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Chapter 1

“How the hell do you get this damn thing off?” I said aloud to myself while extremely irritated. “She’s been playing games with me ever since we started dating. I can’t believe I was stupid enough to let her do this to me!”

While fiddling with my privates alone in my bathroom, it felt like months of frustration had reached a boiling point. I couldn’t sleep, I couldn’t think, and what I wanted more than anything in the world was to get this small metal chastity cage off of my most intimate body part. After watching a video on picking locks, I tried to use two paperclips and follow the lessons in the video. However, I had no luck in releasing the lock and only grew angrier as I kept failing to free myself.

While sitting on the toilet in my bathroom, I reread the last text message that I had sent to my girlfriend. Seeing that she still had not answered after three days, it felt like she was ignoring me. With a feeling of defeat hanging over me, I couldn’t help letting my mind wander as I tried to figure out how I had ended up in this situation.

Since Artemis and I had met, it seemed like she had been gradually changing from a sweet and innocent girl to a cold and domineering woman. After coming across Artemis on a dating app, I was blown away by her beauty and charm. The way she did her makeup with deep red lipstick and dark eye makeup that made her brown eyes pop was both intimidating and alluring. Her luscious brown hair was pin-straight and fell down to her upper back, while her olive skin appeared flawless. Even the way she styled her clothing was breathtaking, as she mostly dressed in form-fitting clothes that highlighted her perfect hourglass figure.

When she sent the first message between us, I couldn’t believe that she was showing interest in me. After chatting for a few weeks over text messaging, we decided to meet up in person and go out to dinner. During our first date, it felt like a match made in heaven as we laughed, drank, and finished the evening by holding each other while watching a romantic movie. Although my body wanted to jump right in and have sex with this perfect woman, I maintained some self-control.

After three dates where unmistakable chemistry was formed between us, I couldn’t help moving in for a kiss and trying to initiate a physical display of affection. However, she rejected my advances. When I asked her what the matter was, she began to explain her bad luck with dating and relationships. I listened intently as she told me how most guys just wanted to have sex and move on, like she was some kind of trophy. But she felt like it could be different with me. We apparently had something special.

Trying to be understanding and sympathetic to what she had been through, I agreed to wait on the physical part of our relationship. However, she felt it was important that we both deny ourselves until we made love for the first time to make the experience even more special for both of us. And the only way we could ensure that I wouldn’t touch myself was with a chastity device.

The first time I heard her suggest a chastity cage, I laughed it off as some kind of joke. But when I realized that she was serious, I became nervous. Artemis was the most beautiful woman I had ever been with, and I felt like I would do anything to maintain our relationship. But I was also quite uncomfortable with locking my penis in a chastity cage and giving her the key. After multiple dates where we discussed the arrangement, I eventually gave in and agreed to her request.

Once my penis was locked in a small metal cage that prevented it from growing or being stimulated, it felt like something changed in our relationship. Instead of going on multiple dates a week, we were lucky to go on one date a week. Although we had been texting every day for over a month, the text messages from her became few and far between. Even the way she spoke to me changed, as it felt like she was irritated any time I called to speak with her on the phone. Had I not been wearing a metal chastity cage that she had locked onto me and refused to let me remove, I would’ve thought that she had lost interest in me.

As weeks turned into months, where our contact with each other became less regular, my focus shifted almost entirely to the chastity cage locked around my penis. With no key or way to take it off, I was forced to endure 24/7 chastity for almost six months. Although I was not a chronic masturbator, I felt the need to drain my balls a few times a week. But with the chastity cage preventing me from growing or touching myself, I had not been able to masturbate since she had locked me up.

The most frustrating part about wearing the cage was that I would still attempt to grow an erection quite often; but the erection would be met with discomfort and pressure. The feeling of the constricting device encapsulating my member and suffocating the possibility of a climax became increasingly irritating over time. My balls were as blue as they had ever been, and I felt like I had forgotten the feeling of my penis being manually stimulated.

Whenever I tried to ask Artemis about the chastity cage and how long she planned to leave it on me, she would either ignore my questions or become angry that I was still so focused on sex. Despite her shooting down my requests to be unlocked, I became more persistent over time and could not keep myself from asking her to give me the keys. Just as I stated in my last text message to her and the ten text messages preceding it, which she also ignored, it was becoming too painful to endure.

Perhaps my persuasion worked, because Artemis finally responded after three weeks of no contact.

“Hey, sorry, I’ve been really busy recently.” Artemis texted. “I know it’s been a while since we’ve seen each other, but I’d like to change that. I think we’re both ready to take our relationship to the next level, and that means unlocking that little thing between your legs. I just have one request before I unlock it…”

Finally, seeing a light at the end of the tunnel, I typed a response almost immediately. “Whatever it is, I’ll do it!”

“I’m glad to hear you’re so eager! Please keep that attitude for this next part, because I have a fantasy that I would like to try. Actually, it’s more like a role-play.” Artemis texted.

“Okay?” I texted, confused about where she was going.

“I’ve always wanted to try a submissive maid fantasy. I don’t know why, it’s just always been something that I’ve found sexy. If you aren’t comfortable with it, we can wait.”
Unable to wait another second to get the chastity cage off, I responded right away. “Why would I have a problem with that? When can we do it?”

“That’s the attitude I like to hear!” Artemis responded. “I can get everything all set up for tomorrow at my place?”

“That sounds perfect.”

“Come over right after work so we can get ready.”
“Okay, see you then.”

I set my phone down with a sense of relief I hadn’t felt in months. This was the most communication we had since she locked the cage onto me, and I was relieved to know that I would finally have an opportunity to be unlocked from chastity. As I lay down for bed in my apartment, I took a deep breath and closed my eyes.


Chapter 2

Although I did not feel very well rested when I awoke the next morning, it was nothing new. I had been waking up several times a night since I was locked in chastity because of how the cage prevented me from growing an erection. Each prevention of my penis growing came with discomfort and frustration that woke me up and made it difficult to fall back asleep. Even though I didn’t dream about sex, my body constantly popped boners during the night when I tried to relax.

While I went through the motions at work, I took care of what I needed to before the weekend. As a project manager for a large international firm, my job consisted of writing hundreds of emails a day and making sure that my subordinates completed the tasks that I assigned. Although it was not a very challenging job, it paid the bills and allowed me to live comfortably.

Once I was finished with work, I went directly from my office in a downtown high-rise to Artemis’s apartment just outside of the city. After fighting through rush hour traffic, I finally pulled up to her building and found a parking spot close by. Feeling a pit in my stomach because this was the moment I had been waiting for since I had stupidly agreed to allow my girlfriend to lock me in a chastity cage, I took a deep breath before exiting my vehicle.

After a short stroll through the lobby of her building, I took the elevator to the third floor and walked down the hall to her apartment. Upon knocking on her door, she answered moments later.

“I was wondering when you’d show up. I’ve been waiting for you.” Artemis greeted.

“Yeah, the traffic was horrendous.” I responded while stepping inside.

Artemis closed the door behind me and locked it before continuing our conversation. “So, would you like to jump right in, or do you want to catch up first? It feels like it’s been a while since we’ve seen each other.”

“Twenty-two days.” I responded.

“Aw, you’ve been counting? That’s so cute.” She said. “It sounds like you want to jump right in.”
“Yeah, I’m ready to saw this thing off.” I said while pointing to my crotch.

“Well, that’s a little dramatic, don’t you think?”

“I don’t know…It’s just driving me crazy.”
“We’ll take care of it; don’t worry.”

As Artemis led me through her apartment, I couldn’t help scanning her body. Her thin frame stood on a pair of black platform high-heel stiletto pumps with a rounded toe. Encasing her legs were a pair of thigh-high sheer black stockings with an intricate design where they cut off. A pair of black bikini-cut panties fit high around her hips, while a lacy, black, long-sleeve, turtle-neck top allowed an inhibited view of her black push-up bra. With no bottoms of any kind covering her lower half, my chastity cage was already becoming tight at the sight of her.

When Artemis turned and faced me in the hallway next to her bedroom, I looked over her makeup and hair that gave her a dominating look. The dark makeup around her eyes with smokey eyeshadow, black eyeliner, and heavy mascara made her brown eyes pop, while the light coat of blush highlighted her high cheekbones. Her olive skin looked flawless, with highlighter and foundation applied evenly, but her deep red lipstick demanded my attention. The way her lips were perfectly painted felt inviting and sensual as I stepped close to her.

“Doesn’t that hurt?” I asked.

“What?” She responded.

“That bun looks really tight on top of your head.”

“I was in ballet for years. Believe me, I’m used to it being even tighter.” Artemis responded.

After shrugging my shoulders, I stepped into her bedroom and took a seat on the bed.

“So, how do we start?” I asked nonchalantly.

“Well, you need to get ready first.” She informed.

“Okay? Do you have, like, some sort of outfit for me?” I asked while laughing.

“Yeah? That was the whole thing?” She said while stepping over to her closet and pulling out an outfit. As I laid my eyes on a black long-sleeve bodysuit top, sheer black stockings, and a pair of high-heel pumps that closely matched Artemis’s, I became confused.

“What’s that?”
“It’s your outfit…” Artemis responded.

“What are you talking about? I thought you had some sort of maid fantasy?”

“Yeah, I have a white skirt you can wear to make it look like you’re a maid.” Artemis said while picking up the bodysuit top and holding it up to my body. “It looks like it will be a perfect fit.”
“Whoa, what are you doing?” I asked while backing away. “That won’t fit me.”
“I’m sure it will. We’re basically the same size. I checked,” Artemis informed.

“Yeah, but that’s for women. I’m a man…”
“So? Why are you getting so weird about this all of a sudden? You said you were okay with roleplaying as a maid last night? What changed?” She asked with her arms crossed.

“What changed was I thought you were going to role-play as the maid. And I thought you were going to take this damn thing off of me.” I responded while grabbing my junk.

“If this is how you’re going to act, you can just forget it,” Artemis fumed. “I was ready to have a lovely night with you and show you how special it can be when you wait. But if you want to just throw all that away, you can leave.”

“Wait…” I said before getting cut off.

“No. I thought you were different from the other guys I dated. You seemed sweet and kind. But apparently it was all just a ploy to get in my pants.” She asserted.

“It wasn’t!” I responded. “I really like you. It’s just been so frustrating having this thing locked on me for six months. It’s driving me crazy…”

“Well, we can put this behind us and still have a lovely evening…if you agree not to act like some sex-crazed maniac.” Artemis suggested while glaring at me.

After taking a deep breath, I rolled my eyes before responding. “Fine, give me the outfit.”

“Not yet. We have to get you ready first.” Artemis said with a warm smile.


Chapter 3

Artemis took me by the hand and led me to her bathroom before ordering me to strip down naked. Hoping this was the moment I would be released from chastity, I eagerly tore my clothes off and stood before her with my hands over the small metal chastity cage. Although we were of similar height to each other, it felt like she towered over me with her four and a half inch high heels on.

“Okay, step into the tub,” Artemis ordered.

“You want me to shower?” I asked.

“Sort of?” She responded. “You need to rub this all over your body and let it sit until I tell you.”

As I read the label on the bottle that she handed to me, my eyes went wide.

“Why would I use this?” I said, while glaring at her.

“Because if you’re all hairy, it’ll ruin the fantasy. In order for this role play to work for me, it needs to be convincing.” Artemis explained. “Oh, but let me fix your hair before you start. This was the first thing I noticed when I saw your profile photo, and I can’t have anything happening to your lovely head of hair…”

I stood in shock as Artemis pulled my hair into a high ponytail and tied it off. Although I was not trying to look feminine by keeping my hair long, it was roughly the same length as Artemis’s hair and fell down to my upper back. Women constantly complimented my long hair, and it felt like the one thing that made me stick out in a crowd. With my thin frame and minimal muscle definition, it felt like the only part of me that I received compliments on.

“Well, are you going to do it?” Artemis asked.

“Do I have to? I already agreed to wear the outfit and do this role-play or whatever. Isn’t that enough?” I asked.

“No…you might be okay half-assing my fantasy, but I’m not.” Artemis said with her arms crossed.

While standing in the shower with a bottle in my hand, I felt a chill in the air and shivered. With the thought of a release on my mind, I ignored my better judgement and began lathering the white foaming liquid around my entire body.

A smile formed on Artemis’s face as she watched me lather the hair removal foam onto my body from my toes to just below my eyebrows. Once my body was almost completely covered, I turned toward Artemis.

“Now what?” I asked. 
“Now we wait.” Artemis explained. “I’ll set a timer, and when it rings, you can wash all of that off. Okay?”

“Fine…” I said with frustration in my voice.

The next ten minutes felt like some of the longest in my life as I stood naked in the shower with the chastity cage still locked around my penis. Although I was inching closer to being unlocked, I was afraid to see what the finished result of the hair removal would be. When Artemis let me know that the timer was finished, I took a deep breath before standing under the shower head and turning it on. As the water ran over my body, I watched in amazement as my body hair fell right off of me.

My eyes went wide, and a confused expression rested on my face as I watched all my leg hair, arm hair, and armpit hair wash down the drain. Although I wasn’t overly hairy on my chest or back, the few patches that had been present washed away with the water. Even the light stubble around my face had vanished without a trace as I felt how smooth my cheeks and chin had become. Despite there still being a few strands of hair left after the hair removal foam was washed off of me, Artemis helped shave the remaining hairs so that my body was perfectly smooth to the touch.

“This is turning out better than I thought!” Artemis said with a wide smile.

“This isn’t permanent, is it?” I asked while looking down over my smooth body in shock at what she had done.

“I’m sure it could grow back eventually. But enough about that. Come, we have more work to do.” Artemis ordered.

As Artemis led me out of the bathroom, I kept my head down with my hands over my chastity cage. Upon being led to her bedroom, I stood next to the bed with a submissive demeanor.

The effect of the complete absence of body hair was surreal, as it affected not only my appearance but also my demeanor and how I felt on the inside. While standing unclothed in front of the most beautiful woman I had ever met, I felt even more naked and exposed than usual. It was like a crucial part of my masculinity had been plucked away, and I was still processing how to cope with it.

When Artemis handed me a pair of black panties to put on, I took them from her hand meekly and stepped into the ladies’ underwear. Despite my eagerness to get out of the chastity cage, I remained compliant in hopes that Artemis would unlock me once I was dressed. However, when she handed me a bra, I could not hold back the first question that came to mind.

“Do I really have to wear a bra?” I asked while holding it in my hand. “I don’t have boobs…”

“You already know the answer to that,” Artemis answered. “If you stop now and leave, then shaving will have been for nothing.”

After rolling my eyes, I put my arms through the bra straps and struggled to clasp the bra behind my back. 
“Let me help with that.” Artemis giggled while stepping behind me.

Once I was in a pair of matching black panties and bra, I couldn’t help looking down at my chest and taking notice of how the underwear lifted my pectoral muscles and gave the appearance of budding breasts. Although I was fairly flat-chested, it felt like the pads in the push-up bra enhanced my figure and added a cup size. Although I was not familiar with the exact sizing of various cup sizes, I figured that I was now somewhere in the range of an A cup.

“You are starting to look so cute!” Artemis exclaimed. “Now, let me help you with the bodysuit. It might be kind of tricky for you.”

I stood still as Artemis grabbed the black, long-sleeved bodysuit top and brought it over my head. As she pulled it down over my body, I couldn’t help noticing how the thin, tight fabric put my curves on display and accentuated my chest. Once the bodysuit top was pulled down to my crotch, Artemis secured the bodysuit between my legs with a similar clasp as my bra.

When Artemis grabbed the stockings off of the bed, I couldn’t help myself from looking down at my body and observing what she had done. I felt a sense of shock and horror upon seeing small breasts protruding from the black bodysuit, along with a small bulge between my legs. With the way the tight fabric hugged my skin, my chastity cage was on display beneath the fabric.

“Why don’t you sit down for this part?” Artemis suggested.

Upon sitting on the bed with Artemis kneeling at my feet, I became nervous at the sight of the stockings and high heels. While Artemis began rolling the semi-opaque black stockings up my legs, I could feel the hairs on the back of my neck stand up as I reveled in the feeling of the soft fabric encasing my smooth legs. As I stared downward at my hairless legs being covered in the erotic hosiery that demanded attention, confusing thoughts swirled around in my brain. It felt like for a moment; I forgot whose legs I was looking at as the sensual image caused my penis to swell up, only for the chastity cage to inhibit my erection.

While taking deep breaths, I sat still as Artemis rolled the stockings up to my thighs before grabbing the pair of high heel stilettos next to her. Unable to process what was happening, I closed my eyes as she fitted me into the high-heel pumps that closely matched her own. Once she was finished securing the buckles of my four and a half inch high-heel stilettos, Artemis stood up and took my hands.

“Come on, let’s get you up on those heels!” She ordered.

After swallowing the saliva in my mouth, I looked down at my shoes and felt a pit form in my stomach. With wide eyes, I remained frozen in place.

I couldn’t believe what Artemis had coerced me into, and I was nervous that I might twist an ankle if I stood up. Having no previous experience in high heels, I stayed still and kept my eyes on the high heels and the floor.              

“Sweetie, I asked you to do something?” Artemis said while tugging on my arms.

“This is starting to feel like too much…” I responded softly.

“Oh, come on. You’re almost there. Don’t give up now…” Artemis responded. “Just come with me to the bathroom and we’ll finish this up. Okay?”

Hoping that this was finally the moment I would be released from my chastity cage, I took a deep breath and stood up on my high heels for the first time. Despite wobbling at first, I found my balance in the stilettos and managed to walk without the help of Artemis.

“Look at you; you’re a natural!” Artemis commented. “You need a little practice, so you look more ladylike, but it’s a good start.”

Although I didn’t appreciate her comment, I stayed quiet and walked into the bathroom with her.

When Artemis gestured for me to take a seat in front of her vanity, I complied immediately. Even though I had only walked fifteen feet in the high heels, I was already ready to take a break.

“Alright, now it’s time for the fun part. Hair and makeup!” Artemis announced.

“What?” I said while looking up at her through the mirror. “No…”

“Oh my god. What now?” Artemis asked with an annoyed look on her face.

“This is going too far. I agreed to shave my body, which I regret doing, but I did it. I let you get me dressed and put me in high heels, which is weird, but whatever, I can take them off. But makeup is where I draw the line…”
“Are you really being serious? You’re really afraid of some powders and pencils?” Artemis asked.

“I’m not afraid; it’s just that…I’m a man. And men don’t do stuff like that…”

“Oh, you’re a man…I see,” Artemis said with her hands on her hips. “Do men wear panties?”

“You made me put them…” I said before Artemis cut me off mid sentence.

“I’ve had it with your attitude. Answer yes or no!” Artemis snapped.

“No, but you aren’t listening…”
“Quiet! Before I throw you out of my apartment in that little outfit with your cock locked.” Artemis fumed. “Do men wear bras?”

As I opened my mouth, Artemis cut me off before I could begin. “Don’t test me! The only thing I want to hear is a simple yes or no…”

“No,” I said before pursing my lips.

“Do most men shave their entire body?” Artemis asked.

“No…”
“And how many guys out there have their penis locked in a little chastity cage for six months?”

“None that I know of.” I said with anger in my voice.

“Then it sounds like you aren’t like most guys, are you?” Artemis asked.

“Apparently not.”
“No, you sound much more like a sissy. And if a sissy wants any chance of being unlocked, they listen to their mistress…” Artemis asserted. “Now, is the little sissy going to sit still while I finish getting you ready? Or do you want to leave my apartment and figure out how to walk home in those pretty high heels of yours?”

Feeling like I had no choice, I reluctantly nodded my head in agreement. It was clear that I was powerless in the situation and that Artemis was in complete control of me for the time being. With the realization that I had literally given her the keys to my freedom, I put my head down and allowed her to paint my face with makeup before doing my hair.


Chapter 4

Artemis spared no expense as she put on my face and worked on my makeup for nearly two hours. Although I grew restless throughout the process, I kept seated and remained compliant in hopes that I would be released from my chastity cage once she was finished. Although I told myself that I could just wash the makeup off and leave once the chastity cage was unlocked, something told me it would not be that easy to end this role-play.

After sitting patiently for hours and waiting for Artemis to finish up by styling my hair into a tight bun to match hers, she finally announced that she was finished. Because she had kept me facing away from the mirror, I had not seen myself since she had begun working on my makeup. Once I turned toward the mirror and laid my eyes on my face for the first time, I nearly screamed.

While looking at myself in the mirror, I struggled to process the image before me. Not only had every shred of masculinity been ripped away and disguised with layers of makeup, but I looked like Artemis’s twin with the way she had styled me. From the shoes on my feet and stockings around my legs, to the makeup on my face and bun atop my head, I was transformed to resemble my girlfriend. Although there were slight differences in the material of our clothes and the fact that I had a bulge at my crotch, the rest of my body was a near perfect match.

As I stood next to Artemis and stared into the mirror, I scanned up and down our bodies while in a state of shock. Despite our shoes being slightly different in the way they were styled, we were both in four and a half inch high-heel pumps that covered most of our feet. The stockings around our legs were slightly different in the shade of black, but our legs looked identical in size and shape. Where the stockings cut off, our thighs were both equally smooth without a trace of body hair around our crotches.

Looking up at our torsos, I was shocked to see that our chests were both nearly identical. Although Artemis had a slightly fuller chest, the padding in my push-up bra gave me an eerily similar cup size. Both of our stomachs were flat, while our hips helped give us both hourglass figures. With the way my turtleneck bodysuit top covered my Adam’s apple, it was difficult to tell that I was actually a man. Except for the bulge in my panties, it appeared that I could be Artemis’s sister.

Upon looking over my face in the mirror, I hardly recognized myself. My eyes appeared dark and sensual with the way she had applied eye shadow to darken my eyelids, while fake lashes and three coats of mascara enhanced my gaze. Eyeliner had been circled around my eyes to give me a cat-eye look, which closely resembled Artemis’s eye makeup. As I turned my face from side to side, I could see that the shades of foundation, blush, and highlighter that were applied were a perfect match to Artemis as well. My skin had never looked so smooth or flawless as I noticed how the makeup made my cheekbones appear higher and more well-defined. When I turned my attention to my deep red lips that were painted with lip liner and lipstick, my mouth dropped wide open.

Looking up at the tight bun atop my head, I couldn’t believe how feminine Artemis had made me appear in just a few hours. From my hair and makeup to the high heels on my feet, I felt submissive and ladylike in a way that I had never experienced before. With the chastity cage still locked onto my penis, I struggled to hold on to any feelings of masculinity. Artemis had taken complete control of me and had transformed me into a doll that she could play with. However, I still didn’t know what she had planned for the evening.

“I can’t believe how cute you turned out.” Artemis commented. “When I first saw your profile picture, I knew that you had potential. But I had no idea how convincing you could look.”

I put my head down at Artemis’s comment and stared at my high heels.

“Come, we need to finish up your outfit so that we can get started.” Artemis said before leading me out of the bathroom and back to her bedroom.

With each click of my high heels on the wood floor, I felt like I sank deeper into feminine submission. Each step was a reminder that I was my girlfriend’s sissy for the night, and there was nothing I could do to fight it. When she stepped into her closet and began looking for a white skirt, I stood in the center of the room and put my head down meekly.

“This will be perfect!” Artemis exclaimed. “What do you think, sissy?”

Although my girlfriend had addressed me, I didn’t appreciate being called a sissy. I had no interest in the skirt she had picked out, and I kept my head down.

“Sissy, I asked you a question…” Artemis said while tapping her foot.

After glancing up at her, I put my eyes back down on the floor in front of me. I felt humiliated and couldn’t stand to look at my girlfriend.

As I remained standing still, Artemis threw the skirt onto the floor and marched over to me. After putting her hand under my chin, she gripped my face and forced me to look up at her.

“Show me some respect when I talk to you!” Artemis snapped. “What the hell is the matter with you?”

After swallowing the saliva in my mouth, I struggled to answer her. While speaking at a near whisper, I muttered a response.

“I’m sorry…This just feels like too much…”

“What was that, little sissy?” Artemis asked while tightening her grip around my chin.

“This feels like too much…” I said with slightly more volume.

“Address me as mistress, dammit!” Artemis yelled.

“Mistress.” I said meekly.

“Yes, speak!”

“This feels like too much…Mistress.”

“Oh, the poor little sissy can’t handle wearing some girly clothes and putting on a little bit of makeup?” Artemis asked in a baby voice. “Well, suck it up. If you ever want that thing between your legs unlocked, you better listen and do what you're told. Understand?”

“Yes…”

“Yes, what?!” Artemis snapped.

“Yes, mistress.”
“That’s better. Now get your ass over here and put this skirt on!”

With my head down, I followed behind Artemis and stood next to her while she picked up the skirt.

“Now, sissy, what do you think of this one?” She asked.

“It looks fine.” I answered.

Artemis put her hand over her face and shook her head. “Sissy’s don’t say ‘it looks fine’ if they like a piece of clothing. Tell me it’s cute, sexy, adorable, pretty, beautiful, charming, or delightful. Use that little sissy brain to tell me how you actually feel about this skirt.” Artemis ordered.

“I guess it looks cute.” I responded softly.

“That’s better. Would you like to try it on?”

“Do I have to?” I asked.

Artemis took a deep breath and blinked her eyes slowly. Looking like her head was about to explode from my comment, she stepped close to me and brought her face less than an inch from mine. Even with my high heels on, she stood slightly taller than me.

“If I ask you to do something, you do it. I don’t care if it is mopping the floors, scrubbing the toilets, or putting on a skirt. Answer me with a yes, mistress, and smile. Got it, sissy?”

After swallowing the saliva in my mouth, I responded how Artemis requested. “Yes, mistress.”

Although I forced an uncomfortable smile, Artemis accepted my effort and handed me the white skirt.

As I brought one leg up to step into the skirt, I nearly lost my balance on my high heels. After catching myself, Artemis suggested I sit on the bed to put the skirt on, and I complied immediately. Once I was seated on the bed, I pulled the skirt up my legs and stood up before zipping it up my back.

Even though the flare-out white skirt covered my crotch and disguised the bulge in my panties, it was still very short and exposed my upper thighs. When I looked down at myself and saw how the tops of my stockings were exposed, I let out a soft sigh.

“That looks perfect on you. I just have one more thing to complete the look.” Artemis said before reaching into her closet.

After walking over to me with a big white bow in hand, she stepped behind me and used a pin to attach it to the back of my black bodysuit. With the bow attached, she had me stand in front of the mirror to admire her work. Although she had only added two pieces of clothing, it did wonders for my overall look and helped me resemble a maid. The flare out skirt kept the bulge in my panties out of sight, while the bow gave me the appearance of a dainty servant. As I checked myself out in the mirror again, it felt like every part of myself that was male was completely hidden and replaced with femininity and grace.


Chapter 5

With my outfit complete and my overall appearance acceptable by Artemis’s high standards, she informed me that we were ready to begin. I couldn’t believe that this had all just been the setup for her role-play, and I hoped that she wouldn’t leave me in my chastity cage much longer. After being led out of her bedroom and into the living room of her apartment, I stood before Artemis, feeling nervous and afraid of what she had in mind for me.

I felt more submissive than ever before in my life, and I regretted going down the rabbit hole of femininity with Artemis. She had driven me to the point of desperation by keeping my penis locked in chastity for over six months without a single release, and when an opportunity presented itself to be freed, there was no way I could resist her conditions. Seeing the way she wielded her power and lorded it over me before I was fully dressed and made up to look like her “little sissy”, I was afraid of what would come once I truly had no way out. As Artemis stood before me with her hand on her chin and a grin on her face, I clenched my stomach and tried to weather the anxiety stirring inside of me.

“Now, sissy, we need to establish a new name for you, because your old boy name simply won’t do. Obviously, you will answer me when I refer to you as sissy, but I would like a more formal name to address you as when you are doing your maid duties.” Artemis explained. “And I have decided on the perfect sissy maid’s name…Fifi.”

A confused expression rested on my face upon hearing the name Fifi for the first time. My head tilted to the side as I stared at Artemis.

“As my maid, Fifi, you will be tasked with keeping my apartment spotless and scrubbing every square inch of this place.” Artemis explained. “I want this place so clean that you could lick the floors. Got it, sissy?”

With my head down, I responded with, “Yes, mistress.”

“Very good, Fifi. But when I order you to do something, you will curtsy.” Artemis ordered.

After rolling my eyes, I pinched the ends of my flare-out white skirt and curtsied for her.

“I saw that, sissy.” Artemis said before pursing her lips. “You will be punished for rolling your eyes.”

After swallowing the saliva in my mouth, I stood still while Artemis grabbed some cleaning supplies and set them out for me. When she ordered me to begin cleaning everything except her bedroom, I curtsied and obeyed promptly. However, as Artemis retired to her bedroom and left me alone to clean the apartment, I became confused. I couldn’t help wondering if the role-play had already begun, and if she really expected me to clean her entire apartment while dressed and made up like a woman? Not wanting to ruin my opportunity to be freed from my long-term chastity cage sentence, I shrugged my shoulders and began cleaning, as she had requested.

Nearly two hours later, Artemis still had not come out of her bedroom, and I was still cleaning. My feet were beginning to get sore from standing on my heels for so long, and my knees were hurting after scrubbing the floors on my hands and knees. Although the toilets were already fairly clean, I scrubbed her bathrooms and made sure that everything was spotless. Once the entire apartment was immaculate, except for Artemis’s bedroom, I stood by her door and knocked lightly. When she answered the door with a new addition to her outfit, my eyes went wide.

“Are you finished yet, sissy?” Artemis asked.

“Yes…mistress.” I responded with a curtsy. Although I was trying to stay in character, I couldn't help glancing down at her mid-region where a long object stood erect.

“Let’s see.”

While strolling around the apartment to check over what I had done, I struggled to break my gaze from the phallic-shaped object that connoted to bounce up and down with each of her steps. When she turned to face me with it pointed in my direction, it took every ounce of self-control not to stare at what was strapped around her waist.

“You are such a good little sissy. I can’t believe how wonderful of a job you did, cleaning everything in sight. You have such feminine qualities that will serve you well as my sissy maid.” Artemis complemented.

Trying to go along with her role-playing, I curtsied and responded with a “Thank you, mistress.”

When Artemis noticed my eyes lingering on her middle, she gave a faint smile before speaking.

“Follow me, sissy.”

After walking through the apartment, we returned to Artemis’s bedroom, where she sat on the bed and spread her legs. Upon stepping close to her, I struggled to break my gaze from the dildo protruding from her crotch.

“Kneel.” Artemis ordered.

Although I was growing tired of this role-play, I continued following her orders and remained compliant.

“Do you like what you see, sissy?” Artemis asked.

Knowing the response she was looking for, I nodded my head. “Yes, mistress.”

“Would you like to suck it?” She asked.

“Uh…yes, mistress?”

As she spread her legs a little further apart, I scooted forward on my knees and brought my lips close to her strap-on dildo. Despite having no experience sucking a dildo or a cock, I put on my best performance and wrapped my lips around the 8-inch dildo that was secured to her crotch.

When I looked up at Artemis, I could see her eyes close and her head fall back as I continued to suck and lick with my hands on her thighs. From the veins bulging all around the flesh-colored cock to the head that felt incredibly lifelike, I was taken aback by how realistic it looked and felt. Although I was uncomfortable roleplaying giving a blow job, it felt like one more thing that I knew I couldn’t say no to if I wanted to be freed from my chastity cage.

After several minutes of pleasuring the dildo strapped to Artemis’s crotch, she pulled my head away and allowed me to take a break. Upon seeing how my lipstick had smudged, Artemis laughed at me and told me to clean up my lips. Listening to her command, I stood up and marched to the bathroom, where I found the lipstick.

While leaning forward toward the mirror, I wiped away the lip makeup that had smudged before applying a fresh coat of the deep red lipstick. After setting down the tube on the counter, I looked over my chest and could see that my bra was sitting higher on my left side than the right. Putting my hands on my chest, I readjusted my padded bra and made sure it was sitting properly before I marched back to the bedroom where Artemis was waiting for me.

“That’s so cute you were playing with your chest…” Artemis commented.

Putting my head down as I blushed, I remained silent.

“Alright, sissy. For your little act of defiance earlier, I am going to tie you up for this next part…” Artemis informed.

Seeing the handcuffs, gag, and rope in her hand, I became nervous. “Is this really necessary?”

Artemis bit her lip and let out a deep exhale through her nose before marching over to me. “Open…now!”

Feeling frightened by her commanding voice, I opened my mouth and allowed her to stuff the large ball gag into my mouth. Upon pulling it tightly behind my head, she secured the ball gag with a buckle. Almost immediately after it was fastened onto me, I could feel drool forming as my mouth was propped open around the large, red silicone ball.

Continuing with my bondage, she took my hands and pulled them behind my back before locking a set of handcuffs onto me. With the handcuffs made of leather and fur on the inside, along with metal around the outside, there was no way I could possibly break free or wiggle out. Once the handcuffs were secured around my wrists with my arms behind my back, she secured another set of cuffs around my ankles that were similar in design.

With my ankles secured in cuffs that kept my legs inches from each other, I could only take the smallest of steps as Artemis led me across the room to her bed. As she sat down and collected the next item to use on me, I was required to stay on my high heels while bound tightly and gagged. Upon seeing the next item that she was about to place around my neck, I began to moan and whine to show my displeasure.

“Settle down, little sissy. This is to remind you of your place.” Artemis informed.

When she brought the pink leather collar up to my neck, I noticed that it had the words “Sissy Slut” written on the front in bedazzled pink letters. Although I breathed heavily and rolled my eyes, it did not stop her from securing the collar around my neck and locking it on. Praying that no one would ever see me in such a humiliating outfit while bound and collared, I put my head down and pouted. However, as she pulled a rope through a metal ring attached to my collar and attached the rope to the cuffs around my ankles, I couldn’t help but continue to whine and moan in protest.

With my hands cuffed behind my back, a ball gag in my mouth, and my feet bound, there was nothing I could do to fight Artemis as she continued to tighten my bondage. When she pulled on the rope that connected my collar to my leg cuffs, I let out a moan of frustration and tensed my body. As she continued tugging on the rope and closing the gap between my collar and my ankle cuffs, I was required to bend over further while I stood next to the bed with my butt stuck in the air. Once Artemis was finished with me, my head was stuck less than two feet from my feet, and I could hardly move. While standing in my high heels with my arms cuffed behind me, it took everything I had to not fall over onto the hardwood floor.

“Well, sissy, I think you’re finally ready.” Artemis announced. “Would you like me to take that chastity cage off now?”

Feeling like I was at the end of my ropes, I nodded my head eagerly in response.

“Ok sissy, let me go get some supplies and then we’ll begin.”

As I remained bent over next to the bed, I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. This was finally the moment I had been waiting for. After months of being locked in chastity while Artemis played with me, the moment had finally come where I would be released. Although I had envisioned my release looking quite different, I was still anxious and excited to recapture my freedom. However, when Artemis stepped behind me and pulled my skirt up, I realized that my freedom might be further than I thought.


Chapter 6

My heart felt like it was about to beat out of my chest as I felt Artemis unclasp my bodysuit and pull down my panties. With my bottom exposed, I trembled as she rubbed her strap-on against my hole and toyed with me. Upon feeling her squirt some lube onto my opening, I couldn’t help closing my eyes and whimpering. Because of how rough Artemis had been treating me, I was ready for her to force her massive dildo into my hole, whether I was ready or not.

When I felt Artemis use her finger to spread the lube around my opening, I took a deep breath and tried to release some tension. Feeling her left hand grip my butt cheek tenderly before massaging it, I was pleasantly surprised to experience a softer side of Artemis. As she used her other hand to poke my hole and open me up, I let out a long exhale and did my best to relax. Despite never having experienced anal before, it felt like I acclimated rather quickly to her index finger sliding inside of me. Although the small girth was slightly uncomfortable at first, it was fairly easy to get used to.

As she pushed her finger in and out of my hole, she began to pull from side to side and systematically stretch my opening. When she added a second finger to create more girth, I became uncomfortable, as I had to acclimate to the new size. After a few minutes of Artemis pushing and pulling on my muscles with two fingers, she added a third finger to continue stretching me.

Despite her slowly adding more girth, I struggled to accept the third finger inside of my hole. I moaned, whined, and bit down on my gag as she continued pushing her fingers in and out of my opening with more intensity. While adding more lube every few minutes, Artemis fingered me until I eventually stopped making noises and accepted what she was doing to my bottom. It must have been half an hour before I was used to the feeling of being fingered and she pulled out.

While I remained stuck by the bed and bent over, Artemis washed her hands in the bathroom before returning to me.

“Ok little sissy, this is the moment we’ve both been waiting for.” Artemis announced.

With my eyes closed, I braced myself for her to ravage my bottom. However, she surprised me by reaching around to my crotch and unlocking my chastity cage first.

After months of wearing a chastity cage 24/7, Artemis granted the wish I had been yearning for since I had agreed to being locked. It felt wonderful to have the constricting device removed, as my penis was free to grow or become manually stimulated. Despite my arms and legs being bound, I let out a sigh of relief as my member hung in front of me and enjoyed its long-awaited freedom.

With my thoughts centered around my member, I was distracted from the fact that Artemis was still standing behind me with a strap-on attached to her waist and a dildo just inches from my bottom. Perhaps I should have known what was coming, but I felt taken aback when she moved forward and pressed the dildo against my hole for the first time. The blunt end of the dildo pressed against my opening and quickly slid inside of me as my eyes went wide and my bottom tensed.

It felt like my whole body froze in place as Artemis pushed the dildo forward and forced me to accept being penetrated. While struggling to breathe, because of the brand new feeling of being entered by a phallic-shaped object, I pulled against my restraints and moaned loudly. The feeling of the eight-inch dildo snaking its way into my hole was mind-blowing as I felt inch after inch slide past my opening. When Artemis’s crotch finally met my cheeks and the full length filled my bottom, I let out a deep exhale and tried my best to relax, to no avail.

As I felt Artemis pull the dildo out until only the tip was still inside, I closed my eyes and tried to weather the confusing feelings stirring around in my brain. Although I was new to being on the receiving end during sex, there was no denying that my prostate was being stimulated by the phallic-shaped object in my rear. Despite my penis struggling to grow after months of being constricted by a chastity cage, it felt like blood was rushing to my middle.

While Artemis began bouncing behind me and humping my backside, I struggled to accept the fact that I could be turned on by my prostate being stimulated by a dildo. With my eyes closed, I bit down on my gag and did my best to bury my feelings deep inside. But when Artemis reached around to my crotch and felt my member growing in her hand, she made sure that I was aware of what was happening.

“Oh, wow!” Artemis exclaimed. “The little sissy is getting turned on even quicker than I expected! You sure do love the feeling of being penetrated by a large cock, don’t you?”

After letting out a whimper, I bit down on the gag and pulled against my restraints. It felt like my body was betraying me, and I wanted to prove that I was still a man.

“It feels like you could explode at any moment,” Artemis commented. “It’s okay little sissy. Just let it happen.”

When Artemis squeezed my member and cradled my balls, I felt like a release was imminent. With the stimulation to my prostate through the dildo entering and exiting my bottom, I struggled to hold back my arousal, which continued to bubble up. As I felt Artemis let go of my privates and put both hands on my hips for better leverage, I let out a soft whimper in response.

The only way I knew how to cum was from my member being stimulated, but Artemis was now ignoring my privates and focusing all her efforts on slamming into my rear with the strap-on. Feeling like I was on the edge, I whined through my gag and yanked against my restraints until I felt the familiar feeling of an orgasm coming over me. My breathing sped up, and my eyes went wide as pre-cum began dripping from my tip because of how Artemis was pegging my back end. When a rush of fluid shot out of me, I was shocked to discover that my body was capable of cumming from anal stimulation alone.

As drips of cum splattered on the floor beneath me, Artemis continued humping me with intensity to make sure that I was sufficiently drained. Artemis held me tight and kept me upright as she pumped the dildo in and out for several minutes after my climax. Once she was positive that no more cum could possibly escape me, she finally pulled out and stepped around to my front.

“How was that little sissy?” Artemis asked. “I bet you feel so much better now that you’ve been milked.”
With drool dripping from my gag and my legs burning from how I was stuck bent over in high heels, I remained silent.

“Just hold tight for now. I’ll let you out in a few minutes.” Artemis announced. As she began collecting a few items from around the room, I closed my eyes and continued trying to catch my breath.


Chapter 7

After several minutes of being left bound and gagged in an uncomfortable position, I became impatient. My balls had already been drained, the chastity cage was removed, and I had nothing more that I wanted from Artemis. The way she had treated me over the last six months felt confusing and somewhat cruel. While waiting to be released from my bondage, I couldn’t help feeling like it was time for both of us to move on.

However, when Artemis returned to me with the chastity cage in hand, a sinking feeling came over me. While I bit down on my gag and struggled against my restraints, Artemis slid the chastity cage around my member and locked it on again. Despite my muffled protests, Artemis made sure that the chastity cage was secure before bringing the key to a safe in her closet and locking it inside. With my freedom back in Artemis’s hands, I whimpered and pouted while she released me from my bondage.

The second my gag was pulled from my mouth, I began fuming.

“What the hell did you do that for?” I asked while rubbing my wrists where the cuffs had been locked onto me.

“Watch your mouth, little sissy…” Artemis snapped back. “You address me as mistress…and watch your tone!”

“I’m done with these little games you’re playing. You said if I went along with your little role-play, you would unlock me from the chastity cage!” I asserted. 
“Are you that much of an airhead bimbo? I did…” Artemis responded.

“Yeah, then you put it back on!”

“I do not appreciate your tone, little sissy. Curtsy for me and then get back to cleaning. You still have my room to finish before you’re done tonight.”

“Screw that. We’re done!” I snapped back.

“Are you sure about that?” Artemis asked.

“You are the craziest bitch I’ve ever met, and I can’t stay here another second…” I said while storming into the bathroom. “What the hell did you do with my clothes?!”

“That is the least of your worries right now.” Artemis responded coldly.

“What the hell are you talking about?”

“Come here and sit down.”

“Did you hear me? I said I was done…”

“I said, sit down, sissy! Before I ruin your life as you know it!” Artemis threatened.

Although I was still furious at her, I was curious about what she meant by her threat. After biting my lip, I marched over to Artemis and took a seat on the bed next to her. As she pulled out her phone and opened up an app, my curiosity turned to horror.

“You see, little sissy, I have cameras set up all around my apartment. From the second you stepped in here tonight, I have been recording what we’ve done.” Artemis explained. “From you shaving and stepping out of the shower with only a cute little chastity cage on, to me pegging you until you squirted. It’s all been recorded and stored on an outside server where it can never be deleted.”

“Why the hell did you do that?” I asked.

“Because, sissy, I actually really like you, even though you may not believe it. You’re so sweet, cute, and feminine. Even when you try to act all upset and manly, I can see right through your facade. You are much more of a sissy than you will ever admit to, and I really want this new dynamic to become a regular part of our relationship,” Artemis explained.

“I’m not a sissy…” I muttered.

“Yes, you are!” Artemis snapped. “And you will come here once a week to role-play as my maid, or else I’ll send this to everyone you know and work with.”

“You wouldn’t dare…”

“Try me…” Artemis responded with a death stare. “It would be a real shame if the people around your office saw you putting on lipstick and adjusting your bra in front of the mirror, wouldn’t it? You see, little sissy, I could cut and edit this video to make you look like a total sissy slut if I wanted to. And there is nothing you can do to stop me.”

As I looked into Artemis’s eyes, her icy stare told me everything I needed to know. There was not even the slightest hint of mercy on her face as she stared me down like her prey and awaited my response. With a pit in my stomach, I crossed my arms and blinked my eyes repeatedly.

“So, sissy, are you going to behave?” Artemis asked.

“Yes, mistress…” I responded with a meek voice.

“That’s better. But for that little temper tantrum, you will be punished.” Artemis asserted.

With my head down and knees together, I sat still while Artemis pondered.

“Oh, and I have the perfect punishment for you.” Artemis said with an evil grin. “Why don’t you get down on the floor and lick up your mess…”
With wide eyes, I stared at the puddle on the floor that formed after my orgasm. While breathing heavily, I tried to push back and remain respectful at the same time.

“Mistress, would you mind punishing me in a different way? I will clean all night if you like, or rub your feet, or…”
“No, sissy. Either get on the floor and lick it up like I said, or these videos and photos will be sent to everyone…”

With anxiety stirring inside of me, I stared down at the floor and struggled to move my body any closer to my mess. My whole body felt tense as I slowly crept down to the floor and dropped to my hands and knees. As I brought my face down to the salty white fluid, I looked up at Artemis, who was standing over me with her arms crossed.

“Is there anything else I can do?” I pleaded.

“No, sissy. Now lick.” Artemis ordered.

Feeling like I had no choice, I let out a whimper and stuck out my tongue. After leaning forward until my nose was close enough to smell the aroma, I began licking up the fluid, which had become cold after sitting on the floor for nearly fifteen minutes. The pudding-like texture with a sour, salty taste caused me to make faces as I lapped up my mess like a cat.

Despite my reluctance to clean the floor with my tongue, I licked up every drop because I was determined to keep this night a secret. By the time I was finished, the taste of cum felt like it was cemented in my mouth.

“Very good, sissy. Now, go and grab the cleaning supplies so that you can finish cleaning my room. Got it?”

“Yes, mistress.” I responded with a submissive demeanor.

“And curtsy when I tell you to do something!” Artemis snapped.

“Yes, mistress.” I said before giving a curtsy.


Chapter 8

After thoroughly cleaning Artemis’s room for close to an hour, I found her lounging on her couch in her living room. Hoping that this night would finally come to an end, I presented myself to Artemis by giving a curtsy and addressing her appropriately.

“Mistress, I’ve finished cleaning your room. Will there be anything else for tonight?” I asked.

“No, Fifi. You may go home now. But I expect you back here next week on Saturday to fulfill your duties as my maid.” Artemis responded.

“So this is really going to be like, a weekly thing?” I asked.

“Yes, Fifi. You were fun to be with as a boy, but I love you way more as a sissy.” Artemis said warmly. “So from now on, unless I say otherwise, I want you here every Saturday at 8 sharp. That way, I can play with you all day and night. And if you’ve been really good, or bad, I might keep you an extra day. Do you understand, sissy?”

“Yes, mistress.” I responded while giving a curtsy. 
“Good. Now I’ve packed a few things in a bag and left it by the front door. You can grab it on the way out.” Artemis informed. “Goodnight.”

“Goodnight, mistress.” I said before marching to the door and finding a white shopping bag. After opening it up, I became confused and returned to Artemis on the couch. When I addressed her, I could see an annoyed look appear on her face almost immediately.

“Is there something else, sissy?” She asked. 
“Yes, mistress. I don’t see the clothes that I came here with.”

“Those have already been disposed of.”

“What?” I said while trying to hold back my anger.

“Is there something you would like to say to me, sissy?” Artemis asked while turning her body toward me and tilting her head to the side.

“It’s just that…what am I supposed to wear home? The only clothes in this bag are bras and panties?” I asked.

“Those are for you to wear during the week. The outfit you’re wearing right now should be worn when you come or go from my place. Maybe if you’re good, I’ll buy you another outfit for your wardrobe.” Artemis explained.

“You want me to go home dressed and made up like this?” I asked.

“Will that be a problem?”

I remained frozen as I pondered her question and how I should respond. Although I didn’t want to walk home how I was currently dressed and risk anyone seeing me made up as a woman, I didn’t want a video sent out to all my friends and family that portrayed me as a secretive, crossdressing sissy slut. Feeling like I was stuck between a rock and a hard place, I curtsied for Artemis and answered her with the lesser of two evils.

“No, mistress. There is no problem.”

“Good, sissy. Now goodnight.” Artemis said in a dismissive tone.

“Goodnight, mistress.”

As I stepped out of Artemis’s apartment, I took solace in the fact that it was late in the evening and not many people would be out. Although I was incredibly nervous to walk out of her apartment and drive home with the way I looked, I kept myself composed as I took the stairs to the main level and walked to my car. When I stepped into my vehicle, I breathed a sigh of relief because I had made it without anyone seeing me.

During my trip home, I couldn’t shake the feeling of vulnerability and self-consciousness due to how I was dressed. With makeup on my face and my hair pulled high in a tight bun, I was constantly afraid that someone would see me and recognize me as a crossdressing man. Even though I felt a sense of safety in my car, there was no shaking the inner turmoil and anxiety.

Once I arrived home at my apartment building, I scanned the parking lot to make sure that nobody was around. After seeing that the coast was clear, I snuck into my building while tiptoeing around cars and staying low. Although I was in high heels, I took the stairs up to the fourth level of my apartment building so that I would not run into anyone in the elevator. When I peeked into the hallway of my front door and nine of my neighbors, I breathed a sigh of relief upon seeing that it was empty.

After racing to my front door with keys in hand, I unlocked it frantically and burst through. While panting for air, I slammed the door shut and locked it before standing with my back pressed against the wall in my front entranceway. Feeling like I could finally take a deep breath, now that I was in the safety of my own home, I dropped my bag and strolled to the bathroom while shaking my head.

It must’ve taken two hours to undress, shower, and make sure that every bit of makeup was removed. It felt like no matter how many times I scrubbed my face, there was always a little more mascara, eyeliner, or lipstick that would come off. When I finally rubbed a towel around my face and saw that no more makeup was removed, I got dressed in my pajamas and laid down for bed. Feeling absolutely drained, I passed out almost immediately.

Upon waking up the next morning, I grabbed my phone and saw a text message from Artemis. After months of limited communication and her ignoring my text messages, it was a pleasant surprise to see that she had texted me first. However, as I began reading her message, I couldn’t help rolling my eyes and shaking my head.

“Good morning, sissy. Last night was incredible, and I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did. There are panties and bras in your bag, as well as some makeup and shaving supplies. Since it’s the weekend, it will be a great time for you to practice your new morning routine. While you shower, you will shave your entire body, from your eyebrows down. Then you will practice your makeup and recreate the look I gave you. I attached a makeup tutorial that will help you get it just right. Next, you will put on a matching pair of panties and bra before getting dressed. So that I can make sure you are following my orders, you will send a photo of you in your underwear at random intervals during the day. The photo must be time-stamped, and it must be sent within sixty seconds from when I ask. Failure to comply with my command will come with a punishment. If you do not comply with the punishment, the following photo will be sent out first.”
As I looked at the photo attached, my mouth dropped wide open. Artemis had used the video feed from a secret camera in her room to zoom in and take a photo of me licking up cum while dressed and made up like a woman. I felt like I could explain away being dressed up and allowing my girlfriend to do my makeup, but the photos of me cumming while being pegged and licking it up would ruin my reputation for life. Knowing that I was stuck following Artemis’s orders for the time being, I responded back to her text.

“Yes, mistress.”
“Very good, sissy.” She texted back. “And one more thing, take out every pair of underwear you own and throw them away. You won’t be needing them anymore, and a good sissy shouldn’t even allow herself to be tempted to disobey. Send photos and videos to show your obedience.”

After shaking my head, I put my head down because I knew I had no choice but to comply.


Chapter 9

Although I found Artemis’s commands difficult to endure, I followed through with what she had asked and sent photos as she had requested. Every pair of my male underwear was thrown out, and I replaced them with the pairs of panties and bras, which she had given me. After showering and shaving as she had ordered, I stood in front of the mirror and followed along with the makeup tutorial that she had sent.

Despite watching Artemis do my makeup, I struggled to recreate the look, even while watching a video that took me step by step. I must have spent half the day in front of the mirror as I struggled with the details, especially my eyeliner, which I struggled to perfect. Although I ate breakfast, I skipped lunch and ate a late dinner because of how focused I was on putting on my makeup, just as Artemis had requested. With the dirt that she had on me, I knew that I needed to treat every command as if my life depended on it.

After a weekend filled with practicing my makeup and hair, I woke up on Monday and began getting ready for work. Even though it was uncomfortable to wear a bra and panties beneath my male clothes, I had no choice but to wear them as I had been commanded. Over the weekend, Artemis had been giving me a taste of what to expect during the work week by demanding to see my panties and underwear several times a day. She even punished me twice for not wearing a pair that matched and told me that it would cost me when I came to her apartment again. With a matching pair of black lacy panties and bra on, I clothed myself in tan dress pants and a polo shirt overtop.

Despite my underwear being concealed, I couldn’t help feeling self-conscious as I went about my day. Even though I performed the same work as I always did, something felt off while I sat in my cubicle and worked on my computer. It felt like every movement made me aware of the bra beneath my shirt and the panties underneath my pants.

When I would lean over toward my computer, I couldn’t help but look behind me to make sure no one saw my panties riding up. If I stretched my arms above my head, I became nervous that my bra straps were visible. Even when having a simple chat with someone from my office, I was constantly on edge that they would notice the extra cleavage in my chest from the pushup bra I was wearing. With my phone by my side, I was on guard throughout the day and ready for a text message to come at any time from Artemis.

After seeing the first text message from Artemis nearly an hour into my workday, I grabbed my phone and practically ran to the bathroom. Although my colleagues looked at me strangely, the only thing on my mind was keeping Artemis happy so that my masculine image could be protected. After bursting into the bathroom, I hurried into a stall before pulling down my pants and lifting my shirt. With my phone in hand, I took a selfie that showed my matching black bra and panties before sending it to Artemis immediately. Once I received a message back from her, I breathed a sigh of relief and headed back to my desk.

As the week progressed, the constant paranoia began to take a toll on me. I rushed to the bathroom several times a day as Artemis toyed with me and forced me to keep sending selfies. Her cruel game was causing everyone at my office to question what was wrong with my bladder while I continued following her commands throughout the week. Although I was keeping Artemis happy, people in my office were questioning why I was acting so strangely.

Toward the end of the week, on Thursday, I found myself running to the bathroom upon receiving another text message from Artemis. Despite my coworkers giving me strange looks and whispering about me behind my back, I continued following Artemis’s command so that her videos and photos would never see the light of day. However, when I stepped into the bathroom and was met with a problem I couldn’t solve, anxiety began stirring inside of me.

Every stall was occupied in the bathroom, and there were no other private places to go. As the seconds ticked by, I struggled to control my breathing and felt myself becoming lightheaded. There was no way I could go to a different floor in time, and there was no way I was taking a selfie of my underwear without being locked in the stall of a bathroom. When I saw another text come in, my heart sank.

“Well, well, well, little sissy. You have failed.” Artemis texted. “The good news is, you don’t need to send another photo until tonight. The bad news is, you will be punished. Once you’re finished with work, I will text you what the punishment will be.”

With my head down, I exited the bathroom and returned to my desk. Although I didn’t know what Artemis was going to do to me, I figured that it would be humiliating. When I finished work later in the afternoon and saw a text message pop up on my phone from Artemis, my eyes shot wide open.

“So sissy. I thought long and hard about this punishment and decided to let you off easy. But don’t test me, because you won’t be able to hide the next one. I am sending you the address of a store you will visit. You will ask them to pierce both of your ears. I have already picked out a pair of earrings for you and have sent a picture.” Artemis texted. “Before you get your panties in a bundle, no one will even be able to see the earrings with how long your hair is. As long as it isn’t pulled high in a ponytail or a bun, this will continue to be our little secret. But don’t test me or disobey me again. Got it?”

Feeling like a ton of bricks just fell on my head, I responded to her text message the only way she desired for me to.

“Yes, mistress.”

Despite my mind racing with a plethora of excuses, I knew that nothing I could say would change her command. The only things on my mind were keeping her pictures of me out of circulation and doing anything I could to keep Artemis happy. Although I was reluctant to get my ears pierced, I followed Artemis’s order and visited the shop as she had commanded.


Chapter 10

Walking home with freshly pierced ears was humiliating, but not as humiliating as getting them pierced. The store that Artemis forced me to visit clearly targeted teenage girls with all the accessories and cheap jewelry that they carried, which is why I felt so uncomfortable in the store with several teenagers. With a group of four in front of me, I kept quiet as they giggled and laughed together while looking at various earrings and bracelets.

Once the two girls in front of me were finished getting their third and fourth ear piercings, I sat down for my turn. When the store worker asked which earrings I would like inserted, and I presented the ones Artemis made me choose, I felt utterly humiliated. The earrings were comprised of a golden bow that went over the ear while pink hearts dangled underneath. They looked like the daintiest and most feminine earrings in the store, yet I was forced to ask for them.

When the group of girls behind me saw my new earrings inserted, they couldn’t help but laugh and giggle with each other while pointing in my direction. I felt as small as a mouse as I paid with my head down and struggled to make eye contact with anyone inside the store. Feeling an overwhelming sense of shame and embarrassment, I walked out of the store with my shoulders hunched and misty eyes.

Although I had long enough hair to hide my earrings, they added to my paranoia and self-consciousness as I went about my workday on Friday. With my bra and panties on beneath my clothes, as well as girly earrings in my ears, I was in a constant state of anxiety and restlessness. It felt like all eyes were on me as I peeked over my shoulder constantly and looked around the office every few minutes.

When the workday was finally concluded, I was relieved to be finished for the weekend. However, upon heading home, I received a text message from Artemis that outlined her expectations for my return to her apartment the next morning.

“Hey there, sissy. I expect you back at my place tomorrow at 8 on the dot. Sissies should be punctual, so if you are even a minute late, you will be punished.” Artemis texted. “And as I stated the last time you were here, you will return just as you left. Fully dressed with your hair and makeup done to my standards. I hope you have been practicing your makeup this week, because if it does not look right, you will be punished.”

After shaking my head, I responded with the appropriate text message. “Yes, mistress.”

Upon waking up extra early the next day, I rushed through my new morning routine, which consisted of showering and shaving my entire body. Once I was finished, I pulled out my outfit that I had not worn since I had returned home from Artemis’s apartment a week prior. Upon laying out the outfit, I rolled my eyes before getting dressed.

Although it was starting to feel normal to wear panties and a bra, the high heels, bodysuit top and skirt were still quite foreign to me. After sliding into my stockings and high heels, I brought the black bodysuit over my head and pulled it down between my legs. Once it was clasped, I continued by bringing the white flare out skirt up my body and zipping it up behind me. To finish my outfit, I grabbed the white bow Artemis had given me and used a mirror to make sure I attached it properly in the back. With my outfit complete, I stepped in front of the mirror and began working on my makeup.

Despite makeup being the part of my appearance that made me the most nervous, I was pleasantly surprised by the result when I was finished. My week of practice appeared to pay off as I looked over my face and made sure that there were no imperfections. With my lips appearing fuller from the deep red lipstick and lip liner, I pursed my lips and turned my head from side to side. Although my eye makeup gave me the most trouble, the cat eye look appeared perfect with my eyeliner and dark eye shadow applied. Even my blush and foundation had improved throughout the week as my entire face appeared much more feminine. Once my makeup was complete, I pulled my hair up and tied it off in a tight bun, just as Artemis had done for me.

When I stared in the mirror, looking at the finished result, I couldn’t help but admire my work. Although I had practiced throughout the week, this was the first time I had done my makeup and hair while fully dressed in female clothing. With my earrings on display because of how my hair was styled, I collected my phone, wallet, and keys before walking to my apartment door and placing my hand on the knob. However, as I stood in front of the door, I struggled to open it, and I froze in place.

While doing my makeup and getting dressed, I was so focused on my appearance that I had temporarily forgotten that I would have to step out of the safety of my home while crossdressed. The last time I had done so, it was in the middle of the night, and it was unlikely I would run into anyone in my building. But now that it was morning in broad daylight, I became nervous of what someone might say if they saw me or recognized who I was. As I stood with my hand on the door handle, paralyzed by fear and anxiety, my phone went off.

“It’s almost time, sissy. You better not be late!” Artemis texted.

Feeling more fear of what Artemis could do to me if I didn’t listen, I swung my door open and peeked out. Seeing that the coast was clear, I marched down my hallway and stepped into the stairwell.

After descending to the main level, I stepped out of the building and snuck to my car in the parking lot. As I passed a woman in her mid-forties who lived in my building, I put my head down and prayed that she wouldn’t recognize me. Although she scanned my body from head to heels, she did not say a word as she passed by. It felt like my heart was about to beat out of my chest as my high heels clicked across the concrete before I finally took a seat in my car. Upon looking back at the woman who had walked right by me, I saw her staring in my direction before heading into the building. Shielding my face with my hand, I put my keys in the ignition and started my vehicle.

After the short drive over to Artemis’s apartment, I parked in front of her building and snuck up to her floor. Even though I did not want to run into anyone in her building either, I did not feel as nervous because I didn’t know anyone in her building. Upon stepping up to her door, I knocked lightly and checked my phone. Seeing that I was still a few minutes early, I breathed a sigh of relief.

When a few minutes passed and Artemis did not answer, I couldn’t help but become nervous. While waiting in her hallway, feeling self-conscious because of how I was presenting myself, I texted Artemis and asked where she was. While I continued to wait, I could hear a door open down the hallway before footsteps could be heard growing closer to me.

While standing by Artemis’s door, frozen in place with my head down, I could see a gentleman out of the corner of my eye. Even in my high heels, the man clearly stood a few inches taller than me with a wide frame. Although I was intimidated and scared by his presence, I tried to remain calm and composed on the outside. Feeling his eyes lingering on me as he passed by, I hoped like hell that he would not realize I was a crossdressing man. When he continued to the end of the hallway and stepped onto the elevator, I breathed a sigh of relief.

Once the man was gone and the clock struck 8, Artemis opened the door to reveal herself still in her silky pajamas.

“Very good being on time, Fifi.” Artemis complimented. “You may come inside.”

Feeling overwhelmed with a mixture of emotions, I stepped into the safety of Artemis’s apartment.


Chapter 11

Upon walking into Artemis’s apartment, she ordered me to stand by the door while she inspected my overall appearance. Although I had felt self-conscious from the second I stepped out of my home while crossdressed, something about the way Artemis studied my body made me feel insecure in a whole new way. While standing with my arms at my sides and my feet close together, I watched Artemis make slow circles around me and look over every part of my body.

After only a few minutes of silence in Artemis’s presence, I became increasingly anxious. I couldn’t help feeling like I had missed something, or that there was an obvious imperfection with my outfit. Trying to remain composed, I kept my vision straight ahead while Artemis stepped around to my front and addressed me.

“Well, I am actually pleasantly surprised, sissy.” Artemis commented. “Except for the bow in the back being a little off center, your outfit looks great. Your bun could be pulled a little tighter, but we can work on that. And your makeup…Did you really do that all by yourself?”

After putting my head down, I responded. “Yes, mistress.”

“It’s flawless. I can’t believe you were able to do that after only one week of practice. I knew that you were much more of a sissy than you let on.” Artemis complimented.

“Thank you, mistress?” I responded.

“Tell me, do you feel like a sissy?” Artemis asked.

“I kind of do, mistress.”

“Good.” Artemis said with a smile. “Why don’t you start by cleaning my entire apartment. Then come and find me when you’re finished. Understood?”

“Yes, mistress.” I said before giving a curtsy.

As I walked by Artemis, I could see a wide smile form on her face. She was obviously impressed with how quickly I took to my makeup application and listened to her orders. Although this whole role-play had felt foreign to me at the start, it was starting to feel more comfortable inside of Artemis’s apartment, where I was not nervous to be seen by other people. Even though I was well aware of her recording me with hidden video cameras, I had nothing to fear if I kept her happy.

While spending the morning hours tidying up her apartment by cleaning the floors, scrubbing the bathrooms, and doing her laundry, I began to notice where her cameras were set up. Seeing that there was one in every room in the apartment, even the bathrooms, I couldn’t help finding it strange. Once lunchtime arrived and I had an opportunity to ask Artemis about it, I did not miss my opportunity.

“Mistress, may I ask you a question?” I asked.

“Yes, you may, sissy.” She responded.

“Why do you have so many cameras around your apartment?”

“Well, sissy, my apartment was broken into a few years ago, and the police were not able to find out who did it. So, I set up the cameras and hid them around my apartment in case that ever happened again. It makes me feel safe, and it comes in handy more often than you might think.”

“Oh, I guess that makes sense.” I responded.

“Now, since it’s lunchtime, I would like you to fix something for both of us. I have plenty of options in my fridge and pantry, so get to work and put something together. Remember, it is the sissy’s job to make sure their mistress is fed and satisfied.”

“Yes, mistress.” I responded with a curtsy.

After pulling out some ingredients from Artemis’s pantry and refrigerator, I began preparing lunch for both of us. Although I was not the best cook, I had learned how to prepare quite a few meals over the years while living alone. Trying to keep it simple and healthy, I prepared a vegetable stir-fry with white rice on the side.

When I presented lunch to Artemis, she gave glowing praise for my presentation. Even though the meal did not appear exceptional to me, I accepted her compliment and fixed her a plate enthusiastically. After serving Artemis her meal while she sat at the table, I stood close by and made sure she had everything she needed before preparing a plate for myself.

While sinking further and further into my role of serving and submission, it actually started to feel nice to make Artemis happy. Although I still was not thrilled about standing in high heel stilettos all day or going out while crossdressed, I was starting to feel like Artemis and I were reigniting the spark that initially brought us together. With the way her tone had softened while she paid much closer attention to me, I was beginning to see her beauty in a whole new light.

When she finished her meal, I took her plate and washed it in the sink before sitting down to eat lunch. While Artemis lounged on the couch and read a book, I quietly ate before cleaning up the kitchen and taking my place at her side. Although she was deeply invested in her book, she took a break moments after I walked up to her.

“Well, sissy, since you’ve done such a wonderful job today, I have decided to reward you.” Artemis announced.

Feeling relieved that Artemis was pleased with me, I let out a deep exhale. Although I had been growing accustomed to wearing a chastity cage around the clock, I hoped that it was finally time for her to free my member.

“Stay right there. I’ll be right back.” Artemis ordered.

While standing in her living room, feeling anxious and excited, I waited impatiently while Artemis walked to her room and returned a few minutes later. When I saw the items in her hand, I bit my lip and looked down at the floor.

“Put out your hand,” Artemis commanded.

After swallowing the saliva in my mouth, I did as I was told.

“Now take this and practice.” Artemis ordered. “I want you stretched out and ready so that when I peg you tonight, you moan like a bitch in heat because you enjoy it. Understand?”

With a large dildo and a bottle of lube in hand, I responded appropriately. “Yes, mistress.”

“Very good.” Artemis said before grabbing her book and taking a seat on the couch again.

Although I was still apprehensive when it came to anal stimulation, a part of me was curious about trying it again. I was still shocked that I had been able to cum from my prostate being stimulated from the inside, and it had been the only way I had orgasmed in more than half a year. As I began marching to the bathroom to follow through with her order, I could hear Artemis call out for me.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Artemis asked.

“I was going to the bathroom to do what you said?” I responded.

“No, sissy. You do it right here in front of me.” Artemis commanded.

“But won’t that make a mess?” I asked.

“That’s why I have a maid…”


Chapter 12

After unclasping my bodysuit and lubing up the dildo, I brought it to my opening and pressed the blunt end against my hole. Although it was uncomfortable to push a dildo inside of my bottom while standing in Artemis’s living room with her sitting close by, I knew that I could not disobey her command. As I spread my legs and tried to relax my bottom, I couldn’t help feeling self-conscious.

Even though Artemis had already pegged me with the same dildo, there was something more humiliating about using it on myself. When I was tied up and at her mercy, it was Artemis who made the choice for me to put the phallic-shaped object in my rear. But now that I was doing it of my own free will, it made me feel dirty and slutty.

Despite my bottom needing time to stretch and grow accustomed to the massive dildo, I managed to work it inside of me after several minutes of pushing lightly and taking it slow. Although I felt like I needed to stretch substantially to accept the full length of the rod, I managed to fit most of the dildo inside of me within ten minutes from when I had started.

“You might want to finger yourself first next time…” Artemis commented while keeping her eyes on her book.

After giving a curtsy, I responded. “Yes, mistress.”

“And make sure you moan when it goes in or out. A good sissy should show she appreciates being filled.”

“I will, mistress.”

While Artemis continued reading, I began moaning and whining with each movement of the dildo. Even though I felt silly moaning sexually while I pushed a dildo in and out of myself, I was determined to keep Artemis pleased with me. As I continued moving the dildo up and down behind me, I closed my eyes and moaned like a slut. Although moaning sexually did not come naturally, I channeled what I had seen women do in movies and videos when they were on the receiving end of sex.

Artemis must have been pleased with my performance, because when I opened my eyes, I could see her staring at me with a smile. After freezing in place with the dildo halfway inside of me, I put my head down in shame and embarrassment.

“Don’t stop. It looked like you were starting to enjoy yourself.” Artemis commented.

“I’m sorry, mistress. I just feel really embarrassed right now.”

“That’s alright, sissy. This is why I wanted you to practice.” Artemis responded. “There is nothing to be ashamed of. Just keep going until I tell you to stop.”
“Yes, mistress.” I responded before giving a curtsy.

After taking a deep breath, I continued shoving the dildo in and out of my opening repeatedly. While picking up speed, I continued moaning in a higher pitch until my voice eventually cracked. With my eyes closed and my mind fully embracing feminine submission, I could feel arousal building deep within and bubbling up. Although I was still locked in a chastity cage, an orgasm was surprisingly beginning to feel within reach.

When Artemis stood up and ordered me to stop, I couldn’t help but pout as I felt like I was on the edge of a release.

“That’s enough, sissy. I want you to save some for later.” Artemis ordered. “Now clean up your mess and meet me in the bedroom.”

“Yes, mistress.”

After standing up from the couch, Artemis swiped the lube and dildo from my hand before heading to her room. Although I was still coming down from intense feelings being stirred up inside of me, I took a deep breath and turned my thoughts back to my duties.

After cleaning up the lube that had dripped onto the floor, I put away the cleaning supplies and found Artemis in her room shortly after. Although she had spent most of the morning and afternoon in her silky pajamas, she had decided to change into a lingerie set that took me by surprise. With a thong that barely covered her bottom and a bra that allowed a transparent view of her chest, Artemis looked proud of her body that was on display. As I noticed the strap-on around her waist with the eight-inch dildo, which I had been using, protruding from her middle, I couldn’t figure out which part of her outfit excited me the most.

When she ordered me to step close to her, I walked toward her with my head down.

“Bend over the bed, sissy.” Artemis ordered.

Following her order, I put my hands on the bed and stuck out my bottom. As I felt Artemis reach up my skirt and unclasp my bodysuit, I couldn’t help but feel excited about what was to come. Even with the chastity cage on in the living room, I was still able to come close to an orgasm. With the hope that she would take it off before she pegged me like the previous session, I had trouble controlling my giddiness.

“Wow, sissy, you are turning into such an anal slut…” Artemis commented.

“I guess I’m starting to get used to it, Mistress.”

“Good, because we’re going to be doing this a lot from now on.”

When I felt Artemis press the blunt end of the dildo against my hole, it felt like my bottom tensed involuntarily. Feeling confused that she had not taken my chastity cage off, I peeked over my shoulder and asked Artemis where the key was.
“What?” Artemis snapped back.

“It’s just, you took my chastity cage off the last time we did this?” I responded.

“First off, sissy, you do not get to hold the key. You do not even ask for the key. And you certainly don’t ask to be unlocked. Only when you behave and act obediently will I even consider unlocking that pathetic thing between your legs.”
“I’m sorry, mistress.”

“You should be. With the way you acted this week, you’re lucky that I’m even pegging you!”

“I’m sorry, mistress. I won’t ask again.”

“That’s better. But I’m done listening to you.” Artemis said before pulling out. After marching to her closet, she pulled out a large ball gag and stepped close to me.

“Open wide.” Artemis ordered.

After taking a deep breath, I complied with her command and allowed her to stuff the large ball gag in my mouth.

“You know what? After that little outburst, this doesn’t even feel like enough.” Artemis informed.

Marching back to her closet, she pulled out a pair of handcuffs and ankle cuffs before grabbing the ‘sissy slut’ collar and rope that she had used to subdue me during our previous session. Once I was bound with my hands behind my back, my legs close together, and the rope Artemis used to connect my collar to my ankle cuffs, she stepped behind me and began pegging me for what felt like hours.


Chapter 13

With my head being held within two feet of the floor and my limbs subdued, I struggled to keep myself upright while Artemis pegged me roughly. It felt like my legs were on fire as I stood on my high heels with my waist bent close to a ninety-degree angle. Despite the feelings of arousal, which came and went in waves, I was having trouble focusing on an orgasm. Because of the chastity cage locked around my penis, each rush of blood to my middle came with discomfort and frustration rather than orgasmic relief.

As Artemis continued to peg me for what felt like hours, I couldn’t help but be impressed by her stamina. Even with a pair of high heels on, she stayed on her feet and did not take a break until she was finished with me. Although I couldn’t be certain, it sounded like she had somehow achieved two orgasms while pegging me. Hearing her loud moans echoing around the apartment as her crotch slammed into my bottom, I couldn’t help feeling jealous because I so desired to experience an orgasm of my own without a chastity cage locked onto me.

Once Artemis came down from another orgasm, she pulled out and slapped my behind roughly. After strolling to the bathroom, she removed her strap-on and cleaned it thoroughly while I remained tied up and stuck next to her bed. Despite my moans and whines to show my discomfort, Artemis left me tied up for another half an hour once we had finished. Although I was frustrated that I hadn’t achieved a release and I was uncomfortable from the position I was stuck in, I knew that I had no recourse with Artemis. She held all the power in our relationship, and I was stuck as her obedient submissive.

When she finally unlocked my cuffs and released me from my collar, I collapsed on her bed from pure exhaustion. While shaking her head with her arms crossed, Artemis stood over me.

“Ok sissy. I have a busy day tomorrow, so I need you to go now.” Artemis informed. “I have packed another bag for you, and it’s waiting by the front door. I’ll text you your instructions tomorrow morning. Got it?”

“Got it, mistress.” I responded in a breathy voice.

“Oh, I like that. Can you talk in that voice more often, but make it higher pitched?” Artemis asked.

“Like this, mistress?” I asked while doing my best to follow her command.

“That’s better. But why don’t you practice it this week to make it sound a little more girly.”

“Okay, mistress.” I responded.

“And fix your makeup before you leave. Your lipstick is a mess, and some of your foundation is smudged.”

After struggling to pull myself up from the bed, I walked to the bathroom as if I had bricks for shoes. My feet were sore, my legs were on fire, and I could not wait to rip my high heels off. As I stood in front of the mirror, I leaned against the counter to take some of the weight off of my feet while I reapplied my lipstick and fixed my foundation.

Once my makeup looked presentable, I headed to the front door, where I found a bag waiting for me. After picking it up, I noticed pairs of tights and stockings on the inside, along with a dildo and lube. With an idea of what Artemis was going to ask me to do this week, I couldn’t help rolling my eyes and shaking my head before opening up the door and stepping out of Artemis’s apartment.

Even though I still did not want to see anyone while I was crossdressed and made up like a woman, my mind was more focused on how tired my legs were and how swollen my balls felt in my chastity cage. With my bag in hand, I marched straight past a couple from Artemis’s building and stepped into my car without flinching. However, after a short drive back to my apartment building, it felt like my anxiety began to build.

Since it was still light out and there was a lot of activity around my building, I was nervous to be seen by one of my neighbors that I was acquainted with. I had no idea what I would say if they recognized me or asked why I was dressed effeminately, and hoped that I would not have to figure it out on the fly. Hoping to stay away from any awkward conversations, I kept my head down and marched to the stairwell while avoiding eye contact with anyone I passed by.

Despite my feet hurting from standing on my high heels all day, I took the stairs up four flights to avoid any possible awkward encounters on the elevator. Upon stepping onto my floor, I peeked down the hall to make sure the coast was clear before scampering to my door. However, as I approached my apartment, I could hear another door open down the hall before one of my neighbors stepped out. Although I heard them greet me, I stepped into my apartment without acknowledging them.

With my door closed and locked, I took a deep breath and tried my best to relax. Feeling relieved to be back in the safety of my home, I marched to my room and took my high heels off immediately. After undressing completely, I stepped into the shower and cleaned myself off before enjoying a relaxing night in my apartment alone.


Chapter 14

When I awoke the next morning to a text message from Artemis, I rubbed my eyes before opening the text. Upon reading her words, I was less surprised and more annoyed with what she was commanding.

“Good morning, sissy. I hope you slept well because I really enjoyed our night together. As you may have already seen, I sent you home with a bag full of stockings and tights. I want you to go into your sock drawer and throw out every pair of socks that you own before replacing them with the cute pairs of stockings and tights that I gave you. When I ask for photos this week, I expect you to be wearing a pair of stockings or tights that match your panties and bra. A mismatch in color will equal swift punishment.” Artemis texted.

After reading the text, I responded with a simple message. “Yes, mistress.”

“It will also be very important that you practice with the dildo I gave you. It was sweet to see you struggling to fill yourself, but I want you ready to be pegged from the second you step into my apartment. If I want to mount you first thing in the morning, you should be ready. You should not be focused on cumming while you are practicing. Instead, you should focus on me and how good it feels when I use you. Understand, sissy?”

“Yes, mistress.” I responded.

“Very good. Enjoy your Sunday, because I will be keeping you on your toes this week.”

Following her command, I threw out every pair of socks that I owned and replaced them with the dozens of pairs of stockings and tights that Artemis had given me. She had made sure to send me home with every color and design so that there would be no excuse when it came to matching the style of my underwear. Although the hosiery would not be seen when wearing clothing overtop, it put me a little further on the edge as I worried what someone might say if they discovered the secret beneath my outer layer of clothes.

After a long Sunday full of practicing my makeup application, hair styling, and stretching my hole, I laid down to rest before a long work week. When I awoke on Monday morning, I hurried through my morning routine, which consisted of showering, shaving my entire body, and getting dressed with matching undergarments. Although it was easiest to go with black for my panties and bra, Artemis became annoyed if I wore the same color too often. Trying to keep her happy, I went with a matching pair of red panties, bra, and tights.

While I went about my workday, I couldn’t shake the feeling that my coworkers were on to me. Although I knew that I had been acting strangely since last week, I felt like I couldn’t explain to anyone what was going on. Throughout the day on Monday, I continued to see curious eyes on me as I ran to the bathroom when Artemis asked for a picture. With growing suspicions and gossip increasing at an alarming rate, I had no idea how long I could keep up this secret. 

As the week continued to pass by, I was growing increasingly tired of the games Artemis played with me. Sometimes she would ask to see my underwear three times within ten minutes, which would force me to run to the bathroom each time. With all the whispering going on between my coworkers, I was beginning to get nervous that I might lose my job if this persisted. Feeling like I needed to discuss the arrangement with Artemis, I planned to have a discussion with her on my next visit over the weekend.

On Wednesday evening when laying down for bed, I was feeling so exhausted mentally from everything going on that I forgot to plug my phone in before falling asleep. When I awoke the next morning later than usual because my alarm didn’t go off, I hardly had enough time to rush through my morning routine and make it to work on time. Upon sitting down at my desk and discovering how low my phone battery was, I felt a pit form in my stomach.

There was no way I could make it through the whole day with my phone at 20%, but I was becoming increasingly isolated from everyone in my office and couldn’t possibly ask to borrow someone else’s phone all day. Feeling alone and isolated from my coworkers, I couldn’t even muster enough courage to ask about borrowing a charger. With my phone on low-battery mode, I hoped that I could make it through the whole day by conserving my power. However, when my phone died with an hour of work left, I prayed that Artemis was finished sending messages for the day.

When I arrived home on Thursday night and plugged my phone in, it turned back on to a flurry of text messages.

“Send another picture, sissy.”

“Sissy, you are running out of time…”

“It’s been sixty seconds with no response. You know what that means.”
“Sissy, respond now or your punishment will only get worse.”
“Are you playing games with me? You know the rules. You are supposed to respond within sixty seconds or face a punishment. If you don’t listen to my punishment, I will expose your dirty secret.”
“You are getting on my nerves, sissy…”
“SISSY, if you do not text me back in five minutes, I will be forced to escalate your punishment to something that will really humiliate you!”

“That’s it. You have until midnight tonight to respond and follow the punishment, or I will send out a video and pictures to everyone at your workplace and your entire family.”
“The clock is ticking…”

When I finally wrote a response and explained that my phone had died, it took Artemis several minutes to respond. 
“You forgot to charge your phone? How is that my problem? We had a deal, and you broke it.” Artemis texted.

“I’m sorry. Please forgive me, mistress.”

“It’s alright, sissy. But you’re still not excused from your punishment…”

“I’m sorry, mistress. Please have mercy.”
“Since I am so kind, I will not send out the videos to your family. But you must comply with my order immediately.”
“Okay, what is it?” I asked.

“I made an appointment at a nail salon five minutes from your place. You will go get a mani-pedi and have them paint your nails bubblegum pink. I was going to have you get acrylic nails, but since I am in such a kind mood, it will only be nail polish this time.”
“Mistress? You want me to get my nails done?” I asked.

“Yes, and your appointment is in ten minutes.”
“But, mistress. I won’t be able to hide that at work. What will people say when they see me with painted fingernails?”

“Why don’t we really give them something to talk about and go with acrylic nails with a stiletto shape and a long length.” Artemis texted back.

“But mistress. I don’t know if I can go through with this one.”
“You better, because if you miss your appointment. I will send out pictures of you putting on your lipstick, cumming while being pegged, and licking up your own cum.”
“Please don’t, mistress. That would ruin me!”

“Then hurry to your appointment. And make sure to ask for acrylic nails exactly how I said.”
“Yes, mistress.”


Chapter 15

The humiliation I felt while walking out of the nail salon with freshly done nails could not be overstated. Although I had been ignorant of what acrylic nails were, I had been educated firsthand when they were cemented onto me. There was no way I could possibly hide my bright pink nails with how long and pointy they were, and that must have been the point of the punishment.

Simply gripping my keys or opening a door now felt like a laborious task, as my nails were constantly getting in the way. Because Artemis had forced me to choose a long length, I could not even make a fist with either of my hands. My long, bright pink nails felt like a hindrance to tasks that were usually mundane, and I could not help feeling even more insecure about my appearance when presenting as a male.

To top off my embarrassment, my toenails had been painted a matching color to my fingernails. Although I could hide my toenails much easier, there was still something uncomfortable about making my body irreversibly feminine. Without a second visit to the salon, I knew that the nail polish would not come off. Feeling trapped in my own body, I struggled to cope with the punishment Artemis forced me to endure.

When I awoke for work on Friday morning, I seriously contemplated calling in sick. However, it was as if Artemis could read my mind because she sent a message stating that I must carry on with my schedule as usual. If I were to miss work because I was embarrassed about how I looked, she would continue to punish and humiliate me even worse. Feeling like I couldn’t take any more punishments from Artemis, I reluctantly got ready for work.

It felt like every part of my routine took longer than usual, as I had to relearn how to hold the razor and wash my body. Since I was not accustomed to the dramatic length of my nails, I couldn’t help scratching myself a few times as I readied myself. Once I was finished getting dressed in my work attire, with my feminine undergarments underneath, I checked my phone and saw a text message from Artemis. Even though I wasn’t sure what she would demand next, I knew that it could not be good.

“Hey sissy, I hope those nails don’t hurt too bad. I know how sore your nails can feel when you get acrylics for the first time. Before you go to work, I want you to put your hair up in a bun so that your earrings can be seen. After your stunt yesterday, you’re lucky I don’t add anything else to your punishment. Make sure you send photos before you leave.” Artemis texted.

With my head down, I shuffled my feet to the bathroom. Despite feeling like it took forever to tie my hair in a bun, I managed to style my hair with just enough time left to get to work. After taking a moment to look over myself in the mirror, I struggled to pull myself away and leave the safety of my apartment.

It felt like femininity was peeking out everywhere around my body when I studied myself. Although my nails and earrings were quite obvious, it felt like it drew attention to the less obvious parts of my feminine clothing. From the bra straps barely visible beneath my shirt, to the fishnet stockings peeking out beneath my pants, there was no way I could hide what was happening anymore. With anxiety stirring inside of me, I left my apartment and headed to the office.

Upon arriving at the office building, I stayed quiet and did not interact with any of my coworkers. Even though I noticed two women whispering to each other at the water cooler and glancing in my direction every few seconds, I stayed to myself and kept my head down at my desk. When I handed some papers to my boss in his office, there was an uncomfortable silence when he noticed my bright pink nails.

It was as if my acrylic nails were a signal that caused every part of my femininity to be on full display. While waiting for him to respond to my question about a job I was working on, I couldn’t help but notice him looking at my chest, glancing at my ankles, and staring at my ears. Although he didn’t say anything about my feminine accessories, I knew that he was curious about my sudden indulgence in femininity. Not wanting to discuss my sex life or Artemis’s blackmail with my boss, I did not say a word about my appearance.

When I finally finished work for the week and headed home, I walked through my front door feeling mentally drained and exhausted. It felt like I was living two lives that were spilling into each other, and I didn’t know how much longer I could keep up this facade. Knowing that I would see Artemis the next day, I rehearsed in my head what I would say upon seeing her.


Chapter 16

On Saturday morning, I began my regular routine as I had every day for the past couple of weeks. However, after showering and shaving, I dressed myself in the female outfit Artemis had ordered me to wear when I role-played as her maid. Although it took me longer than usual to get dressed because of my long pointy nails, I managed to put on my outfit with plenty of time to work on my makeup.

Despite my nails getting in the way of practically everything, my hours of practice allowed me to work around my new issue and put on my face with time to spare. With my hair tied in a bun, my face fully made up, and my outfit looking perfect, I grabbed a quick bite to eat before heading to Artemis’s apartment. However, as I left my building and stepped into my car, a strange realization came over me.

Because I had been indulging in femininity more and more while presenting as a male, I was starting to feel more comfortable when fully dressing and presenting as a female. My nails and earrings that made me feel insecure and self-conscious in male mode became comforting while in female mode. Having grown accustomed to wearing a bra, panties, and hosiery full time, it felt nice to wear the appropriate clothing over top. It was as if something was changing in my brain, and a feeling was coming over me that I couldn’t shake.

When I stepped up to Artemis’s door five minutes early, I waited patiently until it was exactly the time I was supposed to arrive. Despite a man passing by me in the hall while I waited, I stayed composed and paid no attention to his lingering eyes. Although I was uncomfortable with people staring while I presented as a male, because I was afraid someone would discover my secret, there was nothing to hide anymore while I was fully dressed. Behind my heavy makeup and my overall feminine appearance, I was beginning to think no one would recognize me even if we were acquainted.

After knocking on Artemis’s door at 8 o’clock exactly, she answered promptly and invited me inside with a smile. Although I was fully dressed and made up, she was wearing her silky pajamas as usual.

“You are looking lovely this morning.” Artemis complimented.

“As are you, mistress.” I responded.

“I love how your voice is sounding. You’ve been practicing, haven’t you, Fifi?”

“Yes, mistress.” I responded with my head down.

“Good, sissy. Now, stand still so I can look over you.” Artemis said after closing the door and locking it.

While I stood with my arms at my sides and my feet together, Artemis circled me several times. However, I did not feel as anxious as usual.

“Well, I have to say, you have made some big improvements over the last couple of weeks. Your makeup is better than ever. Your bun looks as tight as mine, and your outfit is flawless. The way your nails complement your feminine appearance is stunning. I literally could not ask for a more perfect sissy crossdresser.”

“Thank you, mistress.” I responded with a curtsy.

“Why don’t you get started by cleaning, and I will come find you in a little while.”

“Yes, mistress.” I responded. “But can we talk first?”

“What is it, sissy?” Artemis asked with skepticism in her voice.

“I’ve been thinking about how to ask this without being rude, because I don’t want to offend you. But how much longer are we going to keep doing this?”

“Why? Are you not enjoying our time together?” Artemis asked.

“No, I really am enjoying being with you. The clothes and makeup took some getting used to, but I’m starting to feel more comfortable with it now. Doing anal was completely new to me, but I’ve really grown to like it now that I’ve been practicing. I even managed to cum once with the chastity cage locked on.”
“That’s very good, sissy.” Artemis complimented.

“Thank you, mistress.” I said with a curtsy. “It’s just that, I feel like I’m living a double life. All of this running around at work and sending pictures has started to cause problems, and I’m worried I might get fired if this keeps going on much longer. Please don’t be mad. I just don’t know how I can keep all this a secret anymore.”
“Fifi. I hear you, and I completely understand.” Artemis said while putting a hand on my shoulder. “I know that the last couple of weeks have been really tough on you, and I really appreciate everything you’ve done. I want you to know that by the end of this weekend, you will not be living a double life anymore. Ok sissy?”

“Thank you, mistress. That makes me feel much better.”

After giving a curtsy, I scampered off and began cleaning Artemis’s apartment as usual. However, after only thirty minutes, Artemis approached me in the living room with nothing on except for a set of underwear and a strap-on dildo secured to her middle. Having grown fond of anal stimulation, since my penis had not been stimulated in more than half a year, I stared at the dildo protruding from her middle.

“I hope you’re ready, sissy. Because I’m about to hump your brains out.” Artemis announced.

“Yes, mistress.” I responded happily with a curtsy.

As I accompanied Artemis to her bedroom, she held my hand and practically dragged me behind her. With my high heels clicking across the floor, I had trouble keeping up with her fast pace and would have tripped if not for her helping me balance.

Upon entering her room, she wasted no time pushing me onto the bed face first and ordering me to stay still. When I noticed Artemis grabbing the handcuffs and ankle cuffs from her closet, I couldn’t help but let out a sigh.

“Is there something wrong, sissy?” Artemis asked in an annoyed tone.

“Must you tie me up again, mistress? I’m not going anywhere, and I definitely won’t fight you.” I responded.

“I know, sissy. But I like knowing you couldn’t fight even if you wanted to. The more submissive you feel, the more domineering it makes me.”

“I understand, mistress.” I said, while putting my hands out behind my back.

Once the cuffs were locked around my wrists behind my back, Artemis locked the leg cuffs onto me next. After locking the collar around my neck with the words ‘sissy slut’ spelled out in bedazzled pink letters, she finished my bondage by gagging me with the large red ball gag. Feeling completely helpless, I lay perfectly still as she lubed up the dildo and approached my behind.


Chapter 17

After a full week of practicing anal every day, my session with Artemis felt incredible. There was no awkward stretching or need to warm up, and I was the perfect, willing, submissive bottom, ready to receive for however long Artemis wanted to give. When she jumped right in and began humping me with power and authority, my body knew exactly how to react as I propped my butt up and tensed my behind.

With the length of the dildo fully penetrating my bottom rhythmically, sensual moans came instinctively as I reacted to the movements of the dildo. After much practice that felt awkward at first, it was beginning to feel natural to whine and moan sensually with each entrance and exit of the phallic-shaped object in my rear. Instead of having to focus on what Artemis wanted from me, I felt like I was finally able to enjoy what was happening and let my body react as it had been trained to.

Although my penis was still locked in chastity, I could feel blood rushing to my middle, which caused my member to swell up in its cage. Despite the uncomfortable feeling of my erection being blocked, I did my best to ignore my member and focus entirely on what was happening in my behind. With all my focus on the dildo sliding in and out of my hole, the sensations my bottom was experiencing were intoxicating as arousal continued to build without my member hardening.

Even though this was still a fairly new way of having sex for me, it felt like I was working up to a release within ten minutes of when we started. Upon hearing Artemis approach an orgasm just before I did, I began bouncing my butt into her to help push her over the edge first. Despite being bound and gagged, my small movements proved to be enough, as I could hear Artemis reach a full-blown orgasm after fifteen minutes of pegging me. Although she slowed down while she experienced a release, she picked up her pace and continued humping me aggressively once it faded.

Over the following half hour, Artemis kept me on my toes by pegging me with varying intensities. After several minutes of ramping up her power until she was humping me hard enough to make me squeal involuntarily, she would slow to a near stop and give slow, hard thrusts that reverberated through my entire body. Seconds later, she would take me by surprise by drilling me like a woodpecker, before returning to a normal rhythmic humping. I felt like I never knew what was coming next as she switched her pace often and kept our interaction fresh.

Although I felt close to orgasming several times throughout our hour-long session, I was disappointed at the end because I could not manage to cum even once. When Artemis turned me over and saw that I was still dry after everything she had done, I could tell that she was disappointed as well. Even though it was more important for her to climax, her kind heart still desired for me to as well.

“That was amazing, Fifi. But I’m not done with you yet.” Artemis informed. “You stay right there while I run out and take care of a few errands. I will be back in a little while to ravage you again.”

As I moaned and pulled against my restraints, Artemis changed and removed her strap-on. Before leaving, she grabbed the rope from her closet and used it to connect my leg cuffs to my handcuffs so that I was stuck in a hogtie position. Now completely helpless and unable to move, I stayed still as she made sure the rope was secure and out of my reach.

“I wouldn’t want you hopping around and hurting yourself while I’m away. This will make sure you stay put until I’m back.” Artemis informed. As I remained bound and gagged on her bed, Artemis left her apartment and closed the door behind her.

Although I could not be certain of exactly how long she left me, it felt like it was several hours. The morning had become late afternoon, and my body was feeling quite uncomfortable from being tied up all day. A large puddle of drool formed beneath my mouth; my arms and legs were feeling sore, and my behind was still aching to be filled until I climaxed. When she finally returned and found me in the same position she had left me, she gave me a warm greeting.

“Hey there, sissy. Did you miss me?” Artemis asked.

After letting out a moan, I wiggled back and forth on the bed.

“Do you want me to let you out of there?”

After nodding my head yes, Artemis released the rope, so that I was not stuck in a hogtie position any longer. However, she left the cuffs in place.

“I told you I would have another run at it when I came back. I hope you’re ready.”

As I peeked over my shoulder, I could see that Artemis had already changed back into her underwear and secured the strap-on around her waist again. Feeling excited that I would have another opportunity to cum, I closed my eyes and buried my head in the bed in anticipation. When Artemis laid on top of me and slipped the dildo back into my hole, it felt like we picked up right where we left off.

Artemis was clearly determined to make me orgasm as she began pegging me again while kissing the back of my neck. Reaching around to my middle, she cradled my chastity-caged member as she continued to hump me for another hour straight in a similar fashion as she had earlier in the day. However, with my arousal coming and going in waves of euphoria, I was still struggling to slip over the edge and experience a full release with my chastity cage locked on. Although the sensations felt incredible, and it was exhilarating to remain perpetually on the edge, Artemis eventually began to run out of steam. When a full hour passed and I still had not climaxed, Artemis decided for both of us to take a break. With how tired and hungry we both were, it was time to let it go for now. 

Once I was released from my bondage, Artemis ordered me to fix up my makeup before preparing dinner for both of us. After giving a curtsy and doing as she requested, I continued the evening by cleaning around her apartment and doing the laundry. When the evening turned to night and I approached Artemis on the couch to inform her that everything was finished, I expected Artemis to send me home for the week as usual. But instead, she told me to stay.

“I’ve been enjoying your company so much that, I want you to stay here. Ok, sissy?” Artemis informed.

“That sounds wonderful, mistress.” I responded with a curtsy.

“Good, now go wait for me in bed. Once I’m finished with this chapter, I’ll join you.”

“Isn’t it a little early to go to sleep, mistress?” I asked.

“I didn’t say we were going to sleep…”


Chapter 18

When I woke up the next morning in Artemis’s arms, I took in the warm feelings and basked in the moment. Her strap-on was still halfway inside of my hole as she held me tight and spooned me in her bed. The feeling of waking up while filled by my mistress was breathtaking as I blinked my eyes open from the sunlight spilling through her window. As I held Artemis’s arm, which was draped across my chest, I closed my eyes and waited for her to wake up.

Nearly half an hour after I awoke, Artemis woke up as well and kissed my neck. Feeling her love and warmth made me feel whole and complete as we cuddled with each other before getting up and starting the day. Because I had worn the same outfit since the previous morning, Artemis laid out a new outfit while I showered and shaved in her bathroom. Although my high heels stayed the same, she gave me a white long-sleeve bodysuit top and a black flare-out skirt. With a fresh pair of sheer white stockings on, as well as a white bra and panties, I felt fresh and new.

Once I was finished with my hair and makeup, I stepped into the kitchen and prepared breakfast for both of us. Even though I had spent most of the previous day tied up in Artemis’s bed, that did not stop her from having fun with me throughout the afternoon. She had an insatiable sex drive, and I was loving all the attention she gave me. Despite my difficulty cumming while she pegged me, we both enjoyed a day filled with lovemaking as we established a physical connection with each other that could never be broken.

By the time evening came, I felt like I was having trouble walking normally. She had humped me for so long that I struggled to bring my legs together, and I was forced to waddle around her apartment. While still feeling on edge, as I had been perpetually since I had arrived at her apartment over the weekend, I finished cleaning and presented myself to her late on Sunday evening.

“Well, mistress. I’ve cleaned everything in sight, and I’ve loved our weekend together, but it’s starting to get late.” I announced.

“Yes, sissy. I can see that,” Artemis responded while sitting on the couch, enjoying her book.

“May I head home for the evening? I have to be up early for work tomorrow.”

“I’m going to have you stay the night again.” Artemis responded.

“I would love to, but I don’t have any of my things here.”

“And why is that a problem?”

“Because? What am I supposed to wear to the office tomorrow?”

“You look pretty cute in what you’re wearing. Or maybe I could pick out a nice dress for you to wear.” Artemis suggested.

“That’s nice when I’m here all day. But I couldn’t wear that to my office.”
“It’s not really a suggestion, sissy. It’s an order…”
“Mistress?” I said, feeling confused. “What’s going on?”

“Look, you said you were tired of living a double life, and I agree; it’s time to show the world who you truly are,” Artemis explained.

“That isn’t exactly what I had in mind…” I responded.

“I think it’s time you stopped lying to yourself and embraced what makes us both happy. When you pretend to be a man and wear those ugly clothes, you don’t seem like yourself. You’re constantly on edge and worried that someone will discover your secret. Well, it’s time to stop worrying and let your secret out. You are a sissy.” Artemis asserted.

“But I…”

“No buts…Now listen, because I have something important to tell you.” Artemis continued. “I had my eye on you for a while. From the moment I found you and saw your picture, I knew that you had potential. And I knew that if I put you in a chastity cage long enough, I could mold you and shape you into the sissy crossdresser you were always meant to be. You see, I’ve had some bad experiences with men. They’ve used me and abused me more times than I care to admit. But when I switched to women, I just wasn’t satisfied either. That’s why I made it my mission to find someone who wasn’t tied to either gender, who I could love and take care of in a long-term relationship. And now that I have you, I won’t let you slip away. It’s time that you moved in with me and embraced who you truly are. If your job doesn’t understand the new you, so be it. I’ll take care of both of us. The important thing is that you rely on me now and I take care of you. I love you, Fifi, and I want to be together forever.”

As I listened to everything Artemis had to say, I was taken aback. I knew that she had strong feelings for me, but I had not understood everything going on in her head until she explained it clearly. Knowing what she desired and what she wanted from me, I had trouble formulating an answer for her.

“I love you too, but this is a lot to take in.” I responded. “Can I sleep on this and talk to you about it in the morning?”
“That’s fine, sissy. But it’s not going to change anything. You’re my sissy.” Artemis asserted.

Feeling overwhelmed by my conversation with Artemis, I laid down in her bed and waited for her to join me. With my mind stirring, I tossed and turned until Artemis laid down next to me and held me tight. Although there was still a whirlwind of emotions going through my mind, her soothing presence calmed me down and allowed me to rest throughout the night. When I awoke the next morning with her by my side, I felt at peace with the decision I had arrived at.

“Mistress? Are you awake?” I asked while tugging at her arm.

“What is it?” Artemis asked while rubbing her eyes.

“I thought about what you said last night, and I wanted to tell you that I would like to move in with you and continue our relationship.” I Informed. “But I do have one condition.”
“You don’t get to make conditions. You’re my sissy.” Artemis responded.

“Please, just listen.”

“Fine…but only because you’re so cute when you try to act in charge.” Artemis said while pinching my cheek.

After rolling my eyes, I continued. “I’ll keep wearing skirts and dresses or whatever you want when I’m here with you, but I want to keep a few of my male clothes for when I go to work or see friends.”

While Artemis broke out laughing, I became confused. “I’m not sure what’s so funny about that?”
“Because sissies don’t wear male clothes. That’s why I went to your place yesterday and donated everything in your closet.” 
“You got rid of all my clothes?!” I said, feeling agitated.

“Not all of them. I brought all the bras, panties, stockings, and tights back here.”

“You can’t be serious?”

“What do you think took me so long on Saturday? I had to put everything in bags and haul them out of your apartment. I should’ve made you do it, but I knew you didn’t have the balls…” Artemis said while grabbing my crotch.
“But you can’t…”

“Quiet, sissy.” Artemis snapped. “Now you better get up and start getting ready. You wouldn’t want to be late for work.”

“I…uh…” I said, stumbling through my sentence and trying to figure out what to say. “Can you at least…find something for me to wear that isn’t too feminine?” I asked.

“Let me see what I can find.” Artemis said with a smile.


Chapter 19

After showering and shaving my body, I stepped into Artemis’s room and found an outfit, which she had already set out for me. When I laid my eyes on the short, flared-out skirt, pink tights, and pink blouse, I couldn’t help but roll my eyes. With a pair of pink high heels stiletto pumps sitting at the foot of the bed to pair with the outfit, it appeared to be the most feminine outfit Artemis could pick out.

Feeling uncomfortable standing naked in her room with only a chastity cage covering my privates, I put on the pair of pink panties and bra before getting dressed in the outfit. After putting on my face in the bathroom and tying my hair in a tight bun, I stepped into the living room to find Artemis waiting for me. When I presented myself to her, she smiled and embraced me.

“You look so wonderful!” Artemis exclaimed. “This outfit is a statement. It will send a message to everyone at your office that this is the new you and you’re here to stay!”

“Are you sure I can’t put on a pair of pants at least?” I asked meekly.

“Absolutely not. I don’t want to see you in a pair of pants ever again. And if you ever wear shorts, there better be a pair of stockings or tights underneath to show your girly side.”

“I’m really nervous about what everyone is going to say when they see me dressed like this…”

“I don’t care what they say, but I know what you’ll say.” Artemis explained. “When you sit down at your desk, you will write an email to everyone at your company and inform them that you will be going by Fifi from now on and your pronouns will be she/her. Understand, sissy?”

“I don’t know if I can go through with this…I can never come back from something like this…”
“You can go through with it, and you will…” Artemis snapped.

“But what happens if I don’t? Sure, it would be embarrassing for everyone to see those videos of me, but this feels equally embarrassing right now.”

“Really, sissy? You think wearing a skirt and high heels is equally embarrassing as your coworkers and family seeing a video of you licking up your own cum? Or squealing while you get pegged?” Artemis asked. “If that’s really how you feel, then take off work, go shopping for male clothes looking like that, and figure out how to move on with your life without me in it.”

With my head down, I muttered a response. “I’m sorry, mistress. You’re right.”

“What was that?” She asked.

“You’re right. It’s not the same thing at all…”
“So you’re going to do as I ask and stop whining like a little bitch?”

“Yes, mistress. Of course.” I responded before giving a curtsy.

“Good, sissy.” Artemis complimented. “Now go on. You wouldn’t want to be late on a big day like today.”

After taking a deep breath, I left Artemis’s apartment and headed to my office. Although I had worn female clothes in public a few times, I felt more self-conscious going to a place where everyone knew me as a male. As I stepped into my office and was greeted by the receptionist, it took her a few moments to recognize who I was. Her face was of complete shock and she looked taken aback by the way I presented myself. However, instead of being met with laughter or mockery, she smiled and complimented me on my outfit.

When I sat down at my desk and began typing an email, I could see heads turning and staring in my direction. While doing my best to stay composed and ignore the gossip going around the office, I typed up an email stating my new name and pronouns. Although it was difficult to type with my nails so long, I typed the email and sent it out to all of my coworkers.

Once people around the office began to read my email and word spread of the new me, it felt like the gossiping stopped and everyone carried on with their business as usual. Despite my initial discomfort about stepping into the office and presenting as a sissy, it seemed that no one cared as much after I made my announcement. Apparently, hiding my sissy side and acting paranoid drew far more attention than me coming to work in a skirt and high heels. Now that it was out in the open, there was nothing more to gossip about.

As I carried on with my day and sent out emails for jobs I was working on, several people from around the office made sure to stop by my desk and greet me. Although it felt uncomfortable at first to receive compliments on my hair, makeup, and outfit, I learned to take the compliments with grace. I had worked hard on my appearance before coming to work, and it was nice to have my hard work recognized by the kind people who showed compassion.

Toward the end of the workday, I was feeling more confident than ever in my new look. Coworkers who I had previously never talked to were being extremely friendly to me, while the ones I was already acquainted with asked about my home life and relationship with my girlfriend. The whole day turned out much better than I had expected, until one of my coworkers decided to spread a rumor about me.

Apparently, one of the more close-minded people at my office did not appreciate the new me and started telling everyone that I was doing porn on the side. Feeling taken aback by the news, I confronted him and asked why he would start such a rumor. However, when he showed me a video on his phone that appeared to be of me in Artemis’s apartment being pegged by her, two questions popped into my head. How did that video get out there, and how the hell did he find it?

When news of my video spread to my boss, I was called into his office with the human resources representative. Feeling that lying about the video would only make things worse, I told them the truth.

“Yes, it is me in the video, but I have no idea how that got out there. I never posted it, and my girlfriend never said anything to me about it.” I explained. “You have to believe me.”

“Look, if there were only one video, we would let you off with a warning. But apparently there is a page that is monetizing these videos and uploading them two to three times a week. This just isn’t the image we want for the people who work for this company. If you want to be a porn star, you’ll have to do it somewhere else. I’m sorry, but we have to let you go.” My boss explained.

As I walked out of my boss’s office, I felt like my whole world had been shattered. The gossiping was worse than ever, and everyone would now be aware of the secret I had been working so hard to keep buried. Although a few coworkers supported me and tried to fight for me, there was no use. After cleaning out my office, I headed back to Artemis’s apartment to have a long discussion about how those videos were leaked and why my coworker had found them.



Chapter 20

Upon returning to Artemis’s apartment, she greeted me with a smile and a kiss. However, when she saw my stern expression, she couldn’t help but ask what was wrong.

“Do you know about this?” I asked while showing her the video of me licking up cum from the explicit website.

Artemis’s eyes went wide as she stared at the video. “How did you find that?”

“One of my coworkers told everyone, and I got fired because of it. How could you send this to someone at my office?!” I snapped.

“First off, watch your tone, sissy.” Artemis said while crossing her arms. “And secondly, I didn’t send it to anyone…"
“Then how did he get it?”

“He was probably looking at sissy porn in his spare time.” Artemis suggested.

“But why was it even out there in the first place?!”

Artemis let out a deep exhale before answering. “This was supposed to be a fun surprise, but it’s kind of ruined now…”
“Fun surprise? All this time I have been crossdressing and doing everything you said to keep this video from being sent out, and it turns out you uploaded it the day after it was taken! How could you do this to me?!”

“I did it for you. Now listen, sissy, because I don’t like the way you’re speaking to me.” Artemis said with a calm tone and demeanor. “I never sent it out to anyone, and the only way anyone would ever see it is if they surf websites for content like that. And if they find it that way, they would be pretty hypocritical to judge you for doing what they like to see.”

With my lips pursed, I crossed my arms and continued to listen.

“Since I began uploading our videos, my account has been pulling in enough money to supplement your income. I was worried that you might have some close-minded people at your company and that you might lose your job. So, I created a safety net in case you fell. Now you never have to work a real job ever again as long as we keep putting out content. Wouldn’t you rather stay home and pamper yourself instead of dragging yourself to a 9 to 5 where the boss is constantly breathing down your neck?”

“I just wish you had told me sooner…”
“So that you could wimp out and not finish what we started? I know you wouldn’t have stepped outside in a pink skirt and high heels if I hadn’t pushed you. But now that you have gotten a taste of what this lifestyle offers, you’re starting to enjoy it, right?”

While looking down and away, I refused to respond.

“Just admit it. You already told me you like anal. And I bet it wouldn’t feel as wonderful without the whole mindset that comes with doing your hair, putting on makeup, and getting dressed in a fabulous outfit.” Artemis nudged.

“Fine, it feels good. That still doesn’t change what you did.” I snapped.

“I know, but I think this was the best thing that could’ve happened to both of us.”
“How?” I responded.

“Because now you have nothing to be afraid of or hide from, you can move in with me and embrace your submissive, feminine side. Every day will be filled with endless pleasure and fun while you serve me. I can use the money we make from those videos to buy you all the clothes, makeup, and shoes that you could ever want. Nothing can get in the way of you staying my little sissy.”
After staying silent for a few moments, I responded in a calmer tone. “I do like being with you, and this has been much more enjoyable than I initially thought. But if we do this, I have a few conditions…”

“No, sissy…If anyone is going to set conditions, it’s going to be me.” Artemis explained. “Listen closely, because here they are. One, you will sell or donate everything in your apartment and give up your lease. Two, you will put me on your bank account so that I have full access to all your accounts and can do with it what I wish. Three, you will remain obedient and submissive to me at all times.”

“Are you serious?”

“Do I look like I’m kidding?” Artemis asked with her arms crossed.

“Now that I’m unemployed, I feel like I don’t really have a choice…”

“That’s because you don’t. Now tell me that you understand what I said and promise that you will abide by my conditions.”

“But, I…”
“No,” Artemis said while cutting me off. “You will answer me like a good sissy.”

After biting my lip, I gave a curtsy and answered Artemis. “Yes, mistress.”

“Very good, sissy.” Artemis complimented. “Now, why don’t you run along and make yourself useful. My apartment could use some cleaning.”

“Yes, mistress.”

After freshening up my makeup, I began cleaning around the apartment, just as Artemis had asked. Although I had spent the entire weekend at her place, I had spent most of that time tied up in her room getting pegged. With my hands and legs free, I dusted, scrubbed, and cleaned the apartment from the top down.

Although I took a quick break to make dinner for Artemis, I continued cleaning until late in the evening. Once I was finally finished, I found Artemis lounging on the couch in her living room, reading a book as usual. When she asked me to wait for her in the bedroom, I hurried there with glee because I knew what was coming.

While sitting on Artemis’s bed and waiting for her to step into her room, I looked around and noticed some mail sitting on her dresser beside her bed. When I noticed that a piece of mail was not addressed to Artemis and instead was for another woman, I became confused. Feeling curious to investigate this further, I began looking through her mail and found that everything was addressed to the same woman, who was not Artemis. Upon seeing Artemis walk into her bedroom in her underwear with a strap-on around her waist, I couldn’t help but ask who this other woman was.

“It’s me…” Artemis responded.

“What? Your name isn’t Artemis?” I asked.

“Not legally, but it’s what I go by now.” She answered.

“But why?”

“Well, when I set out to find a sissy crossdresser that I could mold and shape into my subject, I felt like I needed to take on a new persona for the endeavor. And that’s where Artemis was born.” Artemis explained. “She is the goddess of hunting, the moon, and, most importantly…chastity. Now I know that in her mythology, chastity means something a little different from what I did to you, but I still loved her background. When I read the story about how she turned a man into a woman for watching her bathe, I felt a deep connection to the name.”

“Wow, I had no idea about that?”

“Of course not. Because you’re my ditzy little sissy.” Artemis responded. “But to make things simpler for you, I’ve already filed the paperwork to have my name changed legally. So from now on, Artemis is who I am full time.” She explained.

“It is a beautiful name, mistress.”

“It’s more than a name; it’s my new identity…now bend over, sissy.”




Epilogue

When Artemis stepped behind me with the strap-on fastened around her waist, I could hardly contain my excitement. The feeling of being filled by the dildo pumping in and out of my bottom had become exhilarating and intoxicating. Being the submissive bottom while Artemis showed her dominance over me had ignited a sexual preference that I had no idea existed before getting involved with her. Even if I didn’t cum from her pegging me, the sensations were incredible to experience.

Although she had previously tied me up each time she had humped me, Artemis decided to just jump right on this occasion. It was clear that I had sunk past the point of no return in terms of my femininity and submission, so Artemis did not feel it was necessary to physically subdue me every time. However, I was sure that she would tie me up again if I misbehaved, did not act like a proper sissy, or if Artemis was feeling extra domineering.

After lubing up the dildo, Artemis lifted my skirt and pulled down my panties. With my legs hanging off of the bed, Artemis stood behind me while she guided the dildo into my hole and forced it inside. As I felt inch after inch snaking its way inside of me, sensual moans and whines came out naturally. Having become a complete sissy in the bedroom, it was evident now more than ever.

Once Artemis found her footing, she began bouncing her middle into my bottom while forcing the length of the dildo to enter and exit my hole rhythmically. Feeling myself open and close repeatedly sent shivers up my spine as the massive rod made me squeal and beg for more. With my eyes closed and my arms next to my head, I clenched my fists and weathered the intense feelings that Artemis was stirring inside of me.

When Artemis leaned forward and grabbed my wrists with her hands, it felt like my body melted underneath her. Feeling her exert her power and hold me down as she humped me repeatedly caused arousal to begin bubbling up. Upon feeling her speed up her thrusts while moaning with pleasure, I knew that she could climax at any moment.

Trying to please my mistress, I began thrusting my bottom into Artemis while she continued to peg my back end. With the way our bodies slammed into each other, it caused Artemis to climax after only ten minutes of our lovemaking. Upon hearing her moan as she experienced an orgasm from the reverberations of our bodies thumping against each other while she dominated me, it felt like something was ignited inside of me as well. Despite my penis still being locked in a chastity cage, it felt like pre-cum was about to bubble up.

When Artemis began pumping in and out behind me at a quickening rate, I could feel myself finally approaching the edge. The feeling of being wholly and completely submissive to her in every part of my life caused my body to react with the strongest orgasm I had ever felt. As Artemis continued making me feel like her bitch by pegging me with more power than I could even give, the first squirts began to escape my chastity cage.

It felt like my whole body tensed as a rush of fluid was forced out of me because of what Artemis was doing. Squirts continued to shoot out with each thrust into my bottom for nearly a minute straight, while Artemis did not skip a beat. The feeling of pins and needles traveled around my body, and breathing became difficult as my orgasm took over and made it difficult to think. Although I had been sinking further into my persona over the previous two weeks, I felt like I truly became Fifi in that moment.

I had no job; I was giving up my apartment and all my possessions, and I knew I could never experience sex any other way again. This was far from just a role-play because I had truly become a submissive sissy who was dependent on my mistress. She controlled what I wore, how I acted, and how I spoke because she held all the power in our relationship. If she wanted full access to everything I owned so that I would be even more reliant on her, I knew that I must comply. As Artemis’s submissive sissy, she was my whole world and my only focus.

“Did you finish, sissy?” Artemis asked while still pumping behind me.
“Yes, mistress.” I responded. “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet; I’m not even close to finished.” Artemis responded. “Buckle up, because you’re in for a long night.”

“That sounds wonderful, mistress. Use me as much as you wish.”


Thank you for reading!

If you enjoyed this book or any of the other books in this series, please consider leaving a review. Five-star reviews are extremely helpful and let me know to continue writing stories like these. To stay up to date with new releases, please follow me on Amazon and Instagram at jane_doe_feminization_author.

Thank you so much for the support and for taking time out of your day to read one of my many stories.

-Jane Doe


Books By This Author

Forced Feminization - A Gradual Feminization Story

How does it feel to be gradually and deliberately feminized by a loving and dominant woman? Could you resist an incremental feminization that keeps pushing you until you are past the point of no return? 

In the book, ‘Forced Feminization’, we meet a couple in their late twenties that explore the concept of forced feminization in their relationship. When the couple learns about a practice called ‘locktober’, it sparks a conversation about chastity and focusing on the needs of the woman. An argument soon turns into a bet where the main character agrees to take part in loctober and stay locked in chastity throughout the entire month. If he wins, his girlfriend must stop bugging him about quitting his job and help him get a new car. If he loses, he will be a homemaker for a year while his wife supports both of them on her salary from her prestigious law firm. After a few weeks, the pressure becomes too intense, and the man loses the bet. As he had agreed, he quits his job and begins taking care of their apartment while becoming reliant on his girlfriend to support both of them. 
	Emily thrives on the new power dynamic in the relationship and begins making small requests for her boyfriend each month. Although each request is strange to her boyfriend, he finds it difficult to say no. Being that he failed the bet, her first request is that he remains locked and does not ask for the key. Since he does not have access to the key, he has no way of pushing back. The next month, she requests that be begin shaving his whole body, daily. Despite his push back, he is forced to agree. When she switches out his male underwear for female underwear, he begins to worry about what she has planned for him. After throwing away his socks and replacing them with stockings and tights, the man feels like he is losing control of his manhood. With each passing month, she continues adding articles of female clothing to his wardrobe and taking away male clothing until he is eventually put into a dress, high heels, and makeup. By the time he sees his reflection in the mirror and comes to terms with what has happened, it’s too late. This story of forced feminization explores slow gradual changes that transform not only the man’s appearance, but his way of thinking. After a year of being feminized by his girlfriend, his male identity has withered away and the only thing that remains is a submissive, obedient, feminized boyfriend who is eager to serve.

The Queen of Sissy Hypnosis

Are you curious about how powerful sissy hypnosis can be? Do you wish that the Queen of Sissy Hypnosis would put you under her spell and turn you into a completely feminized sissy servant that obeys every command? 

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

Sissy Chastity Training

What happens when a playboy is force feminized and trained to feel pleasure like a sissy? 

In ‘Sissy Chastity Training’, we meet a young man named James, who uses the wrong woman to fulfill his desires. James is a playboy who enjoys having one-night stands with a new woman at least once a week. However, after convincing a woman named Page to sleep with him by lying about his intentions for their relationship, she snaps and plots her revenge. 
	Months go by after their one-night stand, and James becomes annoyed by Page’s obsessive nature. She calls and texts him constantly until finally the communications stop. James is relieved because he believes Page has moved on, so he meets up with another woman from a dating site. But when the woman does not show up, and he starts to become disoriented, he realizes that something is wrong. He has fallen into Page’s trap. 
	After blacking out at a bar, James wakes up back in Page’s home, where she has completely feminized his body. All his body hair has been removed, he is dressed in lingerie, fake breasts are glued to his chest, a wig has been glued to his head, high heels are fitted onto his feet, and his face is made up with heavy makeup. When he sees his reflection in the mirror and notices that even his most intimate of parts is securely locked between his legs, James begins to panic. 
	With his limbs bound so that James cannot move or escape, Page explains how he had devastated her and that he needs to learn a lesson. To keep James from hurting women and using them for his primal needs, Page begins to train him how to feel pleasure like a sissy. After being renamed Sissy Jamie, he is trained with a vibrator and a dildo how to feel pleasure as a submissive. Although he fights against his training, sissy Jamie soon finds his body betraying him as he learns to feel arousal when putting on makeup, changing lingerie, changing his high heels, or being used as the submissive. 
	Eventually, sissy Jamie can’t fight back any longer and he begins to give in to Page’s training. When he learns that he doesn’t need the vibrator to enjoy being treated as a feminine submissive, something snaps in his brain, and he is pushed past a point he may never return from. Although his family and friends come looking for him and contact the police, his transformation may be irreversible by the time he is found. 
Enjoy this hot and sexy story that dives into forced feminization, submissive sissy training, and the transformation from arrogant playboy to sissy crossdresser. 

Crossdressed And Feminized By a Lesbian Couple

Have you ever fantasized about being part of a three person relationship with two women who would feminize you? Are you curious to explore crossdressing and feminization in a loving relationship with two lesbians that are not attracted to men, but instead femininity?

	In the story ‘Crossdressed And Feminized By a Lesbian Couple’, we meet a man in his twenties named Phil. While Phil is on a date with his girlfriend, Lauren, she informs him that she is breaking up with him for a woman. Upon hearing the news, Phil thinks that his girlfriend is joking with him. After laughing off his girlfriend’s comment, she holds his hands and confides in him that she has feelings for a woman named Elizabeth, and that she cannot deny her true self any longer. Upon realizing that his girlfriend is serious, he is taken aback and struggles to process the news. He becomes depressed and begins questioning himself, as he feels like less of a man. After moving out of Lauren’s apartment, his life takes a downward spiral until Phil loses everything.
	With no money, job, or any possessions, Phil has nowhere to go and nowhere to stay. As a last resort, he stops by his ex-girlfriend’s apartment two months after they broke up with hope that things didn’t work out with her girlfriend, Elizabeth. However, when Liz answers the door, he falls into a state of despair and walks away without saying a word. After Lauren peeks her head out of the apartment and sees Phil at the end of the hall, she runs to him and brings him back into her apartment.
	Upon explaining his bleak situation, Lauren and Liz have pity on Phil and allow him to sleep on their couch while he gets his life back on track. But when he returns his rental truck the next day and gets clipped by a cyclist on the way back to Lauren’s apartment, his situation continues to deteriorate. With ripped clothes and nothing to wear, Lauren lets Phil borrow some of her clothes until they can figure something out. But since she is a self proclaimed girly girl, Phil’s only clothing option is incredibly feminine.
	When Phil notices that both Lauren and Liz act softer and kinder toward him while he is dressed effeminately, he begins to gradually and willingly feminize himself to become more desirable to both women, especially his ex-girlfriend, whom he still has feelings for. Because Lauren is a similar size to Phil, he continues borrowing her clothes, as he dresses in cute skirts and beautiful dresses while he cooks and cleans around Lauren’s apartment. In order to impress both women, Phil shaves his body clean, locks a chastity cage onto him to show he is giving up on his manhood, and even allows Lauren to paint his face with makeup before securing a long, brown wig on his head. By the time he is finished with his feminization, he no longer resembles a man and instead presents as a feminized, dainty little sissy that is indistinguishable from a woman.
	In this steamy romance, Phil experiences crossdressing and feminization in a loving and kind relationship. Although there is jealousy within the love triangle, love and affection are the most important elements at play between each of the members of the relationship. Enjoy this gradual dive into the world of femininity that focuses on making yourself femininely attractive to the person you most desire in the world.

It's Hard Being a Sissy Housewife

Do you wish that you were married to a loving, understanding, and open-minded woman who would allow you to become a sissy housewife while they support both of you?
In ‘It’s Hard Being a Sissy Housewife’, we meet a young couple with an unconventional love life. The husband enjoys crossdressing and playing the role of a submissive sissy while his wife takes on a dominating and aggressive persona. During their role playing, his outfits include high heels, short skirts or dresses, and plenty of makeup, while his wife dresses in alluring lingerie and high heel stilettos of her own. As she shouts orders to her “little sissy”, she makes sure that he acts girly and provocatively throughout their roleplaying. Once they have their fun and have both fulfilled their urges, they return to their heteronormative roles until the next week, when they will role play again. Although the protagonist enjoys crossdressing on the weekends and feels fulfillment from their love life, there is always a desire for more. After an eventful week where he finds himself out of a job and in possession of a small fortune, he decides to take some time off and become a sissy housewife for an entire week. On the very first day, instead of his wife returning to a clean home, the sink is full of dirty dishes, the floors need vacuuming, and the bed is still unmade. Frustrated with her lazy sissy housewife, she begins using a mistress manual that gives explicit instructions on how to train an unruly sissy. Following the first rule of the book, she requires him to wear a chastity cage full time and forbids him from removing it. With his manhood locked away, a strong desire is planted in his consciousness to please his mistress at all costs. As the week progresses, he begins to slip deeper and deeper into the sissy housewife role and starts to question if he can ever turn back. Find out who enjoys the new power structure in their relationship more while experiencing how hard it is when you are a sissy housewife.

The Doll Designer

Have you ever wondered how it would feel to become a real life sissy doll? Does the thought of wearing a latex bodysuit and high heels excite you?

In ‘The Doll Designer’, we follow a young man who is getting to know a woman he just started dating. He can’t help but feel inadequate, as this rich, beautiful woman would typically be out of his league. As he gets to know her, he finds out that she is a ‘consultant’ and lives in one of the wealthier neighborhoods in town. After one of their dates, she invites the young man back to her house to take their relationship to the next level. Once the young man steps into her house, he falls into a world he never knew existed. The naïve young man believes that if he goes along with what she is asking for long enough, they will eventually make love. As he is painted with makeup, dressed in high heels and lingerie, and bound, he starts to realize that she may have other plans for him. While tied up and unable to fight back, she marches him to her basement, where she uses sissy hypnosis to mold his brain to her desires. The sissy tries to fight back as she punishes him and uses everything in her power to break his will. But, once the sissy is stuffed into his latex doll bodysuit, escape will become near impossible. Will the sissy accept his role as a mindless sissy doll or try to fight back and break free at any opportunity that presents itself?

Sissy Maid Camp

Have you ever fantasied about going to a camp where you would be trained to be a proper sissy maid? Do you wish a place existed where sissies are made to wear the highest of heels, a maid’s dress, and makeup at all times with other sissies?
In ‘Sissy Maid Camp’, our protagonist finds out exactly how much his life can change over a summer. After a double dinner date with his wife and her friends from work, the couple learns about a camp where men are sent to be trained and taught how to be a proper sissy maid. Being a curious closeted sissy, he is intrigued by the camp and decides to try it out. While at camp, they are taught how to do their hair, makeup, and nails. Along with their new beauty regimen, they are trained to cook, clean, and serve their mistress diligently. A set of rules is instilled in the sissies, which requires them to stay quiet, curtsey, wear chastity, and act as girly as possible at all times. If a sissy disobeys or strays from the rules, they are punished swiftly. Although feminization surgery is not a requirement for camp, most of the sissies find themselves longing for a breast augmentation of their own. Over the course of the summer, our sissy learns that nothing will be the same when they return home from camp. They will continue to live as a sissy maid for their mistress permanently. Enjoy the tale as you witness the complete feminization of a young man into a sissy house maid eager to serve.

Walk Like A Sissy

Are you afraid to step out while crossdressed? Do you wish you had a significant other who would take you on a crossdressing weekend getaway? 

In ‘Walk Like A Sissy’, we meet Tyler, who is getting himself ready for a mysterious crossdressing weekend getaway with his wife. The only instructions that he had received before the trip were to pack a suitcase full of feminine supplies and to be crossdressed with makeup and a wig on when she arrives home. Although he is nervous because he has never gone out in public while crossdressed, he follows her orders and presents himself to her when she arrives home from work. Upon her arrival, she inspects her sissy and addresses him by his sissy name. When he is referred to as sissy Taylor, it’s as if his male persona melts away and he embodies the effeminate sissy he desires to become.
Before leaving for the trip, Ashley grabs a few lengths of rope and ties sissy Taylor’s wrists behind his back. After gagging him with a ball gag and leading him to the trunk of their car, he looks at his wife with confusion when she tells him to hop inside. Without much of a choice, he lays down in the trunk before Ashley ties his ankles and secures him in a hogtie position. Once the rest of the luggage is loaded into the car, sissy Taylor is forced to remain tied up and gagged for the multi hour trip to an unknown destination.
During their trip, sissy Taylor is forced to push his boundaries as he steps out in broad daylight while crossdressed and made up to look like a lady. While Ashley finds ways to embarrass him and force him to act ditzy to the people he meets, sissy Taylor’s inhibitions are slowly peeled away. Using a vibrating plug to signal when he should curtsey, Ashley teases sissy Taylor endlessly while he is stuck in chastity. Enjoy this romantic tale that explores crossdressing in a loving relationship where sissy Taylor’s spouse takes him on a journey of self exploration while forcing him to step out as the sissy he desires to become.

Sissy Maid Services Co.

In this story, we follow a young man who was just hired by the ‘Sissy Maid Services Co.’. After signing his employment contract, he is put through a rigorous training program where he is trained how to present himself as a proper sissy maid. As a part of his training, he is certified in makeup application, dress code standards, basic cleaning, proper hygiene, and personal entertainment. As the final step of the sissy maid program, they evaluate his body to determine if he fills out his uniform properly. Upon hearing the recommendation that he have three separate surgeries to augment his body, he demands an explanation from his boss.
While looking through his employment contract, the sissy maid discovers that they have no choice and must go through with the full feminization of their body. After recovering from their Brazilian butt lift, lip injections, and breast augmentation, the sissy maid is sent to their first client’s home, where they will stay overnight for a weekend.
Upon meeting the client for the first time at their mansion on the beach, the sissy maid is overwhelmed by how sexy the six foot tall man appears in the doorway. With his muscles glistening after a swim in the ocean, the sissy maid is at a loss for words as they stare at the unmistakable bulge in his swimsuit. While the sissy gets to know their client and learns how to satisfy his needs, the sissy maid is introduced to bondage and chastity when they become intimate. When the sissy maid is left bound and gagged for an entire night, they realize what it truly means to be a willing submissive. This steamy romance will have you aching for more as this sissy maid lives out every sissy’s maid fantasy.

Maid to be Mine

Have you ever dreamt of becoming a sissy maid for a dominating woman? Do you wish that your significant other would help you begin a new career as a full time sissy maid?
‘Maid to be mine’ explores the sissy maid lifestyle from the perspective of a woman who is learning about it for the first time. After the protagonist’s boyfriend loses his job and goes on unemployment, she allows him to move into her apartment to save some money. When she comes home to dirty dishes, an unmade bed, and crumbs all over the carpet, she decides that something needs to change. While discussing the chores around the house, her boyfriend confides that he has a fantasy about becoming a sissy maid that cooks and cleans for his mistress. Being brand new to the subject of sissies and forced feminization, she begins doing some research and reading stories on the web. Intrigued by the idea, she gives the female led relationship a try. She quickly learns that her sissy needs a set of rules to follow so that he fulfills his duties properly. On her way home from work, she purchases new panties and bras to replace his dirty old male underwear. To test if he is serious about the new dynamic in their relationship, she orders the new sissy maid to shave all of his body hair. After throwing away all of his old male underwear and replacing it with panties and bras, she provides a maid’s uniform that he must wear at all times around the house. While locked up in chastity and under the tight control of his new mistress, the sissy maid excels in his new role. When she tells her girlfriend about her new sissy maid, her girlfriend jokingly asks to have him clean her house to make some extra money. She happily agrees and begins sending her new sissy maid to cook and clean for her friends a few days a week. As you read along, it becomes clear how much attention a sissy requires and why they need an attentive and dominating mistress.

She's Such a Witch

Have you ever fantasized about waking up in the body of a real-life French maid? Do you wish you could shed your male identity and become a beautiful, delicate female that is the object of everyone’s sexual desire?

‘She’s Such a Witch’ follows a man in his late twenties who keeps his crossdressing a secret, except for one day a year on Halloween. When a mysterious witch moves in next door and discovers his crossdressing secret, she begins to toy with him and telepathically whisper thoughts in his ear. As he tries to convince himself that he doesn’t believe in magic, he ignores the witch’s commands and falls under her spell. After waking up and discovering that he is inhabiting the body of a French woman who can’t speak a word of English, he realizes just how powerful the witch is. She informs him that his life as a male is finished and he will be starting a new job as a maid. Instead of attending his neighbor’s annual Halloween party as one of the guests, he will now serve the guests and make sure that everyone is satisfied. Dressed in a provocative black-and-white uniform with stockings and high-heeled booties, the protagonist quickly becomes the center of attention at the party. Although he is hesitant to test out his new body parts, his new instincts take over as he begins to crave the touch of a strong, muscular companion. After experiencing feelings that he didn’t know existed, the protagonist is torn between what they thought they wanted and what they now desire. Will the young man find a way to reverse the spell or remain under the clutches of an immortal witch forever?

The Sissy Hypno Witch

Are you interested in sissy hypnosis? Do you wish that you could experience deep sissy hypnosis while in the body of your dreams?

In ‘The Sissy Hypno Witch’, we meet a young wizard who has the ability to magically alter his body so that he becomes the picture perfect female that can make any heterosexual man drool. Using magic that has been passed down by his ancestors, Liam casts a spell that not only gives him a full chest and perfectly sculpted face, but he is also painted with sensual and alluring makeup that cannot be removed without a counter spell. After dressing himself in lingerie and stiletto high heels, his body becomes an image that can make a man melt. Upon transforming himself, Liam becomes Lilly and meets up with her next one-night stand. 
After meeting Devin and inviting him into her home, Lilly cannot help feeling the urge to throw herself at this man. It’s as if she has been put under a spell as she presents herself to Devin and makes the first move. Although Devin appears sweet and sensual at first, things quickly take a turn after Devin insists on tying Lilly up. Once Lilly is bound with an arm binder and silenced with a ball gag, an aggressive and dominating side of Devin comes to light. 
While at the mercy of this man that she just met, Lilly finds herself in a state of perpetual arousal and struggles to hold back her primal urges. When Lilly is locked away in the basement, out of sight from her deviant date, she uses the opportunity to cast the counter spell, which will transform her body back to her male self. Although her manhood is restored, the counter spell begins to have an opposite effect as her bust grows and her butt becomes more full and rounded. As Lilly continues chanting the counter spell, she becomes anxious when she is made even more submissive and overtly feminine than before. Enjoy this heated tale that explores deep hypnosis, magic, domination, and a perpetually aroused submissive sissy.

The Sissy Feminization Manor - Milked Dry

In ‘The Sissy Feminization Manor’, we meet a couple in their mid twenties who are on their way back from a party. During their drive on a rural roadway with dark, dense forest on both sides, Jack tries to force himself onto his girlfriend, Abby, despite her repeated objections. When Jack pulls the car over and forces Abby out of the vehicle, she is left stranded on the side of the road while devastated by her boyfriend’s actions. Not only had she witnessed his infidelity when he kissed another woman earlier in the evening, but he had left her without her purse, which held her phone, wallet, and keys. As she breaks down into tears, a mysterious being offers Abby an opportunity for revenge. Although Abby is skeptical about making a deal with a supernatural being, her anxiety and rage cloud her judgment. After making a deal with Pixie to show her boyfriend how it feels to be treated like an object for other people’s gratification, Pixie lays a trap for Jack.
When Jack returns to the spot where he abandoned his girlfriend, he finds a large estate that seemingly appeared out of nowhere. Upon walking up to the manor to investigate what happened to Abby, he falls under Pixie’s control and experiences a transformation he will never forget. In the blink of an eye, his clothes are altered, and he finds himself wearing a shiny black latex bodysuit. As stiletto heels appear on his feet, he loses his balance and stumbles around the foyer. When he feels the tight rubbery material creep up his neck and cover his mouth to form a neck corset, he begins to panic. Not only do his clothes transform, but his body begins to morph into a feminine silhouette. His hips widen while his bottom becomes round and full. As his chest fills out and expands in his hands, he notices that he has shrunk several inches in height. Jack’s body quickly becomes unrecognizable as the man he was before entering the manor, but he soon learns that this is only the beginning.
Despite retaining a shred of his manhood, Pixie locks it away and ensures that he remains under her tight control. Upon falling under Pixie’s spell, Jack’s hair is styled before his face is painted with sensual makeup that cannot be removed without Pixie’s magic. As he is led through the manor and forced to embody the gender he never had respect for, he begins to regret the decisions that led him to where he is. When Pixie takes his fantasies and flips them on their head so that Jack can understand what he has put his girlfriend through, Jack is pushed past the point of no return.
After becoming a hyper-feminized sissy with an overly sensitive body, he experiences the lactation fantasy he forced his girlfriend to endure. Now, as a puppet for a supernatural being, Jack will learn what it means to be a submissive until there is not a shred of him left. Enjoy this magical, sensual, steamy fantasy that focuses on paying the price for your actions.

The Sissy Feminization Manor - Under Her Spell

Do you wish that a magical being would transform you and put you through your most devious of fantasies as a submissive sissy?

In ‘The Sissy Feminization Manor: Under Her Spell’, we meet a young man whose friend, Jack, went missing a year ago. Although he and his friends have their suspicions that Jack’s ex-girlfriend, Abby, was involved, there is no proof to bring her to justice. After approaching Abby one week before the anniversary of Jack’s disappearance, she agrees to take them to the spot where he had disappeared. Upon arriving at the destination, the three young men enter the sissy feminization manor, which will change their lives forever.
Upon entering the mysterious manor, they meet a witch named Pixie, who puts each of them through their deepest fantasies, only they embody the submissive. The main character, Henry, watches as his friends are transformed into feminine looking super models before being put through their secret fantasies of being a sissy pony and a sissy doll. While they are retrained on how to experience pleasure and forced to accept their new roles, Henry becomes anxious when thinking about his own fantasies that Pixie can use on him. When Pixie finally turns her attention toward Henry, she uses her magic to transform his body and mind until he is unrecognizable as the male he once was.
Henry watches in disbelief as his body changes before his eyes and he resembles his now feminine looking friends. His arms, legs, and waistline become substantially thinner while his hips and bottom become round and full. His chest expands and his cleavage becomes cartoonishly large before his clothes are replaced with a rubbery latex bodysuit that accentuates his curves. Upon being forced into a pair of outrageously high heels, Henry struggles to maintain his balance. Once he is subdued, Pixie uses her magic to retrain his brain until he learns how to feel pleasure as a submissive sissy, which he craves to be deep down. Enjoy this steamy, erotic story that explores the full feminization of body and mind of three young men.

His New Toy

Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be the sissy lover to a rich, powerful, and sexy man? Have you ever fantasized about being a submissive sissy and crossdressing every day for the man of your dreams? 
Let me introduce you to a young man that is about to explore every sissy's dream in 'His New Toy'. Having been out of luck in the dating scene with women, Ray decides to finally branch out and look for a man that will allow him to explore his innermost desires. After coming in contact with a man named Conner Wellington on the internet, Ray is invited to Conner’s home to live as his sissy lover. Ray can’t believe he isn’t dreaming when he hears the three requirements in the proposition. He must submit to complete feminization of his body and appearance. Ray must act as femininely as possible at all times. And lastly, he must follow any and all of Conner’s instructions. If he agrees to the proposal, everything he would ever need would be provided for him. After agreeing to move in with Conner, he is given a room with a closet full of dresses, skirts, high heels, bras, panties, and all the lingerie he could dream of. Ray is in sissy heaven as he transforms into the woman of his dreams through breast augmentation and facial reconstructive surgeries. The new sissy becomes fixated on Conner and finding ways to win his heart. As they explore their new relationship, the sissy is introduced to a part of the BDSM world that she didn’t know existed. The sissy must learn to accept a chastity cage while remaining plugged at all times. While experiencing tie ups and gags, every button is pressed to make the sissy squeal. Enjoy the spicy romance as this sissy gets what she deserves.

His Favorite Toy

Have you ever fantasized about serving a rich and powerful man as his sissy lover? Do you wish you could wear a French maid’s dress, stockings, high heels, and makeup every day while serving the man of your dreams?

In ‘His Favorite Toy’, we meet a sissy named Bridget who lives on a private island with her master, Conner. Although Bridget was born a male, she has been privileged with extensive surgeries that were paid for by her master. With a body that matches how she feels on the inside, she lives out her dream of having an ideal feminine body with soft, sexy facial features and E cup breasts. Bridget’s enticing appearance has a way of capturing her master’s interest as she performs her maid’s duties on the island. With a special room full of tie ups and gags, Bridget is always on her toes, wondering when she might be tied up and ravaged next. When a new maid named Rachel arrives on the island, Bridget takes it upon herself to mentor the new sissy and show her the ropes. As they begin to bond and form a unique relationship of their own, they start to realize that something has changed on the island. Although they continue to fool around and explore BDSM during their lovemaking sessions with Conner, it becomes clear that something is bothering the man of their dreams. Embark on a journey to the Caribbean, where we experience a steamy love triangle between two devoted sissies and their dominating master.

Their New Doll

Have you ever fantasied about being trained as a proper sissy? Do you wish that two beautiful and strong mistresses would force you into submission as they explore their BDSM fantasies with you?
In ‘Their New Doll’, we see the world through the eyes of Conner Wellington, a billionaire who owns homes in New York City and the Caribbean. Using his wealth and power, Conner has devoted his life to seeking out submissive sissies and helping them feminize themselves. Providing the best treatment that money can buy, Conner invites young men to come and live with him, while they transition into the person they always dreamed of becoming. When they complete their transition, he either finds them a new home, or provides them with enough money that they can begin their new life anywhere in the world.
After years of philanthropic work, Conner can’t help but feel like there is something missing in his life. As he is discussing his mental health with his long-time friend, Jennifer, he realizes that it is time to finally care for himself. Instead of living as the dominant man over his two sissy companions, Rachel and Bridget, they decide to switch roles and give Conner the same treatment he gave to his sissies. With the high heel on the other foot, he quickly realizes that the sissy lifestyle isn’t as easy as he expected. As his body transitions, Conner experiences the BDSM lifestyle as a submissive and must learn to accept that his mistresses are now in complete control of every aspect of his life. When Rachel and Bridget begin to disagree about how they should treat their submissive servant, Conner finds himself in a love triangle, where both are competing for his love and affection. This steamy romance will keep you on the edge as you explore tie-ups, gags, sex doll suits, plugs, strap-ons, submissive training and much, much more.

The Sissy Secretary

Do you fantasize about having a job that requires you to crossdress and act like a sissy all day? Do you wish that you could be employed with a high-paying job where your only duty is to “satisfy” your boss? 

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

The Sissy Slave Experience

In ‘The Sissy Slave Experience’, we follow a man in his mid-twenties who finds a service online that helps sissies explore their deepest desires. The service has a few options to choose from, where the sissy can explore their unique fantasies during a one-week immersive experience. After signing up for their program, he is required to come while dressed for the program. When he arrives at the address given to him, he is already dressed in a full-body latex catsuit, five inch high heel boots, and leather gloves while fully made up with his hair styled femininely. As a part of the required outfit, he must wear a chastity cage and plug. When he walks up to the front door to begin his experience, he realizes that he is either at the wrong address or that he may have been scammed. As he gets in his car and plans to leave, he is confronted by two men who take him to an unknown location. With a bag over his head, the two men bring the crossdresser into their basement and proceed to tie him up with a leather arm binder, a devious gag, ankle cuffs, and a collar with a leash attached. Although he had signed up for a one-week program similar to this, he fears that this experience may never come to an end. This hot and steamy story will leave you aching for more as it keeps you on the edge.

The SISSY Training Center

Have you ever dreamt of attending a sissy training center, where your only responsibility is to follow instructions and become an ideal, submissive sissy?
When a young man wakes up at ‘The Sissy Training Center’ with no memory of how he arrived, he quickly discovers that his captors have augmented his body in ways that he can never reverse. Looking down over himself, he finds that his chest has been sculpted with perky, round DD boobs. His silhouette has become a perfect hourglass figure while his face has been surgically enhanced to reflect the ideal feminine appearance. The only thing left that marks him as a man is now locked securely between his legs.
After being forcibly dressed in a latex catsuit and high heel booties, he is bound and gagged before being brought to the lower level of the facility, where he will be trained to become the perfect, submissive sissy. They train him with the S.I.S.S.Y. acronym and remind him daily that he is Submissive, he is Inferior, he is Sensitive, he is Silent, and he is always Yearning. Any deviation from the rules is recognized and dealt with swiftly through bondage related punishments. As a part of the training, the new sissy quickly realizes that it is not enough to allow the guards to have their way with him, but he must live out the sissy acronym and show that he yearns for their lovemaking. This trip through ‘The Sissy Training Center’ will keep the pages turning as you learn what brought the young man to this mysterious center and what he must do to find fulfillment inside of it.
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