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Chapter 1

(Meeting the Personal Trainers.)
While standing on the porch of an old white farmhouse, I brought my fist up to the door and gave a light knock. As I waited for someone to answer, I turned around and looked over the property, which was surrounded by thick brush and trees. A few hundred feet from the farmhouse, I could see a red wooden barn on the other side of a large grassy area. There was a concrete path that led through the open grassy area and connected the front of the barn to the steps of the farmhouse porch.
I had parked my car next to the farmhouse, which was at the end of a winding gravel driveway. The driveway connected the house to a public roadway nearly a mile away. The closest neighbors to the property were several miles in each direction, and the property spanned dozens of acres that were mostly covered in vegetation.
When I heard footsteps approaching the front door, I turned and watched as it swung open. 
“Hi, you must be Trisha?” I greeted.
“Yes? And you are?” Trisha responded.
“I’m Jerry, one of Gerald’s old friends from college.” I answered. “We reconnected a while back and he told me to stop by if I was ever in the area. Is he around?”
“Oh, I’m sorry. He never mentioned it. He’s actually out running some errands right now, but you can come inside and wait until he gets back?”
“That would be great, if it’s not too much trouble for you.”
“It’s no trouble at all. Please, come inside.”
I followed Trisha into the foyer, where she closed the door behind me. The furniture and decorations all appeared antique; However, everything inside of the home looked clean and well maintained. There was a staircase that led to the second floor across from the front door. As I scanned my surroundings, I could see a dining room to my left and a family room to my right.
“Come and have a seat. Would you like anything to drink?” Trisha said while leading me into the family room.
“That’s alright, I’m ok.” I said while taking a seat on one of the three floral couches arranged in a U shape facing a large window that overlooked the grassy yard and barn in the distance.
“So, what brings you all the way out here? Didn’t Gerald go to school in Boston?” Trisha asked.
“Yeah, and I still live in Boston, actually. But I just took a new job a few months ago and was assigned this entire state as my area.”
“That’s nice. What do you do?” Trisha asked while taking a seat on a couch across from me. She crossed her legs as she was wearing a flowery sun dress paired with wedge heels.
“I’m selling windows now. My company gave me a lead for someone in town about fifteen miles from here, so I figured I would stop by before I meet with them tomorrow morning.”
“Who is it? I’m pretty familiar with a lot of the businesses close by.”
“It was actually a small construction business. My company did some work with them in the past, so I’m trying to follow up and see if I can restart the business relationship.” I answered.
“It’s not Skip and Beau Builders, is it?” Trisha asked.
“Wait, yeah?” I said while referencing my leather binder. “You know them?”
“Yeah, don’t waste your time with them. Everyone around here knows that they’re bad news.”
“Why is that?”
“They get a lot of complaints and have a bad habit of biting off more than they can chew. I’ve heard from other people around town that they don’t pay their bills unless they’re sent to collections. In fact, now that I’m thinking about it. I heard that they’re closing down soon.”
“Are you serious? My company has been sending me in circles with these terrible leads. This will be the fifth one I’ve waisted a trip on.”
“I’m sorry, but you probably won’t have much luck with those people.”
I let out a long sigh before responding. It had been a rough start with my company, and I wasn’t sure how much longer I would last if I didn’t start making some sales. “Do you know of anyone that could use some new windows?”
“I wish I could help, but I don’t really know of anyone off the top of my head.”
“Well, maybe I could set you and Gerald up with some brand new windows?” I said jokingly. “This place looks like it was built by the pilgrims. You could use some updates.”
“My grandparents built this house, and they did a damn good job.” Trisha responded in a fiery tone. “I don’t think it needs anything.”
Trisha stared at me coldly as I realized that I struck a nerve.
“Don’t get me wrong, I think it looks great. I just think anything could use an update after a while.” I said nervously.
“Well, that’s your opinion.” Trisha said before pursing her red painted lips.
“I’m really sorry if you took my comment the wrong way. I should come back later when Gerald returns.”
“No. Please stay. We don’t have many of Gerald’s friends over and I’m enjoying the glimpse into his past.”
Feeling uncomfortable, I tried to change the subject. “Ok…So, what does Gerald do for work now? I thought I heard he was a personal trainer?”
Trisha’s face lit up with a smile as she responded. “That’s right.”
“Do his client’s travel a long way to come here, or do you work with people locally?” I said, trying to avoid the awkward silence.
“We work together, so it’s not just his clients. But most of our clients come from out of state.”
“And what kind of training do you do here?”
“It’s difficult to tell you. It would be much easier just to show you.”
“Ok?”
Trisha stood up and walked over to a closet that was connected to the living room. After she stepped inside of the small room, I could hear her moving some things around before returning a minute later with a large piece of rubbery material in her hands.
“What’s that?” I asked.
“It’s the required uniform that our clients wear while they train. We actually just bought some new ones that are supposed to make the routine even more rigorous.”
“What kind of training do you do in an outfit like that?”
“I can show you if you’d like. Come, try it on.” Trisha suggested.
“I don’t think I would fit into that.” I laughed.
“I guarantee you will. It stretches to any body shape.”
“No really, it’s ok.”
“I insist. Just try it on for a few minutes. If you don’t like it, you can change back.”
“But, it looks like there are, like, high heels built into it? I don’t think I could even stand up while wearing something like that.”
“They help tone the calf muscles. A half hour in this suit, you’ll be a brand new person.”
“I don’t know. This feels weird to dress up in something like that with my friend’s wife while he’s not home.”
“Trust me, he’ll love it if you try out the training routine. He might even replace all the windows in this old decrepit house.”
As Trisha stared at me with eyes unblinking, I felt conflicted. I did not want to try on the outfit, but I felt bad for offending her. Even if it was a long shot for them to make a big purchase with me, I was starting to become desperate and I felt like I would do anything to make my first sale. My income was almost entirely commission based, and it had been a rough quarter so far. Letting my better judgement take the backseat, I reluctantly agreed to try out their little training program.




Chapter 2

(Getting Dressed.)
After following Trisha to the bathroom, which was connected to the living room, she showed me inside and asked me to strip down naked.
“Aren’t you going to hand me the suit?” I asked.
“I’ll need to help you get it on. It’s really tricky for beginners.” Trisha informed.
Although I was hesitant to comply with her request, I stepped into the bathroom and did as she asked.
A few minutes later, I was standing completely nude with my clothes piled up in the corner. The spacious bathroom had not only a toilet and a sink, but a vanity with two seats set up in front of it.
“Are you ready yet?” Trisha asked through the door.
“Yeah, but…Shouldn’t we at least wait for Gerald to get home?” I asked.
“Why? You would rather have a man see you naked instead of a woman?”
“Well, no…It’s just that you’re his wife and I don’t want to offend him.”
“The only thing that will offend him is if you insult his training program. He takes great pride in what we do. If you take an interest in his business, he just might take an interest in yours as well.”
“Fine, if you think he’ll be ok with it.” I said, while unlocking the door and cracking it open.
Trisha flung the door open as I stood naked with my hands covering my privates. I backed into the corner as Trisha approached me with the strange looking shiny black suit in hand. 
“You sure aren’t that hairy for a guy.” Trisha commented.
“Is that a problem?”
“No, just an observation. Why don’t you sit on the toilet while we put your feet in first.”
With my hands still covering my privates, I took a seat while Trisha knelt in front of me.
She had me slide both legs into the suit until my feet met the built-in shoes at the bottom. The built-in shoes forced my feet to conform to their shape as it felt like I was putting on a pair of high heel boots.
“The shoes feel kind of stiff.” I commented.
“Don’t worry, that’s how they’re supposed to feel.”
Trisha continued pulling the tight, rubbery material up my legs until she reached my thighs.
“You’re going to need to stand up for this part.” Trisha informed me.
After taking a deep breath, I stood up with help from Trisha.
As I rose from my seat, I noticed immediately that the built-in shoes caused my weight to rest entirely on the balls of my feet. Because of the stiff shape of the shoes, my heels were forced to remain in the air as if I were wearing a pair of five inch high heels. However, unlike most high heels, these had no stiletto, wedge, or support of any kind in the back.
“People can actually walk around in these?” I asked.
“Some people even learn how to trot.”
I shook my head as Trisha continued pulling the material up my body until it covered my crotch.
As the bodysuit was pulled to my waist, I noticed that there was a built-in zipper which ran from just above my penis in the front, to just above my butt in the back. If the zipper was pulled underneath my crotch, my privates and behind would be completely exposed.
“What is that for?” I asked while pointing to the zipper.
“It just makes it easier to use the bathroom if you don’t want to take the suit off.”
“Oh. Ok?”
“So, with these new suits, they put a lot of focus on your core and help you to not be so reliant on your arms. Can you go ahead and cross your arms behind your back?” Trisha asked.
“Cross my arms behind my back?” I asked.
“Yeah, you’ll see why in a minute.”
“Ok, I guess.” I said skeptically.
After I crossed my arms behind my back like I was asked, Trisha pulled the suit up my torso and paused once my arms were covered. Reaching into the back of the bodysuit, I could feel her grab a pair of handcuffs that were attached on the inside. As she fastened one of the thick leather cuffs around my wrist, I became concerned.
“What are you doing?” I asked.
“This is just to make sure you don’t cheat during the training routine.” She responded.
Trisha quickly attached the cuffs to my other wrist and clicked two locks shut before I could protest further.
“This is feeling a little too…Constricting.” I said.
“Don’t worry, we’re basically done.”
Once my arms were secured behind me, Trisha continued pulling the suit up my torso until it reached my neck. She pinched a zipper that ran up the front of the bodysuit and pulled it up from my belly button to the top of the front of my neck.
After I was sealed inside, Trisha tugged at the suit and made sure that the tight material had not bunched up anywhere. I was feeling increasingly uncomfortable as I stood with my arms completely immobilized beneath the bodysuit.
“Ok, just a few finishing touches before we can present you to Gerald.” Trisha informed.
“What finishing touches?”
“You’ll see.”
Trisha held my shoulder to keep me balanced as she led me over to the vanity beside the sink. After helping me sit down on a small stool, she sat next to me and began pulling out an array of makeup while comparing the colors to my skin tone. 
“What are you doing?” I asked as she brought a brush to my cheeks.
“You’ll see. Just hold still.” 
“Look, I think this is starting to go a little too far…”
“Too far? Are you really afraid of a little bit of makeup?”
“No, but…”
“Then just hold still. I promise we’re almost done.”
I rolled my eyes and let out a sigh as she began applying primer to my clean-shaven face.
It felt like she was purposely working slowly, as each step seemed to drag on endlessly. After applying two layers of foundation, she used bronzer and highlighter to contour my nose, cheeks, and chin. Once the base was set, she carefully circled my eyes with black eyeliner before using a dark palette of eye shadow to darken my eyes dramatically. Although I protested, she attached fake lashes onto my own before finishing up with three coats of mascara. As the final touch, she carefully applied a bright red lip stain to my lips, which, according to the bottle, ‘could last for days’.
I couldn’t help squirming in my seat as she painted my face as if I were a young woman going out with her girlfriends for the evening. By the time she was finished, I hardly recognized the person staring back at me in the mirror. 
“Ok, I think this has gone far enough. I’m sorry about upsetting you and you’ve clearly had your revenge. Can you just let me out of this so I can get this crap off of my face?” I said in an annoyed tone.
“And there you go again. That crap on your face took a lot of work. Let me put the final touches on and then we’ll talk. If you still tell me that you want to be let out, I promise that I’ll let you change.”
I pursed my lips as I stared at her through the mirror. With no other choice, I watched as she left the bathroom and returned a few minutes later with some items in hand.
Trisha stood behind me while I sat in front of the vanity and watched her pull something over my head. The strange-looking hood encapsulated my head and neck while leaving a window to my face. Although the hood looked like the same material as the rest of my bodysuit and fit perfectly where my bodysuit cut off at my neck, it appeared to be fashioned with large ears at the top that resembles the ears of a pony. To complete the pony look, the hood also had a pony mane that ran from the top of the head down to the neck.
As I took in the strange addition to the bodysuit, Trisha brought a bit gag to my mouth and forced it between my teeth. The metal rod had a soft layer of rubber surrounding it so that it would not hurt my teeth when biting down. While I was taken off guard with the gag being placed in my mouth, she fastened it behind my head with one of the many straps that were attached.
After fastening the first buckle, she brought another strap under my chin and fastened it before securing another strap on top of my head. I let out a moan of frustration as she continued by attaching a set of blinders to the straps which rested next to each of my eyes. I squirmed in my seat and bit down on the gag as Trisha finished by placing a metal collar around my neck over top of where the hood and bodysuit overlapped. When I heard the lock click shut, I felt a sinking feeling in my stomach.




Chapter 3

(Presented to Gerald.)
As I sat in the bathroom staring at myself in the mirror, I could not believe what I had allowed myself to get into. With the makeup, bodysuit, hood, and bit gag, I hardly recognized the person staring back at me. Instead of resembling the man I was used to seeing, I looked like some kind of submissive pony person who was at the mercy of a dominatrix. When Trisha helped me stand to my feet and I caught sight of my full body in the mirror, I was dumbfounded.
From head to heels, my body was encapsulated in a shiny black rubbery material that highlighted curves which I didn’t know I had. With my feet trapped in heelless high heels that forced me to stand on the balls of my feet, my calfs looked toned and much more slender than usual. As I took a small step toward the mirror, I noticed that the built-in heelless high heels had metal horseshoes attached to the bottom. The built-in shoes not only made my legs resemble a pony’s legs, they also made it difficult to stand up straight as I was accustomed to.
As I looked down over myself, I noticed that my crotch appeared flat and smooth. With how tight the suit fit me, it kept my privates concealed beneath the thick, rubbery material. The suit seemed to have the opposite effect on my behind, as my cheeks looked much more round and full than normal. I couldn’t believe how much the suit was altering my shape as I continued scanning up my body.
Although my arms were encased in the bodysuit behind my back, the suit was designed to round out the curves and conceal my limbs beneath the suit. When looking at myself from the front, the sleek and shiny suit made it appear as though my arms were simply missing. But from behind, I could just barely see my elbows poking out beneath the bodysuit.
As my eyes continued scanning the upper part of my body, I couldn’t help but notice that the suit was pushing up my chest and making it appear as though I had budding boobs. I wouldn’t have considered myself the most muscular man, but I was far from a woman with bosoms. I blinked my eyes several times as I was taken aback by the illusion of breasts that the bodysuit created.
Bringing my focus upward, I could see that the metal collar around my neck rested over the zipper which ran up the front of my suit. Upon closer examination, I could see that Trisha had connected the zipper to my collar before locking it so that my bodysuit could not be removed without my collar being unlocked first. Realizing that I was trapped in this suit without a key, I became restless and looked over my head.
I blinked my eyes several times as I saw the hood, which encapsulated my head and provided a small window to my face. The hood left my eyes, nose, chin, cheeks and part of my forehead exposed while covering the rest of my head completely. With the bit gag propping my painted lips open and the blinders on each side of my heavily made-up eyes, I knew that no one could possibly recognize me with how I looked. My eyelashes were three times longer with the fake lashes glued on, while the dark eye shadow and eyeliner made my gaze alluring and provocative. The base application of foundation, bronzer, and highlighter gave me the appearance of feminine facial features, while a light coat of blush provided a youthful glow. With the heavy application of makeup and the suit that molded my body to its shape, I knew that I could pass for a woman.
As I took in the full picture from pony ears and a mane atop my head to the pony heels on my feet, I felt like this little game had gone far enough. I wasn’t sure if this was part of their training program or if Trisha was just getting back at me for my insensitive comments. Either way, I was ready to take her up on her offer to let me go.
With the bit gag in my mouth, I let out a moan to get Trisha’s attention.
“Quiet down, little pony. We’re almost finished.” Trisha said before exiting the room.
‘Almost finished?’ I thought to myself. ‘What more could she possibly do to me?’
My question was answered almost immediately when Trisha returned with two more items in hand.
“Hold still.” Trisha ordered.
I watched as she brought a set of leather reins to my head and attached the reins to the bit gag on each side of my face. Although it was humiliating to have reins attached to me so that she could lead me around like a pet, I was bewildered when I saw the other item in hand. Trisha knelt down to my crotch and carefully opened the zipper, which ran from just below my belly button to just above my butt. After my penis was exposed, she spared no time in forcing a metal chastity cage around my member.
Starting with a circular metal ring, she slid it over my member and let it rest at the base of my penis. Once it was in place. She brought a steel cage over my penis and connected the cage to the ring around the base of my privates. When I heard it click shut from a lock being placed onto the chastity cage, panic set in.
I backed away from Trisha and stood with my back against the wall while moaning and fighting against my bodysuit. Trying to find a way out by my own strength, I pulled against the built-in cuffs, which kept my arms confined beneath the bodysuit.
“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” Trisha asked with her hands on her hips. “You aren’t getting out without the keys.”
As Trisha held her finger up with a ring of keys around it, I stopped in my tracks and took a step toward her.
“If you want me to let you out of there, you’re going to need to…” Trisha stopped in mid-sentence as we both heard a vehicle pulling into the driveway.
“Gerald’s home.” Trisha said while her face illuminated with a smile.
“Now you better behave when he comes in here. Gerald takes this training program very seriously, so you do not want to get on his bad side.”
I let out a soft moan as Trisha grabbed the leather reins and led me out of the bathroom while giving soft tugs. Although it was difficult to walk in the heelless high heel shoes, I managed to balance on the balls of my feet and follow behind her at a slow pace.
We stepped through the family room and walked over to the foyer where Trisha had me stand facing the front door. My heart felt like it was about to beat out of my chest as I listened to Gerald make his way to the door. A myriad of thoughts raced through my mind as I heard his steps inching closer to the front porch.
‘Does Gerald really train pony people? Has Trisha just been lying to me so that she could humiliate me in front of my old friend? Why did she lock me in a chastity cage? Is Gerald going to be pissed when he sees me dressed in a latex pony bodysuit with his wife?’
All my questions seemed to be answered in an instant when Gerald opened the door and saw me standing next to his wife while dressed and made up as a sissy pony. He practically ignored my presence as he closed the door behind him and addressed Trisha.
“I didn’t know we had a new pony coming in today?” Gerald said.
“It was a last-minute sign up on the website. She said she was desperate to start right away, and that she wanted the full immersion experience.”
I whipped my head to my side as I glared at Trisha. With the bit gag in my mouth, I could only moan in response to her comment.
“Great. Did they make any special requests?”
“She said that she is brand new to the lifestyle, but she doesn’t want you to take it easy on her. Just break her like you would any new pony.”
“No problem. I’ll take her over to the barn and get her settled in. We’ll do some training later in the afternoon.” Gerald said while grabbing the reins from Trisha.
“That would be perfect.” Trisha said with a wide smile on her face. “Have fun, Jasmine.”





Chapter 4

(The Bottom Pony.)
I was in complete and utter shock as Gerald led me out of the house by the reins attached to my bit gag. When I saw Trisha giggling after I was led out of her home, I knew that she wasn’t planning to let this end anytime soon. My only hope was to show Gerald who I really was so that he could let me go. Unfortunately, with the bit gag in my mouth, verbal communication was impossible.
After we stepped down from the front porch of the farmhouse, Gerald led me along the concrete path to the barn across the open grassy area. When I let out a moan and attempted to plant my feet, the metal horseshoes slid along the concrete path and caused me to nearly lose my balance. Instead of trying to fight an uphill battle of overpowering Gerald in my sissy pony bodysuit, I put my head down and followed behind him with quick, tiny steps.
“You’re going to be one of those feisty ones, aren’t you?” Gerald said while shaking his head.
I let out a loud moan in response as I stomped my feet in frustration.
As Gerald reached the barn door and opened it, I continued stomping my feet and whining as loudly as I could manage. Apparently, Gerald thought that I was just roleplaying as a stubborn pony and he rolled his eyes at me. With how ridiculous I looked while made up with heavy makeup and dressed as a sissy pony, I didn’t know how I could convince him otherwise. I gave my best effort to show him that I wanted to be let go while he ignored my groaning and led me into the first stall on our left. The stall was several feet wide and several feet long, with a door that swung open at chest height. As I looked around, I noticed that there were several stalls lined up across from each other and that there were two other people dressed similarly inside of the stalls beside mine and across from me.
I could hardly contain myself when Gerald closed the stall door and led me to the wall on my left. Gerald reached for a metal clasp which was bolted to the wall at eye level and connected my reins to it. When Gerald stepped out of the stall, I took a step backwards and pulled against the reins and the clasp with all my strength. While arching my back and putting a foot against the wall, I gave everything I had to break free. My efforts proved futile, as the only thing I accomplished was giving myself a headache. Seeing that the metal bolt and clasp would not budge, I put my head down and waited for Gerald to return.
I could hear Gerald grab something from outside the stall before stepping back in behind me. Although the reins kept me close to the wall and the blinders obstructed my peripheral vision, I just barely managed to peek over my shoulder and see Gerald rubbing something in his hands. When I felt him put one hand on my bottom, I became nervous.
Gerald spared no time in pushing something between my cheeks and forcing it into my opening. My eyes went wide and my jaw dropped open as I felt my behind being stretched as it was forced to accommodate the object in my rear. Gerald continued pushing until it was fully inserted before letting go and stepping away. While I was still breathing heavily and coming to terms with the object inside of me, Gerald placed a thick piece of leather material around my waist.
I looked down and watched as he tightened the piece of leather material before buckling it behind me. The stiff shape resembled an oversized belt, which caused my waist to appear much thinner. On each side, I noticed that there was a set of metal rings attached to the thick material. Gerald ran his fingers around the belt and made sure that it was tight enough before stepping out of the stall and closing the door behind him.
I looked over at Gerald with teary eyes as he scanned my body from top to bottom while grinning at me. With no other way to communicate with him, I let out a loud moan and stomped my feet repeatedly.
“Don’t tire yourself out too much before our training session. I’m going to work out that attitude no matter how much you protest.” Gerald informed me.
My moans only grew louder as I watched him step out of the barn and leave me alone in my stall.
As I stood with my reins holding me close to the wall, I made a few more pitiful efforts to break free before giving up. Although the metal clasp keeping me in place was not very large, it would not budge in the slightest. Even if I did manage to break free, I had no idea how I would get out of this suit, find my keys, and drive out of here. I felt completely trapped and at the mercy of Gerald and Trisha.
While hanging my head in defeat, I noticed an unusual sensation behind me. When my back end swayed, it felt like something swung and dangled behind me. As I peeked over my shoulder to see what it was, I let out a soft whimper. To complete my transformation into sissy pony, Gerald had apparently inserted a pony tail butt plug into my rear. The pony tail portion of the butt plug looked to be over a foot long and was a similar black color as my bodysuit. Trying to mentally escape this nightmare, I rested my head on the wall and closed my eyes.
When I heard a set of horseshoes clicking against the concrete and growing closer, my head popped back up and began to swivel back and forth. Despite much of my vision being blocked by the blinders, I caught a glimpse of one of the other pony people outside of my stall. I moaned through my bit gag and tried to get their attention as they stared blankly at me. After a few minutes, I could see them use their nose to unlatch the stall door before stepping inside of my stall.
Initially, I felt a sense of relief that someone else was hopefully coming to help me. But when I felt them step behind me and begin breathing down my neck, I realized that they had other intentions. I could feel the pony person rub their body against my back end as an erection grew larger by the second. Their cock pressed against my butt cheeks as they bounced up and down while breathing heavily.
I felt completely powerless as this stallion teased me while drool dripped from their bit gag onto my neck. When I felt him pinch my ponytail between his thighs and tug it out, my whole body tensed. Not only was the sudden release of the butt plug shocking, it now meant that there was nothing between my hole and this horny stallion. I attempted to move my butt away and turn around, but they moved forward and pressed their body against me. While sandwiched between the wooden wall and the large frame of this pony person, I let out a soft whimper as I felt them poke my opening with their tip.
Although I had just been filled with a butt plug, I felt myself stretching considerably to accommodate the enormous cock snaking its way inside of me. My arms and legs tensed while my body froze in place. I was in complete shock as I was forced to accept the entire length of his dick while pinned against the wall and unable to protest. When the base of his cock finally met my cheeks, I let out a squeal and stomped my foot on the ground.
Once the stallion had made his first full entrance, he quickly began bouncing behind me and humping my bottom roughly. I had no time to warm up or prepare myself for the rough lovemaking session as he jumped right in and began ravaging my back end. I had never felt more like a submissive in my entire life with how I was being treated while dressed and made up as a sissy pony. When I felt the head of his penis begin to prod my prostate, a strange new sensation came over me and made it difficult to breathe.
Although I was being forcefully ridden by this stallion, it felt like he pressed a button that I didn’t know I had. I could feel blood rushing to my penis as my behind started to enjoy the sensations traveling through it. Even though I still felt uncomfortable with being stretched out to accommodate his girth, the warm feelings swept me away and caused my body to ache for a release.
When my penis began to grow from the rush of blood to the area, I was quickly reminded of the chastity cage that had been locked around my member. My pleasure was short-lived as I felt my erection being inhibited by the steel bars of the small cage. I struggled to process the feelings swimming around in my brain as I tried to figure out how I could possibly orgasm with a chastity cage holding back my penis from growing. While breathing heavily and in a state of confusion, the stallion took me by surprise by reaching an orgasm rather quickly and emptying warm fluid into my bottom.
My eyes went wide, and I bit down on my gag as I felt a man empty himself inside of me for the first time. I felt lost in my emotions as part of me wanted him to pull out immediately, and another part of me wanted him to continue so that I could explore the feelings that he ignited. While tensing my hole with my eyes closed, I stood perfectly still as the stallion continued pumping in and out until every last squirt was unloaded into my bottom. When he finally finished and pulled out, I could feel that my behind was overflowing and that drops of cum were dripping to the floor beneath me.
While I was left in a state of bewilderment, the stallion stepped out of the stall and pushed the door shut behind him. I continued panting with my eyes closed while trying to come to terms with the conflicting feelings that were stirred up inside of me. After several minutes, I finally managed to catch my breath and calm myself down before Gerald returned.




Chapter 5

(Broken.)
When I heard the barn door open and Gerald step over to my stall, I moaned and whimpered to get his attention. I felt like I couldn’t bring my legs together as my behind was sore from being ridden. As I listened to Gerald open my stall door and step over to me, I hoped that Trisha had told him who I was so that this would finally come to an end.
“What the hell is this?!” Gerald exclaimed. “Paul, get the hell over here right now!”
Gerald held my butt plug pony tail in his hand while tapping his foot. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see the stallion walk into the stall with his head down.
“Did you do this?” Gerald asked sternly.
The stallion, who I now knew was named Paul, nodded his head yes.
Gerald’s stern facial expression turned to a smirk as he continued, “Good boy, I’ll have to give you a reward when I’m done braking the new pony girl.”
I blinked my eyes a few times as I looked back and forth between Gerald and Paul. After Gerald patted Paul on the head, he turned his attention back to me.
“Let’s get this tail back in place.”
I remained frozen as Gerald put one hand on my bottom while using his other hand to insert the butt plug pony tail back into my rear. With the cum still dripping from my bottom, it popped right into place with ease.
Gerald released my reins from the clasp bolted to the wall and held the leather reins firmly with his right hand. As he turned and began walking out of the stall, he tugged on my reins to signal for me to follow him. Although I did not want to be led around as his sissy pony, I knew that I would be unable to resist with how I was dressed and bound.
Gerald led me out of the stall and brought me to the other side of the barn, where there was a large open area. In the center of the open area, there was a metal pole that extended upward from the ground. The pole was roughly ten feet tall and had a beam attached at the top that extended four feet horizontally. Hanging from the horizontal beam, there was a chain with a set of metal clasps at the end, which dangled at about eye level.
My eyes remained locked on the pole as Gerald led me to it and stopped me next to the chain hanging from the steel beam. Gerald let go of the reins and let them hang in front of me as he attached the two metal clasps on the chain to each side of my bit gag. Once they were secured, I could not take a step in any direction without feeling tension in the chain, which attached me to the metal beam above me.
Anxiety consumed me as I watched Gerald walk to the corner of the barn and collect a whip before stepping behind me. After hearing him make a clicking noise with his mouth, I looked around in a state of confusion. When he raised his hand and snapped the whip against my bottom, I took a few steps to create some distance between us. 
As I stepped forward, I noticed that the beam above me began to rotate. With the chain attaching me to the beam, it forced me to turn and walk in a circle around the metal pole while Gerald followed close behind with his whip ready. Trying to keep myself from being whipped again, I continued walking and made a circle around the pole. Although I tried to peek over my shoulder to see where Gerald was, the blinders blocked my view and kept him hidden from my sight.
After a few circles around the pole, I stopped and turned around to see if we were finished. Gerald’s face lit up with rage as he cracked the whip against my bottom quickly and with great intensity. As I continued walking around the pole again, I could feel my behind stinging for several minutes before the pain dissipated. I moaned and whimpered while we continued to walk around the pole ten more times before Gerald stepped to the side and watched from just outside of my path.
When I slowed down or stopped, Gerald would step in and begin whipping my back end repeatedly until I walked again. It felt like each whip to my back end caused significantly more pain than the last as my behind became sensitive to the touch. After more than thirty lashes to my butt, I felt like I couldn’t take any more and I would do anything to keep myself from being whipped again.
As I heard Gerald make a new clicking noise that was much higher-pitched and sounded like a squeak, I continued walking while looking at him with confusion. Although I didn’t want to be whipped anymore, I had no idea what this new clicking noise meant or what he wanted. When Gerald stepped behind me and began cracking the whip against my calves, I squealed while lifting my legs high with each step. Gerald continued snapping the whip against my calves until my knees raised above my waist between steps. Once my legs were moving high enough, Gerald stepped out of my walking path and continued watching.
It was humiliating and tiring to be trained how to walk like a sissy pony. After just a few circles around the pole in the new motion, I could feel my legs becoming tired and my feet becoming uncomfortable. Despite there being some padding in my shoes, I was not accustomed to walking in such high shoes for an extended period of time. As my fatigue started to weigh down my legs, Gerald stepped in behind me and began whipping my back end until my knees raised above my waist with each step again.
Although I was growing tired, the pain from being whipped was much more intense than the soreness in my legs. I looked at Gerald with teary eyes and pleaded for him to end the training session while I continued following along with what he wanted. Instead of paying attention to my facial expression, his eyes stayed locked on my legs while he stared intently.
After what must have been an hour without a break, Gerald finally introduced a new clicking noise that sounded much lower than the previous two I had heard. When I heard the noise, I stopped and looked over at Gerald with a confused face. Gerald smiled before making the high-pitched clicking noise and readying the whip. Knowing that he wanted me to walk with high steps, I followed his non-verbal command.
Over the next several minutes, Gerald began rotating clicking noises and using them to make me walk, stop, and walk with high steps repeatedly. Although I was exhausted from the intense training session while restrained in my sissy pony suit, I managed to keep myself from being whipped again while he tested me. Gerald looked quite pleased with my performance and allowed me to rest briefly while he gave me a pat on the head.
After hearing Gerald make the high-pitched clicking noise once again, I continued walking with high steps around the pole while he strolled over to the stalls. As I continued walking in a ridiculous and humiliating manner, Gerald released Paul and the other pony person from their stalls before guiding them to the barn door by the reins attached to their bit gags. I watched as they all exited the barn together while I continued with the training session alone.
Even though I was exhausted and I wanted to quit, I knew that this was another test with consequences. If I stopped in my tracks, I had no doubt that Gerald would return and whip my back end until I couldn’t feel it anymore. While holding onto hope that if I passed the test, he might let me go, I continued walking in circles with high steps.
It felt like time was moving slower than usual as I peeked at the door on each trip around the pole. After twenty circles with no sign of Gerald, I was beginning to wonder what he was up to. When the sun set and it began to get dark with no sign of Gerald, I began to fall apart physically and mentally.
Each step took significant effort, as my stamina was running dangerously low. Although I kept hoping that Gerald would return and I would be let go, I was beginning to wonder if I was just being delusional. I couldn’t believe that Trisha had allowed this to go as far as it did, and I had no idea what else was part of their training program. With a full bladder, an empty stomach, and muscles that could not perform any longer, I finally stopped in my tracks and took a deep breath.
Right on cue, Gerald stepped back into the barn and glared at me.
“Who told you that you could quit?” Gerald asked with a fiery tone.
Gerald marched over to me with his whip in hand and stopped just behind me. I could feel the whip crack against my sensitive bottom and tears form in my eyes.
With the whip in hand, Gerald made the high-pitched clicking noise and watched me closely. Even though I felt like I could collapse from exhaustion, I began making high steps in a circle once again. I was moving at a snail’s pace around the pole, as each lap felt like a marathon. After several minutes of excruciating pain, Gerald finally allowed me to stop by making his low clicking noise.




Chapter 6

(Settling in for the Evening.)
After being released from the chain that connected my bit gag to the training pole, Gerald led me back to my stall and guided me inside. Once my reins were connected to the clasp, which kept me close to the wall, Gerald closed my stall door and left me alone in the barn. I could barely keep myself upright as I leaned my head against the wooden wall while breathing heavily through my mouth. A constant stream of drool fell to the floor while I struggled to keep my eyes open.
With my legs burning from the intense exercise routine and my throat parched, I hoped that Trisha and Gerald would let this finally end. When Trisha opened the barn door and walked to my stall with a bottle of white liquid in hand, I let out a sigh of relief. In my exhausted and delusional state of mind, I thought that Trisha was about to release me. But I was wrong.
“How did you enjoy your first day here?” Trisha asked.
I continued breathing heavily while staring at her.
“Gerald said you did surprisingly well for a first time sissy pony.” Trisha said while opening the stall door and walking over to me, “If you keep up the good work, I’m sure you’ll start to enjoy yourself.”
I let out a loud moan and stomped my foot in frustration, because I did not want to find enjoyment in this place. I wanted to go home.
“I have something for you. It’s very nutritious and will make you full until morning.” Trisha said while bringing the bottle to my mouth.
Trisha grabbed the mane attached to my hood and pulled my head back. Although the bit gag was still lodged between my teeth, Trisha poured the white liquid between my red painted lips slowly and watched as it seeped into my mouth. When the liquid met my tongue, I furrowed my eyebrows and looked over at Trisha.
Even though I was hungry and thirsty after a long day, there was something strange about the milky fluid being poured into my mouth. While struggling to swallow the liquid with the bit gag propping my mouth open, I could feel it pooling up and washing around my mouth. As I began swallowing the thick salty fluid, I noted a distinct and pungent taste. It felt like the liquid had a pudding-like texture with a sweet and salty aftertaste that lingered long after it was gone. Although I could not be certain of the contents which comprised the drink, I had a strong suspicion that cum was one of the key ingredients.
Once the bottle was empty, Trisha let go of my mane and stepped out of my stall. After latching the stall door shut, she lingered a few minutes longer.
“I probably shouldn’t tell you this, but there’s nothing you can do about it, anyway. Do you see that thing over there?” Trisha said while pointing to the top corner of my stall. “That’s one of the fourteen cameras that we have in the barn that’s putting out a live stream to our subscribers. They can log in and check out our ponies at anytime of the day as a part of our gold membership program.”
I looked up into the corner where Trisha had pointed and noticed the black camera which was pointed directly at me. With misty eyes, I let out a moan before putting my head down.
“You would not believe how many people logon to our site on a daily basis. From the comments today, I can see that they love you and want to see a whole lot more. You’re going to be our new star, Jasmine.”
Trisha blew me a kiss before stepping over to the barn door and opening it.
“I hope you’re ready, because you have a long and hard night ahead of you.”
Trisha stepped out of the barn and closed the door behind her. Although I didn’t know exactly what she was alluding to, I feared that it had something to do with the stallion I had encountered earlier. While trapped in my bodysuit and stuck in place, I closed my eyes and leaned against the wall. Nearly thirty minutes later, I could hear the barn door open again.
Gerald returned to the barn with Paul and the other pony person who was with him earlier. Although each of our pony suits looked nearly identical, there were a few differences that jumped out at me. While my bodysuit was a shiny black color, Paul’s suit was a dark brown. Aside from the difference in color, I noticed that Paul’s cock was free and exposed while I was stuck in a metal chastity cage. From the mane and hood atop his head to the heelless high heels that resembled pony legs, almost everything else looked identical to my suit.
“Ok Tori, it’s time to rest.” Gerald said while leading the other pony person to a stall directly across from me. As she stepped inside of her stall, I caught sight of her bodysuit and how it compared to my own.
Just like Paul’s pony bodysuit, Tori’s bodysuit closely resembled mine, except for a difference in color. Tori’s skin tight suit was a light brown color with dark spots that ran up her legs and stopped at her waist. As she turned around inside of her stall, I could see that Tori was also wearing a chastity cage which was exposed at her crotch. When I realized that I was not the only person being treated like a sissy pony with a chastity cage, I felt some relief. However, the relief was short-lived when I saw Gerald bring Paul into my stall and step behind me.
“Just relax. We need to get you warmed up.”
As I peeked over my shoulder, I could see Gerald pull a rubber glove out of his pocket before squirting some lube onto his fingers. After setting down the lube, he used his free hand to pull out my pony tail butt plug in one swift motion.
After having my behind plugged for a few hours, my hole had acclimated to the shape and grown accustomed to the feeling. When he popped the plug out, it felt like I had to stretch again to release the plug. As I took a deep breath, Gerald used his index finger to prod my hole and push himself inside.
My body tensed and I took a step forward as I felt him swirl his finger around in my opening. After just a few seconds, I could feel him bring his middle finger into my hole as well while he continued to push and prod. Although his two fingers were roughly the same size as the plug, he worked diligently to stretch me out by pushing up and down so that my back end was ready to receive. When his third finger entered abruptly, I could not help letting out high-pitched moans.
“That’s it, we’re almost there.” Gerald said as he continued.
While peeking over my shoulder, I could see Paul watching with a devious grin on his face.
Just when my behind had begun to grow accustomed to the three fingers pushing in and out of my bottom, Gerald brought his fourth finger in as well. I stomped my feet and squealed as I felt him stretching my behind further than it had ever been before. The pressure was intense as he did his best to stick as much of his hand up my butt as possible. As I panted for air, Gerald finally pulled his hand away and gave me a short break. Before he finished, he squirted a substantial amount of lube into his hand and spread it around my hole.
After Gerald was finished warming me up, he stepped out of the stall and latched the door shut behind him. Once the glove was removed from his hand, he called Paul over to him by making a clicking noise. Reaching over the stall door, Gerald grabbed Paul by the bit gag and held him in place as he forced two pills into his mouth. Gerald massaged Paul’s throat until both pills were swallowed and his mouth was empty.
“Put on a show for us. The viewers can’t stop going on about the new pony girl.” Gerald said before patting Paul on the head.
Paul let out a grunt that sounded much like a real pony before turning toward me.
With the reins keeping my bit gag close to the wall, I could barely turn my shoulders to watch Paul as he approached my back end. Looking over at Gerald, I pleaded to him with my eyes, but he shook his head and laughed before leaving us alone. I whimpered and looked up at the camera as Paul moved in behind me and began grinding on my backside.





Chapter 7

(A Long and Hard Night.)
With trembling lips and fear in my eyes, I kept my gaze on the camera while Paul rubbed his cock against my backside. I could feel his erection growing longer and harder by the second as I knew what would be cumming at any moment. Although I had been holding onto hope that Trisha and Gerald were watching through the camera and that they would come to stop what was about to happen, my optimism was wearing thin. Once Paul had reached his full length, he carefully guided himself between my cheeks and prodded my opening.
After having been stretched out significantly by Gerald, it felt like the head of Paul’s dick popped inside of me with ease. I bit down on my gag hard as I felt his cock snaking its way inside of me until his base met my cheeks. Bringing my attention away from the camera, I turned my head and looked at the stall across from me. Standing at the stall door, I could see Tori staring at me with a soft expression. It appeared that she had sympathy for me as she put her head down and lowered herself to her knees so that she could not see me. Feeling like I was unable to process what was happening, I closed my eyes and took a few deep breaths as the stallion began to ravage my bottom.
Paul was fast and aggressive as he bounced up and down behind me while slamming his crotch into my back end. I moved as close to the wall as possible to create some distance between the stallion and myself, but he closed the gap and did not miss a beat. I felt taken off guard when Paul began to cum after only a minute of intense humping. Although I hoped that his early ejaculation meant that we would be done quickly, it had almost no effect on him.
His cock felt just as hard five minutes after his release as it did when he went. With the rush of warm fluid and his repeated prodding of my prostate, I could feel something being stirred up inside of me. I curled my toes and tensed my legs as I felt blood rushing to my member and the chastity cage preventing me from growing an erection. Even though it was incredibly frustrating to be trapped, I could still feel something bubbling up deep inside of me.
With my member straining against its cage, I tensed my butt and bent my knees. The stallion seemed to like what I was doing with my bottom and responded by slowing down his thrusts and humping me with greater power. It felt like my whole body shook and vibrated with each thrust from Paul. I could not contain the high-pitched squeals emanating from me as the stallion had his way for an hour without a break.
Despite feeling on the cusp of a release, I was struggling to let go and experience an orgasm as I had grown accustomed to. Although I had never experienced a release from anal stimulation alone, I figured that it would be similar to what I knew. When I put my head down and caught sight of my crotch leaking, I realized that cum was being pushed out without even being able to feel it.
After hours of intense training and over an hour of being humped by this well-endowed stallion, my muscles had become so fatigued that I hadn’t realized that a release was being forced out of me. When I saw what Paul was doing to my body, I let out a long and low moan before stomping my feet repeatedly. My frustration took over as I pushed myself away from the wall and began jerking my body back and forth violently.
With the reins keeping me close to the wall, my pathetic efforts did little to change what was happening. Although Paul pulled out for a few moments to watch me kick and whine, he grew bored rather quickly and pushed himself back inside of my bottom. As I was sandwiched between him and the wall again, I jumped up and down before letting my weight rest of the rod penetrating my back end.
To my surprise, the stallion managed to hold up my bodyweight and his own while my legs went limp. With his front pressed against my back, he continued pushing up and down as his cock prodded my special spot once again. When I felt Paul reach a second climax, the warm fluids caused me to melt as the rest of my body went weak.
Globs of cum dripped to the ground as my bottom overflowed with his love juice. After almost two hours of nonstop lovemaking, I couldn’t believe that he was continuing to hump me and push through another orgasm without a break. It felt like the releases did nothing to slow him down as he pressed forward and kept me pinned against the wall.
While I tried to make sense of what was happening, my mind took me back to the moment where Gerald fed Paul two pills. Although I couldn’t be certain of what the pills were, I knew that one had to be for erectile dysfunction. Even though Paul seemed to have no problem growing an erection without the pills, it seemed that they allowed him to perform much longer and with more stamina.
As the night progressed with no sign of Paul slowing down, I figured that the other pill was the culprit for why he was not fatigued. Nearly three hours after beginning our lovemaking session, Paul was moving just as fast as when we began. My bottom was sore and my eyes could hardly stay open, yet Paul would not quit. It wasn’t until the sun began to rise the next morning that the stallion finally slowed down.
After several ejaculations, Paul finally pulled out and knelt on the floor beside me. I watched him fall to the ground and close his eyes before falling asleep in seconds. While breathing heavily and leaning against the wall, I struggled to bring my legs together.





Chapter 8

(Milked Dry.)
After my first sleepless night in the barn with the stallion, my body felt like it was about to collapse from exhaustion. My feet were aching from standing on my toes all night, my calves were tired from the way the heelless high heels made me stand, my bottom was sore from being ridden non-stop for hours, and my eyes could hardly stay open due to the lack of sleep. I swayed back and forth with my feet spread wide as the barn door opened and Gerald came to check on me.
“Wow, that was one hell of a performance for a first time pony.” Gerald said with excitement.
My eyes were half open when he entered the stall and walked over to me with a bottle of white fluid in his hand.  
“You were really popular with our viewers last night. They just couldn’t stop raving about how helpless and pitiful you looked.” Gerald said, while releasing my reins from the metal clasp on the wall. “I’m so glad you decided to join us for our one month program.”
Although I felt like I was dozing off to sleep where I stood, my eyes blinked several times before I looked at Gerald with wide eyes.
‘One month program?’ I thought to myself. ‘Oh, hell no.’
I let out a loud moan and stomped my feet to show my frustration at his comment.
“What the hell is wrong with you now?” Gerald asked. “If you’re thirsty, you can have a drink from the trough.”
In my fragile emotional state, I could not contain the tears welling up in my eyes. I was done, and I wanted the ridiculous bit gag out of my mouth so I could finally tell Gerald who I was.
“Don’t make me punish you. I won’t hesitate to put you in your place.”
I whimpered before putting my head down and pouting.
“Now hold still.”
Gerald grabbed me by the mane and yanked my head back. With my mouth pointing straight up, he poured the white fluid over the bit gag between my lips and watched as I struggled to swallow everything entering my mouth. Although the thick salty fluid was not very appetizing, I felt hungry and thirsty enough to consume almost anything. Once the bottle was empty, Gerald stepped out of the stall and latched it shut behind him. Even though my reins were not attached to the wall, I was still trapped in my stall because the latch for the stall door was operated from the outside where I could not reach it.
After Gerald fed Tori an identical drink, he left the barn and closed the door behind him. With the ability to move around the stall freely, I dropped to my knees before lying down in the corner opposite of Paul. I kept my eyes on him for as long as I could manage, but eventually my fatigue overtook me and I fell asleep. I must have been out for several hours, as it appeared to be late in the afternoon when I awoke.
To my surprise, I woke up alone in my stall. Although it was difficult to stand up with the way I was bound and dressed, I managed to rise to my heelless high heels and look around the barn. I could see Tori standing in the stall across from mine while Paul was standing in the stall right next to me. When Trisha opened the barn door and stepped inside, all the ponies locked their eyes on her.
Trisha stepped into the barn wearing a grey jumpsuit with a belt that accentuated her thin waist. She had knee high black high heel boots on with a whip in one hand and rope in the other. After walking past our larger stalls next to the barn door, she stopped next to a set of stalls that were much smaller. A few minutes later, she walked to my stall and opened the door before grabbing the reins attached to my bit gag.
Guiding me by the reins, Trisha walked me to one of the smaller stalls that were lined up along the wall. Unlike the larger stall that I had spent the night in, this one was barely large enough for me to stand inside of. While Trisha began using the rope to loop it through the metal rings attached to my belt, I looked down and could see a bucket beneath me. When Trisha was finished tying the rope from the metal rings on my leather belt to the metal rings bolted to the walls on each side of me, I realized that I was stuck in place. Because of the tension in the rope on both sides, I could not take a step in any direction.
With the blinders next to my eyes, I could only see the wooden walls that surrounded me on three sides. As I listened to Trisha pull up a stool and sit behind me, I began to get nervous. I could hear her put on a pair of rubber gloves before squirting lube into her hands and rubbing it around her fingers. Knowing what was about to happen, I closed my eyes and braced myself for an abrupt entrance.
Trisha put her index finger and middle finger together as she pushed them between my cheeks. When I felt her enter my bottom, I noticed immediately that I was not nearly as tight as when Gerald warmed me up. Feeling that I could handle more girth, Trisha slipped a third finger in before adding a fourth finger seconds later. Even though she had much smaller hands than Gerald, I could still feel myself stretching to accommodate her presence in my rear.
After stroking back and forth for a few minutes, Trisha took me by surprise and made a fist, while four of her fingers were nestled deep in my bottom. I let out a squeal and stomped my foot as she rotated her hand while pushing in and out. Moving carefully, she brought her thumb together with her fingers and forced her entire hand into my bottom. Despite my yelping and whining, Trisha continued pushing forward until she was wrist deep inside of me.
“Ok, now you should be warmed up.” Trisha said with her hand still inserted.
‘Warmed up?!’ I thought to myself.
Trisha positioned the bucket directly beneath my chastity caged member before reaching around with her free hand to my penis. I flinched when I felt her grab my testis and give a light squeeze.
“These feel like they’re about to burst. Don’t worry, we’ll take care of that.” Trisha informed.
While keeping a tight grip on my swollen balls, Trisha began using her hand in my bottom to poke around. When she felt my special spot, my penis flinched and my whole body jumped.
“There it is.”
Trisha brought all of her focus to a singular spot in my rear and worked diligently to stroke it, tickle it, and tease it relentlessly. After just a few short minutes, I was shocked to look down and see my penis leaking in its cage.
Trisha continued moving her hand back and forth while using her index finger and middle finger to focus on the area which I reacted to the most. Despite not being able to grow an erection, Trisha stirred up some intense arousal and brought me right to the edge. After several minutes of being played with, large squirts began to shoot into the bucket beneath me.
My legs went weak, and I had trouble controlling my breathing as Trisha forced a substantial amount of cum out of me. All my bodyweight rested on the rope keeping me in place, as my legs shook and I struggled to find my footing. I felt completely out of control of my body because Trisha was pulling every one of my strings.
When the wave of relief wore off, I expected Trisha to pull out and release me, but she suspected I had more to give.
“Very good little pony. We’ll do this for a half hour every day as a part of your training.”
I let out a whimper as I felt her continue poking and prodding inside of my bottom.
“Over time, your body will adapt to the schedule and learn to produce more and more. Once you become more experienced like Tori, your balls will be so swollen before your daily milking that you’ll start leaking as soon as I put my fingers inside of you.”
I put my head down and closed my eyes as I felt her stirring up another release. Although it was much smaller than the first, Trisha proved her point that there was much more to give.




Chapter 9

(You aren’t Going Anywhere.)
After my daily milking session with Trisha, she brought the bucket back to the house before returning with a new one. Once I was released from the milking station, she put me back into my regular stall and reinserted my butt plug pony tail. With my stall door latched shut, I watched as she brought Tori over to the miking station and put her through the same routine that I had experienced. To my surprise, I could hear cum dripping into the bucket quickly and steadily for the first ten minutes.
Although Tori continued releasing semen into the bucket throughout the half hour, it became less consistent with less volume toward the end. Once Tori was finished, Trisha brought the second bucket back to the house and returned with a third bucket soon after. Before walking to Paul’s stall, Gerald entered the barn and stood by her side. Apparently, Paul was not very fond of being milked and he put up quite the fight during his milking session.
I could hear him stomp his feet, yelp, and kick the bucket over throughout the half hour milking session. Trisha used the whip on his rear repeatedly, but it did little to control Paul’s wild show of disproval. Once they had milked him to their satisfaction, Gerald led Paul back to his stall, where he was locked inside for the afternoon.
Turning their attention back to the other ponies, Trisha took Tori outside the barn for her training while Gerald grabbed my reins and brought me back to the training pole. Gerald connected my reins to the chain hanging from the horizontal beam before making a clicking noise to signal high steps. Even though I was still tired from the long night and intense training session the previous day, I complied with his command and did exactly as he ordered with his clicking noises.
Gerald stood close to my circular path with his whip ready while he forced me to walk, stop, walk with high steps, and stop repeatedly. After a half hour of ingraining the clicking noises into my subconscious, he began to focus on my posture and how I presented myself.
“Chin up!” Gerald yelled after cracking the whip against my bottom.
Feeling a stinging sensation at my rear, I complied immediately. 
“Arch your back more, and stick out your chest!”
While still walking in circles around the pole, I followed his orders.
“Cross your legs between each step!”
His tight control of how I moved was frustrating me, but I had no choice but to keep following along.
After almost two hours of being barked at by Gerald, he felt that I was finally moving how a proper sissy pony should. Although it felt humiliating to be trained to move and act in such a way, I was starting to grow accustomed to my new way of walking. With my back arched and head held high, I managed to keep from being whipped for the last hour of the training session. Once Gerald was satisfied with my performance, he brought me back to my stall, where I was fed another bottle of white fluid.
Even though I didn’t know what they were feeding me from the bottle, it had a way of making me feel full and satisfied. I still couldn’t shake the thought that it tasted like cum, but I tried to push those thoughts away and keep my focus on pleasing Gerald so that he might release my bit gag.
“You look like you could use a touch up. I’ll let Trish know.” Gerald said before latching my stall door shut and exiting the barn.
After 24 hours of being trained and treated like a pony, apparently my mascara had run and my lipstick was smeared. Knowing that they would have to release the gag from my mouth to redo my makeup, I became giddy. Once Trisha was finished training Tori in the grassy area outside, she returned Tori to her stall before collecting me by the reins and leading me to the farmhouse.
Upon entering their home, Trisha lead me to the bathroom connected to the living room and had me sit in front of the vanity. Before removing my bit gag, Trisha made it clear that she did not want to hear a sound from me. Grabbing me by my balls, Trisha squeezed with intense pressure while leaning close to my face.
“If I hear one sound come from those pretty little lips of yours, I will rip these useless things right off. Understand?”
While unable to catch my breath from how my privates were being handled, I nodded my head and whimpered.
Trisha released her grip before removing my bit gag aggressively.
With my mouth free, it took every ounce of self control to not yell and scream immediately. My heart beat out of my chest as I watched Trisha carefully clean my face before using a hair removal cream to remove any unwanted hairs on my chin, cheeks, upper lip, and eyebrows. After five minutes, Trisha wiped the hairs from my face before using wax strips to clean off the rest of the hairs left behind. By the time she was finished, my face was perfectly smooth to the touch.
I watched carefully as Trisha cleaned my face before using primer to prepare for the base layer. After applying a coat of foundation, bronzer, and highlighter, she blended the makeup and contoured my face. Working on my eyes next, she applied a heavy amount of dark eye shadow before outlining my eyes with black eyeliner. Using eyelash glue, she applied a new set of fake eyelashes to my eyes and finished up with plenty of mascara. My eyes felt heavy as she had me blink repeatedly while using the mascara wand to coat my lashes.
Since Trisha had waxed my eyebrows to the point of nonexistence, she had to draw on a new set of eyebrows in a thin and feminine shape. Once they were to her satisfaction, she used lip liner to outline my lips before finishing with a long lasting bright red lip stain. With my face made up to perfection, Trisha grabbed the bit gag and brought it to my lips.
“Open…Now.” Trisha demanded.
“Wait, just please hear me out.” I pleaded.
Trisha’s face lit up with rage as she reached for my crotch and grabbed my exposed privates.
“Please, just give me a minute.” I begged.
“You have one minute.”
“How long are you planning on doing this to me? You can’t just kidnap someone.”
“We didn’t kidnap you. We have your signature where you signed up on our website.”
“But I didn’t sign up. You tricked me into this by telling me that Gerald would buy something from me. My office will be calling and asking where I am. People will come looking for me.”
“You stupid little pony. I already texted them and told them that you quit. They said they were planning on firing you and thanked you for quitting so they didn’t have to give you severance pay.”
“Are you serious?”
“And as far as anyone else coming to look for you, I already looked up your profile on Gerald’s phone and saw that you aren’t married, you aren’t dating anyone, and you live alone. Your family is from the west coast and it looks like you only see them for the holidays. So, as far as I’m concerned, we have you free and clear for several months. In fact, I’m going to update your contract to the one year sissy pony experience after I put you back in the barn.”
“You can’t do this. I’m going to tell Gerald.”
“You won’t be saying anything.”
Trisha stuffed the bit gag back into my mouth and secured the straps behind my head. I stared into the mirror in disbelief as Trisha finished buckling the straps below my chin and above my head. While looking at my reflection, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. After the hair removal cream and waxing that removed every bit of stubble from my face, along with the professional-looking makeup application, I looked even more feminine than before. If not for my chastity caged member peaking out of my bodysuit, it would have been difficult to tell that I was once a man.
My appearance had a way of cementing their training, as I had a difficult time seeing myself as anything but a sissy pony. There was no use in fighting because they had complete and total control over every part of my body. With the knowledge that I may be stuck here long term, I figured that I was better off going with their program rather than being whipped for my disobedience. When the time was right, I would look for a way out.
Trisha reconnected the reins to the sides of my bit gag before leading me out of the farmhouse and back to the barn across the grassy field. My head hung as I took slow, dainty steps behind Trisha while she strolled without a care in the world. Once I was back in my stall, Trisha latched the door shut and blew me a kiss before leaving me in the barn with the two other ponies.




Chapter 10

(The Pegging Circle.)
It wasn’t until late in the afternoon that Gerald returned to the barn to feed each of the ponies. Once we had all gulped down our meals individually, Gerald informed us that we would be putting on a special performance for their thousands of subscribers later in the evening. Although I wasn’t sure what we would be doing, I figured that it would be humiliating.
After all the ponies had fed, Trisha opened Tori’s stall door and guided her by the reins out of the barn to the farmhouse. Over an hour later, they returned to the barn and Tori was placed back into her stall. Upon catching a glimpse of Tori’s face, I could see that Trisha had given her a full makeover that looked almost identical to mine. From the fake lashes and bright red lips to the drawn on eyebrows and contoured facial features, we both looked ready for the performance of our life. Once Trisha was finished grooming Tori’s mane with a brush, Trisha went back to the farmhouse.
When Gerald stepped into the barn a few minutes later and looked around at his ponies with a devious grin, I became nervous and backed into the corner of my stall. As he walked to Tori’s stall first, I breathed a sigh of relief and watched as he opened her stall door before grabbing her reins and leading her out. After guiding her over to the training pole in the open part of the barn, he connected her bit gag to the chains dangling from the horizontal beam directly above her.
Tori seemed to have plenty of experience with the training pole as she stood perfectly still and did not move a muscle after the chain was connected to her bit gag. She held her head high, arched her back, and put her legs together as she waited patiently for Gerald. As Gerald grabbed her butt plug pony tail and pulled it from her rear, she let out a loud grunt and stomped her right foot on the ground. Gerald smacked her bottom before setting down her pony tail on a shelf along the wall.
Turning his attention to me next, Gerald marched over to my stall and swung the door open. Although I was nervous about whatever he planned on doing, I knew that there was no use in fighting it. When he grabbed the reins attached to my bit gag, I put my head down and followed right behind him. Gerald led me over to the training pole and positioned me directly behind Tori before ordering me to stand still. While I complied with his order, I watched as he grabbed two lengths of rope and a strap-on from the shelf.
After pulling the butt plug pony tail from my rear and dropping it on the ground beside me, Gerald helped me step into the strap-on before pulling it up to my waist. Once the dildo connected to the strap-on was positioned over my chastity caged member, he tightened the straps and made sure that it was secured in place. Gerald grabbed a bottle of lube and squirted a few globs onto his hands before rubbing it up and down the shaft of the large dildo protruding from my middle. With my penis aching to be released from the small metal chastity cage, it felt humiliating and frustrating to be wearing a strap-on that I would feel no pleasure in using.
While I was facing Tori’s behind, Gerald pushed me close to her and helped guide the strap-on into her rear. I could hear Tori let out a soft moan as the dildo was pushed forward until the base met her cheeks. Gerald ordered us to stand still while he grabbed two lengths of rope and ran them through the metal rings at the side of my belt and Tori’s belt.
After pulling the ropes tight and making sure that there was no slack. Gerald tied off the ropes in knots. When he was finished, neither Tori nor I could step away from each other or create any distance between us. We were connected by the strap-on and ropes holding us close together.
As Gerald walked over to Paul’s stall next, I peeked over and watched as Gerald opened the door and grabbed the reins connected to his bit gag. After leading Paul over to the open part of the barn next to Tori and me, I watched as Gerald collected a few more items from the shelf along the wall before turning his full attention to the last pony. Once he had everything prepared, Gerald put one hand on Paul’s bottom while using his other hand to slowly pull the butt plug pony tail out. After it was released, he tossed it to the ground beside my plug and grabbed a strange-looking pair of underwear.
The underwear resembled a pair of panties and looked like an identical material to the bodysuit. It was made of a thick, rubbery material and appeared to have a large butt plug built into it. Along with the plug, there was a large battery connected on the underside.
Paul seemed nervous to step into the underwear, but after a series of threats from Gerald, Paul reluctantly put one foot in after the other. As Gerald pulled the underwear up Paul’s legs, I could see that there was a large opening in the front for his penis. Gerald grabbed Paul’s exposed cock and guided it through the front opening of the underwear before pulling the waistband all the way up to his waist.
Paul’s eyes opened wide as the plug attached to the underwear popped into place in his rear. Paul let out a grunt and stomped his feet as Gerald reached beneath him and felt to make sure that the plug was fully inserted. After confirming that it was in place, Gerald pressed a button on the battery between Paul’s legs that made a beeping noise to signal the device was turned on.
With Paul standing right behind me, Gerald grabbed the bottle of lube and squirted a few more globs onto his hand. It appeared that Paul was nervous when Gerald stroked his cock and lathered the full length with lube. Once Gerald was finished, he guided Paul’s slimy dick between my cheeks and helped him push forward until his base was touching my butt cheeks. Even though I had been penetrated by Paul before, I let out a low moan as I felt him fill my behind.
After grabbing two more lengths of rope, Gerald stepped next to Tori, Paul, and me before running the lengths of rope through the metal rings attached to my belt and Paul’s belt. Gerald pulled the ropes tight and made sure that there was no slack before tying off the ends in knots. When he was finished, I was sandwiched between Tori and Paul with my strap-on in Tori’s behind and Paul’s cock in my bottom. 
With the ropes keeping the three of us together, I was squished between the other two ponies and unable to create any distance between myself and them.
“Perfect.” Gerald said, while sounding proud of his creation. “Now one last thing.”
Gerald walked over to Paul and pulled on his bit gag while pushing two pills into his mouth.
“This will make sure you’re ready to go all night.” Gerald said with a sly grin.
I looked over my shoulder with fear in my eyes as I knew firsthand what those pills could do to his insatiable sex drive. As I let out a whimper, Gerald pulled out a small remote from his pocket and pressed a button. Paul jumped immediately as he felt a shock to his bottom through the butt plug. I was shocked as I felt a small volt of electricity travel through his penis into my behind and zap me as well.
“Start walking…” Gerald ordered.
As we struggled to step in unison, Paul received another shock to his behind, which caused me to jump with him. The sudden jolt from Paul caused his rod to prod me deeply while I jumped forward and thrusted against Tori. As Tori took her first few steps, I moved my legs in unison with her while Paul followed my movements. Each of our legs moved in rhythm with each other as we began making our way in a circle around the pole at a snail’s pace.
“Very good, my ponies.” Gerald said with a pleased look on his face. “In case you haven’t figured it out yet, that little plug in Paul’s ass will shock him every time he stops walking or moving. It will keep shocking him at stronger levels until he either passes out or starts moving again.”
I stared at Gerald with a horrified look on my face as we made our way around the circle slowly. I could only imagine what thoughts were going through the other ponies’ minds as Gerald continued.
“Before either of you two ponies in the front get any ideas, let me remind you that the human body is an excellent conductor of electricity. So if you plant your feet or try to quit, Paul won’t be the only one that’s sorry.”
Gerald set the small remote down on a shelf along the wall before stepping close to us again.
“Now, let’s see how y’all work together.”
The three ponies all stared at Gerald as he made a high-pitched clicking noise, which signaled for us to walk with high steps. As we continued to walk in the circle around the pole, we each began lifting our legs high with each step. During the first few steps, all three of us nearly fell over as we struggled to stay upright. After one full circle around the pole, we learned to lean together and move as one while we followed his order and lifted our knees high.
Once we had the hang of walking while connected to each other, I couldn’t help but bring my attention to Paul’s cock shifting around in my bottom. It felt like his dick prodded my special spot with each step as we lifted our legs high at our sides. I couldn’t help moaning and whining while Tori made similar noises. With how large my strap-on was, I knew that Tori must have been experiencing similar feelings to me.
Just as it felt like we were getting the hang of our new walk, Gerald made the clicking noise which signaled for us to walk normally. I breathed a sigh of relief as we all complied with his order while moving in unison with each other. I could hear Paul grunt behind me while Tori let out a sigh. Over the next half an hour, Gerald continued to make clicking noises, which signaled for us to switch between high steps and walking regularly. Once he felt that we were performing up to his standards, Gerald gave the signal to walk with steps before making his way to the barn door.
All three of us ponies watched Gerald open the barn door and stand at the exit while we continued making circles around the pole. I couldn’t believe that he was going to leave us walking like this indefinitely, and I let out a loud whine to show my displeasure.             
“Make sure you ponies put on a show for our viewers. Trish and I will be watching from the cameras. Goodnight.”
My breathing sped up as Gerald closed the door and left us alone. With cameras watching our every movement and a plug ready to zap us if we stopped walking, I knew that we had no choice but to continue all night.




Chapter 11

(A Messy Night.)
After two hours of walking around the pole while sandwiched between the other two ponies, it felt like my body went on autopilot. We were all high stepping in stride with each other and moving slowly as we continued to follow Gerald’s last order. Although my legs and feet were beginning to get tired, I pushed through the discomfort.
Despite the intense feeling of my thighs burning, I couldn’t ignore my penis twitching in its cage. With Paul’s cock shifting around in my bottom, I couldn’t help feeling some arousal building up from the way he was prodding me. After my milking session with Trisha where she showed me that it was possible to cum from anal stimulation alone, I was curious if I could go again. Even though Trisha had drained my balls earlier in the day, I felt like a small amount had built up.
As I felt Paul’s cock twitching in my bottom, I realized that I wasn’t the only one who was aching for a release. His dick had become noticeably tighter from when we began, and I could feel him straining with each step and shift of my bottom. When I heard his breathing speeding up along with low moans escaping him, I knew that an orgasm could come at any moment.
Taking us both by surprise, I heard Tori let out a loud moan as small squirts of cum began shooting out of her caged member. She struggled to keep moving as Paul and I pushed her from behind. While dragging her feet, she continued walking around the circle and leaving a trail of cum behind her.
A few seconds later, Paul’s cock tensed before a large load filled my bottom. My body melted as I felt the warm fluids overflowing and dripping from my behind. Another trail of cum was left beneath us as we struggled to keep moving around the pole. With each high step from me, my bottom shifted and Paul’s cock let out another small squirt. I felt like I could cum at any moment as we continued walking while everyone sounded out of breath.
Between being filled with Paul’s love juice and the feeling of his cock prodding my bottom with each step, I found myself coming ever closer to the edge. I closed my eyes and focused on finding my orgasm while I let my body follow along with the others. Just as I felt myself about to experience a release, I became distracted by Tori’s loud moans and grunts.
Trying to ignore her noises, I kept my eyes closed and did my best to let go of the tension in my member. As I felt myself beginning to orgasm, my foot slipped on one of the puddles of cum and I lost my balance. With the other two ponies in mid-step, they struggled to hold me up, and we all fell backwards together.
Paul landed on his butt while I landed on his lap, and Tori landed on me. With the way Tori’s bit gag was connected to the chain dangling from the horizontal beam above us, she was forced to extend her neck upward and keep her face pointed straight up. As soon as we landed on the ground and stopped walking, the butt plug began zapping Paul’s behind, which I could feel through his penis in my bottom.
Paul began moaning and shaking his body, while I yelped and tried to pull away from him. The feeling of being shocked ruined my orgasm immediately as we all flailed our legs in the air. Just as Gerald had warned, the shocking sensation only grew stronger with time and it became unbearable relatively fast. With how we were bound and dressed, there was no way for us to get back to our feet and continue walking. The three of us were completely helpless as we waited for Gerald or Trisha to come to our rescue.
By the time Gerald burst through the door and grabbed the remote, my body was shaking uncontrollably from how I was being zapped. Even after it stopped, I struggled to pull myself together and calm myself down. Gerald worked quickly to release Tori first, before untying me from Gerald next. After bringing Tori and I back to our stalls, he checked on Paul and made sure that he was alright. Luckily, Paul snapped out of the trance he was stuck in and managed to walk on his own two feet back to his stall.
Gerald removed the sadistic underwear from Paul before releasing my strap-on as well. After putting everything away, Gerald pulled up a chair and sat in the barn with us to keep an eye on his ponies. Despite how tired he looked, he stayed awake and alert while watching each of us to make sure we were alright.
Later in the night, Trisha brought a bottle of white fluid out for each of the ponies and helped us gulp it down. Once I was full and satisfied from the thick, salty fluid, I laid down on the ground and slept on my side. When I awoke late the next morning, I found that the other two ponies were still sleeping while Gerald was wide awake in his chair.
When I stood at the stall door, Gerald came over with another bottle of white fluid. As he patted the mane attached to the hood of my bodysuit, I whimpered and put my head down. Gerald looked concerned and lifted my chin to look into my eyes.
“What is it?” Gerald asked. “Is something wrong?”
I shook my head yes immediately.
Gerald let out a deep exhale before reaching behind my head and releasing the bit gag in my mouth. I could feel butterflies fluttering in my stomach as this was finally my opportunity to let Gerald know who I was this whole time. The second the bit gag was pulled from my lips, I spilled everything.
“Gerald! It’s me, Jerry. I’ve been trying to tell you who I was since I got here, but Trisha has been keeping it a secret so she could keep me here. I stopped by because I was supposed to meet with a client, but Trisha talked me into trying on one of these suits for your training program, and I was stupid enough to go along with it. I didn’t sign up for anything and I need to get out of here. Can you help me out of this ridiculous outfit so I can get the hell out of here?!” I blurted out.
Gerald stared at me with a puzzled look on his face for a few seconds before responding, “Is anything else wrong?”
I looked at him dumbfounded while unable to find the right words to respond. “Anything else? Wha…What? What do you mean?”
“Well, you were shocked pretty good last night. I wanted to make sure there weren’t any lingering effects?”
“No, I’m completely fine.” I answered.
“Ok good.” Gerald said, sounding relieved.
Gerald brought the bit gag back to my mouth and began forcing it between my lips as I struggled to protest.
“What the hell are you doing?! Did you hear what…MMMPPHHH?!”
Gerald cut off my sentence as he forced the bit gag back into my mouth before buckling it behind my head, under my chin, and over top of my head. I stared at him with wide eyes before moaning and whining loudly through my gag. Gerald spared no time slapping me across the face before wagging his finger an inch from my nose.
“Quiet down. The other ponies are still sleeping.” Gerald snapped.
I let out a soft moan and stomped my foot in frustration.
“Trisha told me exactly who you were before your first training session, and honestly, I’m not sure why you thought I would care? We were never that close in college. In fact, I thought you were kind of a dick.”
I bit down on my gag and strained against the cuffs keeping my arms behind me while he continued.
“I saw that you were a window salesperson when you reached out to me and I knew that you were just trying to make a quick sale. I just never thought you would drive all the way out to the middle of nowhere to try to take advantage of an old connection. Then again, you were always desperate in college, too.”
I stomped my foot again and whined as I was having a difficult time listening to him speak.
“From what I heard from Trish, it sounds like you should be glad we took you in. You were already let go from your job. Your landlord has texted you twenty times about your late rent payment and he was going to evict you by the end of the week. You’d be homeless and on the streets if you weren’t staying here. So why don’t you start showing a little appreciation and act like the sissy pony that you are.”
As I let out a whimper and put my head down, Trisha walked into the barn with another two bottles of white fluid.
“Hey, what’s going on?” She asked.
“I was just filling Jasmine in on our conversation the other day.” Gerald responded.
“You already told her? I wanted to be here for that!”
“It’s alright, she still has that stupid look on her face like she had no idea.”
Trisha reached over the stall door and lifted my chin. With teary eyes, I struggled to make eye contact and instead looked up and away.
“Oh my god, she’s so pitiful. I would feel bad if she wasn’t such an asshole.” Trisha said condescendingly.
“She was an asshole in college, too. Didn’t I tell you about the time she stole money from my roommate?”
I let out a grunt as I tried to protest what Gerald was saying about me.
“Yeah, I remember.” Trisha responded. “You just can’t trust someone like that.”
“I know. But with some more training and a short leash, I’m sure we can fix her.” Gerald stated.
“Yeah, if we can take a cheating ex-boyfriend like Tori and transform him into an obedient, submissive sissy pony, I know we can do the same for Jasmine.”
“I almost forgot that’s why he came here. How long ago was that now?” Gerald asked.
“Just over a year. And the last I heard, no one wants him back. The world is better off with Tori, the sissy pony.”
“And the world will be better off with Jasmine, the sissy pony as well.”
“You can say that again.”




Epilogue

(My Daily Routine.)
An hour after I awoke, Tori was the next pony to wake up and stand to her feet. As she stood by the stall door and waited to be fed, I saw her in a whole new light. As someone who had also fallen into being a sissy pony, Tori appeared to have adjusted to the lifestyle and made the best of the situation. I couldn’t help keeping my eyes glued to her, as I was curious how she handled being forced to act like a sissy pony 24/7.
While Paul rested throughout most of the morning and part of the afternoon, Gerald and Trisha made sure to keep Tori and myself on our usual daily routine, which began with a milking session. After bringing us to the milking station, Gerald used two lengths of rope to keep me confined in the small stall. While Trisha began milking me, Gerald put Tori in a stall right next to me and worked on her.
Both Tori and I could not help moaning, whining, and grunting while we felt our bottoms being stretched out. Since I was still new to being milked, Trisha decided it would be better if she milked me for the first week while Gerald tended to Tori. After feeling the difference in the size of Trisha’s fist as opposed to Gerald’s, I was relieved.
I tried my hardest to relax as I felt Trisha poke two fingers into my opening before using a third and fourth finger soon after. After just a few minutes, I could feel her sticking her whole fist into my back end and twisting it back and forth slowly. My head fell backward, and I stomped my foot as I felt her systematically stretching out my behind.
Once I was warmed up, Trisha used two fingers to poke around my hole until she found my special spot. My whole body tensed and my thighs pressed together as she found the area that stimulated me the most. I felt my heart begin to race as I pulled against the hand cuffs keeping my arms behind my back beneath my bodysuit. In just a few short minutes, I couldn’t hold back a release any longer and my member began leaking from its cage. As small drops emptied into the bucket beneath me, I could hear large globs of cum leaking from Tori in the stall beside me.
It sounded like Tori was in a world of bliss as Gerald used his whole fist to milk her. Cum continued squirting into the bucket beneath her throughout the half hour milking session while my squirts were much more inconsistent. Trisha tickled my hole and forced several releases out of me before using her entire fist to push in and out of my bottom. Although this was a new sensation to be milked, it felt even more intense than masterbating or having sex.
By the time the half hour was over, I was out of breath with my toes curled up in my heelless high heel boots. My legs felt weak and my eyes could hardly stay open as I came down from a half hour orgasm. After being released from the milking station, I was brought back to my stall while Tori was taken to hers. While we rested in our stalls, Trisha and Gerald turned their attention to Paul next.
Although they milked Paul every day, he never stopped fighting them when they did. Gerald swore at Paul and Trisha whipped his bottom, but he would not stop acting like a wild stallion. As I overheard some of Gerald’s comments, I learned that Paul was one of Gerald’s old friends that begged to live as a pony full-time. He apparently had an insatiable sex drive that in his words, “only the pony lifestyle could fulfill”. After a full half hour of Paul kicking and grunting, they put him back into his stall and left him for the afternoon.
Gerald and Trisha continued our daily routine by training Tori and myself individually. Since Tori was more experienced as a sissy pony, Trisha took her outside to train in the grassy area while I was taken to the training pole. After my bit gag was connected to the chain hanging from the horizontal beam above me, Gerald used clicking noises to make me walk, high step, and stop repeatedly.
Seeing that I was learning the clicking noises, Gerald tested me while watching my posture closely. I became extremely self conscious of how I moved and presented myself as Gerald whipped my bottom and barked at me if something was not to his satisfaction. Being that he was a perfectionist, it felt like there was always something I could do better.
After two hours of intense training, Tori and I were both taken back to our stalls, where we were fed a bottle of the mysterious white fluid. When Gerald filled me in on what was inside of the bottle, I choked on the liquid in my mouth. They had apparently been feeding me a mixture of protein, vital nutrients, and cum for flavor. Although I was not happy about what had been keeping me full, I had no choice but to continue drinking what they gave me.
All three ponies were allowed to rest through the afternoon in our stalls while Gerald and Trisha tended to their chores around the farmhouse. However, instead of laying down, I stood at my stall door and kept my mind busy looking for a way out. Despite being unable to come up with a feasible plan to escape, I never stopped looking.
Once the sun went down and twilight turned to night, Gerald and Trisha visited the barn to inform the ponies what our nightly performance would entail. Because of how the previous night had been derailed, they decided to keep it simple. Gerald brought both Tori and Paul into my stall before pulling out my butt plug pony tail and Tori’s. With our bottoms exposed, they fed Paul a couple of pills and made sure that his rod was well lubricated. Tori and I stood close together as we watched Paul’s face go blank before a devious look appeared.
“Have fun ponies.” Gerald said while making sure that the stall door was latched shut.
“Make sure to smile for the camera.” Trisha said with a grin.
Both Gerald and Trisha stepped out of the barn and left us alone for the entire night. Although I was the first to feel Paul mount me and ravage my bottom, I felt more at peace with Tori right next to me. She made sure to stay close by and keep her bottom presented to Paul so that I might have a break. When Paul moved on to Tori and aggressively humped her backside, I made sure to repay the favor and present my bottom to him. As I looked up at the camera with drool dripping from my bit gag and my exposed backside about to be ravaged again, I felt like my inside was starting to reflect how I looked on the outside. I had become a submissive sissy pony.




Thank you for reading!
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Thank you so much for the support and for taking time out of your day to read one of my many stories.
-Jane Doe
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Trained To Be A Sissy Pony
 
Have you ever fantasized about becoming a sissy pony? Do you wish that you could be dressed in a latex bodysuit, corset, pony boots, chastity cage, pony tail plug, and bit gag?

‘Trained to be a Sissy Pony’ puts you inside the heels of a man who is thrust into a part of the BDSM world he never knew existed. After being forcibly taken to a property where the owners are professional sissy pony trainers, he is given the full treatment and made to live as a full-time sissy pony. While dressed in a full body latex bodysuit, bone crushing under bust corset, heelless high heel boots that resemble pony legs, and hoof gloves, he is bound in a way that does not allow any mobility of his arms. He is completely helpless as he is forced to wear a chastity cage and a pony tail plug that dangles behind him. As he is trying to cope with the overwhelming nature of his new outfit, he is trained how to walk and act like a proper sissy pony should. His new owners groom him and paint him with makeup before presenting him to the whole world on a live video stream. Every part of his ego is torn to shreds, as he is forced to embody a sissy pony and start thinking of himself as such. Enjoy this steamy fantasy that puts you in the mind of a sissy pony who learns what it means to be ridden long and hard.
The Sissy Slave Experience
 
In ‘The Sissy Slave Experience’, we follow a man in his mid-twenties who finds a service online that helps sissies explore their deepest desires. The service has a few options to choose from, where the sissy can explore their unique fantasies during a one-week immersive experience. After signing up for their program, he is required to come while dressed for the program. When he arrives at the address given to him, he is already dressed in a full-body latex catsuit, five inch high heel boots, and leather gloves while fully made up with his hair styled femininely. As a part of the required outfit, he must wear a chastity cage and plug. When he walks up to the front door to begin his experience, he realizes that he is either at the wrong address or that he may have been scammed. As he gets in his car and plans to leave, he is confronted by two men who take him to an unknown location. With a bag over his head, the two men bring the crossdresser into their basement and proceed to tie him up with a leather arm binder, a devious gag, ankle cuffs, and a collar with a leash attached. Although he had signed up for a one-week program similar to this, he fears that this experience may never come to an end. This hot and steamy story will leave you aching for more as it keeps you on the edge.
The SISSY Training Center
 
Have you ever dreamt of attending a sissy training center, where your only responsibility is to follow instructions and become an ideal, submissive sissy?
When a young man wakes up at ‘The Sissy Training Center’ with no memory of how he arrived, he quickly discovers that his captors have augmented his body in ways that he can never reverse. Looking down over himself, he finds that his chest has been sculpted with perky, round DD boobs. His silhouette has become a perfect hourglass figure while his face has been surgically enhanced to reflect the ideal feminine appearance. The only thing left that marks him as a man is now locked securely between his legs.
After being forcibly dressed in a latex catsuit and high heel booties, he is bound and gagged before being brought to the lower level of the facility, where he will be trained to become the perfect, submissive sissy. They train him with the S.I.S.S.Y. acronym and remind him daily that he is Submissive, he is Inferior, he is Sensitive, he is Silent, and he is always Yearning. Any deviation from the rules is recognized and dealt with swiftly through bondage related punishments. As a part of the training, the new sissy quickly realizes that it is not enough to allow the guards to have their way with him, but he must live out the sissy acronym and show that he yearns for their lovemaking. This trip through ‘The Sissy Training Center’ will keep the pages turning as you learn what brought the young man to this mysterious center and what he must do to find fulfillment inside of it.
The Sissy Doll Factory
 
Do you wish that you could experience life as a sissy doll? Do you like the idea of being stuffed into a constricting bodysuit while at the mercy of your owner?

In “The Sissy Doll Factory”, we follow a crossdresser in his mid twenties who has decided to take a weekend trip to a city known for being accepting of the LGBTQ+ community. While driving down the highway late at night, he pulls off to a rest stop and hurries inside to use the facilities. As he is scampering back to his vehicle in a hazy rain, the young man can sense that he is being followed. Before he can enter his car, two large men kidnap the thin-framed crossdresser and carry him to the back of a van. Once the young man is tied up and gagged, he is brought to the sissy doll factory where they inspect his body and make plans for an operation. After being surgically altered, he wakes up in a constricting doll bodysuit that covers him from head to heels. With no openings for his eyes in the bodysuit, he feels around his body to find that he has been given a set of DD cup boobs. His hands are kept balled up in fists beneath the tight, rubbery material, while his feet are laced into ballet boots that make it nearly impossible to walk. With a strange tube-like object stuck between his lips, he realizes that his mouth is stuck wide open and ready to receive. Feeling around his middle, he finds that his member has been stuffed into a tube that prevents him from growing. Upon meeting his new caretaker, he is informed of the rules that he must follow as a sissy doll. He must follow every command given to him, he must always be ready and eager for lovemaking, he must not attempt to remove any part of his bodysuit, and he must not make a mess or be a burden. As the sissy doll struggles to cope with his new reality, he finds himself being punished while his personal trainer, Jamal, fills him daily. Experience the transformation of this young man from a curious crossdresser to a sissy doll eager to serve.
Returned To The Sissy Doll Factory
 
Are you curious about what it’s like to be a sissy doll? Do you want to be stuffed into a constricting suit, dressed up in extravagant outfits, and displayed as a sissy doll for everyone to look at?

In ‘Returned To The Sissy Doll Factory’, we follow a young man who has already been sent to the Sissy Doll Factory and experienced a full altercation of his body and mind. After having been sold to a man who goes by the name Mr. Bull, the sissy doll begins to long for a return to his life that he had been ripped away from. When an opportunity presents itself to escape, the sissy doll attempts to flee from their owner. Unfortunately for the sissy doll, they are captured and deemed defective for not remaining submissive and compliant. After being sent back to the Sissy Doll Factory to be repurposed as a display doll, they are given another set of surgeries where their bust is enhanced to G cup boobs and a new doll bodysuit limits their movements even further than before. As they are trained as a display doll, they are dressed in feminine outfits each day while forced to stand in outrageously high heels. Because of a device that has been installed in their suit, the sissy doll is shocked if they deviate from the required standing positions. However, if they behave, they are rewarded with vibrations that put them on the edge of a release. During their time as a display doll, they are trained how to act and orient their body while dressed in their feminine outfits. While dressed as a princess doll, they must pose as an elegant princess with their chin up, arms at their sides, and eyes forward. As a ballerina, they must appear graceful with their movements while holding a delicate pose. As a maid doll, they must lean forward and present their chest. When dressed as a bride doll, they are given a bouquet and forced to keep their eyes forward through their veil. With a rod that extends upward from the floor and into the bottom of their suit, the sissy doll has no choice but to stand still and look pretty while they are presented for their captors. This erotic story puts you into the heels of a sissy doll and will have you on edge as the sissy doll is used and trained by dominant males and females.
The Queen of Sissy Hypnosis
 
Are you curious about how powerful sissy hypnosis can be? Do you wish that the Queen of Sissy Hypnosis would put you under her spell and turn you into a completely feminized sissy servant that obeys every command? 

In ‘The Queen of Sissy Hypnosis’, we meet a young couple who hires a sissy hypnosis expert to come stay with them. With strict bondage and constant hypnosis, the reluctant sissy is transformed from the inside out as his self image begins to reflect what he has always desired to become. The Queen of Sissy Hypnosis teaches the inexperienced mistress how she should treat her submissive sissy in order to maintain her dominance over him. After giving him a feminine name that reinforces his new identity as a submissive sissy, he is put on a strict routine that involves maintaining a hairless body, wearing a full face of makeup, styling his hair femininely, cleaning the house, and most importantly, 16 hours of daily hypnosis. The young sissy is broken by his new mistress as she teaches him how to orgasm while locked in a chastity cage. To cement his role as a submissive sissy for life, the young man is paraded down his street while fully made up and dressed as a slutty maid while collared and leashed. Enjoy this hot and steamy romance as we discover how powerful sissy hypnosis can be when wielded by an experienced dominatrix. 
The Doll Designer
 
Have you ever wondered how it would feel to become a real life sissy doll? Does the thought of wearing a latex bodysuit and high heels excite you?

In ‘The Doll Designer’, we follow a young man who is getting to know a woman he just started dating. He can’t help but feel inadequate, as this rich, beautiful woman would typically be out of his league. As he gets to know her, he finds out that she is a ‘consultant’ and lives in one of the wealthier neighborhoods in town. After one of their dates, she invites the young man back to her house to take their relationship to the next level. Once the young man steps into her house, he falls into a world he never knew existed. The naïve young man believes that if he goes along with what she is asking for long enough, they will eventually make love. As he is painted with makeup, dressed in high heels and lingerie, and bound, he starts to realize that she may have other plans for him. While tied up and unable to fight back, she marches him to her basement, where she uses sissy hypnosis to mold his brain to her desires. The sissy tries to fight back as she punishes him and uses everything in her power to break his will. But, once the sissy is stuffed into his latex doll bodysuit, escape will become near impossible. Will the sissy accept his role as a mindless sissy doll or try to fight back and break free at any opportunity that presents itself?
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.
Sissy Maid Camp
 
Have you ever fantasied about going to a camp where you would be trained to be a proper sissy maid? Do you wish a place existed where sissies are made to wear the highest of heels, a maid’s dress, and makeup at all times with other sissies?
In ‘Sissy Maid Camp’, our protagonist finds out exactly how much his life can change over a summer. After a double dinner date with his wife and her friends from work, the couple learns about a camp where men are sent to be trained and taught how to be a proper sissy maid. Being a curious closeted sissy, he is intrigued by the camp and decides to try it out. While at camp, they are taught how to do their hair, makeup, and nails. Along with their new beauty regimen, they are trained to cook, clean, and serve their mistress diligently. A set of rules is instilled in the sissies, which requires them to stay quiet, curtsey, wear chastity, and act as girly as possible at all times. If a sissy disobeys or strays from the rules, they are punished swiftly. Although feminization surgery is not a requirement for camp, most of the sissies find themselves longing for a breast augmentation of their own. Over the course of the summer, our sissy learns that nothing will be the same when they return home from camp. They will continue to live as a sissy maid for their mistress permanently. Enjoy the tale as you witness the complete feminization of a young man into a sissy house maid eager to serve.
Paying Lip Service
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to become a real life sissy prostitute?
In the story ‘Paying Lip Service’, we witness the complete transformation of Billie Jean, the mattress king, to the BJ queen. After becoming indebted to a pimp in town with no way to pay him back, Billie is given a makeover and dressed as one of the prostitutes that works the streets. Knowing that they can’t trust Billie to not run away, he is tied up and forced to pay lip service to the clients who visit them. Realizing how long it will take to pay off his debts, Billie asks if there is anything he can do to charge more and be finished sooner. The girls grant his request and have him brought in for a breast augmentation and lip fillers. Now further in debt, Billie will have to service even more clients before he has paid back what he owes. Billie’s journey takes one twist after another as he is led down a path he may never return from. Will he ever be able to reclaim his old life or be stuck as the BJ queen forever?
His New Toy
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be the sissy lover to a rich, powerful, and sexy man? Have you ever fantasized about being a submissive sissy and crossdressing every day for the man of your dreams? 
Let me introduce you to a young man that is about to explore every sissy's dream in 'His New Toy'. Having been out of luck in the dating scene with women, Ray decides to finally branch out and look for a man that will allow him to explore his innermost desires. After coming in contact with a man named Conner Wellington on the internet, Ray is invited to Conner’s home to live as his sissy lover. Ray can’t believe he isn’t dreaming when he hears the three requirements in the proposition. He must submit to complete feminization of his body and appearance. Ray must act as femininely as possible at all times. And lastly, he must follow any and all of Conner’s instructions. If he agrees to the proposal, everything he would ever need would be provided for him. After agreeing to move in with Conner, he is given a room with a closet full of dresses, skirts, high heels, bras, panties, and all the lingerie he could dream of. Ray is in sissy heaven as he transforms into the woman of his dreams through breast augmentation and facial reconstructive surgeries. The new sissy becomes fixated on Conner and finding ways to win his heart. As they explore their new relationship, the sissy is introduced to a part of the BDSM world that she didn’t know existed. The sissy must learn to accept a chastity cage while remaining plugged at all times. While experiencing tie ups and gags, every button is pressed to make the sissy squeal. Enjoy the spicy romance as this sissy gets what she deserves. 
His Favorite Toy
 
Have you ever fantasized about serving a rich and powerful man as his sissy lover? Do you wish you could wear a French maid’s dress, stockings, high heels, and makeup every day while serving the man of your dreams?

In ‘His Favorite Toy’, we meet a sissy named Bridget who lives on a private island with her master, Conner. Although Bridget was born a male, she has been privileged with extensive surgeries that were paid for by her master. With a body that matches how she feels on the inside, she lives out her dream of having an ideal feminine body with soft, sexy facial features and E cup breasts. Bridget’s enticing appearance has a way of capturing her master’s interest as she performs her maid’s duties on the island. With a special room full of tie ups and gags, Bridget is always on her toes, wondering when she might be tied up and ravaged next. When a new maid named Rachel arrives on the island, Bridget takes it upon herself to mentor the new sissy and show her the ropes. As they begin to bond and form a unique relationship of their own, they start to realize that something has changed on the island. Although they continue to fool around and explore BDSM during their lovemaking sessions with Conner, it becomes clear that something is bothering the man of their dreams. Embark on a journey to the Caribbean, where we experience a steamy love triangle between two devoted sissies and their dominating master.
Their New Doll
 
Have you ever fantasied about being trained as a proper sissy? Do you wish that two beautiful and strong mistresses would force you into submission as they explore their BDSM fantasies with you?
In ‘Their New Doll’, we see the world through the eyes of Conner Wellington, a billionaire who owns homes in New York City and the Caribbean. Using his wealth and power, Conner has devoted his life to seeking out submissive sissies and helping them feminize themselves. Providing the best treatment that money can buy, Conner invites young men to come and live with him, while they transition into the person they always dreamed of becoming. When they complete their transition, he either finds them a new home, or provides them with enough money that they can begin their new life anywhere in the world.
After years of philanthropic work, Conner can’t help but feel like there is something missing in his life. As he is discussing his mental health with his long-time friend, Jennifer, he realizes that it is time to finally care for himself. Instead of living as the dominant man over his two sissy companions, Rachel and Bridget, they decide to switch roles and give Conner the same treatment he gave to his sissies. With the high heel on the other foot, he quickly realizes that the sissy lifestyle isn’t as easy as he expected. As his body transitions, Conner experiences the BDSM lifestyle as a submissive and must learn to accept that his mistresses are now in complete control of every aspect of his life. When Rachel and Bridget begin to disagree about how they should treat their submissive servant, Conner finds himself in a love triangle, where both are competing for his love and affection. This steamy romance will keep you on the edge as you explore tie-ups, gags, sex doll suits, plugs, strap-ons, submissive training and much, much more.
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.
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?
My Sissy Surprise
 
Have you ever thought about surprising the love of your life with your sissy crossdressing secret? Have you ever fantasized about crossdressing, doing your makeup, and tying yourself up while you wait for your significant other to return?

In “My Sissy Surprise”, we meet a young man named Riley who lives with his girlfriend and has been struggling to share his crossdressing secret with her. When Emily tells Riley about her plans to go out with her girlfriends one evening, the closeted crossdresser decides to surprise his girlfriend with one of his deepest of fantasies. After shaving all his body hair and plucking his eyebrows, Riley dresses himself in black panties and a push-up bra before sliding into a short dress and high heel stilettos. Once his hair and makeup are complete, Riley locks himself in a chastity cage and inserts a remote controlled vibrating plug. To complete his fantasy, he secures his hands and feet into cuffs and locks them behind his back. As he waits for his girlfriend to arrive home while he is tied up and gagged on his knees in the living room, his phone begins to ring every few minutes. With his phone out of reach in the other room, he is forced to wait while his girlfriend’s arrival is delayed deep into the night. As the sissy crossdresser begins to question whether he had made a mistake, his girlfriend returns home and surprises Riley with three of her friends who had all been drinking heavily. After discovering Riley tied up and gagged while crossdressed and painted with makeup, the women decide to give Riley a night he will never forget. This steamy story will have you on the edge as Riley experiences a wide range of feelings while the four women completely dominate the submissive sissy crossdresser.
The Sissy Secretary
 
Do you fantasize about having a job that requires you to crossdress and act like a sissy all day? Do you wish that you could be employed with a high-paying job where your only duty is to “satisfy” your boss? 

In “The Sissy Secretary”, a bashful crossdresser named Morgan is hired by a divorce attorney. During the interview, Morgan learns that there is a strict dress code for his position which requires him to crossdress every day in short skirts and high heels of at least 4 inches in height. Along with his clothes, the dress code stipulates that he must wear a full face of makeup, have his nails done in either pink or red, and he must dye his hair blonde while adding extensions to meet a length criteria. After discussing the job with his childhood friend, Morgan decides to accept the generous offer. As he begins working at the office, a romance develops between the boss and his new secretary. Morgan happily spends large portions of the day beneath Mr. Johnson’s desk as they become inseparable from each other. After a mishap with Morgan’s fake breast forms while they are making love on Mr. Johnson’s desk, Mr. Johnson suggests that Morgan has a boob job done that he will gladly pay for. It feels like their relationship reaches a tipping point as Morgan is torn between advice from her childhood friend and what he wants more than anything. Follow along in this sexy romance that takes a deep dive into the life of a sissy secretary. 
She's Such a Witch
 
Have you ever fantasized about waking up in the body of a real-life French maid? Do you wish you could shed your male identity and become a beautiful, delicate female that is the object of everyone’s sexual desire?

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