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Prologue

It is amazing how such a small metal device has taken over my world and shaped my desires in a short period of time. By having a chastity cage locked onto my privates, I have realized just how much control my key holder has over me and how important a full release is to my male ego. Having been denied the ability to grow an erection or stimulate the most intimate of body parts, a desire has been implanted deep within my consciousness to please the one who holds my key. After a year of being locked in a chastity cage, I have found myself willingly agreeing to things that previously would’ve seemed ridiculous. Had I been aware of the full effect of wearing a chastity cage long-term, I would have thought much longer and deeper before jumping into a stupid bet with my girlfriend.
Before I had willingly agreed to lock a metal chastity cage onto my member, I was a relatively normal 27-year-old man living with my girlfriend in her apartment. Except for my long brown hair, my appearance and style were anything but feminine. I had only crossdressed a handful of times as a joke for Halloween and had never given any thought to swapping out my male wardrobe for overtly female outfits. Although my body was not overly hairy and I had a thin frame, my five-foot-eight-inch body had never been mistaken for a female. However, late in September last year, everything changed.
My girlfriend, Emily, had been scrolling on social media while we both laid in bed next to each other on a cool fall night. When she came across a post about “locktober”, she nudged my shoulder.
“Have you heard of this?” She asked.
“What?” I said while squinting my eyes and looking at her phone. “What is locktober?”
“Apparently it’s where you lock a chastity cage onto your little thingy for the whole month.” Emily explained.
“Who would want to do that?” I laughed.
“I guess Brad wanted to…” Emily responded.
“Christina’s boyfriend? They actually posted about that?”
“Yeah, I guess she said that it really brought them closer together when they did it last year and they’re doing it again.”
“That’s weird…”
“Why is it weird? I think it’s sweet that he can take a break from sex for a month and they can grow more intimate in other ways.” Emily said, while turning toward me. “You know, you could be more sensitive to what I want in the bedroom. It doesn’t have to be all about you every time.”
“What are you talking about? Didn’t you enjoy what we just did?” I asked, while putting my phone down on the nightstand.
“It would’ve been nice if we both orgasmed…” Emily muttered.
“What did you say?” I asked.
“Nothing…It’s just…it’s just the same thing every time. It seems like the second you pop a boner, you just want to shove it into me and get it over with.”
“That’s not true…” I responded.
Emily rolled her eyes before looking back at her phone and scrolling through social media.
“What? Are you, like, mad at me now?” I asked.
“It’s fine…” Emily responded.
I rolled my eyes before letting out a long exhale. “What if we did try whatever you’re talking about? What’s in it for me?”
Emily set her phone down and turned toward me with a smile. “Do you have anything in mind?”
“I have been needing a new car…”
“Not this again…” Emily said while rolling her eyes. “Why do you need a new car when you work from home?”
“I still need to go out and run errands, and you’ve been getting home so late recently that I feel like I’m stuck here all day.”
“Yet, you still don’t get anything done around the house…” Emily snapped back.
“You know I work all day, right?”
“Yeah, but you don’t really need to work since I got promoted. Is it too much to ask for you to clean up around here and make dinner when you’ve literally been home all day?”
“I told you that I work during the day…”
“And I told you that you don’t need to.” Emily responded.
After a few moments, Emily broke the silence. “Look, I don’t want to fight. Why don’t we just drop it?”
“Or…we could make a bet?” I suggested.
“You have my attention.”
“If I can do this locktober thing or whatever it’s called, you’ll co-sign for a loan for a new car and stop bugging me about quitting my job.”
“Ok…but when you lose, you’ll quit your job and be a homemaker for a whole year.”
“A year?” I asked.
“Yes, and as a homemaker, you must submit to me and any requests I make.”
After staring at her for several seconds, I pursed my lips before agreeing reluctantly. “Fine.”
“Good, then we’ll start the bet on the first day of October and you cannot ask to remove the chastity cage the whole month.”
“Ok.” I responded.
“And you can’t touch yourself or make yourself cum. That’s cheating.”
“How could I do that with something locked around it?”
Emily stared at me with her eyes unblinking until I responded.
“Fine, is there anything else?”
“Yes, you also need to pay much more attention to my needs and make sure they are met.”
“Fine.” I said with an aggravated voice.
“Do we have a bet?” Emily asked.
“Yes.” I said while shaking her hand as if this were a formal negotiation.
“Can we kiss on it?” Emily said with a smile.
“Yeah, sure.”
After leaning in for a kiss, we both laid back in bed next to each other.
Although I began feeling regret soon after our conversation ended, Emily was excited for the month ahead. As she began eagerly researching chastity cages and looking into devices made for long-term wear, I laid in bed with my eyes closed and my mind racing. After months of trying to convince Emily to cosign for a loan for a car, I finally had an opportunity to make it happen.
Despite having a full-time job and sharing the rent with my girlfriend, my credit was terrible, and I had a large amount of student loan debt. Without a cosigner, I could not get a loan for a car, condo, or house. Since Emily came from a prestigious family, she graduated law school with a high-paying job and zero debt. I was lucky to be with her and we both knew it.
When Emily had been hired at her firm full time as a real estate lawyer, she joked with me that I could be a trophy husband and take care of the apartment for both of us. Although it began as a joke, her tone became more serious over time when discussing my job. With her comfortable salary, she could easily cover our monthly budget while helping pay down my student loan debt. However, I had been reluctant to take her help and give up my career.
Emily thrived on being a provider in our relationship, and she never shied away from asserting herself. Even though I was ecstatic to be with someone who earned a generous salary, the traditional part of myself still desired to take charge in our relationship. It felt like this bet had been in the works for months, as this argument had been ongoing since her promotion. Although I was nervous about putting everything on the line, I was also glad to have an opportunity to put our disagreement to rest once and for all.
The morning after we made our bet, Emily measured my penis for a custom made steel chastity cage. When Emily showed me a picture of the device online, I nearly called off the bet. Seeing the constricting device that I would have to wear for a month sent shivers up my spine. But with a new car on the line, I knew that I couldn’t back down. Emily must have been able to sense my trepidation and made sure to ask repeatedly if I wanted to back out of the bet. However, with how smug and arrogant Emily was acting, I felt like I needed to protect my pride and prove her wrong. Upon seeing the chastity cage when it arrived in the mail three days before the month of October, I wondered if Emily knew me better than I knew myself.
On the night before October first, Emily handed me the custom ordered metal chastity cage and gave me one last opportunity to back down from our little bet. With my fragile male ego on the line, I took the chastity cage from her and brought it to my penis. After separating the base of the cage from the metal bars that would encapsulate my penis, I slid my member and balls through the metal ring before bringing the cage portion over my rod and connecting the two parts. Once the chastity cage was fit together with my penis sitting snugly inside of the cool metal cage, Emily used a padlock to secure it shut.
With the lock placed on my chastity cage, I realized immediately that the cage would be impossible to remove without the key, which Emily had already hidden. As I pushed my penis from side to side, I examined the small metal device while anxiety stirred inside of me. Although my ballsack was exposed, my member was confined from the base to the tip. With metal bars confining the length of my member, I could not feel anything except for the cool, constricting metal.
“Good luck.” Emily said before laying down for bed. “You’re going to need it.”
I rolled my eyes before laying down next to Emily and attempting to fall asleep.




Month 1

(Locktober)
On the first day of locktober, I already began to regret agreeing to the chastity cage bet. Before locking up my penis, I had no idea just how many erections I would grow throughout the night. It felt like every hour, I would wake up feeling discomfort from how my member was being restricted and confined. Although I did manage to sleep for portions of the night, I still felt exhausted when my alarm went off for work the next morning.
While going through my usual morning routine, I found myself struggling with tasks that used to be mundane. Instead of standing by the toilet to pee, I was required to sit due to how my member was oriented. After wiping the cage from some urine that splattered, I jumped into the shower and washed myself off. Even though I was nervous to shower with the metal cage secured around my member, Emily assured me that both the chastity cage and lock were both waterproof and rustproof.
After Emily left for work at her law firm in the city, I started my work day by opening my computer and checking my schedule for the day. As a project manager for a large construction company, my job was entirely remote and consisted of sending hundreds of emails a day while coordinating schedules and deliveries for jobs that were assigned to me. Although I did not care for my job and it wasn’t what I envisioned doing after college with an engineering degree, I received decent pay for a job that left plenty of free time around the house.
 When Emily came home from work on the first day of the chastity cage bet, I could see a smile illuminate across her face the second she laid eyes on the bulge in my pants.
“How was your first day in chastity? Are you ready to give up yet?” Emily asked.
“It was fine. I hardly noticed it after a while.” I responded while trying to conceal my frustration. Even though it was the most difficult day I had experienced in years, I could not let her know how much I was already struggling.
“I’m glad to hear that, because I just picked up something on the way home from work and I wanted to give it a go.” Emily said while pulling out a strap-on dildo.
“What’s that for?” I asked.
“For you…” Emily responded.
With my eyes wide, I responded with my voice sounding higher than usual. “I’ve never done anal before…That might hurt.”
Emily laughed hysterically before responding. “I meant that I wanted you to put it on, but if want to stick it up your butt, I’d be happy to help you with that…”
My face turned bright red in embarrassment. “No, that’s fine…”
“Wow, you go one day without growing an erection and you already want to stick something inside of you? I know some guys can cum that way, but I thought it would take a lot longer before you became that desperate.” Emily said while giggling.
“I said I misunderstood you. Can we just drop it…” I snapped back.
“Hey, don’t get bitchy with me because you’re frustrated. You agreed to this bet and you’re supposed to pay attention to my needs while we do this. Got it?” Emily said sternly.
“Yes, Emily.” I said, while forcing a smile.
“That’s better. Now go put this on and wait for me in the bedroom.” Emily ordered.
After walking to our bedroom, I slid the strap-on up my legs and tightened the straps around my waist. Although it felt ridiculous to have a strap-on dildo positioned over my locked penis, I tried to hide my embarrassment in front of Emily.
When Emily strutted into our bedroom wearing a new lingerie set that she had just purchased on the way home from work, I curled my toes and grabbed my chastity caged member. With blood rushing to my privates, I tried my best to ignore the discomfort from my erection being inhibited by the chastity cage.
“Is everything alright?” Emily asked with a devious smile.
“Yeah, I’m fine.” I responded.
Emily took my hand and led me to the bed where we laid down next to each other and began making out.
As we caressed each other’s bodies and wrapped our arms around each other, the pressure in my chastity cage only became more intense. When Emily was finally ready for me to insert the strap-on into her, I felt like I would do anything to have the chastity cage unlocked so that I could relieve the tension that was continuing to build. After several minutes of humping Emily, which caused her to climax twice, I finally broke down and blurted out what had been on my mind all day.
“What if I can’t finish the bet…”
Emily laughed before responding. “It hasn’t even been a day and you’re already giving up?”
“I didn’t say that…”
“Then what are you saying?”
“Nothing…Let’s just drop it.”
Emily grinned at me before resting her head on the pillow and closing her eyes. After several more minutes of using the strap-on, she let me know that she was finished.
While Emily laid on her back in bed, I stood up and removed the strap-on before cleaning it off and putting it away in the bathroom. When I returned to bed, I was shocked to see that Emily still wasn’t finished.
“What are you doing?” I asked.
“I felt like I needed a little more. Can you cuddle with me while I use the vibrator?” Emily asked.
Although it was difficult to watch her continue to climax while I remained locked in a chastity cage and unable to orgasm, I bit my lip and laid next to Emily. As I held her tight, her body trembled and her lips quivered with wave after wave of euphoric feelings.
Once Emily was finally finished, her body melted in my arms while she breathed heavily. After turning off the vibrator, it took several minutes for her to compose herself. With my eyes wide open, I hoped that she would have pity on me and allow me to take a break from the chastity cage for just this once night. However, it appeared that she had other plans in mind.
While resting on my shoulder, she turned the vibrator back on and brought it to my locked penis. Although the chastity cage confined my penis, the strong vibrations caused an orgasm to begin building immediately. My breathing became irregular and my body tensed as Emily pressed the vibrator down to my privates while watching me squirm. Seeing that I was right on the edge, she turned the vibrator off and put it away in her nightstand drawer.
“Goodnight sweetie.”
Unable to speak with the way I was feeling, I tensed my body and tried to weather the blue balls I was left with.
“I said goodnight?” Emily said while looking at me.
“Goodnight.” I whispered.
“Are you ok? You know you can tap out at any time. It must be so painful…” Emily said with a baby voice.
“I’m fine.” I snapped. “Goodnight.”
Emily shook her head before laying her head back and drifting off to sleep.
Over the next two weeks, the chastity cage continued to haunt me. Emily’s sex drive was higher than ever, yet I was prohibited from using my penis in any way. While using the strap-on every night and watching her finish with the vibrator, I became increasingly jealous of her orgasms. Although I kept telling myself that the month would be over before I knew it, it felt like the days were dragging on endlessly.
While working at home during the week, my mind continued to rest on the feeling that the vibrator gave me when it was pressed against my cage. Even though Emily only used it on me the one time, she showed me that I could find a release even if I didn’t have the key to unlock the cage. With how swollen my privates were becoming, I couldn’t help but fall into her devious trap.
Nearly three weeks after the bet began, I felt weaker than ever and found myself holding the vibrator at the end of my workday. Despite knowing what the consequences were, I felt like I lost control and could not keep myself from experiencing what the vibrator had to offer. After turning the vibrator on, I slowly brought it to my caged member and allowed it to stimulate my penis through the cage. With how pent up my arousal was after three weeks of not cumming, I should’ve known what was going to happen.
Almost immediately after the vibrator touched my chastity caged penis, small drops of cum began leaking from my cage. Although I pulled the vibrator away temporarily, I could not keep myself from letting the rest of the orgasm continue. While bending over with my eyes closed, squirt after squirt of cum continued to shoot out until only small drops dribbled out. Once I was finished, I turned the vibrator off and set it back down in the nightstand.              
After the initial feeling of relief wore off, only shame and regret remained. I had failed the bet, yet I could not let Emily know what I had done. I had already gone three weeks while locked in chastity, but that would be for nothing. Trying to cover my tracks, I stripped off my clothes and threw them in the washing machine before cleaning up my mess from the floor.
When Emily returned home later in the evening, she could sense immediately that something was off. Although I tried to play it off that nothing had happened, she remained skeptical throughout the night. After we retired to our bedroom and she requested that I use the strap-on, I eagerly agreed. As I approached Emily and she reached into her nightstand drawer to grab the vibrator, a pit formed in my stomach.
“Uh, what’s this?” Emily asked.
“What?” I said, while trying to play dumb.
“On the vibrator…It looks like cum…” Emily asserted.
As I remained silent, Emily turned toward me and put one hand on her hip while she held out the vibrator with her other hand.
“Did you use this today?” She asked.
After swallowing the saliva in my mouth, I looked down at the floor.
“It reeks of cum…”
“Yeah…” I responded, knowing that I was caught.
“Well, do you care to admit what you did?” Emily asked while tapping her foot.
“I might’ve…” I murmured before trailing off.
“You what?”
“I might’ve used the vibrator and cum a little bit. But I didn’t take the cage off.” I said, while trying to play down what I had done.
“You know that you weren’t supposed to cum. That was part of this whole bet.”
“Yeah, I guess…” I responded with my head still down.
“So, you lost then.”
After swallowing the saliva in my mouth, I responded softly. “Yeah.”
“Say it…”
“Say what?”
“Say you lost the bet.”
“Why?”
“I want to hear you say it.”
“Fine, I lost the bet.”
“And?”
I rolled my eyes before responding. “And I guess I’ll quit my job.”
“There was more.” Emily said with a growing smile.
“And I’ll be the homemaker for a year.”
“And?” Emily said, with eyes gleaming.
“And what? I thought that was it?”
“You are supposed to submit to me and any of my requests.” Emily informed.
“Fine, I’ll submit to you and any of your requests. Can you just take this stupid thing off now that you won?”
“No, I don’t think so…” Emily responded.
“What?” I said with eyes wide.
“My first request is that you leave the chastity cage on and don’t ask again for it to be removed. If you’re good, I’ll take it off. But you were really bad today and you clearly can’t be trusted.”
“You can’t be serious…”
“But I am.” Emily said while nodding her head. “Now get over here with that strap-on. It’s my turn to have a release.”





Month 2

(November)
After losing the bet with Emily, I honored my end of the agreement and put in my two weeks notice with my company. Although I was angry at myself for giving in to my primal desires, Emily soothed the pain by agreeing to cosign for a car if I followed through with being a homemaker for the whole year. Even though it was strange to give up my job and become reliant on my girlfriend to take care of both of us, I did my best to remain positive and help out in any way that I could.
With no job to keep me occupied, I began cleaning the apartment daily and doing the laundry for both Emily and myself. Although I was not a great cook, I began looking up recipes and learning how to make basic dishes for dinner each evening. Emily would do the shopping on her way home from work, but all the other chores around the house fell under my responsibility. Despite the first two weeks being the most difficult, I began to find my stride and keep the apartment clean while having plenty of time to enjoy myself during the day. Although I had been reluctant about the idea of being a homemaker for Emily, it felt like I settled into my role toward the end of November. However, just when I found a rhythm and grew accustomed to my new daily routine, Emily threw me a curve ball.
“Why would I do that?” I asked Emily while holding a razor and hair removal cream that she had handed me.
“Because you don’t have that much body hair anyway and we decided that it’s important for you to get more in touch with your feminine side.” Emily responded.
“We didn’t decide that. You did…”
“Yeah, and that’s why I’m making a simple little request that you are supposed to honor.” Emily said while crossing her arms.
“Little request? You asked me to shave off all my body hair every morning. That’ll take forever!”
“Come on, I know you have plenty of free time while you’re home all day. So you get to watch one less show than usual. Big deal.”
“It’s not just that. Most guys don’t shave their body every day. It’s weird.” I responded.
“Well, most guys don’t stay home all day as a homemaker either, but here we are.”
“You made me quit my job!” I snapped.
“Don’t raise your voice at me. I didn’t make you do anything. It was your idea to make a bet, and you lost. Now, are you going to honor your commitment or whine like a little brat?” Emily asked.
I rolled my eyes and exhaled loudly before crossing my arms. “What will I tell other people if they ask why I shaved my arms and legs?”
“I don’t care? You aren’t doing it for other people, you’re doing it for me. And I want to lie in bed and cuddle with my boyfriend, who is soft and smooth, ok?”
“Fine.” I said while turning away and marching toward the bathroom.
“Let me know if you need help!” Emily yelled.
“I’ll be fine.” I responded.
“Ok sweetie, I’ll see you after work!”
I stood in the bathroom and stared at the razor and hair removal cream for nearly an hour after Emily left for work. Although I knew that I had to go through with her request, I was having trouble coming to terms with it. While struggling to cope with what needed to be done, I sat on the toilet and examined my chastity cage.
After almost two months of constant wear, it felt like my penis was growing accustomed to being confined. My nightly erections were becoming less consistent, and it felt like my member was learning to accept being restrained. Although it troubled me that I had not grown a full erection in almost two months, I kept my focus on following through with my commitment and finally getting a new car that I knew I deserved.
Realizing that I could not keep procrastinating and playing with my chastity caged penis any longer, I grabbed the hair removal cream and razor before stepping into the shower. Following the instructions, I rubbed the hair removal cream over my entire body from the eyebrows down and let it sit for several minutes before washing it off. When I saw my hair falling off and washing down the drain, I nearly screamed. After I washed my body and felt a few hairs remaining, I used the razor to remove the rest of my body hair that remained. Although it was a tedious process, I managed to clean every hair from my body from the eyebrows down, as requested by Emily.
As I stepped out of the shower and grabbed a towel, I felt more naked than usual. With no body hair, I felt exposed and vulnerable in a way I hadn’t felt before. Once I was clean and dry, I slipped into a pair of pants and put on a shirt to discover a whole new feeling.
My smooth and sensitive skin sent shivers up my spine as I felt the fabric of my clothes rubbing against it. As I completed each of my tasks for the day, I found myself becoming distracted by both my hairless body and the chastity cage that was feeling tighter than usual. When Emily finally arrived home and we had dinner together, it felt like she could not wait to rush to the bedroom.
Before laying in bed together, Emily asked that I strip down naked before putting the strap-on around my waist. After complying with her request, I slid into bed next to her and wrapped my limbs around her. We cuddled and kissed for hours before finally ending the night with the strap-on. Without a release on my mind, I had begun to enjoy everything leading up to penetration much more than I did previously. Once Emily was satisfied and had found an orgasm, we continued cuddling before drifting off to sleep in each other’s arms.




Month 3

(December)
After more than two months of being locked in chastity, I was beginning to wonder when Emily would finally unlock my member from its cage. It felt like she completely ignored my crotch during sex and was paying extra attention to my chest and butt when we made out in bed. Although I enjoyed the attention and found myself feeling turned on by her new form of foreplay, I was growing increasingly impatient with my situation and was struggling to not ask for the key. Emily had kept the vibrator hidden during the day so that I could not “cheat”, and refused to allow me to use it when we made love.
When Emily came home two weeks into the month of December with several shopping bags in hand and announced a surprise for me, I was both nervous and giddy with anticipation. Although it felt silly, she asked that I close my eyes and turn around while she readied what she had bought for me. After several seconds, Emily had me open my eyes.
Seeing several pairs of panties laid across the table and a thong in her hands, I became confused.
“Is this for you?” I asked.
“No, silly.” Emily responded. “I know you needed new underwear, and I thought these might look sexy on you.”
As I stared at Emily, who had a wide smile on her face, I felt conflicted.
“But, those are woman’s underwear?” I said skeptically.
“Only if women wear them. They can be for anybody. Please, just try them on and tell me how they feel.” Emily nudged.
“I guess I can do that…” I said while taking the thong from her hand.
“What’s wrong? Is there something else on your mind?” Emily asked.
“Well yeah, I was hoping you were going to surprise me with the key…” I answered.
“What?”
“It’s been over two months. Isn’t it finally time to take this stupid cage off?” I asked.
“I can’t believe you…” Emily said while crossing her arms. “You come all this way, and you fail right at the end…”
“What are you talking about?”
Emily pulled the chastity cage key out of her purse and dangled it from her fingers while she spoke. “That was the next part of the surprise. I was going to give you a break from that little cage…but you just disregarded my first request. Don’t ask for it to be removed…”
“But…” I said while being cutoff in mid sentence.
“And you were doing so well too…” Emily said, while dropping the key back into her purse. “You’re just going to have to wear it a little while longer I guess.”
I bit my lip and squished the panties in my hand as Emily turned her attention back to me.
“Well, go on and try them on.” Emily requested.
“Yes, sweetie.” I responded sarcastically before pulling down my pants and underwear.
As I pulled the panties up my legs, I could feel the thong slide between my cheeks in the back and disappear in my behind. Although there was a small piece of fabric in the front of the panties, the transparent material barely covered my chastity cage.
“Oh…My…God…Those look so cute.” Emily said excitedly. “You have to keep those on.”
“They feel kind of uncomfortable. They’re riding up the butt.” I explained.
“That’s ok, you’ll get used to it.”
“I’ll get used to it?”
“Yeah, I want you to start wearing these new underwear from now on. I’ll throw out your old underwear for you. They were gross anyway.”
“But what if I need to go out somewhere? I can’t be left with only woman’s underwear.”
“Why not? It’s not like anyone should be seeing your underwear, anyway?” Emily responded.
“Well no, but…”
“But nothing. This is my request, and you have to go along with it.”
“Emily…this is starting to go a little too far.”
“What are you talking about?”
“First the chastity cage, then shaving daily, now ladies’ underwear. What are you trying to do to me?” I asked.
“I’ve already told you. I’m trying to get you more in touch with your feminine side. And I think it’s working.”
After rolling my eyes, I slid my pants back up my legs and left the underwear on. There was no point in arguing with Emily and ruining my chance at a new car. Plus, it felt like I didn’t have a choice anyway, since she was the one taking care of me and all the bills. Although it was uncomfortable, I knew that I needed to put on my best face while going along with her strange requests.
Just as Emily had said, she went through my underwear drawer and threw all my underwear out on the next day. After replacing the underwear with over a dozen sets of panties in various colors and designs, I was stuck wearing panties from that point forward. Even though I resisted the idea in my head, I did grow accustomed to the new underwear over the following weeks, just as Emily had said.




Month 4

(January)
After more than three months of wearing a chastity cage, two months of keeping my body hairless from the eyebrows down, and one month of wearing panties, it felt like my self perception had begun to change. Although Emily complimented me often, her compliments typically consisted of how cute or pretty I looked. When serving her dinner, she would comment on how gracefully I moved around the kitchen. During our weekend movie nights, she would compliment me on how soft my skin felt. After our nightly lovemaking sessions, she constantly reinforced how cute and tiny my member was in its cage while making sure to let me know how beautiful my hairless body appeared. Despite still presenting as a male, it felt like she was pushing me to accept my femininity and embrace the changes that were being pushed on me.
When Emily surprised me with more shopping bags halfway through the month of January, I had a sinking feeling that it would involve more clothing that was female oriented. As Emily pulled out pairs of stockings and tights from her bags, I had trouble keeping my composure.
“What the hell do you expect me to do with these?” I asked.
“I expect you to put them on and tell me how they feel, silly?” Emily said with a giggle.
“You can’t be serious…Why would I wear tights?”
“First of all, these are stockings.” Emily said while holding up a pair of white stockings with lacing at the top.
“These are tights.” Emily announced after pulling out a pair of opaque black tights. “Why don’t you try them on?”
“I would rather not…” I responded, while backing away.
“Oh, come on. You’ll wear women’s underwear for a month, but you won’t put on a pair of tights. What’s going on?”
“I was skeptical of the underwear too, but you requested it and I’m just trying to make you happy.”
“I appreciate that. And this will make me even happier. Just put them on and tell me they don’t feel wonderful on your smooth, hairless skin.” Emily said with a smile. “You know you’re supposed to follow my requests…”
“Yeah, but…”
“No buts until you put them on. Then we’ll talk more…Go on.” Emily said while putting the pair of white stocking’s in my hands.
Staring at my hands in disbelief, I felt like I went on autopilot as I pulled down my pants and exposed my chastity caged penis with a pair of white lacy panties covering me.
“Oh, my…and they even match your panties.” Emily said while tilting her head to the side.
I rolled my eyes before sitting in a chair and carefully working the soft material up my legs one at a time.
Although I resisted the idea of wearing stockings in my head, my body shivered as it felt the soft fabric hugging my legs from the tips of my toes to my upper thighs. With my perfectly smooth skin encapsulated by the sheer white stockings, I stood up and presented myself to Emily. With my cheeks bright red in embarrassment, I listened to Emily doll all over me.
“Those…Look…Amazing!” Emily announced. “I can’t believe how cute you look. I just want to take you to the bedroom and do you right now. Come on, you have to admit they feel wonderful, right?”
“They are soft.” I murmured.
“Right. These were the nicest ones I could find in your size. I know you’re going to absolutely love wearing these from now on.” Emily said with a gleaming smile.
“When would I wear these, and why?” I said with my head down.
“You can wear them all the time?” Emily answered. “I love wearing tights around the house when it’s cold. Plus, you’ll need to wear something under your shoes when I get rid of all your gross socks…”
“You’re throwing away my socks too?”
“You’ve been needing new ones for months, and I didn’t want to leave you empty-handed.”
“Then buy me new socks…” I snapped back.
“Why would I do that when these are way more versatile and are perfect for around the house? Trust me, they’ll feel completely normal after just a few days.”
“Emily, what are you trying to do to me…” I said with my hands together in front of me.
“Not this again. Do you really need me to give you the answer, or can you think back and remember what I’ve been trying to tell you?”
“You want me to get more in touch with my feminine side while I’m a homemaker…” I said softly.
“I knew you were a good listener. That’s exactly right.” Emily said before walking up to me and giving a kiss.
Just as she had said, she pulled every pair of socks out of my drawer and threw them away. After filling my drawer with stockings and tights in various styles and colors, she requested that I begin wearing my new hosiery every day, regardless of if I planned on going out or not. Despite my continued resistance to the female undergarments, my tights and stockings quickly became a new normal.
In less than a week, I found myself comfortably wearing a baggy sweatshirt with tights most days while doing my housework. Although it felt odd initially, I grew accustomed to the feeling and began to enjoy how the soft material encased my skin. With Emily showering me with compliments on my new look every day, my discomfort from wearing another piece of female clothing began to wither away.




Month 5

(February)
When Emily returned home from work late one evening at the beginning of February with shopping bags in hand, I knew that she was about to add another feminine article of clothing to my wardrobe and daily routine. Having grown accustomed to wearing panties and tights daily, the idea of more female clothing did not scare me as much as it did previously. However, when she pulled out several bras from her shopping bags, I could not help but question her motives.
“A bra? Really, Emily?” I said with my hands on my hips.
“Yes, really…” Emily said while holding out a black lacy bra that matched the panties and tights that I was wearing under a large hoodie.
“But, I don’t have boobs.” I asserted.
“Obviously, but it’s not about that. It’s about…”
I cut her off mid sentence as I knew exactly what she was about to say. “It’s about me getting more in touch with my feminine side.”
Emily stepped back, looking stunned, before giving a wide smile. “You’re coming along so nicely. Please, just try it on. I’m not even sure if it’s the right size.”
After rolling my eyes, I took my hoodie off before taking the black lacy bra from her hand. As I brought it up to my chest and put my arms through the straps, Emily giggled and stopped me.
“You’re never going to be able to put it on like that.” Emily asserted.
“It’s fine. I got it.” I said, while fiddling with the clasp behind me.
“Ok.” Emily said while watching with her arms crossed.
After a few minutes of struggling to clasp the bra behind my back, I put my head down.
“Let me help you.”
Emily stepped behind me and helped slide the bra off my shoulders before informing me of an easier way to put my bra on. Putting the cups behind me, she showed me how to clasp it in the front, before spinning the bra around and sliding my arms through the straps. Once the bra was in place, she adjusted the shoulder straps and stepped in front of me.
“Wow, I guess you really are an A cup.” Emily said while adjusting the cups over my chest.
“Do I really have to start wearing this every day, too?” I asked with my head still down.
“Yes, sweetie.” Emily answered warmly, “You look beautiful, and it goes so well with your panties and tights.”
“How am I supposed to hide all this stuff under my clothes when I go out?”
“Who is going to be peeking at your underwear?” Emily said while trying to make me sound stupid.
“The thong rides up sometimes, the tights could show if my pant legs get caught on something, and the bra straps could easily be seen through my shirt.” I responded.
“You’re just being paranoid. Plus, I already do all the shopping and you don’t really go out that much, anyway. I just don’t know what you’re getting so worried about?”
“Emily. Just tell me how much longer we’re going to keep this up.” I asked.
“Just a little longer. I love how you’re taking to your new role and I feel like all these little changes have made a big difference.”
“But, even though I keep going along with these ‘little changes’, you keep finding something else to change and I’m worried it’ll never change back. I mean, it’s been months since I’ve mentioned the chastity cage and you still haven’t taken it off. My balls are so blue, I don’t even know if they still work at this point.”
“You’re so dramatic…” Emily said with her arms crossed. “The whole point of my first request was to get you to stop thinking with the wrong head. All you do is play with yourself and poke around at your little thingy when you think I’m not looking. Maybe if you stopped paying so much attention to that and paid more attention to me, I would unlock it. But you know what, if you want to take it off and throw away all the progress you’ve been making, I’ll unlock you right now.”
“What about the car?” I asked.
“What about it? If you aren’t going to follow through with our agreement, why should I?”
After pausing for a few seconds and thinking about how much time I had already sacrificed, I took a step back and changed my tone. “Fine, I’m sorry for bringing it up.”
“Are you sure?” Emily asked with her hands on her hips.
“Yes…I’m sure.”
“You aren’t going to ask about it again?”
“No, I promise.”
After hanging my head, I put my hoodie back on over my bra and continued doing my household chores. It felt like I had been beaten down and forced into submission as yet another piece of female underwear was added to my wardrobe and daily routine.
With how each change was brought on every few weeks, it made it difficult to resist each small request that Emily made. Since I had already been wearing a chastity cage for our bet, it did not feel like a huge request when she asked that I keep it on and not ask for it to be removed. Being that I wasn’t very hairy, shaving my body from the eyebrows down was annoying, but not a deal breaker. Changing out my underwear for panties was strange at first, but it quickly became my new normal. With my legs freshly shaven each day, the tights and stockings actually felt quite nice to wear. Although it was strange to wear a bra, I quickly grew accustomed to yet another piece of feminine underwear that I began to wear daily. Despite all the changes adding up and taking a toll on me, I couldn’t say no to any one small request with a new car on the line.




Month 6

(March)
By midway through March, Emily’s requests had ceased to surprise me. I had been without male underwear and socks for months and had been wearing female undergarments long enough for them to feel normal. Since I did not leave the house most days, my typical outfit consisted of panties worn over my chastity caged member, opaque tights in varying colors, a bra that matched my panties, and a loose fitting sweatshirt or hoodie that barely covered my crotch. Because I was required to wear stockings or tights daily, it felt too warm to wear pants overtop. Although I tried wearing shorts with my tights, it felt more comfortable just sticking with the loose fitting sweatshirt.
When Emily overheard me complaining to myself one night about how nothing felt comfortable to wear with my tights, she informed me that she had a solution to my problem. Although in the back of my mind I had an idea of where her mind would go to solve the problem, I tried to remain ignorant. The day after she offered to help with my wardrobe dilemma, she returned home from work with yet another shopping bag in hand. As she pulled out the contents inside, I bit my lip and rolled my eyes.
“I know you said that nothing feels comfortable with your tights, so I figured you could try wearing this while you’re doing chores and making dinner. I know it might feel a little silly to wear a maid’s dress at first, but it’s literally made for taking care of a home and doing the things that you do around here every day. What do you think?” Emily asked with a big smile.
As I scanned up and down the maid’s dress, what I had been fearing for months had finally come to fruition. Each piece of female undergarments that were added to my new daily routine were stepping stones to putting me in a dress.
“I don’t know about this, Emily.” I responded.
“Look, I’m not telling you to leave the house while you wear it or even to wear it all day. It’s just something to put on while you’re doing things around the house. When you’re done with your chores, feel free to take it off and put on something more comfortable.” Emily explained.
“You aren’t requesting that I wear it all the time?” I asked.
“I’m leaving it up to you right now. I’m just requesting that you wear it while you do your chores and make dinner. That’s all.”
With my eyes on the floor in front of me, I stayed silent and put my hands together in front of me.
“Just please try it on and let me see if it fits. Ok, cutie?” Emily said sweetly.
After letting out a long exhale, I took the maid’s dress from her hand with my head down. Once I removed my sweatshirt and exposed my matching white bra, panties, and tights, I threw the maid’s dress over my head and put my hands through the sleeves. Although it was challenging, I managed to zip the dress up behind me so that the zipper rested on the backside of my neck.
Standing in front of Emily while dressed head to toe in woman’s clothing, I could not bring my eyes up to look at her. Not only was I wearing a dress, I was dressed as a maid with panties, tights, and a bra on underneath. With my penis locked in a chastity cage and under the control of Emily, I felt more submissive than ever as she complimented my new look.
“You look so cute!” Emily exclaimed. “I just love how it accentuates your curves and flares out around your waist! That cute little collar at your neck is just so dainty and that apron is perfect for your housework. I know it’s super uncomfortable to wear pants or shorts with tights, but that skirt gives plenty of room to breathe. I just can’t believe it fits you so well!”
Although Emily was showering me with compliments, my male ego was being chipped away. Despite growing accustomed to Emily calling me “cute”, “adorable”, and “beautiful”, it made me feel less like a man every time those words were directed toward me. While standing in front of Emily in my new maid’s dress, I could not muster a single word in response.
“So, what do you think?” Emily asked.
I glanced up at Emily before putting my eyes back down to the floor and shrugging my shoulders.
“Does it feel like it fits? It looks like it does…” Emily stated.
I nodded my head yes meekly in response.
“Good, why don’t you start wearing this for your chores everyday like we discussed. It’s starting to get a little warm for those hoodies and sweatshirts, anyway.”
Without the ability to speak, I nodded my head in agreement.





Month 7

(April)
Over the weeks following my introduction to a maid’s dress, I struggled to grow accustomed to Emily’s latest request. Although I would have to admit that it was more comfortable than wearing a sweatshirt over my panties and tights, it felt like the largest step yet in getting me more in touch with my feminine side. Because Emily gave me the freedom to take it off if I wasn’t cooking or cleaning, I typically changed out of the maid’s dress and wore my baggy sweatshirt throughout most of the day while at home. However, halfway through April, Emily had a spontaneous idea to do some spring cleaning.
While going through her clothes, Emily seemed very selective about what she threw away or donated. But, when it came time for my side of the closet, it felt like most things were being thrown out or donated. Although I tried to protest with a few articles of clothing, we decided that if it hadn’t been worn in six months that it had to go. Since I had been wearing increasingly feminine outfits for close to six months, most of my clothing items fell into that category.
By the time we were finished going through our closet, I was left with only a few outfits other than my maid’s dress. Emily had gotten rid of all of my sweatshirts except one because “They were old and had holes in them.” Now when my only sweatshirt was in the wash, the only thing that felt comfortable to wear was my maid’s dress. Since I would wear the maid’s dress every day for my chores, Emily bought three more dresses that were identical to it.
Each maid’s dress was all black except for a dainty white collar, white stitching where the short sleeves cutoff, white lacing that was stitched into the front of the dress in an intricate design, and a white apron that was sown into the dress. The skirt of the dresses cutoff midway down my thighs while flaring out all around me. With how tight the dress fit me, it accentuated my figure while leaving room for my small chest, that was highlighted by my padded bra. Despite not having a feminine figure, the dress and my undergarments created an illusion that I had a small busted female body.
Although I was already uncomfortable looking at myself in the mirror while fully dressed with my maid attire, Emily informed me that she needed to make one last change to my undergarments. Despite feeling like nothing more could surprise me, I felt taken aback when I saw the last accessory I would be required to wear underneath my clothes every day.
“What is that?” I asked while standing in the kitchen in my maid’s dress.
“Its called an under bust corset. It’s designed to bring in your waist and help you appear thinner.” Emily answered.
“Can we please not add anything more to your requests? This is starting to feel a little overwhelming…” I responded with my head down. It was becoming increasingly difficult to look Emily in the eyes while wearing my maid’s dress.
“It’s just supposed to help you keep good posture and keep your waist thin. This is one of the last things we need to add to your outfit, I promise.”
“One of the last things?” I said, repeating her words. “What else could possibly be left?”
“Not a lot. You’ve been doing so well and I just love the way you keep this place spotless. Your meals are getting better every night and I love how you make love to me with the strap-on. This is just supposed to help you and keep your lower back straight while you’re bending over and doing all the chores around the house. Let me help you get it fitted.” Emily said, while stepping behind me. With my increasingly submissive mindset and Emily’s persuasive speech, I lifted my dress and stood still while Emily brought the corset around my waist.
Once the corset was in place, Emily began working on the laces behind me and pulling them tight. As Emily continued pulling the laces until my stomach appeared flat, the thick fabric encased my body from the top of my hips to just below my bra. Feeling slightly out of breath, I let out a deep exhale, which allowed Emily to pull the corset even tighter. By the time she was finished, it felt like she had brought in my waist significantly.
“You might have trouble putting this on by yourself, so I’ll help you put it on each morning. You’ll just have to shower and get ready before I leave for work, ok sweetie?” Emily informed me.
Feeling out of breath, I nodded my head yes in response.
“Good girl.” Emily said.
I raised an eyebrow at her comment while she tied off the laces behind me. Once she helped bring my dress back over my head, I stood in front of Emily, feeling and looking quite stiff.
“Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it after a while.”
I rolled my eyes at her comment and put my head down.
“Trust me, you look so good right now. I can’t even believe it’s you. I mean, the way that dress accentuates your body and those tights highlight your legs…I have to have you.”
Emily took my hand and dragged me to the bedroom. After helping me step into the strap-on, she had me lie down on the bed where she sat atop of me and rode the dildo for nearly an hour.




Month 8

(May)
After roughly eight months of permanent chastity, I stopped believing that she would ever let me out. My member had seemed to settle into its cage for the long haul and rarely tried to pop a boner. Although I would feel turned on when making love with Emily or when she would caress my body, it felt like my arousal came without stiffness in my penis. Having been forced to accept my new daily outfit which consisted of a chastity cage, panties, bra, tights, corset, and maid’s dress over top of my hairless body, I did not feel like enough of a man to even think about requesting my chastity cage be removed to use my limp member.
Although I did not feel like a man anymore, I still did not feel fully like a woman or whatever Emily was turning me into. Being that I had not ejaculated since I lost the bet, it felt like I had forgotten the feeling of having sex. However, a strange realization came over me that I had stopped craving sex after enough time had passed. Instead, it felt like the only thing I did desire was the acceptance and admiration of Emily.
When Emily returned home from work one day in early may with more shopping bags, I braced myself for the next addition to my wardrobe. After laying eyes on what she had bought, I remained speechless.
“Don’t you just love them?” Emily asked, giddily. “I picked up several pairs in a few different styles so you wouldn’t get bored wearing the same shoes every day. It just seemed so weird that you’re all dressed up, but you’re missing the most important accessory. High heels!”
As Emily handed me a pair of black high heel pumps with a four-inch stiletto heel, I felt numb. After months of slowly transforming my wardrobe, it only felt appropriate that she finally put me into a pair of high heels. Without saying a word, I set the shoes on the floor and slipped one foot in at a time. When I walked across the kitchen for the first time in my high heels and heard my shoes clicking with each step, it felt like the last shred of my manhood withered away.
Although it would take some time to grow accustomed to the new distribution of weight, I did not even think about complaining or pushing back on her request that I wear a pair of high heels with my uniform daily. Instead of having a long discussion and asking why she was doing what she was doing or telling her that I was a man, I simply accepted the shoes as a gift and put away the extra pairs in the closet. With my high heels on, I finished my chores for the day without saying a word. Emily was so impressed with my quick adaption to her latest request that she had me put dinner on hold while we retired to the bedroom and used the strap-on.
After an hour of lovemaking, Emily was thoroughly satisfied while I was left in the same perpetual state of submissive obedience. The second she dismissed me from the bedroom, I slipped my high heels onto my feet and marched to the kitchen, where I finished preparing dinner for both of us. When dinner was ready, I served Emily before sitting across from her and enjoying the food without changing out of my uniform. Emily noticed immediately that I was not eager to change out of my dress as I typically did before dinner each night, so she made sure to comment on how proper and ladylike I appeared.
Before lying down for bed later in the evening, Emily helped me remove my corset after I took off my dress and high heels. Instead of sleeping naked as I typically did, I remained dressed in my panties, bra, and tights. It felt like a mental shift took place that night as I stopped trying to convince Emily or myself that I was a man. It was time that I start accepting my role as the feminine submissive in our relationship.




Month 9

(June)
With my maid’s uniform and feminine daily outfit complete, Emily could sense my mental shift to femininity over the following weeks. After giving me another few weeks to grow accustomed to my new shoes that I wore all day, every day, Emily made the final request that pushed me past the point of no return in my feminization. Upon arriving home from work one night in the middle of June, she brought me to the bathroom and laid out an array of makeup products.
“Ok, so I can help you with this the first few times, but you may want to look up some makeup tutorial videos and practice after I leave for work in the morning.” Emily suggested.
Looking down at the makeup collection that was even more expansive than Emily’s collection, I remained silent, which had become the new normal for me around the house. Although I would often have things on my mind, I did not feel like I had the confidence to say more than a few words at a time. If Emily wanted to have a conversation, I would mostly listen and offer simple responses in the affirmative. Despite my lack of communication, Emily appeared happier than ever.
After walking through each of the different products, Emily took me step by step through each part of the process that she requested I complete each day. Starting with moisturizer, she talked slowly and made sure I nodded my head to show that I understood what she was teaching me. After walking through the primer next, she quickly moved on to the foundation liquids and powders.
Although it was challenging for a beginner, she showed me how to contour my nose, cheeks, and chin using bronzer and highlighter. Even though I nodded along to everything she said, I couldn’t help feeling lost and overwhelmed. When she came to my eyebrows, she helped me pluck them before explaining how to apply my brow makeup. After nearly an hour, it felt like we were only just beginning.
With the base complete, she gave me some advice on how to apply my eyeshadow, eyeliner, and mascara. After showing me how to apply my eye makeup so that it looked light and natural, she went more in depth and helped me apply it so that my eyes were very dark and sensual in appearance. To wrap up my makeup lesson, Emily walked me through my lip makeup by showing me how to apply the lip liner first before filling in my lips with lipstick.
With my makeup fully applied for the first time, I hardly recognized myself in the mirror. Less than a year prior, I would have had a hard time believing the reflection in front of me. But after the slow and deliberate transformation that Emily had put me through, I almost enjoyed seeing myself with makeup on.
Over the past few months, I had been feeling increasingly uncomfortable with the way I presented. Although my body was dressed entirely female, my head and face kept my gender blurred between male and female. As Emily tied my hair in a ponytail with a large white bow and fixed my hair so that it appeared more feminine, there was no mistaking the gender I was presenting as. With my high heels, stocking encased legs, maid’s dress with a flared out skirt that disguised the bulge in my panties, makeup, and long brown hair, it felt like my transformation was essentially complete.
After putting my makeup away, Emily informed me that she would apply my makeup each morning while she did her own for the next week. Once the week was over, it would be up to me to keep up her standards and apply my own makeup each morning. With a nod of my head, I agreed to her request and followed her order obediently.





Month 10

(July)
After a few weeks of daily practice with my makeup and watching makeup tutorials obsessively, I finally achieved perfection with my application. Two hours before Emily would leave for work in the morning, I would wake up and begin my daily routine, which consisted of showering and shaving, getting dressed, doing my hair, and applying my makeup. Despite my early troubles putting on my corset, I had learned how to fit it around my waist and tie it tightly behind my back by myself. Over the first few weeks of applying my own makeup, Emily would find something that needed more work, but at the end of July, I began to apply my makeup as well as Emily had applied it for me.
Emily was so impressed with my quick learning skills that she informed me that she had another surprise when she arrived home from work. Since I was already dressed head to toe in feminine clothing and accessories, I was less nervous and more excited about what she had planned for me next. After seeing what she pulled out of her shopping bag upon arriving home, my eyes went wide.
“I know it’s been a really long time since you’ve cum and you’ve been such a good girl not asking to have your chastity cage removed, so I wanted to give you a little treat. I have been reading up on this for months and apparently with some practice, you can actually learn to cum by sticking this up your butt.” Emily informed while holding a large butt plug in her hand.
Standing with my hands at my side, I struggled to say a single word in response.
“I’m hoping that if you warm up a little bit with this, we can maybe even use the strap-on and really empty that little thing between your legs. What do you think, its worth a try, right?”
After swallowing the saliva in my mouth, I nodded my head yes in response. It was obvious what answer she was looking for, and my only desire had become to do as she pleased.
“Here, why don’t you take this to the bathroom and use some of the lube under the sink? Just take your time putting it in, but make sure you put it all the way up there before getting yourself dressed again.”
After nodding my head, I took the large, rounded plug from her hand and marched to the bathroom with my heels clicking across the floor.
Upon stepping into the bathroom, I wasted no time pulling my panties down to where my stockings cutoff at my upper thigh. With my behind exposed, I grabbed the bottle of lube and squirted a few globs into my hand. Once the large, rounded object was sufficiently lubricated, I squatted over the toilet and brought the plug to my rear. As I felt the plug meet my opening, my mouth opened instinctively.
Being entirely new to anal penetration, I could feel tremendous pressure as I pushed the butt plug against my hole. Although it felt like I was opening up to accept it, my bottom was having difficulty stretching for the first time. After taking a short break and pulling the plug away, I took a deep breath and tried a second time. Despite feeling like it moved further into my opening, I felt like I needed another break a few minutes later.
On my third attempt, I added a few more large squirts of lube and lathered the plug before pushing it against my hole again. To my surprise, the widest part of the plug moved past my opening and the object popped into place. My whole body jumped and tensed as I felt the butt plug fill my rear for the first time. The flared out base of the butt plug rested at the opening so that it could not go any further, while the widest portion sat just past my hole. With a much narrower part of the plug sitting at my opening, it felt like the plug would not come out unless I pulled it out with force.
Being that the plug was in place without any discomfort, I pulled up my panties before washing my hands. However, as I fixed my dress in front of the mirror, I noticed something strange. There was a wet spot in the front of my panties.
Upon closer examination, I noticed that my chastity caged penis had leaked. Although it was only a small amount of pre-cum that escaped without me knowing, I ran to Emily and informed her of what had happened.
“Are you serious?” Emily asked. “Show me.”
Upon lifting my dress, Emily felt my crotch to confirm the wetness. “You little butt slut. You did leak in your panties.”
After letting go of the dress and letting it fall back down to my upper thighs, I put my head down with my hands behind me.
“Well, that worked quicker than I expected. I still don’t want to take any chances and use the strap-on too early. Why don’t you start wearing that for an hour a day from now on? When the time is right, we’ll use the dildo. Got it?”
After nodding my head in response, I eagerly went back to preparing dinner.
Even though I didn’t even notice the pre-cum escape my chastity caged penis, it was the closest I had come to ejaculating in several months. Despite it feeling strange to have something stuck inside of my behind, I now realized that it was the key to a potential future release. Although I had grown accustomed to the restrictiveness of the chastity cage and not growing erections anymore, it felt like something was stirred inside of me when I leaked a few drops into my panties. With my arousal ignited again, I became dedicated to my anal training and soon learned to push myself beyond what Emily requested of me.




Month 11

(August)
Throughout the weeks following my introduction to a butt plug, I felt another mental shift occur. Although I still felt submissive and wholly focused on Emily’s desires, there was a newfound sense of urgency to cum. However, instead of hoping that Emily would release me from my chastity cage, I became obsessed with ejaculating from anal penetration.
After leaking into my panties the first time I stuck the butt plug inside of me, I could not leak again from the butt plug in my bottom. Even though it felt exciting and arousing to fill my behind for hours during the day, I could not manage to slip over the edge. Despite my frustration and desire to finally cum from being penetrated, I did not let my obsession get in the way of what Emily wanted or requested from me.
I continued with my daily routine of showering and shaving each morning before putting on my makeup and putting up my hair in a ponytail with a bow. Once I was fully dressed in my panties, bra, stockings, corset, high heels, and maid’s dress, I would walk Emily to the front door and give her a kiss goodbye before work. After finishing a few chores around the house, I would typically take a break mid morning and insert my butt plug. I would continue wearing the plug for close to an hour before taking a break during lunch. In the afternoon, I would reinsert the plug for a second time and push myself to keep it inside for close to two hours. After another short break from the plug, I would reinsert it before Emily arrived home and continue wearing the plug until she was ready for bed.
I felt like I was constantly on edge, as everything felt sensual while I was plugged. The feeling of my tights or stockings encasing my legs took on a whole new feeling with the smooth object filling my behind. My high heels clicking across the floor made me feel sensual and sexy as the movements of my legs caused the plug to shift in my rear. Even bending over in front of the mirror to check my makeup was arousing, as every action brought my attention to the plug inside of my hole.
While stuck in a perpetually horny and suggestible state of mind, Emily seized the opportunity to bring my attention to another change halfway through the month of August.
“Since you’ve been taking to your new lifestyle and wardrobe so well, I went ahead and got a few more outfits for you to wear.” Emily announced upon arriving home from work with another handful of shopping bags. “I just wanted to set you up with the basics, so I picked up a few skirts, tops, dresses, high heels, and purses.”
After following Emily to the closet, I noticed that my side was completely empty except for a few maid dresses hanging up.
“What happened to my other clothes?” I asked softly.
Emily laughed before responding. “I threw them out a few weeks ago. You didn’t even notice, did you?”
I shook my head no in response.
“Why would you notice?” Emily said while hanging up the new dresses and putting away several pairs of high heels with each having a height of at least three inches.
“The only thing I’ve seen you wear the last couple months is that maid’s dress, but I figured it would be nice if you had some going out clothes.” Emily stated.
“Going out clothes?” I asked meekly.
“Yeah, I mean, you don’t want to wear a maid’s dress out of the house, do you?” Emily laughed.
“I guess not.” I responded.
“Exactly. So that’s why I picked up a few things to get you started. You can go shopping and fill out the rest of your wardrobe over time.”
“So I don’t have any male clothes left?” I asked.
“Weren’t you listening? You haven’t for almost a month.”
Hearing Emily’s words, I should’ve been more surprised, but the fact was that I hardly cared. I couldn’t remember the last time I wore anything male oriented. Wearing my female underwear, tights, high heels, and maid’s dress felt comfortable and normal. Knowing that I had several outfits that consisted of dresses, skirts, and high heels actually felt exciting.
“Here, I got you a couple of purses as well.” Emily said, while handing me a small black handbag.
After putting it over my shoulder, I strutted around the room and gave a twirl.
“Wow, you have turned into such a girly girl.” Emily said with a smile. “And I think it’s finally time to make you feel like one.”
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“Put your hands on the bed and bend over.”
My eyes went wide before a wide smile appeared on my face. Finally, this was the moment I had been waiting for since I was introduced to the butt plug.
After taking a few small steps over to the bed, I put my hands on the comforter and bent over as requested. I watched as Emily finished putting my new clothes away before marching to the bathroom and collecting the strap-on and lube. Once the strap-on was slid up her legs and fastened around her waist, she rubbed the lube up and down the long erect rod.
I could hardly control my excitement as Emily stepped behind me and lifted the skirt of my dress. My arms shook from how nervous and excited I was, while the smile on my face was hard to ignore.
“I can’t believe how excited you are. Just try not to go too fast. Ok?”
“Ok I will.” I answered eagerly.
“You know what? Call me mistress.” Emily ordered.
After looking back at her and seeing that she was serious, I responded promptly. “Yes, mistress.”
“That’s better. Now curtsey for me.” Emily ordered.
Although I was incredibly eager to jump right in, I did not want to ruin the moment. After standing upright, I pinched the skirt of my dress and bobbed down with an elegant curtsey that lasted several seconds.
“Very good. I expect you to do that every time I request something, and you should answer with yes, mistress. Understood?”
Following her order, I bobbed down for another curtsey while answering her. “Yes, mistress.”
“Good girl. Now bend over.”
After another curtsey, I responded again before bending over as requested. “Yes, mistress.”
Emily lifted the skirt of my dress again before pulling down my panties and exposing my rear. After pinching the plug in my behind with two fingers, she pulled it out slowly. My mouth opened instinctively as the plug was released and my hole was left vacant.
While I remained bent over and presenting my bottom, Emily set the plug down in the bathroom and returned to my backside promptly. Upon guiding the strap-on dildo to my opening, she pressed it against my hole and slowly pushed it inside. My whole body melted as I felt the girth of the dildo stretch out my bottom and snake its way into my hole. As I felt the full length of the dildo fill my behind for the first time, I clenched the bed with both hands and let out a soft whimper. When Emily began pulling the dildo back out, an unexpected eruption occurred.
Several squirts of cum shot out of my chastity caged penis as the dildo filled my behind. Whines and moans came out instinctively as Emily was taken by surprise by my quick release. Once she realized that I had already begun to orgasm, she quickly started pumping back and forth, which forced the length of the dildo to enter and exit me repeatedly.
After close to a year of being stuck in a chastity cage while being prevented from ejaculating, I lost control of my body and weathered the sweetest orgasm that I had ever experienced. It felt like this had been building since I had put on my chastity cage and the anticipation was worth the wait. As the last few drops of semen exited my caged member, I collapsed onto the bed with Emily on my back. While she held the dildo inside of me, I reached behind me and held her hand. When she leaned close to my ear and asked if I would like to continue, I responded with the only answer that my body would let me utter.
“Yes, mistress.”




Month 12

(September)
By the beginning of September, my transformation felt complete. Not only had my body been feminized, but my mind had been as well. Each morning, I looked forward to getting dressed and doing my makeup. It not only felt normal to wear a bra, panties, corset, stockings, maid’s dress, high heels, and bow in my femininely styled hair, I actually loved the way I looked when I was finished. With the way Emily had begun to treat me in the bedroom and peg me daily, I found myself craving everything feminine while remaining submissive and obedient to her requests.
When Emily surprised me with a new car after work halfway through September, my mouth fell wide open and I squealed with excitement. Although there were a few strings attached, I eagerly agreed to her requests.
“So, now that you finally have your car, there are a few things that you’re going to need to take care of for me. First, you will be doing the shopping for groceries every week. I have set up a new credit card for you and I will monitor your spending, but you should have enough leftover each month after groceries to spend on some beauty supplies. And that brings me to the next request. I want you to start getting a mani-pedi once a month. I made an appointment for you tomorrow at my salon with Stephanie. She is super excited to meet you. Lastly, I would like if you started having your hair styled once a month as well. I have already set up your hair appointment right after your mani-pedi. Do you think you can keep up with my last three requests?” Emily asked with the car keys in her hand.
Without hesitation, I answered immediately. “Yes, yes, oh my god yes!”
Emily handed the keys over to me, and I dropped them in my purse. With a gleaming smile, I embraced Emily and held her tight for a few minutes.
“Go on and get changed. I want to see what you look like in that thing.” Emily said.
“Why would I change?” I asked.
“You’re still wearing your maid’s dress?”
“So?”
“So, you could put on one of your other dresses or a skirt and top?” Emily suggested.
“I’m too excited! I don’t really care what I’m wearing!” I said, while scampering to the front door of our apartment.
With my hand on the door handle, I stopped in my tracks. Although this would be my first time stepping out while fully dressed and made up as a female, something else was on my mind.
“Unless, you are requesting I wear something else?” I asked, while turning to Emily.
Emily smiled before responding. “Go on and take a joy ride, cutie.”
After bobbing down for a curtsey, I scampered out the door and walked to the parking lot of our apartment building where my car waited for me.
Over the following weeks, I followed Emily’s requests, which consisted of getting my hair and nails done. Although Stephanie warned me that acrylic nails could be painful and difficult to get used to, I decided to go with a long length and stiletto shape. I had picked out a classic red color and chose to add glitter to the finish. Despite my nails hurting for a few days, I quickly grew accustomed to the new length and shape without letting it inhibit my household chores.
For my hair, I had decided to add blonde highlights and add curls. Having been born with pin straight hair, it felt nice to spice things up by adding color and texture to my hair that fell past my shoulders. After my hair and nails were both done professionally, I felt like a well put together woman.
Even though I left the house for the first time in feminine clothing wearing a maid’s dress, I began wearing a skirt and top or dress when doing my weekly shopping trip. High heels were the only option I had for footwear, but I tried to wear a different pair of shoes each time I stepped out of the house. However, even when at home, I rarely walked around barefoot, whether I was doing chores or relaxing.
Once Emily saw how comfortable I was going out in public while crossdressed and made up as a woman, she decided to throw a party with some of her friends and coworkers. Although she told me that we could hire a maid to keep our apartment clean during the party, I felt more comfortable serving rather than being served. Even though I spent more time on my hair and makeup than usual, I wore my maid’s dress and black high heels pumps for the party at the end of September.
Apparently Emily had not informed everyone of our living situation as some guests were surprised to see me serving guests while dressed and made up as a maid.
“He really wears that every day.” Emily’s friend, Christina, asked.
“Every day. And he loves it.” Emily explained. “He has really taken to his feminine side and just loves to serve. Here, watch this.”
Emily raised her voice as she called for me. “Excuse me, maid!”
With a tray of drinks in my hand, I bent my knees and bobbed down for a curtsey while keeping the tray level. After marching over to Emily, I bobbed down for another curtsey before addressing her. “Yes, mistress. You called?”
“Yes, I did, darling. Why don’t you be a dear and take some drink orders from my friends?” Emily suggested.
“Yes, mistress. I would be happy to.” I answered.
“What may I serve you?” I asked to the four people standing with Emily.
Everyone stared at me in amazement for a few seconds before requests starting coming my way.
“I’ll take a glass of red wine.”
“Bring me a martini, dry.”
“Do you have hot tea?”
“I’d like a beer.”
After bobbing down for a curtsey, I marched to the kitchen and began preparing the drinks before putting them onto my tray. A few minutes later, I returned to Emily and her friends with everything requested.
“Here is your wine. We only had a merlot. I hope that’s ok with you.” I said, while handing the glass off to a man whose eyes were wide.
“Here is your martini.” I said to the woman with her mouth stuck open.
“We only had jasmine for the hot tea, I hope that’s ok.” I said to Christina, whose eyebrows were raised.
“And here is your beer. I poured it in a chilled glass.” I said to Emily’s boss, who stared at me with a smile.
After I bobbed down for another curtsey, Emily dismissed me and asked that I tend to the other guests. Seeing the pure joy on Emily’s face and the warm reception I received from each of the guests, I felt like I had found my place in life. The evening flew by as I remained on my high heels at full alert while tending to all the guests’ needs. Once the last guests had left our apartment, Emily stopped me from cleaning and brought me to the bedroom.
“What’s going on? I still have so much cleaning to do.” I asked, while Emily led me to the bed and pushed me down onto it. “Don’t you want me to clean up, mistress?”
“Shut up. You were so cute and sexy tonight, and I need to make sure you know you’re mine.” Emily stated, while undressing.
“Yes mistress. Of course I’m yours. I wouldn’t want to be with anyone else.” I responded.
“How did you turn out so perfect? I couldn’t have done any better if I designed you in a lab. Just turn over and let me put this thing in you.” Emily said while pulling the strap-on up her legs.
“Wouldn’t you like to kiss first? I could use the vibrator on you and pleasure you if you like?” I asked.
Emily jumped on top of me and put her hand over my mouth. “Please, just shut your mouth until I mount you. You are the most beautiful, wonderful, incredible, and all around amazing person I have ever known. Every word coming out of your mouth is making me fall deeper in love with you. Just let me do this for you before you say something else that is just so damn cute and adorable. Got it?” Emily asked.
With her hand over my red painted lips, I nodded my head.
As Emily lifted my skirt, I remained laying face down on the bed while waiting for her to begin. Although she had a few drinks over the course of the evening, she had enough practice pegging me that she could practically do it with her eyes closed. After pulling the plug from my rear, which had become a semi permeant fixture, Emily guided the dildo inside of me and pushed until the base met my cheeks.
I couldn’t help letting out a squeak as I felt the full length fill my bottom with Emily’s weight pressing down on my backside. With my eyes closed, I clenched the sheets with both hands and pursed my lips. Once Emily had found her footing, she began pumping behind me and humping my backside with increasing intensity. Having grown accustomed to cumming from anal penetration alone, I could feel arousal stirring inside of me immediately.
After a year of being locked in a chastity cage, it felt like my member had lost the ability to grow an erection. Even when turned on, as I was with Emily penetrating my bottom, there was hardly a twitch inside of my cage. The appendage tucked between my legs had become nothing more than an inconvenience when I got too excited and orgasmed. Although there was a small sense of relief when I had a release, it was far more pleasurable to remain on edge while being pegged roughly by Emily. With weeks of practice, I had learned how to ride the waves of arousal while holding back a full climax. However, every few days, Emily’s vigorous lovemaking would have the best of me.
As I felt a rush of fluid building inside of me, my mouth opened and profanities started coming out unconsciously. Emily could tell how I close I was to the edge and used my screams to fuel her powerful thrusts into my rear. With my whole body jolting forward from each time Emily humped me, I knew that I would lose control at any second.
“What are you doing to me, mistress?!” I yelled. “You’re going to make me cum!”
“That’s ok. Just let it happen.” Emily said while sounding out of breath.
“But mistress! I serve you better when I don’t cum!”
“You’ve served me enough for tonight. Now quiet down, little sissy.” Emily said, while putting her hand over my mouth.
“MMPPHH!” I squealed through her hand.
“I said to quiet down!” Emily said roughly, before moving her hand away.
“I can’t control myself! You’re making me feel like such a slut, mistress!”
“That’s good. Now take it like a slut!” Emily shouted.
“I’m such a slut! I can feel it coming!” I said with my voice extremely high pitched. “I’m such a slutty whore! I’m just a sissy slut for you to use! Oh, no…It’s happening! AHHH! AHHH! AHHHH!”
I had trouble formulating another sentence as the impending eruption finally came over me. Squirt after squirt of cum escaped my cage and saturated my panties. My body shook and my lips trembled as I tensed my behind.
Throughout my orgasm, Emily did not stop humping me, nor did she skip a beat. It felt like she only moved faster when she knew that my body betrayed me and cum started leaking out. While gripping my wrists, she kept me pinned down and continued pumping for several minutes after my orgasm had faded. Although I whimpered and pouted, there was no denying that my body desired the climax, regardless of what my brain desired.
When Emily was finally finished with me, she laid on my back with the dildo stuck inside of my bottom for several minutes. Once she finally pulled out and stood up, I slid out of bed and stood up with my legs wobbling. Although I was drained physically and mentally, I bobbed down for a curtsey and thanked Emily for what she had done.
“Thank you, mistress. I’m sorry for my outburst. You are too kind and you know what is best for me.”
With my head down and my arms behind my back, I waited for her response.
Emily shook her head and laughed before responding, “You are too perfect. I don’t know how I got so lucky with you.”




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
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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 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. 
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.
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.
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.
Life in Her Heels
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to experience life as women have experienced throughout human history? To be told what you can wear, where you can go, and what you are allowed to do with your body?
In ‘Life in Her Heels’, the patriarchy is turned upside down when a charismatic female leader is voted into the White House. Running a campaign based on putting men and women on equal footing, the new leader of the country is voted into office, with a large majority in both chambers of Congress. To right the wrongs of human history, the new leadership puts laws into place that force men to experience what women have endured throughout the history of the world. The protagonist of the story finds himself living through this historic moment and must adhere to the new rules as they are written. While living with his wife, the young man must follow the new federal dress codes by turning in his pants for skirts and shoes for high heels. He and his wife are assigned new jobs that greatly alter the power structure in their home and finances. When his new job requires him to alter his body, he struggles with the changes that are occurring and how to express what is happening to him. As he slowly changes from a man to a feminized sissy, it starts to become impossible to hide his growing “assets”. After an incident where he is unfairly blamed for initiating an encounter with someone in his apartment building, he is put on house arrest and required to wear a chastity belt at all times. Eventually, the protagonist becomes unrecognizable to the man he once was and must come to terms with his new life as a submissive sissy to his wife who now owns him.
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. 
My Sissy Surprise
 
Have you ever thought about surprising the love of your life with your sissy crossdressing secret? Have you ever fantasized about crossdressing, doing your makeup, and tying yourself up while you wait for your significant other to return?

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

In ‘Sissy in Training’, we meet a young sissy crossdresser named Demi and her best friend who goes by the name Brandi. While they are out at their favorite bar one evening, they meet a devilishly handsome man and his partner. The couple self describes as a master and dominatrix who “like to show girls like them a good time.” Although Brandi is turned off by their proposal, Demi finds herself curious and excited about spending the night with the alluring man. Upon arrival at the power couple’s home, Demi experiences the BDSM world in a way that she never knew existed. Over the course of the evening, Demi finds herself being pushed to her limits as she is dominated, controlled, and trained by the master and dominatrix. As it becomes later in the evening, Demi starts to wonder when or if they ever plan on letting her go. With a gag in her mouth and her arms tied tightly behind her, she is at the complete mercy of these two aggressive and sensual people. Feeling a mixture of excitement, fear, arousal, and anxiety, Demi can’t seem to figure out what will come next. Take a journey with Demi as she is dominated and becomes a ‘Sissy in Training’.
The 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 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?
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?
Trained To Be A Sissy Pony
 
Have you ever fantasized about becoming a sissy pony? Do you wish that you could be dressed in a latex bodysuit, corset, pony boots, chastity cage, pony tail plug, and bit gag?

‘Trained to be a Sissy Pony’ puts you inside the heels of a man who is thrust into a part of the BDSM world he never knew existed. After being forcibly taken to a property where the owners are professional sissy pony trainers, he is given the full treatment and made to live as a full-time sissy pony. While dressed in a full body latex bodysuit, bone crushing under bust corset, heelless high heel boots that resemble pony legs, and hoof gloves, he is bound in a way that does not allow any mobility of his arms. He is completely helpless as he is forced to wear a chastity cage and a pony tail plug that dangles behind him. As he is trying to cope with the overwhelming nature of his new outfit, he is trained how to walk and act like a proper sissy pony should. His new owners groom him and paint him with makeup before presenting him to the whole world on a live video stream. Every part of his ego is torn to shreds, as he is forced to embody a sissy pony and start thinking of himself as such. Enjoy this steamy fantasy that puts you in the mind of a sissy pony who learns what it means to be ridden long and hard.
Past the Point of No Return
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be turned into a real life sissy whore? To be completely feminized, chastised, and made to serve a mistress and master?
In the story ‘Past the Point of No Return’, we meet a young man who is curious to explore his sissy tendencies. Although he enjoys dressing and acting feminine when given the opportunity, he has never stepped out while en fem until one fateful night. After receiving a phishing email from a mysterious dominatrix, he is asked to meet up at a local motel. Thinking with his other head, he decides to drive to the location given while dressed and made up as he was requested. While wearing a little black dress, high-heeled pumps, fishnet stockings, and a matching set of bra and panties, he meets the gorgeous woman who invited him. The woman informs him that she would like to tie him up during their session and he agrees promptly. Once he is bound, gagged, and unable to escape, the woman milks the sissy until he is completely dry. After locking the sissy into a steel chastity cage, the woman calls for two burly men who come and kidnap the scared sissy. The young man is taken to a facility where he is given a breast enhancement and facial reconstructive surgery. When he is transported to his new home, he is trained and hypnotized to be a submissive sissy slut that is eager to serve. Throughout the story, elements of forced feminization, Feminization surgery, Bimbofication, sissy hypnotism, sissy prostitution, and bondage are all explored. If you are still reading this and haven’t been scared off, this may be the book for you.
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.
Black(E)Mail
 
Have you been keeping your sissy life a secret? How far would you go to keep your friends and family from knowing you’re a closeted crossdresser?
In ‘Black(E)Mail’, we meet a young man who still lives with his very conservative parents. Forced to keep the sissy side of himself a secret, he spends many late nights browsing videos and stories involving forced feminization. When a mysterious email pops up in his mailbox stating that they know his secret, he deletes it and brushes it off. When another identical email pops up again, he becomes agitated and deletes it a second time. Within a few moments, his computer is spammed with thousands of emails from the same address. He restarts his computer and powers it back up to find emails popping up by the thousands. After accidentally clicking on one of the messages pouring in, he finds a video from his webcam showing him pleasuring himself to a forced feminization video. The message informs him that if he doesn’t follow their orders, the video will be messaged to everyone on his contact list. Not wanting his secret exposed, he follows their first order to remove all of his underwear from his drawer and throw it out the window to the front yard. Once he completes the task, they inform him that his next task will be given in the morning. When he wakes up to discover that all of his belongings disappeared from the front yard, he begins to get anxious and believes that he is being watched. As tasks continue being given to the young man, he is ordered to gather the supplies that he will need to crossdress as a woman. After collecting his own pair of panties and bra, he must purchase a red dress and matching high heels. With each task he is given, it becomes increasingly difficult to turn back or quit. Along the way, the young sissy is made to have his nails, hair, and makeup done professionally at a studio. Enjoy this fast-paced story that takes a secretive young man and turns him into a reluctant feminized sissy.
Coming Out as Amber
 
Have you ever thought about coming out as a crossdresser? Would your family and friends embrace and accept you or try to hide from who you really are?
Every crossdresser’s coming out story is incredibly personal and significant for them. It can be filled with anxiety, excitement, and even terror when thinking about telling your loved ones. ‘Coming Out as Amber’ explores the coming out story of a young man who is afraid to show the world who he truly is. Because of his family’s beliefs, he has kept his crossdressing a secret and has only explored this side of himself when he is alone. When his family leaves for the weekend to visit his relatives, he pretends to be sick so that he can stay home and have some time for himself. Unfortunately, his plans are disrupted when his sister’s friend, Emily, makes a surprise visit to check on him. Confronted with the reality that he can’t keep this secret forever, David is forced to reconcile these two sides of himself. His day takes one twist and turn after another until he is finally face to face with his sister, mother, and father. This emotional journey explores how difficult it is to find the right time and place to finally come out. Eventually, it becomes more difficult to keep part of himself a secret, rather than coming out as Amber.
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