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Introduction

​Lying in bed beside my wife on a Tuesday night, I felt more vulnerable than I ever had before. I had just asked her a question that had weighed on my mind since we got married three months earlier, and it felt like my heart was about to beat out of my chest as I waited for her answer. This was the first time I had ever told Ellie about my desire to crossdress, and I had no idea how she would respond.

“You want to crossdress and pretend to be a…a what?” My wife questioned while turning on her side and facing me in bed.

“A sissy…” I responded softly while staring upward at the ceiling. Feeling paralyzed with fear, I could hardly get my words out.

“A sissy?” My wife asked with a smirk on her face. “Isn’t that like…a derogatory term for an effeminate male?”

“I guess it can be…” I responded. “In my mind, it’s just what you call a man who likes to dress up and embrace their feminine side.”
“And you’re saying that you, Thomas, like to dress up and embrace your feminine side? Since when?” Ellie asked. 

“Since I was, like, eleven.” I responded softly.

“You mean to tell me that you’ve been playing dress-up in your sister’s clothes since you were eleven years old? Does your family know about this?” Ellie asked.

“No!” I snapped. “And I only tried on my sister’s clothes a couple of times. As soon as I was old enough, I bought my own stuff and kept it hidden…”

Seeing the concerned look on Ellie’s face, I quickly changed my tone. “I’m sorry for raising my voice; this subject just makes me really defensive.”

“I can tell.” Ellie said, while putting her hand on my shoulder. “I love you for who you are, inside and out. And nothing will change that. Especially not crossdressing.”

Looking into Ellie's eyes, I could see nothing but genuine love and concern. The warmth in her expression gave me the courage to keep opening up.

“Looking back, I think it all started around puberty. When I was watching TV one afternoon while I was home alone, I saw this music video with a pop star who was singing and dancing. As I watched the video, something stirred inside me. I couldn't explain it then, and honestly, I still can’t, but I suddenly found myself wondering what it would feel like to dress like her. I know this probably doesn’t make a lot of sense, but I felt drawn to a pair of pink toy high heels that were lying around, and I tried them on right after the music video ended. And the moment I slipped them on, something just clicked.” I explained to Ellie. “After that, every chance I had to explore those feelings became harder to ignore.”

“And what is the furthest you’ve gone?” Ellie asked, with her head tilted to the side.

“Right before we got engaged, I went out and got dressed up in a maxi dress, tights, bra, panties, and high-heel pumps…”
“You went out in public while crossdressed? Where? With who?”

“I was still living at home, and no one in my family knew. I couldn’t have them see me crossdressed when I left, so I drove a little while, found an empty parking lot, and changed in my car,” I explained. “Anyway, I stuffed some breast forms into my bra, put on a wig, and did my makeup before driving to a mall about an hour away. I was so nervous when I stepped out of the car that I felt like I could faint. With my purse in hand, I forced myself to walk into one of the department stores and wandered around for a few minutes. Every glance in my direction felt like someone had figured me out, whether they actually had or not. I became so uncomfortable that I hurried back to the safety of my car.”

“Wow. I had no idea…” Ellie responded with a concerned look on her face.

“I’m sorry for not telling you sooner; I just didn’t know how to bring it up or explain what I was going through. It's like a part of me I can ignore for a while, but I can never make it disappear completely. No matter how hard I try, it always comes back.”

“Well, I’m glad you felt comfortable opening up to me about this. And I want to help you with it.” Ellie responded warmly.

“I really appreciate hearing that from you. You have no idea how nervous I was to bring this up…”

“Oh, I have an idea. You were shaking for like fifteen minutes before you blurted out your silly little question.” Ellie said with a giggle. “And by the way, the answer to your original question is yes.”

“Really? You won’t be weirded out if I crossdress and put on makeup in front of you?” I asked.

“It might be a little weird at first, because I’m not used to seeing you like that. But if this is how you need to express yourself, I’ll help however you need.”

“That really means a lot…Thank you.” I said before rolling onto Ellie’s side of the bed and giving her a hug.

“Just answer a couple of questions for me so I can understand what this is all about.”

“Okay, what do you want to know?”

“Is this just about crossdressing, or is this the first step in your transitioning?” Ellie asked. “And do you want me to keep it a secret?”

“Please, just keep this between us…” I responded immediately. “I’ve never felt comfortable opening up to anyone about this until now. I know it can be confusing, because I feel confused about it sometimes too. But I still feel like a man most of the time. I just have a strong desire to present myself femininely and crossdress sometimes. That doesn’t mean I want to fully transition, though.”
“Okay, that makes me feel better,” Ellie answered. “I would love you either way, but it would have shaken my trust if you had come out as a woman trapped in a man’s body right after we got married.” 
“You’re right.” I responded. “And I’m sorry I didn’t share this with you sooner.”
“It’s okay; it’s not really that big of a deal…but I do have one more question.” Ellie stated. “What do you want from me? I’m not going to lie; I have no idea how you want me to act when you get all dressed up and act like a sissy, or whatever you call it.”

“Well, I have a few stories that I’ve read online that might help. They helped me understand what I was feeling, and I think they might explain it better than I can,” I explained. “I don’t necessarily want to reenact one like a script, but they could serve as a guide for how you could talk and act when we do a sissy crossdressing role-play.”

“That could help…just send me the story that you want to read,” Ellie requested.

“Sure thing.” I responded with a smile.

​Over the following week, Ellie and I settled back into our normal routines, with one notable addition. Each night, I sent her another story that explored crossdressing and forced feminization. It wasn't the kind of thing she would normally read, but she surprised me by eagerly working through every story and even taking notes along the way. Afterward, we'd sit down together and talk about what stood out to each of us and why I had wanted her to read that particular story. Those conversations became some of the most open and honest we'd ever had, and with each one, I felt like I understood both myself and my fascination with crossdressing a little better.

​Nearly three weeks after our first conversation about crossdressing, Ellie and I sat down on a Friday night and had a long discussion about how we should proceed.

“Okay, I think I’m starting to understand what this is all about, but I wanted to sit down and talk through it.” Ellie began.

While sitting across from Ellie at our kitchen table in our townhome, I responded. “That would be great.”

“So, after reading all those stories, I started noticing the same themes coming up again and again,” Ellie explained. “I even made a list. There were sissy maids, sissy dolls, sissy housewives, sissy sluts, sissy ponies, and sissy secretaries. Those seemed to be the ones that showed up the most.”

“Yeah, I guess those do come up a lot.” I responded.

“Did I miss anything?”

“No, I don’t think so?”

“Okay, well, we obviously can’t do them all in the same night, so I had an idea to try a new one every weekend for the next several weeks and see how it goes.”
“You would really do that?” I asked with excitement. 
“Of course?” Ellie responded while making a face at me. “I already took care of everything for the first one, and we can begin tomorrow.” 
“You mean, you ordered me an outfit?” I asked with butterflies in my stomach.

“Maybe…I want to keep it a surprise.” Ellie said with a smile. “Just be ready when you wake up tomorrow morning.”

“Sure thing, mistress.” I said with a smirk.

A smile spread across Ellie's face when she heard me call her "mistress" for the first time. Without saying another word, she leaned in and gave me a tender kiss.

​After our discussion, we enjoyed dinner together before settling into bed to watch TV. Although a show played in front of us, I barely paid any attention to it. My thoughts kept drifting back to whatever surprise Ellie had planned for the next morning. Long after she had fallen asleep beside me, I was still lying awake, too excited and too nervous to fall asleep.


Sissy Housewife: Part 1

​When I awoke the following morning, it became immediately clear that Ellie hadn't been kidding about jumping right into our sissy crossdressing role-play.

“Oh, sissy.” Ellie called out from our closet. “Would you be a darling and come here?”

After rubbing my eyes, I rolled out of bed and shuffled toward her voice. As I stepped into the walk-in closet, my eyes popped wide open at the sight of Ellie holding an elegant dress in her hands. Despite it being quite early on a Saturday, Ellie was already dressed in a pair of white gym shoes, black leggings, and a long-sleeved top, with her hair pulled up into a high ponytail.

“After our conversation last night about you losing your job and needing to pitch in around the house, I had an idea. Since you’re so old-fashioned and believe ‘it’s the woman’s role to take care of the home’, I figured that you should wear the appropriate attire now that you are a stay-at-home sissy housewife. What do you think?” Ellie asked.

Still half asleep, I shook my head and blinked my eyes a few times before whispering a response. “What? I didn’t say that, and I didn’t lose my job?”

Ellie rolled her eyes and stepped closer to me. “Don’t lie, sissy. I know you’re embarrassed to be out of work because you think it’s your duty as a man to be the provider in a relationship…but that’s my job now. And since I’m wearing the pants…” Ellie said while gesturing down at her outfit. “You’ll be wearing the skirt from now on…or in this case, the dress.”

Still trying to process what was happening, I accepted the pink, knee-length, long-sleeved fit-and-flare dress from Ellie.

“And you couldn't possibly wear such a lovely dress without the perfect pair of heels.”

​As I watched her pull out a pair of peep-toe stilettos with a four-inch heel from the back of the closet, I remained speechless.

“And remember, a good sissy housewife never takes off her heels while she is performing her duties and tending to her lover’s needs.” Ellie stated. “Now come with me.”

Ellie walked past me to the dresser in our master bedroom, and after a moment, I quietly followed behind her. As she opened the drawer where I kept my socks and underwear, I leaned in for a closer look. Every pair of socks and underwear had been replaced with panties, bras, tights, and stockings in bold, feminine colors.

“What do you think of this pair?” Ellie asked while holding up a pink push-up bra and matching set of panties.

“What happened to all my underwear?” I asked.

“It's right here,” Ellie replied with a teasing smile. “Oh, and I have the perfect pair of tights to show off your legs.”

​Ellie pulled out a pair of black opaque tights that matched the color of the high heels before setting them on top of the dress and shoes resting in my arms. Stepping behind me, she gently nudged me toward the bathroom.

“Now don't take too long in there. I need you showered and dressed before I finish breakfast. That way we'll have enough time to work on your hair and makeup before I leave. Got it?”

“Okay?” I responded as she ushered me into the bathroom.

​Once the bathroom door closed behind me, I followed Ellie's instructions by showering before changing into the outfit she had picked out for me. After pulling up my panties, clasping my bra behind my back, and slipping into the opaque tights that concealed the hair on my legs, I pulled the fit-and-flare dress over my head and zipped it up the back. As the finishing touch, I slipped into the peep-toe stilettos before making my way downstairs to find Ellie in the kitchen.

​Knowing this was the first time Ellie would ever see me fully crossdressed, I suddenly found it difficult to move. I stood just out of sight, looking myself over one last time while trying to steady my nerves. After taking a deep breath, I finally stepped into the kitchen and revealed myself to her.

​When Ellie saw me, a quiet giggle escaped before she could stop it. Quickly composing herself, she slipped back into character and smiled.

“You look lovely,” Ellie said. “Now let's get to work on your hair and makeup.”

Ellie took me by the hand and led me back upstairs to the bathroom, where she pulled out an array of makeup supplies. After having me sit down on the toilet seat, she worked diligently for over an hour to put on my face.

​Trying my best to remain patient, I followed along with Ellie's instructions as she had me close my eyes, purse my lips, blink, and tilt my head throughout the application process. The more care she put into my makeup, the more anxious I became to see the finished result. However, before I was allowed to look in the mirror, Ellie pulled out a long, straight blonde wig and placed it over my head. Once it was sitting just right and secured with a mix of tape and bobby pins, she finally allowed me to stand and face the mirror.

​When I finally looked at my reflection, I hardly recognized the person staring back at me. My pink-painted lips fell open as I struggled to find the words.

“I just can’t believe how great this turned out.” Ellie commented. “What do you think?”

“It’s…incredible.” I responded. Turning toward Ellie, I continued. “Thank you so much for doing this. I can’t even believe this is real.”

“Don’t get too excited. This is only the beginning.” Ellie stated. “Now come with me.”

​After lingering in front of the mirror a few moments longer, I followed Ellie down to the kitchen, where a list of household chores lay waiting on the countertop.

“I'm going to be out for a while. Before I return, I want everything on this list finished. Understand?”

“Okay?” I responded.

“Sissy...” Ellie said, shaking her head with her hands on her hips. “Even though you're my housewife, you will answer with ‘yes, mistress.’ Show me the respect I deserve. Understand?”

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

“And curtsy whenever you answer me. It showcases your submissiveness and femininity.”

“Yes, mistress,” I responded before attempting my first curtsy.

Despite wobbling in my high heels, Ellie smiled and nodded approvingly.

“Very good, sissy,” she said. “Since you're settling into your new role so well, and I can hardly recognize you anymore, I think it's time you had a proper name.”

“Okay, mistress?” I asked skeptically.

“I want a name that reflects just how feminine and ladylike you look,” Ellie explained. “I've put a lot of thought into it, and I've decided I'm going to call you... Tia.”

“Tia?” I asked. “Like Thomas?”

“More like... Tiara,” Ellie said with a giggle. “Anyway, Tia, you'd better start working on that list. This house won't clean itself.”

​As I leaned over the countertop to look over the long list of chores that would keep me busy throughout the afternoon, Ellie swatted my behind, making me jump.

“I'll be having some fun with that juicy little thing later,” she said with a smile.

Rubbing the sore spot on my butt, I looked over the list of chores. It included vacuuming the entire house, wiping down the countertops, washing the bedsheets, cleaning the bathrooms, and several other mundane tasks. Although it wasn't the most glamorous part of a sissy crossdressing role-play, cleaning and caring for a home had come up in many of the stories I had shared with Ellie. Knowing I had brought this on myself, I got to work while Ellie headed out to run errands and work out.


Sissy Housewife: Part 2

​Throughout the morning and afternoon, I worked tirelessly to finish every chore on the list, taking only brief breaks to eat or use the bathroom. Because I spent several hours cleaning the house while wearing my high heels, my feet had started to grow sore by the time I had finished the last few chores. Once my duties were finally complete late that afternoon, I sank onto the couch to relax for a few minutes. However, just as I sat down, Ellie returned home.

​When Ellie walked into the living room and found me sitting on the couch, she rolled her eyes before stepping in front of me.

“It looks like you enjoyed yourself this afternoon. Did you even get anything done?” Ellie questioned.

“I just finished the entire list...” I responded.

Seeing the look Ellie gave me, I quickly jumped to my feet before adding, “Mistress.”

After I performed a curtsy, Ellie softened her expression.

“Good, sissy. Now, would you be a doll and fetch me something to drink?” Ellie said while strolling over to the couch and sitting where I had been lounging.

I let out a quiet sigh before responding.

“What would you like, mistress?”

“Something with alcohol... It's been a long day,” Ellie said before smacking me on the butt.

“Yes, mistress.” I said before hurrying to the kitchen.

​After opening a bottle of wine, I poured a glass for Ellie and served it to her on the couch while she turned on the TV.

“Thanks, Tia,” Ellie said while taking the wine glass from me. “When will dinner be ready?”

“Dinner?”

“You did have something planned for dinner, didn’t you, sissy?”

“I guess I could make something…Mistress.” I said with my hands together in front of me.

“Okay? What are you waiting for?”

Letting out a sigh, I walked back to the kitchen, where I began looking through the pantry and refrigerator. Not seeing many options, I decided to cook spaghetti and frozen meatballs with red sauce.

​While Ellie lounged on the couch and requested refills for her wine every fifteen minutes, I stayed on my high heels as I cooked dinner and continued serving her. Although I was exhausted after a long day of cleaning around the house, I kept a positive attitude and worked diligently to fulfill my role as the sissy housewife for my mistress. Nearly an hour later, dinner was finally ready, and I set a plate out for each of us on the kitchen table.

“Oh, mistress.” I called out. “Dinner is ready.”

With a smile on my face, I pulled out a chair and stood ready for Ellie to walk over.

“One minute. My show’s almost done.” She responded.

I let out a quiet sigh and tapped my foot. Knowing I shouldn't eat without her, I remained beside the table in my stilettos while I waited for Ellie to join me.

​By the time Ellie finally sat down at the table, the food had already started to cool.

“It would be nice to have a warm meal after a long day...” Ellie said while taking a bite.

After taking my seat across from her, I tried to conceal my frustration by tensing my legs and pressing them together beneath the table while keeping my head down.

​Once Ellie began eating without any further complaints, I prepared a bite of spaghetti by wrapping a single noodle around my fork. Although it was difficult to keep my makeup intact while eating spaghetti with red sauce, I took the daintiest of bites to avoid ruining my lipstick. However, once we finished our meal, Ellie ordered me to touch up my makeup anyway before cleaning up the kitchen.

​Following her order, I gave a curtsy before hurrying upstairs to the bathroom to touch up my makeup. Once I had fixed my lipstick, applied another coat of mascara, and touched up the foundation around my mouth, I hurried back downstairs where a pile of dirty dishes was still waiting for me. Seeing Ellie lounging on the couch again, I rolled my eyes before getting right to work.

​Just as I started the dishwasher after finishing up in the kitchen, Ellie called out to me.

“Oh, Tia,” Ellie said while raising her glass above her head.

“Yes, mistress.” I said while stepping over to her and giving a curtsy.

“Be a darling and fill up my wine glass again.”

“Yes, mistress.”

“And when you’re done in the kitchen, wait for me upstairs.” Ellie ordered.

“I am already finished.”

Seeing Ellie glare at me, I quickly curtsied and put my head down. “Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

​After filling Ellie's glass with more wine, I strolled upstairs to our bedroom and took a seat on the bed. Not knowing what she had planned for me, I sat upright with perfect posture while nervously twiddling my thumbs. As I heard the TV switch off and her footsteps begin climbing the stairs, I took a deep breath and fixed my eyes on the doorway.

​When Ellie stepped into the room with her eyes locked on me, I immediately grew nervous as she looked at me with lust and desire. Stepping up to the bed, she gently pushed me backward before climbing on top of me and locking lips with me. Taking my wrists in her hands, she pinned my arms against the bed above my head as she pressed her body against mine while we kissed passionately.

​Feeling aroused and excited, I breathed heavily as Ellie pulled away a few minutes after we began making out and stood beside the bed.

“Don't move. I'll be right back,” Ellie said.

Still lying on my back with my legs hanging over the edge of the bed, I did as she instructed.

​Nearly fifteen minutes later, Ellie stepped out of the bathroom wearing only her bra, panties, and a strap-on dildo. The sight of the long, erect phallic-shaped object strapped around her waist immediately stole my attention, and I struggled to speak. I was so captivated by it that I barely even noticed the rubber glove and bottle of lube in her hand.

“Turn over,” Ellie ordered.

Feeling taken aback by her commanding voice, I followed her order and turned onto my front. With my bottom presented, she lifted my dress before pulling down my tights and panties to expose my bottom.

​As I listened to her put on the rubber glove and begin squirting lube into her hand, I did my best to relax and stay calm. However, when I felt the cool liquid being squirted onto my opening, I couldn't help but flinch.

“This will be a lot easier if you just relax…” Ellie informed.

Taking a deep breath, I did my best to do as she had stated.

​Upon feeling Ellie use her finger to spread the lube around my opening, I pursed my lips and tensed my muscles. When she poked her finger into my hole, I couldn't help but let out a soft whimper.

“Just relax, sissy.” Ellie said while forcing her finger deeper inside of me. “This is just to warm you up.”

While burying my head in the bed, I did my best to relax as Ellie continued to force her finger deeper inside of my hole until it could not go any further. When she added a second finger and swirled it around to stretch me out in every direction, I could hardly contain myself. Being fingered was a brand new feeling for me, and the pressure was already starting to feel quite intense.

“Alright, that should do it for now.” Ellie announced while pulling her fingers out. “Just a little more lube, and then we can start.”

‘Then we can start?’ I thought to myself. ‘What have we been doing?’

​After another few squirts of lube were spread over my opening, Ellie removed the rubber glove and disposed of it in the bathroom before lying back on top of me. Using one hand to steady herself over me, she guided the dildo to my opening with the other as she slowly lowered herself against my backside. The moment I felt the tip meet me for the first time, my mouth instinctively fell open.

​While struggling to breathe or move a single muscle, I remained perfectly still as Ellie slowly pushed the dildo farther into me until nearly the entire length had disappeared inside. With my fists clenched, my eyes squeezed shut, and every muscle in my body tense, she pulled back until only the tip remained before slowly pressing it deep inside me once again. Despite the immense pressure and discomfort at first, I was relieved when the experience gradually became pleasurable after only a few minutes of Ellie pegging me with love and affection.

​With both of her hands wrapped around my wrists, Ellie held me down while kissing my neck and rhythmically rocking against my backside. Feeling loved by Ellie in a way I had never experienced before, I couldn't help growing increasingly aroused as she continued showing me her affection. With the dress still covering me, the bra around my chest, the high heels on my feet, the panties around my ankles, the wig on my head, and the makeup on my face, I didn't last more than five minutes before I reached my climax. The sensation of the toy inside me, combined with the friction of my dress against my penis, brought me to orgasm much sooner than usual.

“Did you already go?” Ellie asked.

“Yes, mistress.” I responded while out of breath. 
“So, are you okay ending it now?” She asked.

“Yes, please…”

​When Ellie finally pulled away and stood up, I let out a long exhale before remaining face down on the bed for several minutes. As I tried to process the rush of emotions still washing over me, Ellie cleaned the dildo in the bathroom before returning to sit beside me on the bed.

“So, how was it?” She asked.

“Amazing…Thank you so much.” I responded.

“Good. Cause I wasn’t sure how long you wanted to go, and I felt kind of silly at the end…” Ellie said while twiddling her thumbs.

“No, you were incredible!” I said enthusiastically. “And I like how you made up a backstory for why I was a housewife.”
“Yeah, you sounded kind of confused at first…”
“I still don’t even know where you put my underwear? You didn’t really throw it all away, did you?” I asked.

“No, it’s all tucked away in the closet.” Ellie answered. “Did you believe me though?”
“A little bit…”

“Good…but I might take it up a notch next weekend when we try the next one.” Ellie informed.

“What are we doing next weekend?” I asked.

“You’ll just have to wait and see. But I’m warning you, it might not be as easy as this one…”


Sissy Secretary: Part 1

​Throughout the following week, Ellie and I settled back into our usual routine. Before trying another role-play, we talked about what we had both liked and disliked about the first one. However, neither of us slipped back into character until the following Saturday morning. When I awoke to find Ellie standing over me in business attire consisting of a pencil skirt, blouse, and modest high heels, I knew I was in for another fun-filled day of crossdressing.

“Tia…” Ellie said while tapping her foot.

“Yes, mistress?” I said while rubbing my eyes and trying to jump into character with her.

“You’re going to be late for work…”

“I am?” I responded in a still groggy voice.

“If this is how you’re going to act on your first day, I’ll find another sissy to fill the position.” Ellie said in a shrill voice.

“No…I’m getting up.” I said while rolling out of bed.

“Luckily for you, your outfit is already laid out in the bathroom. So you should have enough time to do your makeup and hair before you start.”

“You want me to do my own makeup?”

“What? Do you think you’re some sort of a princess who has servants waiting on her? Of course you’ll do your own makeup. And it better be presentable in a professional business setting.”

“Yes, mistress.” I responded meekly.

“Well…go on!” Ellie shouted.

​After hurrying to the bathroom, I found an outfit laid out exactly as Ellie had described. The navy pencil skirt, long-sleeved black bodysuit, stiletto pumps, bra, panties, and opaque black tights immediately made me excited to jump back into character and embrace my feminine side. However, one new addition to the outfit immediately caught my attention.

​While showering and cleaning myself before getting dressed, I couldn't stop glancing over at the small item resting on top of the neatly folded clothes. Not wanting to break character or ruin the role-play, I kept my questions and anxiety to myself as I dried off and began getting dressed. When I finally picked up the small pink chastity cage and held it in my hands for the first time, a mixture of fear and excitement washed over me.

​I had never worn a chastity cage before, and the idea of giving up control of my most intimate body part was undeniably arousing. Although it came up often in stories I had read and shared with Ellie, the reality of locking up my privates was much scarier when facing it head-on. Feeling like I had no choice but to wear the chastity cage, because I had given Ellie the stories that sparked the idea of incorporating one into our role-play, I took a deep breath and brought the small device to my semi-limp member.

​Despite it being a tight fit, I managed to slide the ring around the base of my middle and fit the cage portion over the length of my member without too much trouble. Once the chastity cage was locked on with a small padlock, I began dressing by sliding into the matching set of black panties and push-up bra. Continuing with the tights and stiletto pumps that had a 4.7 inch heel, I finished dressing myself with the navy pencil skirt and bodysuit top that hugged my curves and put everything on display.

​With my outfit looking presentable, I quickly turned my attention to the makeup supplies Ellie had already laid out. Although I wasn't as skilled as Ellie when it came to applying makeup, I did my best to create a feminine, business-professional look with dark eye makeup, red lipstick, and a combination of foundation, concealer, and bronzer to soften my masculine features. After placing the blonde wig on my head and brushing it into place, I took one last look in the mirror and couldn't believe how convincing my feminine persona had become.

​While taking a few moments to admire my reflection, I looked myself over one last time to make sure everything met my approval. Although Ellie had done a much better job with my makeup the previous weekend, I was pleasantly surprised with how well it had turned out. After stepping out of the bathroom fully dressed and made up as a sissy secretary, I confidently strolled downstairs to the kitchen.

​When Ellie heard my high heels clicking across the kitchen floor, she glanced in my direction before a surprised smile spread across her face. It was the first time I had done my own makeup in front of her, and judging by the look she gave me, she hadn't expected it to turn out so well.

“I’m ready for work, mistress.” I announced before motioning an awkward curtsy in my pencil skirt.

“You certainly appear so,” Ellie responded. “Did you put everything on?”

“Yes, mistress.”
“Even the cage?”

“Even the chastity cage.” I responded. “But I didn’t see the key?”

“That’s none of your concern. Come, have a seat.”

After shaking my head, I strolled over to Ellie and took a seat beside her at the kitchen table. Seeing a pen and several sheets of paper laid out in front of me, I couldn't help wondering what she had planned.

“Now, since it's your first day and you're still on probation, I need to make sure you're capable of performing your duties as a sissy secretary up to my standards. For your first task, I want you to write the following statement ten times: ‘I'm a submissive, feminine, dainty little sissy, and I need my mistress to boss me around.’ Once you've written it neatly ten times, bring it to me so I can look over your work. Understand, sissy?”

“Yes, mistress,” I responded promptly before giving another clumsy curtsy in my pencil skirt.

Seeing Ellie shake her head and roll her eyes, I lowered my head in embarrassment.


Sissy Secretary: Part 2

​After grabbing the pen and a sheet of paper Ellie had laid out for me, I began working on my assignment while she returned to our bedroom. Although I couldn't help wondering what she was doing, I kept my head down and focused on writing the statement neatly ten times, just as she had instructed. Even though rewriting the same sentence over and over felt repetitive, I found myself becoming absorbed in the task.

​Once I had finished the tenth line, I heard Ellie’s high heels clicking across the floor as she strolled back into the kitchen and took a seat beside me. When I noticed something different about her appearance, my eyes instinctively drifted toward her midsection. Curious but unwilling to break character, I remained silent until she spoke.

“Are you finished yet?” She asked.

“Yes, mistress.” I responded meekly.

“Very good, sissy.”
​Handing Ellie my sheet of paper, I heard her clear her throat before gesturing downward with a tilt of her head.

“Can I help you with something, mistress?”

“There’s something under the table that needs your attention...”

“Okay?” I responded before crawling beneath the table and kneeling beside her.

​When I caught sight of the strap-on dildo tucked beneath her pencil skirt, I had a sinking feeling about what she would ask next.

“Be a doll and put your lips around it while I look over your work.” Ellie ordered.

After swallowing the saliva in my mouth, I responded with a breathy voice. “Yes, mistress.”
​Scooting closer to Ellie, I lifted the hem of her pencil skirt until the strap-on dildo came into view. With my face only inches away, I took a deep breath before leaning forward and wrapping my lips around the realistic-looking dildo. Although my gag reflex made it difficult to take much of it into my mouth, Ellie reached beneath the table and placed a firm hand on the back of my head, urging me farther forward. Despite my muffled protests, she kept me in place until she finished looking over my handwriting. Once she was satisfied, she released her grip and ordered me to return to my seat.

​Upon crawling out from beneath the table, I sat next to Ellie with watery eyes while feeling out of breath.

“Oh, no, we can’t have that…” Ellie said while staring at my face. 
“What?” I questioned. 
“Your face. You look like a whore that just sucked a cock.” Ellie commented. “Go fix your makeup and come back.”
“Yes, mistress.” I said before standing up and heading to the upstairs bathroom with all the makeup supplies.

“And hurry! We don’t have all day!” She yelled.

​Stepping in front of the mirror, I looked over my face to see where my lipstick and foundation had smudged. Using a makeup wipe to clean around my mouth, I quickly reapplied the foundation and lipstick before blinking into the mascara wand a few times for good measure. Satisfied that everything looked presentable once again, I hurried back downstairs to the kitchen table and presented myself to Ellie.

“I’m back, mistress.”

“I can see that, sissy…Not everyone is as airheaded as you.” Ellie responded coldly.

“I’m sorry, mistress.”

“Your penmanship is sloppy, and it looks like a man wrote it, not a sissy,” Ellie said. “Do it again and make it more girly.”

“Yes, mistress,” I responded quietly before taking my seat once again.

​While I worked on the next ten lines and did my best to write as neatly as possible, Ellie sat beside me scrolling through her phone. Despite taking extra care with my handwriting, she looked utterly unimpressed when I handed her the paper for the second time. Clearing her throat to get my attention, Ellie gave a subtle nod toward her crotch. Although I knew exactly what she was silently demanding, I hesitated before crawling beneath the table to continue sucking her dildo while she looked over my work.

​Seeing that I wasn't moving fast enough, Ellie fixed me with a death stare before snapping, “Are you deaf or dense?”

“Sorry, mistress,” I responded as I hurried beneath the table and knelt between her legs.

Leaning in close, I wrapped my lips around the strap-on and resumed following her silent command while she rested a firm hand on the back of my head, urging me to continue as she reviewed my work.

​With Ellie holding the back of my head, I gagged on her dildo for several minutes as she forced it down my throat and refused to let go no matter how loudly I coughed. When she finally ordered me to stand beside her, I lowered my head while she scolded me for looking like a “slut” and a “prostitute.” After reprimanding me for my appearance, she sent me back upstairs to fix my makeup before returning to the kitchen. Unfortunately, her criticism didn't end there, as she immediately began berating my handwriting for not looking “girly enough.”

​Throughout the rest of the morning, Ellie repeated the same routine. She had me write the statement ten times before silently directing me beneath the table while she looked over my work. After criticizing me for looking like a “slut,” “whore,” or “prostitute,” she would send me upstairs to repair my makeup before ordering me back to the table to “write girlier.” Although we took a brief break for lunch, the routine continued until late that afternoon. Despite doing my best to follow Ellie's instructions and make my handwriting as neat as possible, I never seemed to meet her expectations. The only things she ever complimented me on were fixing my makeup and sucking her dildo every half hour.

​When Ellie finally announced that I was finished for the evening, I let out a long sigh of relief. With a sore jaw and a cramp in my writing hand, I truly felt as though I had put in a full day of work as a sissy secretary.

“Well, sissy, that was a disaster...” Ellie said. “But we both know I didn't hire you because of your office experience. That's why I'm much more impressed with how you've shown you can be an asset in other... more important ways.”

As Ellie lifted my chin and gently caressed my cheek, I lowered my eyes.

“But before I make my final decision about whether you'll be staying on as my sissy secretary, I need to see how you perform on your feet. Stand up and bend over,” Ellie commanded.

“Yes, mistress.” I responded meekly.

​After rising to my high heels, I bent over the table and rested my arms on the surface. Ellie stepped in behind me and slowly caressed my butt cheeks. Remaining perfectly still, I felt her hands wander over my body as she cupped my chest, slipped a hand beneath my skirt, and ran it along my legs. When she gently pushed me forward until I was bent at nearly a ninety-degree angle, I let out a soft whimper as I realized what was coming next.

“Stay put, sissy,” Ellie commanded before walking upstairs to the bathroom. Moments later, she returned with a bottle of lube in her hand.

“There’s nothing like releasing some tension after a long day of work.” Ellie said while unzipping her skirt and letting it fall to the floor to fully reveal the strap-on, which had been tucked beneath.

​Trying my best to relax, I breathed heavily as I heard Ellie squirting lube into her hands before coating the dildo I had spent most of the day with my lips wrapped around. With my eyes closed and my body braced for what was coming next, I clenched my fists as I felt the tip press against me. The moment it began to enter, my eyes shot open, and I struggled to breathe. Without the warm-up I had received the previous weekend, I felt myself stretching much more as she slowly eased the head inside before pausing to let my body adjust.

​Once my breathing finally settled, Ellie pushed forward again, forcing the dildo deeper inside of me. I couldn't help but whimper and moan as I felt the rigid length gradually filling me. Completely vulnerable and submissive to the will of my mistress, I remained silent while she settled into a steady rhythm behind me.

​Although intense sensations coursed through my body, frustration slowly began to creep in after only a few minutes. With the chastity cage locked around my member, every attempt at an erection was cut short before it could fully develop. Even though I could feel an orgasm building, I feared it would be impossible to reach while still locked inside the cage. As Ellie continued thrusting into me, I focused everything I had on chasing a release, despite feeling almost nothing from the part of my body that would normally bring it.

​After nearly thirty minutes without a break, I still felt as though I was on the verge of climaxing but couldn't quite push myself over the edge. Although I had reached my orgasm within only a few minutes during our first role-play, the chastity cage was proving remarkably effective at keeping me in a constant state of anticipation.

“Alright, sissy... I think you've shown enough,” Ellie said as she dropped a small set of keys onto the table beside my head. “Go ahead and unlock that pathetic little thing between your legs so you can orgasm like a true sissy.”

“Thank you, mistress,” I said as I tried to push myself up.

“No!” Ellie shouted. “You stay right where you are while you unlock it. If this cock slips out without my permission, you'll be locked up for a week. Got it?”

“Yes, mistress,” I responded meekly.

​Still bent over the table, I reached down and fumbled with the chastity cage. Although unlocking it without being able to see what I was doing proved difficult, I eventually managed to remove the device and set it on the table without letting the dildo slip out.

“Very good, sissy,” Ellie said before slapping my butt cheek.

A soft whimper escaped my lips as I lowered my head and closed my eyes.

​With the cage finally removed and my penis being stimulated by the soft fabric of my skirt, I felt an orgasm building almost immediately. As Ellie continued pegging me, a rush of fluid began bubbling up and working its way toward my tip. After spending the entire day with my member restrained and unable to feel anything, the return of sensation was almost overwhelming. No more than five minutes after the chastity cage was removed, I was completely overtaken by an intense release that made my knees tremble.

​When Ellie realized I was about to climax, she tightened her grip on my hips and held me firmly in place while continuing to hump my backside with surprising strength. My entire body tensed as I moaned instinctively, and shivers raced up my spine, leaving me tingling from head to toe. After experiencing one of the sweetest climaxes of my life, Ellie left the dildo in place for several minutes before finally deciding the role-play had ended.

“How was it?” she asked between heavy breaths.

“Incredible...” I replied, equally out of breath.

“Good, because I think I’m starting to enjoy this,” Ellie said with a giggle. “I can’t wait to try the next one…”


Sissy Maid: Part 1

​When I awoke the following Saturday, Ellie jumped right back into another sissy crossdressing role-play the moment I opened my eyes. Still feeling groggy, I blinked a few times before noticing her standing beside the bed, already dressed in a pair of leggings and an oversized sweatshirt. With light, natural makeup and a relaxed outfit, she looked both cute and comfortable.

“Alright, time to get up, my sissy maid…” Ellie announced.

After stretching my arms and shaking my head, I rose from the bed and stood beside her.

“Sissy maid?” I questioned.

“That is the position I hired you for…” Ellie said before rolling her eyes. “You can be such an airhead sometimes, you know that?”

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

“Well…go on and get dressed! I’m not paying you to stand around!” Ellie shouted.

Feeling taken aback by her aggressive demeanor and commanding voice, I hurried to the bathroom and settled into my new weekend routine of showering before changing into the outfit Ellie had chosen for me. Although I expected to find feminine clothing that would undoubtedly include a maid's dress, I was shocked to discover one more addition waiting to complete my transformation.

​Lying beside the small pink chastity cage and the lacy black underwear was a breast form breastplate resting on top of my outfit. Looking it over more closely, I realized the realistic silicone breasts would cover everything from my shoulders and the base of my neck to just below my chest, and they looked to be at least a G cup. As I picked up the surprisingly lifelike breastplate and held it in my hands, I couldn't believe how naturally it moved and jiggled. Feeling both nervous and excited, I hurried through my shower before drying off and dressing in everything Ellie had picked out for me.

​Starting with perhaps the most important accessory, I fitted the small pink chastity cage over my member and locked it on with the padlock that was paired with it. Although I didn’t have the key to unlock my cage, I knew better than to look for it or ask where Ellie might have hidden it. Once my pair of black lacy panties were pulled up my legs and riding between my cheeks, I picked up the breast-form breastplate and brought it over my head.

​As the realistic silicone breasts settled against my torso, I immediately felt the full weight of my new figure. Unfamiliar with the sensation, I slowly turned from side to side in front of the mirror while taking in my reflection. Looking down in disbelief, I cupped the oversized breasts with both hands, only to realize they still spilled over my fingers from their sheer size.

​After shaking my head, I grabbed the black, lacy push-up bra from the bathroom counter and slipped it over my shoulders. Although wearing a bra over realistic-looking breasts was a completely new experience, I managed to put it on without much trouble by clasping it in the front before rotating it into place so the cups lined up properly. Once the weight of my chest was finally supported, I let out a sigh of relief before continuing with the rest of my outfit.

​Next came a pair of white opaque tights, which I carefully pulled up my legs before slipping the black-and-white maid's dress over my head. After zipping it up my back, I tied the lacy white apron around my waist with a large bow before finishing the outfit with a pair of four-and-a-half-inch peep-toe stilettos. Finally, I turned my attention to the mirror, where an assortment of makeup supplies had already been laid out.

​Working with a little more confidence than the previous weekend, I put on my face by beginning with the base application before adding dark eye shadow and finishing with cherry-red lip stain. Once I was finished with my face, I pulled the long, straight blonde wig over my head, adjusted it until it sat just right, and brushed it into place. When I finally finished getting ready, I stood in front of the mirror in disbelief that the woman staring back at me was actually my reflection.

​With my makeup looking even more convincing than it had during my last sissy crossdressing role-play and my wig appearing completely natural, I pursed my lips while slowly looking myself over from head to toe. Because the breast-form breastplate ended at the base of my neck and hugged my skin so tightly, it was difficult to tell where the silicone ended and my own skin began. Looking down at the low-cut maid's dress, I couldn't believe how much the realistic-looking breasts transformed my figure and helped me present more femininely.

​As I continued looking myself over, I marveled at how the outfit accentuated my feminine curves while disguising my masculine features. The fitted waist of the maid's dress, combined with its flared skirt, created the illusion of an hourglass figure while concealing the bulge beneath my skirt. The opaque white tights hid every trace of body hair, and together with the high heels, made my legs appear longer, slimmer, and far more feminine. From head to toe, this was the most convincing I had ever looked while presenting as a woman.


Sissy Maid: Part 2

​Hearing Ellie call for me from the main floor of our townhouse, I quickly snapped out of my trance and pulled myself away from the mirror. Worried that I had spent too much time getting ready, I hurried downstairs to find her standing in the middle of the kitchen with her arms crossed and her foot tapping impatiently.

“Where have you been? I called you like 30 seconds ago…” Ellie said with an aggressive demeanor.

“I was coming, mistress…” I said before getting cut off.

“What the hell are you doing?” Ellie asked while taking a step toward me. 
Feeling taken aback, I froze in place and put my head down.

“You are supposed to curtsy when you enter the same room as your mistress…”

“I’m sorry, mistress.” I said while performing a curtsy.

Taking another step closer to me, Ellie reached toward my crotch and gripped my chastity cage.

“You’re also supposed to curtsy when you utter the word, mistress. It’s an honor and a privilege to be allowed to address me. You should show your submissiveness and femininity to your superior.”

“I’m sorry, mistress.” I said while motioning another curtsy, despite it being difficult with Ellie still gripping my chastity-caged member.

“What is wrong with you this morning…” Ellie said, while shaking her head. “That is not how you are supposed to do it. Let me walk you through it…”

With her hand still firmly grasping my caged member, she explained how to perform a proper curtsy step by step.

“First, you begin by putting your head down with your eyes on the floor in front of you.” Ellie began. “Well…go on.”

Following her instructions, I put my head down and eyes on the floor.

“Then, gently pinch the ends of your skirt with your middle finger and thumb.” Ellie continued.

Doing as she said, I pinched the ends of my maid’s dress.

“Not like that!” Ellie snapped. “Loosen your grip so it is delicate, like a lady.”

Taking a deep breath, I followed her orders.

“Very good. Now, bring your right leg behind your left and point your toes toward the floor while you lower yourself and hold in place for two whole seconds.”

As I brought my right leg behind my left, I felt Ellie pull me downward by my crotch. Keeping a firm grip on my caged member and exposed testicles, she guided me into position while I followed her lead and held still for two seconds.

“Now rise upward and bring your legs together with your heels touching.” Ellie commanded.

After following her orders, she finished her explanation.

“Only after you have finished performing your curtsy and released your skirt may you look up at your mistress.”

Once I released my skirt, I looked up to my mistress, who had a much more dominant look on her face than usual.

“Shall we try that again?” Ellie asked.

“Yes, mistress.” I responded while dipping down for a curtsy exactly as she had shown me.

“Very good, my little sissy. Show me that you can do it five times perfectly.”

Finally releasing my crotch from her firm grasp, Ellie stepped back and gave me some room to curtsy for her.

​Once Ellie was satisfied with my performance, she ordered me to begin my duties as her full-time maid. However, since this was my first day, I had no idea where to begin.

“What should I begin with, mistress?” I asked after performing another curtsy.

“Why are you such a little airhead? Do I need to hold your hand the whole day?” Ellie said while rolling her eyes. “You know how I like my breakfast…”

“Yes, mistress.” I said while performing another curtsy.

​Mincing my way over to the stovetop, I pulled out a pan and prepared a cheese omelet for my mistress while she sat at the kitchen table watching my every move. Although it was a little unnerving to have her observing me so closely, I managed to cook the omelet perfectly and serve it to Ellie without any problems.

“Very good, sissy. This is exactly why I hired you,” Ellie said before taking a bite.

​While Ellie enjoyed her breakfast and scrolled through her phone, I prepared something for myself and finished eating quickly. Once I was done, I gathered the dirty dishes and carried them to the sink. However, just as I was about to finish washing them and load the dishwasher, Ellie caught me by surprise from behind.

​Apparently, while I was eating and cleaning up, Ellie had snuck upstairs and collected a few items that she had brought down with her. When I felt one of the items poking my backside, I couldn’t help but jump and peek over my shoulder.

“Yes, mistress?” I said while still facing the sink, with her positioned right behind me.

“I’m feeling…in the mood. Stand still.” Ellie ordered.

“Yes, mistress.” I said while attempting to perform a curtsy, despite being sandwiched between the sink and my mistress.

​Hearing Ellie pull a rubber glove over her hand before squirting lube onto her fingertips, I pursed my lips and let out a long exhale. I froze in place as she lifted my skirt, pulled down my tights and underwear, and gently prodded me with her lubricated finger. When her index finger slipped inside with ease, I instinctively gripped the countertop and bent forward slightly.

“Did I tell you to stop, sissy?” Ellie questioned.

“No, mistress?” I responded.

“What have I told you about curtsying?!” Ellie yelled while driving her finger deeper into me.

“I’m sorry, mistress,” I responded before dropping into a curtsy. However, as I brought my right leg behind my left and lowered myself, Ellie took the opportunity to press both her index and middle fingers deeper into my bottom. Unable to keep myself composed, I let out a soft whimper before straightening back up and bringing my heels together.

“Are you enjoying yourself, sissy?” Ellie asked.

“Yes, mistress.” I said before slowly lowering myself for another curtsy.

Feeling her shove her fingers deep into my hole again, I whimpered in response.

“Oh, I’m going to have a fun time with this,” Ellie said with a giggle. “But let’s not spoil all the fun just yet.”

​After pumping her two fingers in and out of my hole a few more times, Ellie pulled her hand away before removing the rubber glove and throwing it in the trash.

“Now, for the fun part.”
As I heard Ellie approaching my behind again, I glanced over my shoulder to see the strap-on standing erect overtop of her black leggings. With the long phallic-shaped object pointing right at my hole, I faced forward and took a deep breath.

“Just relax; this shouldn’t take long.”

Doing my best to continue with the dishes, Ellie guided the realistic-looking dildo toward my hole before prodding me with it. The moment I opened up and accepted it, another moan came out instinctively.

​Feeling inch after inch enter my bottom, I bent over slightly and closed my eyes in response. While Ellie gripped my hips, she drove the dildo into my hole until her pelvis met my backside. Although the dildo wasn’t exceptionally thick, I still struggled to take its full length as she held me there for a few seconds before settling into a steady rhythm.

“Did I tell you to stop with the dishes?” Ellie asked.

“No, mistress,” I responded before slowly lowering myself into another curtsy. With the dildo stretching me as I descended, I struggled through the movement and nearly collapsed onto the floor from Ellie's relentless pegging.

“Very good, my little sissy slut.” Ellie praised as I began washing the dishes again. “Now let’s have some fun.”


Sissy Maid: Part 3

​While Ellie continued to peg me with the strap-on, I did my best to finish washing the dishes and cleaning the kitchen. However, I moved at a snail’s pace because my mistress never pulled out, forcing me to waddle from one side of the kitchen to the other with the dildo still buried inside me. By the time I finally finished cleaning, Ellie began picking up the pace until each thrust threatened to knock me off balance, and I repeatedly reached for the countertops to steady myself. Unable to process the overwhelming sensations coursing through my body, I froze in place as my eyes drifted shut while soft moans escaped my lips and Ellie continued behind me.

​Although I was already taking her pegging like a submissive little sissy, Ellie continued to show her dominance over me by pushing me forward so that I was bent over the countertop with my hips in her hands. With Ellie using all her power to hump my backside and force me to squeal like a feminine little sissy, I struggled to breathe normally because it felt like a rush of wonderful sensations could come over me at any moment, if only the chastity cage were removed. Upon feeling Ellie reach around my torso and grip my fake breasts with both hands, I quivered as she leaned close and spoke to me.

“Very good finishing your duties, my little sissy.” Ellie commented. “I bet you’d just love for me to remove that little cage over your clitty, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, mistress…” I responded with my eyes closed while feeling immense pressure at my crotch. With how tightly the chastity cage encapsulated my member, it felt like it could explode the second my cage was removed and I could grow erect. 
“Well, too bad. I’m finished.” Ellie announced before pulling out. “Get yourself cleaned up and change your panties.”
Feeling frustrated at being left on edge, I turned around and faced Ellie with a longing look on my face.

“MOVE, YOU SISSY SLUT! You’re still on the clock and you aren’t even close to being finished with your duties.” Ellie shouted aggressively. “Maybe if you’re lucky, I’ll let you sit on my cock later.”

Knowing I had no choice but to go along with her game, I motioned a curtsy and quickly scampered up to our bedroom where I changed my panties out for fresh ones.

​After cleaning myself off and checking my makeup in the mirror, I hurried back down to the kitchen where Ellie was waiting for me. Even though she was finished pegging me for the time being, she continued wearing the strap-on dildo to display her dominance. While my flaccid member remained locked up in a small pink cage, her long erect rod swung freely and pointed at me while she spoke.

“Okay, you can continue by vacuuming every floor in the house. Then you can wipe down the table and countertops, and then you can fix me lunch when it’s time. Oh, and in-between those chores, you will do the laundry and make sure it’s running all day…” Ellie informed. “Well…what are you waiting for?”

After performing another delicate curtsy, I jumped right into her list and began performing my maid duties while she stayed close to me.

​Throughout the afternoon, I followed her orders without taking a break, except for when I needed to use the bathroom or check my makeup. Because Ellie was crystal clear that my makeup should be flawless at all times and I would be severely punished if it were not pristine while I served as her sissy maid, I made sure to glance in the mirror at every opportunity to make sure that my eye makeup wasn’t running and my lip stain wasn’t smudged. However, keeping my makeup intact proved to be quite a difficult challenge, because Ellie had apparently developed an insatiable lust that manifested in pegging me relentlessly. Throughout the afternoon while I performed my maid duties, Ellie took me from behind several times and humped me until she was satisfied. And since my chastity cage remained locked on with no possibility of being released, I struggled to find satisfaction and instead was kept in a perpetual state of arousal where I longed for any kind of climax, even if it meant orgasming from anal stimulation alone.

​By the time I had finished the last item on her list late in the evening, my feet were sore from standing on high heels all day, and I felt like I couldn’t walk normally because of how often and how roughly I had been pegged. After several hours of wearing feminine clothing items and accessories like my maid’s dress, makeup, wig, tights, and high heels, my fear and embarrassment of crossdressing and presenting as a sissy had long withered away while I stood in Ellie’s presence. The only thing that my mind continued to focus on was the chastity cage preventing me from slipping over the edge. And if Ellie would not allow me to be unlocked, I was determined to finally achieve a sissygasm from Ellie pegging me until I leaked.

​Nearly an hour after Ellie finished eating dinner, which I had prepared for both of us, I finished cleaning up the kitchen and found her lounging on the couch with her strap-on still secured around her waist. When Ellie finally gave me permission to relax and take a break from my high heels, I let out a sigh of relief and took a seat on the couch next to her.

“Excuse me, what do you think you’re doing?” Ellie asked.

“Resting like you said I could, mistress.” I responded. Although I was exhausted, I rose to my high heels and curtsied like I knew I was supposed to.

“Not like that, you’re not…sit on my lap and wiggle until I tell you to stop…”

“On that? Mistress.” I said while pointing down to her dildo standing straight up from her crotch.

“Of course, sissy…And why don’t you curtsy three times for not curtsying when you said mistress,” Ellie commanded.

“Yes, mistress.” I responded before following through with her order.

​Despite my exhaustion almost causing me to collapse, I curtsied properly three times before positioning myself over her strap-on and slowly lowering myself onto it. As inch after inch filled my hole, I let out a soft whimper in response.

“Doesn’t that feel nice, sissy?” Ellie asked.

“Yes, mistress.” I responded softly.

“Good… and since you did so well today, I’ve decided to reward you.” Ellie informed. “I’m going to unlock you, BUT you are not allowed to touch that little clitty between your legs. If you cum, it is going to be like a real sissy with you bouncing on my cock. Do you understand?”

“Yes, mistress.” I responded excitedly.

​Reaching around to my crotch with the key in hand, Ellie carefully unlocked the chastity cage before removing it from my semi-flaccid member. Feeling relieved to finally experience freedom from the deviant device that had tormented me throughout the day, I let out a deep exhale and let my head fall back.

“Alright, sissy, let’s see what you’ve got,” Ellie said while sitting back on the couch.

​With my legs straining and my high heels planted firmly on the floor, I began thrusting my hips and bouncing up and down to create more friction between the dildo and the inside of my bottom. As I basked in the sensations of the phallic-shaped object penetrating me deeply, I rested both hands on Ellie's thighs while continuing to bounce up and down on the rod. Feeling incredibly aroused and on edge, my eyes drifted shut as soft whimpers escaped my lips.

“You’re starting to even sound like a real sissy…” Ellie commented.

“Thank you…Mistress.” I responded in a breathy voice.

​As the minutes continued to pass with no release, I furrowed my eyebrows and did my best to concentrate on relaxing and allowing my body to let go. Despite being fully crossdressed, treated like a submissive sissy, and pegged by my mistress for half of the day, I struggled to achieve a sissygasm even after riding Ellie’s cock for another half hour. When Ellie could sense my frustration with my inability to experience a release from anal stimulation alone, she took pity on me.

“Are you struggling to orgasm like a real sissy?” Ellie asked.

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

“I figured this could happen since you’re such a new sissy, and you haven’t gotten much practice cumming without your clitty being touched…” Ellie commented. “Go on, get up.”

After rising from her lap as she had ordered, Ellie stood upright next to me and took my hand.

“You’re going to cum like a real sissy tonight. I promise,” Ellie said while practically dragging me upstairs to our bedroom.

​Pushing me onto our bed face first, Ellie crawled on top of me and positioned the dildo over my hole. After gently guiding it inside of my bottom, Ellie thrust her hips and began pegging me with all the power and energy she had left. Since I was sandwiched between her and the soft sheets of the bed, I felt my arousal growing rather quickly.

​Because of the friction created by my penis rubbing against the inside of my dress with Ellie’s bodyweight on my back, the pegging session began to feel much more intense than when I had sat on her lap. With the dildo sliding in and out of my hole while prodding my special spot, I could feel the hairs on the back of my neck stand up as my body tensed and breathing became difficult. Feeling like I could explode at any second, I grabbed Ellie’s hand and gripped it tightly as the first rush of fluid began seeping out of my straining member.

​When the floodgates finally opened, my mouth fell wide open as a series of sensual moans and whines spilled out of me.

“Ah, yes…Yes…Thank you, mistress…Fuck yes…Fuck me harder…I’m your bitch…You are the best mistress…the absolute best mistress I could ever ask for…”

​As my moans and whines gradually faded, Ellie continued for another few minutes, even after my sphincter muscles tightened and it became difficult to push the dildo any deeper. Being the kind and generous mistress that she was, she wanted to make sure I was completely drained before bringing the session to an end. While I lay motionless with my eyes closed and body limp, Ellie slowly brought her pegging to a stop before reaching around my torso and gripping my fake breasts with both hands.

​With both of us feeling exhausted mentally and physically, I gripped Ellie’s hand on my chest while she kissed my neck and lay on my back with the dildo still inserted.

“That was amazing, mistress. I love you.” I said out of genuine affection.

“I’m glad you enjoyed it, because I was worried I might have gone too far…” Ellie stated.

“When?” I asked.

“When I pegged you for the fifteenth time.” Ellie giggled. “It didn’t hurt, did it?”

“No, it really helped that you warmed me up almost every time with your finger and the plug. Seriously, thank you.”

“You’re welcome, my little sissy.” Ellie said warmly. “And I’m glad you liked it, because the next one is going to be way more intense, and I wasn’t sure if you could handle it.”

“Whatever it is, I can take it.” I responded.

“I’ll remember you said that…”


Sissy Pony: Part 1

​One week after our sissy maid role-play, I awoke before sunrise because Ellie was shaking me awake. Feeling extremely groggy and disoriented from having my sleep interrupted, I blinked my eyes a few times before sitting up and turning toward her.

“It’s time.” She announced.

“Time for what?” I responded.

“You’ll see…just go get ready in the bathroom. I already laid everything out.” Ellie informed. “It might take a little longer than usual to get you ready…but that’s why we’re getting an earlier start.”

“Why didn’t you tell me that last night?”

“Because I didn’t want to ruin the surprise. And you said you could handle anything, so let’s see it.”

“Fine…” I responded before rolling out of bed.

​While shuffling my feet toward the bathroom in the pitch-black darkness, I rubbed my eyes and let out a yawn. With how exhausted I was, I sat on the toilet for several minutes with my head buried in my hands before finally reaching over and turning on the bathroom light. However, the moment the room was illuminated, and I saw the outfit waiting for me, my eyes popped wide open, and I struggled to look away.

​As I showered and went through my morning routine, my eyes kept drifting toward the items laid out next to the sink. Seeing a few new additions to my feminine appearance, I felt a strange mix of anxiety and overwhelming excitement. Once I had finished showering and dried myself, I began getting dressed by locking the small pink chastity cage over my privates.

​Although the chastity cage was becoming a normal part of our sissy role-plays, it never became any easier to give up control of my most intimate body part. With how tightly it confined me, it was impossible to become fully erect while it was locked on. However, every time I dressed in feminine clothing, my body instinctively tried to respond, creating an intense feeling of pressure.

​Once the chastity cage was securely locked, with the key nowhere in sight, I continued dressing by sliding a pair of black bikini-cut panties up my legs and over my privates. Next, I picked up the breast-form breastplate from the counter and slipped it over my head before fitting it snugly around my torso so the realistic-looking G-cup breasts rested naturally against my chest. Afterward, I put on the lacy black push-up bra and tightened the straps until my new assets felt comfortably supported.

​With my undergarments finally in place, I took a deep breath before reaching for one of the new accessories Ellie had laid out. Holding the steel-boned under-bust corset in my hands, I shook my head while trying to figure out where to begin. Upon wrapping it around my waist, I snapped it closed in the front before reaching behind me for the laces. Finding the two loops in the center, I gave them a firm pull and watched in amazement as the corset quickly drew in my waist.

​After just a few pulls on the laces behind me, I was already struggling to take a deep breath or bend at the waist. Because of the way it was laced, it felt like the corset cinched itself and maintained its tightness even when there was no tension. Having no experience with this type of clothing, I accidentally tightened it too much and couldn’t figure out how to loosen the laces in the back. With my posture fixed unnaturally straight, I fumbled with the lacing for several minutes before finally giving up and tying it off in a double knot.

​Feeling like I was taking far too long to get dressed, I turned my attention to the rest of my outfit and continued getting dressed in a pair of opaque black tights, a little black dress that hugged my upper thighs, and a pair of black stiletto booties with a four and a half inch heel. However, before putting on the last few accessories, I finished my appearance by putting on a full face of makeup that darkened my eyes dramatically because of the heavy application of mascara and dark smokey eyeshadow. With pink blush high on my cheeks, cherry-red lip stain making my lips appear fuller, and foundation concealing any imperfections, I fitted my dirty blonde wig atop my head before taking a deep breath.

​Looking down at the last few accessories that Ellie had obviously expected me to wear, I shook my head before picking up the bit gag and placing it between my lips. Once it was fastened behind my head, the hard plastic bit rested between my back teeth, leaving my mouth propped open. Rolling my eyes at my reflection, I continued getting ready by fastening a thick pink collar around my neck with the words, “Sissy Pet,” spelled out in bedazzled letters. After attaching the chain leash and letting it hang in front of me, I gave myself one last look to make sure I hadn't forgotten anything.

​Because of the added accessories and my gradual improvement with makeup, I couldn't believe how much more convincing I looked. Although the tight fit of my little black dress revealed a slight bulge at my crotch, it was barely noticeable because I had tucked the chastity cage between my legs. Looking over my torso, I was amazed by how much the corset had drawn in my waist while the G-cup breast forms completed my hourglass figure. With my face framed by dramatic makeup and the bit gag holding my mouth open, there was no denying I looked incredibly submissive and feminine. Stepping out of the bathroom, I expected to find Ellie in the kitchen on her phone. Instead, she was waiting just outside the door with even more accessories to add to my outfit.


Sissy Pony: Part 2

​I felt like a deer in the headlights as I opened the door to find Ellie waiting for me with a grin on her face. Unable to talk through my bit gag, my eyes went wide, and I put my head down in embarrassment almost immediately.

“Wow…look at you…” Ellie said with a wide smile on her face. “I can’t believe you’re going to be my sissy pet pony for the day.”

Trying to communicate through my gag, I attempted to speak. “Wha…”

Cutting me off quickly, Ellie stepped forward and tugged on my leash. “Sissy pets don’t speak!”

With a finger being wagged inches from my nose, I put my head down meekly.

“Now, let’s finish getting you ready.” Ellie announced. “Stay still.”

​Grabbing a roll of black duct tape, Ellie ordered me to make fists before wrapping the tape around my right hand. Layer after layer, she continued until no skin was visible from my wrist upward before repeating the process on my left hand. When she set the tape aside to grab the next items, I looked down at my hands and felt like I had hooves that couldn't possibly grip anything.

​Wasting no time, Ellie stepped behind me with a series of cuffs, straps, and ropes, before wrapping a rope around my upper chest several times and circling my fake boobs to accentuate them. Continuing with a set of wrist cuffs, she fastened them over each wrist and connected them to a matching leather belt, which she tightened around my upper waist. Moving behind me again, she grabbed another rope and wrapped it around my arms, just above my elbows, and tightened the rope behind me. The effect of the wrist cuffs connected in front of me and the rope tied behind me caused my wrists to hang close to my fake breasts, where I was unable to move them in any direction. Feeling helpless with arms like a T-Rex, I put my head down as Ellie finished tying off the ropes so that the knots were out of my reach. 

​By the time Ellie was finished with the ropes and cuffs, I felt utterly humiliated and helpless to fight against what she desired. When Ellie took hold of the leash connected to my collar and made a clicking sound with her mouth, I furrowed my eyebrows as I was dragged out of our room.

“I know sissy pets don’t usually get to wear such pretty dresses, but I’ll make an exception for you just this one time.” Ellie announced while stepping down the stairs to the main level with me close behind. “In the future, you will wear clothing that fits your form tighter. I’m thinking of something in latex, like a catsuit.”

Staring at Ellie with wide eyes and my mouth propped open, I remained quiet and submissive.

“But you don’t need to worry about that. In fact, you don’t need to worry about anything today. Except for your training…” Ellie said with a grin. “Now, let’s get some more light in here.”

After Ellie stepped over to the light switch and flipped it on so that the kitchen was illuminated, I blinked my eyes a few times before scanning her appearance.

​Seeing Ellie for the first time in her new outfit, my chastity cage suddenly felt two sizes too small as a wave of anxiety washed over me. Not only was she wearing the strap-on around her waist again to remind me of her dominance, but she was dressed from head to toe in a shiny black catsuit that accentuated every curve of her body. With thigh-high stiletto boots, dark eye makeup, red lips that matched my own, a corset cinching her waist, and her hair pulled into a high ponytail, she looked like a completely different person than the woman I had gone to bed with the night before. When I noticed the crop whip resting in one hand while the other held tightly to my leash, I shifted nervously from foot to foot in my high heels.

“Now, we’re going to start with something easy that even the most airheaded little sissy pet should be able to handle.” Ellie announced.

Upon hearing her make a clicking sound with her mouth, I remained frozen in place. However, when I saw her shaking her head, I knew that I had already messed up.

​Bringing her hand high, she swatted my behind with her crop whip, which caused me to take a step forward. After Ellie made the clicking noise again, I watched with anxiety as she swatted my behind a second time. The third time I heard her make the clicking noise while she moved behind me, I stepped forward to avoid another swat to my behind, but the swat never came. As Ellie led me across the kitchen with a tight grip on my leash, I realized that the clicking noise meant I was supposed to walk.

​With my head down and Ellie leading me, I continued strutting back and forth across the kitchen until she made another clicking sound that was unique from the last one. Not knowing what to do, I stopped in place.

“Very good. You’re learning quickly.” Ellie complimented. “Let’s keep going.”

Now realizing what I was supposed to do when hearing the two different clicking sounds, I rolled my eyes and shook my head as Ellie alternated between clicking noises, causing me to walk and stop repeatedly.

​After nearly half an hour of ingraining the first part of the training into my subconscious, Ellie introduced a new element by making another unique clicking sound that was much higher pitched than the others. Unsure of what it meant, I continued walking in hopes that I was responding correctly. When she began swatting my thighs with the crop whip, I let out a whine and instinctively lifted my legs higher with each step.

​As Ellie continued making the higher-pitched clicking noise while swatting my calves, I eventually noticed that she stopped using the crop whip whenever I lifted my knees above my waist with each step. Realizing the new clicking sound was her command for exaggerated high steps, I shook my head and rolled my eyes again. However, the moment Ellie caught me doing so, she swatted my behind as hard as she could. After yelping from the stinging blow, I quickly returned to following her nonverbal commands without showing any further displeasure.

​Over the course of the next hour, Ellie continued training me with the three unique clicking sounds, making me walk, stop, walk with exaggerated high steps, and stop over and over again. But it wasn't long before I realized there was much more to my training because I was also required to cross one leg over the other with every step. Whenever I forgot to cross my legs while lifting my knees high, Ellie punished me with a hard swat from the crop whip. By the time she finally allowed me to take a break from the training session, my bottom was incredibly sensitive, and my feet were already sore from spending the entire morning in high heels.

​When Ellie finally noticed that it was breakfast time, she led me over to the stairwell where she tied the leash around the railing so that I could not move or step away.

“Now, since sissy pets don’t speak, I will do you a favor just this one time and let you know how you may communicate. If you must use the toilet, you will stomp your right heel twice. If you want to show gratitude or just show that you understand what I am saying, you will stomp your left heel once. Understand, sissy?” Ellie said while standing close to me.

Knowing how I was supposed to respond, I stomped my left high heel once.

“Very good, my little sissy pony. Now stay put.” Ellie ordered.

​Although I could not move away from the stairs even if I wanted to, I remained submissive and stood exactly where I was supposed to while Ellie fixed breakfast for herself. After nearly half an hour, Ellie finished eating a plate of eggs, toast, and sausage while I remained standing with an empty stomach.

“Don’t worry, I haven’t forgotten about you.” Ellie announced.

Once she had finished cleaning her dishes, Ellie prepared breakfast for me and set it on the table. Stepping over to the railing, Ellie untied my leash and led me over to the table where I stood next to my plate.

“Don’t even think about sitting down…Sissy pets should stay on their high heels at all times.” Ellie informed.

Reaching around behind my head, Ellie unbuckled the bit gag before pulling it from my mouth. With how long I had already been wearing it, a puddle of drool had collected in my mouth and streamed down my chin.

“Now, just because your mouth is free, that doesn’t mean you may speak. Understand, sissy?”

Knowing the correct way to respond, I stomped my left high heel once.

​A gleaming smile appeared on Ellie’s face as she grabbed my breakfast and fed it to me slowly. Although it was humiliating to be fed my breakfast, there was something incredibly exhilarating about the experience. Never had I given up so much control to anyone in my life, and Ellie was wielding her power over me in a way that made me feel both mentally and physically submissive, feminine, and inferior to her in every way. If not for the chastity cage suffocating my erection, I probably would have leaked pre-cum all morning.


Sissy Pony: Part 3

​Upon finishing breakfast, Ellie led me upstairs to the bathroom by my leash, where she touched up my makeup and reapplied my lip stain. Once it was to her satisfaction, she placed the bit gag back into my mouth and secured it behind my head. After being put fully back into the sissy pet mindset, I stood still as Ellie grabbed a few items and began laying them out in the bathroom. When I saw what she was collecting, I couldn’t help becoming nervous.

​As I stood fully dressed and made up as a submissive sissy pet, Ellie pulled a rubber glove over her hand before lifting my dress and lowering my undergarments. Once my bottom was exposed, she had me stand over the toilet while she squirted lube onto her fingers and prepared them for an entrance. Doing my best to stay calm, I kept my eyes fixed straight ahead as she reached beneath me and gently prodded me with one finger.

​While biting down on the bit gag, I stomped my left heel several times as Ellie worked her index finger deeper inside me and slowly swirled it around. After several minutes of teasing me, she slipped her middle finger in alongside her index finger to increase the pressure and loosen me further. Despite being pegged every weekend for the last few weeks, I still needed time to warm up before being ravaged by my mistress.

​Once Ellie felt that I was sufficiently stretched out from her methodical prodding of my hole, she withdrew her fingers, removed the glove, and tossed it into the trash. Although I was given a brief moment to relax, she didn’t leave me empty for long and prepared the next accessory. When I laid my eyes on the large remote-controlled vibrating plug with multiple vibration and wiggling functions, my body tensed and I instinctively pulled against my restraints. However, nothing I did could stop her from inserting the device.

​As Ellie slowly pushed the plug into my bottom, I bent over slightly and did my best to relax my muscles. Upon feeling the widest portion of the plug slide past my opening, I breathed a sigh of relief as it found a resting place. Seeing that the plug was nestled deep inside of me, Ellie quickly pulled up my underwear and tights before fixing my dress.

“Alright, let’s test this thing out.” Ellie said, with the remote in hand.

​After feeling the plug turn on, I couldn’t help but jump as Ellie played with the settings and caused it to wiggle and vibrate in various patterns. Once she saw that I was sufficiently uncomfortable with the setting, she dropped the remote into her bra and grabbed my leash. With my body tensed, I followed behind Ellie as she led me to the basement with tension in my leash.

​Upon stepping into the basement, Ellie led me to the treadmill in the corner before ordering me to step onto it.

“Now, I can’t be leading you around all morning, but it’s important that you finish your training. So…step on.” Ellie ordered.

With no other choice, I stepped onto the treadmill as she had commanded.

“Very good, sissy.”

Stepping around the treadmill, she pressed a few buttons and turned it on so that it was moving at the slowest setting. However, with my high heels on and my arms practically useless with how they were tied, I became nervous almost immediately.

​When I heard Ellie make the high-pitched clicking noise, I let out a deep exhale before lifting my knees high and crossing one foot in front of the other with each step. As I continued walking in the ridiculous manner she had trained me to move, Ellie kept a firm grip on my leash while standing beside the treadmill with her strap-on pointed directly at me. However, every glance at the erect dildo jutting from her hips reminded me of two important things.

​The first was that while she could proudly display her impressive dildo, my own penis remained locked away with every attempted erection suffocated by the chastity cage. As humiliating as that realization was, the second thought pulled me even deeper into a submissive state of mind. With the wiggling, vibrating plug filling my hole, the sight of her strap-on served as a constant reminder that she could ravage my hole whenever she pleased. With every step I took, the plug shifted inside me and caused soft moans to spill instinctively from my lips. Each exaggerated stride reinforced that nothing about my body belonged to me in that moment and that I was completely submissive to Ellie's will. Even when Ellie made the clicking noise that allowed me to walk normally again, there was no escaping the constant awareness that she owned me.

​Over the next hour, Ellie used a variety of clicking noises to alternate between the high-knee walk, a normal walk, and several other gaits commonly taught to show ponies. By the time she finally allowed me to step off the treadmill, my feet ached, and the plug had become unbearable to endure any longer. Although I had come close to climaxing several times throughout the training session, the chastity cage ensured that release never came.

​When Ellie led me back upstairs and into the bedroom, she lifted my dress to expose my rear before removing the plug and setting it on the bathroom counter. After pulling my undergarments back into place and straightening my dress, she led me downstairs to the kitchen and prepared lunch for both of us.

​Once she had finished eating and fed me again, Ellie brought me back upstairs to the bathroom, touched up my makeup, and reinserted the bit gag between my teeth. Although I had been wearing the gag all day, it had not become any easier to tolerate. My jaw was growing increasingly sore, and drool continued to drip down my chin and onto my dress throughout the day. Even though I had asked for the full sissy pony treatment after giving Ellie stories to use for inspiration, I was beginning to regret that decision as the day wore on.

​After lunch, Ellie spent most of the afternoon relaxing and taking care of herself while I remained collared and tethered beside her on a short leash. She painted her nails, watched television, scrolled through her phone, and even rested in bed for an hour, all while I was required to remain in my high heels. The only breaks I was permitted came when I stomped my heels twice to signal that I needed to use the toilet, at which point I was allowed to sit only long enough to relieve myself.

​After dinner, with the day finally drawing to a close, Ellie brought me back to the upstairs bathroom, where she reinserted the plug for the second time before beginning one final training session. As she lay in bed with her phone in hand, she made clicking noises while occasionally glancing over to make sure I was walking back and forth exactly as she had trained me. Despite feeling as though I could collapse at any moment, I continued obeying her commands until she finally allowed me to stop.

“Wow, you have been so impressive today. Honestly, I really didn’t think you would be able to handle standing on those stilettos all day. But you proved me wrong. I guess you really do have what it takes to be a sissy pony.” Ellie commented while running the back of her hand down my face. “I think it’s time I mounted you…”

Spinning me around with surprising force, Ellie took complete control as she grabbed my hips and shoved me forward until I was bent over at a ninety-degree angle. She lifted my dress, pulled down my undergarments, and roughly removed the plug before ordering me to stay still. After setting it on the bathroom counter, she stepped behind me and wasted no time pushing her strap-on into my rear. Once it was fully inserted, she quickly picked up her pace until she was driving into me with surprising power and intensity. Completely exhausted, I struggled to stay on my feet as she continued.

​With the chastity cage still locked in place, I couldn't manage to climax, even after thirty straight minutes of being pegged. When Ellie finally ran out of steam and realized I still hadn't orgasmed, she removed the dildo from the harness and retrieved a vibrator from the nightstand drawer.

“I will milk you tonight.” Ellie informed. “Now stay still, cause I’m not stopping until you squirt.”

​With the dildo in one hand and the vibrator in the other, Ellie began moving the dildo in and out of me while pressing the vibrator against my chastity cage. Despite still being locked up, I was surprised when I felt a familiar rush beginning to build. As muffled moans and whines escaped around the bit gag, I stomped my left heel to show my satisfaction with the way she was treating me.

“That’s right, just take it.” Ellie said, while speeding up her movements.

​Feeling how quickly Ellie was moving the dildo in and out of me, my entire body began to melt as a tingling sensation spread up my spine and an orgasm rapidly approached. Although the chastity cage prevented me from growing, it didn’t seem to matter as the first squirts began seeping through the cage and into my panties. However, the instant my orgasm began, Ellie pulled the vibrator away, forcing me to rely on the anal stimulation alone to carry me through it. With my knees slightly bent and my body frozen in place, I closed my eyes as wave after wave washed over me anyway because of the intense pounding I was receiving. For several minutes, Ellie continued pumping the massive dildo in and out of my hole until I eventually collapsed onto the bed as the satisfaction and exhaustion finally caught up with me.

​Once she was finally finished with me, my entire body tingled, and I struggled to bring my legs together.

“Are you okay?” Ellie asked after removing the bit gag.

Nodding my head in response, I kept my eyes closed.

“Are you sure?” She asked again.

“I’m better than okay…that was the best one yet…” I responded in a breathy voice.

“Okay, because you had me nervous there for a minute…”
“It was just…a lot…that’s all.” I responded.

“You told me you could handle anything.” 
“I know, and I loved it…Thank you.” I said sincerely. “When can we do it again?”

Ellie laughed and shook her head before responding. “Well, I have two more fantasies planned, then we can try it again if you want.”

“Okay, great.”


Sissy Doll: Part 1

​On the following weekend, before our next sissy crossdressing role-play, Ellie decided to let me sleep in and start a little later that morning than we had the previous weekend. Apparently, the sissy pony role-play had taken a greater physical toll on me than I had realized, because I struggled to walk normally for several days afterward. Between the way I had been ridden so roughly and forced to walk in humiliating ways, my legs needed time to recover. Ellie made sure that, even during our next role-play, I would have plenty of time to rest.

“Good morning, my little sissy doll.” Ellie greeted. “Today, why don’t you fix yourself breakfast before showering, shaving, and putting on what I laid out for you in the bathroom.”

“Yes, mistress.” I responded while motioning a curtsy.

​Doing as I was told, I hurried downstairs to eat breakfast before returning upstairs and stepping into the bathroom. Since this was becoming my new routine on the weekends when we continued our sissy crossdressing role-plays, I wasn't surprised that another one was starting with me getting ready in the bathroom. However, as soon as I stepped inside, I couldn't help feeling surprised when the only things laid out were my small pink chastity cage, the breast-form breastplate, and a matching pair of pink panties and bra.

​After shrugging my shoulders, I stepped into the shower and washed up before shaving as instructed. Once I stepped out, I locked the chastity cage onto my privates before sliding the breast-form breastplate over my torso. With my G-cup fake breasts hanging from my chest, I fastened the pink push-up plunge bra behind me before finishing with a pair of pink bikini-cut panties.

​Stepping out of the bathroom with no makeup on and nothing but women’s underwear covering my fake breasts and chastity cage had a chilling effect. Normally, I felt like I could hide behind my clothes, makeup, and wig, allowing my male persona to disappear beneath my feminine appearance. But that wasn’t the case this time as I walked over to Ellie, who was still resting in bed.

“Is this all I was supposed to wear, mistress?” I asked.

“For now…” Ellie responded with a grin. “Today, I’m going to be dressing up my doll, and doing your makeup, and doing your hair, and if you’re lucky, I might even paint your nails…Doesn’t that sound great?”

“Uh…yes, mistress.” I responded with nervousness in my voice.

“That was actually a rhetorical question…dolls aren’t supposed to speak. Unless they say one of the three phrases that are programmed. Here, you may need to read this a few times so that you remember. I can’t have a defective doll.” Ellie informed.

​Upon being handed a piece of paper with three phrases written down, I furrowed my eyebrows as I read over each line carefully.

‘Phrase one:’ I read inside of my head, ‘Please, please, please make me look pretty. Phrase two: I just love wearing pretty dresses and high heels, they are like totally the best thing ever! Phrase three: It’s a little tight, but I just love how it makes me feel like a submissive little sissy doll.’
​As I silently read through the phrases, Ellie stepped behind me with a corset and wrapped it around my waist. Since I was so focused on the phrases I was expected to use throughout our role-play, I didn't even notice how tightly she was pulling the corset until I found myself struggling to breathe.

“Whoa, what are you…” I said before getting cut off.

“What the hell was that?!” Ellie shouted. “If you’re defective, I’m going to have to return you…”

After biting my lip, I glanced at the three phrases and tried to figure out which one I could use to convey what I wanted to say. However, nothing encapsulated my thoughts.

“Well, sissy doll. Speak,” Ellie commanded.

“It’s a little tight, but I just love how it makes me feel like a submissive little sissy doll…” I stated.

“Should I pull it tighter?” Ellie asked.

After pursing my lips, I responded, “Please, please, please make me look pretty…”
“Will do my cute little sissy doll.” Ellie said with a grin on her face.

​Once the corset was pulled as tight as possible, Ellie tied it off behind me before picking out a pair of pink tights for me to wear. While I sat down, she helped roll the tights up my legs before sliding a pair of black stiletto pumps with an ankle strap onto each foot. With a five-inch heel, I wobbled as I stood in front of her.

“What do you think of those shoes?” Ellie asked with a smile on her face, knowing what I would be required to say.

“I just love wearing pretty dresses and high heels, they are like totally the best thing ever!” I responded.

“I am going to have so much fun with this,” Ellie said with a giggle.

​After picking out a pink fit and flare dress, Ellie pulled it over my head and made sure it was sitting just right on all sides.

“You are really coming along; should we continue with your hair and makeup?” Ellie asked.

“Please, please, please make me look pretty…” I stated.

“That’s the answer I was hoping for.”

​Ellie led me to the bathroom, where she had me sit on the toilet while she put on my makeup. Taking her time, she spent nearly an hour applying the base before devoting another half hour to each eye. Although I couldn't see how it looked throughout the process, I knew she was going over the top to make me look as doll-like as possible.

“You are starting to look so beautiful, but I’m not sure if I should work on your makeup a little more. What do you think, sissy doll?” Ellie asked.

After letting out a deep exhale, I responded. “Please, please, please make me look pretty…”
“Well, if you say so…” Ellie said with a grin.

​Nearly an hour later, Ellie finally finished my makeup and turned her attention to my wig. Although I usually just threw it on my head and made sure it was secure, Ellie took far more care with it than I ever did. She spent nearly thirty minutes simply brushing it out and making sure there wasn't a single knot before running her fingers through the strands and considering which style she wanted to use.

​After experimenting with several looks and holding my hair in a variety of positions, she finally settled on something simple. Using a handful of bobby pins, Ellie pulled the long bangs behind my right ear while letting the hair along the sides fall naturally. Even though the finished style looked simple enough that it could have been done in five minutes, Ellie had spent nearly half an hour visualizing different hairstyles before deciding on the one she wanted.

​By the time Ellie had finished dressing me up and working on my appearance, it was already lunchtime.

“Okay, sissy doll. Since you’re new to this, I’ll fill you in on a few more rules. Dolls obviously shouldn’t speak unless it’s their pre-programmed phrases, but you already know that. Another rule is that dolls should not move or really do anything unless their owner tells them to. If I tell you to follow me, you will keep following me until I tell you to stop. But when I tell you to stop, you will not move until I give another order. Sounds simple enough, right?” Ellie asked.

Not knowing how to respond, I stated one of the approved phrases. “I just love wearing pretty dresses and high heels, they are like totally the best thing ever!”

“They really are…” Ellie said with a smile. “And just a couple more things. When you stand, you should stand like a doll with your back arched, your chest out, your feet together, your chin held high, your mouth slightly parted, and your arms at your sides with your palms facing the floor. You should also swing your hips with exaggerated movements to look as girly as possible. Understand, sissy doll?” Ellie asked.

“It’s a little tight, but I just love how it makes me feel like a submissive little sissy doll.” I responded.

“You do look like a submissive sissy doll…” Ellie giggled. “I think you’re going to do great. Come on, follow me, my cute little sissy doll.”


Sissy Doll: Part 2

​After following Ellie to the kitchen, I was ordered to sit still and look pretty while she fixed lunch for both of us. Since she had worked so hard on my hair and makeup, Ellie decided to make something that wouldn't be too messy for me to eat. However, she made sure to remind me to be careful not to smudge my makeup. Otherwise, there would be consequences.

​Upon finishing lunch, Ellie cleaned up the kitchen while I was ordered to stand in the corner in the doll pose. Although it did not come naturally, the corset did wonders for my posture and helped facilitate the correct standing position. With my chin up, mouth parted slightly, my eyes forward, my feet together, and my arms at my sides with my palms facing the floor, it was tiring to hold the position. But not as tiring as walking with high steps and standing on my high heels literally all day, like in the previous role-play.

​When Ellie ordered me to follow her upstairs to the bedroom, I obeyed immediately. Once she stopped beside the bed, I came to a stop in front of her as she turned to face me.

“I love your outfit, but I kind of want to see you in a few other outfits as well. What do you think, sissy doll? Would you like to have a fashion show?” Ellie asked.

“I just love wearing pretty dresses and high heels, they are like totally the best thing ever!”

“That’s the answer I was hoping for…” Ellie said with a smile. “A fashion show it is.”

After walking into the closet, Ellie began pulling out every piece of women's clothing we had collected for me over the past few weeks. Seeing everything laid out in front of me, I couldn't believe how much we had accumulated in such a short time.

“Alright, let’s begin.”

​For each outfit, Ellie had me strip down and change everything except for my corset, panties, and bra. When trying on the maid's uniform, I slipped into a fresh pair of white tights before Ellie zipped the dress up my back. However, I wasn't just trying on outfits. Ellie ordered me to step out of the room and walk back in while doing my best catwalk, as though I were a supermodel. Taking long, graceful strides, I paraded each outfit around the bedroom before placing a hand on my hip, giving a slow twirl, and stepping back out of the room. If my form wasn't up to her standards, I had to repeat it several times until I looked like a real female model.

​Over the course of a few hours, Ellie helped me try on a variety of dresses, skirts, tops, and costumes. Not a single outfit included pants, and everything was extremely feminine and girly. When we eventually made our way through every outfit in the closet, Ellie thought long and hard before putting me back into the outfit I had started the day in.

“I just love how pink and girly it looks. Don’t you think this is the one you need to wear?” Ellie asked.

“It’s a little tight, but I just love how it makes me feel like a submissive little sissy doll.”

“I love that, too.” Ellie said sweetly. “Come downstairs with me. I think it’s time to start working on dinner.”

​While Ellie prepared food in the kitchen, I was ordered to stand out of the way in the proper doll pose. Although I could watch her as she worked, standing perfectly still in the same position for nearly half an hour quickly became tiring. Even so, I knew better than to disobey her orders and risk whatever punishment she had in mind.

​After lunch, Ellie allowed me to sit and eat with her before cleaning up the kitchen, while I remained quietly at the table. Once she finished, she ordered me back to the other side of the room, where I resumed the doll pose exactly as Ellie had instructed. Although I did my best to remain perfectly still, the minutes dragged on, my shoulders stiffened, and my arms gradually began to ache from holding the same position. Nearly half an hour later, I finally gave in and stretched my arms in an attempt to relieve the discomfort. However, the instant Ellie noticed what I had done, she froze in place and stared at me.

“What the hell…I can’t believe they gave me a defective doll!” Ellie stated. “That’s it, I’m going to have to package you back up exactly how I got you and trade you in for a sissy doll that works properly. Come with me.”

Although I was nervous, I followed her up to our bedroom, where she began pulling out a series of ropes and gags.

“I hope I can remember how you were delivered? If I remember right, you could hardly move inside your packaging…” Ellie stated.

​As I stood still, Ellie took my arms and held them behind my back before wrapping rope around my wrists. After coiling it around my arms several times, she wrapped the rope back over itself to form secure rope cuffs so I couldn't slip free. Once my hands were bound together and nearly useless, Ellie continued by wrapping more rope around my torso, carefully avoiding my neck while paying special attention to accentuate my fake breasts.

​Once she finished wrapping my chest, Ellie tied it off and connected the rope around my wrists to the harness around my torso so the final knot remained out of my reach. With my hands restrained, she guided me face down onto the floor before turning her attention to my legs. After coiling another length of rope around my ankles several times, she used the same technique she had on my wrists to create matching rope cuffs for my ankles. Working her way up my legs, she wrapped the rope just above my knees before using the remaining length to connect my ankle restraints to the rope around my torso.

​Using her body weight, Ellie pushed my legs down toward my body as far as they would go before tying off the ropes and leaving me in a strict hogtie position. By the time she was finished, I could hardly move any part of my body except for my head and neck. However, that didn't last long.

​After placing a large gag into my mouth and fastening it behind my head, she slipped a blindfold over my eyes before using one final length of rope to connect the gag to my ankle restraints. The final piece of bondage held my head back, leaving almost my entire body immobilized. It was by far the most submissive I had ever felt while restrained, and I struggled to do little more than moan or whine.

“Oh, I almost forgot the last part of your packaging.” Ellie stated.

Stepping over to the bathroom, she pulled out a few items before kneeling next to my backside.

​After lifting my dress and pulling down my undergarments, Ellie began by squirting lube onto my opening and spreading it with her fingers. With rubber gloves covering her hands, she continued to tease my opening until it relaxed enough to accept her finger, which slid inside with ease. Once she worked a second and third finger into me, I instinctively tried to squirm against my restraints, but they held me firmly in place.

​Having fingered me to her satisfaction for nearly fifteen minutes, Ellie lubed up the vibrating plug before forcing it inside of my hole. With the curved design and unique shape of the plug, I let out soft whimpers as it filled my hole and stretched me out on its way in. While wiggling my butt back and forth, I could feel Ellie continue pushing until the base met my opening and it could not possibly go any farther. Satisfied, she gave me a slap on the butt cheek before pulling my panties and tights back into place to hold the plug securely inside of me.

​Once Ellie removed the gloves and cleaned her hands, she returned and began cycling through the settings on my plug until it was vibrating and wiggling at its highest intensity. Although I was bound, crossdressed, and made up in a way that was both exhilarating and arousing, I ran into the same problem that had prevented me from reaching an orgasm during each of our role-plays. With the chastity cage locked onto my privates, I was brought right to the edge without ever being able to reach a full-blown orgasm.


Sissy Doll: Part 3

​Over the next hour, Ellie left me bound, gagged, blindfolded, and plugged. Although she periodically adjusted the settings on the vibrating plug and occasionally caressed different parts of my body, I remained trapped in the ropes that held me in a strict hogtie. Despite getting a break from walking and standing in my high heels, this was beginning to take a different kind of physical toll on me. When Ellie announced that "they" had arrived to pick me up, I became both nervous and excited because I had no idea what she meant.

“They just want to check you over and see if they can reset your settings before taking you back,” Ellie explained. “I guess that means they might have to stick something pretty deep into one of your holes. I don't know. I'm leaving to shop for a new doll, so... good luck!”

​As soon as I heard Ellie step out of the room, I wiggled and pulled against my restraints, nervous with anticipation. The moment the sound of heavy footsteps began climbing the stairs and drawing closer, I froze in place as a pit formed in my stomach.

‘She would not send some random person in here…would she?’ I thought to myself. ‘That would be crazy…’

When I felt a phallic-shaped object poke my nose and begin prodding my lips, I couldn't help but quiver. Although it felt like a dildo, I couldn't be sure with the blindfold over my eyes.

​As I felt the gag being released from behind my head, I nearly screamed upon hearing a deep voice speak to me.

“Open wide, sweetheart.”

Before I could even react, the rod was shoved into my mouth and forced down my throat. My gag reflex immediately took over, and I couldn't help coughing and choking as it worked its way deeper and deeper.

​Although I was still confused about what was happening, I could feel in my mouth that it was clearly a dildo that I was sucking on. There was no warm flesh, and there was no way that the real thing could move back and forth so fast. But whose voice did I hear?

“That feels so nice, I think I might just explode right now. Would you like to taste my salty fluid?” The mysterious voice asked.

When the rod was pulled from my lips, I remained speechless.

“Maybe this thing is broken?” The voice stated. “Let’s try the other end. Maybe that’ll fix you…”

​As my dress was lifted and my undergarments were pulled down, I tensed with both fear and anticipation. The touch seemed strangely familiar, but combined with the mysterious voice and the blindfold covering my eyes, it sent confusing thoughts racing through my mind. Once my bottom was exposed, the vibrating plug was yanked free before the same dildo that had just touched the back of my throat was driven roughly inside me. Unable to help myself, I let out a squeal followed by a series of soft whines as it forced its way deeper.

“You like that?” The voice asked.

Realizing that this had to be Ellie, I continued to stay in character. “It’s a little tight, but I just love how it makes me feel like a submissive little sissy doll.”

Apparently satisfied with my response, she quickened her pace and drove the dildo in and out of me with increasing intensity. Within just a few minutes, my body felt almost paralyzed from the overwhelming stimulation.

​With my body restrained and a blindfold covering my eyes, it felt as though all of my senses had dulled, except for what was happening behind me. It was the only thing I could focus on, and the only thing I wanted to focus on, as I edged closer and closer to an orgasm from the anal stimulation alone. Although the chastity cage felt like it was preventing me from finally slipping over the edge and finding a release, Ellie seemed determined to force a sissygasm out of me.

​After maintaining her rhythm and pegging me harder than I had ever experienced for close to thirty minutes, Ellie eventually pulled out the vibrator and brought it close to my caged penis. Even though I was lying face down, she managed to pull the chastity cage beneath me and press the vibrator against it without letting up her relentless pace. The moment the vibrator touched my cage, tingles shot up my spine, and the hairs on the back of my neck stood on end.

​With only the slightest stimulation to my privates, even through the chastity cage, I began leaking almost immediately. However, the moment Ellie noticed the first drops of pre-cum, she pulled the vibrator away.

“You are going to sissygasm like a true doll…”

While moaning and whining in response to being teased, I could feel a slap on my butt cheek.

“Speak, sissy doll!”

“It’s a little tight, but I just love how it makes me feel like a submissive little sissy doll.” I said in a high, breathy voice.

“That’s a good sissy doll. Have you been enjoying yourself?”

“I just love wearing pretty dresses and high heels, they are like totally the best thing ever!” I squealed.

“Should I keep fucking you until you cum like a real sissy doll?”

“Please…please…please…make me…look pretty.” I said between heavy breaths.

“Very good, sissy doll.”

​Setting the vibrator aside, Ellie continued pumping the dildo in and out of my hole using a variety of rhythms and intensities. After gradually increasing her pace over the course of a few minutes, she would suddenly slow down and switch to slow, powerful thrusts. A few times, she unexpectedly slammed the dildo into my rear end before changing to yet another rhythm. It felt like I was constantly left guessing as she used my moans and whines to judge how close I was to cumming.

​Since we had already role-played a variety of themes where I had been pegged by Ellie week after week, she had learned through open and honest communication that when my moans became faster and higher-pitched, I was nearing a release. But when I remained quiet or my moans stayed soft, she knew I wasn't quite there yet. By listening carefully to my body, Ellie found my special spot and kept hitting it until I was squealing uncontrollably. Determined not to let the moment slip away, she pressed the vibrator against my chastity cage for no more than five seconds before a rush of fluid escaped.

​When the moment finally arrived and Ellie pulled the vibrator away, I didn't even realize that cum was leaking from my cage. My body was so overstimulated with tingling sensations coursing through my body that several squirts escaped uncontrollably while sensual moans spilled from my lips like a whore being mounted. Trapped in a perpetual state of arousal and desperately longing for more, I could only endure as Ellie continued pumping the dildo in and out of me for several minutes after the orgasm began.

​With my entire body tensed, I pulled against my restraints with all my strength as Ellie gradually slowed her movements to a stop, leaving the dildo buried deep inside me.

“Wow…that was…something…” Ellie commented. “It really seems like you’re finished now, right?”
“I…I don’t know if I can handle anymore…” I responded. “But it feels so good…”

“We should probably just finish then…unless you want me to go a little more?”

With a smile on my face, I responded. “It’s a little tight, but I just love how it makes me feel like a submissive little sissy doll.”

After letting out a laugh, Ellie shook her head. “Are you serious? I don’t want to hurt you?”

“Please…please…please…make me…look pretty.”

“It looked like you went twice already; you usually can’t go more than once in a night. Did it not feel like you went? I have no idea how that works when you orgasm like this…” Ellie stated.

“I just love wearing high heels, they are like totally the best thing ever!” I said.

“Okay, sissy doll. Let’s test you out a little longer and make sure you aren’t defective…” Ellie responded.

“Can I just ask you one thing? How did you make your voice sound like that?” I questioned.

“I used a voice changer and some recordings. It was pretty convincing, wasn't it?”

“Very…”
Using the voice changer again, she spoke. “I guess this doll really is defective. I need to find the factory reset button inside her so she can be given to someone else…Buckle up, sissy doll. It might be awhile before I find your button…It’s usually pretty deep in there.”

“Please…please…please…” I said before being cut off by the gag being placed back into my mouth.

“That’s enough…I don’t want to hear another peep until you are completely reset…”


Sissy Slut: Part 1

​After the sissy doll crossdressing role-play, I felt like I had accomplished something special by taking another step closer to achieving a true sissygasm. Although Ellie still had to help me along with the vibrator, she used it far less than during our previous role-plays, when I had felt almost completely dependent on it to reach an orgasm. During our last session, it seemed as though a switch had flipped in my brain, allowing my focus to remain on being pegged instead of stimulating my member. However, while discussing the sissy doll role-play and deciding on the next theme for the following weekend, we both agreed that it was time to try something new.

​Throughout the entire week leading up to the next role-play, I was kept locked in the chastity cage semi-permanently. Even though Ellie let me take it off for showers and at night to prevent any damage from nighttime erections, every other moment of the 24 hour day was filled with full-time chastity cage wear from the moment I woke up to the moment I went to bed. By the time the next weekend came and I awoke for the final crossdressing role-play theme, I felt more desperate and ready to receive than any other time in my life.

​Upon waking on Saturday morning, Ellie ordered me to eat a quick breakfast before showering and getting dressed in the bathroom. After doing as I was told, I changed into the outfit she had laid out for me. Beginning with the most important accessory, I locked the chastity cage back onto my privates before slipping the breast-form breastplate over my head and fitting it snugly around my torso.

​Once I was wearing a matching pair of black lacy panties and a push-up bra, I stepped out of the bathroom to find Ellie holding my corset. Although I could put it on by myself, Ellie was able to tighten and cinch it far more than I ever could on my own. With my arms raised above my head, I could feel my waist being pulled in dramatically as she used all her strength to tighten the laces. 

​After being helped into a pair of black opaque tights and a pair of five-inch stiletto high heels, Ellie handed me a short red flare-out skirt and a long-sleeved bodysuit top. Once I was dressed in the outfit that she had picked out, Ellie ordered me to do my own makeup and hair before coming to find her.

“Yes, mistress.” I responded.

“And remember, you little sissy slut, when you step out of that bathroom there is only one thing on your mind…And you want that thing to fill every one of your holes as much as I allow. Got it?”

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

“And don’t forget to talk like a sissy whore.” Ellie informed. “Your sentences should sound something like this…I am like…such a little sissy slut. I totally love riding cock and putting it in my mouth, and like, totally choking on it. Like, the bigger the better. And when it like, totally explodes in my mouth, it’s like, soooo good.”

Looking at Ellie with a surprised expression, I responded while trying to follow what she had ordered.

“Like, totally, mistress.” I said in my best feminine, breathy voice.

“Good, sissy. Now go on.”
​After stepping into the bathroom, I spent nearly an hour working on my makeup to make it dark, heavy, and sensual so that it captured the look of a sissy slut. Once I was satisfied with my flawless base, dark eye makeup, and bright lipstick, I put on my wig and secured it with bobby pins so it wouldn't get in the way if I needed to give Ellie a blowjob. Looking at my reflection and seeing a beautiful, feminine sissy who looked completely convincing, I stepped out of the bathroom and began searching for Ellie on the main floor. When I found her lounging on the couch, my eyes immediately locked onto the strap-on protruding from her waist.

​While wearing a shiny black catsuit with a corset and thigh-high stiletto boots, Ellie looked absolutely stunning. I couldn't help adjusting the chastity cage beneath my panties as it grew uncomfortably tight at the sight of my beautiful and commanding mistress. With her figure accentuated by the outfit, I strolled over to her and knelt between her legs before looking up into her eyes with my head just inches from the strap-on.

“It’s like, so long and hard. I would totally love to suck on it until you explode in my mouth.” I said in my best sissy slut voice.

“I don’t know if I’m in the mood…” Ellie responded while gripping the dildo in one hand. “I’m a little tired…”

“Please, please, please, mistress. I’ll be so good for you and do whatever you want. I just have to have it in my mouth right now…” I responded.

“Don’t be too pushy, you little sissy slut…” Ellie said with a stern look. “But since you asked so nicely, I’ll let you suck me off.”

​After being given permission, I pulled my wig hair back before leaning forward and running my tongue along the length of the dildo. Making sure to maintain eye contact the entire time, I batted my eyelashes before wrapping my lips around the tip and gently sucking on it. As I worked my way farther down the shaft, Ellie rested both hands on the back of my head and steadily guided me deeper until my gag reflex began to act up.

“That’s so pathetic…” Ellie commented. “With that makeup and outfit, you shouldn’t make a noise until my cock reaches your stomach.”

Pulling away for a moment, I responded. “I’m like, so sorry, mistress…I’m still a little new to this…”
“That’s no excuse for a sissy slut. Now you begged for this, so take it like a woman!” Ellie said aggressively.

“Yes, Mis…” before I could finish my short sentence, Ellie gripped my head and pushed it down toward the dildo which filled my mouth.

​Despite my eyes watering and my gag reflex acting up, Ellie held my head firmly and continued guiding me deeper until I couldn't go any farther. After easing me back until only the tip remained between my lips, she guided me forward again as far as I could manage. Over the course of the next fifteen minutes, Ellie continued pushing my limits until I was able to take much more of the shaft than when we first began.

“That was just pathetic, you stupid little sissy slut.” Ellie commented. “And your makeup looks like you just worked a full day as a whore. Go fix it upstairs and come back down here. Maybe you can get me off by sitting on it.”

“Yes, mistress.” I responded before giving a curtsy and scurrying away.


Sissy Slut: Part 2

​As I looked over my face in the mirror, I couldn't believe how one simple blowjob had ruined both my eye makeup and lipstick. With the way my eyes had watered and my lips had rubbed against the length of Ellie's strap-on, I resembled a clown more than a sissy slut. Determined to fix the damage, I cleaned away the smudged makeup before reapplying my eyeliner, eyeshadow, mascara, lip liner, and lip stain until my face looked flawless once again. After giving myself one last look in the mirror, I blew myself a kiss before strolling back downstairs to find Ellie.

​When I walked over to the couch, where Ellie was still seated, I took a seat next to her and curled up at her side. Reaching down to her strap-on, I slowly began to stroke and caress it while we watched a TV show together. Despite the show being funny and engaging, I continued to glance down at the dildo and bat my eyelashes at Ellie in hopes that we could pick up where we had left off. Nearly half an hour later, she granted my wish.

“Should we try this again?” Ellie asked.

“Like, please, mistress.” I responded in my sissy-slut voice.

“I don’t want you making a fool of yourself again, so go upstairs and make sure you are warmed up before you sit on my cock. Understand, sissy?”

“Yes, mistress. Thank you, mistress.”

​After hurrying upstairs, I stepped into the bathroom where I pulled out the supplies needed to stretch out my hole. Once a glove was on my hand with lube lathered on it, I began prodding my hole until I was able to fit two fingers inside. Despite having been ridden hard at least once a week for the last few weeks, it still felt a little tight. However, after fifteen minutes of concentrated effort, my hole was feeling ready to receive once again.

​With my bottom warmed up and well lubricated, I made my way back downstairs to where Ellie was waiting. After kneeling beside her and handing her a studded condom, I waited quietly for permission to begin.

“A condom?” Ellie asked. “Are you worried you’ll get pregnant?”

“It could like, totally ruin my career.” I responded.

Ellie rolled her eyes and shook her head in response. “Fine, put it on.”

​While Ellie leaned back with her hands behind her head and her eyes closed, I carefully rolled the condom down her shaft. Once it was fitted properly, I stood in front of her before lowering my tights and underwear just enough to expose myself. However, I left my dress alone and made sure the front of my tights and underwear covered my chastity cage so that I wouldn't make a mess if I leaked.

​As I lowered myself onto the dildo protruding from Ellie’s middle, my mouth dropped wide open as it entered me. Despite warming myself up, the tip was much bigger than my two fingers and filled me in a way that was difficult to replicate on my own. Feeling inch after inch slide past my opening, I slowly lowered myself until the pressure became too much to bear. When Ellie noticed there was still space between my body and her crotch, she grabbed my hips and gently pulled me the rest of the way down.

“You said you wouldn’t disappoint me again, you stupid sissy slut.” Ellie commented. “Now bounce up and down on it like it’s a pogo stick.”

“Yes, mistress.” I responded in a high-pitched voice.

​Doing as I was told, I began bouncing up and down while Ellie held onto my hips. Rising as high as I could while leaving only the tip inserted, I did my best to work the full length in and out of me repeatedly. As expected, my arousal began building almost immediately, and I could feel a familiar pressure steadily growing deep within.

​Although I had been locked in chastity for most of the week and felt more pent up than ever, reaching an orgasm still wasn't easy. Even with a week's worth of cum built up, I couldn't manage to climax after twenty minutes of riding Ellie's strap-on. However, that didn't seem to bother Ellie in the slightest. I couldn't tell whether she was simply acting or if she had really reached an orgasm while pegging me, but hearing her grunt and moan with pleasure gave me the determination to keep bouncing up and down on her shaft until she was satisfied.

“That’s it, you little bitch. Keep going…” Ellie commented. “You’re such a little slut, you know just how to get me off!”

“Like, thank you, mistress…” I said before getting cut off.

“Shut up, you stupid little whore.”

“Sorry, mistress.” I responded meekly.

“You sound so much better when you have a cock in your mouth. I bet you wish I would just cum already and fill your insides.”

Unsure of what to say, I kept silent.

“Ah, ah, ah, here it comes, sissy slut…I’m…about to cum…in your tight little pussy…”

“Like, yes, mistress!”

“AH…AH…YES! YES! Fuck yes!” Ellie shouted. “Take it like the little whore you are!”

​As Ellie gave her final few hard thrusts against my backside while I continued bouncing up and down, I gradually slowed my movements with hers. Although I was still teetering on the edge, I felt proud of the performance I had put on and that Ellie seemed satisfied with me, at least for the time being. When she finally slapped my butt cheek, I jumped up before quickly pulling up my underwear and straightening my dress.

“Go clean yourself up. I need some time to rest.” 
“Like totally, mistress.” I said before curtsying.


Sissy Slut: Part 3

​Following Ellie's command after she had ravaged my bottom, I cleaned myself up and changed my tights and underwear because of how messy they had become. After strolling back downstairs to where Ellie was sitting, I knelt in front of her and asked if I could clean her strap-on. Once she gave me permission, I removed the condom, cleaned off the dildo, and relaxed beside her.

​Throughout the afternoon, we relaxed, watched movies, and enjoyed ourselves while remaining in character. Ellie stayed aggressive and dominant while my attention kept drifting back to her strap-on. Although she allowed me to suck her dildo and ride it several more times throughout the day, I still couldn’t manage to climax from anal stimulation alone. Frustrated that I was having so much trouble achieving my first real sissygasm, I became increasingly obsessed with finally slipping over the edge without paying any attention to the appendage locked between my legs.

​Later that evening, after being ridden close to a dozen times in nearly every room of our home, Ellie led me upstairs to our bedroom. Although she had already pegged me repeatedly and humped me all afternoon until I was squealing, she seemed determined to take things a step further and help me finally achieve a sissygasm. With determination in her eyes, she ordered me to lie face down on the bed before gathering a set of ropes and gags.

​Forcing my hands behind my back, Ellie began by wrapping the rope around my wrists several times before weaving it back over itself to form a pair of rope cuffs. Once my wrists were secured, she wrapped another length of rope around my arms just above my elbows and tied the knot well out of my reach. With my arms restrained, she used the same technique to bind my legs together at the ankles and just above my knees. Once my limbs were completely immobilized, she brought a new type of gag toward my mouth that made me squirm.

“Don’t make me force it in…” Ellie stated.

Opening my mouth reluctantly, I allowed Ellie to stuff the penis gag into my mouth. As she pushed it farther inside, I was surprised by how long the attached rod was.

​Once the penis gag was fully inserted and secured with a buckle behind my head, it nearly reached the back of my throat and immediately triggered my gag reflex. Seeing how uncomfortable it made me, Ellie smiled before gently pinching my cheek.

“Maybe after some time with that thing, you won’t be so sensitive when I fuck your mouth.”

​After tying a blindfold around my eyes so that I couldn't see anything, Ellie grabbed a pair of noise-canceling headphones and placed them over my ears.

“Enjoy yourself, little sissy slut. I want you to be in a world of your own when I hump your brains out.”

As I let out a soft moan, the noise-canceling headphones powered on and drowned out every other sound.

​While listening to a sissy hypnosis video that Ellie must have found to reinforce my submissiveness and femininity, I struggled against my restraints and squirmed. But the moment Ellie knelt over me and lifted my dress, I stopped resisting altogether. Feeling her pull down my undergarments, I froze in place with paralyzing anticipation.

​Despite having been ridden several times throughout the day, Ellie took great care to warm me up again. After squirting lube onto my opening, she gently prodded me with her finger and slowly caressed my opening. With the blindfold covering my eyes, the headphones filling my ears with sissy hypnosis, and my limbs bound, her touch transported me to an entirely different world.

​Unable to speak or even think, I did my best to relax as she had her way with me while the sissy hypnosis continued playing in my ears. As the soothing voice whispered constant reminders of femininity and submission, it felt like Ellie's every touch reinforced the messages echoing through my mind. Once she decided that I was sufficiently warmed up, she pulled out and placed another studded condom onto her strap-on. As I felt her place her body on top of mine and align the dildo with my hole, I braced myself for her entrance.

​When I felt her tip pop inside of my opening, I let out a long exhale and moan that I couldn’t even hear because of the penis gag filling my mouth and the sissy hypnosis playing through my headphones. As she drove the dildo deeper inside me, I did my best to relax my muscles and accept everything she was doing with her body weight resting across my back. The words echoing through my headphones gradually invaded my thoughts until they drowned out everything else, making it easier and easier to give myself completely to Ellie. Completely immersed in a submissive mindset, I knew she was in complete control of every one of my senses.

​When Ellie began to rock her hips and hump my backside with greater intensity, I couldn’t help feeling gratitude for everything she had done for me. Not only during this role-play, but for the last several weeks. She had been more understanding than anyone I had ever known and showed genuine care, love, and compassion by taking this journey with me. By remaining open-minded and maintaining open communication, she helped me realize what I wanted and what was truly unrealistic in the sissy crossdressing stories that we had read together. Although I still enjoyed those stories, there was something truly special about living out my fantasy with the person I loved most in the world.

​Perhaps it was the feelings of love and compassion that pushed me over the edge, or possibly the fact that I had been locked in chastity for a week, but Ellie finally helped me achieve my first true sissygasm after nearly an hour of pegging. Wrapped in her warm embrace with her hands cupping my chest, her body pressed against mine, and her strap-on being driven all the way in and out of my hole repeatedly, I had finally reached the moment I had been chasing for weeks. When the warm fluid seeped from my chastity cage into my panties, I couldn’t help feeling thankful for the incredible woman I loved. Even after my climax, she continued holding me close and slowly rocking her hips for several more minutes, and every gentle movement reminded me just how deeply she cared.

​When she finally pulled out, removed my blindfold, took off my headphones, and unbuckled the gag, I looked at her with a smile on my face.

“You did it! You finally sissygasmed, you little sissy slut!” Ellie exclaimed.

“I can’t even put into words how amazing that was…I love you.” I said affectionately.

“I love you, too,” Ellie replied before leaning down to kiss me on the lips. “Do you want to keep going?”

“You've already done so much for me. Right now, I just want to make you happy and do whatever you want.”

“Well, in that case…” Ellie said, pressing a finger gently against my lips. “I could use a little more of a workout.”

​After grabbing the gag, Ellie stuffed it back into my mouth and buckled it tightly behind my head. Once the blindfold was back over my eyes and the headphones were in place again, she leaned close and whispered into my ear before starting the hypnosis.

“Don't worry, I'm going to finger you for a while before humping your brains out.”

With the sissy hypnosis playing again in my ears, Ellie had her way with me and squeezed every bit of arousal out of my caged penis, which was not unlocked until deep in the night when we finally finished. As I lay there with both ends filled, I focused all my love and attention on the one who made my fantasies a reality.


Thank you so much for reading!

I hope you enjoyed this story as much as I enjoyed writing it. Whether this was your first book of mine or you've been following along for a while, I'm incredibly grateful that you chose to spend your time with one of my stories.

If you enjoyed this book, the best way you can support my work is by leaving a review on Amazon. Even a short review makes a tremendous difference, helping other readers discover my books and encouraging me to keep writing new stories like this one.

If you'd like to stay up to date on future releases, be sure to follow me on Amazon and on Instagram at jane_doe_feminization_author.

Thank you again for your support, and I hope to see you again in my next story.

— Jane Doe


Books By This Author

A Submissive Sissy Crossdresser’s Dream Weekend

Do you wish you had a dominant and loving mistress who would indulge your sissy fantasies over an entire weekend? 

In ‘A Submissive Sissy Crossdresser’s Dream Weekend’, we meet a secretive crossdresser named Luke, who is married to an attractive and loving woman named Ella. The young couple has role-played dozens of sissy fantasies a countless number of times throughout their relationship. However, their role-plays have never lasted more than a single day. Feeling daring and adventurous, Luke asks his wife about extending a role-play over an entire weekend, and she happily agrees under one condition. If he breaks character before she does, he must bring her a specialty coffee every morning for one whole week. 
	Before their weekend-long role-play begins, Luke rushes home after work and starts getting ready. Once he has showered and shaved, he begins by locking himself in chastity and setting out the key for his mistress. After fitting himself into a realistic set of G cup breast forms, Luke dresses himself in a pair of bikini cut panties, a balconette bra, a little black dress that accentuates his curves, a pair of opaque black tights, and 4.7 inch high heel pumps with an ankle strap. To complete his feminine appearance, he continues by putting on a full face of makeup and fitting a dirty blonde wig atop his head. As the final part of his transformation from man to sissy, he buckles a pink collar around his neck with the words ‘sissy slut’ spelled out in bedazzled silver letters on the front. While he waits for his mistress to arrive home and begin their exhilarating weekend, he holds the key to his chastity cage and a leash for his collar in his hands.
	When Ella arrives home, she jumps straight into their role-play and snatches the items from her sissy’s hands. After inspecting her sissy to make sure he is looking feminine and submissive, she leads him to their bedroom where the fun begins. Over the course of the weekend, Ella keeps her sissy busy by having him bring her drinks, make her meals, and wait on her every need. To keep her sissy on his heels, she puts sissy Lucy through high heels training and ties him up for hours at a time. When her sissy misbehaves or fails a challenge, Ella punishes her sissy in creative ways to make him more submissive to her will. From having to curtsy in a particular way repeatedly to being forced to pay for mistress Ella’s nail appointments, sissy Lucy will learn to be entirely submissive to his mistress. Enjoy this romantic, erotic, and heart-warming story that explores submissive sissy role-playing in a loving and understanding relationship. 

Walk Like A Sissy

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

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

It’s Hard Being a Sissy Housewife

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

Forced Feminization: A Gradual Feminization Story


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

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

Maid to be Mine

Have you ever fantasized about surrendering control to a powerful woman?
What if your relationship evolved into something far more structured… and far more revealing?
Maid to Be Mine explores the sissy maid lifestyle through the eyes of a woman encountering it for the very first time. When her boyfriend loses his job and moves into her apartment to save money, she expects partnership—not chaos. Dirty dishes pile up, the bed goes unmade, and the apartment falls into disarray. Something has to change.
During a conversation about responsibilities, her boyfriend admits a long-held fantasy: becoming a sissy maid who cooks, cleans, and serves a dominating mistress. Initially unfamiliar with the world of sissies and female-led relationships, she begins researching and reading firsthand accounts online. What starts as curiosity quickly becomes intrigue.
Deciding to explore this new dynamic, she sets clear rules and expectations. Boundaries are established, appearances are transformed, and traditional roles are dismantled. As her control deepens, she discovers just how much structure, attention, and discipline her sissy maid requires to truly thrive in his role.
As their arrangement grows more confident, the lifestyle expands beyond the apartment—and even into her social circle—revealing just how consuming and demanding dominance can be for both mistress and maid.
Maid to Be Mine is an erotic exploration of power exchange, transformation, and the intensity of a relationship built on control, devotion, and carefully enforced rules.

My Sissy Surprise


Have you ever thought about surprising the love of your life with your sissy crossdressing secret? Have you ever fantasized about crossdressing, doing your makeup, and tying yourself up while you wait for your significant other to return?

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

Crossdressed and Feminized By a Lesbian Couple

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

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

Sissy Blackmail is the Worst!


Behind closed doors, Devon has a secret.
By day, he is a successful engineer with a beautiful wife, a respectable career, and the image of the perfect husband. But late at night, hidden behind locked doors and buried suitcases, he transforms into the fantasy he has spent years denying. A feminized little sissy maid dressed in lace, stockings, towering heels, and humiliatingly pretty uniforms designed to make him feel weak, helpless... and desired.
He always believed it was just a private fantasy.
Until someone finds out.
What begins as anonymous phone calls and threatening messages quickly spirals into every crossdresser's worst nightmare: exposure. The mysterious blackmailer seems to know everything. Devon's secret wardrobe, his online fantasies, even the intimate rituals he thought nobody would ever discover.
What they want from him is something Devon never could have anticipated.
Forced into skimpy maid uniforms, locked into chastity, and bound in restrictive serving chains that reduce his movements to tiny, submissive steps, Devon is dragged deeper and deeper into the life he secretly craves and publicly fears. Every humiliating command strips away another layer of masculinity as he is transformed from a respected husband into a helpless little sissy maid who exists only to serve and remain obedient.
And the worst part?
A twisted part of him loves it.
The chains. The collars. The degradation. The helplessness of kneeling in five-inch heels while completely at the mercy of those who now control his life. Every punishment, every humiliating task, every moment spent gagged, leashed, or displayed pushes Devon closer to becoming exactly what he has always fantasized about being.
But as the blackmail intensifies and his old life begins disappearing piece by piece, Devon realizes this is far more personal than he ever imagined.
Someone is not just exposing his fantasy.
Someone is determined to make him live it.
And by the time Devon discovers who has truly been pulling the strings all along...
...it may already be too late for him to escape the beautiful prison built around him.

The Queen of Sissy Hypnosis

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

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

The Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization

Do you wish that you could be sent to a sissy school where you are feminized to the point of being unrecognizable as a man? Would you like to be trained not only on how you should present yourself like a sissy, but on how to think like a feminized submissive?

In “The Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization”, we experience the sissy school through the eyes of a young man who was tricked into attending. After a fight with his wife that pushes their relationship to a breaking point, Christopher is sent to the sissy school under the guise of it being a self-help retreat. Upon arriving, Christopher is in for a rude awakening when his suitcase goes missing with all of his clothes and supplies.
	As he is shown his room, he finds that everything in it is extremely feminine and colored a shade of pink. From his furry pink bed to the walls and floors, he is surrounded by femininity at all times while at the sissy school. When he opens up his closet, he is shocked to discover a wardrobe full of pink frilly maid’s uniforms, matching pink sets of bras and panties, pink tights, and pink high-heel stilettos with every heel being at four inches in height. However, the most troubling part is that everything is in his exact size.
	When his clothes become dirty and he is required to shower, he finds that the last of his male clothes go missing and he is left with no other choice but to clothe himself in the sissy school uniform. As he begins his descent into submissiveness and femininity, he begins to learn how to perform household chores, walk like a proper sissy in high heels, and curtsy with grace. As weeks turn into months, Christopher writes letters to his wife where he begs her to pick him up or send a ride because he doesn’t have his phone, wallet, or any form of transportation from the sissy school, which is in a desolate location. Although he is not locked inside the school, he feels trapped by his outfit and the fact that the school is fifty miles from the nearest town.
	As months continue to pass, Christopher is slowly molded into a sissy by being forced to shave his body clean every morning, do his own makeup, style his hair which has been dyed bleach blonde with extensions, and wear a chastity cage that is replaced whenever it is too loose. To instill a sense of submissiveness, he is punished by having his hands cuffed behind him so that he must ask before using the toilet, enjoying a meal, or completing any other mundane task that would be simple if his hands were free. After several months of changes being thrust upon him, his wife orders sissy Chrissy to go in for a breast augmentation to complete his transformation.
	By the time sissy Chrissy is allowed to come home, not one shred of his masculinity is left, and he can never look at himself as a man ever again. His wife, Mistress Rebecca, is quite pleased with her new and improved sissy companion when her finished product arrives home from the Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization in a full sissy maid uniform. Enjoy this journey that is told through letters written by a sissy who is being slowly molded and forcibly transformed into a dainty, feminized, and wholly submissive sissy who is eager to please and serve.

The Sissy Secretary

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

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

Sissy Maid Services Co.

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

Trained To Be A Sissy Pony

Have you ever fantasized about becoming a sissy pony? Do you wish that you could be dressed in a latex bodysuit, corset, pony boots, chastity cage, pony tail plug, and bit gag?

‘Trained to be a Sissy Pony’ puts you inside the heels of a man who is thrust into a part of the BDSM world he never knew existed. After being forcibly taken to a property where the owners are professional sissy pony trainers, he is given the full treatment and made to live as a full-time sissy pony. While dressed in a full body latex bodysuit, bone crushing under bust corset, heelless high heel boots that resemble pony legs, and hoof gloves, he is bound in a way that does not allow any mobility of his arms. He is completely helpless as he is forced to wear a chastity cage and a pony tail plug that dangles behind him. As he is trying to cope with the overwhelming nature of his new outfit, he is trained how to walk and act like a proper sissy pony should. His new owners groom him and paint him with makeup before presenting him to the whole world on a live video stream. Every part of his ego is torn to shreds, as he is forced to embody a sissy pony and start thinking of himself as such. Enjoy this steamy fantasy that puts you in the mind of a sissy pony who learns what it means to be ridden long and hard.

Trained To Be A Sissy Pony,  Too

Have you ever fantasized about exploring the lifestyle of a sissy pony? Do you wish that someone would dress you up in a pony bodysuit and train you how to walk, act, and present yourself as a sissy pony?

In “Trained to be a Sissy Pony, Too”, we follow a young man named Jerry, who experiences a dramatic and sudden transformation from man to sissy pony. As he is reluctantly dressed in a shiny black pony bodysuit with built-in heelless high heel boots that resemble the legs of a pony, he is shocked to discover how the outfit molds his body and gives him the illusion of feminine curves. To complete his outfit, he is fitted with a hood that is fashioned with pony ears and a mane. While he is being dressed by the pony trainer, his arms are bound behind him and tucked into the sissy pony bodysuit. Once he is fully dressed with a collar locked around his neck and a bit gag propping open his mouth, he realizes that it will be impossible to escape without the help of the pony trainer. To solidify his status as a sissy pony, he is forced to wear a chastity cage as well as a pony tail plug that dangles behind him. Just when he feels like he can’t take anymore, he is painted with a full face of makeup, which gives him a provocative and alluring look. After being confined in the stall of a barn, he discovers that he is not the only pony person under the control of his new trainers. Along with a second sissy pony, who is dressed identically to him, there is also a stallion who is not inhibited by a chastity cage. When the stallion takes a liking to him, Jerry must learn to accept his place among the pony persons. As the trainers break Jerry and cement his new identity as Jasmine, he is trained how to walk, act, and think like a sissy pony. With cameras setup around the barn streaming his every movement live to thousands of viewers, he has trouble processing his new daily routine that involves a milking station. This steamy and erotic story will keep you on the edge as you experience the sissy pony lifestyle through the eyes of a reluctant sissy.

The Sissy Doll Factory

Do you wish that you could experience life as a sissy doll? Do you like the idea of being stuffed into a constricting bodysuit while at the mercy of your owner?

In “The Sissy Doll Factory”, we follow a crossdresser in his mid twenties who has decided to take a weekend trip to a city known for being accepting of the LGBTQ+ community. While driving down the highway late at night, he pulls off to a rest stop and hurries inside to use the facilities. As he is scampering back to his vehicle in a hazy rain, the young man can sense that he is being followed. Before he can enter his car, two large men kidnap the thin-framed crossdresser and carry him to the back of a van. Once the young man is tied up and gagged, he is brought to the sissy doll factory where they inspect his body and make plans for an operation. After being surgically altered, he wakes up in a constricting doll bodysuit that covers him from head to heels. With no openings for his eyes in the bodysuit, he feels around his body to find that he has been given a set of DD cup boobs. His hands are kept balled up in fists beneath the tight, rubbery material, while his feet are laced into ballet boots that make it nearly impossible to walk. With a strange tube-like object stuck between his lips, he realizes that his mouth is stuck wide open and ready to receive. Feeling around his middle, he finds that his member has been stuffed into a tube that prevents him from growing. Upon meeting his new caretaker, he is informed of the rules that he must follow as a sissy doll. He must follow every command given to him, he must always be ready and eager for lovemaking, he must not attempt to remove any part of his bodysuit, and he must not make a mess or be a burden. As the sissy doll struggles to cope with his new reality, he finds himself being punished while his personal trainer, Jamal, fills him daily. Experience the transformation of this young man from a curious crossdresser to a sissy doll eager to serve.

Returned To The Sissy Doll Factory


Are you curious about what it’s like to be a sissy doll? Do you want to be stuffed into a constricting suit, dressed up in extravagant outfits, and displayed as a sissy doll for everyone to look at?

In ‘Returned To The Sissy Doll Factory’, we follow a young man who has already been sent to the Sissy Doll Factory and experienced a full altercation of his body and mind. After having been sold to a man who goes by the name Mr. Bull, the sissy doll begins to long for a return to his life that he had been ripped away from. When an opportunity presents itself to escape, the sissy doll attempts to flee from their owner. Unfortunately for the sissy doll, they are captured and deemed defective for not remaining submissive and compliant. After being sent back to the Sissy Doll Factory to be repurposed as a display doll, they are given another set of surgeries where their bust is enhanced to G cup boobs and a new doll bodysuit limits their movements even further than before. As they are trained as a display doll, they are dressed in feminine outfits each day while forced to stand in outrageously high heels. Because of a device that has been installed in their suit, the sissy doll is shocked if they deviate from the required standing positions. However, if they behave, they are rewarded with vibrations that put them on the edge of a release. During their time as a display doll, they are trained how to act and orient their body while dressed in their feminine outfits. While dressed as a princess doll, they must pose as an elegant princess with their chin up, arms at their sides, and eyes forward. As a ballerina, they must appear graceful with their movements while holding a delicate pose. As a maid doll, they must lean forward and present their chest. When dressed as a bride doll, they are given a bouquet and forced to keep their eyes forward through their veil. With a rod that extends upward from the floor and into the bottom of their suit, the sissy doll has no choice but to stand still and look pretty while they are presented for their captors. This erotic story puts you into the heels of a sissy doll and will have you on edge as the sissy doll is used and trained by dominant males and females.

Sissy Chastity Training

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

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

Hypnotized and Transformed into a Sissy Doll

Do you wish you could be sent to a facility where you would be forced to endure hours of sissy hypnosis every day until you were broken and made to accept yourself as a sissy doll? How would you react to being irreversibly feminized until you resembled a plastic sissy doll?
In Hypnotized and Transformed into a Sissy Doll, we meet a young man who married his beautiful wife just a month before the story begins. While enjoying a weekend trip at a hotel a few hours from home, Brandon becomes uneasy when his new wife starts making comments about feminizing him.
Bound and gagged on the hotel bed, Brandon struggles helplessly as his wife steps into the bathroom to make a call, where he cannot hear. When she returns, she delivers shocking news that causes panic to set in. He will not be going home with her.
Watching in horror, Brandon sees Samantha open the hotel room door and invite a few strange men inside. Helpless, bound, gagged, and blindfolded, he is forced into a box that is sealed shut with him inside. After hours of transport to an unknown location, Brandon is finally removed and immediately taken in for extensive feminization surgery.
When he wakes, he begins to understand what is in store for him.
Confined to a small room, Brandon’s new “owner” informs him that he must watch daily hypnosis sessions and obey everything they command, or face severe consequences. The conditioning forces him to embody a mindless doll, to follow any command without hesitation, and to remain stiff and posed at all times. Though Brandon initially fights back, he quickly learns that resistance only leads to further feminization surgery.
During his captivity, the process of feminization continues relentlessly, reshaping him until he can no longer recognize himself as anything but a plastic sissy doll. Through endless hours of hypnosis and the constant threat of further transformation, Brandon is pushed closer and closer to becoming exactly what they want him to be.
As his body and identity are altered beyond recognition because of laser hair removal over his entire body, facial reconstructive surgery, a Brazilian butt lift, two breast augmentations, and even a surgery to feminize his neck and give him a female voice, only one threat remains. With fear of being relieved of the last part of himself that marks him as male, he begins to break. 
This fast-paced story will keep you on edge as you follow Brandon through a dark, hypnotic journey into complete sissy dollification.

Femdom and Sissification

Desire. Power. Transformation. In Artemis’s world, submission is the ultimate test of love.

In ‘Femdom and Sissification’, we follow a young man who has been dating a woman named Artemis for half a year. Artemis is the most beautiful and stunning woman he has ever been with, which is why he was surprised when she sought after him first. After several dates where they formed unmistakable chemistry with each other, Artemis asked the young man if he would be willing to wear a chastity cage until they were both ready to prove their love to each other. Although he laughed and thought that it was a joke at first, Artemis persuaded him to give up control and allow her to be the key holder for his chastity. However, once he was locked, it felt like everything changed in their relationship. 
	Artemis became colder and more distant while their dates became less regular. While the young man is forced to endure 24/7 chastity, he becomes increasingly frustrated and annoyed as time continues to pass without any sign of him being unlocked. After six months of limited contact, Artemis finally responds to his text messages and informs him that she is ready to take their relationship to the next level. With the young man desperate and willing to do anything to be released from his cage, Artemis asks if he would be willing to try a maid fantasy of hers.
	When the young man arrives at his girlfriend’s apartment thinking that she will be the one to dress up for him, he is met with a shocking surprise. Artemis informs the young man that he will be the one dressing up for her and role-playing as her maid for the evening. Although the young man is not very fond of the idea of role-playing as a maid, he goes along with her fantasy in hopes that she will stay true to her word and unlock him before the night is over. 
	Throughout the evening, the young man is coerced into feminizing himself until he is unrecognizable as a male. As he falls down the rabbit hole of feminization, his body is fully shaved from the eyebrows down, Artemis paints his face with sensual and alluring makeup, his hair is pulled up in a tight bun, a matching pair of lacy black panties and bra are slipped onto him, sheer stockings are pulled up his hairless legs, four and half inch high heel stilettos are strapped onto his feet, a form fitting bodysuit top is pulled over his torso, a flare out skirt is zipped up his backside, and a bow is pinned on his back to give him a graceful and elegant presence. By the time Artemis is finished with his appearance, his demeanor begins to reflect how emasculated and submissive he feels on the inside. 
	After spending the whole night performing duties as her maid, the young man is excited when they finally become intimate with each other. However, when she locks him back in chastity once they are finished, he becomes frustrated and angry. When he discovers that their entire encounter had been recorded, Artemis gives him an ultimatum. Either he can follow her orders and continue their relationship with a new dynamic, or she will send videos out to his friends and coworkers that would ruin his reputation as a man. Feeling like he has no choice, he agrees to follow Artemis’s commands. 
	Over the following weeks, Artemis forces the young man to replace his male underwear and socks with bras, panties, and stockings. And to prove that he is wearing the correct undergarments at work, she requires him to send time-stamped photos within sixty seconds of when she requests it. If he fails to fulfill her command, he is met with a punishment that sinks him further into femininity. After a few weeks of remaining under Artemis’s tight control, the secret sissy reaches a breaking point where he cannot hide what is happening any longer. Enjoy this sensual and erotic story that takes a dive into sissification and feminization with a dominant, cold, and loving mistress. 

The SISSY Training Center

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