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Chapter 1

Dexter clicked on the send button knowing he’d really put himself out there. Online dating had never been the most successful aspect of his life. Everyone kept telling him it was a numbers game but he always thought it was a case of quality over quantity.

Not being blessed by drop-dead gorgeous looks, he had to rely on his wit to entice a response. Whenever he got one however, instead of jumping for joy, part of him would be wondering when it would all collapse, like a pack of cards in a gentle breeze.

His latest interest was a beautiful young lady who lived just down the road. Dexter knew they were getting on well but he had a big secret that always kept rearing its ugly head at the worst possible moment.

It wasn’t anything criminal, he was squeaky clean when it came to all that. The worst thing he did was download a few movies from the internet. The big mystery was he was a closet crossdresser and knew it was a habit that wouldn’t be given up anytime soon. That meant whoever he found to love would have to embrace his female side.

In the past he’d questioned his sexuality but it kept coming back to one simple question, had he ever found a man attractive? The answer was no. In a way Dexter wished he was gay because that was more socially accepted than a straight man dressing up in women’s clothes. The only people who could get away with that was the local rugby club on a night out or maybe a stag do.

Things were going so well with the girl he was messaging online that Dexter was fearful about letting her into his little secret. He was all about honesty though, as years before someone had discovered his stash of women’s clothing and been creeped out. She didn’t know how to deal with such a surprise that the relationship died a very speedy death.

Ever since that moment, Dexter had vowed to tell any potential partner as early as possible so that they could make an informed decision as to whether they still wanted to pursue a potential relationship. He didn’t explicitly mention that part of his personality on his profile but it was alluded to. Anyone with a keen eye for these things would have spotted it without too much effort.

Walking away from his PC and going out for a walk, Dexter strolled along the seafront awaiting the notification of a reply. It didn’t come and once more he felt that he’d blown things because of his openness about his wardrobe. That night he grabbed a curry on the way home and sat around brooding about what might have been.

The girl Dexter had been talking to was called Poppy and worked as a nurse at the local hospital. With wavy brunette hair and piercing blue eyes, he’d immediately been attracted to her looks but after reading the words to go with the photos, he was sure they would get on well.

They shared a love of 70s and 80s music. They both owned a cat and were big animal lovers. Poppy was a very much a feeder and Dexter loved being cooked for. Both of them had also been away on gap years. She had hitchhiked her way around Australia whereas he’d helped build a well in a remote area of Tanzania.

Travelling was something they had discussed early on in their online exchanges. Both had described where they would like to go and what they would like to see. Dexter was obsessed by seeing the Aurora Borealis not only over the North Pole but also the south one. Poppy was more of a city break girl but it was clear they both had quite the travel bug.

Everything was great on paper but Dexter knew that without the freedom to crossdress on occasion, mostly in the bedroom, then he’d start to become restless and feared that would turn into resentment.

As the evening went on and his phone remained deadly silent, he’d periodically check the dating website using his computer in case the app was having issues. Sadly for him, no such luck and that evening Dexter went to bed lamenting yet another missed opportunity although deep down, he still had hope that Poppy would get back to him, even if it was to put him out of his misery.

Waking up the next morning with the alarm piercing through his ears, Dexter stumbled into the bathroom with plenty of sleep dust to clear from his eyes. Whilst cleaning his teeth he remembered that he’d told Poppy about his crossdressing habit and maybe there was still some hope that she’d have replied overnight.

Finishing up, he bound back into his bedroom. Picking up his phone he let out a deep sigh as he saw no notifications from the online dating app. Downbeat, Dexter got ready for work and trudged into the office feeling that yet another potential partner had slipped on by due to one small part of his personal life.

It didn’t seem a big issue to him. Wearing different clothes is just part of someone’s personal identity, he thought to himself. People love drag queens and being flamboyant in fashion has long been seen as a good thing. Yet a regular man dressing up still caused issues with society dictating that it was wrong or immoral.

Work was the usual pile of impending boredom that it was every day. Oh how Dexter envied those who had a job they actually enjoyed. The only reason he took this job was because a few of his mates worked here but they’d long since moved on to bigger and better things, whereas Dexter had found himself a comfortable niche. Exerting himself was not the done thing.

Come lunchtime, he went to the park to eat his pre-prepared sandwich and watch the world go by. All of a sudden, Dexter was jolted by a beep from his mobile and he could see it was a response from Poppy. His heart starting beating mightily as he knew that whatever the response was, it could have a huge bearing on what happened next.

Part of him was too afraid to open the message. Hope was a killer and he hadn’t found anyone who’d embraced his crossdressing throughout his dating history. One woman had tolerated it short term and even helped him do his make-up a couple of times but soon she decided that anyone who did such a thing wasn’t a real man. The memory of one of his first girlfriends discovering his drawer full of women’s clothes still haunted him deep down.

After several minutes procrastination, Dexter finally opened his phone and clicked on the app. As he scanned the message relief spread through his veins.

Poppy told him that it wasn’t something she’d ever come across but upon reading up on it, she happened to find herself smiling and imaging lots of sexy scenarios. The sentence that really got him excited was when she said that she’d always wanted a maid and maybe he’d like to clean up her house for her?

Sitting in the park with a growing erection wasn’t exactly cool but just the notion of actually being able to crossdress and still potentially have a relationship was enough to give Dexter the warm and fuzzies.

For the rest of the day, Dexter strolled around the office with a huge smile on his face. He replied that night saying that sounded like fun and maybe they should go for a drink sometime. It didn’t take long for her to reply in the affirmative, so they arranged to meet after work the next night.

It would be fair to say that Dexter was cock-a-hoop and was already looking way too far into the future. Poppy, on the other hand, was more circumspect but still had butterflies at the thought of really making a connection with someone.

The next day dragged for both of them but by the evening it was time to finally meet. Poppy had not long come out of a long-term relationship and was still a bit wary of the online dating scene. She told her friends where she was going and sorted out a signal in case she needed to be rescued. For some strange reason however she felt that even if there were no sparks, Dexter and herself would at least get along.

Dexter was more of an online dating veteran although actually getting to the date stage wasn’t all that normal. The nerves were kicking in as he got ready and drove into town. Getting there a good ten minutes early, he was able to nab a cosy corner spot after grabbing himself a Pepsi from the bar.

Anxiously he awaited her arrival and wondered whether she’d even be that easy to spot. Looking at Poppy’s profile to remind himself of what she looked like repeatedly, Dexter missed her actually walking into the bar. Fortunately she spotted him straightaway and wandered over to where he was sitting.

‘Well hello there Dexter, nice to meet you,’ Poppy said with a grin across her face.

Dexter bolted up in shock that he’d not seen her walk in, quickly got up and they exchanged a very European greeting of a kiss on both cheeks.

Looking at Poppy, Dexter couldn’t believe his luck. She was everything and more than he expected. The long brunette hair that cascaded down her back was the first thing he noticed. It must’ve been long enough that if she wasn’t careful, Poppy might actually sit on it. Her bright blue eyes betrayed a mystical air of sultriness and her smile was picture perfect.

Wearing a black v-neck dress that plunged all the way down to her bra, Poppy had certainly made more than a good first impression. Dexter fumbled a bit but luckily his date found his awkwardness rather cute.

After coming back from the bar with a drink for Poppy, the two of them started to chat and got on with a house on fire. They spoke about all manner of things from where they worked, families, the world around them and for some bizarre reason a long in-depth discussion about the X Files where Dexter tried to explain that he still thought Scully was working against Mulder. Poppy was having none of it.

With both of them driving, it was soft drinks all the way but neither of them seemed to need the alcohol to enjoy the evening. About two hours in, Poppy finally broached the subject of Dexter’s crossdressing and wanted to know where it had all come from.

‘I don’t really know. I just remember when I was a teenager I looked at all the different clothes girls could wear and became a bit envious. When I first moved out I bought a few things just to try out and before I knew it, I must’ve had ten to twenty outfits and it became part of who I am I suppose.’

Dexter knew he was still venturing out to less-than-solid ground but he could tell Poppy wasn’t asking just for a kick, she seemed genuinely interested.

‘So what do you like to dress up in especially?’ she followed up with.

‘As I’ve gotten older it has become less about the clothes and more about the uniforms. I love dressing up and pretending to be someone that I’d not. I suppose it feels a bit like acting out a role. Maybe a naughty schoolgirl or a French Maid, you know something like that.’

Looking up at Poppy’s face, Dexter could tell that cogs were whirring around his brain. The internal panic tried to rear its ugly head but he tried to keep it under control.

‘A naughty schoolgirl eh? So you like a bit of domination too I take it?’

Dexter had never actually had any but was very interested in the idea of it. Meekly he nodded and Poppy bit her bottom lip and gave him a seductive look as she finished off her drink.

‘Well Dexter, I think you’re great and you’ve given me plenty to think about.’

Already Dexter was awaiting the word but.

Leaning forward Poppy whispered in his ear, ‘I haven’t been this horny in months,’ before sitting back and throwing Dexter a wicked smile.

Saying it was time to go, Poppy stood up and said that they should do something at the weekend. Dexter readily agreed and they went their separate ways, both of them beaming after a more-than-successful first date.

Dexter hoped he had found someone who he’d be able to open up to about one aspect of his persona. Poppy was just excited about the whole thing feeling that he was one of the most interesting guys she’d met in her life. The whole crossdressing thing was still a bit alien to her but a bit of domination, she knew that was right up her alley.


Chapter 2

Following several flirty messages throughout the course of the week, Poppy invited Dexter round for dinner on Saturday night. He wasn’t sure if it was an invite for potentially something more than food but he sure as hell wasn’t going to count his chickens.

Upon his arriving, the two of them shared a peck on the lips. When Dexter walked in, he could see that Poppy was hard at work in the kitchen. Pots and pans everywhere but whatever she was cooking up, it smelt amazing.

Dexter kept wondering whether his like for wearing women’s clothing would come up but the two of them enjoyed a perfectly normal date. Just like a few nights before, they chatted away like they had known each other all their lives.

The meal was outstanding. It was clear Poppy was more than an accomplished cook. Her beef stroganoff was exquisite but even better was the cherry cheesecake she had made from scratch. This alone was more than enough for any man to want to date her, let alone all her other wonderful traits.

After eating, Poppy said that she had to pop upstairs and that Dexter should make himself comfortable. Chucking up the remote control Poppy remarked that she’d only be a few minutes.

Not sure what was going on, Dexter decided to not think about it, instead he checked up on the football scores from the day. His team had lost yet again but rather than be downbeat, he remembered that he was on a second date with a stunning woman and that was way more important than three points.

When Poppy came back down those stairs, Dexter’s mouth was left agape. In she waltzed wearing nothing but a tight black latex dress and welding a riding crop in her right hand. With her hair tied back and dark black lipstick, sexy wouldn’t be strong enough to describe how she looked.

‘Ok then bitch, you like a bit of domination do you? Well lets see what I’m working with. Strip,’ she barked.

Before he could gather he thoughts, she smacked the riding crop against the side of the armchair. Jumping to his feet, Dexter started taking off his clothes all the way down to his underwear.

‘And those,’ Poppy said.

Feeling a mixture of shame and excitement, Dexter slowly bent over and pulled down his boxer shorts. Standing there naked in front of one of the hottest women he’d ever seen, he could feel his penis starting to grow but didn’t know whether that would please her or not.

As Poppy slowly made her way around Dexter, inspecting the man before her, he could feel her breath all over his body. The whole situation was more than unusual but all he could concentrate on was listening to what it was he was being instructed to do.

‘You really need to lose some of that beer gut, no-one wants to see a fat maid cleaning their home do they?’

Dexter said nothing but his silence was only greeted with a stinging rebuke in the form of a swift blow to his backside. Yelping in pain, Dexter turned around to look at Poppy and was promptly swatted once more.

‘Did I say you could look at me, slave?’ she demanded.

All Dexter could do was guess what it was she wanted, silence or an answer. He chose to split the difference and shook his head.

‘Good boy,’ she remarked.

For the next few minutes, the air was tense as Poppy continued to admire the naked man in front of her. She was in total control of the whole situation. Dexter was a fish out of water having not even known whether anything kinky was going to happen that night.

Looking straight ahead, all Dexter could do was focus on trying to keep his cool. This was all so exciting but also very intense.

Eventually the silence was broken as Poppy chimed up.

‘Ok bitch, I think you need a collar don’t you?’

Dexter didn’t know how to respond but before he could muster words, a back leather collar was placed around his neck and clipped into place. Putting her fingers through the D-ring at the front she pulled him forwards and looked deeply into his eyes.

‘If you want domination then I’ll give you it but I want you to devote yourself to me. You’ll shutdown your dating profile and from now on you are mine. If you want to walk away now then so be it but we both know that you won’t, don’t we?’

Poppy was right, Dexter had no plans to walk away. Devoting himself to her was something he was more than ready to do. Even without whatever was going on kink-wise, it had been an awfully long time since he’d met anyone that he felt anything for.

With him saying nothing once more, Poppy smirked as she walked back to the door and picked up a ball gag that she’d left on the stairs.

‘Open wide bitch.’

Doing exactly as instructed, Dexter quickly felt what it was like to have a red rubber ball gag shoved in his mouth as his ability to speak was taken away. This was a brand new sensation for him and not one he immediately found enjoyable. His control of the whole situation was rapidly diminishing but that was all part of the fun.

‘As I said earlier, we’ll need to work on that beer gut in time but for now, I have a short-term solution. You stay here and don’t move.’

Poppy promptly turned around and left the room. Dexter was too afraid to do anything. Here he was, stood in a girls house on a second date, stark bollock naked with a ball gag shoved in his mouth. Talk about surreal.

When Poppy walked back into the room, Dexter could see that she was carrying some sort of clothing. As first he couldn’t quite make out what it was but as she placed it around his waist, it suddenly became rather clear.

‘Women in the Victorian era used to wear corsets all the time to squeeze their waistlines and show off their cleavage. Whilst you don’t have any of the latter, I’m sure this will help with the former.’

As the corset was starting to be laced up, Dexter felt the wind being taken out of him by force. With every pull on the laces his breathing became shallower. Having the gag in his mouth wasn’t helping as he was fighting the panic of not being able to take in air anyway. Adding the corset made it all a very troublesome experience. Poppy however, was a woman on a mission and that was to pull in that gut.

Just when Dexter thought he was about to faint from the exertion of the whole experience, he noticed that Poppy wasn’t pulling on the laces anymore. Instead she had walked back around and was staring him straight in the face.

‘A corset. Get used to this. Until you have dropped a good stone plus, whenever we play, you’ll be wearing one of these,’ she said with a twinkle in her eye.

Dexter was struggling to comprehend everything Poppy was saying but he managed to click that this was all part of a game. For a brief moment this made him feel much more relaxed about everything as he could tell this was all very much planned by her.

‘How are you doing babe?’ she whispered in his ear.

Trying to reply, all that came out was some muffled words which made Poppy snigger.

‘Ok now follow me, its time to see just how much talent you’ve got.’

It wasn’t clear to Dexter exactly what Poppy meant by that. All he could do however, was trust this woman and that she knew exactly what it was she was doing.

With that in mind, he followed her upstairs into what appeared to be her bedroom. There she shoved him on to his knees and took out a pair of handcuffs before pulling Dexter’s arms behind his back. Thoughts were running through his brain at a million miles a minute as he wondered what on Earth it could be that they were doing in here.

With the distinctive sound of a handcuff closing around his right wrist, the harsh, cold feeling of the metal enveloped his skin. Moments later the left had the same sensation and the movement of his arms extremely limited.

Stepping back and admiring her work, Poppy stroked Dexter’s cheek which caused him to go bright red. Sitting down on the bed, it was time for the nurse to unleash her plan. Taking down her underwear and flinging them on to the floor, she inched forwards towards her captive.

Dexter stayed there motionless as he watched the show unfolding in front of him. The ball gag still was causing him some breathing difficulties but as he started to relax, everything became easier.

From there Poppy started to play with herself. First of all pulling down her neckline before tweaking her own nipples. As she did so, an audible moan involuntarily slipped from her lips. Doing it again and again as she started to get herself excited.

Next she licked her finger before rubbing it around the lips of her pussy. Dexter sat there on his knees watching and wondering where he fit into all this. Poppy kept looking at her slave wearing a very tight corset, ball gagged and handcuffed. Just the sight seemed to keep her on edge.

Slowly she inserted the first finger into her vagina as it started to get evermore excited. It was already dripping wet, like it had been looking for an excuse to get animated all night long.

Next up a second finger followed as Poppy started to work up into a rhythm of fucking herself with her fingers. Dexter had never seen anything like this as even during previous relationship, masturbation had never been anything but a solo act.

With every movement, it seemed to bring every increasing joy to Poppy’s face. Dexter kept finding his eyes drifting from up top to down below. Then all of a sudden before any type of climax had been reached, she pulled out and sat there admiring the juices that were rolling down her fingers.

‘Now I’m going to take the gag out, you are to lick these clean and then finish me off. If you do a good job I’ll give you a reward but if you don’t please me, you’ll sleep like that. Get it?’

All Dexter could do was nod. Poppy smiled, leaned forward and unhooked his ball gag which slipped out of his mouth. Immediately he took in several big gasps of oxygen before his mouth was penetrated with her sticky fingers. The smell was sweet and it didn’t take him long to clean it all up.

Poppy then adjusted her legs to enable Dexter to get right in there and he went to work on ensuring she got exactly what she wanted. He’d always fancied himself as a good giver in bed. Within seconds of starting Poppy was already feeling the good feelings sweep across her body as his tongue kept working its way inside of her.

With every lick and scrape of his stubble along her pussy lips, Poppy could feel an ever growing sense of burning desire course through her veins. It had been an awfully long time since she’d felt so alive and it was hard to control the primeval urges that were at the forefront of her mind.

Dexter’s plan was to just work his tongue as hard and fast as he could. It was obvious it wasn’t going to take a lot to push Poppy to the point of no return. This wasn’t about warming her up but all about finishing off the job.

Then Dexter felt a strong hand on the back of his neck as Poppy forced him deep in between her legs. Struggling to breathe he sucked in air whenever he could as he frantically licked her out. It was then that he heard her starting to breathe in an increasingly frenzied manner before the distinctive smell of a woman’s juices filled up his nostrils and Poppy enjoyed a lung-bursting orgasm.

Several seconds later Poppy took away her hand and Dexter came up for air. Looking deeply into his eyes and at his cum covered face, all Poppy could do was smile.

‘I think I’m going to enjoy this relationship,’ she added with a beaming smile.

It took a minute or two for Poppy to gather her thoughts before getting up and uncuffing Dexter, kissing his deep and passionately.

‘We are going to have a relationship right?’ She asked in a stern tone.

Dexter nodded furiously and she patted her bed to indicate that he should join her. There they lay and talked about their fantasies and the future. It was apparent that when it came to the bedroom, both had very clearly defined roles and they were both very happy with that.


Chapter 3

Over the coming weeks, the two of them saw their relationship blossom. It didn’t take either of them long to realise that they had something special. They had many shared interests and enjoyed time with each other outside of the bedroom. This wasn’t just all about sex. This was something all the more deep and meaningful.

Yet when it came to sexy time, both of them explored their kinks and often it came up trumps. Poppy hired Dexter to be a cleaner and had him turn up every Sunday morning at 9AM to clean her home. She bought him a French Maid’s uniform that he had to wear and it was everything he could ever have imagined.

Cleaning wasn’t exactly a chore anyone really enjoyed but it is all the more exciting when it came with dressing up. Poppy had named the female part of him Dixie and had also helped with many accessories. They both loved her blonde wig and high heels.

It took a lot of patience to get used to wearing them but after a few weeks, Dixie was mincing about the house dusting, vacuuming and doing the laundry like any maid would, just this one kept having her bum squeezed by a very excited boss.

In the bedroom they started to experiment with chastity, orgasm denial and even butt play. Dexter wasn’t really interested but whenever he was dressed up as Dixie, his whole outlook seemed to change. It was like his female persona was this randy so-and-so, whereas he was always more conservative in nature. She could do anything in that controlled environment.

Poppy bought a strap-on and that quickly turned into one of their favourite things to do. With every fucking Dexter found himself feeling more like Dixie. It was like Poppy was fucking the masculine elements out of him and just left with a vacuous, sex-crazed woman yearning for more.

Every so often Poppy would comment that it wasn’t like a real cock and maybe one day he should try it. In the midst of sexual pleasure it would play on the mind but whenever Dexter was feeling himself again, the thought repulsed him. Yet he would always look back and wonder why, when he was portraying Dixie, she wouldn’t just dismiss the idea out of hand.

As time worn on they knew they would be a relationship that had every chance of developing into something significant. They decided Dexter should leave his rented accommodation and move in with Poppy. It was then that she sprung a surprise on him.

‘What about if we have a party to welcome you to my home, only you spend it serving the guests in your French Maid’s uniform?’

This seemed to be going way further than anything Dexter had ever done before. He was sure some people knew about his crossdressing because he’d been doing it for so long, surely someone will have gossiped about it. Still actually being so open about it filled him with chills and a sense of dread.

‘I don’t think I could do that,’ he responded.

‘Why not? We could just say you lost a bet and the loser had to be the hostess. People would believe that and you’ll be the life and soul of the party.’

‘But this is more of a private thing,’ Dexter tried to say but before he could get into a flow, Poppy interrupted him.

‘We both know deep down part of you longs to be outed for this. All men that like to crossdress have some sort of deep emotional turmoil, or so I’ve read on the internet. Once you’ve done it once, you can be Dixie whenever and wherever you want to be. Wouldn’t that be fun?’

Dexter wasn’t exactly enthused but could at least recognise where Poppy was coming from. Over the past few months they had really been able to shape his female persona. It wasn’t just a dark secret anymore for only him as Dixie had become an important part of their relationship. She was the randy devil that would let Poppy do whatever she pleased.

Being Dixie was also about going on a journey, as for the first time Dexter felt as though he was more of a complete person. Having two personalities inside one body is hard but especially so when one of them is permanently kept in check. With Poppy, he’d been able to unleash that persona into the world and with every exposure, she had become more distinct and at ease.

It was clear that on some level it intrigued Dexter but he wasn’t ready to do it.  A few days later Poppy brought it up again and it became obvious that once the thought had been implanted into his head, it was festering.

‘See, this time you didn’t even dismiss it out of hand! I know you want to. Just think about it and let me know. No pressure but I really think it will lead to the hottest night of sex we’ve ever had.’

Poppy clearly knew how to push Dexter’s buttons and the very notion of having even hotter sex alone was enough for him to start seriously contemplating it. She knew that the seeds had been sown and it was only a matter of time before he’d agree.

Before she met Dexter, nothing like this would have ever occurred to her but now, the thought of him being seen like that turned her on more than anything. He was the love of her life, she was sure of it but it was Dixie who lit the burning flame between her legs. He was a good lover but she was great. Whenever they had sex as Poppy and Dixie it was like nothing else in the world mattered.

Cajoling him into accepting that Dixie should be embraced by many rather than just enjoyed by her was very much her ploy. Part of Poppy tried to work out whether she was just being selfish but every time she read up about this type of situation, it seemed to come back to the men like it, some of them even need it.

The exposure and shame turned many men on in what seems to be a perverted way. So every time Poppy thought that maybe she should stop pushing so much for Dixie to become public, she remembered that deep down, this might well be exactly what Dexter yearns for.

About a month before Dexter was due to move in, he agreed to serve as a maid at a party they were going to throw to announce his arrival. Poppy knew it was coming because she brought it up at every opportunity when Dexter when dressed up as Dixie and it was obvious the idea was really taking hold.

‘One thing though Poppy,’ Dexter asked, ‘if we are going to do this then I want the full treatment. Make-up, waxing, jewellery, the lot. If Dixie is going to be seen then she’s going to be seen as the red hot piece of ass that she is.’

Poppy grinned from ear to ear, eagerly agreeing to Dexter’s terms. They had dabbled in make-up but they had never really gone the whole hog and made him to look passable. This was a challenge she was very much ready to undertake.


Chapter 4

A week after Dexter moved in, it was time for the big party. Since agreeing to come out as Dixie the maid, the two of them had hardly spoken about it. Moving home is so stressful that everything else seems to pale into insignificance but when alone with their thoughts, not much else had infiltrated their minds.

What Dexter didn’t know was Poppy had been busy buying special clothes and trinkets to make the event even more special. She had invited many of her colleagues from the hospital whereas he’d only told his closest few friends about it. Being seen by people he didn’t really know was one thing but dressing up as a woman in front his pals was a completely different kettle of fish, hence why Dexter only told those who he thought would enjoy the lark.

That morning the two of them woke up in bed and had regular sex. This wasn’t something they often did but it felt like they were just going through the motions, trying to get some of that sexual tension out of their systems. When they were finished, Poppy rolled over and picked up Dexter’s chastity device. She often locked him up in it for a day or so and quickly he understood that until the night was over, his dick was going to be under lock and key.

It hadn’t occurred to Dexter just how big of a job it was to make him passable. He thought that in the early evening they would start getting ready but by 11AM, he was already in the bath being told to shave his body. Having never done this, Dexter found it rather challenging and when he rubbed his hands down his legs, he could still feel plenty of hairs still sticking out.

Once he got out, Dexter dried himself and was promptly told to lay on the bed. All of a sudden, Poppy spread wax over him and calmly starting to press strips on. Bracing himself for the searing pain, Dexter didn’t have a clue what was about to happen.

As Poppy pulled the first one off, all Dexter could think was his skin was on fire. He yelled but his partner just carried on methodically pulling out his hair. It was exactly what he’d asked for but he couldn’t have fathomed it would hurt so much.

Soon Poppy became bored of his constant yelps of pain and shoved a ball gag in Dexter’s mouth. Over the course of the next forty-five minutes, she ensured that his body was free of any ugly stray hairs. Afterwards she did rub moisturising cream all over his body, which started to dull the scorching discomfort his skin was feeling.

‘Now that we’ve done that, its time to give you your boobies,’ Poppy proudly announced.

Whenever Dexter had dressed up as Dixie in the past, he’d just stuffed some socks down a bra to give off the impression of tits. Tonight however, Poppy decided that everything had to be all the more real. From under the bed she pulled out a bra with silicone breasts already attached. Pulling it over Dexter’s head and resting it in place, straightaway he could feel the weight trying to pull him forwards.

‘You’ll have to get used to that,’ she smirked.

Next up she laced him into the corset that he’d worn on their second date. The beer gut had slowly been eroded by a healthier lifestyle but she still wanted him to feel it under his body. Also it would help make the tits stand out more.

Following this came some very sexy underwear that Dexter thought to himself would turn on any hot-blooded man. Women’s underwear had rarely turned him on but seeing these short, black PVC knickers, he thought that could easily change going forward.

Instead of wearing his usual French Maid’s uniform, Poppy had one big surprise for him. Out she pulled a black PVC French Maid’s dress with a heavy white crossover apron. It looked so much more elegant than what he’d worn before. Dexter looked on in awe.

‘Now babe, this cost me quite a bit of money so you’d better like it and get use out of it. I think it is worth it though, don’t you?’

All Dexter could do was nod as the ball gag was still firmly in his mouth. Getting up, he climbed into the dress and felt it cling to him as Poppy pulled up the zip. Then she applied the apron and took him over to the full-length mirror in the corner of the room. From the neck down he looked like a smoking-hot woman but the face still needed an awful lot of work.

‘Once we get your heels on and I’ve done your make-up and got that wig on nice and tight, you’ll be fighting the men off today,’ she sniggered.

Leading him over to her vanity table, Poppy took off the ball gag and started going to work. Dexter couldn’t quite keep up with what was going on but every time he looked at the mirror, he could see himself disappearing and Dixie emerging. The rich, red lipstick she choose made him look dark and mysterious but also very kissable. Dexter wasn’t sure whether that was a good thing or not.

Finally the wig was applied along with a small necklace and clip on earrings. Admiring himself in the mirror, Dexter could feel himself getting turned on as his dick slammed against the chastity cage that was keeping his cock from exploding.

‘It is a good thing that is locked on otherwise we both know you’d go and toss yourself off,’ Poppy remarked.

As Dexter stood there admiring himself, he heard a small click from behind him. Not sure whether it was a camera, he spun around but Poppy was just standing there with a key in her hand.

‘Feel behind your neck,’ she remarked.

Dexter did so and felt a small padlock.

‘Until the last guest has gone tonight, you will not be freed from your outfit. You are now Dixie and not Dexter. Remember that. If I hear any guest isn’t impressed by your hostess skills then maybe I won’t even free you then.’

Poppy looked stern and the fear was real but taking in a deep breath, he let Dexter go and embraced whatever was going to happen as Dixie.

After being thrown her heels, Dixie tottered off downstairs and started cleaning the house. Poppy stayed upstairs and fingered herself senseless. The sight of seeing her boyfriend portraying Dixie had always been a turn on but to see it done to such a realistic standard had sent her over the edge.

Dixie could hear the moans of pleasure from downstairs but knew that for the rest of the day, she was just the maid and not only that, the maid who was charged with ensuring the party went off with all the guests having a very pleasant evening.


Chapter 5

During the day Dixie started to get used to her new persona and situation. The boobs that were tightly strapped to her chest were slowly becoming less of a concern as she got more comfortable. The corset had become less of an obstruction over the past few months but this was the first time she’d worn it with proper tits.

Walking in high heels had not come easy but she had developed a knack for it, although the longest Dixie had ever worn them was about four hours. By the early afternoon her ankles were already hurting but it was clear the instructions were not to take them off.

Cleaning the house was simple enough despite all the boxes that were still left unpacked taking up space in corners of rooms. Preparing the food and setting up the party in the garden was how Dixie spent the rest of her day. Luckily the outside space wasn’t overlooked and she didn’t have to worry about nosy neighbours.

It wasn’t until the early evening that the nerves started to kick in as after everything was setup, Dixie had nothing to do so instead started to worry about what might happen. Dexter was still inside of her and whilst his voice was being drowned out for the most part, every so often the thought of shame and ridicule would rear its ugly head.

Poppy had spent the afternoon running errands, having pleasured herself silly in the morning. Come six o’clock the two of them were both ready for the party and were just sitting about the living room waiting for the first guests to arrive. Despite being dressed up as Dixie the maid, at this point Poppy was still treating her partner as her lover instead of the servant.

‘How you feeling babe?’ she asked.

‘Nervous as fuck, what if everyone laughs at me?’ Dixie replied.

‘They won’t, they’ll see it as a good laugh. Only we know this is a sexual thrill for both of us. Just relax and be a good maid. If you do a good job, I promise tonight will be magical. If you don’t then I may have to find a new and exciting way to punish you and that thought alone will probably thrill you.’

Dixie could see the devil in Poppy’s eye. She didn’t know what her lover had planned but the thought of a new punishment was one that she struggled to get out of her mind. They had played so much and experimented to the hilt that anything new and exciting must be completely out there.

The two of them ate a few of the nibbles that were lying on the table before a few minutes later the doorbell went. A bolt of energy flooded through Dixie along with the flutter of a thousand butterflies in her stomach. For the first time someone other than a partner was going to see her. No-one bar Poppy knew that she even existed and now, others would.

Taking a deep breath and after a nod of encouragement from Poppy, Dixie walked to the front door and opened it with confidence. Standing outside where a couple of Poppy’s friends whose faces lit up when they saw the person awaiting them on the other side of the door.

‘Please come in,’ Dixie said.

The two ladies walked in giggling and went through to the living room. Evidently they had been here before and knew their way round. They greeted Poppy and asked who was in the maid’s outfit.

‘Ladies, meet Dexter, or for this evening Dixie. We made a bet before we moved in on the football and the loser was going to entertain at this party dressed as a French Maid. Well his team lost and well, I wasn’t going to let him off. As you can see I’ve done quite the makeover.’

The two women gasped and giggled before handing Dixie their coats.

‘That is so cool Pops, honestly I would never have realised. She looks so female. Holy shit are those tits real?’ one of them asked.

‘Well they are close enough, he’s going to find out exactly what its like tonight to have heavy tits. Ever since we dressed him up earlier he’s had to walk around the house in them. I think he’s started to struggle already.’

The three of them started chatting away and Dixie just stood there not knowing what to do.

‘Dixie, ask Fiona and Rachel if they want a drink, are you the maid or not?’ Dixie asked vigorously.

Fiona and Rachel giggled once more and told the maid what they wanted. Dixie scurried off to the kitchen, coming back with two glasses of Prosecco.

‘Seriously that is your boyfriend?’ Rachel enquired.

‘Oh yes,’ Poppy replied, ‘he’s quite the catch. I love that he’s willing to make himself look stupid for me. If he’d have won the bet you know he’d have made me go the whole hog but despite a bit of grumbling, he’s thrown himself into it. I’m positive he won’t let me down tonight but if you want to boss him about, go for it, he’s under strict instructions to serve the guests like he was just staff.’

Rachel seemed a little bit weirded out by the whole situation but Fiona was loving it.

‘I wish I could get my boyfriend to do something like this,’ she said, ‘Not that I want to see him dress up per se but you know, just be willing to have some fun instead of just being a miserable sod.’

‘Why isn’t he with you tonight?’ Poppy asked.

‘Because he decided to go out with his mates instead. We hardly ever do anything as a couple. He’s a selfish prick sometimes.’

The doorbell interrupted the conversation and Dixie walked to open it. The three women all watched as yet another person was invited into the house. This time it was another of their nursing colleagues, Julie, who was quickly brought up to speed on who the maid was.

Julie turned around and snapped at Dixie, ‘well where’s my drink?’

Dixie was a little bit taken aback by how sharply she’d been spoken to. It didn’t take longer than a second or two to come to her senses and ask Julie what it was she wanted. A quick trip to the kitchen and a glass of orange juice had been provided to the newest guest at the party.

Guests were starting to arrive thick and fast. The first time Dixie opened the door to one of Dexter’s friends, she really struggled but managed to greet them and take them through to the other guests, who were starting to split off from the main group and spread across the whole of the downstairs living area and into the garden.

Being seen by a man dressed up as a maid was one of Dexter’s biggest fears and now he was doing it with several men at one time. A dark part of his psyche was getting turned on by the whole scenario. Every so often he would catch himself looking around and wondering if any of these men would bend him over or shove him to his knees. He wasn’t sure whether they were his thoughts or that of Dixie’s. The two of them had such distinct personalities that maybe it was just because he looked like this that he was having these feelings.

Neither Dexter nor Dixie had much time to think about anything really. Every guest was quickly informed by Poppy that the maid was there to provide her services to the guests. This mostly consisted of getting drinks, cleaning spills, taking trays of food round. It was grunt work but everyone seemed to be having a nice time.

A couple of times when not busy, Dexter managed to have a quick chat with a couple of his mates. They told him that he looked smoking hot and had a right laugh about it. Dexter found this more than awkward but they seemed to see it all as a lost bet.

‘Shame your lot lost that final a couple of weeks back, I’d have loved to have seen your lady dressed up like this,’ his buddy Shane remarked.

‘Yeah I bet you would, so would I!’ Dexter said with a smile and sigh.

‘Did you ever think she’d make you go through to it to this degree?’

‘Nah, I thought she’d buy a cheap outfit and maybe a wig, slap on some lippy and that would be it. This morning she sprung this all on me. It isn’t exactly comfortable but I’ve never welched yet and I never will,’ Dexter said confidently.

‘I must say I’m surprised how comfortable you are in high heels, its like you’ve warned them before,’ his other mate Gareth said in a menacing tone.

‘I wish!’ Dexter exclaimed, ‘my ankles are on fucking fire, now I know why women walk home from the club holding them, its not even 9PM and I want to take them off but I know if I’d have won, I’d have made her serve as the maid all night so fair’s fair.’

This seemed to settle Dexter down as two of his closest friends seemed placated that this was all one big, lost bet and nothing more.

It didn’t take long for Dixie’s name to be yelled out and she scooted back to the kitchen to serve more drinks. The party seemed to be going extremely well and despite the odd person seeming a little perturbed by Dexter being dressed up a Dixie the maid, everyone seemed to settle in to the swing of things.

Dixie was starting to enjoy the spotlight more and more. A couple of the girls who were already quite drunk started pinching her bum. The maid giggled and told them they shouldn’t do that but she couldn’t really stop them as she was only the maid. They laughed and pinched some more. She was loving the attention.

Then one of them reached around to find the cock and were shocked when they felt the chastity cage. One of them gasped, leaned forwards and whispered softly in Dixie’s ear.

‘Well then Dixie, you and Poppy are really quite kinky aren’t you?’

Thinking quickly on his feet Dexter replied, ‘she didn’t want my penis sticking out, that apparently would ruin the illusion.’

‘Yeah right, trust me, your secret is safe with me.’

It was the first time since the party started that Dexter felt those butterflies start making waves in his stomach. It looked like maybe someone had fathomed out this wasn’t just a lost bet but something more. Despite being quite drunk, the woman who must’ve been one of Poppy’s work colleagues said nothing more about it, at least to his face.

‘Oh Dixie…’ someone yelled out from across the room and quickly her attention was taken away from the woman who’d discovered the cock cage.

With her mind on whether this person would tell anyone the little secret between her legs, Dixie wasn’t really concentrating on what she was doing. Suddenly she stumbled and spilled a drink all over one of the guests. It was a man she didn’t know but swiftly found out he was Austin, one of Poppy’s few male colleagues.

‘Oh I’m really sorry, let me get you a towel,’ Dixie quickly said.

Poppy had seen the whole thing and before Dixie was back with a towel, her partner had taken Austin away to get out of the wet t-shirt. Shame and embarrassment raged across Dixie’s face but everyone else seemed to find it really funny.

‘I knew you’d trip on those heels sooner or later,’ Gareth gloated.

‘I told you I was struggling,’ Dexter replied.

The party carried on like the incident hadn’t happened and a couple of minutes later, Austin reappeared in one of Dexter’s old shirts. No harm, no foul and for the rest of the night, everyone continued to have a good time.

As people started to leave, the girl who knew about his cock cage reached down and yanked it hard, pulling Dexter forwards.

‘If you and Poppy ever split up, I’ll happily go out with you,’ she mouthed before picking up her coat and walking out of the door.

Dexter was happy to see her leave and as guests slowly departed, he knew that he’d gotten through the night. Being Dixie had been a treat and he couldn’t wait to spend a nice night with Poppy to thank her for pushing him to do this. She’d been right in that it was something that he would enjoy. Creating Dixie had been one thing but allowing her to grow was even more meaningful.


Chapter 6

When everyone had gone, Dixie shut the door and walked back into the living room. There she expected to find just her partner but for some reason Austin was still hanging about. Maybe he was just waiting so that he could change back into his top, Dixie thought. She was very wrong.

‘Remember when I said you needed to ensure everyone at the party had a good time?’ Poppy said without any sense of loving emotion in her voice, ‘well Austin here had a glass of red wine spilled down his top, that doesn’t seem like a good time to me, does it to you?’

‘Well no but it was an accident,’ Dixie tried to say before being told to shut up.

‘Shut it you dozy bint, you were charged with being the maid tonight and you fucked it up. I can’t believe you. Now I’ve apologised to Austin here but we’ve decided you need to make it up to him, if you know what I mean.’

Dixie looked blankly at the two of them, unsure of what Poppy meant by this.

‘You are dumb sometimes, get on your knees and show him how sorry you are.’

Dixie looked dumbfounded. Dexter was yelling inside but for some reason no words would come out. He was desperately trying to get Dixie to stop thinking about doing what she’d been told to do but he could tell the thought was very much in her mind.

Luckily Dexter shouted so loud that Dixie heard him.

‘Please Poppy, can’t we talk about this?’

His dominant lover could tell the pain and worry that her partner was feeling so let down her guard and took Dixie into another room.

‘Please don’t make me do it.’ Dixie pleaded.

‘Surely you’ve wondered what it would be like?’

‘Well yes, but not like this.’

‘You love taking my strap-on both orally and anally, this time you’d just get to taste your reward.’

‘But looking into another man’s eyes and submitting to him, that seems a step too far.’

‘We both know you’ve fantasised about it, if you do it once and you don’t enjoy it then you never have to do it again. I love you Dexter and you know I’d never let you come to any harm but I also know you need Dixie to reach her full potential. This would be a big step for her.’

Dexter knew Poppy was right. He had at least thought about it. He never once thought he’d act on any of those urges. Back when he was single, many a daydream had involved him sucking a cock whilst dressed in drag or even being fucked like one. Whenever Poppy fucked him with a strap-on all he could see in his mind’s eye was a man fucking a whore and that made him wild.

‘I know Pops but really, now? Can’t we discuss it and do it at a better time?’

‘Look at you Dex, you’ve spent the whole day as Dixie and loved pretty much every moment of it. If there was ever a time to be fully immersed in this persona, then tonight is the night. Go out there and suck his cock and you won’t regret it.’

‘What about if he just fucked me instead?’ Dexter said.

Hearing those words come out of his own mouth flattened Dexter. That was very much Dixie talking as the memories of all the best strap-on sex flooded the memory banks. Sucking her rubber cock was never that much fun but getting fucked really was.

‘Well, well, well. Now that is an idea isn’t it?’

Poppy dragged Dixie back into the living room.

‘Ok Austin, we’ve had a chat and for her insolence I’ve decided to make this more interesting. You’ll get a blowjob but if this coin comes up heads, you can choose to fuck this little bitch instead, how does that sound?’

Austin smiled and eagerly agreed to the terms.

Poppy flicked the coin and it came up heads.

‘I’ll fuck her,’ Austin said without a moment’s thought.

‘Have fun,’ Poppy said.

Grabbing Dixie by the arm, Austin dragged Dixie to the spare bedroom.

Dexter’s brain was going a mile a minute but he could hear Dixie’s distinctive persona also and that was full of lust. Being dominated so powerfully by a man was turning her on and that in turn was seeping into his consciousness.

Once they got to the spare bedroom, he shoved her down on to the bed and immediately whipped down Dixie’s knickers. The exposure and feeling of helplessness was like nothing else that the two personas had ever experienced. With Poppy, Dexter always knew that there was a stop if needed but this time it looked like someone else was in total control.

‘You got any lube, bitch?’ Austin hissed.

‘I don’t know, Poppy has it I think.’

‘Don’t you dare move.’

Austin walked away to find Poppy and get the lube. When he got back, he didn’t take time to reassure Dixie of anything as he spread the cold liquid around her butt cheeks and then shoved a finger inside to feel how tight she was. Poppy had fucked Dixie quite regularly so the anus was ready for penetration.

This pleased Austin as he didn’t really want to have much foreplay. He wanted to get his end away and fuck this smoking-hot maid. The fact that inside she was a he didn’t matter to him. He loved being in control and a good fuck was way better than a blowjob.

After a couple of fingers worked in and out of Dixie’s back pussy, it was clear she was very much accessible. With every thrust of his fingers, Dixie found herself starting to have to concentrate on breathing. The whole thing was so frantic that it was already making her heart beat rapidly, not that she was scared but very much in excitement.

‘Get ready bitch,’ Austin said as he pulled his fingers out. Dixie had no clue how big his cock was or even if it was already erect but she was braced for anything. Poppy’s strap-on was eight inches and thick, surely this guy wouldn’t be as large as that?

The moment the head penetrated the back wall, Dixie’s mind stopped working and the only thoughts were those of lust and pleasure. Her back passage was filling up briskly and the feeling of a real cock was completely different to that of a rubber one. Then she would fantasise about a meaty penis, now she knew exactly how it felt.

When Austin got all the way in, he put his arms around Dixie just under the boobs and started withdrawing his penis. The first time he slammed back in, it took the wind out of Dixie’s lungs. Then he did it again and again and all of a sudden this was all very real. This was just one hard fucking like a dozy bint would get and that is exactly what Dixie wanted.

Once she regained some semblance of thought process, Dixie started to push back in time with Austin’s momentum and quickly the experience became even more pleasurable. This enjoyment wasn’t just coming from the mind but it was also physical. Every time that cock slammed into Dixie she could feel this hunger growing inside of her, like it was all she could think about.

Austin was calling her all sorts of bad names; slut, whore, tart and all it did was turn Dixie on more. She could feel her penis struggling against the cock cage. The sounds of the padlock rattling against the metal were a reminder of just how wild and frantic this whole experience was.

She was getting fucked like a cheap floozy and that is exactly what she yearned for. Dixie could hear Austin’s breath getting more hasty and anticipated that maybe it was about time but before she could gather her thoughts, this sensation of warmth flooded her back passage as he came inside of her.

It was completely different to the rubber cock as Dixie never got anything out of that. This was something so much more, she felt like she’d been bred. Like this is how everything was meant to be. The warmth continued to flow into her and all Dixie could see were stars.

Austin finished up, pulled out and slapped her hard on the butt.

‘Next time you won’t spill any red wine will you, you little bitch?’

‘No Sir,’ Dixie responded.

He laughed as he left the room and headed downstairs. Dixie just stayed on the bed trying to gather her thoughts. The front door went and the sounds of footsteps on the stairs were heard.

‘Well how was that babe?’ Poppy asked.

‘Wow, I’ve never felt anything like it, how did you know I’d like it?’ Dixie asked.

‘It wasn’t rocket science, now gather yourself and maybe you might want me to shove a plug in his butt to keep all the cum from spilling out. You can’t shower yet as you’ve got to clean up from the party before I’ll release you from your uniform.’

‘Can’t I clean up tomorrow?’ Dixie whined.

‘Oh no, tomorrow you’ll be Dexter again but Dixie is the maid, I’ll go get a plug.’

Poppy walked into their bedroom and grabbed a butt plug from her drawer before returning and shoving it into Dixie.

She then it turn got up from the bed and made her way downstairs. Her mind full of thoughts about the great sex she’d just had but not only that, wondering just where this left everything.

Poppy came to watch and Dixie asked what happens next.

‘Well babe, Dexter is all mine. He’s the love of my life and no-one is ever having him but Dixie is something else, she should be cherished and shared by anyone who wants a good time. You know that is what she wants and I’m more than happy to allow Dixie to be whatever she needs to be. I love both of you.’

Poppy came up and kissed Dixie passionately before telling her to finish tidying up.

She was right, Dixie had been let out of the bag and there was no stopping her now. Poppy had a partner but also had a very separate lover, one she was willing to share around at the right price.

Dixie had no idea what Poppy had planned but she wanted to travel the world in five-star luxury and now she had an asset that would readily rent out at a high price to help pay for that trip of a lifetime…
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Candy’s First Craigslist Encounter

Terry had been leading a double life for most of his time on this Earth. To most people he was a regular guy with a doting wife. One person knew that he was different and as she continued to push the boundaries, a cover was blown. Life would never be the same again.


In an attempt to make something of his two world’s colliding, Terry decided to fully embrace his female persona he’d named Candy. At the time it wasn’t clear just how far things would go but buoyed by the support of another in a similar position, the wheels were set in motion. 


Momentum is tough to stop as he would find out. In a seedy hotel room one Friday evening, it was clear where everything was heading and that Candy was very much part of his personality.


This 7,500 word story tackles the journey from a sissy’s fantasy and seeing it all the way to a very steamy reality. 

You can buy/read this story by clicking here


Biker Gang Alpha turned Biker Girl Bimbo

Getting out and having a good time with the ladies was all Darren lived for. Every summer he’d join his dad’s biker gang and hit up all the hot spots along the British coast line.

Worried that his son was going to end up lonely like he had, Darren’s father took it upon himself to intervene and try to mend his offspring’s wayward ways.

At the end of his tether, he turns to witchcraft to teach his son a lesson. It leaves Darren’s mind in tact but his body was not his any more and he’d find out first hand just what life was like for women.

Instead of fixing the problem, it creates many more as things don’t go exactly as planned…

You can buy/read this story by clicking here


Caught Crossdressing by the Neighbour 

Julian had dabbled in crossdressing but only in private. He was too scared that any public exposure would lead to ridicule amongst his university friends. His fantasies though were starting to become ever deeper and darker.


With his parents away for a week, it was the perfect chance to really go to town and explore his crossdressing habit. What he didn’t bank on was that someone would discover his little secret.


Instead of being shamed, his neighbour took him under her wing and allowed Julian to fully experience what it was to be a young girl. The only question is did she understand where his limits were…?


This 15,000 word short story explores crossdressing, feminization, humiliation and first time gay themes. 

You can buy/read this story by clicking here


A very public day locked in a Sissy Maid’s Uniform

Under the tutelage of Mistress Jasmine, Noah has been slowly going the road of submission and sissification. 


When he decides he wants to up the ante and be seen in public wearing his Sissy Maid’s uniform, it starts a chain of events that leads to several life changing experiences.


Scared of bottling it like he has done in the past, he gives Mistress Jasmine all the ammunition she needs to ensure he goes through with his fantasy. The big question is does it live up to the reality of living and working as a Sissy Maid?


This story is just over 10,000 words, which that follows one man’s journey from curious about crossdressing all the way through to becoming a fully fledged Sissy Maid in Brighton. 

You can buy/read this story by clicking here


Transgender Fantasy Turned Reality

Eli was a very confused young man. Unable to be honest with himself, he continued to live a lie and pretended he was straight despite his love of transgendered women.


One of those he’d had a relationship with offered him the chance to finally find out exactly what he was looking for from a partner. It would involve being her live in sissy as she expanded her dominatrix business, The opportunity was one that wouldn’t come around again and Eli felt like he needed to fully immerse himself in a world where he wouldn’t feel judged to find himself.


Packing up his bags and moving north away from his friends and family, Eli looked forward to being under the ownership of Mistress Leah. The one thing he didn’t know was what was in it for her, something he’d only find out in time…


This 16,000 novella explores transgender, crossdressing and sissifiction themes. 

You can buy/read this story by clicking here


Sissy Slut School: Where Fantasy meets Reality

After yet another unsuccessful date, Gary hits the alcohol and retreats into his happy place. This leads him to another night of dressing up as a woman. Instead of just doing this privately, the beer lowers his inhibitions, leading him to go one step further.


Once he wakes up he finds that he’s potentially exposed himself online. The fear is real but the rush is nearly as intense. Before his brain clicks into gear about the potential pit falls, he finds himself signing up to enrol in a Sissy Slut School halfway across the country. 


Gary does this without fully realising what that would entail. Is he really ready for everything the Mistresses are going to throw at him along with his class mates?


A 23,000 word novella about Gary and his adventures at the Sissy Slut School where his fantasy does indeed become reality. The only question is does the reality live up to his fantasy? 

You can buy/read this story by clicking here


Hunted: Moon Creek

Alan’s life was coming apart at the seems. Having lost his well-paid job, he spiralled out of control not knowing what to do next. His marriage to his college sweetheart was becoming evermore of a loveless sham and his own sense of self-worth had all but disappeared.


Then one day his wife told him about a TV show that was about to launch, Hunted: Moon Creek. The premise was simple, all he had to do was escape capture from the local police force for a month and not only would he win a share of $100,000 but also they would offer all those who won a job on the force.


One thing troubled him though and that was if he was captured, he would spend the rest of the month doing time in a real prison. It was the ultimate gamble with his freedom.


With a supportive wife by his side, it gave him every opportunity to be successful. The woman who he’d been married to for over 20 years had a plan that she felt was foolproof. It would require a lot of faith but also send Alan on a journey of self-discovery and new experiences.


This 27,000 word psychological thriller novella follows his journey on the run along with finding out all about the people who help and hinder him along the way... 

You can buy/read this story by clicking here


Locked up by Lust: A first time Lesbian Romance Prison Fiction Story

Being beautiful and popular was the dream of any young woman going through high school. Instead of enjoying the attention from all her classmates however, Donna struggled finding happiness and always wondered if there was something wrong with her.


After getting a full ride to study at UCLA, Donna was determined to take up the opportunity to meet people from all different walks of life. She left her small town in the deep south looking for adventure and to find herself. 


What Donna could never have imagined is what was out there that truly made her happy and that was being told what to do by other women.


This is a 13,000 word short story that includes lesbian themes and steamy hot prison scenes. 

You can buy/read this story by clicking here


Feminized into a Sissy by his crush

Simon has a crush on the woman who delivers his post. Instead of plucking up the courage to just ask her out, he develops an elaborate plot to show her his true crossdressing self in the hopes that she’ll reciprocate his strange advance.


Instead of it working and asking her out on a date, Simon finds himself at the mercy of a woman who knows exactly what she wants and it isn’t being wined and dined in any convention manner.


A 12,500 word short story about feminization and how with just a little bit of encouragement, someone’s eyes can be opened to a world that they had never even contemplated before. 

You can buy/read this story by clicking here


Sissy Secretary Payback: An Alpha Male Gets Feminized

Steven had it all. The good job, the high income, the fast car and the beautiful home. He did it all in a manner that meant he didn’t care much about anyone else or how he treated women.


When his secretary stands up to him though, Steven realises that to escape police charges he would have to give over control. Swiftly she makes sure he understands that the way he treated women who worked for him wasn’t on, by transforming him into her very own Sissy Secretary. In doing so, Steven finds out just what it is like to live as a woman in a male dominated world.


The problem he has though is that his former secretary doesn’t seem to be all that she first appeared and maybe him becoming a better man isn’t her primary objective.


This 18,000 word novella follows Steven’s adventure from alpha male to being a menial wage worker under the iron like grip of his former employee. Does Steven learn the error of his ways or does he learn to embrace and love his new position? 

You can buy/read this story by clicking here


The Sissy Bride and her Transgender Groom: A Sissy Wedding Story

Keeping his crossdressing private was important to Jerry as he had no idea how it would play out in his community. Seeing his employee Gemma walking down the aisle though led him to be full of jealousy. He wanted all eyes upon him for once. 


Luckily for him someone would walk into his life that would help him discover that he could have such a special day. It had everything he ever wanted, a chance to dress as a woman and to have a proper wedding day how he dreamt of it.


The only problem was if he was to be a sissy bride, someone had to be the groom. Would they would want all the perks of a wedding day…and a wedding night?


Jerry would discover all that and more as his adventures turn from fantasy to a very real reality in this 11,000 word short story. 

You can buy/read this story by clicking here


Mistress Kamila Takes Control: Sissy Slave's first time in the Pillory Stocks

Gabriel becomes entranced by Mistress Kamila as she takes him down the road of sissification. The latex catsuit wearing woman of his dreams trains him up to become one of her best girls.


The one thing she does let her slaves control though is how they go about losing their sissy virginity. Gabriel chooses to lose his in the Pillory. Mistress Kamila sets him up for a wild night of passion.


A hot and steamy in your face 11,000 word short story that details Gabriel’s transition from regular man to sissy slave to a very dominant and powerful Mistress. 

You can buy/read this story by clicking here


Carl's Arrest Fantasy Gets All Too Real

Carl and Karen have an extremely spicy private life and are always trying to explore new ways to give them their next thrill. 


One day Carl tells his wife about how he’s always liked the idea of being arrested as a woman and spending a couple of days locked up. Karen’s eyes light up and before he can stop her, Carl finds himself on the streets waiting for a police van to come around the corner and take him to jail.


Crossdressing adventure as Carl faces up to the reality of his situation but Karen has one or two surprises in store… 

You can buy/read this story by clicking here


Sissy Maid at a sleazy motel

Johnny is offered the chance to fully fulfil his sissy crossdressing fantasies by his good friend Gloria. Little does Johnny know that she has big plans for him that involve far more than he could ever have bargained for.


After spending a day working as a real life chambermaid in a very low budget motel, he finds out what working at a place like this really entails.


A first person sissy maid short story about how a throw away confession can lead someone to a world that they could only dream about…or maybe it is a nightmare…


This story continues with a sequel Sissy Maid joined by Female Slave at a sleazy motel which is out now in the Kindle Store. 

You can buy/read this story by clicking here


Sissy Maid joined by Female Slave at a sleazy motel

Johnny had been turned into Olivia by his good friend Gloria and put to work in a sleazy motel on the edge of town. 


When Gloria saw what Olivia had to go through, she felt an overwhelming dose of jealously. This led to her deciding to join in with the fun and games. The two of them embark on a new life working as Maids at this motel who offer very special extra services. 


This 15,000 word short story revolves around gay and lesbian submission themes. It follows both Gloria and Olivia as they get used to their new surroundings, coupled with the demands of a very strict boss…


Sissy Maid joined by Female Slave at a sleazy motel builds on the characters and story in Sissy Maid at a sleazy motel. That title is available in the Kindle store but this book can be read as a standalone story. 

You can buy/read this story by clicking here


From Crossdresser to the Cosplay Café: A Crossdressing Journey

When one of David’s university housemates comes home early from class only to find him cleaning the kitchen wearing a French Maid’s uniform, he is confronted with the realisation his crossdressing secret is no longer just that. 


With trepidation he allows himself to be helped along in his journey down the road of wearing women's clothing. With support and love, he finds a happiness that he's been longing for along with way. 


An uplifting first person short story about how David finds acceptance amongst his friends but also how he manages to keep both his male and female personas flourishing. We follow his growth from shy crossdresser into confident maid and into the big wide world as a happy adult, just one with two very distinct lives...


This book is suitable for everyone who is interested in understanding how having interest in wearing women's clothing is perfectly normal and acceptable in the world today. It is also one for those who enjoy the idea of wearing a French Maid's uniform in public. 

You buy buy/read this story by clicking here
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