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Chapter 1

Mark's eyes fluttered open as the soft chime of the alarm pierced the quiet morning air.

He shifted beneath the sheets, and the movement sent a ripple of sensation through his body—the pink steel chastity cage clicking softly as it shifted against his skin, and the thick pink anal plug buried deep inside him pressing firmly against his prostate.

A low, involuntary whimper escaped his lips as the plug nudged that sensitive spot, sending a wave of unwanted pleasure coursing through him. His cock strained uselessly against the confines of the steel chastity cage, already leaking the first beads of precum.

He rose slowly from the bed, the plug shifting inside him with every movement. Each step toward the bathroom made the plug grind against his prostate, his knees threatening to buckle as his caged cock throbbed in its pink prison.

The bathroom light flickered on, and he stepped into the shower, reaching for the bottle of hair removal cream. He squeezed a generous amount into his palm, the cool cream coating his fingers as he began the meticulous process of spreading it over his body.

Starting with his legs, he worked the cream in slow, deliberate circles, ensuring every inch of skin was covered. The cream slid smoothly over his calves and thighs, up to his hips where the pink fluffy crotchless panties had framed the cage and plug the night before.

He moved carefully around the steel chastity cage, coating the skin beneath and around it, the cream making his fingers glide over the smooth metal. The plug remained firmly seated in his ass as he bent forward slightly, spreading the cream over his cheeks and between them, his fingers brushing the base of the plug and sending another jolt of pleasure through him.

His chest received the same treatment, the cream worked into his skin until it tingled, and he even applied it to his arms, ensuring no trace of hair remained anywhere on his body.

After letting the cream work its magic, he stepped under the warm spray of the shower, rinsing thoroughly until every trace of the cream was gone. His skin felt impossibly smooth, every inch of him now hairless and soft.

He reached for the skin-softening lotion next, squeezing a large dollop into his hands and beginning to massage it into his freshly treated skin. Starting at his feet, he worked upward, his fingers kneading the lotion into his calves and thighs, the floral scent beginning to fill the steamy air. He moved to his hips, carefully working around the chastity cage and the plug, his fingers gliding over the smooth skin of his ass as he massaged the lotion in.

The plug shifted again as he bent to reach his lower back, pressing deeper and making his caged cock leak another drop of precum.

The floral-scented lotion came next, its sweet, feminine fragrance clinging to his skin as he applied it with the same thorough care. He rubbed it over his chest, his fingers circling his nipple piercings, and down his stomach, the scent mixing with the steam to create an intoxicating cloud around him. By the time he stepped out of the shower, his entire body smelled like fresh flowers, his skin soft and glowing.

He patted himself dry with a plush towel, careful not to rub too roughly, then made his way to the bed where his outfit for the day waited. The pink fluffy crotchless panties came first. He stepped into them, pulling the soft material up his smooth legs until it settled around his chastity cage. The tattoo "PROPERTY OF MISTRESS CHARLENE" stretched across his lower crotch in that thick black lettering, ever present since the day at the salon.

The open design left his flat pink steel chastity cage completely exposed, the steel glinting in the morning light, while the back framed the base of the pink plug nestled between his cheeks. The panties were so soft, so delicate, and the way they hugged his body made the plug feel even more present.

Next came the garter belt, which he fastened around his waist with practiced ease. He rolled the white stockings up each leg, the sheer material sliding over his smooth skin until the pink bows at the top sat perfectly against his thighs.

He attached the stockings to the garter clips, the little metal fasteners clicking into place. Then came the pink heels, the straps buckling around his ankles with tiny bells that jingled with every movement. As he stood, the heels lifted his posture, pushing his ass out slightly and making the plug shift inside him once more.

The tattoo on his left cheek that bore "SPANK ME” stood out even more alongside the stylised lipstick kiss print on his right cheek.

He ran his hand above the cleft on his ass over the arrow pointing downward with the words "INSERT COCK HERE" arched across his lower back.

His knees weakened as the plug pressed against his prostate, his caged cock straining and leaking steadily now.

He reached for the fake double-F breasts next, the heavy silicone mounds designed to attach to his nipple piercings. He aligned the rings carefully, the metal clicking into place with a soft snap. The weight of the breasts settled against his chest, tugging gently on his piercings and making him gasp.

The heavy globes jiggled with every breath, their weight a constant reminder of his feminization. He adjusted them until they sat perfectly, the piercings holding them firmly in place.

Over this, he pulled the short pink tight sissy maid dress. The fabric stretched snugly over his fake tits, the neckline dipping low to reveal the tops of the heavy breasts. The dress barely covered the tops of his stockings, and when he turned, the back rode up to expose the pink fluffy panties and the base of the plug. The dress was so tight, so short, clinging to every curve and leaving nothing to the imagination.

He moved to the vanity table, sitting down carefully on the padded stool. The plug shifted again as he settled, pressing deeper and making his caged cock throb. With his long pink gel nails—each one an inch and a half long—he began the meticulous process of applying his makeup.

First came the concealer, which he dabbed under his eyes and over any imperfections with the pad of his finger. He blended it carefully, the pink nail catching the light as he worked. Foundation followed, smoothed across his entire face in even strokes until his skin looked flawless and porcelain-smooth. He swept blush across his cheekbones, building the color gradually until his cheeks had a soft, feminine glow.

Deep pink lip liner came next, tracing the outline of his lips with precision. He filled them in with matching lipstick, covering the large SISSY MAID tattoos etched on his upper and lower lip, pressing his lips together to even out the colour. A layer of clear gloss added shine, making his lips look plump and kissable.

He applied soft pink and silver eyeshadow next, blending the colors across his lids with careful strokes. The silver caught the light, adding a touch of sparkle to the soft pink. Mascara came last, the wand coating his lashes until they were dark, long, and fluttery.

Finally, he positioned the blonde wig, adjusting it until it sat perfectly on his head. The soft strands fell around his face in gentle waves, framing his made-up features. He spritzed perfume on his neck and wrists, the floral scent mixing with the lotions already on his skin.

He stood and checked his reflection in the mirror, turning slowly to ensure everything looked perfect. The heavy fake breasts jiggled with the movement, the plug pressed against his prostate, and his caged cock leaked steadily into the open crotch of his panties.

The bells on his heels chimed softly with each step, and the long pink gel nails gleamed as he smoothed down the front of his dress.

He took one last look at himself, the perfect image of a submissive sissy maid, before turning away from the mirror. The plug shifted again as he walked, sending another wave of pleasure through him, and he knew the day had only just begun.

Mark wheeled the breakfast trolley into place on the upstairs landing, the silver gleaming under the morning light. His heels clicked softly against the hardwood as he positioned everything just so—poached eggs perfectly centered on the warm plate, bacon arranged in neat strips, toast sliced diagonally, and the coffee pot steaming beside the creamer. The pink fluffy crotchless panties left his caged cock exposed, the steel cage already leaking as anticipation built.

He knocked once, the sound crisp and respectful.

"Enter," came Charlene's voice from within.

Mark pushed open the door and guided the trolley inside. He dropped into a perfect curtsy, knees bending gracefully, head lowered, the bells on his heels chiming softly. The movement made the butt plug shift inside him, pressing firmly against his prostate and sending another wave of unwanted pleasure through his body.

"Good morning, Mistress," he said softly, rising and pushing the trolley to her bedside.

Charlene lay propped against the pillows, her body barely covered by the sheets. The tight red bra she wore pushed her perky breasts together, the creamy swells rising and falling with each breath. The keys to his chastity cage rested between them, dangling from a delicate chain, catching the light as she shifted. The sight made his caged cock throb painfully, precum beading at the tip.

He poured her coffee first, measuring the milk with practiced precision until it reached the exact shade she preferred. He set the cup on her nightstand, then lifted the plate and placed it carefully across her lap.

"Your breakfast, Mistress," he whispered, stepping back into position at the foot of the bed.

Charlene took a sip of coffee, then cut into her eggs. Mark stood perfectly still, hands clasped behind his back exactly as Mistress Scarlett had trained him. His fake double-F breasts strained against the tight pink dress, the nipple piercings tugging with each breath.

The plug remained seated deep inside him, a constant reminder of his place. The keys between Charlene's tits jingled softly every time she moved, the sound making his cock strain uselessly against the steel cage.

She ate slowly, savoring each bite while he remained frozen in place. His legs trembled slightly from the effort of staying still, the bells on his heels giving the occasional soft chime when he adjusted his weight.

The crotchless panties left everything exposed—the chastity cage, the leaking tip, the base of the plug nestled between his cheeks. Charlene's eyes flicked over him occasionally, a satisfied smile playing at her lips as she enjoyed her breakfast and the sight of her completely transformed husband standing obediently before her.

Charlene swung her legs over the side of the bed, the keys between her breasts chiming softly as she stood. She stretched, the red bra lifting her perky tits higher, then turned toward the bathroom. The doorbell rang just as her hand touched the doorframe.

"Answer it with a smile," she said over her shoulder, stepping inside and closing the door behind her.

"Yes, Mistress," Mark replied, already moving toward the stairs. His heels clicked rapidly down each step, the tiny bells on the ankle straps jingling with every movement. He paused at the front door, drew a steadying breath, and opened it.

The delivery woman stood on the porch holding a clipboard and a cardboard box. The moment she saw him her eyes widened, then she burst into loud laughter.

"Oh my fucking God," she wheezed, "I thought they were joking when dispatch said there was actually a sissy maid living here."

Mark dropped into a perfect curtsy, knees bending smoothly, head lowered, the short pink dress riding up to expose the base of the plug and the steel chastity cage dangling between his legs. He held the pose, smiling brightly as he had been trained.

"Good morning," he said in his soft, practiced voice.

She kept laughing as she handed him the box. "Sign here, princess."

He straightened, took the pen, and signed the clipboard with his long pink nails. The woman watched him the entire time, still grinning.

"Open it," she ordered. "I want to see what a sissy maid gets delivered."

Mark peeled back the tape and lifted the flaps. Inside sat a row of training butt plugs, each one larger than the last, all bright pink silicone with flared bases. The smallest was already thicker than the one currently stretching his ass; the largest looked almost impossibly wide.

"Holy shit," the delivery woman said, pulling out her phone. "Hold that up so I can get proof of delivery. Management’s never gonna believe this without a picture."

Mark’s face burned crimson as he lifted the open box toward her. The woman snapped several photos, zooming in on the plugs and his blushing face.

"Nice chastity cage, by the way," she added with a wink, eyeing the flat pink steel locked around his caged cock. "Bet that thing leaks like a faucet when those plugs go in."

She tucked her phone away, still chuckling. "Enjoy your training, sissy. I am sure I’ll be back with more packages soon."

Mark stood frozen on the doorstep as she walked back to her van, the box of progressively larger plugs heavy in his trembling hands. The bells on his heels gave a soft chime when he finally stepped back inside and closed the door, the weight of the new toys promising even deeper stretches to come.

Charlene descended the stairs in her fitted navy skirt and crisp white blouse, the red bra visible beneath the thin fabric. The keys between her breasts swayed with each step. She found Mark in the kitchen, already wiping down counters with his pink-nailed hands.

"Some of my friends are coming over for a book club tonight," she said, a smirk curving her lips. "I expect the house spotless and canapés ready to serve. I also expect you to be wearing one of those new training plugs."

Mark’s cheeks flushed instantly. The plug inside him shifted as he straightened, pressing against his prostate and making his caged cock twitch and leak. He dropped into a curtsy, the short pink dress riding up to expose the fluffy panties and the base of the plug.

"Yes, Mistress," he answered softly.

Charlene stepped closer, tilting his chin up with one finger. "You lost the latest poker game, remember? You’ll be serving until your transformation is complete."

Mark swallowed, the collar tight around his throat. "I consent to the outcome of the bet, Mistress."

"Good girl," she said, patting his cheek. She turned, heels clicking toward the door. "I’ll be home at six. Everything better be perfect."

The front door closed behind her. Mark remained in the kitchen, the bells on his heels giving a soft chime as he shifted his weight. The house was quiet except for the steady drip of precum from his locked cock onto the floor.


Chapter 2

Mark spent the morning in constant motion, his pink heels clicking across the hardwood floors as he tackled the house from top to bottom. The new training plug felt thicker than the one he usually wore, its flared base stretching his hole wider with every step.

Each time he bent to dust a surface or reached up to wipe a shelf, the heavy silicone breasts tugged at his nipple rings, sending sharp little jolts through his chest.

He started in the living room, vacuuming the carpet in long, careful strokes. Every few minutes the plug shifted inside him, grinding against his prostate until his caged cock throbbed and leaked another string of precum into the open crotch of his panties.

The bells on his heels jingled with each movement, drawing attention from outside. A couple walking their dog slowed down, the woman pointing and laughing while the man pulled out his phone to snap a picture through the window.

Mark kept working, cheeks burning. He dusted the coffee table next, bending at the waist so the short pink dress rode up and exposed the fluffy panties and the base of the plug. Two people passing by stopped to stare, one of them whistling.

Mark straightened quickly, the fake breasts bouncing heavily and pulling harder on his piercings. His cock strained uselessly inside the flat pink cage, the steel clicking softly against the metal lock.

He moved to the windows next, wiping the glass with a cloth while the vacuum stood idle. A woman walking by openly laughing at the sight of the feminized sissy in full maid attire. Mark kept polishing, pretending not to notice, but his body betrayed him—the plug pressed deeper, his nipples ached from the constant pull, and fresh precum dripped from the tip of his locked cock onto the floor.

By mid-afternoon the living room sparkled. Every surface gleamed, the cushions were fluffed, and the carpet showed fresh vacuum lines. Mark stood in the center of the room, breathing hard, the bells on his heels still chiming softly.

His ass clenched around the thick plug, his nipples throbbed under the weight of the fake breasts, and his caged cock leaked steadily while strangers continued to point and laugh through the windows.

At exactly six o'clock the front door opened and Charlene stepped inside. Mark hurried forward in his pink heels, bells jingling, and dropped into a perfect curtsey, knees bent, head lowered, arms held out to the sides. "Welcome home, Mistress," he said in his soft, trained voice.

Charlene paused in the doorway, taking in the sight of her feminized husband. She wore a tight black latex dress that hugged her curves, her large breasts pushed up and together, the silver chastity keys resting in the warm valley between them.

A smirk curved her lips as she looked him over from the bubblegum pink wig to the short pink maid dress riding up over his fluffy crotchless panties.

"Very good, sissy," she said, stepping past him. The keys between her tits swayed with each step. "The house looks spotless. I saw the vacuum lines from the street."

Mark stayed in his curtsey until she passed, then straightened and closed the door. His caged cock throbbed at the sound of her heels on the hardwood, the new large training plug shifting inside him as he followed her.

Charlene paused at the bottom of the stairs. "Book club starts at seven. Make sure the canapés are ready and the living room is perfect. I want everything to be immaculate."

"Yes, Mistress," Mark replied, curtsying again.

She ascended the stairs without another word, the latex dress creaking softly. Mark watched the keys disappear with her, then turned and scurried toward the kitchen, heels clicking, plug grinding against his prostate with every step.

In the kitchen he arranged the canapés on silver trays—tiny quiches, smoked salmon on cucumber rounds, cheese straws, and miniature éclairs. His long pink gel nails made every movement delicate and precise.

The heavy fake breasts tugged constantly at his nipple rings, the ache spreading through his chest. The flat pink chastity cage clicked against the edge of the counter as he leaned forward, a fresh bead of precum dripping from the exposed tip onto the floor.

He wiped it up quickly with a cloth, then carried the first tray into the living room. The carpet still showed perfect vacuum lines. Every surface gleamed. He set the tray on the coffee table, adjusted the napkins, and hurried back for the second tray.

Through the front windows he could still see neighbors walking past. A woman slowed, pointed, and laughed. Mark kept working, cheeks burning, the plug stretching him wider with every bend and stretch. His cock strained uselessly inside the steel chastity cage, leaking steadily as strangers watched the sissy maid prepare for his wife's book club.

By six-forty the trays were arranged, wine glasses polished, and the room ready. Mark stood in the center of the living room, hands clasped behind his back, breathing hard. The bells on his heels chimed softly. His ass clenched around the thick plug.

His nipples throbbed under the weight of the fake breasts. And outside, more people slowed to stare and laugh at the locked, plugged, feminized sissy maid waiting for his dominant wife to come downstairs.

The doorbell rang at exactly seven o’clock. Mark’s stomach flipped. He hurried to the front door, heels clicking, bells jingling, the heavy plug shifting inside him with every step. His cheeks burned before he even touched the knob. He opened the door and dropped into a deep curtsey, head bowed, arms held out.

“Welcome, ladies,” he said in his soft, trained voice.

Three women stood on the porch. Lisa, Rachel, and Dana. All of them stared, then burst into laughter.

“Oh my fucking god,” Lisa said, stepping inside. “She actually did it. She turned him into her little bitch.”

Rachel covered her mouth, giggling. “Look at the heels. And the bells. Jesus, Mark.”

Dana leaned in close, eyes dropping straight to the tiny pink chastity cage peeking from his crotchless panties. “Is that seriously all that’s left of his dick? It’s so small and flat. Does it even get hard anymore?”

Mark stayed in his curtsey, face flaming. “It stays locked, ma'am."

They laughed harder. Rachel reached out and flicked the tip of the chastity cage with one finger, making it click. “Pathetic. We all knew who wore the pants in your relationship, but this is next level.”

Mark’s hands shook as he took their coats. His caged cock twitched uselessly, a fresh bead of precum already forming at the tip. The women kept talking about him like he wasn’t there.

“Charlene’s got him completely whipped,” Lisa said. “I love it.”

They walked into the living room and settled on the couch, still laughing and whispering. Mark followed with their coats, placed them neatly in the closet, then returned to stand by the doorway with his hands clasped behind his back, the plug grinding deeper every time he shifted his weight.

Charlene came down the stairs a moment later. She wore skin-tight black latex pants that clung to her ass like a second skin, the material creaking softly with each step. Her top was the same glossy black latex, stretched tight over her large, firm breasts. The silver keys to Mark’s chastity cage rested in the deep cleavage between them, swaying as she walked.

She smiled at her friends. “Right on time. Drinks are ready. The sissy made everything himself.”

Mark curtsied again, heart pounding, the keys between her tits glinting under the lights as she moved into the room and took her seat at the head of the group.

Mark carried the silver tray with both hands. The three friends watched every step, eyes fixed on the way his short pink dress rode up with each movement, exposing the flat steel chastity cage and the glistening tip that kept leaking. He stopped in front of the coffee table and lowered into a deep curtsey, tray held steady.

"Drinks, ladies," he said softly, voice trembling.

Lisa snatched a glass first. "Look at those nails. How does he even hold anything?"

Rachel leaned forward and tapped the cage with one long fingernail. "Still dripping. Does it ever stop?"

Dana laughed and took a canapé. "Probably not. That cage looks way too tight for anything else."

Mark stayed bent low, cheeks burning as they reached for glasses and snacks. Every movement made the plug shift inside him, forcing another bead of precum to swell at the tip of his caged cock. The women kept talking like he wasn't there.

"So the book," Lisa said, settling back with her drink. "That scene where he bends her over the desk and just takes her? I had to stop reading because I was soaked."

Rachel grinned. "The part where she says his cock is too big? I almost came right there. She could barely fit the head in."

Dana glanced at Mark's cage again. "Meanwhile our little sissy here can't even get hard. What a downgrade."

They all laughed. Mark's hands shook as he offered the tray again, trying to keep his balance in the heels. The bells on his ankles jingled with every tiny shift.

Charlene crossed her legs, latex creaking. The keys between her breasts caught the light. "Speaking of downgrades," she said, voice smooth and loud enough for everyone to hear, "Mark has officially consented to the full surgery. Real breasts, real ass implants, face work, the works. Everything to make him the perfect sissy maid."

The room erupted. Lisa clapped. Rachel cheered. Dana whistled. Phones came out, recording his reaction as his face went scarlet under the heavy makeup.

"Oh my god, finally," Lisa said. "No more pretending he's a man at all."

"That chastity cage is staying on for a long time after that," Rachel added. "Right, Charlene?"

Charlene smiled and took a slow sip of her drink. “A long long time. It reminds him of his place."

Mark stood frozen, tray still in his hands, the plug pressing deeper as his caged cock twitched uselessly. The women kept laughing and talking over him, already planning what the finished version would look like, while he stayed there blushing, dripping, and completely owned.

He had consented to every step of his transformation.

Mark kept the tray balanced as the women’s laughter grew louder and sharper. Lisa drained her second glass and leaned forward, cheeks flushed. “That billionaire scene where he just flips her over the desk and rams every inch in? I had to put the book down because my hand was already between my legs.”

Rachel giggled and crossed her legs, squeezing her thighs together. “Ten inches minimum, right? She says she can feel it in her stomach. I came twice reading that part.”

Dana’s eyes flicked to Mark’s cage again. “Meanwhile our little locked sissy can’t even twitch without permission. What a waste of a cock.”

The group howled. Mark’s knees trembled in the pink heels, bells jingling. Another bead of precum slid from the steel tip and stretched toward the floor. He tried to keep his face blank, but the plug inside him kept nudging his prostate every time he shifted weight.

Charlene watched him with a satisfied smile, keys glinting between her breasts. “Keep serving, maid. The girls are thirsty.”

Mark turned toward the kitchen for refills. The short dress rode up with every step, exposing the fluffy pink panties and the base of the plug. Behind him he heard Dana whisper, “Look at that ass jiggle. Can’t wait to see it after the implants.”

When he returned, Rachel was in the middle of a new story, voice bright with excitement. “So my new boyfriend… ten inches, thick as my wrist. Last night he bent me over the bed and just wrecked me. I squirted so hard it hit the dresser.”

The women erupted again. Lisa clapped. Dana fanned herself. Phones came out to record Mark’s reaction as his face burned crimson under the makeup.

Rachel kept going, eyes sparkling. “He made me come three times before he even finished. I was shaking. Could barely walk this morning.”

Dana smirked at Mark. “Bet our sissy here has never made anyone squirt. Probably never will.”

Mark’s caged cock throbbed painfully, straining against the flat steel. The constant humiliation kept him achingly hard inside the tiny prison, precum now dripping steadily onto the hardwood. He offered the tray again, hands shaking.

Lisa reached for a fresh glass and deliberately brushed her fingers over the cage. “Still leaking. Does it hurt, sissy?”

He swallowed. “Yes, Miss Lisa.”

“Good,” she said, and all the women laughed again.

Charlene stood, stretching so the latex creaked. “Mark, tell everyone what you agreed to again. I can’t stop hearing you say it over and over again.”

His voice came out small. “I consented to the surgery. Real breasts. Real ass. Facial work. Everything.”

The room exploded with cheers and applause. Dana whistled. Rachel raised her glass. Lisa leaned in close enough that Mark could smell her perfume. “No going back after that, little maid. You’ll be the perfect fucktoy for your wife and whoever else she wants to share you with.”

Mark’s blush deepened until his ears felt hot. The plug shifted again as he curtseyed, forcing another helpless spurt of precum from the chastity cage. The women kept talking over him, voices rising with excitement, already planning outfits and parties for the new, permanently feminized version of him while he stood there dripping, humiliated, and completely owned.


Chapter 3

Charlene’s thighs trembled against the leather seat as the jeep hummed along the empty road. The tiny vibrator tucked inside her soaked thong buzzed steadily, its curved head grinding against her clit and pressing deep into her g-spot with every bump in the pavement.

Her black latex dress had ridden up, leaving her bare ass against the seat, and every pulse of the toy sent another rush of slick heat down her inner thighs. She was dripping, the thin fabric of the thong plastered to her swollen folds, the scent of her arousal thick in the confined space.

Mark sat beside her in the passenger seat, legs spread wide by the short pink maid dress bunched around his waist. The flat chastity cage gleamed between his thighs, a steady string of precum dangling from the tip.

His fake double-F breasts strained against the frilly bodice, nipple rings tugging with each breath. The massive plug shifted inside him as the jeep bounced, forcing another helpless throb from his locked cock. The bubblegum pink wig framed his heavily made-up face, the permanent sissy maid tattoo on his lips visible beneath the gloss.

Mark’s mind raced. He stared at the road ahead, the clinic lights growing brighter on the horizon, and felt his stomach twist with dread. Real breasts. Real ass implants. Permanent changes that would mark him forever.

The thought made his heart hammer, yet the steel chastity cage between his legs throbbed in response. He could feel his cock trying to swell inside the flat pink prison, the head pressing hard against the unyielding metal, precum leaking in a constant stream. The denial only made it worse.

Every bump in the road made the plug grind against his prostate, sending fresh sparks of unwanted pleasure through his body. He was terrified, yet rock hard inside the cage, the contradiction twisting tighter with every mile.

Charlene’s breath hitched. She glanced over, eyes glassy with pleasure. “Mark,” she said, voice tight, “do you still consent to the procedures we agreed on?”

Mark’s painted lips parted. “Yes, Mistress. I consent.”

The words hit her like a spark. Charlene’s jaw clenched, teeth sinking into her lower lip as the orgasm crashed through her. Her pussy clenched hard around the vibrator, hot fluid gushing out to soak the seat beneath her. Her legs shook, the jeep swerving slightly before she steadied it. A low moan escaped her throat, raw and triumphant.

She panted, chest heaving, the latex dress clinging to her sweat-slicked skin. “Those fake tits are redundant,” she breathed, voice husky. “The real ones will suit you so much better. And the matching ass implants will make everything perfect.”

Mark’s caged cock twitched inside the steel, another thick bead of precum sliding down the flat surface. His mind screamed with apprehension—permanent curves, visible changes, no going back—but his body betrayed him completely.

The chastity cage felt tighter than ever, his trapped cock straining uselessly, aching with denied need. The plug shifted again as the jeep hit another bump, grinding hard against his prostate, and he bit back a whimper. He was so hard it hurt, the steel pressing painfully against his swollen flesh, yet he couldn’t stop the fresh rush of slick fluid leaking from the tip.

“Those were the terms of the bet,” he said softly, voice trembling. “I will honour them. I consent to this.”

Charlene smiled, slow and satisfied, the vibrator still humming against her oversensitive clit. She reached over and rested her hand on his bare thigh, fingers tracing the tattoo above his cage. The clinic’s lights glowed on the horizon, the final step waiting.

Her sissy maid husband was nearly complete—permanent, owned, and hers forever. Mark’s thoughts spiralled as the building drew closer, fear and arousal twisting together until he could barely breathe, his locked cock throbbing harder than ever inside its steel prison.

Charlene eased the jeep into the empty back lot of Cullen Surgeries, thighs still twitching from the aftershocks. The vibrator kept buzzing, a low, relentless pulse that made her clit throb again every time the car rolled over a crack. She parked, killed the engine, and left the toy running while she caught her breath.

Mark stared at the glowing sign above the entrance. He swallowed and the motion tugged the heavy fake tits attached to his nipple rings. The chastity cage between his spread thighs gave another painful throb, a fresh strand of precum stretching from the steel slit to the seat.

Charlene turned toward him, cheeks flushed, lips parted。"Out," she ordered, voice still husky. "Walk in front of me so I can watch that plug shift."

He stepped onto the asphalt. The short pink dress rode up immediately, exposing the base of the massive plug and the smooth skin around it. Bells on his heels jingled with every careful step. The night air cooled the slick mess on his inner thighs but did nothing to shrink the trapped cock straining inside its flat prison.

Inside, the receptionist looked up from her computer. Her eyes widened, then a bright laugh burst out of her. "Oh my god, so this is the sissy maid?" She stood, clapping her hands together. "We have all been waiting to see you in person!"

Two nurses appeared from the back hallway, both grinning. One nudged the other. "Look at those bells. And that cage around his cock—flat as a pancake."

Mark’s cheeks burned under the heavy makeup. His painted lips trembled. The fake double-F breasts strained against the pink bodice while the massive plug shifted inside him, forcing another helpless spurt of precum that slid down the steel chastity cage and dripped onto the polished floor.

The receptionist leaned over the counter, eyes sparkling. "Turn around, sweetheart. Let’s see that arrow tattoo."

Mark obeyed, cheeks flaming, the short dress riding higher as he pivoted. The nurses giggled louder.

“INSERT COCK HERE," one read aloud. "And that arrow pointing right at his plugged hole—how perfect."

Charlene rested a possessive hand on his ass, fingers pressing the plug deeper on purpose. Mark’s knees wobbled. Another thick bead of precum hit the floor.

"We’re ready for you," the receptionist said, still smiling. "Room three. Nurse Kelly will take you back."

A tall blonde nurse in pink scrubs stepped forward, clipboard in hand. "Follow me, sissy."

Charlene guided Mark down the hall with a hand on his hip, the bells on his heels jingling with every step. The nurses whispered behind them, phones already out, recording the sway of his padded ass and the constant drip from his locked cock.

Inside the exam room, Nurse Kelly closed the door and turned to face them, eyes bright with amusement. "Strip and lie back. You are going to look so pretty once Dr. Cullen is done with you. You’ll wake up with permanent curves—and everyone here will know exactly who you belong to."

Mark stood trembling in the center of the exam room, the short pink dress clinging to his fake breasts. Nurse Kelly crossed her arms and nodded toward the gurney. "Everything off, sissy. We need you bare for measurements."

His painted cheeks burned hotter. With shaking hands he reached behind his back and tugged the zipper. The dress peeled away, revealing the lacy pink bra that barely contained the heavy silicone tits hanging from his nipple rings.

He unhooked the bra, letting it drop, then fumbled with the tiny clasps holding each fake breast to the metal hoops through his nipples. Each tug made the rings pull and sting. The weight finally came free and he set the heavy orbs on the counter, his real chest now flat and marked with red indentations.

Next came the crotchless panties. He hooked his thumbs in the waistband and slid them down his smooth thighs, the fabric catching briefly on the steel chastity cage before dropping to the floor. The tattoo “Property of Mistress Charlene" was on full display.

A thick strand of precum stretched from the chastity cage slit to the panties and finally snapped. The garter belt followed, then the white stockings with their pink bows, each one rolled carefully down his legs.

Last were the pink heels; the bells jingled one final time as he stepped out of them. He stood completely naked except for the flat steel cage locked around his tiny cock and the massive pink plug still buried in his ass.

Nurse Kelly smirked. "You can leave the plug in. It’ll help keep you relaxed during the exam."

Mark’s face flamed crimson. He climbed onto the gurney, the paper sheet crinkling beneath his bare skin. The plug shifted with every movement, pressing against his prostate and forcing another helpless spurt of precum that glistened on the steel cage.

The door opened. Dr. Cullen stepped inside—a tall, striking blonde in a white lab coat over a fitted black top that hugged her full breasts. She shook Charlene’s hand firmly, then turned her gaze to the naked sissy on the table. Her eyes dropped straight to the tiny chastity cage and she let out a bright, amused laugh.

"My god, that’s adorable. Look how flat it is. Perfect for what we’re about to do."

Mark swallowed hard, his throat tight. His thoughts raced—real breasts, real ass, permanent curves, no going back. He couldn’t believe he had agreed to this. Couldn’t believe he was lying here, naked and plugged, about to be altered forever.

Dr. Cullen picked up a tablet and began scrolling. "Surgery is scheduled for this evening. You’ll be under general anesthesia for about four hours. Tomorrow morning you’ll wake up with new breasts, fuller hips, and a rounder ass. We’ll also refine the facial features—soften the jaw, raise the cheekbones, plump the lips. All very natural-looking, but unmistakably feminine."

Charlene bit her lower lip, thighs pressed tight together. The vibrator inside her panties pulsed steadily, and her breath hitched as another orgasm built. She listened, eyes bright, while the surgeon continued.

"For the breasts I’ll make a small incision under each armpit, create a pocket, and slide the implants in. Same for the gluteal implants—tiny cuts right under the cheeks. The hip work is mostly fat transfer and contouring. Facial procedures will be done through the mouth and hairline so there’s minimal scarring. You’ll be sore, but the results will be permanent."

Mark’s caged cock twitched uselessly. Another bead of precum slid down the steel and dripped onto the paper sheet. His mind spun with images of himself—curves, makeup, the permanent tattoos, the collar he would never remove. He felt dizzy with shame and helpless arousal.

Charlene’s hips gave a tiny jerk. Her eyes fluttered as the vibrator pushed her over the edge. A soft, stifled moan escaped her lips while Dr. Cullen kept talking, completely unaware—or perhaps perfectly aware—of the dominant woman coming quietly in the corner of the room.

Dr. Cullen glanced at the tablet again, her voice smooth and professional. "The lip tattoos—‘Sissy’ on the top and ‘Maid’ on the bottom—will sit much prettier once your lips are plumped. The ink will stretch just enough to stay crisp while the fuller shape makes the words pop.

Same with the ass work. The ‘Spank Me’ on your left cheek and that big lipstick-kiss print on the right will look even sharper once the new implants give you a rounder, plumper backside. Everything permanent, everything on display."

Dr. Cullen glanced at the tablet one last time before setting it down. She looked around the exam room, taking in the naked sissy on the gurney, the discarded pink dress and lingerie piled on the counter, and Charlene sitting quietly in the corner.

"Well, everything looks in order," she said with a professional smile. "It's time to get ready for surgery. The anesthesiologist will be in shortly to start your IV, and we'll have you prepped and in the OR within the hour."

Charlene's thighs trembled as the vibrator buried inside her pulsed harder. She pressed her lips together, fighting to stay silent while another orgasm crashed through her. Her knuckles whitened around the armrests as she stifled the moan building in her throat, her whole body shuddering with the effort of keeping quiet.

Mark lay frozen on the gurney, his heart hammering against his ribs. The words hit him like a physical blow—surgery, real breasts, permanent changes, no going back. His stomach twisted with nerves and embarrassment, his face burning as he lay there completely exposed, caged, and plugged while two women discussed altering his body forever.

Yet despite the shame and shock, his tiny cock strained uselessly against the steel cage, another bead of precum sliding down the metal as his body betrayed him with unwanted arousal.


Chapter 4

Mark's eyes cracked open slowly, the world swimming into focus through a haze of anesthesia and medication. His head felt heavy, his mouth dry, and for a moment he couldn't remember where he was. The soft sheets beneath him felt familiar, but everything else felt... different. He tried to push himself upright, his arms trembling with weakness, and that's when the weight hit him.

Two massive, perky globes of flesh shifted on his chest with the movement. His breath caught in his throat. His hands—nails still perfectly manicured in that glossy bubblegum pink—rose instinctively to his chest, fingers trembling as they made contact with smooth, warm skin.

The sensation was overwhelming. Where there had once been a flat, masculine chest, there were now enormous, firm double-F breasts sitting high and proud on his frame.

His fingers traced the curves, feeling the weight, the softness, the way they jiggled slightly with each shaky breath. The nipple rings that had once held his fake breasts were now embedded in real, living flesh, the metal hoops standing out prominently against the smooth, pale skin.

They were sensitive—achingly so—and when his manicured fingertips brushed over the pierced nipples, a jolt of unwanted pleasure shot straight down to his caged cock.

"Oh my god," he whispered, his voice hoarse and soft. His hands cupped the undersides of his new breasts, lifting them slightly, feeling their heft. They were real. Actually real. Dr. Cullen had done it. His thoughts raced, tumbling over each other in a dizzying spiral. I have tits. Real tits. Women's tits. On my body. Forever.

His cock twitched inside the flat steel chastity cage, straining against the unyielding metal as it tried desperately to harden. A thick bead of precum welled up and dripped from the tip, sliding down the bars.

The humiliation of his body's betrayal only made him leak more. His fingers kept exploring, squeezing gently, feeling the way the flesh gave and then sprang back, firm and perfect. The nipple rings caught the light, drawing attention to how utterly feminized his chest now was.

Mark shifted his hips, trying to sit up further, and that's when he felt it—the massive change in his lower body. His ass felt enormous, round and heavy beneath him, lifting him higher off the mattress than he was used to. A gasp escaped his glossed lips as his hands slid down from his breasts, trailing over his flat stomach, past the pink chastity cage, and around to his backside.

His fingers traced the new curves, exploring the high, firm swell of his Brazilian butt lift. The skin was smooth and tight, the muscle and fat sculpted into a perfect, thick, pornstar ass that jutted out dramatically.

He could feel how much higher and rounder it sat compared to before, how it changed the entire shape of his body. The thick pink plug buried deep between his cheeks shifted with every movement, pressing insistently against his prostate, making his caged cock throb and leak even more.

His hands roamed lower, feeling the dramatic taper of his waist into his hips—or rather, the lack of them. His hips were smaller now, cinched and narrow, creating an exaggerated hourglass that made his new breasts and ass look even more pronounced. He had the body of a pornstar. A perfect, fuckable, feminine body designed for one purpose: to be looked at, used, and humiliated.

Mark's breathing grew ragged as his hands continued their exploration, sliding back up to cup his breasts again, then down to squeeze his new ass cheeks, feeling how deep the plug stayed buried no matter how he moved.

His cock was rock hard inside the chastity cage, the steel digging into his swollen flesh as it fought against its prison. Precum poured steadily from the tip, soaking into the sheets beneath him.

Every touch of his own hands sent sparks of arousal through his transformed body, and the knowledge that this was permanent—that he would wake up like this every single day for the rest of his life—made his cock strain harder than it ever had before.

"Fuck," he whimpered, his voice barely audible. His manicured fingers pinched one of his pierced nipples, and his hips bucked involuntarily, driving the plug deeper. His new tits bounced with the motion, heavy and real, and another thick string of precum dripped from his cage.

He couldn't stop touching himself, couldn't stop feeling the changes, couldn't stop the overwhelming mix of shock, humiliation, and desperate, aching arousal that coursed through him.

He was a sissy maid with real tits, a massive BBL, a tiny waist, and a body built for cock. And despite everything—despite the cage, the plug, the permanent changes—he was more turned on than he'd ever been in his life.

Mark swung his legs over the edge of the bed, the motion sending his new breasts swinging forward like heavy pendulums. The weight pulled at his chest, unfamiliar and insistent, and he had to brace his pink-nailed hands on the mattress just to keep from toppling over.

His ass followed, the thick, high BBL shifting his center of gravity backward so that for a moment he wobbled, caught between the forward drag of his chest and the rearward pull of his ass. The plug inside him pressed deeper with every shift, its rounded base nudging his prostate and sending another pulse of precum leaking through the bars of the flat pink cage.

He stood slowly, knees trembling, and took a cautious step. The breasts tugged him forward again; the ass countered, forcing him to arch his lower back to stay upright.

Each step made the heavy globes bounce and sway, the nipple rings catching on the cool air, while his widened hips rolled with a sway he couldn’t suppress. The bells on his heels—still clipped from the night before—jingled with every uncertain movement.

At the full-length mirror he stopped, breath catching. The reflection that stared back was unmistakably his, yet utterly foreign. His face had been sculpted into soft, feminine lines: high cheekbones, a delicate jaw, and those plump, glossy lips now permanently marked.

“Sissy” arched across the upper lip in delicate script; “Maid” curved along the lower. When he parted them experimentally, only a soft, breathy whisper emerged—his voice box shaved down, replaced by a more girlish tone.

His eyes traveled lower. The double-F breasts sat high and round, the pink nipple rings standing out against pale skin, the metal hoops swaying with each breath.

He turned sideways, and the mirror revealed the full, jutting curve of his new ass—thick, firm, and perfectly heart-shaped. Between the cheeks, only the tiniest pink base of the plug was visible, the rest buried deep inside him. His real blonde hair, now shoulder-length and silky from months of growth, framed the whole picture, completing the bimbo look.

No going back, the thought slammed through him. This is permanent. These tits, this ass, these lips—forever. The knowledge made his caged cock surge, the steel biting into swollen flesh as it tried to harden.

His ass clenched involuntarily around the plug, milking another thick drop of precum from the cage tip. He reached up, cupping the heavy breasts, feeling their weight and warmth, then slid one hand back to squeeze a plush cheek, watching the flesh dimple under his pink nails.

The sight of his own transformed body—sexy, exaggerated, unmistakably fuckable—sent heat flooding through him. His nipples tightened, the rings tugging, and his hips rocked forward of their own accord, driving the plug deeper.

He couldn’t look away. Every curve, every tattooed word, every jiggle of flesh screamed that Mark the man was gone. Only the sissy maid remained, and the throbbing ache in his locked cock told him exactly how much he loved it.

The hospital door swung open without warning. Charlene stepped inside wearing skin-tight black latex pants that creaked with every stride, a cropped leather jacket thrown over a sheer white tee that left nothing to the imagination. Her nipples pressed hard against the thin fabric, and her eyes locked on Mark’s reflection the instant she saw him.

She stopped dead, breath catching, thighs pressing together as a visible shudder rolled through her. The sight of her naked, permanently altered sissy standing in front of the mirror—new double-F breasts swaying, thick heart-shaped ass jutting out with only the tiny pink plug peeking between the cheeks—nearly pushed her over the edge. A low, hungry moan escaped her lips.

“Fuck,” she breathed, striding forward. Her heels clicked sharply on the hardwood. She reached him in three steps, raised her hand, and brought it down hard on the “Spank Me” tattoo across his left cheek. The slap cracked through the room; Mark’s new ass rippled, the plug shifting deeper inside him.

Charlene grabbed a fistful of that plush cheek and spun him around, crashing her mouth onto his. Her tongue shoved past his plump, tattooed lips, claiming him with wet, possessive strokes. One hand stayed on his ass, squeezing and spreading the heavy flesh while the other slid up to cup the weight of his new breasts. She thumbed the nipple rings, tugging just enough to make him whimper into her mouth.

She broke the kiss only to trail her lips to his ear, breath hot. “You’re my bitch now,” she whispered, voice thick with lust. “My sissy maid for life.” Her fingers slid lower, cupping his smooth, hairless balls and rolling them in her palm. “No going back. These tits, this fat ass, these cocksucking lips—they’re all mine.”

She punctuated the words with another sharp slap to his ass, the sound loud and final. Mark’s caged cock throbbed, a fresh bead of precum dripping from the flat pink steel. His ass clenched around the plug, and he could only nod, voice reduced to a soft, breathy, “Yes, Mistress.”

Charlene smiled against his neck, biting down just hard enough to leave a mark. “Good girl,” she purred, giving his balls one last possessive squeeze before stepping back to admire her sissy maid.

Charlene’s fingers dipped into the glossy pink shopping bag and came out with a scrap of fluff so small it barely qualified as underwear. The new thong was bright bubblegum pink, trimmed in white marabou feathers that trembled with every breath. She held it up between two fingers, letting Mark see the open crotch and the thin back string that would disappear completely between his cheeks.

“Step in, sissy,” she ordered, voice husky.

Mark bent at the waist, new breasts swinging heavily, and slid one foot, then the other, through the leg holes. The fluffy fabric whispered up his smooth thighs.

When he straightened, the front panel settled over his flat pink chastity cage, leaving the tiny steel prison and the black script tattoo—“Property of Mistress Charlene”—completely exposed. The back string slid perfectly into his crack, framing the pink plug and the “Spank Me” tattoo on his left cheek.

Charlene hummed approval and reached for the next item: a matching micro-bra, little more than two heart-shaped cups of the same pink fluff connected by a single thin strap. She stepped behind him, lifted the weight of his new double-F tits, and settled the cups so they covered only the silver nipple rings and the stiff, pierced peaks. The rest of his heavy breasts spilled out on every side, jiggling with each shaky breath.

Next came the dress. It was absurdly short, a fluffy pink confection with a heart-shaped neckline and a skirt that flared out like a tutu, barely reaching the top curve of his ass.

Charlene zipped it up the back, the fabric so tight across his chest that his nipples poked visibly through the thin material. The hem rode high enough that every step would flash both the cage and the Property tattoo.

She knelt to roll the white thigh-high stockings up his legs, fastening the pink satin bows at the tops so they sat just below the hem of the dress. Last came the pink patent heels, five inches high, each with a tiny silver bell dangling from the ankle strap. When she buckled them, the bells gave a bright, humiliating jingle that seemed to echo down the clinic hallway.

Charlene stood, smoothed the ridiculous little skirt, and gave his exposed balls a light, possessive pat.

“Perfect,” she purred. “Let’s go.”

She opened the door. The hallway outside the recovery suite was lined with nurses and receptionists who broke into applause the moment Mark minced out. The bells on his heels rang with every step.

His new tits bounced and his thick ass cheeks flexed, the thong string disappearing completely between them. Dr. Cullen leaned against the front desk in her white coat, arms crossed, a satisfied smirk on her face.

“Everything looks beautiful,” the surgeon called, eyes raking over Mark’s jiggling body. “Those implants are going to look even better once the swelling goes down. And that ass—chef’s kiss. You’re going to turn a lot of heads, sweetheart.”

Mark’s face burned hotter than the fresh tattoo ink. Precum leaked steadily from the tip of his cage, a thin strand glistening on the inside of his thigh. The nurses clapped louder. One of them wolf-whistled. Another filmed openly with her phone.

Charlene slipped her arm through his and steered him toward the exit, the bells on his heels announcing every humiliating step. His new porn-star body swayed and bounced, the tiny pink dress fluttering, the Property tattoo on full display.

The automatic doors slid open. Outside, the afternoon sun hit his bare skin and the bells rang louder, marking the moment his old life ended and his new life as Charlene’s permanently transformed sissy maid officially began.


Chapter 5

The week after the clinic passed in a haze of domestic servitude and constant physical adjustment. Mark spent his days mincing through the house in ridiculous pink frilly sissy maid outfits that Charlene had chosen for him.

The dress barely covered the top curve of his new thick ass, the fluffy layers bouncing with every step. The pink heels with their tiny bells jingled constantly, announcing his presence long before he entered a room.

His real double-F breasts strained against the tight bodice, the weight unfamiliar and impossible to ignore. Every time he reached up to dust a high shelf, they shifted heavily, pulling at the nipple piercings and sending sparks of sensation straight to his locked cock.

His new ass was even worse—round, high, and firm, it forced him to walk with an exaggerated sway just to keep his balance. More than once he stumbled, catching himself on furniture while his cheeks clenched around the thicker training plug still nestled inside him.

He was in the living room, feather duster in hand, when the front door opened. Charlene stepped inside wearing a skin-tight black latex dress that clung to every curve like a second skin.

The glossy material framed her perky tits and round ass perfectly, the hem riding high enough to show the tops of her stockings. She paused in the doorway, biting her lower lip hard as her eyes raked over her transformed husband. A visible shudder ran through her. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, and she could feel the wet heat soaking through her panties.

Mark turned at the sound of the door, nearly losing his balance again. The bells on his heels rang out as he steadied himself, one hand automatically coming up to cup the underside of his heavy new breasts. Charlene’s gaze locked onto the motion, her pupils dilating with raw arousal.

“Look at you,” she breathed, voice husky. “My perfect little sissy maid. Real tits, real ass, that pretty new face… fuck, you have no idea how wet I am right now.” She stepped closer, the latex creaking softly. One manicured finger traced the edge of his exposed chastity cage where it peeked from beneath the short skirt. “I expect you to make me proud today, sissy. No hesitation. No complaints.”

She turned toward the front door and pulled it open. Afternoon sunlight spilled across the threshold. At the end of their long driveway, right beside the sidewalk where neighbors and passing cars could see everything, sat a small lemonade stand.

A handwritten sign read “Fresh Squeezed – 50¢” in pink marker. The road was busy enough that anyone driving by would get a clear view of whoever stood there.

Charlene’s breathing had gone shallow. Her nipples were visibly hard beneath the tight latex. She pointed down the drive with a wicked little smile.

“Go on, maid. Time to earn your keep. And remember—smile for everyone who stops.”

Mark’s pink heels clicked and jingled all the way down the long driveway as he acknowledged to himself that he consented to all of this.

Every step sent the tiny bells into a frantic chorus that seemed to echo off the houses. The short frilly dress rode higher with each sway of his new, heavy ass, exposing the fluffy pink crotchless panties and the base of the training plug.

His real double-F breasts bounced and jiggled inside the tight bodice, the fresh piercings tugging with every movement. He kept one hand cupped beneath them for support while the other clutched the edge of the dress in a useless attempt at modesty.

Charlene watched from the open doorway, biting her lip so hard it left a mark. Her black latex dress creaked softly as she shifted, thighs pressed tight together, the wet heat between her legs soaking through the thin strip of fabric beneath. She held her phone in one hand, thumb hovering over the remote app linked to the shock band locked around Mark’s balls.

He reached the lemonade stand at the sidewalk’s edge and turned to face the road. The moment he stood still, a sharp zap shot through his balls. Mark yelped, knees buckling for a second as the electric sting radiated up through his caged cock.

He spun around, cheeks burning beneath the heavy makeup, and saw Charlene in the doorway, phone raised, a wicked little smile on her glossy lips.

“Start selling, sissy,” she called, voice carrying easily across the lawn. “Smile pretty for the customers.”

Mark turned back to the road, face flaming. He lifted one hand, long pink gel nails flashing in the sunlight, and waved at the passing cars. Several horns blared. A few slowed down. One rolled down its window just long enough for a man to shout, “Look at that bitch!” before speeding off again.

Another car full of college guys slowed to a crawl, one of them leaning out to yell, “The sissy maid is out to play!” Laughter followed as they drove away.

Mark’s blush deepened until his ears felt hot. He kept waving, the bells on his heels jingling with every nervous shift of his weight. His thick new ass swayed involuntarily, the plug shifting inside him and sending unwanted sparks of sensation straight to his locked cock. Precum leaked steadily from the tip of his caged shaft, glistening on the pink steel.

A familiar black sedan pulled to the curb. The driver’s door opened and Jerry, the neighbor from three houses up, climbed out. He was a broad-shouldered man in his late forties, wearing a smirk that only grew wider as he took in the sight of Mark standing there in full sissy regalia.

“Well, well, well,” Jerry drawled, strolling over with his hands in his pockets. “If it isn’t the neighborhood’s newest attraction. Look at you, all dolled up like a proper little maid. Those tits are real now? That ass too? Damn, Charlene really went all out.”

Mark’s stomach twisted. He forced his knees together, performed an awkward little curtsey that made his breasts jiggle and the bells ring louder, then straightened with as much dignity as he could muster. His new feminine voice came out soft and breathy, exactly as Charlene had trained him.

“W-would you like some lemonade, sir?”

Jerry laughed, a deep, genuine sound that made Mark want to sink into the sidewalk. “Sure, sweetheart. Pour me a cup. And make it snappy—those nails look like they could pop a balloon.”

Mark’s hands shook as he reached for the pitcher. The long pink gel nails made gripping the plastic handle awkward. He poured the pale yellow liquid into a paper cup, trying not to spill, then held it out with both hands like an offering. Jerry took it, eyes roaming openly over Mark’s transformed body.

“Those tits are fucking huge,” Jerry said, taking a sip. “And that ass—shit, it’s like you grew a porn star body overnight. Charlene must be proud as hell. How’s that plug feel, bouncing around while you wave at traffic?”

Mark’s face burned hotter. He couldn’t meet Jerry’s eyes. The plug shifted again with every tiny movement, pressing against his prostate, making his caged cock throb and leak more. He wished the ground would open up and swallow him whole.

Instead he stood there, bells jingling softly, breasts heaving with each shaky breath, while Jerry drank the lemonade and openly ogled his neighbor’s fully feminized husband.

From the doorway, Charlene watched everything, one hand slipping between her thighs to press against the soaked latex. Her breathing had gone shallow. She was dripping, the sight of Mark serving lemonade in full view of the street pushing her arousal higher with every passing second.

Mark remained rooted at the lemonade stand for the next few hours, the bells on his pink heels jingling with every nervous shift of weight. The sun climbed higher, baking the sidewalk, and each passing minute brought fresh waves of shame as neighbors, delivery drivers, and random strangers stopped to gawk, film, and jeer.

A silver minivan pulled up first. Two women from the book club leaned out the windows, phones already recording. "Look at those tits bounce!" Lisa cackled. "Charlene really turned him into a walking fuckdoll." Mark's hands trembled as he poured their cups, the long pink gel nails making the simple task clumsy.

When they tossed coins onto the table he performed the practiced curtsey—knees bending, back straight, breasts thrust forward—while the short dress rode up to expose the fluffy pink crotchless panties and the base of the plug still lodged inside him. The women howled with laughter, zooming in on the way his caged cock leaked a steady string of precum that glistened on the steel.

A group of men on bikes circled next. They didn't buy anything; they just circled and catcalled. "Suck my dick, sissy!" one shouted. Another threw a crumpled dollar at Mark's feet and demanded he bend over to pick it up. Mark obeyed, the movement driving the plug deeper against his prostate. His thick new ass cheeks spread slightly, the "Spank Me" tattoo on the left one clearly visible. The boys whooped and recorded every second.

Jerry returned with two friends. They bought two cups each, making Mark curtsy after every transaction. One of them reached out and flicked a nipple ring through the thin pink fabric of the dress. Mark gasped, the sharp tug sending an unwanted pulse straight to his locked cock.

"These real now?" the man asked, squeezing the heavy breast until Mark whimpered. "Fuck, they feel real. Charlene went all out." Mark's voice cracked as he answered in the soft, breathy tone he'd been trained to use. "Y-yes sir. Real double-F implants. Mistress wanted them big."

A city bus slowed at the corner. Passengers pressed their faces to the windows, phones flashing. Someone yelled "Charlene's bitch is working the corner!" and the entire bus erupted in laughter. Mark's face burned so hot he felt dizzy.

Sweat trickled down his back, soaking the tight dress until it clung like a second skin. The plug shifted with every tiny movement, grinding against his prostate, forcing more precum to leak from the tip of his caged shaft. A small puddle had formed on the sidewalk between his pink heels.

Inside the house, Charlene lounged in the leather armchair by the front window. She had one leg hooked over the armrest, black latex dress hiked to her waist. Her fingers worked slowly between her spread thighs, stroking through soaked panties.

Every time Mark curtsied for another customer she pressed harder, watching his heavy breasts jiggle and the dress ride up to flash his plugged hole. She could see the wet spot growing on the sidewalk beneath him and smiled, knowing exactly what the plug was doing to him.

Her other hand held the remote; every so often she thumbed the button, sending a quick zap through the band around his balls. Mark would jerk upright, bells jingling wildly, then force himself back into position with a desperate little curtsey for the next passerby.

An elderly couple from across the street approached on their afternoon walk. The wife bought a cup while the husband openly stared at Mark's transformed body. "You look ridiculous," she said kindly, as if commenting on the weather. "But those tits are impressive."

Mark curtsied again, voice barely above a whisper. "Thank you, ma'am." The husband chuckled and dropped an extra five dollars into the tip jar. "For the show," he said, then reached out and patted Mark's ass, fingers brushing the base of the plug. Mark's knees nearly buckled.

A delivery driver stopped next. He bought nothing but recorded Mark for a full minute while the sissy stood there trembling, breasts heaving, ass cheeks clenching around the plug. "Smile for the camera, maid," the driver ordered.

Mark forced his glossy pink lips into a shaky smile, the tattooed words "Sissy" and "Maid" clearly visible. The driver laughed and drove away, already uploading the video.

Charlene's breathing had grown ragged. She pushed two fingers inside herself, watching Mark serve yet another group of laughing neighbors. His curtsy was perfect now—smooth, automatic, utterly submissive.

Every time he bent his knees his breasts threatened to spill from the low neckline, the nipple rings tugging visibly through the fabric. Every time he straightened the dress rode higher, exposing the humiliating tattoos and the constant drip of precum from the steel chastity cage.

She could see the shame in his posture, the way his shoulders hunched and his cheeks burned, yet his caged cock never stopped leaking.

A final car pulled up just as the sun began to dip. Three college girls piled out, already giggling. They bought the last of one of the jugs the lemonade and made Mark pose for photos, one of them reaching out to lift the hem of his dress and expose everything beneath.

Mark stood frozen, bells jingling with every tiny tremor, while they took close-ups of his plugged hole, his leaking cage, and the "Property of Mistress Charlene" tattoo above his crotch. One girl flicked his balls lightly with her finger. Mark whimpered, another spurt of precum joining the puddle on the sidewalk.

Charlene watched it all from her chair, three fingers deep inside herself now, latex dress soaked through at the crotch. She pressed the remote again, delivering a longer zap that made Mark cry out and drop into another desperate curtsey.

The girls cheered. Charlene came hard, thighs shaking, eyes locked on her completely broken, publicly displayed sissy maid still standing at attention on the sidewalk, ready to serve whoever stopped next.

Mark stood frozen behind the lemonade table as the last group of neighbors strolled away, their laughter echoing down the quiet street. The woman who had bought the final cup kept glancing back over her shoulder, phone still raised, filming his trembling form. He could hear their voices carrying clearly on the warm air.

"Did you see those tits?" one chuckled. "Real ones now. She went all out."

"And that ass," one added, giggling. "The way it jiggles when he moves. And those heels with the bells—fuck, it's perfect."

Their voices faded, but the humiliation lingered like a physical weight pressing down on Mark's shoulders. He shifted his weight from one pink heel to the other, the bells jingling softly with the movement.

The motion made his heavy double-F breasts sway inside the tight pink dress, the nipple rings tugging at his pierced flesh with every breath. The short hem rode up again, exposing the fluffy pink crotchless panties and the base of the thick plug still lodged deep inside him.

His cock strained uselessly against the flat steel chastity cage, the metal biting into his swollen flesh. The constant pressure from the plug grinding against his prostate had kept him leaking steadily for the past three hours, a thin strand of precum stretching from the cage's tiny opening down to the growing puddle between his heels.

Every time the plug shifted, another pulse of unwanted pleasure shot through his locked shaft, making it twitch and strain harder against its prison.

Mark's mind raced as he stood there exposed. He had agreed and consented to every single step. The poker game that started it all—the one where he'd wagered the Halloween outfits. The coin flip that locked the chastity cage until the next bet, over a month away. The delivery of training plugs, each one larger than the last.

The permanent tattoos: "Sissy" and "Maid" on his lips, "Spank Me" on his left ass cheek, the lipstick kiss print on his right, and "Property of Mistress Charlene" above his caged cock. The surgeries—real breast and ass implants, facial feminization, voice box shaving. The daily rituals of waxing, tanning, makeup application, the blonde wig, the one-and-a-half-inch pink gel nails.

He had said yes to all of it. He had consented to all of it. Every bet. Every transformation. Every humiliation.

"Do you still consent to this?" Charlene had asked him that morning, her fingers trailing over the keys that jingled between her breasts.

"Yes, I consent" he'd whispered, his voice soft and breathy after the surgery. "I will always honour our bets."

Now here he was. A fully transformed sissy maid with real tits that bounced with every movement, a thick ass that the short dress couldn't contain, a feminine face with plump tattooed lips and perfect cheekbones.

His ass clenched around the training plug, the constant pressure making his caged cock leak even more. The sun beat down on his exposed skin, sweat trickling between his breasts and down his back, soaking the tight pink dress until it clung like a second skin.

He had consented to every humiliating detail, and now he was living it—selling lemonade on the street while his wife watched from inside, her fingers working between her thighs as she witnessed her husband's complete and total degradation.

The last jug sat empty on the table, the tip jar stuffed with crumpled bills and mocking notes. He gathered the empty containers onto the tray with trembling hands, his long pink nails clicking against the plastic.

The walk back up the driveway felt endless. Each step sent his newly enhanced ass jiggling beneath the short pink dress, the Brazilian butt lift making every movement exaggerated and obscene. The thick plug buried deep inside him shifted with each sway of his hips, stretching his hole and grinding relentlessly against his prostate.

His real double-F breasts bounced heavily with every step, the nipple rings tugging at his flesh through the thin fabric. The bells on his pink heels jingled constantly, announcing his humiliating return to anyone who might be watching from their windows.

By the time he reached the front door, his caged cock was leaking steadily, a thin trail of precum running down his smooth thigh. He pushed the door open with his hip and stepped inside, the cool air of the house hitting his overheated skin. The door clicked shut behind him, sealing him back into his domestic prison.

"Mark!" Charlene's voice rang out from upstairs, sharp and commanding. "Get up here. Now."

He set the tray down on the table and began the climb, his heels clicking on each step. The plug pushed deeper with every movement, making his knees weak. At the top of the stairs, he paused before her bedroom door, his heart hammering against his ribs. He knocked twice, the sound barely audible over the blood rushing in his ears.

"Enter."

Mark pushed the door open and stepped inside. His breath caught in his throat.

Charlene stood in the center of the room wearing full black latex that clung to every curve like a second skin. The material stretched from her neck down to her stiletto boots, the glossy surface reflecting the afternoon light.

Between her legs hung a massive 13-inch black strapon, thick as a wrist and veined like the real thing. The harness sat low on her hips, the base pressing against her clit with every subtle movement.

She wrapped her fingers around the thick shaft and stroked it slowly, her eyes raking over his transformed body.

"Look at you," she purred, stepping closer. "Real tits. Real ass. That pretty little face all done up. Time to take those new additions for a proper spin, don't you think?"

Mark's throat worked as he swallowed hard, his eyes fixed on the enormous dildo swaying between her thighs. The plug in his ass clenched involuntarily around the intrusion, and his caged cock twitched helplessly.

He knew exactly what was coming next.


Chapter 6

Mark's eyes locked onto Charlene's latex-clad form, the massive thirteen-inch strapon jutting out from between her thighs like a weapon. The sight hit him like a physical blow. His cock tried to surge forward in the flat steel chastity cage, swelling instantly against the unyielding metal.

The pressure built fast and sharp, making him gasp as the cage bit into his flesh. Precum welled up at the tip and dripped steadily through the bars, running down his smooth thigh in a thin, humiliating stream.

Charlene saw it immediately. Her lips curved into a knowing smile.

"Look at that," she said, her voice low and thick with satisfaction. "Your little locked cock is trying to get hard for me."

She strutted forward, the glossy black latex creaking with each step. The strapon swayed heavily between her legs. Mark stood frozen, his breathing shallow, his caged cock throbbing painfully as it fought inside the chastity cage.

Charlene reached him and cupped his face with both hands. She pulled him into a deep, consuming kiss. Her tongue pushed past his lips, claiming his mouth with slow, deliberate strokes.

At the same time her right hand slid down his back and delivered a sharp spank to his BBL-enhanced ass. The impact made the thick plug inside him shift, grinding against his prostate. Mark moaned into her mouth, the sound muffled by her tongue.

She spanked him again, harder, while her tongue explored deeper. The sting bloomed across his right cheek, then her hand moved to the left and repeated the strike. Each slap made his ass jiggle and the plug press deeper. His caged cock leaked faster, the metal bars now slick with his own precum.

Charlene broke the kiss, leaving a string of saliva between their lips. She reached behind him and found the zipper of his tiny pink maid dress. She pulled it down slowly, the sound loud in the quiet room. The dress peeled away from his body, sliding down over his real double-F breasts and catching briefly on his hips before falling to the floor.

She unhooked his tiny pink bra next. The straps slipped off his shoulders and the cups fell away, exposing his pierced nipples. The rings glinted under the bedroom lights. Charlene's hands immediately rose to cup his heavy breasts. She squeezed them firmly, testing their weight and softness. Her thumbs brushed over his nipples, then pinched them hard between her fingers before she pulled on the rings.

Mark gasped, his knees buckling slightly. The pain and pleasure shot straight down to his caged cock, making it strain even harder against the steel.

"These are mine now," Charlene whispered, rolling his nipples between her fingers. "Every inch of you belongs to me."

She released his breasts and pushed him backward toward the bed. Mark stumbled on his heels until the backs of his knees hit the mattress. Charlene shoved his chest and he fell onto his back, the impact making his breasts bounce and the plug shift inside him again.

Charlene bent at the foot of the bed. She unbuckled his pink heels one at a time, the bells jingling as she pulled them off. Then she reached up and hooked her fingers into the tops of his white stockings. She rolled them down his legs slowly, the sheer material sliding over his smooth skin. The pink bows at the tops came free last. She tossed both stockings aside.

Her hands moved to his crotchless panties next. She tugged them down over his hips and thighs, exposing the flat steel chastity cage completely. The tattoo above his caged cock came into view: "Property of Mistress Charlene" in bold, permanent script.

Charlene paused, staring at the tattoo. Her fingers traced the letters slowly, possessively.

"Look at that," she said, her voice thick with arousal. "Right where it belongs."

She leaned down and pressed a kiss directly onto the tattoo, her lips warm against his skin.

Mark lay there panting, his breasts rising and falling, his nipples still hard from her pinching, his caged cock dripping steadily. The thick plug remained buried deep in his ass, stretching him, reminding him of what was coming next.

Charlene wrapped her fingers around the base of the 13-inch strapon and stroked it slowly, her eyes never leaving his face.

Charlene's fingers twisted into Mark's long blonde hair and yanked him off the bed. He dropped to his knees with a graceless thud, his heavy breasts bouncing, the thick plug shifting inside his stretched ass. She stood over him in her glossy black latex, the massive 13-inch strapon jutting out at eye level.

"Open," she ordered.

Mark consented of his own free will as he parted his plump, tattooed lips. Charlene slapped the heavy silicone cock across his left cheek, then his right, leaving wet streaks of lube on his skin.

"My bitch," she said, voice low and sharp. "My throat-whore."

She slapped the strapon across his face again, harder, the weight of it making his head rock. Then she gripped his hair with both hands and drove the thick head straight into his mouth. Mark gagged as the shaft stretched his lips wide, forcing his jaw open.

Charlene didn't stop. She shoved deeper, burying inch after inch until the head punched down his throat. His nose pressed against the latex harness. His eyes watered instantly.

She held him there, cock lodged deep, until his throat convulsed around it. Then she pulled back and slammed forward again. Mark's hands flew up to her thighs on instinct, but she slapped them away.

"Hands behind your back," she snapped.

He obeyed, clasping his fingers together at the base of his spine. Charlene started fucking his face in earnest. Each thrust drove the strapon deeper, stretching his throat around the thick shaft.

Spit poured from the corners of his mouth, running down his chin and dripping onto his bare breasts. She kept one hand fisted in his hair, the other delivering sharp slaps across his cheeks whenever he tried to pull back.

"That's it," she growled. "Suck it like your life depends on it."

Mark's throat worked desperately around the invading length. Every time she buried the full thirteen inches, his nose mashed against her pelvis and his throat bulged visibly. He sucked hard on the withdrawal, hollowing his cheeks, desperate to please. His caged cock leaked in a constant stream, precum pouring through the steel bars and splattering the hardwood between his spread knees.

Charlene's hips snapped forward faster. The wet, obscene sounds of throat-fucking filled the room—gagging, choking, the slap of latex against his face. She slapped him again, open-palmed, leaving a red handprint on his cheek.

"Look at you," she panted. "Crying, drooling, leaking like a broken faucet. My perfect little sissy cocksleeve."

Mark's eyes rolled back as she forced the strapon all the way down again, holding it deep while his throat spasmed around the thickness. His caged cock twitched, another thick rope of precum shooting out and landing on the floor.

His thighs trembled. The plug in his ass ground against his prostate with every tiny movement, sending sparks of unwanted pleasure through his denied body.

Charlene pulled out suddenly. Mark gasped for air, strings of spit connecting his swollen lips to the glistening strapon. She slapped the wet shaft across his face once more, smearing saliva and lube across his makeup.

"Look at these fat whore tits," she snarled, squeezing hard enough to make the nipple rings bite into his flesh. "Real implants. Paid for with your dignity." She started thrusting, sliding the strapon between the slick, warm mounds, the head bumping against his chin on every stroke. Every time she drove forward she pinched both nipples at once, twisting the rings until Mark cried out, high and broken.

"Ah—! Mistress—please—"

She slapped his left breast hard, the impact rippling through the heavy implant. Then the right. Then open-palmed across his face, leaving a red print over his already ruined makeup.

"Shut your painted cocksucker mouth and moan for me," she ordered, pinching both nipples again, rolling them between her fingers until his back arched off the mattress. "Let the whole neighborhood hear what a desperate tit-sleeve you are."

Mark’s voice cracked into a loud, shameless moan as she pinched and twisted harder. He had never been so turned on in his whole life. He consented to this more than anything else in his entire life.

His ass clenched around the thick training plug still buried inside him; every squeeze sent fresh sparks of denied pleasure straight to his locked cock. The flat pink steel chastity cage leaked in a steady, humiliating stream, precum pooling on the hardwood between his spread thighs.

Charlene kept fucking his tits, squeezing them tighter, slapping them red, slapping his face whenever he tried to turn away. "Pathetic. Leaking like a broken faucet while your wife uses your new porn-star tits as a fucktoy. You love this, don’t you, sissy?"

"Y-yes, Mistress," he whimpered, voice hoarse from the earlier throat-fucking as he consented to this. Another thick rope of precum spurted from the chastity cage and splattered the floor.

She leaned down, still thrusting between his breasts, and spat directly into his open mouth. "Swallow." He obeyed instantly. She slapped his tits again, harder, then pinched both nipple rings and twisted until his moan turned into a broken sob of overwhelming, denied arousal.

"Good bitch," she purred, grinding the strapon between his slick, reddened breasts. "Keep leaking. Keep moaning. I’m not stopping until these tits are bruised and the floor is covered in your worthless sissy cum."

Charlene grabbed Mark by the hips and flipped him onto his stomach, shoving his face into the pillows. His massive new ass rose high and round, the fresh Brazilian butt lift making both cheeks perfect, plump targets. She brought her palm down hard on the left cheek, right across the bold black letters spelling "Spank Me." The slap cracked through the room and left a bright red handprint over the tattoo.

"You deserve every single one of these, you naughty little sissy," she hissed, smacking the right cheek next, the stylized lipstick kiss print rippling under the impact. "Look at you—permanent ink advertising exactly what you are." Another hard slap landed on the kiss mark. "A spankable, fuckable maid who exists to take whatever his Mistress gives him."

Mark whimpered into the pillow, his caged cock throbbing and dripping steadily onto the sheets. Charlene kept spanking, alternating cheeks, each blow making the new fat ass jiggle and the plug shift inside him. "Naughty sissy. Pathetic, leaking bitch. You begged for these tits, this ass, these tattoos. Now you’re going to take the consequences."

She hooked two fingers around the base of the thick training plug and yanked it out in one smooth motion. Mark gasped at the sudden emptiness, his freshly stretched hole clenching around nothing.

Charlene laughed and pressed two lubed fingers straight into the slick, open ring, twisting them deep. "Such a greedy slut hole. Look how easily it takes my fingers. You’re already trying to suck them in."

She pumped her fingers in and out, scissoring them to stretch him wider while she talked. "My dirty little anal slut. You love having your ass used more than anything, don’t you? Say it."

"Yes, Mistress," he moaned, voice muffled by the pillow. "I love it. I consent to this. I’m your anal slut."

Charlene withdrew her fingers and slicked the massive 13-inch strapon with more lube, the thick head glistening. She lined it up and pressed the fat tip against his hole. Mark groaned as she pushed forward, the head popping past the tight ring. She gave him a few inches, then slapped his right cheek hard enough to make the BBL shake.

"Take it," she ordered, driving another few inches deeper. Mark’s moan turned into a broken cry as she slapped the left cheek this time, then started thrusting in a steady rhythm. Each stroke buried the strapon deeper, the thick shaft stretching him wide. His new, heavy ass rippled and jiggled with every impact, the fat cheeks clapping around the invading cock.

Charlene grabbed his hips and started fucking him harder, long, deep strokes that bottomed out inside him. The bed creaked as she admired the tattoo on his back with an arrow pointing downwards with the words “INSERT COCK HERE".

Mark’s voice cracked into high, desperate moans every time her hips smacked against his reddened ass. She reached down and spanked him again, right over the "Spank Me" tattoo, while the strapon pounded him relentlessly.

"That’s it, take every inch like the worthless sissy maid you are," she growled, slapping his ass in time with her thrusts. "Your new fat fuck-me ass was made for this. Jiggle for me while I wreck your hole."

Mark’s caged cock spurted another thick rope of precum onto the sheets as Charlene fucked him deeper and harder, the massive strapon claiming every inch of his stretched, willing ass.

Charlene drove her hips forward in one long, steady thrust, burying the entire thirteen-inch length of the thick strapon inside Mark's stretched hole. The fat head punched deep, the shaft stretching him wide until her hips pressed flush against his reddened cheeks. Mark's moan cracked into a broken, high-pitched sound as the full length claimed him completely.

"Take it, slut," she growled, slapping his left cheek hard enough to make the fresh BBL jiggle. "Every fucking inch belongs in that greedy sissy ass." Another sharp slap landed on the right cheek, right over the lipstick kiss tattoo. "You were made for this. Built to take cock like the worthless fucktoy you are."

She pulled back until only the head remained inside him, then slammed forward again. The thick shaft disappeared completely with each thrust, her hips smacking against his plump ass with wet, rhythmic sounds.

Mark's new cheeks clapped around the invading strapon, the fat flesh rippling and bouncing with every impact. Charlene reached around and grabbed both of his heavy, real breasts, her fingers finding the nipple rings and twisting them sharply.

Mark cried out as she pinched and pulled at the sensitive piercings, using them as handles while she fucked him harder. "These tits are mine to play with," she hissed, squeezing the soft flesh and slapping the undersides. "These fat whore tits you begged for." She rolled his nipples between her fingers, tugging on the rings while her strapon pounded into him relentlessly.

Her first orgasm hit without warning. Charlene's body shuddered, her thighs shaking as pleasure ripped through her. She buried the strapon to the hilt and ground against him, the base pressing against her clit through the harness. "Fuck, yes," she moaned, her grip tightening on his breasts. "Coming while I wreck your sissy hole."

She barely paused before starting again, long, deep strokes that made his ass cheeks clap and jiggle. Mark's moans grew louder, more desperate, his caged cock dripping steadily onto the sheets.

Charlene's second orgasm followed quickly, her hips stuttering as she came again, the strapon buried deep while she pinched his nipples hard enough to make him whimper.

"That's it, take every inch," she panted, fucking him through her climax. "Your new ass was made for this. Look how it bounces for me." She slapped his cheeks in time with her thrusts, alternating between the "Spank Me" tattoo and the kiss print, leaving bright red handprints over the permanent ink.

The third orgasm built slower but hit harder. Charlene's legs trembled as she drove the strapon deep and held it there, grinding against his ass while waves of pleasure crashed through her. Her fingers dug into his breasts, nails leaving crescent marks in the soft flesh. "Coming again," she gasped. "Fucking my sissy maid's ass until I can't stop."

She fucked him through it, long strokes that bottomed out inside him, the thick shaft stretching his hole wide with each thrust. Mark's body rocked forward with every impact, his massive new ass rippling and clapping around the strapon. Charlene's fourth orgasm followed, her moans loud and unrestrained as she came again, the pleasure almost overwhelming.

Nearly thirty minutes passed in a blur of deep, relentless fucking. Charlene's body glistened with sweat beneath the latex, her thighs slick with her own arousal. She reached around one final time, grabbing his tits and pinching his nipples hard as she drove the strapon to the hilt.

Her fifth and final orgasm crashed through her like a wave, her entire body shaking as she buried every inch inside him and held it there.

"Fuck, yes," she cried out, grinding against his ass as the pleasure peaked and slowly faded. The strapon remained buried completely inside Mark's stretched hole, his cheeks spread wide around the thick base.

Charlene's breath came in ragged gasps as she stayed pressed against him, her fingers still gripping his breasts, her body trembling with the aftershocks of multiple orgasms.

Mark whimpered beneath her, his hole clenching weakly around the massive shaft still buried inside him. His caged cock had left a large wet spot on the sheets, his denied arousal leaking constantly throughout the long, intense fucking.

Charlene slowly pulled back, the strapon sliding out inch by inch until his stretched hole gaped around nothing, then pushed forward one last time, burying it completely again as she caught her breath.

She enjoyed fucking her new bimbo sissy as much as he enjoyed being her bitch.


Chapter 7

Mark stepped out the front door in the traditional black and white sissy maid uniform Charlene had chosen for him that morning. The dress was absurdly short, barely covering the top of his ass, with a low-cut bodice that barely contained his real double-F breasts.

The fabric was thin enough to be nearly see-through in the morning light, his nipple rings clearly visible through the material. No bra. Just his heavy tits hanging free beneath the frilly fabric, the cold air making his pierced nipples stiffen and press against the thin material.

The pink heels with their little bells jingled with every step as he minced down the sidewalk. The new training plug was massive inside him, thicker than anything he'd taken before, stretching his hole wide and forcing him to walk with a careful, swaying gait.

Each step made his massive BBL ass jiggle and bounce, the fat cheeks rubbing against each other around the base of the plug. The motion sent ripples through his thick ass, the flesh swaying heavily with every heel-click.

Mark's hands kept darting down to tug at the hem of his dress, trying desperately to pull it lower to cover the flat pink chastity cage and the 'Property of Mistress Charlene' tattoo above his crotch. But every time he pulled the hem down, the bodice rode lower, threatening to spill his massive tits completely out the top. He was caught in an impossible struggle, constantly adjusting, constantly exposed.

A car drove past and the driver laid on the horn, a long, mocking blast that made Mark's face burn crimson beneath his makeup. He heard laughter from inside the vehicle as it passed. Another car followed, honking twice, the passengers rolling down their windows to whistle and catcall.

"Look at that fucking sissy!" someone shouted from a passing truck.

Mark's blush deepened as he recognized Jerry from two doors down, walking his dog on the opposite side of the street. Jerry stopped dead, staring openly, then pulled out his phone.

“Out in public again" Jerry called out, already recording. "Charlene's sissy maid out for a morning stroll? Look at those fucking tits bouncing!"

Mark tried to speed up, but the massive plug inside him made every step deliberate and careful. His ass jiggled obscenely with each movement, the bells on his heels chiming constantly. Another neighbor, Mrs. Patterson from across the street, stepped out to get her mail and froze at the sight.

"Jesus Christ," she muttered, raising her own phone. "That's the husband from down the block. Look at him. Those tits are bigger than mine."

A group of adults on bikes rode past, slowing down to gawk and laugh.

"Dude, that chick's got a dick cage!" one of them shouted. "It's a dude! Look at the tattoo on his crotch!"

Mark's hands flew between trying to cover the chastity cage and trying to keep his tits from spilling out. The dress was riding up with every step, exposing the chastity cage completely, then he'd tug it down and his cleavage would deepen dangerously. His massive breasts swayed and jiggled with each hurried step, the nipple rings catching the light as they bounced freely beneath the thin fabric.

"Walk of shame, sissy?" Jerry called out, still filming. "Where's your wife sending you dressed like that?"

"Charlene's bitch on parade!" another neighbor shouted from their porch.

Mark's face was burning so hot he could feel the heat radiating from his cheeks. His ass continued to clap and jiggle with each step, the massive plug shifting inside him with every movement, a constant reminder of his stretched, filled hole.

Cars kept passing, horns honking, people laughing and recording as he minced down the sidewalk in his slutty maid outfit, completely exposed and utterly humiliated.

Mark's heels clicked up the stone path, bells chiming with every careful step. His massive BBL ass swayed heavily, the training plug shifting inside him and forcing a slow, rolling gait. The short black and white maid dress rode higher with each movement, exposing the flat pink cage and the tattoo above his crotch.

Every time he tugged the hem down to hide himself, the bodice slipped lower, his bare double-F breasts threatening to spill free. The thin fabric offered no real cover—his nipple rings pressed visibly through the material, stiff from the morning air.

He reached the front door, heart hammering. He raised his pink-nailed hand and knocked. The door opened almost immediately.

Lisa from Charlene’s book club stood there, 27, in tight yoga pants and a cropped tank that hugged her full breasts and perfect ass. Her skin glowed, lips plump and glossy. Mark's secret crush. The woman he'd admired from afar for years. Now she looked down at him in his slutty maid uniform, and her mouth curved into a slow, delighted smile.

Mark dropped into a perfect curtsy, knees bending, head lowered, the bells on his heels jingling softly.

"Well, well," Lisa said, voice warm and teasing. "Charlene's little project. Come in, sweetheart."

He stepped inside, and she closed the door behind him. The click of the latch sounded final.

"That dress is adorable on you," she continued, circling him slowly. "Really shows off your figure. Those tits look heavy. And that ass—god, it jiggles so nicely when you walk."

Mark's face burned. He kept his hands at his sides, trying not to fidget. Lisa's eyes dropped lower.

"Oh my. Is that the little chastity cage I see? How cute. Flat and pink. Does it hurt when you get excited?"

She reached out and flicked the hem of his dress up with one finger, exposing the chastity cage completely. Mark whimpered.

"And look at those lips," she said, leaning closer. "No lipstick today. So everyone can read the tattoos. 'Sissy' on top. 'Maid' on the bottom. Your wife is cruel. I love it."

Lisa's fingers traced the air just above his exposed chastity cage, not quite touching.

"Your wife sent flyers to the whole neighborhood. 'Sissy Maid Cleaning Service – Fully Trained and Permanently Modified.' I had to book you immediately. I wanted to see what she'd done to you."

She stepped closer, her breasts nearly brushing his arm. Mark could smell her perfume, feel the heat of her body.

"Turn around for me," she ordered softly.

He obeyed. The dress rode up as he turned, revealing the 'Spank Me' tattoo and the large lipstick kiss print on his cheeks, the base of the massive plug nestled between them.

Lisa let out a low whistle.

"Fuck. That plug is huge. And your ass is incredible. Charlene really went all out."

She gave his right cheek a light slap, watching it jiggle. Mark's caged cock twitched uselessly, leaking a thin strand that dripped to the floor.

"Already dripping," Lisa observed. "Does being humiliated in front of me turn you on that much?"

She moved in front of him again, tilting his chin up with one finger so he had to meet her eyes.

"I always thought you were cute when you used to stare at me during yoga class," she admitted. "Now look at you. Big fake tits, fat ass, locked up, plugged, and serving as a neighborhood fucktoy."

Her thumb brushed his lower lip, tracing the tattooed word.

"Good girl," she whispered. "Now go get the cleaning supplies from the hall closet. I want to watch you clean my house on your hands and knees. And don't you dare try to cover yourself. I want to see everything jiggle."

She gave his ass another firm slap as he turned toward the closet.

"Hurry up, sissy. Your service has already started."

Mark moved through Lisa's house with careful, mincing steps, the bells on his pink heels chiming with every movement. The massive training plug shifted inside him constantly, forcing that slow, swaying walk as his thick BBL ass jiggled and bounced.

The short maid dress rode up with each step, exposing the flat pink cage and the "Property of Mistress Charlene" tattoo above his crotch, then the hem would slip higher and his bare double-F breasts threatened to spill free from the low neckline.

He found the cleaning supplies in the hall closet and gathered everything he needed. The pink gel nails made gripping the duster awkward, the inch-and-a-half long tips clicking against everything he touched.

He started in the living room, reaching up to dust the high shelves, the motion making his heavy tits sway and bounce beneath the thin fabric. The dress rode up completely, exposing his plugged ass and the "Spank Me" tattoo on his left cheek, the large lipstick kiss print on his right.

Lisa appeared in the doorway, leaning against the frame with her arms crossed beneath her breasts.

"Look at you go," she said, her voice warm with amusement. "That ass is really something. Charlene did an incredible job."

Mark's face burned as he stretched higher, the dress hiking up to his waist. Lisa's eyes stayed fixed on his exposed cheeks and the thick plug nestled between them.

"Keep going, sweetheart. I want to see you work."

He moved to the kitchen next, filling a bucket with soapy water and dropping to his hands and knees to scrub the tile floor. The position forced his ass higher, the dress bunched around his waist, his plugged hole and caged cock completely exposed.

Every scrub forward made his massive tits swing beneath him, the nipple rings catching the light. The pink gel nails clicked against the bucket handle as he worked, suds splashing onto his stockings.

Lisa walked a slow circle around him, her yoga pants hugging her curves as she watched.

"Your wife told me about the bets," she said casually. "How you agreed to all of this. The implants, the tattoos, the permanent changes. She said you begged for it."

Mark's cock twitched uselessly in the chastity cage, a thin strand of precum dripping to the floor. Lisa noticed immediately.

"Oh, look at that. You're leaking just from being on your knees in my kitchen. Does being exposed like this turn you on that much?"

She crouched down beside him, her face close to his as he scrubbed.

"Those lips look so pretty with the tattoos showing. 'Sissy' on top, 'Maid' on bottom. Your wife is very creative."

She stood and walked away, leaving him on his hands and knees with his ass exposed and his cock hard. He moved to the next section of floor, the plug shifting inside him with every movement, his caged cock dripping steadily.

The washing machine was next. Mark gathered Lisa's laundry from the hamper, his pink nails catching on delicate fabrics as he sorted colors and whites. Loading the machine forced him to bend at the waist, his plugged ass on full display as the dress rode up completely. He could feel Lisa's eyes on him from the doorway.

"That plug really stretches you open," she commented. "How big is it?"

Mark's voice came out soft and breathy, the words slightly slurred from the voice box procedure.

"Four inches thick, Miss Lisa."

"Fuck. And you walk around with that inside you all day?"

She moved closer, one hand reaching out to press lightly on the base of the plug. Mark whimpered as it shifted deeper, pressing hard against his prostate.

"Your wife said you can cum from this now. Just from having your ass filled and played with. Is that true?"

Mark nodded, his face burning with shame.

"Show me."

Lisa's hand pressed harder on the plug, grinding it against that sensitive spot. Mark's caged cock jerked and twitched, precum flowing freely now, but the flat steel prevented any real release. His hips rocked involuntarily, pushing back against her hand.

"That's it," Lisa encouraged. "Work that plug. Show me how desperate you are."

She kept the pressure steady as Mark rocked on his hands and knees. His heavy tits swung beneath him with each movement, the nipple rings pulling and tugging. The humiliation of being watched by his secret crush while he humped a plug like an animal made his face burn hotter than ever.

Lisa finally released the plug and stepped back.

"Keep working. I want those clothes washed, dried, and ironed before you leave. And the trash needs to go out too."

Mark pulled himself up on shaky legs, the plug shifting again as he stood. He transferred the wet clothes to the dryer, then set up the ironing board. The delicate fabrics required careful attention with his long pink nails, and he worked slowly, making sure each piece was perfectly pressed.

Lisa returned as he was finishing the last blouse.

"Your wife is going to love hearing about this," she said, pulling out her phone. "She asked me to send updates."

She snapped several photos—Mark bent over the ironing board with his plugged ass exposed, Mark on his knees scrubbing, Mark with his tits nearly spilling out as he reached for the top shelf. Each photo captured his humiliation in perfect detail.

"She said if you do a good job, she might not punish you tonight. But if you disappoint me..."

Lisa let the threat hang in the air as she sent the photos.

"The trash is by the back door. Take it out to the bins."

Mark gathered the bags, his heels clicking as he walked to the back door. The dress rode up with each step, exposing everything. He opened the door and stepped outside, the morning air cool against his exposed skin. The trash bins were at the end of the driveway, visible from the street.

He minced down the path, the bells chiming, his ass jiggling obscenely with each careful step. A car drove past and honked. Mark's face burned as he lifted the heavy bags into the bins, his dress riding up completely, his plugged hole and caged cock on full display for anyone who might be watching.

When he returned inside, Lisa was waiting with a satisfied smile.

"Perfect. Your wife will be very pleased. Now come here."

She pulled him close, her breasts pressing against his arm as she whispered in his ear.

"I might need to book you again. You're very... thorough."

Her hand reached down and gave his plugged ass a firm squeeze.

“I will tell Charlene you were an excellent maid."

Mark curtsied, the bells jingling, his face still burning from the morning's humiliations. Lisa opened the door and he stepped back out into the neighbourhood, exposed and dripping, ready for whatever Charlene had planned next.


Chapter 8

Mark minced down the sidewalk, his pink heels chiming with every careful step. The massive training plug shifted inside him with each movement, forcing that slow, swaying walk as his thick BBL ass jiggled and bounced.

The short maid dress rode up constantly, exposing the flat pink cage and the "Property of Mistress Charlene" tattoo above his crotch, then the hem would slip higher and his bare double-F breasts threatened to spill free from the low neckline.

A group of adults on the opposite side of the street spotted him immediately. Their laughter carried across the road as they pointed and pulled out their phones.

"Oh my god, look at that sissy!" one of them called out. "Those tits are huge!"

"Check out that ass!" another shouted. "It's bigger than mine!"

Mark's face burned as he kept walking, the bells on his heels ringing with each mincing step. More people emerged from houses as the commotion grew. A man walking his dog stopped to stare, then raised his phone to capture the sight.

"Nice ass, sissy!" someone yelled from a passing car. "Shake it for us!"

Mark's caged cock twitched uselessly, a thin strand of precum dripping down his thigh as the humiliation washed over him. The plug pressed against his prostate with every step, keeping him constantly aroused despite the shame.

He turned the corner and immediately recognized the large brick house at the end of the block. Mistress Scarlett's home. The same place where Charlene had taken him for formal sissy maid training, where he'd been caned for imperfect curtsies and whipped for sloppy serving drills.

Mark approached the front door, his heart pounding. He raised his pink-nailed hand and knocked three times, the sound echoing in the quiet morning air.

The door opened to reveal Mistress Scarlett standing in the doorway, her tall frame wrapped in a tight black latex outfit that clung to every curve. A leather corset cinched her waist dramatically, pushing her breasts up into an impressive display. Her dark hair was pulled back in a severe ponytail, and her lips curved into a knowing smile as she looked down at him.

"Hello, sissy Mark," she said, her voice carrying that familiar commanding tone. "Right on time."

Mark dropped into the deepest curtsy he could manage, his knees bending as he held the pose, his dress riding up to expose everything beneath. The bells on his heels jingled with the movement.

"Very good," Mistress Scarlett praised. "Charlene has been training you well."

Mark rose from his curtsy and found himself face to face with Mistress Scarlett's submissive that she had brought to the Christmas party. The naked man knelt on all fours beside her Mistress, a thick red rubber ball gag stretching his mouth wide. A black leather collar circled his throat, attached to the leash in Mistress Scarlett's hand. The same flat steel chastity cage that Mark wore locked his cock away, and as he crawled forward, Mark could see the enormous plug stretching his ass open.

"Come inside, sissy," Mistress Scarlett said, stepping back. "We have much to discuss."

Mark followed her into the house, his heels clicking on the hardwood floor. The other submissive crawled beside her Mistress, the massive plug visible between his spread cheeks with each movement. Mistress Scarlett led them into the spacious living room where Mark had endured so many training sessions.

"Kneel," Mistress Scarlett commanded, and both submissives dropped to their knees. "Charlene tells me you've been quite the busy little maid. Lisa was very impressed with your cleaning skills."

Mark's face burned at the mention of his former crush. Mistress Scarlett settled into an armchair, her latex dress creaking as she crossed her legs. Her submissive remained on all fours beside her, the leash taut in his Mistress's hand.

"She sent me some very interesting photos," Mistress Scarlett continued, pulling out her phone. "You are on your hands and knees scrubbing floors, your plugged ass completely exposed. Your wife was quite pleased."

She showed Mark the screen, and his stomach dropped as he saw the images Lisa had captured. His massive tits swinging beneath him, the pink gel nails gripping the scrub brush, his plugged hole on full display.

Mistress Scarlett rose from her chair with fluid grace, the latex outfit creaking as she moved. She gathered the leash in her hand and gave it a gentle tug, making her crawling submissive adjust position.

"My entire dungeon needs cleaning today, sissy," she announced, her eyes fixed on Mark. "Every toy, every implement, every surface. Charlene says you're quite thorough when properly motivated."

She turned and walked toward the staircase, her submissive crawling alongside her. Mark followed behind them, his cock straining painfully against the flat steel cage, the thick plug shifting with each step as the bells on his heels chimed softly. The short maid dress rode up with every movement, exposing his caged cock and the tattoo above it.

They descended the stairs into the dimly lit dungeon. The familiar scent of leather and latex filled the air. Mark's eyes adjusted to the low lighting, taking in the St. Andrew's cross, the wall of implements, the various pieces of equipment scattered throughout the space.

"Fill the sink with hot soapy water," Mistress Scarlett commanded, pointing to the utility sink in the corner. "Then wash and dry everything. Dildos, vibrators, strapons, crops, shackles, butt plugs—all of it."

Mark moved to the sink and turned on the tap, the hot water steaming as he added dish soap. The bubbles formed quickly, and he began gathering the toys from their various storage locations. His pink gel nails clicked against the silicone and metal as he picked up each item.

Mistress Scarlett led her submissive to the St. Andrew's cross and began securing his wrists and ankles with leather cuffs. The naked man pressed his body against the wood, his ball gag muffling any sounds. Once he was fully restrained, Mistress Scarlett picked up her nine tails whip from its hook.

"Watch closely, sissy," she said, running the leather tails through her fingers. "This is what happens to naughty bitches who don't clean properly."

The first strike landed across her submissive's ass with a sharp crack. The man jerked against the cross, a muffled moan escaping around the ball gag. Mistress Scarlett struck again, the tails wrapping around the curve of his ass, leaving red stripes across the pale skin.

Mark stood at the sink, his hands submerged in the soapy water as he cleaned a thick black dildo. His cock throbbed in the chastity cage, precum dripping steadily down his thigh. He picked up the dildo and began washing it thoroughly, his fingers sliding along the shaft, working the soap into every ridge and vein.

Mistress Scarlett continued whipping her submissive, the nine tails striking with rhythmic precision. Red welts appeared across the man's ass and thighs. Between strikes, Mistress Scarlett reached around and attached metal clamps to her submissive's nipples, the teeth biting into the sensitive flesh. The man moaned louder, his body trembling.

Mistress Scarlett stepped close to the St. Andrew’s cross and unbuckled the red ball gag from her submissive’s mouth. The man's jaw hung slack, drool sliding down her chin as she worked her stiff tongue. “Do you consent to this?” Mistress Scarlett asked, voice calm and firm.

The submissive swallowed, eyes glassy but steady. “Yes, I consent. Thank you, Mistress”

Mark moved on to cleaning a large butt plug, his fingers working around the flared base. He could feel the plug inside himself pressing against his prostate with every shift of his weight. His caged cock leaked continuously, the flat steel pressing against his skin.

Mistress Scarlett picked up a set of weights and attached them to her submissive's balls, the metal clinking as they hung down. She gave them a gentle tug, making the man gasp around his gag. Then she returned to the whipping, the nine tails cracking across already-marked flesh.

Mark picked up a strapon harness and began washing the straps and buckles, his mind racing as he watched the scene unfold. The weights swung with each strike of the whip, pulling on the submissive's balls. His ass was now a deep red, covered in welts from the nine tails.

"Make sure you get them really clean, sissy," Mistress Scarlett called out, pausing to inspect her work. "Charlene will be checking later, and you know how particular she is about her toys."

Mark nodded, his face burning with humiliation as he continued washing the collection of sex toys. His hands moved methodically, cleaning each item with careful attention while his body remained in a constant state of arousal. The plug inside him shifted with every movement, keeping him on edge as he worked.

Mistress Scarlett resumed the whipping, the nine tails striking with renewed intensity. Her submissive's moans grew louder, more desperate, as the weights pulled and the clamps bit into his nipples. The sound of leather on flesh echoed through the dungeon, punctuated by the occasional jingle of Mark's heel bells as he shifted position at the sink.

Mistress Scarlett unbuckled her submissive from the St. Andrew's cross, the leather cuffs releasing with soft clicks. She guided the man toward a padded leather bench positioned near the center of the dungeon. The submissive's legs wobbled as he walked, the weights still swinging from his clamped nipples and the ball gag keeping him silent.

"Over the bench, slut," Mistress Scarlett ordered, pressing down on her submissive's back until the man bent at the waist. His ass remained raised, red welts from the nine tails still visible across both cheeks. Mistress Scarlett reached beneath the bench and pulled out a thick black strapon harness, the dildo already attached measuring nine inches of veined silicone.

She stepped into the harness, adjusting the straps around her hips until the base pressed firmly against her clit. Then she grabbed a bottle of thick lube from the nearby shelf and squeezed a generous amount onto her fingers.

"Look at that pathetic sissy over there," Mistress Scarlett said, her voice carrying across the dungeon as she worked the lube into her submissive's ass. "Cleaning my toys like the desperate little maid he is."

Mark stood at the utility sink, his hands wrapped around a thick twelve-inch dildo. His fingers slid along the massive shaft, working soap into every ridge while his flat pink cage leaked a steady stream of precum down his thighs. The plug inside him shifted as he moved, keeping his prostate constantly stimulated.

Mistress Scarlett pressed the head of her strapon against her submissive's lubed hole and pushed forward. The man moaned around the ball gag as the thick silicone stretched him open. Mistress Scarlett gripped the submissive's hips and began thrusting, each stroke driving the strapon deeper.

"Maybe I should turn you into a bimbo sissy maid like that one," Mistress Scarlett taunted, slapping her submissive's ass hard enough to leave a fresh handprint. "Real tits. Real ass implants. A flat little cage keeping that useless cock locked away forever."

She thrust harder, the strapon slamming into her submissive with wet sounds. The man jerked forward with each impact, his clamped nipples scraping against the leather bench.

"Imagine it," Mistress Scarlett continued, reaching around to tug on the weights attached to her submissive's balls. "Massive fake tits bouncing while you clean. A huge BBL ass jiggling with every step. Lip tattoos spelling out exactly what you are."

Mark's hands trembled as he continued washing another dildo. His cock throbbed painfully in the chastity cage, precum dripping steadily onto the floor. The twelve-inch toy required both hands to clean properly, his pink gel nails clicking against the silicone as he worked the soap around the thick head.

Mistress Scarlett increased her pace, fucking her submissive with deep, powerful strokes. The strapon disappeared completely inside the man with each thrust, stretching him wide around the thick shaft.

"You'd look so pretty with big bimbo lips," Mistress Scarlett taunted, slapping her submissive's ass again. "Plump and pouty, perfect for sucking cock. And that ass—imagine how it would bounce when I fuck you like this."

Mark picked up the massive butt plug and began rinsing it under the hot water, his movements slow and deliberate. The toy was so large his fingers barely wrapped around it. His own ass clenched around the plug inside him as he watched Mistress Scarlett pound into her submissive, the sounds of flesh meeting flesh echoing through the dungeon.

"Maybe I'll book you an appointment with Dr. Cullen," Mistress Scarlett said, reaching forward to grab her submissive's hair. "Same surgeon who did Mark's transformation. Double F tits. Thick BBL ass. Voice box removal so all you can do is whimper like a proper sissy."

She fucked harder, the strapon driving deep with each thrust. Her submissive's moans grew louder around the ball gag, his body shaking as Mistress Scarlett claimed him completely.

Mark set the cleaned dildo aside and reached for the next toy, his hands moving automatically while his eyes remained fixed on the scene unfolding before him. The chastity cage remained painfully tight, his cock straining against the steel as he leaked continuously. The bells on his heels jingled softly with each small movement, a constant reminder of his own transformed state.

Mistress Scarlett continued her relentless pace, the strapon slamming into her submissive while she described in detail exactly how she would transform the man into another bimbo sissy maid, just like Mark.

Mistress Scarlett drove the thick black strapon into her submissive with a punishing rhythm for forty-five relentless minutes. Each thrust forced a wet slap that echoed through the dungeon while the man muffled moans of pleasure vibrated around her ball gag.

Meanwhile, Mark cleaned down her St. Andrew’s cross, shackles, other benches.

The submissive’s thighs quivered, his clamped nipples dragging across the leather bench with every impact. Mistress Scarlett’s hips never slowed, the harness grinding against her own clit until her breathing grew ragged.

Finally she yanked the glistening shaft free. The submissive’s stretched hole gaped, pulsing, a thin strand of lube stretching between the toy and her rim.

Mistress Scarlett reached for the enormous plug waiting on the tray—eight inches of glossy black silicone, flared base wider than a fist. She pressed the tapered tip to the open hole and shoved.

The submissive jerked, a guttural moan escaping around the gag as the massive plug sank home, stretching him wider than the strapon had.

Once the base was seated with a wet pop, Mistress Scarlett slapped the man's ass hard enough to leave a bright red handprint.

“Stay,” she ordered, already unbuckling the harness. She turned toward the utility sink where Mark still worked, scrubbing the last of the toys as she handed him the strapon she had just used for him to wash.

His pink gel nails worked soap into the deep ridges of the massive strapon, suds sliding down the thick shaft while his flat cage dripped a steady string of precum onto the tile.

Mistress Scarlett walked over, boots clicking. “I can’t wait for the Halloween party this year,” she said, voice low and amused. “Charlene’s already told me what she has planned for you. You’re going to be the centerpiece, sissy.”

Mark’s cheeks burned hotter. He kept scrubbing until the strapon gleamed, then rinsed it under hot water and set it on the drying rack with the others. Every toy in the dungeon now sparkled. He stood on shaky legs, bells jingling, the heavy plug inside him shifting with the movement.

Mistress Scarlett led him up the narrow staircase. At the top she opened the front door, cool air rushing in. Mark dropped into a deep curtsy, knees bent, arms extended, the short pink dress riding up to expose everything.

“Thank you so much for the honor of cleaning your toys, Mistress Scarlett,” he said in his soft, breathy voice.

She smiled, gave his plugged ass a final slap. “See you at the party, slut.”

Mark stepped outside. The door clicked shut behind him. He began the long walk home, pink heels chiming with every careful step. His massive tits bounced and swayed, nipple rings tugging with each jiggle.

The enormous plug shifted inside his stretched hole, grinding against his prostate and forcing fresh precum to leak from the chastity cage. The short dress fluttered, barely covering the base of the plug or the “Property of Mistress Charlene” tattoo above his locked cock.

Cars slowed. Windows rolled down. Whistles and catcalls followed him down the sidewalk. Adults on bikes circled, phones raised, filming. Mark kept his eyes forward, cheeks flaming, the bells on his heels announcing every humiliating step.

Halfway home his mind raced with the single thought Mistress Scarlett had planted: what exactly did Charlene have planned for the Halloween party? The possibilities made his caged cock throb and his plugged ass clench around the thick silicone. Whatever it was, he knew he would be the center of attention—exposed, transformed, and completely owned.


Chapter 9

Mark's eyes fluttered open as the soft chime of the alarm pierced the quiet morning air.

He shifted beneath the sheets, and the movement sent a ripple of sensation through his body—the pink chastity cage clicking softly as it shifted against his skin, and the thick pink anal plug buried deep inside his BBL pressing firmly against his prostate.

A low, involuntary whimper escaped his lips as the plug nudged that sensitive spot, sending a wave of unwanted pleasure coursing through him. His cock strained uselessly against the confines of the flat steel chastity cage, already leaking the first beads of precum.

He swung his legs over the side of the bed, the movement forcing the enormous plug deeper into his thick, surgically enhanced ass. The heavy globes of his BBL cheeks clenched around the intrusion, the massive silicone stretching him wide and making his thighs tremble.

Every step toward the bathroom sent the plug shifting inside him, grinding against his prostate with each sway of his hips. His locked cock throbbed and leaked steadily, the flat steel chastity cage catching the first drops of arousal that slid down his smooth balls.

Steam filled the shower as Mark stepped under the hot spray. His body was completely hairless now, every follicle destroyed by recent laser treatments. Water cascaded over his double-F breasts, the pierced nipples stiffening as the spray hit them.

He turned and the plug pressed harder, forcing another moan from his throat. His hands moved over his body, spreading the floral lotion across his chest, down his narrow waist, and over the massive curves of his ass. The cream absorbed quickly, leaving his skin silky and fragrant.

Next came the estrogen cream. Mark squeezed a generous amount onto his fingers and began massaging it into his heavy breasts, working the hormone-rich lotion deep into the soft tissue. His nipples hardened further as he rubbed circles around the rings piercing them.

He spread more cream over his plump ass cheeks, working it between them and around the base of the plug. The hormones kept his skin delicate and his curves growing softer, rounder, more feminine with each application.

Back in the bedroom, Mark opened the drawer and pulled out the pink crotchless thong. The thin straps slid up his smooth thighs, settling high on his hips and leaving his locked cock and plugged ass completely exposed.

The fabric disappeared between his thick cheeks, framing the base of the enormous plug. He fastened the matching pink bra over his heavy breasts, the cups barely containing the pierced nipples that poked through the sheer fabric.

The short pink dress came next, the hem barely covering the bottom curve of his ass. When he bent to pick up his stockings, the plug shifted again, sending a fresh wave of pleasure through his core.

He rolled the white stockings with pink bows up his legs, securing them with garter straps, then slipped his feet into the pink heels. Tiny bells jingled with every step, the sound marking each movement as he walked to the vanity.

The plug ground inside him with each step, his thick ass cheeks rolling and clenching around the intrusion. His caged cock leaked continuously now, a steady drip of precum that left a glistening trail on the inside of his thigh.

Mark sat at the vanity and began his makeup. He dabbed concealer under his eyes, blending it over the faint surgical scars that had healed perfectly. Foundation followed, smoothing over his feminized features—the high cheekbones, the soft jawline, the plump lips tattooed with "sissy" on top and "maid" on bottom.

He brushed on blush to highlight his surgically enhanced cheekbones, then outlined his lips with liner before filling them in with glossy pink lipstick. Another layer of clear gloss made them shine wetly.

As he worked, Mark studied his reflection. The face staring back at him was no longer the one he had been born with. The surgeons had given him a pornstar's features—plump cock-sucking lips, wide doe eyes, and a delicate nose.

The tattoos on his lips were clearly visible even through the lipstick, a permanent reminder of what he had become. He swept eyeshadow across his lids, applied thick mascara to his lashes, and finished with precise black eyeliner wings. Each stroke made him look more feminine, more fuckable, more like the sissy maid Charlene had turned him into.

His thoughts raced as he applied the makeup. One year ago he had been a man. Now he had real breasts that bounced with every step, an ass so large and round that it jiggled constantly, and a face that screamed "fuck me."

The plug in his ass kept him constantly aroused, his locked cock leaking like a faucet. He knew that today, on the anniversary of his transformation, Charlene would push him even further. The thought made his cock throb harder against the steel cage.

When he finally stood and looked in the mirror, the reflection showed a perfectly feminized sissy maid ready for the Halloween party. His thick ass clenched around the enormous plug as he turned, the bells on his heels jingling with the movement. His painted lips parted slightly as another wave of pleasure rolled through him. The year had changed everything, and there was no going back.

Mark carried the steaming plate of eggs, bacon, and toast carefully down the hallway, his pink heels clicking against the hardwood floor with each deliberate step. The enormous plug buried in his thick BBL ass shifted with every movement, the massive silicone stretching his surgically enhanced cheeks and grinding relentlessly against his prostate.

His flat steel chastity cage clicked softly as his locked cock throbbed and leaked, the constant pressure keeping him rock hard inside the unyielding metal. Each sway of his wide hips sent his massive tits bouncing heavily in the tight pink dress, the pierced nipples rubbing against the sheer fabric and sending sparks of sensation through his chest.

He pushed open the bedroom door with his hip, the bells on his heels jingling as he minced inside before perming a curtsy. Charlene lay propped against the pillows in her sexy red lingerie, the sheer lace barely containing her breasts.

The chastity cage keys rested between her cleavage, glinting in the morning light. She smiled as he approached, her eyes roaming over his feminized body with obvious satisfaction.

"Good morning, my pretty sissy maid," she purred, accepting the tray as he set it across her lap. "Look at you, all dressed up and ready for our special day."

Mark curtsied deeply, the movement forcing the plug deeper into his ass. A soft whimper escaped his painted lips as pleasure shot through him. His caged cock strained harder, precum dripping steadily from the tip.

"Happy anniversary, Mistress," he said, his voice soft and feminine after the vocal cord surgery. "One year since I first put on that maid outfit for you."

Charlene took a bite of toast, chewing slowly while watching him. "Mmm, and look how far you've come. Real tits, that gorgeous BBL ass, those permanent lip tattoos spelling out exactly what you are. Tonight's Halloween party is going to be perfect. All our friends will see what a complete permanent sissy slut you've become."

Mark's face flushed beneath his makeup as he stood beside the bed, his thick ass clenching around the plug. The thought of everyone seeing him like this made his cock throb painfully in its cage. He wondered what Charlene had planned—what new humiliations awaited him at the party.

"After I finish breakfast, I want you to clean the entire house," Charlene said, reaching between her breasts to finger the keys. "Everything needs to be spotless for tonight. Dust, vacuum, mop, scrub the bathrooms. I want this place perfect."

"Yes, Mistress," Mark replied, curtsying again. The plug pressed deeper, making his knees weak.

"And while you're cleaning, I want you to think about what's going to happen tonight," she continued, her voice low and teasing. "Think about everyone seeing those lip tattoos. Think about them watching your ass jiggle. Think about how wet you'll be by the end of the night, locked up and desperate."

Mark's cock leaked harder at her words. His thick BBL cheeks clenched around the enormous plug as he turned to leave, the bells on his heels marking each step. His heavy tits bounced with every movement, the piercings tugging at his sensitive nipples.

As he walked toward the kitchen to gather cleaning supplies, his mind raced with possibilities for the party. The plug ground inside him relentlessly, keeping him constantly aroused, constantly aware of his complete transformation into Charlene's owned sissy maid.

Mark tottered through the living room on his pink heels, the bells jingling with every step. The enormous plug shifted inside his thick, surgically enhanced ass, pressing hard against his prostate and sending waves of pleasure through his body.

His massive tits bounced heavily in the tight pink dress, the nipple rings tugging with each movement. The flat steel chastity cage clicked softly as his locked cock throbbed and leaked, the constant pressure keeping him rock hard inside the unyielding metal.

He carried the box of Halloween decorations to the mantel, his wide hips swaying with each step. The thick BBL cheeks jiggled around the massive plug, the silicone stretching him wide and grinding relentlessly.

His mind drifted back to this time last year, when Charlene had won that bet and forced him into the sissy maid outfit for the first time. He remembered standing in front of their family and friends, his face burning with embarrassment as they laughed and took photos.

Now here he was, a year later, completely transformed—real tits, thick BBL ass, permanent lip tattoos, voice box shaved away. He couldn't believe how quickly she had turned him into her locked submissive.

Mark stretched up to hang the orange and black garland, his dress riding up to expose the 'Spank Me' tattoo on his left cheek. The plug pressed deeper as he reached, making his knees weak. His heavy tits swayed forward, the piercings pulling at his sensitive nipples.

A soft whimper escaped his painted lips as pleasure shot through him. His caged cock strained harder, precum dripping steadily from the tip.

He moved to the window, hanging the spooky window clings. His thick ass clenched around the plug with each movement, the massive silicone grinding against his prostate. The thought of everyone seeing him like this tonight made his cock throb painfully in its cage. He wondered what Charlene had planned—what new humiliations awaited him at the party.

Mark vacuumed the carpets, the machine's hum filling the room. His wide hips swayed with each pass, the bells on his heels jingling. His massive tits bounced heavily, the nipple rings tugging with each movement. He couldn't stop thinking about how far he'd come in just one year—from that first humiliating night in the maid outfit to this complete transformation.

He dusted the furniture, his manicured pink nails catching the light. The plug ground inside him relentlessly, keeping him constantly aroused. The thought of everyone seeing his lip tattoos tonight made his face flush beneath his makeup. He wondered if Charlene would make him serve drinks, or if she'd have something more humiliating planned.

Mark mopped the kitchen floor, his pink heels clicking against the tile. His heavy tits swayed forward, the piercings pulling at his sensitive nipples. He remembered how Charlene had looked at him that first night, her eyes filled with satisfaction as she watched him squirm in the maid outfit. Now she owned him completely—his body, his mind, his pleasure.

He scrubbed the bathrooms, his thick ass clenching around the plug. His caged cock leaked steadily, the flat steel chastity cage clicking softly with each throb. He couldn't believe how quickly she had transformed him from that embarrassed husband into this fully feminized sissy maid.

Mark hung the Halloween lights around the living room, his wide hips swaying with each step. The bells on his heels jingled as he moved, the sound echoing through the empty house.

His massive tits bounced heavily, the nipple rings tugging at his sensitive nipples. The plug pressed deeper with each movement, sending waves of pleasure through his body.

He arranged the spooky decorations on the mantel, his manicured nails catching the light. His thick BBL cheeks jiggled around the massive plug, the silicone stretching him wide.

The thought of everyone seeing him like this tonight made his cock throb painfully in the chastity cage. He wondered what Charlene had planned—what new humiliations awaited him at the party.

Mark finished cleaning the house, his body aching from the constant arousal.

His massive tits swayed with each movement, the nipple rings pulling at his sensitive nipples.

Charlene descended the staircase with deliberate, commanding steps. The black police-style latex clung to her body like a second skin, gleaming under the hallway lights. From the neck down it encased her completely, except for the deliberate cutout that left almost all of her full breasts exposed, the pale flesh pushed forward by the tight material. The chastity keys rested in the deep valley between her tits, catching the light with every breath she took.

Her utility belt sat low on her hips, loaded with a thick red rubber ball gag, a pair of polished steel cuffs, a short riding crop, and a coiled length of black rope. The riding crop tapped against her thigh as she moved.

Mark froze in the middle of the living room, feather duster still in his manicured hand. His eyes locked on her exposed chest, then dropped to the keys that controlled his locked cock. The sight made his cage throb painfully.

"Time to come upstairs," Charlene said, her voice cool and matter-of-fact. "We need to get you ready for the party."

She turned without waiting for an answer. The latex stretched tight over her thick ass, the material creaking softly as she climbed the first step. Mark's gaze stayed glued to the way her cheeks shifted and flexed inside the shiny black second skin. Each step made the latex pull tighter, highlighting every curve.

He followed obediently, his pink heels clicking on the hardwood. The massive plug inside him shifted with every movement, grinding against his prostate. His heavy tits swayed in the pink dress, the nipple rings tugging with each step. The bells on his heels jingled in time with his progress up the stairs.

His mind raced as he watched her ass sway in front of him. What outfit had she chosen this time? Last year it had been the pink maid dress that started everything. Now, with his body permanently altered, he knew whatever she picked would be far more revealing, far more humiliating. The thought made his locked cock leak steadily inside the steel chastity cage.

Charlene reached the top of the stairs and glanced back over her shoulder, catching him staring. A small smirk played at the corner of her mouth before she continued down the hallway toward the bedroom, the keys between her breasts swaying with each step.

It was time for his transformation.


Chapter 10

Charlene pushed the bedroom door open and stepped inside. Mark followed close behind, his heels clicking against the hardwood floor. His eyes went straight to the bed, expecting to see the usual layers of frills and satin that made up his sissy maid outfits. Instead, there was almost nothing.

A single pair of crotchless pink fluffy panties lay in the center of the bedspread. Next to them sat a tiny pink frilly maid hat and a pair of 6-inch pink heels with small bells attached to the ankle straps. That was it.

Mark stopped short, staring at the three items. His stomach dropped as the realization hit him. This was the entire outfit she had planned for him tonight.

Charlene turned around, the latex creaking as she moved. The riding crop in her hand tapped against her thigh. "That's right," she said, reading his expression. "Just those three things. I want everyone to see exactly what I've done to you."

She stepped closer and brought the crop down hard across his ass. The sharp crack echoed through the room. Mark yelped, his plugged ass clenching around the thick toy inside him.

"Strip," she ordered. "Everything off except the cage."

Mark's hands moved automatically. He reached behind himself and unzipped the pink dress, letting it fall to the floor in a puddle of satin. The white stockings with pink bows came next, rolled down his smooth legs.

He stepped out of his current heels and stood naked except for the flat pink steel chastity cage locked around his cock. The nipple rings caught the light, and the heavy weight of his surgically enhanced breasts shifted with each breath.

Charlene watched him with satisfaction. "Turn around."

He obeyed, showing her his back and the massive BBL ass that jutted out behind him. The large training plug was still buried deep inside, the base visible between his cheeks. The tattoo across his lower back read "Spank Me" in bold letters, and the kiss marks on each cheek stood out against his tanned skin.

"Good," she said. "Now put these on."

Mark picked up the crotchless pink fluffy panties first. The material was soft and sheer, designed to frame rather than cover. He stepped into them and pulled them up his legs. The crotchless design left his locked cock and balls completely exposed, the flat pink chastity cage sitting front and center. The tattoo on his crotch, "Property of Mistress Charlene," was fully visible through the open front.

Next came the pink frilly maid hat. He placed it on his head, the tiny ruffles sitting atop his long blonde hair. Finally, he bent down and slipped his feet into the 6-inch pink heels. The bells jingled with every movement as he fastened the ankle straps. The higher heels forced him to arch his back more dramatically, pushing his already prominent ass out even further.

Charlene circled him slowly, inspecting the result. "Perfect," she said. "Your tits are on full display, your ass is pushed out like a whore, and that chastity cage and tattoo are right there for everyone to see."

She reached out and gave his exposed balls a firm squeeze. "The party starts soon. You're going to serve drinks, answer the door, and let every single person get a good look at what you are now."

Mark stood there in nothing but the fluffy panties, the tiny hat, and the towering heels, his body completely exposed. The bells on his ankles jingled softly as he shifted his weight, waiting for whatever came next.

Mark stood frozen in front of the full-length mirror, staring at the reflection of what he'd become. His massive double-F breasts jutted out proudly, the silver nipple rings catching the light as they hung heavy on his chest.

The flat pink steel chastity cage sat exposed between his legs, framed perfectly by the crotchless fluffy panties that left nothing to the imagination. The tattoo "Property of Mistress Charlene" was clearly visible right above the chastity cage, a permanent reminder of his ownership.

His enormous BBL ass curved dramatically behind him, the higher heels forcing him to arch his back and push it out even further. The "Spank Me" tattoo on one cheek and the lipstick kiss print on the other were fully on display, along with the arrow pointing down his lower back that read "Insert Cock Here." The large training plug stretched his hole wide, the base visible between his cheeks.

His cock tried to harden in the chastity cage, the familiar ache of denied arousal spreading through his body as the reality hit him. Everyone was going to see him like this. All their friends, all their family. Charlene had transformed him into this permanently feminized sissy maid, and tonight she was going to cement it by showing him off completely exposed.

The front doorbell rang, the sound echoing through the house. Charlene's smile widened as she watched his reaction, her latex outfit creaking as she shifted her weight. She was visibly wet, her arousal soaking through her panties as she took in the sight of her completely exposed husband.

"It's time to answer the door and welcome our guests, sissy," she said, tapping the riding crop against her thigh. "Every single person out there is going to see exactly what you are now."

Mark's bells jingled as he turned toward the bedroom door, his exposed body on full display. The tiny pink frilly maid hat sat atop his long blonde hair, the only other piece of his "outfit" besides the crotchless panties and towering heels. His rock-hard attempt at an erection strained uselessly against the steel cage as he took his first steps toward the stairs.

Charlene followed close behind, the keys to his cage dangling between her breasts as she watched his ass sway with each step. "Remember to curtsy when you open the door," she instructed. "And don't you dare try to cover yourself. I want everyone to get a good, long look at my beta sissy maid husband."

The doorbell rang again as Mark reached the bottom of the stairs, his heart pounding in his chest. Through the frosted glass of the front door, he could see the silhouettes of their arriving guests. In just moments, they would see everything - his massive tits, his locked cock, his tattooed ass, and the permanent evidence of what Charlene had made him.

He reached for the doorknob with trembling hands, the bells on his heels jingling softly as he prepared to greet their first guests completely exposed.

Mark's trembling hand gripped the doorknob, the bells on his heels jingling as he pulled the door open. The sight that greeted him made his stomach drop. Dr. Cullen stood on the doorstep in a slutty schoolteacher costume - a tiny plaid skirt that barely covered her ass, a white blouse tied under her breasts to expose her midriff, and glasses perched on her nose. Next to her stood a muscular man in a caveman costume, his broad chest bare and his fake club resting against his shoulder.

Both of them burst out laughing the moment they saw Mark standing there completely exposed. Their eyes raked over his body, taking in his massive double-F breasts with their pierced nipples, the flat pink chastity cage barely containing his attempted erection, and the enormous BBL ass that jutted out behind him.

"Oh my god, look at this!" Dr. Cullen exclaimed, stepping forward without invitation. Her hands immediately went to Mark's chest, cupping his heavy breasts and feeling their weight. "These turned out absolutely perfect. The shape, the size - they're exactly what I envisioned when we did the surgery."

Mark's face burned crimson as her fingers traced over his nipple rings, giving them a gentle tug that sent sparks through his chest. He could feel his cock straining desperately against the steel cage, the humiliation making him even harder.

"Turn around, sissy," Dr. Cullen commanded, and Mark found himself obeying without thought. Her hands slid down to his massive ass cheeks, squeezing the tattooed flesh. "Spank Me" and the lipstick kiss print were clearly visible as she spread his cheeks apart, examining the large training plug stretching his hole. "Mmm, still keeping that plug in like a good girl. How does it feel having something that big inside you all the time?"

Her boyfriend stepped closer, his eyes fixed on the arrow tattoo pointing down Mark's lower back. "Insert Cock Here," he read aloud, then laughed again. "Fuck, that's perfect. Your wife really did a number on you, didn't she?"

Dr. Cullen's hands continued their inspection, moving to Mark's hips and then up to his surgically enhanced lips. She traced the permanent lipstick tattoo that marked him as property, her fingers pressing against the soft, plump flesh. "These lips were my best work," she told her boyfriend proudly. "Made them nice and cock-sucking ready. And look at this tattoo right here - 'Property of Mistress Charlene' right above his little locked clit."

Mark wanted to die from embarrassment. His entire body was on display for these people, people who knew him before Charlene had transformed him. Dr. Cullen had performed all his surgeries, knew exactly what he looked like before, and now she was showing off her handiwork to her muscular boyfriend like Mark was some kind of science project.

"His wife got tired of him trying to be the man of the house," Dr. Cullen explained to her boyfriend, still running her hands over Mark's feminized body. "So she decided to end the power struggle by turning him into her beta sissy maid. Now he serves her, obeys her, and takes whatever she gives him."

"Smart woman," the caveman commented, reaching out to flick one of Mark's nipple rings. "Though calling him a 'him' seems generous at this point."

Mark's bells jingled as he shifted uncomfortably, his exposed ass clenching around the massive plug. More guests were arriving behind them, their shocked gasps and laughter adding to his humiliation. He could feel Charlene's presence behind him, watching everything with obvious arousal.

"Come on in," Charlene called from behind Mark. "The sissy will serve you drinks while you get a good look at what I've done to my husband."

Mark stood frozen in the doorway, the bells on his pink heels jingling with every nervous shift of his weight. Dr. Cullen's hands still roamed over his body as more voices approached from the street. Three women from Charlene's book club rounded the corner, their laughter cutting off abruptly when they spotted the exposed sissy maid.

"Holy shit, is that Mark?" one of them gasped, then burst into giggles. "Look at those tits! They're bigger than mine!"

The three women crowded closer, their eyes raking over every inch of his exposed flesh. His massive double-F breasts sat high and firm on his chest, the pierced nipples now visibly hard and straining against the cool evening air. The flat pink chastity cage between his legs did nothing to hide how his cock was attempting to swell, clear fluid already dripping from the tip.

"Turn around, honey," Lisa demanded, and Mark found himself obeying. "God, that ass! Charlene really went all out with the Brazilian butt lift. And those tattoos... 'Spank Me' right on his cheek?"

Mark's face burned crimson beneath his heavy makeup. He could feel their phones pointing at him, capturing every detail of his humiliation. The massive anal plug shifted inside him as he moved, making his caged cock leak even more.

There was nowhere to hide - his crotchless panties left everything exposed, his short dress barely covered his ass cheeks, and his massive breasts threatened to spill out completely.

"Look how wet he is," said Dana, reaching out to swipe a finger through the precum dripping from his cage. "His little clit is trying so hard to get hard. This is what happens when you lose all the power in your marriage, girls."

The book club women continued their inspection, commenting on his surgically enhanced lips, the permanent lipstick tattoo, the way his massive ass jiggled with each movement. Mark wanted to disappear, but Charlene's voice from inside reminded him he had no choice but to stand there and take it.

"Come on in, ladies," Charlene called. "The sissy will serve you drinks while you get a closer look."

As the book club women filed past, another couple approached. Mistress Scarlett strode confidently up the walkway, her latex outfit gleaming under the porch light. Behind her, on a pink leash, walked her submissive boyfriend - now transformed into a slutty French maid. The guy wore a tiny pink dress that barely covered his ass, matching pink heels, and obvious makeup with long lashes and glossy lips. A visible chastity cage bulged beneath his frilly panties.

Mark's training kicked in automatically. He dropped into a deep curtsy, the bells on his heels jingling as he bent his knees and lowered his head. "Welcome, Mistress Scarlett," he said in his practiced feminine voice.

Mistress Scarlett's submissive stared at Mark with wide eyes, his own chastity cage visibly straining. The boy shifted uncomfortably, clearly aroused and humiliated by what he was seeing.

"Look at him, subby," Mistress Scarlett purred to her submissive, running her hand over Mark's exposed breasts. "This is exactly what your future looks like. Complete transformation. Real tits, real ass, permanent makeup, locked away forever."

Her hand slid down to cup Mark's massive ass, fingers then tracing the 'Insert Cock Here' tattoo. "Charlene's done such incredible work. These breasts are perfect - so heavy and natural-looking. And this plug..." She pressed against the base of the massive toy, making Mark gasp. "How long has he been wearing this one?"

"Three weeks now," Charlene answered from inside. "He sleeps with it, works with it, everything."

Mistress Scarlett's submissive was practically panting now, his eyes fixed on Mark's exposed body. The boy reached down to adjust his own cage, earning a sharp slap from his mistress.

"Hands off," she snapped. "You don't get to touch. Not until you've earned it like a good girl. And looking at Mark here, I think we need to step up your training. Those lips need to be bigger, that ass needs work, and we definitely need to get you some real tits."

Mark remained frozen in his curtsy position, his face burning with humiliation as the two dominants discussed his transformation like he was a project on display. More guests were arriving behind them, their shocked gasps and laughter adding to his complete exposure. The massive plug shifted inside him with every tiny movement, his caged cock continuing to leak as the humiliation made him even more aroused.

"Inside, both of you," Charlene commanded. "The sissy has more guests to greet, and I want everyone to see what a proper beta sissy maid looks like."

Mark’s knees trembled as the next pair stepped into the porch light. His sister Mei froze mid-stride, her eyes widening to saucers. Beside her, her husband’s jaw dropped open.

“Mark…?” Mei breathed, voice cracking between disbelief and laughter. “Holy fuck, those are real.”

Her husband’s gaze dropped straight to the heavy double-F breasts with pierced nipple rings, then slid lower to the flat pink cage and the clear strand of precum dangling from its tip. “Jesus, look at the size of that ass,” he muttered, already lifting his phone.

Mei circled Mark slowly, heels clicking on the concrete. “Turn around. Let me see the back.”

Mark’s bells jingled as he obeyed, cheeks burning hotter than the porch light. He was completely naked beside the crotchless panties, exposing the full curve of his surgically enhanced ass and the black arrow tattoo pointing down to his plugged hole. Mei’s fingers traced the words “Spank Me” and the lipstick print, then gave one cheek a sharp slap that made the flesh jiggle.

“God, you really went all the way,” she laughed. “Big fake tits, fat BBL, cock locked in that tiny pink thing. And those lips—fuck, they look like they were made for sucking dick.”

Her husband snapped several close-ups, flash popping in Mark’s face. “Smile for the camera, bro. Or should I say sis?”

Mark’s painted lips trembled. He tried to keep his arms at his sides. His nipples had tightened into hard, pierced points that were completely exposed and visible. The massive plug shifted with every tiny movement, pressing against his prostate and forcing another bead of precum to leak from the cage.

Mei reached out and flicked one of the nipple rings. “These are huge. And pierced? Charlene really owns you now.” She leaned closer, voice dropping. “Does it hurt when she tugs on them? Or do you just get wet like a little slut?”

Mark’s face flamed. He could feel his sister’s husband’s eyes on his exposed chastity cage, watching the steady drip of clear fluid. The humiliation was so intense his locked cock tried to swell, the steel biting into tender flesh.

“Inside,” Mei ordered, giving his ass another slap. “I want a drink and a better view.”

They brushed past him, still laughing and taking pictures. Mark barely had time to straighten before the next group arrived—three women from Charlene’s office, all dressed in sexy Halloween costumes. Their laughter died the second they saw him standing there, completely exposed.

“Oh my god, is that the sissy maid Charlene’s been bragging about?” one of them squealed, already filming. “Look at those tits! They’re bigger than mine!”

The tallest woman stepped right up and cupped both heavy breasts, lifting them to feel their weight. “These are perfect. And the piercings—fuck, that’s hot.” She gave both rings a tug, making Mark gasp and his caged cock twitch visibly.

Another woman crouched down for a closer look at the flat pink chastity cage. “That thing is tiny. How small is his actual dick now?” She reached out and tapped the steel with one manicured nail, watching another drop of precum fall. “He’s leaking like a faucet. This is what happens when you lose every bit of power in a marriage.”

The third woman moved behind Mark and spread his ass cheeks apart, examining the base of the massive plug. “Still keeping that monster inside him? God, his hole must be wrecked.” She pressed on the plug, making Mark’s knees buckle as it nudged his prostate again.

Mark stood frozen, bells jingling with every humiliating touch. Phones were everywhere—recording, snapping, zooming in on his pierced nipples, his leaking cage, the tattoos on his ass and lower back.

His sister and her husband were already inside showing their photos to the book club women. Dr. Cullen and her caveman boyfriend were pointing and laughing. Mistress Scarlett’s submissive was staring with wide, aroused eyes while his mistress whispered in his ear about his own future transformation.

Charlene’s voice drifted from inside. “The sissy will serve everyone drinks. Make sure you all get a good, long look at what my husband has become.”

Mark’s face burned with fresh mortification as the office women filed past, still filming. More guests were coming up the walkway—Charlene’s coworkers, neighbors, people who had known him as a man.

Charlene turned toward Mark, her hand still resting on his exposed ass, and looked him straight in the eye. "Sissy, do you still consent to all of this?" she asked, her voice carrying clearly through the quiet room.

Mark's face burned as every eye turned to him, the projector light illuminating his trembling body. "Yes, I consent, Mistress," he answered, his voice cracking but steady enough to be heard by everyone present.

Every single one of them would see his massive tits, his fat BBL ass, his locked cock, his plugged hole, and the permanent “Property of Mistress Charlene” tattoo above his cage.

There was nowhere left to hide. The transformation was complete, and tonight the entire world would know it.


Chapter 11

Charlene stepped onto the porch in her tight black latex outfit, the keys to his cage dangling between her breasts. She walked straight up behind Mark and delivered a hard slap to his exposed ass cheek, the sound cracking through the night air. "Look at you, baby. The star of the show tonight. Everyone's here to see what I've done to my husband."

Mark's face burned crimson as his massive ass jiggled from the impact. The flat pink chastity cage twitched between his legs, trying desperately to swell against the unyielding steel. Clear fluid leaked steadily from the tip. Charlene's hand lingered on his cheek, squeezing the soft flesh before delivering another sharp slap.

"That BBL is perfect," she purred, pressing her body against his back. "Heavy tits, fat ass, those cock-sucking lips. You're never going back to being a man, are you?"

She pulled her phone from her clutch and tapped the screen. The massive plug inside Mark's ass suddenly vibrated to life, pulsing against his prostate in rhythmic waves. His knees nearly buckled as the sensation shot through him. The cage strained harder, more precum dripping onto the concrete.

"Do you still consent to all of this?" Charlene asked, her voice low and intimate. "The bet. The transformation. Being my permanent sissy maid."

Mark swallowed hard, his voice barely above a whisper. "Yes. I consent to the terms of our bet and will honor them."

Charlene smiled, satisfied. She gave his plugged ass one final pat. "Good girl. Now serve our guests."

Mark minced inside on trembling legs, the vibrating plug making every step a challenge. His bells jingled with each careful movement as he carried a silver tray of drinks and canapés. The living room was packed—book club women, Charlene's coworkers, neighbors, Mistress Scarlett and her submissive, Dr. Cullen and her caveman boyfriend and their neighbours and relatives. Every head turned as he entered.

"There she is," someone called out. "The guest of honor."

Mark approached the nearest group, trying to keep the tray steady while the plug pulsed inside him. His short dress rode up with every step, exposing the cage and the base of the vibrating toy. The women from Charlene's office reached out without hesitation.

"God, these tits are incredible," one said, cupping both heavy breasts and lifting them. "So heavy and natural. The piercings are perfect." She gave both rings a tug, making Mark gasp and nearly drop the tray.

Another woman pinched his exposed nipple, rolling it between her fingers. "Look how hard they get. And that cage—fuck, it's so small. How much does it leak?"

She reached down and swiped a finger through the precum dripping from his cage, holding it up for everyone to see. "Constantly. This is what happens when you lose every bit of power."

Mark moved to the next group, his face burning. His sister Mei and her husband were already showing photos to the book club women. Mei spotted him and grinned.

"Come here, sis. Let everyone see those new lips." She grabbed Mark's chin and turned his face toward the group. "Look at that permanent lipstick tattoo and the words “‘Sissy Maid” tattooed on his lips. Those lips were made for sucking cock."

Her husband reached out and squeezed Mark's massive ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh. "This BBL is insane. How much did that cost?" He slapped the cheek, watching it jiggle. "And that tattoo—'Insert Cock Here.' Charlene really thought of everything."

Mark's caged cock strained harder with each comment, the vibrating plug pushing him closer to the edge. He tried to keep serving, offering drinks and canapés while hands grabbed at his body. Someone pinched his other ass cheek. Another person lifted his dress to get a better view of the cage and plug.

"No going back from this," Dr. Cullen commented, running her hand over his tits. "Real breasts. Real ass. Permanent makeup. Locked away forever. This is what a beta sissy looks like."

Her caveman boyfriend laughed and slapped Mark's ass hard enough to make him stumble. "Look at him leaking. The plug's got him ready to cum in that tiny cage."

Mark continued his rounds, the tray shaking in his hands. Every guest touched him—pinching his nipples, squeezing his ass, flicking his cage, commenting on how completely transformed he was. The vibrating plug never stopped, keeping him constantly aroused and leaking.

Phones recorded everything. Laughter filled the room. There was no hiding, no escape. The transformation was complete, and everyone could see exactly what Mark had become.

Charlene watched from across the room, smiling as her husband served their guests while completely exposed and humiliated. The keys between her breasts caught the light, a constant reminder of who owned him now.

Mark circled the room again, tray balanced in trembling hands, the vibrating plug pulsing deep inside him with every step. His short pink dress rode higher with each movement, exposing the flat steel cage and the dripping tip that refused to stop leaking. The guests noticed immediately.

"Jesus, look at that chastity cage," one of Charlene's coworkers laughed, leaning in close. "It's tiny. Like, actually flat against his body. How does he even piss?"

Another woman from the book club reached down without asking, flicking the pink steel with her fingernail. "That thing is microscopic. And he's still leaking like a faucet. Pathetic."

Mark's face burned hotter. The plug's vibrations intensified as Charlene tapped her phone again from across the room. His knees wobbled.

"That plug is enormous," Dr. Cullen commented, running her finger around the silicone base. "How long has he been wearing that? Hours? All day?"

"Since this morning," Charlene called out. "And it stays in until I decide otherwise."

Phones rose from every direction. Flashes popped. Mark tried to keep serving, offering drinks with shaking hands while strangers documented every inch of his exposed body. Someone pinched his exposed pierced nipple. Another hand squeezed his BBL, fingers sinking deep into the soft flesh.

"These tattoos are permanent," Mei said loudly, pointing at the words on his ass and the 'Insert Cock Here' above his ass. "Like, actually forever."

Her husband laughed. "No going back to being a man after this. Real tits. Real ass. Locked cock. Permanent makeup. This is it for him."

Mark's caged cock twitched inside the steel, more clear fluid dripping onto the floor. The plug pulsed harder. His vision blurred with tears as the reality crashed over him—every photo, every video, every comment cementing what he already knew. There was no escape. No reversal. The surgeries were done. The tattoos were inked. The chastity cage had a lock only Charlene could open.

He was a locked sissy maid now. Forever.

"Look at him realizing it," someone whispered. "He's actually getting off on this."

Mark kept moving, kept serving, kept enduring the hands and the comments and the cameras. The plug never stopped. The cage never gave. And somewhere across the room, Charlene smiled, watching her husband accept exactly what he'd become.

The doorbell rang sharp and clear through the house. Mark's stomach dropped. Charlene's voice cut across the room. "Answer it, sissy."

Mark minced to the door on his pink heels, bells jingling with every step. He opened the door and froze.

Emily stood there in a tight white nurse outfit, the fabric stretched thin over her breasts, the skirt barely covering her ass. Her muscular boyfriend towered behind her, dressed as a bodybuilder. Emily's eyes went wide for a split second before she burst out laughing.

"Oh my fucking god," she wheezed, doubling over. "Mark? Is that actually you?"

Mark's face burned. He dropped into a deep curtsy, the motion making his heavy tits jiggle and the plug shift inside him. "Welcome, Emily," he whispered, voice trembling.

Emily straightened up, still laughing. "Holy shit. Look at you. The tits. The ass. That tiny little cage." She stepped closer, snapping photos with her phone. "Turn around. I need to see the plug."

Mark turned slowly, the dress riding up completely. His ex-girlfriend, Emily's camera clicked rapidly. "That thing is massive. How long have you been wearing it?" She reached out and tapped the base with her fingernail. "And this chastity cage—it's completely flat. Your cock is just... gone."

Her boyfriend chuckled. "Damn. That's what you used to date?"

Emily giggled harder. "Right? I can't wait to show the girls. They're going to lose it when they see what Mark turned into. A locked sissy maid with permanent tattoos and a pornstar body." She zoomed in on the 'Property of Mistress Charlene' tattoo above his cage. "These are forever, aren't they? No going back."

Mark's knees shook. He wanted the floor to swallow him whole. Emily kept snapping photos, circling him, documenting every angle. "The lips. The makeup. The way you're leaking through that cage. This is gold."

She handed him their coats. Mark took them with shaking hands, curtsied again, and turned to hang them up. The plug pressed deeper with every step. Emily called after him. "Don't forget to serve us drinks, sissy. I want more photos later."

Mark returned to the party, tray in hand, while Emily's laughter followed him. The chastity cage stayed locked. The plug stayed buried. And the photos kept coming.

Charlene tapped her spoon against the crystal glass three times, the sharp chime cutting through the laughter and conversation. The room fell quiet as every head turned toward her. She stood at the head of the long dining table, the projector screen glowing behind her, and smiled like a woman who owned the night.

"Everyone, if I could have your attention," she said, her voice carrying easily. "Please make your way into the dining room. I have something special to share with all of you tonight."

Guests began drifting in, drinks in hand, still dressed in their Halloween costumes. The room filled quickly—Emily and her muscular boyfriend, Mistress Scarlett with her collared sub, the three women from Charlene's book club, Dr. Cullen, and their friends and relatives. They took seats around the table, eyes already curious as they noticed the projector and the empty space beside it.

Charlene's gaze found Mark where he stood frozen near the kitchen doorway. "Sissy. Come here."

Mark's heels clicked against the hardwood as he minced forward, the bells on his pink shoes jingling with every step. He was completely naked aside from the pink crotchless panties. His heavy tits swayed with each movement, the chastity cage on full display. He reached the front of the room and dropped into a deep curtsy, face burning.

"Stand right here," Charlene instructed, positioning him beside the projector screen. "Hands at your sides. Don't cover anything."

Mark obeyed, arms trembling at his sides as the room got its first full view of him. The crotchless panties left his cage and plug completely exposed. The tattoo above his cage read clearly: Property of Mistress Charlene. His surgically enhanced lips, massive tits, and BBL ass were on display for everyone to examine. Phones came out immediately, cameras clicking.

Charlene dimmed the lights and clicked the remote. The first slide appeared—a photo from when they first started dating. Mark stood beside her at a restaurant, tall and masculine in a button-down shirt, his arm around her waist. The contrast with his current state made several people gasp and laugh.

"This is Mark just over a year ago," Charlene said, clicking through more early photos. "Before the bet. Before everything changed."

She advanced the slides. The next showed tension building—the arguments, the power struggles. Then the Halloween party from last year: Mark in the pink maid dress for the first time, his face flushed with humiliation as he served drinks. The room erupted with laughter and applause.

"This is where it started," Charlene continued. "One year ago tonight. Mark lost a bet and had to dress as a locked sissy maid for the party. But I decided that wasn't enough."

The next slides showed his training at Mistress Scarlett's house. Mark in the pink French maid outfit, practicing curtsies on a leash while Mistress Scarlett corrected his posture with a crop. Close-ups of him cleaning toys with his mouth, gagged and plugged, his cock straining uselessly in the flat cage. Him getting pegged by both women. The audience laughed harder, phones recording everything.

"Mistress Scarlett helped me break him in properly," Charlene explained. "Daily training. Protocol. Complete submission."

The slideshow continued. Mark walking through the neighborhood in his tiny dress, the plug visible with every step, neighbors taking photos and honking. Mark serving Christmas dinner to Charlene's family, curtsying with a tray of appetizers while his tits nearly spilled out. The book club women pointed and whispered, snapping more pictures.

Then came the surgery photos. Mark before and after—his face feminized, lips enhanced, massive breast implants, the BBL that gave him the thick, round ass that now filled out his dress. The room went quiet for a moment, then erupted in comments.

"Holy shit, those are huge," someone muttered.

"Look at that ass. It's bigger than mine," one of the book club women laughed.

Charlene clicked forward. Mark at the lemonade stand, completely exposed, the flat steel chastity cage on display as people lined up to take photos. The 'Property of Mistress Charlene' tattoo visible above his chastity cage. His face burning with shame as strangers recorded him.

"And finally," Charlene said, clicking to the last slide. It showed Mark as he stood right now—fully transformed, permanently modified, locked and plugged. The room erupted in applause and laughter.

"Mark's transformation is complete," Charlene announced, her hand resting on his exposed ass. "There will never be another power struggle in our marriage. He's my permanent sissy maid now. The chastity is permanent. The tattoos are permanent. The body modifications are permanent. He's mine forever."

She turned to Mark, who stood trembling beside her, tears threatening to ruin his makeup. "Isn't that right, sissy?"

Mark's voice cracked as he answered. "Yes, Mistress Charlene."

The room cheered. Phones flashed. Emily's laughter rang out above the noise as she zoomed in on his cage. Mark stood frozen, completely exposed, every humiliating step of his transformation documented and displayed for everyone to see.

The cage stayed locked. The plug stayed buried. And the photos kept coming. He had consented to every step of his transformation.

He was her sissy maid forever.


The End


New Series

Book One of a new Series: The Therapist's Sissy Maid: Becoming Her Locked Sissy Maid introduces 21-year-old virgin David, a shy young man who finds himself helplessly aroused by his dominant therapist Alexandra, who quickly plans to lock him in a chastity cage and transform him into her perfect sissy maid.

Link to Book one of this new series: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0HJZZX52D

[image: ]


My Other Books

From Husband to Locked Sissy Maid: The Halloween Transformation (Book one of this series)
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0HC8FHDDZ

From Husband to Locked Sissy Maid: Learning to Serve (Book two of this series): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0HDG84WWZ

Hotel Surprise for Cuckold Husband (Book one of a different series): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0HJ969WVV

The Ghost of Agatha
An older woman/younger man femdom story
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0HB3Z72YP

Stephen's Mom
An older woman/younger man femdom story:
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0H95HZ1GL


Please Leave a Review

Thank you for reading!

If you enjoyed this book, I'd be so grateful if you'd take a moment to leave a review on Amazon: https://www.amazon.com/review/create-review?asin=B0HGRBY4L5

Reviews make a huge difference for indie authors like me.

Thank you.

— Orla Ashford
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