a plate of food on the bed next to me before releasing my legs. Once the strap was removed, I struggled to my feet and stood in front of the guard with my legs together. He undid his pants and pulled out his dick before rubbing himself in front of me. I watched eagerly as his arousal slowly grew until it was standing up completely on its own. He slowly rolled a condom down his shaft while I attempted to suppress the anxiety building inside of me.
At the sound of his fingers snapping, I rushed over and turned to put my butt in front of him. Looking over at the mirror, I watched myself as I guided my back end toward his manhood. I tensed up slightly as I felt his girth stretching me out when it made its way inside, but I pushed through without hesitation.
While running on fumes, I began bouncing my back end into the guard and pushing his rod in and out of me rhythmically. My knees shook and my eyes struggled to stay open as I gave everything I had to please the man who had the power to let me eat. Looking over at the mirror, I felt outside of myself as I didn’t recognize the person staring back at me.
In the skin tight bodysuit that showed a perfect feminine figure, high heel booties that accentuated my legs, long blonde curly hair bouncing back and forth with each thrust, and eager eyes that looked like they would do anything, it was clear that someone else had taken control of my body. I looked like a whore that not only wanted this, but craved it. The guard stood motionless with a smirk on his face while I rocked my body into his like a horny slut.
Not more than five minutes passed before the guard began to tense up and begin making faces. I felt like I had nothing left to give, but I dug deep and pushed my back end into him with as much force as I could muster. His knees shook and his head fell back as his organ pulsated. I could feel warm fluid rushing out of him and into his condom as I continued until I was given the ok to stop.
With very little energy left, I slowed down and gave long slow movements as his orgasm came to a close. Eventually, he brought his hand up and snapped his fingers. I felt like I could collapse at any moment as I stepped forward and turned around to face the man who took my anal virginity. I stared deep into his brown eyes, yearning for his approval while panting. After a smile and a nod, he stepped toward me and began releasing the neck corset from my head.
I waited as patiently as I could manage while he loosened the lacing and pulled the corset from my head. The guard gestured for me to kneel in front of him, which I did immediately. Bringing his hands down to his cock, he grabbed the condom and carefully removed it. As he held the condom full of cum in front of my face, I knew immediately what he expected next. After a snap of his fingers, I opened my mouth and closed my eyes.
Sliding the opening of the condom into my mouth, he held the condom up and drained the salty fluids onto my tongue. I kept a straight face as the slimy liquid slid down my throat. Using his thumb and index finger, he pinched the end of the rubber and drained all the excess before removing it from my lips.
After tossing the condom on the ground, he picked up the plate of beef stroganoff and mixed vegetables and began preparing small bites to feed to me. I remained on my knees as he sat on the bed and took his time giving me small bites. Although the food would’ve been considered bland under normal circumstances, it was the best meal of my life.
Two days earlier, I would’ve rather not eaten than have some strange man fuck and feed me. However, going more than a day without food or water had a way of showing me how important those necessities were to my physical and mental capacity. My inhibitions had left me as I slowly ate every bite offered. After feeding me roughly half of the plate, he allowed me to drink from the fountain before lacing me into the neck corset once again.




Chapter 6

Although my circumstances hadn’t changed after lunch, eating a hot meal had a way of improving my mood dramatically. With a stomach nearly full of food and dehydration off my mind, I laid in bed and napped throughout most of the afternoon. Since I had woken up at this facility, I hadn’t fallen into a deep enough sleep to feel rejuvenated. Finally, my most basic of needs were being met.
Upon waking from my nap, I sat up on the bed and put my heels on the floor. After blinking my eyes rapidly to readjust to the lighting, I stood and stretched my legs. As I turned my body at the hips to loosen up, the need to relieve myself grew. With my hands tied behind me, I was nervous to try. However, I knew that I would have to, eventually.
After sitting down and taking care of business, I found a small button on the floor that activated the bidet. I nearly jumped off the toilet as I felt the water spray my back end with intense pressure. Once it was finished, I stood and faced the toilet before finding a lever that I could activate with my foot.
I watched the toilet flush before glancing at the poster above it. As I read the poster a second time, my head tilted while thinking about it deeper. ‘You are a S.I.S.S.Y. You are Submissive, You are Inferior, You are Sensitive, You are Silent, You are Yearning…They’ve been making me feel submissive and inferior from the second I woke up at this damn facility. I mean, those men that have been guarding me look almost inhuman with how large they are. And even if I wanted to talk, they’ve been keeping me silent with this neck corset almost constantly. They starved me for almost a day until I was yearning for food and couldn’t think about anything else, but what’s with the sensitive part?’ I sat on the bed and looked at myself in the mirror while continuing to think. ‘Why do they want me to be sensitive?’
As I thought about the question, I remembered the woman across the hall who moaned intensely throughout her session with the guard. When a picture of the empty plate leaving her cell entered my brain, something clicked. ‘This is about sex…they don’t want me yearning for food, they want me yearning for the guard’s dick when he walks in. And after they starved me for a day, I actually was…Did they leave half the plate because I didn’t moan enough and act sensitively?’
Almost on queue, the guards began making their rounds for dinner time. As I listened to the guards enter each of the rooms, I pressed my ear against the door and tried to hear what the women were doing. Although it was faint, I could clearly hear each of the women moaning and whining loudly during their visit with the guards. When the guards moved further down the hall, the moans and cries became louder and easier to hear. Backing away from the door, I stood motionless and waited for my turn. Not wanting to spend another night in my arm binder and neck corset, I knew I needed to follow along with the others.
The guard approached my room and swiped his key card before entering. I watched as he set down a plate with chicken and mixed vegetables before unzipping up his pants. Breathing anxiously, I could hardly contain myself as he began stroking and growing an erection.
When the guard raised his hand and snapped his fingers, I wasted no time racing over to him. After a quick turn, I lined my bottom up with his rod and closed the gap between us. The lubricated condom allowed him to slide inside of me with relative ease. I could feel myself stretching to accommodate his girth, but it was not quite as intense as the first experience.
As I rocked my hips back and forth, I found a rhythm and did my best to keep a steady pace. Remembering what I read on the poster, I tested my voice and began giving some light moans. Through the thick material of the neck corset, it came out almost inaudibly during the first attempt. Giving slightly more effort, I began moaning continuously with increasing intensity.
When the noises emanating from me reached the ears of the guard, I could feel him shift his stance before giving my behind a hard slap. My body jolted before picking up the pace and continuing to thump against him harder. He apparently liked what I was doing and began caressing my cheeks as I bounced on his cock.
While doing my best to please my captor, I began to feel something strange in my chastity cage. A slight twitch lead to a tingle in my penis as blood rushed to it. With my back end stretched out, the stimulation from his dick ravaging me started to actually feel invigorating. Although my moans and whines began as a performance for the guard, they slowly turned into a display of my pleasure.
It felt like my instincts took over as I focused on the feeling radiating from my caged member and did my best to nurture it. When the steel bars of the chastity cage prevented my member from growing any further, I kicked my heel against the ground and let out a loud moan. After a sharp slap from the guard, I jumped right back into our rhythm that we had established.
As frustration built from my inability to grow fully erect, I could feel the guard beginning to tense up inside of me. After a few more thrusts, his manhood stiffened before blowing a load into his condom. Although I was disappointed at how the session was ending, I suppressed those feelings and gave my best performance.
“MMMMMmmmmmm” I moaned loudly.
As his cock continued throbbing, I groaned with diminishing volume until he was finished. After a snap of his fingers, I stepped forward and turned to face him.
The guard moved toward me and unlaced the neck corset before removing it from my head. Knowing what was next, I put my head down and watched as he removed the condom that was full of his love juice. With the rubber in one hand, he raised his other hand and snapped his fingers. Falling down to my knees, I watched the condom intently as he brought it to my mouth and put the opening inside. Using his fingers to pinch the rubber, he drained everything into my mouth and watched as I swallowed.
Seeing that I performed as I was supposed to, the guard sat on the bed and picked up the plate. I stayed on my knees beside him as he began preparing bites and feeding dainty spoonfuls to me. I accepted every bite offered and continued eating until the plate was clean. When I was finished, the guard set down the plate and released the arm binder.
Once my arms were freed, he collected the plate and silverware before leaving the room and locking me inside. Although I was locked in my jail cell again for the night, I felt like a new person with my limbs freed. I took a drink from the fountain before stretching my arms and rotating them around. After having been bound for two days, it felt heavenly to be allowed some freedom.
While I stood in my room doing windmill movements with my arms, I faced the mirror and watched myself. It was still quite strange to see an image in the mirror that I didn’t completely recognize, but I was starting to grow somewhat accustomed to it. As I looked over my face without the neck corset blocking more than half of it, I began to notice something odd. Even after two days of wearing a neck corset, my lips were still bright red with the appearance of heavy lipstick.
As I stepped closer to the mirror to examine myself, I became amazed that none of the makeup had worn off from my sweat and tears. My eye liner was still perfect, my mascara looked untouched, and my lips weren’t even slightly smudged. After bringing my index finger to my lower lip, I swiped across it and found that nothing came off. Using the back of my hand, I began rubbing my lips harder, but there was no effect. I walked to the water fountain and began using the water to see if that would help clean my lips, but still nothing happened.
Feeling unsettled that my lipstick would not come off, I began using the water to rub my eyes and cheeks. I splashed water onto my face and scrubbed for several minutes. To my dismay, my makeup appeared fully intact without even a hint of smudging. My eye liner still looked dark with a fine line circling my eye, my eye shadow was as dark as when I started cleaning my face, and my cheeks were still pink from the blush. I was dumbfounded when I realized what they had done while I was unconscious in their care. They tattooed permanent makeup on my face and extended my eyelashes.




Chapter 7

Standing face to face with myself in the mirror, I had trouble pulling myself away and laying down. Although there had been many changes to my body that would be difficult to reverse, something about my face being eternally colored struck a cord inside of me. It wasn’t just that my face was painted with permanent makeup; it was the look that was now part of me.
My lips were filled in with a bright shade of red that appeared seductive and provocative. The eye shadow that darkened my eyelids was alluring and sexy. Pink blush on my cheek bones made me look flirtatious while my long dark eyelashes were inviting and charming. Everything about my look screamed for attention and was designed to tempt a man to ravage me. The most chilling part was that I could feel my chastity cage growing tighter as I thought about what men might do to a woman that looked the way I did.
I laid in bed with feelings of confusion hanging over me. After having experienced love making without the use of my member, I was having trouble picturing myself as the man in the scenarios running through my head. As my penis began swelling from the blood rushing to it, I had trouble picturing myself as anything but the image I kept seeing in the mirror. Every time I tried to push the image out of my head, a picture of the guards’ cocks would pop up instead.
Within two days of spending every minute in my cell, I couldn’t seem to escape the images of myself and the guards. As I laid on my back and quit trying to fight against my own mind, I let myself slip away and see how it would feel to imagine myself as the submissive. While thinking about the guard entering my back end and pushing himself in and out, I could feel a tingle in my hole.
The very real feelings that I experienced earlier in the night began creeping back up as my chastity cage grew tighter. I held my middle and let my thoughts run away, as I could almost feel myself being entered again. The sensations became stronger until I felt my penis was completely out of room. I held my cage with both hands and let out a moan of frustration as I felt my orgasm stopping in its tracks.
My eyes shot open, and I sat up in bed to examine my caged member. Seeing that it was pressing against the steel bars on all sides, I tried to guide my thoughts toward something less sexual to ease the tension. As I caught a glance of myself in the mirror, it began to swell up once again.
‘What is wrong with me?’ I thought to myself. ‘I can’t be attracted to myself, that’s just…messed up…’
Looking at my slender legs, wide hips, and heaving bosoms, I had some second thoughts. ‘Why is it so weird? I’ve always been attracted to women that looked like this. Of course I’m attracted to that image. Even though it feels strange to be turned on by looking in the mirror, why shouldn’t I make the best of it? I just wish they would take this damn cage off so that I can actually enjoy myself.’
I laid back down and closed my eyes while playing with my chastity cage. As I twiddled it between my fingers, I began to feel my member twitching when I poked it through the bars. While continuing to poke and prod at my penis, I could quickly feel it growing and reacting to the minor stimulation.
My brain began playing back the image of myself and the guard in the mirror as I did my best to keep the arousal going. Although I was locked and unable to grow to my full length, something was bubbling up inside of me. I felt like I was taken by surprise when my locked member began shooting out small squirts of cum that pooled between my thighs. Instead of feeling relieved, I felt a sense of shame as my member continued throbbing for a few minutes before stopping.
I almost couldn’t believe that I managed to masturbate while imagining I was the submissive bottom. Not only did I cum all over myself, I still felt aroused and ready for more. Even though my balls had been drained, the chastity cage prevented me from gaining a full release and kept arousal on my mind. Embarrassment and confusion took over my thoughts as I attempted to wipe up the mess with my hands.
After cleaning myself off with the water fountain, I laid in bed and closed my eyes. Sexual images of myself and the guards danced around in my brain until I slowly drifted off to sleep. The next morning, I awoke to four guards standing outside of my room and knocking on the window.
I jumped out of bed and stood up straight to face them as they walked in. After spending the night free of my bondage, I was annoyed when I saw the guards bringing in my neck corset and arm binder. I knew that fighting against them would only make things worse, so I allowed them to tie me up without a fight.
Once I was laced into the arm binder with my elbows touching behind me beneath the thick leather material, they put the neck corset over my head and tightened it. After attaching the straps and making sure that they were secure, they left me alone and continued with the rest of the inmates. I stood next to the door and looked out the window as the guards completed their rounds for the morning.
After the guards were finished, they returned to the first two doors and began letting each of the women out before escorting them to the end of the hall. As I watched the women pass by my room, I was struck with another realization. There were no women at this facility. Every inmate that walked by my room was dressed and bound in identical fashion to myself while also showcasing a chastity cage that peeked out of the front of their unzipped crotch.
I’m not sure why I was so surprised to find out that I wasn’t the only “sissy” staying here. They told me to my face that this is the sissy training facility and apparently everyone staying on my level was also a sissy in training. I was glued to the window as I watched each person walk by my door.
My mind began to race as I thought back to my first contact with the nurse when I awoke. I remembered feeling scared and upset when I noticed that I had boobs as large and round as hers. When we stood next to each other, our bodies seemed to be surgically enhanced in the exact same ways. Was she also a sissy that went through training?
As I continued down the rabbit hole, I thought back to the ditzy blonde who I had met at the bar before coming here. From what I remembered, she had an identical body shape to the nurse, the other sissies walking down the hall, and myself. Her makeup was even a perfect match.
The facility was using the sissies it produced to lure unsuspecting men into its clutches. Sissies also helped nurse the subjects back to health after their extensive surgeries. They were probably helping prepare food and clean around the facility. But did every sissy stay here forever?
My thoughts were interrupted when the guards came to my door and unlocked it. They ordered me to walk down the hall, which I did immediately. After a short walk, we entered a large open room with metal chairs spaced out and facing a large projector screen on the back wall.
The guards escorted me to one of the seats in the middle, where I was ordered to sit down. After taking a seat, they used straps to tie my ankles to the legs of the chair. Next, they ran straps around my lap and waist before tightening them. Lastly, they wrapped a strap around my torso just below my chest and pulled it tight. When they were finished, I couldn’t scoot my butt more than a centimeter in any direction.
I faced the blank screen and waited as the guards continued bringing all the sissies into the room and tying them down in identical fashion. As I waited, I looked around to find that the walls were also made up of cinder blocks that were painted white and the floors were light grey vinyl that continued throughout the facility. While looking down at my feet, I noticed a cord that connected to the chair in front of me. When I turned and started checking out each of the chairs, I could see that all of them had a cord attached that ran to the back of the room.
I began to feel nervous and jittery as the last sissy was tied down to their chair. I watched as the guards walked to the back of the room and turned off the lights. While sitting in the pitch black room, my heart began thumping. My breathing sped up and my anxiety was consuming me. I didn’t know why there was electricity running to these seats, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to find out.
When the projector was turned on and began warming up, I could hear one of the guards flip a switch in the back of the room. Immediately, I began feeling a funny sensation emanating from my seat. It started slow, but continued to build intensity every second. I shifted back and forth in my seat as it began vibrating stronger by the second.
As images began appearing on the large screen, a soft, subtle voice spoke at a whisper. “You are a S.I.S.S.Y. You are Submissive, You are Inferior, You are Sensitive, You are Silent, You are Yearning…You are a S.I.S.S.Y. You are Submissive, You are Inferior, You are Sensitive, You are Silent, You are Yearning…You are a S.I.S.S.Y. You are Submissive, You are Inferior, You are Sensitive, You are Silent, You are Yearning…” The voice continued repeating the phrase over and over as images flashed across the screen showing sissies much like myself being fucked and played with. In almost every video, the sissies were helpless and tied up while a big, muscular man had their way with them. It was impossible not to see the resemblance of myself in each of the sissies, as they appeared almost identical to me. From the makeup and hair to the skin tight bodysuit and high heels, it looked like any of the sissies sitting with me could’ve been in the videos we were watching.
As the videos and images displayed on the screen, the vibrations in my chair began speeding up and slowing down. They would pulsate, pause, and vibrate in several different ways as I was forced to watch other sissies experience what I did before each of my meals. Although I was locked in a chastity cage, the sexual images and vibrations traveling through my chair began arousing me almost immediately. I shifted in my seat and pulled at my arm binder as I became increasingly frustrated and yearned for a release.
Looking around the room, I noticed that I wasn’t the only sissy on edge throughout the experience. Almost everyone was squirming in their seat as they moaned and whined repeatedly. The only person sitting completely still and enjoying themself was the guard seated in the back of the room. While on his phone, the single guard would glance around the room and smirk occasionally.
In the dark room, with a continuous stream of short videos and images, it was very easy to lose track of time. With the repetition of the phrase, ‘You are a S.I.S.S.Y. You are Submissive, You are Inferior, You are Sensitive, You are Silent, You are Yearning…’ there was no way to tell how long we had been tied down to our seats. After what must have been at least two hours, the guard turned the lights back on and shut down the screen. Our chairs were unplugged, and the vibrations ceased.
Although I had felt on the edge of an orgasm throughout most of the session, I never experienced a release. But that was not true for everyone seated around me. When the lights came on, I noticed three of the sissies had leaked out of their cage and created a small mess on their lap. They were released from their chairs and taken to their rooms while the rest of us were kept waiting.
After several minutes, the guards returned and shut off the lights again. Our chairs began vibrating, and the session continued where we left off. I looked around at the other five sissies sitting with me and tried to see from their facial expression if this was normal. From what I could tell, there was nothing out of the ordinary happening.
Another hour must have passed before the session actually ended. Two more sissies squirted onto their lap, but the rest of us were still dry. The guards released the two sissies who managed to cum before releasing the rest of us and returning everyone to their rooms. An hour after returning to my room, I could hear the guards making their rounds for lunch. 




Chapter 8

Sounds of sissies moaning and whining echoed through the hall as I stood with an ear pressed against my door. The noises began faint, but picked up in volume as the guards entered the rooms closer to mine. When it was finally my turn, I stood in the center of the room with my feet together.
After spending most of the morning on a vibrating chair feeling aroused, I was actually excited about what was about to happen. Three days into living at the facility, they had already managed to augment my sexual desires. By changing how I looked, reaffirming my new image constantly, and keeping me on the edge of an orgasm without a full release, I began to yearn for a release even if that meant being penetrated from behind.
The guard took his time opening the door and setting down a plate of steak and vegetables. I watched and waited patiently as he opened his pants and began stroking himself in front of me. Feeling jittery, my body shook ever so slightly as I watched him slowly grow to full length. Once the condom was on and I had the green light to begin, I practically jumped forward.
Lining my bottom up with the cock behind me was becoming easier with each lovemaking session. I pushed my way backward until the base of his crotch met my cheeks and began bouncing on his manhood. I could feel my member swelling up while he slid in and out of my back end. Moans and whines came instinctively as I let go of my inhibitions and kept my mind focused on the one thing I wanted most of all.
The guard pinched my cheek before giving it a hard slap. My cries of pleasure only grew as I fully immersed myself in the mindset of a submissive sissy. I could feel the chastity cage becoming tighter by the second while an orgasm built inside of me. Feeling like a release could come at any second, I thrusted my bottom into him with everything I had.
His cock felt hard as a rock as we both slipped closer to the edge. I knew that he could explode at any moment, but I continued pushing and hoping that he could last a little longer. When the moment came and he began squirting into his condom, a wave of disappointment came over me.
I continued moaning and whining as I slowed my pace and continued rocking into him. His dick pulsated for a few minutes before finally stopping. After a slap on the cheeks, he snapped his fingers, which meant we were finished for now. I stepped forward before turning to face the guard with my head down. The guard released my neck corset and fed me the entire plate full of food. Once I was finished, he laced the neck corset back on. 
The rest of the day passed slowly as the only thing on my mind continued to be finding an orgasm. With my arms bound behind me and a chastity cage around my middle, I knew that I would have to wait until dinnertime, when another guard paid me a visit. There must have been twenty different guards that rotated through shifts and took turns visiting the rooms. Each afternoon and evening, it was a mystery who would be the one to show up and require my service.
My love making session with the guard before dinner ended the same way all of my sessions had since I had arrived. I was extremely stimulated and eager to continue until I found an orgasm, but the guard was finished, which meant that we were both done. The guard released my arm binder and neck corset for the evening before leaving me alone. After a long night alone in my cell, I woke up the next morning to repeat my schedule again.
The guards awoke all of us sissies and laced us into our arm binder and neck corset before taking us to the end of the hall. Sitting on our vibrating chairs, we moaned and squirmed as a few of the lucky sissies exploded onto their lap. We were visited before lunch and dinner, where a guard fucked and fed us our meals. Once we were finished for the evening, the guards let us sleep for a few hours before repeating the entire process over again.
The routine continued for several weeks until I lost track of time. Between the mind numbing hypnosis videos and solitary confinement, something as simple as counting the days in the facility became impossible. We never experienced any outside light nor spoke a word to each other. The only words spoken were from the video that repeated over and over for hours every day. As time went on, the words began to sink in and take on a whole new meaning.
I didn’t have to be told I was submissive because I was submissive every single day. My penis was practically useless as I practiced being penetrated twice a day, every day. With time, it felt natural and comfortable to be stretched out and used by the guards.
With how weak I felt next to the guards, I knew that I was inferior to them in almost every way. They embodied what it meant to be a man while that feeling started to become alien to me. I began to forget what I used to look like in my previous life, as the only thing I could picture was the image in the mirror that I saw non stop every day.
During my love making sessions, it felt like my body had adjusted to this new way of having sex and responded in ways that I didn’t know were possible. My bottom craved the feeling of being filled, while my chest and butt cheeks grew in their sensitivity as well. Most of the guards would stand stationary while I pleasured their cock, but some would give light slaps to my behind or even pinch my nipples.
Except for the few brief conversations that I had with the doctor upon my arrival at the facility, I had not spoken a word since. Even when the neck corset wasn’t laced on at night, I didn’t speak to myself and I didn’t dare speak to one of the guards. The only noises that were acceptable were moans of pleasure while the guards used me.
When it came to the last part of the sissy acronym, it was scary how quickly they established what I should be yearning for. Over a very short amount of time, I could hardly contain myself when seeing one of the guards pull their dick out in front of me. It was what I pictured when I closed my eyes at night and what I thought about when I awoke in the morning. What I wanted more than anything else was to be ridden until I finally experience a full release.




Chapter 9

Exactly one year after arriving at the facility, I was informed that there was a meeting scheduled for me. When I awoke that morning, I was unaware of if months or years had passed since I was taken to the lower level and kept on a strict routine every day of the week. Regardless, I knew that an important milestone had been reached when the guards escorted me by the arm from my cell to the elevator.
Two guards accompanied me as we rode the lift to the top floor and exited into a spacious waiting room with ten meter high ceilings. There were large windows across from us when we exited the elevator and chairs spaced out around the ornate room. The floors were carpeted with a black and white design, while the walls were painted a light shade of pink. Paintings were spaced out along the walls with placards beneath each one.
The guards escorted me through the waiting room to a set of large wooden double doors. After a light knock, we were told to enter. The guards opened the doors and brought me inside, where we stood across from a young woman seated at her desk. Her hair was light blonde, with long flowing curls while her body looked much like my own. Dressed in a formfitting black latex bodysuit that looked identical to the one I was wearing, it almost looked like she could be one of the sissies on the lower level. As I tried to peek over the desk to see if she was sporting a chastity cage as well, the guards tightened their grip and held me close.
After gesturing for me to sit across from her where two chairs were placed on the opposite side of her desk, the guards stepped away as I took a seat in the chair to my left. She dismissed the guards and watched as they exited the room promptly.
I looked around and was amazed by the young woman’s office. Shelves full of books lined each of the walls to my right and left while floor to ceiling windows made up the entire back wall. From seven floors up, she had an amazing view of green mountains and bright blue skies. After having been locked in the underground area of the facility for a year, I was amazed to see sunlight again.
The woman tilted her head from side to side as she studied me. When I brought my attention back to her, I became uncomfortable and looked at my feet.
“You don’t need to be scared. I’m not going to hurt you.” She said softly.
I glanced up at the woman before bringing my eyes back down to the floor.
“I know you’ve been staying here a while already, but I want to personally welcome you to my facility.” The woman stated.
I kept silent and stared down.
“Can we have a little chat?” She asked as I glanced at her face and put my eyes back on the floor.
‘Her makeup looks just like mine.’ I thought to myself.
“Guards!” she shouted. “Come release this sissy!”
The guards walked in and marched over to my seat. After a few moments, they unlaced the neck corset and arm binder that had become a normal part of my outfit. Once I was freed, they took the items and left the room again.
“There, that’s better, right?”
With my eyes still on the floor, I shook my head yes in response.
“Good. The reason I wanted to speak to you today is because you have reached an important milestone. Today marks your one-year anniversary of coming to the sissy training facility.” She explained.
My eyes went wide as I continued staring down. ‘oh my god, it’s really been a whole year already?’
“It’s usually about this time that I evaluate where the sissy is and where they will be going next…”
My eyes glanced up at the woman before looking back at my feet. After a year of constant submission to the guards, it had become second nature to keep my head down and listen carefully.
“We have a few options and they will depend on how you answer the following questions. Now, do you have any experience in healthcare or anything to do with the industry?”
I shook my head no immediately.
“That’s fine. Do you have any experience in hospitality or communications?”
I thought for a moment before shaking my head no again. My previous career was in accounting, which I chose so I wouldn’t have to deal with other people on a day-to-day basis.
“Are you good with cleaning supplies and can you clean toilets and take care of messes when they need cleaning?”
My eyes darted to the right and left as I thought about her question. Of course I could clean a toilet, but I didn’t want to. I had always been a germaphobe and couldn’t stand cleaning up after other people. If there was any other option, I would go another route in a heartbeat.
“From the look on your face, I’m going to assume that’s a no to that question.”
I sighed in relief.
“Before I continue, would you like to change any of your previous answers?” She asked.
I thought for a moment before shaking my head no hesitantly.
“That is totally fine. I just have one test for you before we are finished…Guards!”
The two guards marched in and stood behind me on my right and left.
“Secure the sissy so we can begin.” She ordered.
The guards pulled me up from my seat and held my arms behind my back. I stood still as they brought the thick leather arm binder over my arms and began lacing it. They continued tightening the arm binder until my arms touched from my hands to my elbows. After a year of training, my body had adapted to long-term wear of the restricting bondage.
Once the arm binder was secure, the woman nodded her head and signaled for the guards to begin. The guard to my left grabbed the back of my neck and pulled it down to his waist level. After pulling down his pants, he moved his manhood next to my face and pressed his tip against my lips. Although I had never given a blow job and only experienced anal since coming to the facility, I knew what I had to do next.
I swallowed the saliva in my mouth before opening wide and accepting the phallus in front of my face. His pubic hairs tickled my nose as he pressed my face against his middle and began pumping forward and back. I could feel his cock growing as it laid on my tongue and bounced around my mouth. I closed my eyes and tensed my body as I felt him growing harder by the second.
After a few minutes, his dick was nearly its full length and beginning to poke the back of my throat. My strong gag reflex was having trouble with the stimulation and began acting up while he pushed himself in and out of my mouth. I could hear the woman snap her fingers from behind her desk and the guard responded right away.
He pulled himself out of my mouth and stepped around to my backside while the other guard pulled down his pants and stepped in front of me. As the guard behind me pushed his way inside of my back end, the other guard slid his semi-erect member between my lips. Moans of pleasure came instinctively as I felt the guard begin to thrust behind me. My head began bouncing into the guard in front of me as his cock grew quickly in my mouth.
I felt at peak submission as I was bounced between the two guards without any ability to stop, not that I wanted to. I could feel my arousal building as they ravaged my mouth and bottom simultaneously. Although giving head was brand new to me, it stirred up feelings of helplessness and inferiority that enhanced the sexual experience. I choked and gagged as his rock hard cock made its way further down my throat.
Even though I was incredibly turned on by what was happening, an orgasm still felt just out of reach. It had been a consistent problem every time the guards had their way with me. I would get worked up and feel like I could explode at any second, but the finish would never come. The only times I managed to release the cum that built up was when I would use my fingers to stimulate myself through the chastity cage. Without some sort of stimulation to my member, I could never manage to find the climax I wanted more than anything. It felt like my transformation would be complete when I finally found my release while being ridden.
However, that breakthrough did not happen between the two guards. The guard behind me began tensing until a rush of warm fluid entered my behind. His pulsating cock pumped fluid into my back end for a few minutes while the guard in front of me worked up to a climax of his own. I braced myself as small drips of pre-cum began leaking onto my tongue and dripping down my throat.
My body jumped when I finally felt his load begin shooting into my mouth. The salty substance mixed with my saliva and began swishing around in my mouth. He continued pumping back and forth with diminishing intensity as the sticky fluid coated my mouth. When he was finally finished, he pulled himself out and stood behind me.
The guard behind me pulled out soon after the other guard and stood beside his coworker. I breathed heavily through my nose as I remained bent over with cum leaking out of my mouth and behind. I could hear droplets hitting the floor as small drips exited my throbbing hole. When the woman behind the desk snapped her fingers, the two guards grabbed the neck corset and pulled me upright.
With a mouth full, the guards brought the neck corset over my head and fitted it over my mouth. Once it was in place, they laced it behind me and continued tightening it until my mouth was sealed. They attached the straps that ran over my head and connected from the back of the neck to my cheeks. After they were finished, I took a deep breath before swallowing the mixture inside of my mouth.
“Congratulations, that was hot.” The woman said while standing up from behind her desk. As her crotch came into view, my suspicions were confirmed.
“Unfortunately, I don’t think it is hot enough for our video content…”
I whimpered beneath my gag, as I knew that was not good news for myself.
“You see, we have tons of sissies that look just like you and put on an even better performance than you just did. And they do it every single day of the week. If you want to switch places with them, you have to really impress me. However, there is some good news for you. In another year, you can try again…Or take a whack at one of the other opportunities we have available.”
She snapped her fingers and two more guards entered the room with a neck corset and arm binder in hand. They walked behind her and began fastening her into the arm binder in identical fashion to me.
I watched as they secured the arm binder before bringing the neck corset over her mouth.
“I’ll see you down there, sissy.” She said, before being muted by the neck corset. After tightening the neck corset over her mouth, they marched both of us to the elevator and escorted us to the lower level. I was brought back to my room before they took her to the room across from me. Once the door was closed and I was locked back inside, I looked across the hall to see her staring back at me.
I was shocked to realize that she had been willingly staying across the hall the entire time I had been at the facility. I had noticed her disappear a few times over my stay, but I had just figured that the guards were using her. In reality, she was using them and every one of us here at the facility. We were all part of her game that she designed and participated in. As I sat on my bed and processed everything that had happened, I made a promise to myself that I would not blow another opportunity to get out of this cell.




Books By This Author

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’.
The Doll Designer
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like 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 that 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 naive young man believes that if he goes along with what she is asking 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.
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 everyday 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. While living on the island, Bridget performs the duties of a maid while servicing any and all of her master’s needs. With a special room full of tie ups and gags, Bridget is always kept on her toes wondering when she might be 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 in their love making 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 sissies and their devoted 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.
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?
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.
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?
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.
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?
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.
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?
Life in Her Heels
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to experience life as women have experienced throughout human history? To be told what you can wear, where you can go, and what you are allowed to do with your body?
In ‘Life in Her Heels’, the patriarchy is turned upside down when a charismatic female leader is voted into the White House. Running a campaign based on putting men and women on equal footing, the new leader of the country is voted into office, with a large majority in both chambers of Congress. To right the wrongs of human history, the new leadership puts laws into place that force men to experience what women have endured throughout the history of the world. The protagonist of the story finds himself living through this historic moment and must adhere to the new rules as they are written. While living with his wife, the young man must follow the new federal dress codes by turning in his pants for skirts and shoes for high heels. He and his wife are assigned new jobs that greatly alter the power structure in their home and finances. When his new job requires him to alter his body, he struggles with the changes that are occurring and how to express what is happening to him. As he slowly changes from a man to a feminized sissy, it starts to become impossible to hide his growing “assets”. After an incident where he is unfairly blamed for initiating an encounter with someone in his apartment building, he is put on house arrest and required to wear a chastity belt at all times. Eventually, the protagonist becomes unrecognizable to the man he once was and must come to terms with his new life as a submissive sissy to his wife who now owns him.
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?
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. 
Black(E)Mail
 
Have you been keeping your sissy life a secret? How far would you go to keep your friends and family from knowing you’re a closeted crossdresser?
In ‘Black(E)Mail’, we meet a young man who still lives with his very conservative parents. Forced to keep the sissy side of himself a secret, he spends many late nights browsing videos and stories involving forced feminization. When a mysterious email pops up in his mailbox stating that they know his secret, he deletes it and brushes it off. When another identical email pops up again, he becomes agitated and deletes it a second time. Within a few moments, his computer is spammed with thousands of emails from the same address. He restarts his computer and powers it back up to find emails popping up by the thousands. After accidentally clicking on one of the messages pouring in, he finds a video from his webcam showing him pleasuring himself to a forced feminization video. The message informs him that if he doesn’t follow their orders, the video will be messaged to everyone on his contact list. Not wanting his secret exposed, he follows their first order to remove all of his underwear from his drawer and throw it out the window to the front yard. Once he completes the task, they inform him that his next task will be given in the morning. When he wakes up to discover that all of his belongings disappeared from the front yard, he begins to get anxious and believes that he is being watched. As tasks continue being given to the young man, he is ordered to gather the supplies that he will need to cross-dress as a woman. After collecting his own pair of panties and bra, he must purchase a red dress and matching high heels. With each task he is given, it becomes increasingly difficult to turn back or quit. Along the way, the young sissy is made to have his nails, hair, and makeup done professionally at a studio. Enjoy this fast-paced story that takes a secretive young man and turns him into a reluctant feminized sissy.
Coming Out as Amber
 
Have you ever thought about coming out as a crossdresser? Would your family and friends embrace and accept you or try to hide from who you really are?
Every crossdresser’s coming out story is incredibly personal and significant for them. It can be filled with anxiety, excitement, and even terror when thinking about telling your loved ones. ‘Coming Out as Amber’ explores the coming out story of a young man who is afraid to show the world who he truly is. Because of his family’s beliefs, he has kept his crossdressing a secret and has only explored this side of himself when he is alone. When his family leaves for the weekend to visit his relatives, he pretends to be sick so that he can stay home and have some time for himself. Unfortunately, his plans are disrupted when his sister’s friend, Emily, makes a surprise visit to check on him. Confronted with the reality that he can’t keep this secret forever, David is forced to reconcile these two sides of himself. His day takes one twist and turn after another until he is finally face to face with his sister, mother, and father. This emotional journey explores how difficult it is to find the right time and place to finally come out. Eventually, it becomes more difficult to keep part of himself a secret, rather than coming out as Amber.
How to Spend a Day as a Sissy (A Crash Course in the Sissy life)
 
Are you an experienced sissy looking for ways to spend your day while crossdressing? Are you new to the sissy lifestyle or just curious about what a sissy might do all day?
In ‘How to Spend a Day as a Sissy (A Crash Course in the Sissy life)’, we take an hour by hour approach in instructing exactly how a sissy should conduct themself for a day. Starting at the break of dawn and continuing until the sissy is ready for bed, instructions are given at every hour on how they should dress, what tasks they should perform, and how they should think. Depending on the comfort level of the sissy, the guide can be molded to their specific needs. Beware, if you follow the instructions exactly as they are written, you may experience what sissy’s call a sissygasm. Once you taste this lifestyle, you may spend many more days as a real life sissy crossdresser.
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