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Chapter 1

I was driving down the road, not a care in the world, I had just moved out of my parent’s house and was on my way to College. I had already lined up a place where I could stay, a large new luxury trailer a mile from the main road. It was one trailer out of many that were rented to students each year, and the pictures of it looked great. I had been in negotiations with a little old lady named April who rented the trailers out, and I had managed to get the price down to $300 a month! With utilities! Sure the commute to the university would be a little longer, but I was going to save a lot of money. My father, despite being very wealthy, had made a strong point about how I needed to find my way without help, and as such, I was going to school entirely on student loans. Still, I counted this as a major step in life, especially for a scrawny little 18 year old guy like me. Maybe while I was in college I would be able to hit the gym, bulk up, and maybe get a girlfriend!

My fantasy ended as I pulled up the dirt-road driveway to the trailer yard. I spotted the old lady on the porch, sitting in a rocking chair drinking what I assumed was iced tea. I parked, left the car, patted my pockets to make sure I had my keys, wallet, phone, and the required deposit. Then I turned toward the main house. As I approached the porch, April got up and moved forward to shake my hand.

“Great to see you finally! Come on over to the side and I’ll show you around!”

We walked together to the side of the house, where there was a tall chain-link fence with razor-wire all around the top and plastic slats running through the wiring so it was impossible to see inside. I must have made a face, because April turned and explained:

“The fence is for security, we once had a bunch of teens from one of the local farms come by here. They broke into one of the trailers and wrecked the place….That must have been about 10 years ago now. I suppose they’ve all gone to university and moved on. The fence is still here though.”

I wasn’t too keen on the impound lot vibe, but my school loans were just enough to afford this place, and I doubted that I could get anything better for only $300 a month.

“Well that’s good, you can never have enough security” was all I managed to say as we entered the fenced lot.

Inside the lot was a series of seven very large, very new, thirty foot long trailers, each with a small yard, and small amounts of landscaping to make the area look very quant. The lot was full of decorations, shade trees, and except for the trailers, the area looked like a small city park.

“Wow!” I exclaimed, “This place looks better than the pictures!”

“Thank you, you’re very kind. I do all my own gardening” she said, smiling.

We walked up to the first trailer and she unlocked it. As we entered, I was immediately very happy that I had decided to rent here. The trailer had granite countertops, leather seating, wood floors, and seemed to have every luxury.

“Everything to your liking?” She with a knowing smile. She obviously knew that this was more than enough for a broke college student.

“It’s perfect, as I said on the phone, I’m willing to give you the deposit and first month of rent right now.” I said.

“Well then, come up to the main house and I’ll give you some papers to sign and you can start moving in today.”

I was so overjoyed I could have skipped to the house. When we got there we were greeted by one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. She was skinny, but in extremely good shape, and easily over six feet tall. Her long, curly red hair framed her beautiful face.

“This is my daughter Penny.  Penny, this is Chris. He’s the new renter.” April stated, as she introduced me.

Penny looked down on me with a friendly smile. Although nothing she did was intimidating, it was hard not to feel at least a little awkward, as her stature dwarfed mine. I felt as though I were three feet tall, even though I was 5’10”. She extended her hand and I moved to shake it.

“Pleased to meet you, and welcome to the area!” she said in a heartfelt manner.

Her hand gripped mine, and I noticed her grip was much stronger than mine. It felt like my fingers were being squeezed off, but she wasn’t even straining. I thought that she must be the strongest girl I had ever met, and I was smitten.

“My name’s Chris, I’m the new renter here” I blurted out awkwardly as I shook her hand. I immediately blushed as I realized that I had just repeated April’s introduction. Penny either didn’t notice or chose to ignore it.

“April, we simply must have him in for dinner, I’ve made more than enough!”

April nodded and that seemed all the permission that Penny needed.
“Come on in! Before it gets cold! You can sign all the papers while we talk.”

It was already late in the evening, the long drive had taken a lot out of me, and dinner sounded like an excellent idea, especially if I got to spend more time with the beautiful Penny.

I entered the large farmhouse, and followed Penny into the dining room where three places had already been set out. I thought they must have been expecting me to dinner anyway and sat down at the table. We ate, drank, and talked for hours. They talked about the area and what it was like to live in such an isolated area, and I told them about my parents, my university, my sisters, and even that I was hoping to get a girlfriend while attending school. I was hoping if Penny was interested she would say or do something to indicate it. She instead didn’t react at all. I hid my disappointment.

The whole time I would be occasionally slipped a paper about the lease, rental terms, or some other formality, and I would sign. I was so engrossed in the conversation that I didn’t read any of the papers. Sometime during the night, April had left, but I hadn’t even noticed. We kept talking until late that night, when we decided to drink a toast to the new school year and a happy lease period.

Penny had fetched two beers, and we drank the toast, which somehow became a competition to see who could drink the most beer at once. I almost won, drinking almost the whole beer in one swig, but Penny managed to finish hers.

“Wow, you sure know how to drink.” Was all I could say.  I was suddenly aware that my head had been spinning and my vision was going blurry. How long had that been going on? Was the room spinning all night or was that new? I suddenly lost my balance and collapsed. Before I hit the floor though, everything went dark.

When I woke up, the first thing I noticed was the large bed I was in, followed by the room. The walls were a light pink, as were the covers on the bed. Pictures of adult women dressed like little girls were hung up around the room. I moved to sit up, but my body didn’t respond. I couldn’t move! I struggled for a while, but could only move my fingers a little bit. Suddenly the door opened and in strode Penny.

“Good morning sunshine!” she gleefully said as she happily walked to the edge of the bed.

“Penny, what’s going on? And why can’t I move? I asked. I was fearful that I had hit my neck or back when I fell and was now a quadriplegic.

“Ooh, two very good questions! The first one is pretty obvious. None of those trailers are even available to rent, since they belong to my sisters. Don’t worry, none of them live here, they are all working abroad. Also, you might want to know that April doesn’t even live here, I just used her kindly ways to lure you here. Your beer was drugged, and now you are here to be molded into my plaything!” She rattled off the explanation so casually and happily that she had the appearance of someone who had just pulled off a perfect surprise birthday party.

“The reason you can’t move is more complicated. Each of my older sisters went on to university, while I stayed here and kept the place up. To keep me company they occasionally invented something to help keep me company. My sister Heather is a mechanical engineer, and she invented something for use in controlling mental patients. That was her excuse anyway.” Penny shrugged and pulled a remote control out of her pocket. “Right now, there is a framework of hydraulically controlled metal tubes strapped down your back, along your arms, and down to just below your knees. They are small enough to be undetectable under clothing, and strong enough for me to press a button and prevent you from moving an inch.”

Upon hearing this I began to struggle violently, with the only result being a slight movement in the covers around my hands and feet. “Let me go!”

“Let you go? Already?” She laughed, “The fun as just started.” She moved closer, got on her knees by the bed and put her beautiful face right in front of mine. “You see, I specialize in taking strong young men, and making them into mincing sissies. Sissies that are so broken that their entire lives revolve around being pretty little girls. I custom tailor their personalities, kinks, and minds until they perfectly meet me or my client’s needs. I have personally made dozens of sissy slaves. Each of my sisters has received one. They really are the most faithful pets. My eldest sister has two, and each one will work tirelessly for years, just for the chance to hump her leg while wearing satin panties.”

I was horrified, and yet also filled with fear. “Let me go! Let me out! You can’t do this!” I screamed.

Penny acted like I hadn’t said anything and began pacing the room, “Did you know there are all kinds of sissies? I have made so many different kinds of sissies. Some crave cock, some crave pussy, some can addicted to the feel of a nice thick stack of diapers, and some will do the most demeaning, disgusting task for all of the above. I’ve made so many young men into mincing, cowardly, sissy slaves. But you…” she turned to look at me, “you will be a masterpiece, my personal slave, I will own you, and you will do anything just to keep me content. Because when I’m not content…” Her voice went cold and her eyes seemed to grow dark and brutal like a predatory animal as her sentence trailed off.

I was speechless, I had been struggling throughout her speech, with no effect whatsoever, but something about how she delivered that veiled threat made me pause.

“Now I am going to release the locks on your exoskeleton and you will be able to move again. The ONLY action you will do is to get out of bed, drop to all fours, and crawl over here to my feet.”

There was a very subtle click sound, and as if by magic, I could move effortlessly. I didn’t even feel any exoskeleton. As I threw the covers off, I saw that I was wearing a long frilly girl’s nighty. I jumped out of the bed and attempted to run at Penny, but I hadn’t even made a full step and a half before an extremely strong electrical shock made me fall to the floor. Another click and I was locked in place on all fours.

“By the way, that super lightweight exoskeleton you are locked onto allows me to shock you with up to 1,000,000 volts.” She said with a smile. She walked out of the room, but was only gone a few seconds before coming back with a wooden chair and a box. She flipped the nighty up over my back, exposing my legs, ass, and genitals. She gently ran a finger down my back and down my leg, causing me to shiver.

“Not bad, not bad at all, some hormones and a few modifications wouldn’t go amiss.” She was now talking about me as if I were a piece of livestock being judged. She was now behind me and I couldn’t see what she was doing, but I felt her slip something over my flaccid penis and balls.

Now terrified, I asked her what she was doing.

“You’re right, baby, I forgot the most important thing” she said as she walked around and stood in front of me. “You are not ever to speak unless I ask you a question, and even then, you are only to respond with ‘yes mommy’. Is that clear?”

“Yes”, I replied, then hastily added “Mommy.”

“Good girl” she said, as if I were a dog she didn’t care about. She then walked around and pulled something small and tight over my penis, it was so tight I felt most of my penis recede into my body, but also strangely, my balls felt like they were being pulled out by weights.

“Here, hold this key up for the camera and smile. She tossed a key in front of me and unlocked my movement, I didn’t dare move, while on one hand and both knees I held up the key. With another click my movement was locked and she picked a camera up out of the box and held it up.

“SMILE!” she yelled. I did my best, but smiling under the current circumstances seemed impossible. Suddenly a huge electrical shock went through my entire body. I had never felt such pain before in my life. “SMILE!” she said once more. I tried to smile again, this time much harder, only to be shocked again. This went on for about an hour, until she finally seemed satisfied. I was physically exhausted by now, and only wanted to curl up on the floor and cry, but it was clear Penny had other plans.

While I was still on the floor, she removed the nighty, and I could just barely see the object that had been controlling me. Two metal rods, the length of drinking straws ran down my arms, to a hinge at my elbows. A similar set ran down the back of my legs to a complex looking hinge at the back of my knees. The entire contraption was held on with Velcro straps made of pink satin.

While I was inspecting the device controlling me, my captor returned to me with some cloth items and began putting them on me. Still unable to move, I sat still as she ran a pair of thigh high white socks up my legs and buckled on some shiny pink mary-jane shoes. Then she unlocked my arms just long enough to slip a frilly pink shirt onto me. The sleeves were tight, and ran down just long enough to cover up the strange exoskeleton. The shirt stopped just above below my nipples, leaving everything down to my socks exposed. The next item was an extremely short pink miniskirt. The skirt, if it could be called that, was only a few inches long, and wouldn’t even come close to covering my genitals.

After taking a few steps back and viewing me on all fours,

She walked across the room, and dragged the wooden chair next to me, then fished inside of the box for a while, before producing a suction dildo about 8 inches long. She pushed the suction cup onto the chair and then turned to me, pressed a button on the remote, and told me to stand.

“Please no, please, don’t make me-“an electrical shock at least 10 times more powerful than anything had felt previously that day rocked my body. I was now in tears, bawling from the pain.

“You will do whatever I tell you to”, She said calmly. “Now stand up, bend over, and suck the dildo. Once the whole thing is nice and wet, you are going to sit on it. I don’t expect you to take it all right away, so let’s try for half of it now.

I had no choice, any resistance would be met with electrical shock. I sniffed, wiped my eyes, and stood up. I turned and caught a view of myself in a mirror on the wall. Every last bit of my body hair had been removed, leaving me smooth and girly looking. Where my penis should have been was something pink and plastic. I looked down at my crotch, some kind of pink ring was going around my cock and balls, and locked onto it was a tube less than an inch long. My penis was now looked thinner and shorter than a baby’s.

“Like it?” said penny derisively. “It’s a very custom chastity device. It will make sure that any and all sexual activity only happens if I allow it. Built into the ring is an extremely thin wire under about a thousand pounds of pressure. The only thing keeping it from slicing off all of your sexual organs, is a catch in the tube. If the chastity device is ever removed without the special key and remote control, the wire is released, and your pathetic little sissy organs get cut off.”

I looked down, filled with fear and horror, it was like having a fear of spiders, and having one stuck on you, permanently biting. Lost in fear I reached down to touch it, but my arm stopped just inches from it. I tried again, but I couldn’t touch it.

“I have the ‘danger to himself’ safeguards on” Penny explained. “The exoskeleton won’t let you even get close to touching yourself. Now hurry up and do what you’re told or I will give you a worse shock than you’ve felt today.”

I suddenly snapped out of the nightmarish trance I was in and dropped to my knees. Starting slowly and rather hesitantly, I began to suck the phallus on the chair. I thought that maybe if I did everything she said, and bided my time, she would eventually slip up, then I could get out of here. Even though I felt like throwing up, I did all of her commands as she instructed me to suck the cock. First I started sucking the very tip, while rubbing it with my hand, then I slowly ran my mouth along the length of its veiny surface.

I couldn’t help it, my dick slowly began to grow inside of its prison, filling up the chastity tube instantly, and expanding outward, until the ring around my balls was the only thing holding it on. As I started to feel my balls ache from the strain Penny began laughing.

“Looks like we have a bona fide sissy in the makings! You’re already turned on from sucking cock! You will be slurping away on the real thing before you know it!”

I felt my stomach roll over in disgust. What was wrong with me? How could I be turned on, sitting on my knees being forced to service a rubber cock? It must have been the cool air on my exposed balls, or maybe I had some kind of undiscovered voyeurism kink.

“Alright get up, turn around, and sit down” She said, as if it was part of a song.

I slowly stood up, turned around and tentatively spread my legs, and very VERY slowly began to lower myself toward the dildo. As the damp, saliva covered tip touched my anus a chill ran up my back. I really didn’t want this, but I knew any other action would result in my crying in pain. Just to be sure though, I glanced up at Penny. She looked me dead in the eyes and moved her finger toward a button on the remote. I quickly lowered myself down another inch, allowing the thick rubber shaft to slowly penetrate me.

“Keep going, sissy!” Penny yelled like she was watching a football game.

I lowered myself another two inches, the slick saliva covered shaft slowly, very slowly sinking, into me.

“Too slow!” Penny exclaimed, pushing down the button on her remote.

I let out a scream as the volts lit all my synapses on fire, and an uncontrollable spasm took control of me. As planned by Penny, this made me lose my balance, and I collapsed onto the chair. All 8 inches of rubber cock were suddenly and firmly wedged into my virgin hole. It felt as though I had been split in two, and I began sobbing uncontrollably from the pain.

“Well this won’t do, I’ll be back in a few hours when you have cheered up.” Penny pressed another button, and the exoskeleton locked me into place, sitting on the chair, with the large dildo still as deep as it could go into me.

I sat there for what felt like days but was probably only hours. Gradually my crying subsided, and the pain faded to an extreme soreness.

Just as I was completely exhausted and about to drift off to sleep I heard movement outside the hall and would have jolted if I wasn’t frozen in place.

“Oh good, you’re still here” Penny said wryly. “Let’s play a game.” You are going to bounce up and down on that cock, as if it is you absolute favorite thing to do. You WILL laugh, you WILL moan, and you WILL smile and look as happy as a whore. If, at any time, you don’t look happy enough, or you look like you are in pain, even for an instant, I will shock you on the next highest setting. So far I have only used setting 3 out of 20.”

“Yes Mommy.” I said fearfully.

“Good. Most sissies forget the correct response on their first day.” She smiled as if I were a child who had done something right for the first time. “I’m going to set up a video camera, you get to bouncing.”

I waited for the click that signaled my movement was back, and slowly began to rise up on the shaft. The exit of the dildo felt so good, like I was finally pooping after being constipated for days. Once I reached the top of the dildo I began pushing back onto it. All the soreness returned in an instant, and I couldn’t help but bite my lip in pain.

“You don’t look happy enough” Penny said coldly, picking up the remote.

I instantly flew into the biggest smile and started a laugh. While increasing the speed at which I was riding the dildo.

“That laugh is obviously fake” She said as she pressed the button. The shock caused me to lose my balance and fall onto the dildo, taking it all at once, with a considerable amount of pain. I would have cried, but all my tears had already been used up.

She continued to film me, shocking me every minute or so, while giving me various commands.

“Ride faster and harder.”

“Giggle more.”

“Moan louder.”

After several hours of this, I was hysterically giggling, moaning, and slamming my ass up and down onto the dildo as hard as I could. The pain had faded, and now I was feeling a strange faint sense of pleasure from the dildo. Each thrust down onto it made my imprisoned penis twitch in its tiny pink tube, and my swollen penis was pushing outward, forcing my balls to be pushed painfully out and against the chastity device’s ring. I couldn’t help but blush with shame as I realized that my penis would have been rock hard if it had the chance. Even with all my effort to act like a total cock hungry slut, Penny didn’t seem impressed.

“I don’t know why you are being do difficult” She finally said as she locked my movement mid squat. “Maybe you just need to stay like this overnight, and then we can try again in the morning, this time with a much larger dildo.

I was frantic, “No please! I can do better! I’ll do so much better! Please! Don’t leave me here all night! Pleeeaaase!” I was close to crying, begging her to not go without releasing me from the dildo torture. I couldn’t imagine spending the whole night squatting with this monster inside me.

“Hmmmm, I suppose since I’m so merciful I could give you one more chance. I’ll be right back.” She said as she left the room. She returned shortly with a few papers. She used the remote to unlock my arms, and then handed some papers to me.

“I have a nice long list of words that you aren’t allowed to say, words that you have to use, and some key phrases here and there. You are going to memorize these. Depending on what they are, you will either ALWAYS say them, or NEVER say them. I am going to go watch some TV, and give you some time to memorize these. When I get back, you will jump up and down on your new boyfriend more enthusiastically than ever, while explaining to me that you want to be a sissy, and you always have. If you use a single word you shouldn’t, or break any of these rules, you will spend the night right where you are, and this will continue tomorrow.“

My face went white, and my blood went cold. I felt like I was falling. But I HAD to get off of this dildo. She held all the cards, and I just couldn’t spend the night squatting on a fat dildo. I held up the paper, and my heart fell as I read word after word.

1. Sissy does not have a penis, Sissy has a ‘teeny peeny’ or ‘clitty’. Sissy calls real men’s penises ‘pee pees’.

2. Sissy does not Ejaculate or cum, Sissy ‘makes cummies’, If a sissy ever makes cummies, Sissy must shout ‘oopsies!’.

3. Sissy doesn’t have balls, Sissy has ‘itty bits’, Sissy has no anus, only a ‘boi pussy’.

4. Sissy must always talk with a high pitched effeminate baby lisp.

5. Sissy always loves having her teeny peeny or clitty locked into a pretty chastity cage.

6. Sissy will uncontrollably suck or ride any and all ‘real pee pees’, or phallus shaped objects.

7. Sissy always does what she is told, and is overjoyed to do it.

8. A sissy ALWAYS eats her cummies, as well as the cum of real men.

I kept reading with a growing sense of dread. Every line seemed to be worse than the last. I skipped to the last page and looked at the final command: “Your name from now on is: Sissy Tammy”.

I read it over and over, studying every facet of the paper, doing my best to memorize it all, even coming up with phrases I could use that might satisfy Penny. By now my muscles were cramping badly, and my anus was pure torture. All saliva had dried, and now I was sitting motionless with a hard dry phallus halfway up me. I kept reading, doing my best to ignore the intruder, until Penny finally strolled back into the room.

“Alright, sissy, you have one, ONE, chance to do this right, or you are getting shocked and left on that dildo overnight. After that, we are repeating this day with a longer, thicker dildo. And just because I’m so nice-” she walked behind me with a bottle and squirted some liquid onto the toy. “That is some lube, because you must be dry as a bone right now.” She then moved around to the front of me, pulled out a handkerchief, and began cleaning the tears and snot off of my face. I was so intimidated that I hadn’t even realized that my arms had been locked in place again. “As soon as I say so, we are going to do some role play, and you had BETTER be a VERY convincing little sissy, got it?”

“Yes mommy!” I said in a high pitched baby voice that I had been practicing in my head. I didn’t care about what came after this night, or what I had to do, all I knew was that I NEEDED off of this infernal dildo.

“Action!” she said from behind the camera, and suddenly my movement was unlocked. Like a racehorse out of the gate, I began fervently pounding myself up and down onto the phallus as hard as I could. I moaned like it was heaven, giggled like it was the happiest time of my life, and started begging Penny fervently to be her sissy.

“Pwease let me be your Sissy fo’evuh! Mommy”

“A sissy? Why would you want that?”

“A sissy is always so pwetty, and gets to always do what her Mommy wants!”

“You don’t really want this do you? To have your penis locked up and never have an erection again?”

“Oh yes, pwease! I want to always have my teeny peeny locked up! I love having my clitty made so small! Pwease Mommy, let me stay this way forever!”

“Why are you riding the dildo? Please, just get off of it, and let’s talk like adults.”
“I can’t help it! I HAVE to ride this weal man’s peepee! It feels so good, Mommy!” As I said this, I was aware that the super slick dildo was starting to feel…almost pleasant in a strange way. A strand of precum flew off of the end of the chastity cage and landed on my stomach, without stopping my fake enjoyment, or answering of questions, I glanced down and saw that my short chastity tube had leaked precum down my aching balls, and was pooling on the floor.

“Aren’t you ashamed? Don’t you just want to hide away?”

“Oh, no Mommy! I wuv being a wittle sissy! I want the whole world to know it!” My volume had been steadily increasing, and I was now yelling my responses enthusiastically, my pace on the dildo only increasing.

The questions kept coming, and I kept moaning and bouncing up and down, giggling as I answered, and promising that being a sissy slave is all I ever wanted. After a few more minutes of answering the most damning questions, the pleasure inside of me started to build, higher and higher. Suddenly the pleasure I had been faking for hours started to become real, my eyes rolled back in my head as a massive orgasm started to hit.

“What is it about the sissy life tha-“

“Mommy, I-I-I’m making cummies!” I screamed in my best baby voice. Without slowing the pace of my dildo riding. “OOPSIE!” I finally screamed in my high pitched baby voice. I couldn’t help showing how hard the orgasm hit. My whole body shook Although it had felt intense and amazing like nothing I had ever felt, the only ‘cummies’ that were evident was a slow drizzle of white fluid that slowly seeped out of my chastity tube, and a few subtle pulses from my penis, which weren’t noticeable from inside the tiny pink tube. This drizzle was flung onto my stomach and balls while I continued to moan and ride the dildo. Penny looked angry at first with the interruption, but started smiling as she watched me shiver and spasm to an earthshattering sissygasm.

Remembering the rule, I giggled and began scooping up my cum off of my balls and stomach and enthusiastically lapping it off of my hands. The salty, musky taste nearly made me vomit, but I didn’t show that I was disgusted at all, instead I licked at it as if it were a treat, then looked at penny and said

“Sissies love their cummies! I wish I could make more cummies right now! May I Mommy?” I tried to jam myself down onto the dildo even harder, but I don’t think Penny noticed, as I had never stopped riding it as hard as I possibly could.

“That’s enough” said Penny. “That’s plenty of material, now it’s time to clean up before bed.”

I closed my eyes and mentally thanked god that the performance was good enough. When I opened them, I saw that the camera was still rolling.

“Get on all fours” She said coldly. I slowly eased off of the dildo. I gave a sigh of relief as the object that had left me in pain all day was removed with a slurp and a pop. I immediately dropped to the floor, eager to get this over with. She moved behind me and rummaged around in her dreaded box. I didn’t see what she removed, but it soon became clear when she pressed it up against my anus.

“Relax” she commanded, as if she were telling a dog to sit.

I barely had time to do anything before a well lubed and massive butt plug was forced into my poor hole. Once again I felt like I was being ripped in half, and couldn’t help but gasp out in pain as it was so quickly and violently forced in. Penny ignored my outburst, and slowly pushed the new object into me. It felt like something was going to break. The plug seemed to get wider, and wider. As soon as the widest point passed my anus I began to relax. The massive bulb was pulled in by my contracting anus, I shuddered at this new odd sensation. Thankfully the narrow part of the plug felt slightly thinner than the dildo.

“Usually sissies need to save up their cum for weeks before they are ready to sissygasm. You really are destined for this life.” She continued with her small talk. “I’ve never seen a boi pussy that eager to be filled either.  You practically devoured that plug. Good thing it’s only my smallest plug. Don’t worry though, you’ll soon work your way up to the big boys.” All I could do was reply “yes Mommy”. Penny then wiped around my anus with a cloth, to clean up any lube and feces from my poor abused ass before standing up and walking in front of me.

“Time to clean up.” She said, motioning me to the chair. I looked around the room for towels, or cleaning sprays. “With your mouth, Sissy” She said, and I could feel the patience draining out of her.

I crawled over to the chair and saw a large puddle of precum on the floor in front of me. “The paper didn’t say anything about precum!” I thought.

For a moment I considered actually refusing and running, but she already had the remote, with her finger poised over the shock button. I lowered my head to the ground and started slurping, sucking and licking, doing my best to clean any precum and cum that had dribbled onto the floor. Every drop was cold, slimy, and disgusting. When the last drop was gone I felt relieved, but only for a moment.

“Aren’t you going to clean your lover?” Penny asked, gleeful with the surprise she had thrown on me.

For a second I didn’t comprehend what she meant. My lover? What? Who? Then I realized. I looked at the smelly, shit covered dildo, then turned back to Penny.

“Are you serio-“A monumental shock went through me, and I collapsed to the ground. My whole world faded and I blacked out for just a moment.

“That was level 7. You know the proper response” She said with a smile.

“Yes Mommy.” That was all I could say. There was nothing else I could say. I got up on my knees and looked at the 8 inches of veiny rubber covered in sickening shit. Slowly I forced myself to move my mouth toward the tip. Carefully I moved the head of it into my mouth, but couldn’t bring myself to make contact with it.
“Are you trying to test my patience?” came an angry reply from behind. Out of fear I closed my mouth around the head and began sucking. The smell and taste was awful, and the smell of my feces made me cough.

“Act like you enjoy it“

“Yes Mommy!” I said as I hastened and began sucking harder and faster, despite the disgusting taste I somehow managed to smile and close my eyes, acting like I was savoring it the way girls had enjoyed blowjobs in porn I had seen.

“How does it taste, sissy?”

“It tastes so good! I think this is my favorite part of being a sissy” I exclaimed before lowering myself onto the dildo, slurping and smacking as if it were candy. I kept running my tongue up and down the length, sucking on the balls, and gently lapping at every inch of it with my tongue. I was so afraid of what might happen if I stopped that I kept bobbing my head up and down on the phallus, doing my best to deep throat it, long after the awful taste had started to fade.

“That’s good enough, Sissy, now climb into bed”. I didn’t hesitate, I crawled quickly to the edge of the bed, climbed up and into it, and then laid down on my back. I was exhausted. My legs and every muscle in my waist was sore from the thousands of squats I had done, and my penis and balls were starting to hurt from being caged and restricted all day. I heard the click of the exoskeleton locking, and for once, I didn’t mind. I didn’t ever want to leave my bed.

“Time for a sissy din-din! Is Tammy hungry or thirsty?”

That got my attention, I hadn’t eaten all day, and it was now late at night. “Yes Mommy!” I said enthusiastically. Maybe some food and drink would get rid of the lingering taste of my own cum and feces. I should have known that any hope would be futile.

“Here’s your special feeding gag!” she said as she produced what looked somewhat like a ball gag. Instead of a ball though, was a very wide, yet very short penis about half an inch long. Before I could resist or beg for mercy, it was forced into my mouth, a groove in the penis held my teeth, and the width kept my jaw open all the way. This groove ran all the way around my teeth, holding my mouth completely open while also making it almost air tight. As she buckled it securely into my mough she explained, “It has a nice short penis, that way whatever I feed you can coat your whole tongue, and you can really savor the flavor. Speaking of which-” she turned and picked something up I couldn’t see.

“Here’s your feeding bag!” she watched my eyes widen in horror and laughed. The bag she was holding resembled an IV bag, but was much larger, and had several quarts of a thick white liquid sloshing inside it. “Guess who has connections at the sperm bank!” she laughed. “This is just half of the daily amount I receive. I have so much stockpiled, you could literally bathe in it.” She put her hands on her hips, as if she were in a bad sitcom. “Now who’s a hungry sissy?”

“MMPH” I tried to scream, but the gag prevented me from saying anything.

She hung the bag up on a hook over the bed, and snapped the tube into a hole in the front of my gag.

“I hope you’re good and hungry!” She said as the flow started into my mouth. “This dinner has all the nutrients and hormones a growing little sissy needs!”

Keeping up with the flow was difficult at first, the cum trickled down into my mouth at a very fast rate. If I stopped swallowing to breathe through my nose, my mouth would fill to the brim, and I would be forced to chug down big gulps of the salty slimy liquid. I strained against the exoskeleton to reach my mouth and pull the gag out, but I couldn’t budge even an inch. Penny didn’t even notice my struggle as she turned and walked toward the door.

“Goodnight Sissy” she said sweetly as she turned out the light and closed the door. “Tomorrow we start your training.”

I just sat there in the dark, my anus stretched my a massive plug, my sore penis trapped in a tiny pink tube while a ring pulled painfully at my balls, gulping down mouthful after mouthful of cum into the early morning. Tomorrow, yes, tomorrow I would find a way out of this I thought. Eventually I worked out a system where I could breathe and swallow, without having to chug huge mouthfuls of cum. I was so exhausted physically and emotionally that I drifted off and slept, the whole while sucking cold cum through my sissy feeding gag.


Chapter 2

I don’t remember all of what I dreamed, I only remember a few flashes of memories, and images. For a good portion of my dream I was licking and slurping cum off of a little locked penis like mine. I was being impaled by a long cock that went on forever, and never stopped sliding into me. Throughout it all, an image of some kind would flash into my mind, along with my own girly baby voice saying a word associated with it. ‘Clitty’, ‘peepee’, and ‘pwetty’ were some of the words, along with words like ‘urge’, ‘instinct’, ‘comfort’. I don’t remember most of the dream, but I do remember that I felt calm, even though another part of me kept screaming warnings and yelling for me to not listen to the voices.

I awoke to an ache in my groin. I looked down at my uncovered body and saw that My stomach was swollen and bloated from the massive bag of cum I had gulped down in my sleep. Just visible beyond my stomach, my clitty was straining with all it’s might against the cage, and I had leaked a huge amount of precum all over my stomach, legs, and bed. I tested my movement, but I was still locked. My boi pussy had become accustomed to the width of the plug, but The pain of having to relieve myself was excruciating. Looking down at my little clitty again, I thought just for an instant:

“I wish I had a real peepee instead of a clitty”

What?! Had I really been thinking of my body parts using sissy wording this whole time? I most certainly did not have a clitty! I had a real man’s peepee, I mean a real man’s penis! I focused myself, furrowed my brow, and used all my concentration to pierce through a mental haze that had appeared overnight. It took some effort, but I reminded myself that I was a man, I had a penis, not a clitty, and I did not have a pussy.

Why was it so hard to think straight? I needed to get out of here.

I heard some movement in the hall, which brought me out of my introspection. “MMPH!” I shouted defiantly, obviously angry that she still had me prisoner.

“Aww, has some rest spoiled sissy’s good attitude?” She said sweetly as an electrical shock caused me to spasm as much as the locked exoskeleton from would allow. “Does little sissy need to go potty?” she asked with a devious smile.

As if on cue, my stomach rumbled loudly, and a pain of having to poop made me wince.

She walked out of the room, but returned carrying a large training potty. It was big enough to hold large amounts of waste, but it was couldn’t have been more than a foot and a half tall. The entire thing was pink and white, and had little pink hearts all over it. She set it down next to the bed, hooked up some pipes to it. As soon as she was done she pulled out a remote and freed my movement. Without waiting, I quickly moved from the bed and sat on the potty. I strained to release the butt plug, but neither the butt plug nor any of my waste was expelled.

“Isn’t Sissy proud she made it to the potty? She should let me know.”

I knew what she wanted, and I didn’t see the point in dragging this out, so I said as cheerfully as I could “I made it to the potty mommy!”

“That didn’t sound proud at all, say it louder.” Penny said, as she sent a shock through me. I screwed up my courage, and yelled as happily as I could “I made it to the potty, Mommy!” The whole time penny was pushing buttons on the remote, although I couldn’t tell what it was for.

“Now does Sissy need to make stinkies? A sissy should let mommy know what she is doing on the potty.”

In the same cheerful, saccharinely sweet voice I shouted at the top of my lungs “I’m making stinkies in the potty, Mommy!”

“Good girl.” Was all Penny said.

“Please Mommy, I really have to- OH!” I was suddenly cut off by my plug expanding. The plug grew wider and wider, as I uncontrollably emptied my bowels. The pain from the expansion had me doubled over. After a few minutes the flow of my liquid waste had subsided, and although my boi pussy was stretched to its limit, I felt relieved to have expelled all of the cum I had guzzled.

I was now aware of how badly I needed to urinate, but my clitty was so tightly confined, that peeing was hard. Instead of just peeing, I had to force the urine out in little spurts. Due to the shortness of my chastity tube, each spurt dribbled down onto my balls, and then into the potty with a light tinkle.

“What is sissy doing now?” Asked Penny.

I thought back to the paper, I didn’t remember what the word for pee was, but somehow, somewhere in my mind, the correct word surfaced.

“I’m making tinkles in the potty, Mommy.”

“I can’t hear you.”

“My clitty is making tinkles in the potty, Mommy!” I added the clitty part to make Penny happy, hoping that would keep her from shocking me. She smiled and pressed a button on the remote.

“Now let me know that you are done with your potty.”

Keeping with the routine I shouted as happily as I could “All done, Mommy!”

With a push of a few buttons my plug shrunk back to its original closed state. I breathed a sigh of relief.

“Your sissy potty and plug are very special” Penny explained, “Your plug has recorded you shouting each little sissy line. From now on, every time you sit on the potty, you will proudly let the world know you made it to the potty. Shouting that you are making stinkies will open your plug, allowing you to relieve yourself.  You must shout that you are all done to close your plug. If you don’t shout that your clitty is making tinkles, and your potty senses anything being added to it, your plug will open to twice as wide as it just was, and stay that way for 24 hours. This punishment will also occur if you skip any line, stand up before saying all done, or say any of the lines any differently from what was recorded. Sorry to say, Sissy, that the voice recognition is rather poor, so you had better do your best to sound exactly as recorded. Otherwise it’s a day of cozy diapers for you!”

I was shocked, if I had known that I was going to repeat myself every day I wouldn’t have been shouting so loudly, or so gaily. I couldn’t imagine shouting such demeaning sentences every single day, and what if the voice recognition didn’t work? I would be in a world of pain.

“Now get up, Sissy, it’s time for you to get dressed.”

“I stood up, and looked at myself in the mirror across the room. What I saw was a hairless, breast-less girly figure. My little pink clitty and itty-bits were fully visible from beneath my short pink skirt. Even though they were tiny, the outlines of my nipples were also visible through my tiny pink shirt. If it weren’t for my little clitty I would look like a very flat chested young girl. Wait a second. Had I been referring to my penis as a clitty all morning? I steeled my mind and thought has hard as I could: “I DO NOT HAVE A CLITTY, I HAVE A-”

“Switch into these, and be quick about it” Penny said sharply while tossing me a bundle of clothing.

I replied with the standard ‘yes Mommy’ and bent over and grabbed the bundle from the floor, my butt plug giving me no small amount of pain as I did so. I then observed each piece of clothing as it was put it on. The first was a bright pink dress, similar to a little girl’s dress, but the waist started well above my belly button. A lacy, frilly petticoat underneath pushed the hem out, forcing it to billow outwards like an umbrella. The whole thing ended just above my groin, so my clitty, I mean my penis, was on show. Next I rolled a pair of white nylon stockings up my legs. The sensation was indescribable, and I closed my eyes as a shiver went through me, and my clitty throbbed a few times. As it throbbed, I felt my butt plug get sucked in and pushed out just a little. The movement didn’t feel half bad, and actually drew attention away from the soreness my boi-pussy was feeling. I flexed my kegel muscle a few times, and my butt plug was sucked in and out slightly with each flex.

I paused there, just for a second, and let my boi-pussy suck my butt plug in and out. The relief from the soreness I had felt so good.

“Aww, Is Sissy learning to love her little butt plug?” Penny asked in patronizing baby talk.

“Yes Mommy” I replied, my face turning red. For the first time, I wasn’t lying, and I had been caught enjoying using my boi-pussy to suck on a butt plug. I stopped myself again.  “I don’t have a boi-pussy! I have an anus!” I thought to myself. I finished dressing by slipping on the pair of pink 4 inch heels. I suddenly felt soreness return to my anus, so I sucked my plug in and out a few times. Simultaneously I accidentally caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. The sight I saw shocked me.

With equal parts of fascination and disgust I turned around in front of the mirror. In front of me stood the most flagrantly feminine sissy I had ever seen. She had her ass sticking out, and a droplet of precum was dripping from her tiny pink clitty, and onto her swollen balls. I turned all the way around and looked at my boi-pussy in the mirror I could see that the base of my plug was pink, and as I sucked it I could see it move slightly and pulsate. Barely visible, I could see the two metal rods of the exoskeleton running down each of my legs and into my stockings. They were easy to miss, and the rest of the device was hidden by my poofy sleeved satin dress.

“Does sissy love how she looks? Are you almost done admiring yourself?” asked Penny.

Penny seemed to be treating me nicely so far, and I wanted to stay on her good side, at least until I could find a way out of this.

“Oh yes, Mommy! I look so pwetty!”

“Good, now walk with me into the next room.”

Stumbling in the pink heels I slowly made my way into the room across the hall. As I left the pink room I looked up and down the hall, and thought of running.

“I wouldn’t.” Penny threatened. Her voice surprised me and I kept walking to the other room.The room looked like a dungeon, with straps, whips, stocks, and dildos of every size and type. I was lead past a workbench full of drawers to a device that looked like a treadmill. I was sure that I wouldn’t like anything in the drawers.

“step onto the treadmill and stay there.”

“Yes Mommy.” I said and stepped onto it. I stood still while she clipped a leash onto my clitty, and then clipped it onto the front of the treadmill.

“Now then, you are going to start walking. You only have to walk perfectly for a few minutes.”

I began walking, but felt a shock that almost made me fall over. Similarly to the night before I was given commands to follow.

“swish your hips”

“Bend your wrists and walk like a sissy”

“put more bounce into your step.”

Following all of these commands was difficult and I was shocked dozens of times. By now I was quietly crying while walking like a ditsy ultra-feminine sissy. Every time my hips swished to each side, my butt plug made itself noticeable with a dull throb. To minimize my pain I was forced to flex my boi-pussy and suck on my plug with every step I took.

“Keep walking like that” She said as she pressed a button and held it down.

I continued my sissy walk, as instructed. After a few minutes of silence Penny released the button and explained my new torture.

“Now then, this sissy walk of yours has been learned by your control device. In a minute your device will begin fighting you, trying to pull your arms and legs in different directions. You are to fight it with all your strength and maintain your sissy walk. There is a certain tolerance to the error. If one of your arms or legs exceeds that error, you will receive a slight shock, and the base of your plug will expand slightly. If you aren’t careful, your plug will be QUITE large by the end of the day. If you should stop or slow, the lead tied to your clitty will be pulled quite painfully. Leaving the treadmill is a critical failure, and your plug will expand greatly, and stay that way until the exercise is restarted tomorrow. Do you understand, you worthless sissy?”

“Yes, Mommy” I said.

“The training begins…now.”

Suddenly I felt the device strapped around my body begin slowing me down, pushing and pulling on my arms. It felt as though lead weights had been added all over my body, while someone pushed and pulled on all of my limbs. Within seconds I felt a sharp shock to my left arm, and my plug expanded slightly, making me gasp loudly.

“sounds like the system is working, just one last thing before I leave you here.” Penny walked over to the wall in front of me and pulled down a sheet, revealing a long mirror. What I saw disgusted me. There I was, mincing in a perfect girly walk that a Barbie doll would be jealous with. My fluffy skirt bounced up and down with every step, and my clitty jumped up every time my boi-pussy clamped down on the plug.

“Mommy, I-“

“uh-uh-uh!” Penny said with a laugh, “can’t have sissy complaining! Here you go!”

From what seemed like nowhere she produced a large oversized pink pacifier and forced it into my mouth.

“That had better still be there when I get back, or your punishment will be…severe. And you had better suck it like you love it!”

As she walked away I stared back at myself in the mirror. The sissy in front of me looked absolutely ridiculous, with her tiny little clitty and little dress bobbing up and down. The giant heart shaped pacifier pulsed as she sucked it. The ring at the end of the pacifier jumped up and down as I walked, making a clicking sound. With every step I could hear the suckling sound from the large rubber bulb. My long hair which I normally kept back with hair gel had fallen forward, giving me bangs, and only serving to make me look like a bigger sissy.

I must have slowed my pace as I watched the mirror, because my legs suddenly felt a shock and my butt plug expanded twice. The pain made me wince and moan through my pacifier, but I kept mincing forward.

After what felt like hours I was starting to feel exhausted. Every second was a battle, and my boi-pussy felt like it was on fire from how wide my plug had grown. Still, I kept my sissy walk up as best as I could. From the outside observer I just looked like some sissy freak practicing his sissy movements. But to me it was a constant battle. I was exhausted and every muscle felt like it was on fire. I had no idea how long I had been going. The only way to pass the time was to watch the sissy in the mirror.

As much as I hated it, I couldn’t help the view was starting to turn me on, and my clitty had been leaking precum for a while now. I tried to take my mind off of my physical pain by counting times I had sucked my plug, times I had sucked my pacifier, and number of steps I took. After what felt like days, Penny finally returned. My plug’s base had now grown in size to the point where it was a very painful burning aching. Eventually my eyes started to droop, and I fell asleep.

I was awakened by Penny clearing her throat. I suddenly remembered where I was and jumped. I quickly returned to my sissy walk though, as I felt my plug expand.

“Does Sissy love her exercise?”

“Yeth Mommy!” I said around the pacifier.

“I knew you would, what sissy wouldn’t want to mince around and admire herself in a full length mirror?” Penny said. I couldn’t tell if she was serious or sarcastic. “She pushed a button on the remote and unclipped my leash. “You can step down now sissy.”

“Thank you, Mommy.” I said with a big fake smile as I removed the pacifier. My smile faded as the urge to pee hit me. “Please Mommy, I hafta make tinkles!”

“Then you may return to your room and do so, she replied, while holding up her remote. Clearly, she was prepared for any funny business I could pull.

I ran down the hall, I was so preoccupied that I didn’t even notice that I was still walking like a sissy. Once I reached my plastic sissy toilet I quickly sat down and forced the tinkles from my clitty one spurt at a time.

“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAH” I screamed loudly in an octave that I wish had been intentional. My plug had suddenly expanded greater than anything I had yet experienced. I bent over and fell off of my potty, my clitty still spurting tinkles onto the floor. I was now rolling on the floor bawling, I tried to grasp the plug to pull it out, but the frame I was attached to wouldn’t allow my hands anywhere near my boi-pussy.

“Tsk-tsk-tsk, silly Sissy forgot the rules.” Penny walked into the room with a large knowing smile.

“Please make it stop, Mommy!” I had dropped my girly voice and was still on the floor in pain.

“Come over here and lie down on your back” she commanded, looking angry now.

Eager to please her and still sobbing I crawled to her feet and laid down. “Please Mommy, It hurts so bad! I weawwy need it out, Mommy!” The girly voice was back and in full force.

She didn’t say a word, but a click notified me that my movement had locked. Penny walked over to a dresser and pulled out a humungous pink and white diaper, and a pair of pink rubber panties. “Sorry sissy, you didn’t follow the rules, and now you are going to be wearing and using this diaper for the next 24 hours.

If I was crying before, I was wailing now. In between my sobs and incoherent screams I sobbed out the words “you bitch”.

Penny’s face became flush with anger, and her eyebrows contorted with rage, but only for a second. “It looks like our little sissy has forgotten her manners” she said as she slipped the diaper under me. “Perhaps Sissy needs something to remind her of her place.” She pulled the top of the diaper in-between my legs and began taping it closed.

“Please no mommy, I’m a sorry sissy! I can be good! I’ll do what you say!” I said, my crying dying down in the face of a new threat.

When she finished snaking my legs through the rubber panties and securing the waist with a snap, she simply grabbed my ankle and dragged me, still motionless and crying into the next room. Next she unlocked my movement, but only to force me face down onto a table. I couldn’t see where she went but next she wheeled a box in front of the table. It had a pole coming out of it that was positioned in front of my mouth. From under the table she grabbed a dildo and screwed it on. With no small amount of dread I could see exactly where the dildo would be going. With some repositioning, the tip of the dildo was now in my mouth, and I was unable to move away from it.

“Open wide, Sissy Tammy! Here comes the Airplane!” She flicked a switch and suddenly the dildo was being forced in and out of my mouth, though never fully out. “Time to work on that gag reflex!” I was now taking the full length of six inches in and out.

“It’s about bedtime anyway, so I might as well feed you and leave you for the night.” She held up another giant bag of thick cum and clipped the tube into the machine.

“AUGH!” was all I could yell between the dildo thrusts.

“See you in the morning! And by the way, any cum that spills onto the table and floor, will be lapped up by the good natured little sissy I expect to see here in the morning!” She flicked the light switch and left.

I was alone in the dark dungeon. The only sound was the whirr of the machine and the squelching sound as I deep throated the hateful thing. The machine speed and rhythm varied, and every once in a while it would pause, jam itself as deep into me as possible, and orgasm what felt like a cup of cum deep into my throat and mouth. Across the room I could still see the mirror. With the low light I could just make out the sissy on the table. The mirror was directly in front of me, so my dress and petticoat wouldn’t let me see my thick diaper, but I could feel it holding my legs wide apart anyway. What I could see was a short haired girl being forcefully skull-fucked by an automatic dildo. I couldn’t help it, I became extremely aroused as I watched the girl in the mirror take the dildo all the way down to the rubber balls over and over. The throbbing from my boi-pussy kept snapping me back to my current situation. There had to be some way out of this house! I started planning, trying to think of any way I could escape, but keeping a straight thought was impossible, as every minute to 30 seconds, the thrusting penis would shoot a massive load into my mouth. After a while my exhaustion got the better of me, and even though I was helplessly emptying my bowels into a soft pink diaper, and sucking down what felt like quarts of cum from a forceful dildo blow job. As the sissy in the mirror stared me right in the eye, the world faded away. Bit by bit everything went dark and I fell asleep. As I drifted off to sleep my last thought was “did I just think of my ass as a boi-pussy?”


Chapter 3

My night was very restless, I must have woken up a dozen times. The first time I woke up it was because of a rather forceful thrust of the dildo that caused me to cough. This happened a few times. About the eighth time I woke up I found myself sucking hard on the dildo, as if it were a pacifier. As I drifted off again, Right before I fell asleep the dildo spurted directly into my mouth. Almost automatically I slurped it down as if it were pudding, I was too exhausted to prevent the oncoming tide of sleep, but I was a little worried over how quickly and automatically I swallowed that load. The rest of the times I awoke I found myself sucking hard on the dildo as it thrusted.

In-between waking up, I saw the same images, scenes, and heard voices again. This time I could remember even less about the dreams. I remembered that I saw peepees, and clitties. I was sucking and riding all sizes of cocks. And in the dream both my holes were always kept full and stretched.

When I finally woke up for the last time the machine had been switched off and the dildo removed. In my half-awake state I noticed a large pool of spilled cum under my chin. Without even thinking I lapped and sucked it up. I froze in shock. Had I just lapped up cum on my own? I ignored the thought, It was simply too distressing.  I tried to move and was suddenly aware of my thick soggy diaper. It felt like 10 pounds of runny oatmeal had been secreted into my diaper. My stomach rumbled and I couldn’t help it as a cramp sent a torrent of digested cum into my diaper. I moaned as it settled down around my crotch. The sudden warmth felt nice on my clitty. I wiggled my butt to try and tell if my butt plug was still at its maximum size. I couldn’t tell. All I knew was that my boi-pussy was nice and full. “Nice and full?!” how could I have thought that?! What was wrong with me?

“Good morning, Sissy Tammy!”

“Good morning, Mommy!” I said in reply. Today I was going to do my best to stay on her good side. If I could get her to trust me, I may eventually find a way to escape.

“You are shaping up to be a fantastic sissy” she said as she unlocked me and rolled me over onto my back. “I came down early this morning to find that you sucking your dildo like your life depended on it, but poor Sissy was having a hard time sucking on the thrusting dildo, so I stopped the machine. Wasn’t I surprised when I came back hours later and found you still asleep, and still sucking and moaning on a sissy blow job dream?”

“It’s because I love sucking peepees and cummies!” I said as gaily as possible.

She smiled and pulled down my rubber panties. And untapped my diaper. The rush of cool air hit my balls. It felt fantastic. Unfortunately my clitty was in plastic and couldn’t feel anything. She quickly and efficiently cleaned my boi-pussy, itty-bits, and my clitty with some wipes before playfully slapping my butt.

“Does baby still like sucking cummies?” She asked. “Because it looks like sissy made some cummies in her diaper overnight!” She placed the diaper next to my head, and I rolled over to inspect it. There in the middle of a large amount of stinkies was a little bit of white residue. Automatically my head dipped into the filthy diaper and my lips began sucking up my cummies. My clitty and boi-pussy were on full display as I preoccupied myself with my breakfast. On the inside I was screaming to stop, begging myself to lift my head and stop. However, I didn’t stop slurping until the cummies were all gone.

“Mmm, thank you Mommy!” I forced myself to exclaim. She was still holding all the cards, so I might as well go with it. “That was yummy!” I couldn’t believe I had to degrade myself to this level. Here I was, and adult man, thanking someone for letting me slurp my cummies out of my soiled diaper.

“Pussy up, head down.” Ordered Mommy. I complied immediately. While still on my hands and knees I lowered my head to the table surface, and stuck my boi-pussy as far out as possible. Mommy walked around and looked at my plug skeptically. “Your plug has gone down to it’s regular size. Who would have thought you would enjoy sucking cum through a rubber dildo for 24 hours?” She turned toward the mirror and used it to look me in the eye. “Would my little sissy like me to remove it and upgrade you to a larger plug?”

The thought that there were larger plugs made my stomach turn. But I knew the answer Mommy was looking for. How long had I been thinking of her as ‘Mommy’? I made a mental note to stop doing that.

“Please mommy, I would love to have a bigger plug in my boi-pussy. I love feeling nice and full!”

Penny smiled and gripped the base of my plug. Just this slight movement of my plug made my teeny peeny throb. She pulled it out slowly. As the diameter of the plug increased, and my boi-pussy stretched further and further open, It actually started to feel nice. It hurt, but at the same time I both enjoyed it, and hated myself for enjoying it. As the plug left me with an audible pop, cool air hit me, and my hole was finally empty for the first time in days. My boi-pussy felt…odd. The openness and lack of pressure felt strange, and for some reason I hated it. For some reason, some strange urge deep in me hated the new open feel. I tried to clamp down with my anus or perform a kegel so I could feel the sucking feeling that had started to be so comforting to me, but I felt nothing. From somewhere deep inside, I couldn’t stand the feeling. It was pure torture.

“Please Mommy!” I began begging, even though there was no queue to do so. “Put my new big plug into my boi-pussy! Pleeaaaase!”

“Does my sissy not like having an open pussy?”

“No Mommy! Please! I need it in me! I need my little boi-pussy nice and full!” I had started sniffling now. I felt ashamed of myself and disgusted by my actions. If anyone I knew could see me…I couldn’t even imagine what they would say. It was disgusting, and I knew it was wrong, but sucking my plug in and out had become a small pleasure in this hell. No matter how awful the thing I was doing was, I always had a small pleasure.

“Please mommy! Put it in my boi-pussy soon!”

My desperate cries stopped with anticipation as I felt the tip of my new plug touch my boi-pussy. I clenched my teeth as the lubed steel surface spread me open further, and further. The pain grew stronger and stronger, but in a way I couldn’t explain so did the pleasure. As the largest part of the plug entered my boi-pussy, I clenched down hard and the rest of the plug was sucked in all at once with a lout ‘squelch’ sound. At this same moment, although I didn’t orgasm, my little clitty squirted out a thin stream of cummies that joined the little puddle of precum under me on the table. I was going to force myself to turn around and start lapping it up, just to fool Mommy, but before I could finish my thought, I had already turned around and was quickly lapping it up. This was starting to scare me. This urge was becoming uncontrollable.

While I was lapping up my cummies, Mommy walked across the room and picked up a phone. I instantly recognized it as my cellphone. If I could get to it, maybe I could call for help! I forced myself to turn from the puddle of cum and look at my Mommy. Slowly, I moved toward the edge of the table. With a click my movement was locked. She must have seen what I was up to.

“I’ve been researching you on facebook.” she said as she turned and walked toward me. “Your father is a very…traditional man. How do you think he would feel if he saw that his son was a sissy?”

I knew how my father would act, and I knew that she was aware of it as well.

“Your father is also the founder and CEO of a VERY popular whiskey company! With a very manly and butch demographic…How do you think the company would do, if certain videos and images of the founder’s sissy son went viral?”

I knew of course that the company would take a hard hit. Jobs would be lost, my father would lose any respect he had for me. Even if I could somehow convince him I was forced into this situation he wouldn’t understand how his son could have been forced to do these things, and the company would still take a huge hit. I really didn’t like where this was going. Pushed my plug out and sucked it back in a few times. Somehow doing that brought me just a bit of comfort.

“I can also see that the last contact you ever had with your father was a huge fight….tsk tsk tsk,” She scrolled through my phone. “It looks like you said you hoped you never saw him again! Poor little sissy has daddy issues!” She was quiet for a few second as she skimmed through the messages. “It looks like he still thinks of you as his heir, and hopes you will someday come to your senses, as he hopes to someday leave the entire company to you! What a lucky sissy!” She put her hands on her hips like this was all a bad sitcom and looked sideways up at the ceiling. “What do you think would happen to his plans to leave the company to you if he saw a video of you begging to have a butt plug inserted into you?

My eyes were wide, I had suspected that the video of me riding the dildo was going to be used for blackmail, but I hadn’t expected her to know every detail of my life. While still frozen I moved my head left and right to look for the camera that had been recording me.

“Looking for a camera? There isn’t one. But we both know that if I bent you over and pulled that plug out you wouldn’t be able to stand that emptiness. Camera or no, you would be begging to be stuffed nice and full like the little sissy you are, and you know it.”

I hated it, but she was right. What was happening? How were these changes occurring overnight? She hadn’t even indicated that she wanted me to beg, and I had been brought to a sniveling wreck just minutes beforehand without my butt plug. Was I a sissy? No. I had to fight. Something was going on. Somehow, ever since I came here, something had been changing me, making me want to do things, and giving me urges that I couldn’t control or comprehend. I had to fight it somehow.

“I think you know, just as well as I, that it is in your best interest to stay here with me, and do everything I say, or the entire world will get hours of new viewing material.”

“Do you want money, Mommy? I can get you money!” I was hopeful, if she didn’t disclose any of this, I may be able to pay her off, and leave without anyone knowing what I had done.

“No, Sissy Tammy, I don’t care about money. You are my project, my latest in a long line of sissies, but you will be my most fun. Want to know why?” I wasn’t sure I wanted to, but I slowly nodded. “I’ve made a lot of sissies. After a little while I can make them love doing anything! I once had a sissy that would love to do the most depraved things….” Her voice trailed off and she looked off into distance, recounting proud memories. “But I digress. Right now I don’t think I should tell you exactly why you are so special. It may affect your training somehow, and I couldn’t bear to fail such a pretty little sissy. So, here’s the deal.” She started pacing around the table “You will stay here, with me for as long as you would have stayed at college. And as far as your distant father will know, you are simply ignoring him while having the full college experience. That seems to be in both our interests, and the papers you signed that have today’s date on them agree to this. From now on you are going to be a gleeful, happy sissy, or else.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, four years! This couldn’t be real! I needed to escape! I needed to- I-I desperately had to make tinkles.

“Mommy, I have to make tinkles!”

Mommy held up the remote and unlocked me. I quickly walked into the other room, still unknowingly maintaining the sissy walk I had performed all day before. With each swish of my hips my butt plug shifted, and I sucked it in and out. When I reached the small plastic potty. I remembered the lines I had to say.

“I made it to the potty, mommy!” I shouted happily and loudly. From the other room I could hear her say something in approval. “My clitty is making tinkles in the potty!” I shouted loudly and gaily. I was so disgusted with myself. I clitty had shriveled up in shame, allowing me to dribble my tinkles onto my itty-bits and into the potty.

Mommy entered the room and set some toilet paper down next to the plastic potty. Now wipe like a good girl, and we can begin your training for the day. I hope sissy loves sucking and riding a dildo!

“Oh yes Mommy! I love that!” I said. Being saccharinely sweet and babyish was starting to get on my nerves, but at the same time, it was getting easier. I noticed that I hadn’t had to really force the e enthusiasm behind any of my responses like the day before. Once my clitty was done making tinkles I stood, wiped myself, flushed the potty, and gracefully minced back into the next room for another session of perfecting my sissy walk. Now that Mommy knew everything about me, I had to work even harder to make her happy. I couldn’t risk anyone seeing me like this, especially my father.

By the time I stood up Mommy had brought out a 9 inch suction dildo. She nonchalantly dropped it onto the floor. I immediately dropped to all fours and and began sucking the dildo with as much fever as I could. This was disgusting, I thought, but it also felt…right. It made no sense. This was another one of those urges I had noticed I was getting lately. I hated this so much, but I couldn’t really help myself as I ran my tongue around the tip. As I had done before I began alternating between deep throating it, and running my mouth and tongue around the tip and down the shaft. The more I did it, the more right it felt.

No. This wasn’t right, but I had to go along with it. I would give into the urges for now, but I could still stop if I wanted to, right? This was all just a necessary evil. After a few months, maybe she would grow tired of this, and I could go back to my life. Yes, for now, only for now, I would do what all the urges wanted. No matter how disgusting, I would have to do this if I ever wanted my life to continue as usual.

My mind was hard at work, trying to rationalize my behavior and the urges. I was only interrupted when I heard Mommy’s voice.

“Are you still sucking that thing?”
“Yes Mommy, I love sucking this peepee!”

“I can tell, you’ve been going at it like a professional sissy for close to six hours now.” She said, smiling as my expression fell. I could swear I had only been sucking it for a few minutes! I glanced at the window, still sucking on the peepee.

“Want to ride the dildo now?”

“Oh yes Mommy! That would make me so happy!”

My mommy walked behind me and gripped my plug. Again she slowly pulled it out. And again my clitty dribbled just a little precum as it finally popped out. Without hesitating I turned around and lapped up all the cummies as quickly as I could. I needed to clean up, then I could fill my boi-pussy, and get rid of the awful emptiness.

“Let’s try something new” Mommy said as she pulled the peepee off the ground. She walked across the room and stuck it firmly to the leg of a sturdy dresser. Its location was at about the height of my boi-pussy I had crawled close behind her, desperate to stop the empty feeling in my boi-pussy.

“Sissy needs to be able to take a man doggy style, so get to it.”

I didn’t need any time to think about it. I replied with the typical ‘yes Mommy’ and turned so my pussy was even with the peepee and slowly backed onto it. My boi-pussy was loose from the plug, so the peepee didn’t hurt, and my saliva was all the lube I needed. I slowly arched my back and bent my in tandem to move my body back and forth on the peepee. I clenched down on the peepee like I did with my plug and the same comforting hard fullness greeted me. It had only been a minute, but I had been empty for too long. Despite knowing better, a few tears of joy and relief dripped down my cheeks.

“Thank you Mommy!” Was all I could think to say.

My little clitty and itty-bits swung to and fro with each push. With time I found that by gyrating my hips while moving back and forth greatly increased my pleasure. I had started losing myself in the feeling, and despite myself, I had started moaning every time the peepee moved deeper inside me. The feeling was amazing. I closed my eyes, and cleared my mind. I focused on the relationship of the pleasure, the force I was using, and the amount of gyration I gave my boi-pussy.

I don’t know how long I had been riding the peepee, but my arms started to get very tired, so I laid them down, head and chest on the floor, and my butt and boi-pussy up in the air. By arching my back and twerking, I was still able to pound myself back and forth on the peepee. I kept it up moving my boi-pussy. I eventually lost track of the time spent riding the peepee and closed my eyes, only for a second.

“Wake up Sissy! Rise and shine!”

I came to and raised my head. I was still in a position similar to the downward dog yoga position. The peepee was still deep inside of me. I looked between my legs, I had dribbled cummies all over my stomach, itty-bits and floor. I turned and began picking up everything. When I was done I began scooping the cummies off of my itty-bits, clitty, and stomach and licked my hands clean.

“Good sissy. Now undress, it’s time for bed.”

I couldn’t believe it, I had spent the whole day sucking and riding a peepee.

“Are you going to do as you are told?” Mommy asked, holding up her remote.

“Yes mommy, I’m just tired” I said as I stood and stripped all of the dress, nylons, and high heels. I then minced over to the bed and laid down.

“Mommy, please, can I have my butt plug?”

“Of course, Sissy, you’ve been a very good sissy today, and just because you were so good, I’m going to give you a slightly larger butt plug.”

“Oh, thank you Mommy! Thank you so much!” Once again, I wished I was playing along with her wishes, but I was actually thankful.

“Roll over, pussy up!”

“I responded quickly by rolling onto my stomach, and pointed my boi-pussy at her. She walked into the next room to fetch the plug. While I waited, every second felt like agony, finally I felt the amazing feeling of the plug being slowly inserted. The feeling made my mouth drop open into an O shape, my eyes crossed, and I loudly moaned with ecstasy as the plug was put in up to the largest point. As I had done before, I clamped my pussy closed and felt the incredible feeling as the whole thing was sucked up into me.

“Now lay down for sleep.”

“Yes mommy” I said as I laid down. A click signaled the locking of the exoskeleton control device. 

“Here, Sissy, Hold this” Mommy commanded, passing me a short two inch peepee.

I responded with ‘yes mommy’ and took it with my arms, which evidently had not been locked, and automatically put it in my mouth. Mommy then hung up my feeding bag of cum, and put the tube into the peepee. Within moments I was sucking down gulp after gulp of salty cummies as my tongue ran around the head and shaft of the peepee. While I was holding it into my mouth my arms were locked in place with a click.

“Nighty night, Sissy.” Mommy said as she turned off the light and left. I wasn’t sure when I had started thinking of her as Mommy, but at the moment her actual name was hard for me to remember, and I was just too tired to care.

I just lay there, wearing nothing but my chastity device, slurping on the peepee and sucking my plug in and out. After my conversation with Mommy, I didn’t dare to spit the peepee or cummies out. I just focused on sucking it until sleep finally overtook me and the odd dreams returned.


Chapter 4

When I woke up the rubber peepee was deep in my mouth, and I could feel the tip of it touching the back of my throat. My hands were gripping it, pushing it in and out of my mouth. My lips were locked around it, and my cheeks felt hollow and numb. It was clear that I had been sucking hard on it in my sleep. I tried to make my hands stop, I begged them to stop, but my hands, without any control from the exoskeleton, kept pushing the rubber peepee in and out. I closed my eyes and gave up trying to stop them, I had to admit, the sliding phallus felt so good, like it had been made to fit my mouth. I caressed the shaft with my tongue, trying to wrap it all the way around, as it entered and exited my mouth. Eventually I was lost in bliss, the rubber peepee was starting to feel almost as good as the nice big plug in my pussy. I pushed on the plug, and felt my clitty pulsate. This was getting worse all the time, I couldn’t really be enjoying this, could I? 

The door opened and my Mommy came into the room. “Looks like sissy is having a very good morning!” She said, as she saw my large butt plug pulsating in sequence with my peepee sucking.

“In a few minutes, you are going to have a visitor, a very close friend of mine. So you had better be the absolute best behaved little sissy.”

I felt a massive pit form in my tummy. Someone else was going to see me like this? What if it was someone I knew? What if they recognized me or told someone? I thought of trying to resist, but I could see the outline of the dreaded remote in her pocket. Her pants were so tight I could even see the buttons that her hand was hovering above.

“If you say the wrong thing, I will remove your plug, and sissy can just lie there completely empty all day in a set of diapers. Would my sissy like that?”

“No Mommy, I’ll be good, I pwomise!”

Mommy smiled and walked out of the room. As she left my body unlocked, but I kept sucking on the rubber peepee, just as I assumed Mommy would want. My mommy returned with another woman, a tall brunette. The visitor entered the doorway and stopped, stunned at the sight of a skinny sissy enjoying both a butt plug and a dildo. She hesitated, but just for a moment.

“You really didn’t need to put on a show for me.” She said as she walked into the room. 

“Oh, this is no show!, Sissy is enjoying sucking on the dildo, Overnight she drank 3 quarts of cum. I add the daily required nutrients to it. It’s the only thing Sissy has eaten for days now.

“So he’s been sucking that dildo for-“

“All night long, and she shows no sign of stopping.” My mommy put extra emphasis on the ‘she’.

“And the plug and the…”

“The chastity device has been on for days now, and sissy hasn’t even complained about it once. The plug is another story. Sissy can’t bear to have it removed. She needs it like a baby needs a pacifier.”

I wanted to say she was wrong, to point shout that I was a captive, and that I was forced to do this, but I couldn’t. My mommy was right. Mommy was always right. And I had to go along with everything. There was too much blackmail material at stake.             

“Can I talk to her?”

“Of course! I just have to take away her little toy.” Mommy grabbed the peepee and pulled it from my mouth and placed it on the floor out of sight.

The new lady approached the bed and sat down next to me.

“Are you sure you want this? This is all very serious.”

I had no choice. I gave a big smile and giggled as I said “Oh, Yes, I love being Mommy’s sissy! I am so happy here!” It sounds silly, but I hoped that maybe if I said the opposite in a strong enough way, she might get the hint that I was being forced to say these things.

“You’re sure? And your…mommy…has informed you of everything?”

“Yes, my mommy loves me! Mommy only wants to help her little Sissy!”

“Now this is serious. Answer me honestly. Are you happy here?”

I couldn’t help it, I glanced at Mommy fearfully. My mommy’s hand moved toward the remote in her pocket. The lady followed my glance and also looked at her, then back at me.

I giggled and said in my baby voice “I’m so happy here! Mommy has everything a sissy needs!”

I could tell that my glance at Mommy had started to raise suspicions in the visitor. But what was worse was that my mommy could tell as well, but she only smiled.

“Does sissy need to go potty?” she asked?

“Oh yes, Mommy!” I wasn’t lying, I fully digested my cummies and the pressure has been growing worse and worse all morning. I hopped off the bed, and quickly did my girly effeminate walk to the potty and sat down. Now I realized her game. I had to say the words in the right order, volume, and pitch. There was no way that this visitor would understand that I had to say these things.

As gaily and happily as I could I yelled “I made it to the potty, Mommy!”

The visitor turned away and put her hand to her mouth. It was obvious that she had to suppress a laugh.

“I’m making stinkies in the potty, Mommy!” I happily yelled like a proud toddler. I was now red with embarrassment, and I wished I could disappear. I hardly noticed the torrent of goopy digested cum leaving me.

The lady had gotten up and left the room. I could hear her laughing in the hallway, unable to contain the silliness and ridiculousness that she had seen anymore. Any chance I had of convincing her that I was here against my will disappeared.

Once I my digested cummies were all gone, I shouted my ‘all done’ line.  I could hear another burst of laughter from the hall.

“Good Sissy” said my mommy.

I heard the ‘click’ of my movement locking. As my mommy moved to leave the room, she kicked the rubber peepee from under the bed, right in front of my little plastic potty. She then went out into the hall to talk to my visitor.

My vision was locked onto the rubber peepee. I wanted it in my mouth. It had been there just a few moments before, and had felt so nice. Was it that wrong to want it back? I couldn’t take my eyes off it.

After a while both women reentered. The lady suppressed a smile and sat back on the bed. “Now then Sissy, I can now see how sincere this all is to you, and I would be happy to help you on your journey.”

As she finished her sentence my motion clicked back, and I knew what I had to do. Deep down I knew hated every bit of this, but even deeper down I felt a powerful drive. I HAD to do it. I instantly dropped to my knees, picked up the peepee and began slurping on it fervently, shoving it as far back into my throat as I could, over and over. As I sucked on it, I also sucked my plug in and out.

The lady broke out laughing again and left the room, followed by Mommy. As they left I could hear mommy say “Let’s discuss this between ourselves, Sissy isn’t really capable. As they left I felt my movement lock again.

I waited there for quite some time with the rubber peepee jammed into my mouth. Finally my mommy returned.

“I bet you are wondering what that was all about? Well, I’m going to tell you. That was a friend of mine, and a VERY prominent surgeon in the field of sexual reassignment. On your first day here, you signed a lot of documents, far more than I thought you would without reading, and now it’s time to pay the price for that. On that first day you signed yourself into my care, and stated that you were mentally incompetent of taking care of yourself. As your guardian, I signed you up for some elective body modifications.

I was terrified, what was going to happen to me? What new depravities would be done to me?

“No, she’s not going to remove your little sissy clitty. Your tiny pink is just too adorable to lose. Instead, she is going to use a powerful laser to permanently remove all of your body hair. Your hair is already shaved, but this will destroy the ability to grow hair altogether. Next, she will work on your voice, something she is very skilled at. She claims to be able to change anyone’s voice into anyone else’s. We’ll see if you can guess who you are supposed sound like after the procedure, I had a very special request.”

I began to cry with fear and anger now. I was losing myself. How far would this go? Would I ever be the same? I didn’t care what my Mommy did, I was going to tell the surgeon that this was all a lie. I would tell the surgeon everything. To Hell with my father, his company, or my future of riches!

“The best part is that she believes you are ‘mentally challenged’ and have a deathly fear of doctors and needles!” she was laughing now, as if this was all a hilarious prank. “She believes that since you are so afraid, that she gave me these two pills! All you have to do is take them, fall asleep, and she will transport you to the surgery, perform everything, and then move you back here! All without waking you up!” Inbetween fits of laugher she kept explaining “She said she wanted to talk to you first, to make sure you were serious about wanting all of this. The poor dear was so worried about the ethics behind working on my Sissy! And now she’s outside in a van waiting for you!” She kept laughing, but gradually brought herself back into control and sighed.

I was absolutely terrified. Still frozen with a dildo in my mouth and my butt in the air I began quickly sucking my plug in and out, but that did nothing to comfort me. Mommy walked in front of me and poured a little bit of cummies onto the floor a foot in front of me. Then she held out a hand with two white pills in it. She crouched down, and right in front of my eyes, she pressed her hands together and started grind the pills together until they had become a fine powder.

“Is sissy ready for a snack?” She said as she sprinkled the powder onto the small puddle of cummies. She pulled the peepee out of my mouth and tossed it across the room where I couldn’t see it.

I told myself “No, You are not going to lick up the cummies, you are going to refuse, DO NOT LICK IT UP”.

With a click my movement unlocked. I felt the urge to rush over and lap it up quickly. I began moving toward the puddle, slowly. Every muscle was a battle, my arms and legs shook as they moved. I was fighting harder than I had ever fought before, but I was slowly losing. My head was shaking as it slowly lowered toward the white milky puddle.

“NOOO!” I internally screamed as my tongue slowly extended into the delicious white cummies.

Delicious? Did I just call the slimy salty cummies delicious?

The momentary lapse was all it took. I had suddenly lost my concentration and before I knew it I was lapping and sucking the puddle up. Mommy was smiling delightedly. The quiet room was full of only my slurps, sucking sounds, and sobs. Tears were streaming down my face as I kept sucking and licking the area, long after all the cummies were gone.

“How could I let this happen?” was my thought as I finally collapsed. The world started to fade away. The last thing I did was suck my plug several times. But it’s comforting effect was no match for the feeling of dread sweeping over me.

I awoke in my pink room to a stirring in my legs. I used all my strength to lift my head. My Mommy was wiping me down and preparing to lay a new pair of soft pink diapers onto me. She looked up and saw that I was conscious

“shhh, Sissy needs to rest and drink her yummy cummies while she recovers.” My head flopped down onto the pillow, I hadn’t even noticed the peepee in my mouth, or the yummy cummies flowing into my stomach. I sucked on the peepee and drifted off to sleep again.

When I woke up again, my head wasn’t so fuzzy, and I was able to look around. My movement was still locked, and my mouth was closed around a large rubber peepee. Something was different. The peepee was fitting so well in my mouth, and slid in and out effortlessly every time I sucked it, as if it were covered with lube. Something had changed.

I looked to my right and saw a small pile of bags that used to hold cummies. I looked down and was shocked, something was VERY different. My clitty was no longer locked in plastic! But my relief was short lived, as I instantly realized my teeny peeny had been made extremely small. It was now barely a nub, barely an inch of shaft and the head poking out of my body was all that was left. Even that had been shrunken down to the width of my thumb. Tears streamed down my face as I sucked my peepee and plug. The surgeries might be reversible, they had to be. I wasn’t sure what else had been done, but I needed to know.

My mommy had been sitting next to me watching me, but I hadn’t even noticed her until she spoke. “I told you that your clitty wouldn’t be removed, but It has been vastly improved. Now it won’t pull so painfully on your itty-bits. I’ll secure your little clitty and pull the dildo out so you can thank me.”

She rose and moved to my crotch first. She quickly and expertly pulled a small plastic ring over my itty-bits and clitty. She then put an even smaller pink tube over my clitty. This tube was so short and round that it was practically just half a circle. She inserted a key into the side of the device, locked it, and then moved over to my head. She gripped the peepee and firmly pulled it from my mouth with a slurping sound.

“Isn’t Sissy grateful?”

“Yeth Mo-“I froze, my voice was totally alien to me. It sounded familiar, but different from any voice I had ever heard. The pitch was so high, and the voice was feminine and airy, like I was whispering and talking at the same time.

“Give me a nice long thank you, so we can hear your new sissy voice.” She held up her remote.

“Oh Mommy! Thankth tho much! I love my new thithy voith tho much!” The tip of my tongue felt large and expanded, and it now naturally rested on top of my bottom teeth. Bringing it back and pronouncing ‘S’ sounds was impossible. I felt around my mouth as my mommy explained.

“I should really give her a fruit basket or something! She did an amazing job! As you can tell, I decided to give increase the pitch to give you a higher girly voice. Your tongue has been given just a little Botox in the tip. Just enough to make sure you lisp like the little sissy you dream of becoming.”

By now I was feeling around my mouth and had discovered something horrifying. Mommy must have read it on my face, because she began to smile and laugh.

“While you were under a whole host of specialists learned  that there was a mentally disabled boy in the hospital, whose one true dream was to be the world’s biggest sissy. Once they found out that you had developed a crippling fear of hospitals, they decided to take advantage of your visit. Lucky little sissy had a whole team of specialists working on her! I can tell that you have noticed my favorite feature about you. Your teeth have all been removed and replaced with very soft rubbery implants that look just like teeth.”

I had been feeling my teeth while she talked. I was horrified with how they felt. No matter how hard I clenched my teeth, my teeth just kept squishing down. I desperately searched my mouth for something left, but everything in my mouth was soft and fleshy.

“Now sissy can make ‘real men’s peepees’ feel so good without having to worry about her teeth getting in the way! By the way, does Sissy know which voice hers is based on?”

“No, Mommy, Pleathe Tell me.” I squeaked. I genuinely wanted to know.

“I’ve been reading through every single message, text and email you have ever sent, and Most of the women you have expressed attraction toward were supermodels, actresses, and other attractive powerful women. But nine years ago, just as you were starting to experience puberty, you sent a message to a close friend about how cute you thought the voice of a certain ghost girl from a certain wizarding school was. You said her voice was super cute. Now that’s your voice…basically. It’s a higher pitched than hers, and you have a lisp, but I have to say, you have excellent taste, you sound like the sweetest, cutest little sissy.

As she talked I started crying. My girly little sniffs and sobs only served to make me more upset. I had Myrtle’s voice, There was no way anyone could ever take me seriously now.

“If sissy stops crying, I can show her what her new face looks like”

As upset as I was, I was curious as to what else had been done to me. I needed to know. I did my best to stifle my cries and smile.

“Here you go!” Mommy held up a mirror. I didn’t even recognize myself. My cheekbones had been made more pronounced, my cheeks were rounder, and my chin had been restructured. Subtle laughter and smile dimples had been built strategically into my face. If I had seen this face on anyone else I would have described it as ‘adorable’. My face looked like I could be a young girl’s. My mouth had also changed. Unless I was smiling, it rested in a puffy kissing shape. My lips themselves were full, plump, and bright pink.

“Your new face is simply adorable! Maybe the best I’ve ever had on a sissy. And your mouth now sits in the perfect sucking position. Your entire mouth, from your tongue and teeth to your lips and mouth hole, have been designed for the express purpose of giving the best sissy blow jobs you can imagine! And if you look carefully you can see that your eyes are much wider, giving you such big beautiful Bambi eyes.” She brought her hand up to my hair and started teasing it. “Your new pixie haircut looks so pretty as well, it will do until you can grow it out more.”

I had started sobbing, and by the time she finished I was bawling uncontrollably. I just sat there crying and staring at my new face. I looked like a strange cross between a Barbie doll and Shirley Temple! After a few minutes of examination, Mommy stood up and placed the mirror next to me where I could see myself.

“Clearly sissy needs time to get used to herself. I’ll be back tomorrow. You have had more than enough cummies today, but because I am so nice-“

She walked over and placed the tip of the oversized pink pacifier against my lips. Instinctually I took it into my mouth and began sucking it as hard as I could, tears streaming down my face.

“See you in the morning” She said as she left the room. This time she had left the lights on, and I was left with nothing but the sounds of sucking, and my own girly whimpering. The adorable little sissy in the mirror stared into my eyes, her big pretty eyes stared into mine. Eventually my crying ceased.  My eyes were dry and painful so I closed them, even with my eyes closed, I could still see the cute little sissy in the mirror, slurping on her pacifier, watching me.

As I drifted off to sleep, my clitty expanded, perfectly filling my adorable little pink clitty cage, but I barely even noticed, I was busy sucking my pacifier and my plug, both of which were currently the nicest things about my predicament.


Chapter 5

The next day I woke up, still sucking my pink pacifier. Naked in bed. I laid there thinking. How could I ever hope to escape? Because I needed to always be plugged, I needed my special potty that would let me poop without taking it out. If I escaped, I would have to somehow take it with me. I’d also have to find a way to steal a few bags of cummies in case I got hungry and a peepee to drink it with. I caught myself, why in the hell would I need cummies?! I furled my brow and thought hard, trying to pierce through the fog in my head and remind myself of what I should and shouldn’t do. Honestly, the whole prospect of escape kept looking like a more and more delusional pipe dream.

As I sucked on my pacifier and plug in rhythm. Mommy entered the room. At the same time my movement was unlocked with a click of her remote. For the first time in what felt like months I sat up and stood, faltering at first. As I stood there I looked at myself in the big mirror across the room. My long stay in bed had allowed my arms and legs to atrophy, and they were skinnier and weaker than most runway supermodels. At the same time the hormones in my cummies had made my hips wide, my butt big, and my nipples had grown large and pink. The pink baggie holding my ittie-bits looked much, much smaller as well. Either it was because I hadn’t made cummies since my first day here, or the hormones were doing something to my itty-bits.

As if in a trance, I reached up and touched my growing titties. They were so sensitive, and slightly sore. My areolas were slightly larger than quarters, and I could feel the breast underneath. Each one was about the size of half a small orange.  The sissy in the mirror had the physique of a slender, beautiful girl with tiny breasts.

I reached behind me and touched my butt cheeks. They were so round. Almost full circles of plump flesh.

Suddenly I heard a faint splat sound, I looked down and saw that my clitty had dribbled precum down my itty-bits and onto the floor. I hadn’t even felt the pulsating of my clitty that usually indicated that I was aroused. My pretty clitty cage wasn’t pushed outward by my clitty, but still sat tight against my body. Looking back at the mirror I realized that If I turned to the side, my teeny peeny couldn’t be seen, and as far as I could tell, I looked like an adorably cute little teenage girl. I brought my hands toward my clitty, but the internal device still kept me from putting my hands anywhere near it.

“Is Sissy all done preening?” My mommy asked, bringing me out of my trance.

“Yeth Mommy” I lisped sadly with my cute new voice.

I looked down and saw the droplets of precum on the floor. I dropped to my knees and began lapping. At this point I had given up resisting the urges. Every time I went to sleep they just seemed to get stronger and stronger.

“when you’re done lapping up your treat, put on the clothes on the bed, we are going out today.

At first I panicked, but then I thought, maybe if someone out there saw me like this they would recognize that I needed help! This could be my way out!

“Yeth Mommy” I said as I stood and approached the bed. On the bed was a ballet outfit, with a pink tutu and a little silver tiara. I couldn’t help but think that it was very pretty.

As I snaked the tights up and put on the leotard my mommy explained, “Today is Halloween. Yes that’s right, you have been here since the beginning of you school semester. For a lot of those days you were asleep. You have, of course, noticed your new urges. Some day in the future I will tell you how I give you these urges, but that’s beside the point. What is important is that we are going to go have some fun tonight!”

As I put on the tutu I looked in the mirror and noticed that the tights and leotard squished my itty-bits and clitty up and had padding built into them to make me look like a real girl. Walk out to the car, and don’t try any funny business.

I minced out to her car, and she opened the back door. Inside was a large pink car seat. I knew what she wanted, so I sat down. As I sat my plug was forced further into me, the unexpected pleasure caused me to moan.

Mommy didn’t take any notice of it and pulled a series of straps around me. She pulled my crotch strap tight against my clitty, causing me to moan again. She pulled a pink satin bag over my head and soon we were driving down the road.

We drove for a few hours, but it was early afternoon when she finally parked. She removed my satin bag and instructed me to follow. This was my best chance to run, but I knew that if I got too far away from her remote, my clitty cage would cut off what was left of my manhood. I followed her up to a seedy looking building. Already there was a crowd of people in various costumes all over, spilling out into the street from the entryway. We weaved our way through the crowd, and I followed her inside. My butt was pinched and groped many times as I entered.

Looking around I could see that we were in a bar. She led me through the building and into the men’s room. Through the roar and noise of the crowd, I don’t think anyone even noticed us enter. She led me to the corner stall, and pushed me inside, before following and locking the stall door.

“This is where you will be until late tonight. She pulled some scissors and the remote from her purse. With a click I was frozen. She then pulled off my tutu and cut around my clitty and pussy until both my plug and clitty cage were on full display.

“Mommy Pweath, I don’t want to-“ A shock coursed through me, making me wince.

“Yesterday I put a baby monitor in the ceiling above one of the other stalls. I’ll be listening from the car. I had better not hear anything other than moans of pleasure. If you try to tattle, I’ll just drive away, and your little clitty will be cut off by your clitty cage. Do you understand?”
“Yeth Mommy.” I lisped. At least all I had to do was stay in a stall, that didn’t sound so bad.

Mommy smiled, patted me on the head like I was a child, and walked past me. I locked the bathroom stall behind her and sighed. At least I had left the house.

Then I turned and saw it, a hole in the wall of the bathroom stall. I suddenly knew what my mommy wanted me to do. I slumped to a sitting position in the corner of the stall. I couldn’t take my eyes off of it. Something about it was mesmerizing. I was like a child watching a jack in the box.

Not long after I had noticed the glory hole, I heard the door slam and a man walked into the stall next to mine. I heard his zipper and some cloth folding echo through the bathroom, and then I heard him pee. His peepee didn’t make tinkles like my clitty. His peepee make a very loud sound as a large stream of urine flowed directly into the bowl. After a while his flow stopped and I heard him turn. There was a silence, and I could feel him thinking. Suddenly I saw a long thick peepee come through the hole. It must have been about 7 inches long.

I screamed to myself not to do it, but I was already on my knees. My tongue extended, and I began tracing circles around the head of his peepee. Then I ran my mouth up and down over his shaft. To lube it, before placing the tip right at my kissy shaped lips. I sucked as I lowered my head down onto the shaft. In no time I was moaning like an absolute sissy, and taking him as far down my throat as I could. I could hear him breathing heavier and heavier as he began humping my mouth through the wall. Suddenly he jammed his peepee far down my throat and began sending long ropey spurts of cummies into my mouth. I sucked them down and kept sucking as his peepee started to grow soft. I kept slurping until he pulled his peepee out of my mouth and back through the hole. I heard a zip and the stall door close. And like that, I had just sucked my first real man’s peepee.

I sat there, my mouth agape in horror. I had just sucked cummies from a real peepee! How could I have let myself do that! How could I let myself even be in this situation. I hated what I had become, and yet I had loved the feel of the nice warm fleshy peepee in my mouth. A few tears rolled down my cheeks. I knew that I wouldn’t be able to help myself. Any peepee being put through the hole I would end up sucking as fervently as the last one. I sniffed as the bathroom door opened again.

Within a few hours word must have spread about the amazing blowjobs in the bathroom. It wasn’t even evening yet, and already the bar had a line to use my mouth. One by one, I sucked the cummies from each peepee, some I recognized as repeat customers. My girly moans got louder and louder as any shred of dignity I hoped to have at the end of this disappeared.

As much as I hated it, I couldn’t help the invasive thoughts that my urges sent into my head.

“These fresh cummies taste so good, it’s a shame mommy can’t feed me these.”

“It’s so much more fun when the peepees are warm and throbbing.”

“Why can’t any of these peepees give me the gobs and gobs of cummies I need? I’m hungry!”

As I sucked and ran my tongue over the latest peepee I came to a horrifying conclusion. I loved this. I hated that I loved it, and my level of disgust remained the same, but I loved it. Before it had been a need, a simple urge I couldn’t control. But now, as I sat on my sore knees, dribbling precum from my clitty, sucking cummies from a nice big throbbing peepee, I knew. I finally knew that I loved this. And as I came to this realization, my sissy moans grew louder, and I began sucking and sliding up and down on the peepee even faster. Another set tear rolled down my cheek. I was so confused. I had no idea how to handle this mix of conflicting emotions.

After hours of this, I had lost count of the number of men I had sucked. The last number I had was 50-something. The bar became busier and busier, Halloween was obviously this bar’s busiest time of year, and I had a long stream of customers eager for me to suck their cummies down. Short, long, thick, or thin, circumcised or not I kept sucking like I knew I had been programmed to.

At some point a kind man pushed a plate with a hamburger and fries under the stall.
“You’ve been in there for hours, I thought you might like some real food.”

I could smell the fries and burger. I suddenly felt new urges I hadn’t even known I had. The greasy grilled meat, the oily fries, the smell of the sour, bitter, and acidic beer. It all made my stomach turn. I used to love hamburgers, but as I grabbed the plate and slid it towards myself It may as well have been a large plate of manure, and a bottle of urine. The smell alone was making me sick, and the thought of eating it was made me cough slightly.

Doing my best to sound like a woman, and not a little girl I said“I’m tho thorry, But I can only eat cummies”. As I slid the plate back under the stall, I couldn’t imagine what he must have thought. Tears started flowing from me again. Was I doomed to eat nothing but cummies from now on? I did my best to console myself by sucking by plug in and out and went back to my glory hole duty.

Eventually, after many more men, the frequency of my clients decreased. My jaw was aching. My knees felt…damp. I looked down and saw that I had leaked a massive puddle of precum all over the floor. I got down on my hands, and lowered my head. As I started slurping it up the bathroom door opened, and I heard my mommy’s voice. “Is sissy ready to go?”

“Almotht, mommy, I’m just eating a thnack!” I said. I saw Mommy’s head look down under the stall. She smiled proudly as she saw me licking my slimy precum off of the cement bathroom floor. As soon as I finished I unlocked my stall and my mommy entered.

“Here you go.” Mommy said as she handed me a cloth item. I saw that it was a little skirt, just long enough to hide my clitty. I quickly put it on.

“Let’s go Sissy.” She said as she wiped my tears with one hand and placed another on my back to push me in front of her.   I walked out of the stall and through the empty bar. Only a few passed out drunks remained, and the chairs had all been placed onto the tables.

We left the bar and walked around to the alley where Mommy had parked. I climbed into the carseat, and she buckled me in tightly. Even though I had just left the bar, my mouth felt empty, and I was starting to feel the same panic that I had felt when by pussy was missing its plug. I fought through it. I was NOT going to ask my mommy for a peepee or a pacifier. Instead I focused on sucking my butt plug. Mommy didn’t notice and placed the satin hood over my head.

I heard her walk around to the driver’s side, open the door, close it, and start the car. Soon we were off. But Mommy wanted to talk with me about my new experience.

“Did you enjoy sucking on real peepees, Sissy?

“Oh yeth, Mommy. I loved it thooo much!”

“Now Sissy, I know that up till now every response you have given me as been either a lie, or at least, you have thought it was a lie. Truthfully, honestly, how did sucking all those cocks make you feel?”

“I….I…I wuvved it, Mommy.” I said, a tear rolled down my cheek, but was hidden by the pink satin hood. I sniffed as I tried to stop crying. I had admitted it. I felt like a massive weight had been lifted off of me. I had admitted it. She had won. I had just spent Halloween night in a leotard, sucking hundreds of peepees, and while I hated it, I had enjoyed it. Her sissy training had won out and she knew it. My sniffling turned into full-on crying.

“Why is my little sissy crying?”

“Because-“ I sobbed quietly, “ I hate that I wuvved it, Mommy.”

“aww, don’t cry, Sissy. All sissies feel like this. Eventually, over time, the part of you that loves it will overcome all other parts. And you will be the cutest, happiest little sissy.”

The car ride went quiet as I pulled myself under control and stifled my sobs. After a few minutes I felt the car stop at a red light.

“Mommy?”

“Yes sissy?”

I needed something comforting to suck on, something that could stop the awful empty feeling in my mouth. I needed something to take my mind off of this, even if I had to beg her for it.

“May I please have a rubber peepee or a pacifier?”

“Of course sissy”

I felt something stir under my satin hood and I felt the familiar bulb of my pacifier touch my lips. I eagerly accepted it and began nursing it. In no time I had fallen asleep. I only woke up when I heard the engine turn off.

As we entered the house my mommy led me into the dungeon room.

“Since Sissy was so good today, I have a very special treat for her. For the first time since your first session, I’m going to allow you to have a sissygasm. Now strip and lay down on the table.”

It had been so long since I had actually had a sissygasm and made cummies. I had all but forgotten how it felt to sissygasm. I eagerly followed her lead and stripped out of my leotard, leggings, and ballet shoes. I noticed that the knees were still damp with precum. I managed to ignore the slight urge to suck on them and laid down on the wooden table.

“On your back and spread your legs.” Mommy commanded. I obeyed immediately. 

Mommy walked around looking at me as if she were a construction worker surveying a site for a building, then slid a pillow under me to raise my pussy up off of the table. Some metal stirrups folded out from the base of the table and held my legs up. I looked like I was about to deliver a baby now.

The click notified me that my movement was again locked. Mommy walked to the other side of the room and wheeled over a familiar object. It was the device that had thrusted a peepee down my mouth. That memory felt like it was years ago.

The device was positioned at the foot of the table, and the lifted up a long thin peepee.

“Mommy, ithn’t that peepee too thmall?”

“Oh, I have a surprise for you. The doctors saw how big and worn out your boi-pussy was, and decided to make it nice and tight again. The plug you’ve been enjoying sucking all day is actually my smallest plug. She reached between my legs and pulled my plug out slowly. It felt monstrous, but left me with a dainty little slurp, and when she held it up, it was tiny. She smiled and did a jazz hands motion, as if she were a magician who had pulled of an amazing trick.

“Surprise! Now you get to experience the pleasure of stretching your pussy out all over again!”

“Thank you, Mommy!” I would agree with anything she wanted, so long as I got to ride the peepee and make lots of cummies in a sissygasm.

She attached the dildo and pushed the machine forward until the peepee was halfway inserted into my pussy. She flicked the machine on and adjusted the speed. The peepee slammed in and out of me. Mommy picked up a spray bottle and sprayed some lube onto the peepee.

“Th-ank-you-Mo-mmy!” I moaned. My head had rolled back and mouth opened and closed. The feeling of my pussy being stretched as it slammed in and out was incredible. With every thrust I moaned and screamed loudly. I heard a click as my movement unlocked. I moved my arms and gripped the edge of the table. I started grinding down onto the dildo as hard as I could. Pushing down on it as it penetrated me. My breathing was erratic and my moans of pleasure became louder.

Mommy pulled up a chair, sat down next to the machine, and turned the knob to increase the speed of the device. Every little while she would speed it up.

If it had been possible to talk I would have genuinely thanked her. I was now drenched with sweat and my moans and turned to girly squeaks and screams. From deep within I felt myself clamp down on the peepee. I beared down hard, and used all the strength I had in my skinny little arms to slam myself against it as hard as I could over and over.

I could feel the climax continuously building. Harder and Harder. I felt it building. My mind was completely full of one single fact. I NEEDED this sissygasm. The machine was going at full tilt now and so was I. I was on the very edge. I was so SO close.

“Mommy, I’m about to-OOPTHIETH!”

I screamed the last word with pure ecstasy as my tiny clitty began dribbling a few drops of cummies. The droplets dribbled down my clitty and pooled around my stomach. I arched my back and tried to hump the air with each spurt, as if I were actually orgasming like a man. My eyes rolled back in my head, my legs and arms shook with spasms, and with a final moan I blacked out.

I’m not sure when I came to, or how long I was out, but Mommy was still sitting on the chair, and the machine was now set on the slowest setting. I used my elbows to sit up. The machine was slowly pumping in and out of me soothingly. I stretched my arms and ran my hands through my hair, letting out a giggle. My Cummies were dripped all over my tummy and table. Without thinking I began scooping the cummies off my tummy and licking my hands. I laid back down. I had never had any experience so intense or as incredible. I was still trying to catch my breath, and spasms still occasionally rocked my body.

“Thankth Mommy. Thank you tho much.” I barely managed to say through my breaths

“Sissy has had a long night, time to get ready for bed.”

“Yeth Mommy” I said breathlessly as I slid off of the peepee.

I got onto my hands and knees on the table.

“Pleathe Mommy, Pleath put a nithe big plug in my boi-puthy.” I lisped as sweetly as I could.

Mommy picked up a plug slightly larger than the one I had in before and slowly pushed it into me. As I sucked it in, another dribble of cummies fell from my clitty and onto the table.

“Thank you Mommy.” I said as I turned and began lapping up the cummies on the table. I could tell Mommy was tired, and I didn’t want to keep her waiting, so I hurried.

“Don’t forget to clean your lover” said Mommy.

I laid down so my mouth was on the same level as the peepee. It was still moving slowly. I opened my mouth and pushed myself toward it. I nearly gagged. I still had not gotten used to this. Even so, the smell and taste of my digested cummies wasn’t as gross to me as it was the first time I had sucked it off of a peepee.

 Once I had finished cleaning up I followed Mommy to my bed in my pink room. Mommy had already hung a bag of cummies and a nice thick peepee by my bed.

“The hormones make sissygasms so much harder, but they’re so much better, don’t you agree, Sissy?”

“Oh yeth, Mommy.” I said as I yawned.

“You should go to bed now. Sissy needs her sleep.”

I didn’t need any commands, I laid down and picked up the peepee. It was early morning now, and I was exhausted. As I sucked the yummy cummies down I drifted off to sleep. As I closed my eyes I thought: “These cummies were good, but fresh cummies were much better.”


Chapter 6

Days passed. I had no idea how many. For all I knew it was months, maybe even years. Every day I would happily shout my potty lines, and relieve myself. I had gotten so good at gleefully shouting them that I almost never had to wear diapers anymore. Mommy would then have me practice sucking and riding peepees, or if I was lucky I got to suck my pacifier and plug as I practiced my sissy walk in front of a mirror.

I loved seeing the pretty sissy walk on the treadmill. My physique had grown into the perfect feminine form, and my hair had grown longer and cut into a bob that swayed left and right as I walked. My tiny little clitty and long smooth legs were always a treat to watch, and I was always entranced by how my breasts bobbed up and down. By now they had grown to the size of cantaloupes. I had spent so many hours on the treadmill that I couldn’t have walked like a man if I tried. In addition to my sissy walk, I also practiced crawling. It made me so happy, seeing my butt swing to and fro. Every step made my pussy rub against my plugs, which only felt more amazing with each passing day. The plugs themselves had increased in size, and the narrow point of them was a wonderful three inches wide.
I loved having something in my mouth to suck, and I loved having something in my pussy even more. It had gotten easier and easier to sissygasm, but opportunities to do so were far and few between. The only way I could do it now was grinding against the machine, while the longest, biggest, roughest peepee slid in and out as fast as possible. Within minutes I would be spurting my cummies. For some reason my cummies were thin and watery, and didn’t taste as good as thick white cummies. I wasn’t sure, but it may have had something to do with how small my itty-bitties had gotten. My little baggie holding them had shrunken to the size of a golf ball, and I couldn’t have been more pleased. My clitty and itty bitties were so tiny and cute now. I hoped that they would continue to shrink, maybe someday Mommy would let me have an operation to make them as tiny as possible.

Recently my bed had started to feel much too small, so my mommy was nice enough to get me a little doggy bed to curl up in. Eventually she set it by her bed, and every night I would sleep curled by her bed, sucking my cummies through a nice rubber peepee. Because I was now sharing a room with her, I was often present as she dressed and undressed. She was beautiful, but my clitty never grew near her. Everyone knew good little sissies should never be aroused by their mommies. Sissies only did what they were told, and my mommy had never told me to be aroused near her. Honestly, even though I recognized her as the most beautiful thing I had ever known, the thought of being aroused around her had never even occurred to me. Sometimes while I was curled up on the couch next Mommy, a very pretty lady would be on TV, and my clitty would start throbbing in its little pink tube, so I knew I wasn’t gay, my mommy was just…Mommy, nothing more.

All resentment I had for my mommy had disappeared. I couldn’t even remember any reason for being angry at her. My mommy was so nice for helping me become such a pretty sissy. I didn’t feel worthy of her, and unless instructed otherwise, I crawled in her presence, following her around the house with my boi-pussy swinging left and right. My mommy was also very proud of what a pretty sissy I had become, and made sure I was usually naked, or had a tiny little pink skirt and bra on.

Occasionally Mommy would allow me to put on a full set of clothes and go to a bar, where she would flirt and drink. I never partook. Normal food and drink had nothing to offer me. I always went straight to the men’s room and waited eagerly for a peepee to give me some delicious fresh hot yummy cummies. Sometimes Mommy would bring someone back, and I would help her by sucking the man’s peepee until he was nice and hard. Then I would curl up and fall asleep on my doggie bed, listening to my Mommy enjoying her man while sucking my nightly cummies. I was very proud on those nights, proud that I had helped Mommy.

My life was perfect, and there was nothing I would have done to change it. As far as I could tell, there was nothing that I could ever happen to change it. That is, until one fateful day.

I was curled up on a pillow in the living room when my mommy entered.

“Guess which little sissy has visitors!”

I pulled myself up onto my hands and knees as two young women entered the room.

“Oh…My…God.” The tallest one exclaimed. Holding up her phone and taking a picture.

I suddenly remembered who they were. Memories of the time before I started living with Mommy had been hard to think about, but I couldn’t forget these two. The tall one was my older sister Rebecca. The shorter one was my younger twin sister Alice.

I was speechless. Their presence was starting to open up a flood of memories I wanted to stay forgotten. I wanted to stay a pretty sissy with no cares. I didn’t want to think about when I wasn’t a pretty sissy! This wasn’t fair!

“We have been watching the live cams, but the videos from the first few days were the best!” Alice said to Mommy, still laughing.

My sisters had seen the videos? How? When? Who else had seen them? There were live cameras?

“Aww look at him he’s so confused!” Alice stepped forward and lifted my chin up to look her in the eye. ”Who’s a little sissy brother?”

“Turn around and show us your ‘pussy’, how big is it now?” laughed Rebecca.

I had been trained to always do as I was told, so as much as I didn’t want to, I immediately turned and lowered my head, sticking my pussy out as far as I could.

“Holy shit! It’s stretched so wide!” squeaked Alice, burying her face in her hands. Rebecca turned around and raised her hand to cover her mouth. Both of them were hysterical with laughter.

“Stand up, let’s see your clitty!” howled Alice.

I obeyed and stood with all the grace and femininity that I could, I then lifted my little pink skirt to show her my tiny little pink clitty and my little itty-bits, which were almost as small.

“Holy Fuck!” Alice had walked over to the couch and collapsed onto it, laughing. Rebecca soon joined her. I remained standing, my skirt held up. I couldn’t bring myself to lower it until I had permission.

“Rebecca turned toward Mommy. “Is it alright if we take him back to his room to talk in private?”

“Of course” Mommy replied with a smile.

I followed my sisters down the hallway and into my pink room, where they sat on the bed. I crawled into the room after them and squatted on the floor like a little puppy. I loved this position normally because it pushed my plug out and stretched me wide. But now, I only wanted to hide. I never wanted my family to see me like this.

 “We’ve been informed”, started Rebecca, “that your name is now legally ‘Sissy Tammy’. Do you remember what your name was before?”

I thought hard, then shook my head. I had always been named Sissy.

Rebecca continued: “Well, back when you were…slightly…more of a man, you were the heir to a very large fortune. Even though you were a total douche, you were going to inherit everything before us, just because you were a boy. That wasn’t fair, so we had to do something about it. We contacted your ‘Mommy’ and offered her the job of a lifetime. To post a fake craigslist ad, and lure you here.”

Alice picked up where Rebecca started, too giddy with excitement to contain herself. “After only the first month you were here, your father got a tearful message from Penny, your mommy, saying that she was your girlfriend, and had surprised you with a visit, only to find you bouncing up and down on a large dildo. No matter how much she begged, you insisted that you loved being a sissy, and wanted to tell the whole world. You should have seen the look on your father’s face when you screamed ‘oopsies!’ and shot ‘cummies’ out of our ‘clitty’!” She and Rebecca both started laughing again, as they began imitating and quoting the video. It was a few minutes before they calmed down enough to continue.

Rebecca continued the story where Alice left off, as she was still recovering from a laughing fit. “As soon as dad found out what a sissy you were, he completely disowned you from the family and wrote you out of the will!” They laughed again, before Alice resumed.

“He even started paying Penny a VERY generous amount of money each month to make sure that your ‘indiscretions’ never saw the light of day, and to make sure you could never be tied to him again!”

“But Penny was such a rockstar!” Rebecca interjected. “She provided us with video after video of hilarious sissy content. From you lapping up your own sleeping pills, to turning down a cheeseburger to suck dick!”

“Remember when he forgot to say that he was making tinkles? And then his plug expanded?”

“Or how hard he was wailing and moaning during his second ‘sissygasm’?”

“We have to know, how did she get you to beg for this so quickly?” Rachel asked, containing her laughter.

“My-My Ekthothkeleton helpth Mommy contwol me.” I said, my pacifier tumbling out of my mouth and onto the floor as I spoke. Couldn’t they see it?

My sisters grew quiet. “your what?”

“The metaw tubeth on my armth and legth! They wet Mommy stop me when I am being a naughty thithy!” Rebecca got up and walked around me. How could she not notice it? I was practically naked, wearing only a tiny pink skirt and bra!

“Holy shit. Penny said she was good with the mind control, but I never imagined she was THIS good, there’s nothing on you!”

I looked down and turned my head. I couldn’t remember when the last time my movement needed to be locked, but I most certainly had a device controlling me! I could just barely make out the little metal tubes on the back of my legs and arms. Even if I didn’t have one, where had the shocks come from? Those shocks that helped me become such a good sissy?

Mommy appeared in the doorway, she must have heard our conversation.

“It’s true, you never had a device making you do anything. This remote? Except for programming your voice lines to your potty and plug, it does nothing. A good sissy does as told, and for the first month while you slept, all I did was bombard your pretty little mind with the need to hold still when-ever you heard the clicker.

“We saw him get shocked multiple times though, did he have a shock collar hidden on him?”

“No, all I had to do was hold up the remote, and if he knew he was disbehaving, or thought he could do better, the new sissy side of him made sure that he felt a shock that was just as strong as he felt that he deserved.”
I looked down at myself. As if by magic the straps and tiny tubes I could see faded away. My mommy was so smart!

“So will the clicker still work now that he knows about it?”

“Oh yes, most sissies only need that lie for the first week or two of their training. I only kept it on because I wasn’t sure how he would react to finding out about our little plan. But I can see that my little sissy is just as good and obedient as ever. I couldn’t help but pop in and explain. If you need anything further, I’ll be in the next room.” 

I just sat there in shock as they continued laughing and recounting every embarrassing thing I had done in full detail, laughing the whole time that I had forced myself to do it all. After a while, Alice noticed the pink plastic potty in the room, and got an awful idea.

“ooh ooh ooh, How does this work?”

Rebecca saw what alice meant and turned to me.

“I…command you…to sit on the potty and piss without saying anything!”

“Yeth, Webecca” I said.

They both began laughing at my voice as I crawled to the potty. I climbed up and sat on the potty. I bit my lower lip and furled my brow, trying to force my clitty to make tinkles. I didn’t remember ever making tinkles without announcing it happily. Trying to do so now was very difficult. I didn’t know how I ever managed to tinkle before I was a sissy. Making sure Mommy knew what I was doing was essential to the process.

I finally managed to succeed in dripping some tinkles into the training potty. Instantly my plug opened as wide as it would go. I doubled over and fell off of my potty with a scream, I couldn’t do anything more than roll on the floor whimpering and crying now. My sisters just laughed and laughed. Eventually though they turned away and looked through the dressers until they found the stack of diapers.

I was still doubled over trying to reach my plug, so Rebecca forced me onto my back while Rebecca slipped the diaper under me and taped it up.

“We’ve been watching you on the camera, and we’ve decided that we want our own sissy. Dad is finally leaving for a year-long business trip! This is the perfect opportunity for us to pick up a sissy slave to kick around the mansion, and guess which sissy we’ve picked?”

“Of course, you can’t ever let Dad know that you’re home. Even if you managed to prove your identity, ‘Mr. I-don’t-know-my name’, he would either throw you out or lock you up. So you’re going to be our little secret.”

“But, my mommy-“

“We are your new mommies now, Call us Mommy Alice, and Mommy Rebecca. We’ve already bought you from Penny for a small fortune. The only thing we need from your current mommy is monthly bulk shipments of your disgusting cum formula.”

“Yeth Mommieth.” Suddenly I saw them differently. As if I had put on a new pair of glasses, I suddenly knew that I was their sissy. I wanted to do what they said, and I felt that I was meant to live with them.

“Follow us out.”

“Yeth Mommy Alith.”

I followed them out to a moving truck parked outside the house. They lead me to a doggie travel kennel, commanded me to crawl into it, and locked me inside it. Around the kennel were all sorts of familiar things. Lots of peepees, bags of cummies, and assorted other things.

Mommy Rebecca carried over my plastic toilet and set it down next to the kennel. Then, while standing over me, she spoke to me in the dog carrier.

“We have been making sure that Penny didn’t do anything too exciting for you, limiting you to just dildos and oral, but now that you can’t help but be obedient…now the REAL fun begins. We’ve spent the last year planning out the absolute best things to do with you, little brother, and trust me, you are in for a LOT of surprises.”

I couldn’t see her, but I could feel the icy malice in her voice, I could also tell she was smiling. I shuddered with fear. If my sisters had done this to me, just for fun, and this is just the beginning, what else did they have planned?

Then she turned and met with my old mommy. From where I stood on all fours I could just make out my old mommy telling them that I had been perfectly trained to do everything they ordered, and if they ever had a problem with me to contact her. My old mommy then turned and went back inside. My mommies then returned and pushed a medium sized pink rubber peepee into my kennel before they closed the back of the truck, sealing me in darkness.

As they walked to the front of the truck, I heard the click of the remote, and despite knowing I didn’t have a sci-fi exoskeleton controlling me, my movement locked.

As the truck headed down the road, I was terrified. I had left for college, but was returning in a doggy kennel as my sisters’ peepee sucking, diapered sissy. I sucked hard on the pink peepee and my expanded plug. There was no way this was going to be good.
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