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Chapter 1

As I knelt in my living room while facing the only door to my apartment, I could hear my phone vibrating on the kitchen table. Although I had heard it vibrating several times in the last half hour, I was incapable of checking to see who it was or what they wanted. I figured that it was my girlfriend trying to let me know that she was on her way home after a night out with her girlfriends, and I hoped that she wouldn’t make me wait much longer. I had planned a special evening for the two of us, where I would finally surprise Emily with my deepest of secrets.
Emily and I had been dating for several months and had decided to move in together to save on rent. We had been sexually active, but we had not explored each other’s fantasies beyond a few brief discussions. Emily had informed me that she liked the idea of being dominate in the bedroom and taking charge while I told her that I found the idea to be sexy. What I had withheld up until this point was that I loved the idea of being a tied up sissy crossdresser who would be at the complete mercy of the woman in charge.
As we had built trust with each other, I had tried to drop hints of my crossdressing fantasies when she would comment on my long brown hair. Emily had told me that she had not known many guys that liked to keep their hair so long and well maintained. I usually responded by telling her, “I’m not like most guys…” Although I wanted to tell her about my past with crossdressing and my desire to bring it into our relationship, I could never find the right words or the right time. When she told me about her plans to go out with her friends one evening, I had an idea to surprise her and see her reaction.
During the week leading up to her night out, I had prepared by purchasing all the clothing and items I would need to fulfill my fantasies as a sissy crossdresser. I had purchased a couple of outfits to choose from with woman’s underwear, high heels, and an array of makeup. To complete my fantasy, I had bought some equipment to tie myself up and ready my behind in case she wanted to jump right in and show her dominant side.
After she left for the evening, I immediately began getting ready by shaving what little body hair I had on my body. I made sure that everything from the eyebrows down was completely hairless before plucking my eyebrows and shaping them in a feminine manner. Once I was smooth and clean, I slipped into a pair of black panties and a matching push-up bra.
With the bra secured behind my back, I slipped a pair of fake breasts into the cups and used some glue to make sure that they would stay put for the evening. While waiting for the glue to set, I carefully attached press-on nails to my fingers that increased the length of my nails dramatically. My long, red nails were in a tombstone shape and were attached using a gel that was supposed to last up to three weeks. Turning my attention back to my underwear, I could feel that the glue had set on my DD cup breast forms and that they were holding firm.
I continued dressing by slipping into a pair of sheer black stockings and matching garter belt. It was difficult to attach the stockings to the garter belt with my long nails getting in the way, but I embraced the challenge and managed to work around the length of my nails. With my underwear set, I grabbed the short, black dress that I had purchased earlier in the week and slipped it up my body.
The soft feel of the dress sent shivers up my spine as I pulled it into place and zipped it up my back. My chest was put on display in the dress, as it had a low cut in the front and thin straps that went over my shoulders. The length of the dress just barely covered the tops of my stockings while the material hugged my skin and showed off my every curve. After smoothing out the dress, I grabbed my pair of strappy high heel stiletto sandals and slipped them onto my feet.
Once my high heels were buckled around my ankles, I stood to my feet and made a circle around the living room. It felt incredible to strut around in the five-inch high heels and I was basking in the moment. After bringing my attention back to the task at hand, I made my way to the bathroom, where I began working on my makeup.
Beginning with the base, I began by using primer to ready my face. Moving on to the foundation next, I applied an even coat around my face and down my neck before blending it in. Bringing my focus to my nose, cheekbones, and chin, I used the highlighter and bronzer to create a contour. Having had some previous experience with makeup, I was familiar with how to make my facial features appear softer and more feminine.
With the base complete, I used a pallet of eye shadow to darken my eyelids before encircling my eyes with eyeliner. My eyes popped behind the dark eye makeup as I applied three coats of mascara to add noticeable volume to my lashes. I used eyebrow pencil next to fill in my eyebrows and shape them femininely. Once I was finished with my eyes and brows, I moved on to my lips.
Beginning with the lip liner, I circled my lips and created an outline for the lipstick. Being careful to not distort the shape and look of my lips, I carefully outlined my lips to make them appear plump and full. Once the shape was how I liked, I colored my lips with a bright red lipstick that closely matched my nails. Before finishing with my appearance, I grabbed the hair straightener and began working on my long, brown hair.
Although my hair felt like the most time-consuming part of the process, it was the most enjoyable as I was able to spend extra time staring at my work. From the makeup on my face to the way I was dressed, I felt extremely feminine and ready to show this side of myself to my girlfriend for the first time. Once my hair was straightened, I used a couple of bobby pins to pull my hair back in the front so that it would not disrupt my makeup. Seeing that my feminine appearance was finished, I made my way to the bedroom closet where I had hidden my toys.
Bringing my bag of fun out to the kitchen, which was connected to the living room, I began by taking everything out and laying the contents on the kitchen table next to my phone. Seeing everything on display, I began getting nervous and excited. Thoughts began crossing my mind of whether I should just greet Emily as I was currently dressed as opposed to tying myself up for her. As I began thinking about the bondage, my arousal made the decision for me.
Before it was too late, I grabbed the small metal chastity cage and began by sliding the steel ring around my package. I had trouble securing the cage around me with how excited I was, so I used some ice to suppress my erection. Once my penis was flaccid, I slid the cage over my member and connected it to the ring around the base of my middle. Using a lock to keep it secure, I clicked it shut and set the key next to my phone.
Grabbing the next item off of the table, I brought it with me to the bathroom, where I pulled down my panties and grabbed the lube. I had already used an enema earlier in the day to clean myself out and I was eager to finally try out the new remote controlled vibrating butt plug. After lubing up the plug and my rear, I pushed it between my cheeks. I could feel the rounded shape press against my opening and slowly make its way inside. I took a few deep breaths as the largest part of the plug slid past my opening and it found a resting place in my rear. With the flared out shape and design of the plug, it could not be pushed any further nor could it be pulled out without a tug.
After pulling up my panties and fixing my dress, I walked back to the kitchen, where I grabbed the remote from the table and tried out the new butt plug. As I turned on the vibrating function to the lowest setting with the remote, I could feel the tingling sensation travel throughout my rear and begin arousing me immediately. Grabbing at my locked up member, it felt like the chastity cage was twice as tight after just a few seconds of stimulation. I quickly turned off the vibrating function before setting the remote down next to the chastity cage key and my phone.
Grabbing a large black ball gag, I brought it to my mouth and nestled it between my teeth. Bringing the straps behind my head, I pulled it as tight as I could manage before buckling it in place. Grabbing the leather ankle cuffs next, I secured them around my legs, which only allowed the smallest of steps across the floor. After setting the keys to my ankle cuffs and handcuffs down on the table, I brought the handcuffs with me as I minced my way over to the living room and knelt in front of the door.
Bringing my hands behind my back, I took a deep breath before putting my hands in the cuffs and locking them around my wrists. To ensure that I could not back out and that I would be here until Emily returned, I used one final lock to connect my handcuffs to my ankle cuffs behind my back. With my limbs secured behind me in a hogtie position, I would be unable to reach the keys that were up high on the kitchen table. With my fate sealed, I anxiously waited for Emily to return home and discover what I had done to myself.





Chapter 2

As I waited for my girlfriend’s return, I could hear my phone vibrate on the table and notify me of calls and text messages coming in. Emily and I usually stayed in close contact and let each other know where we were and when we were coming home. Before she left, she had told me that she would be home around ten, but when ten o’clock came and went without her return, I knew that something must have changed.
My phone began vibrating more consistently as the time drew near to eleven and I was still waiting in the living room. After kneeling on the floor for almost two hours, I was beginning to have second thoughts about what I had done. Feeling worried that something had happened to Emily, I looked over at the kitchen table and tried to think of a way to access the keys that I had placed out of reach for myself.
With the cuffs keeping my arms and legs together behind me, I knew that I would be unable to stand or climb up high enough to reach the keys on the table. Testing my flexibility, I tried to bring the handcuffs below my butt so that I could bring my hands up in front of me. Unfortunately, the cuffs were too close to each other, and I was not limber enough to change the position of the cuffs. As I listened to my phone vibrate for the third time in ten minutes, I hoped that everything was alright with Emily.
Although I tried to hold my head up, drool had begun to drip from my gag and run down my chin. I could feel small drips fall to my chest and run down my torso while I struggled against the cuffs. Becoming more anxious by the minute, I checked over my shoulder and could see that it was now thirty minutes until midnight.
Feeling like an absolute fool for putting myself in such a predicament, I hung my head and began looking for a way to lie down and rest my knees. After hours of kneeling on the floor, it was taking a toll on me. As I shifted my bodyweight and leaned forward, I could hear the doorknob to my apartment turning as a key turned the lock. Seeing that Emily was finally home, I brought my head up and stared at the door as it opened. When I heard multiple voices laughing and chatting in the hall, a pit formed in my stomach.
Emily opened the door and stepped inside our apartment while her three friends stood behind her. Their laughing stopped in an instant as they all brought their attention to me and stared at me for several seconds without blinking or saying a word. All the women were wearing dresses in bright colors that accentuated their figures, along with varying types of high heels. After a few of the longest seconds of my life, Emily’s friend, Taylor, broke the silence.
“Is that…Riley?” Taylor asked before hiccuping.
“What the hell happened to him?” Amanda said while swaying in her high heels.
“Riley, did you do this to yourself?” Emily asked. Her face was bright red, as it was apparent they had all been drinking heavily.
Unable to speak with the gag in my mouth, I nodded my head yes in response.
“Was this the surprise that you told me about yesterday?” Emily followed up.
Putting my head down, I nodded my head again. I had never felt more embarrassed in my life as I knelt on the floor before them, feeling smaller than a mouse.
Emily glanced over to the kitchen table where she could see my phone as well as some items I had left out for her.
“I guess that’s why you weren’t answering my calls?” Emily said with her hand on her hip.
“I know this isn’t the right moment…but you promised me that I could pee first…so…” Melissa waddled past me and made her way to the bathroom, where she shut the door aggressively.
Amanda smacked Taylor in the shoulder before hissing at her, “Close the door so the neighbors don’t see.”
After shutting the door, Amanda took Taylor’s hand and walked her to the kitchen, where they sat at the table. Emily stood in front of me at a loss for words.
“I…I had no idea you were into this kind of thing.” Emily stated. “I mean, why didn’t you just talk to me about this?”
I kept my head down as I couldn’t answer her with the gag in my mouth.
“I’m not upset with you, if that’s what you think.” Emily said while kneeling in front of me. “I actually think you look kind of sexy.”
With a glazed smile and alcohol on her breath, it felt like she was being sincere despite her inebriated state of mind. As we looked into each other’s eyes, I could feel my bottom begin to vibrate.
My body tensed as moans came out involuntarily. One of the girls must have pressed a button on the remote to my butt plug, as I could feel strong pulses emanating from my rear. Emily grabbed my shoulder and held me upright as I squirmed while still on my knees.
“What’s going on?” Emily asked with concern. 
Looking over my shoulder, she could see Taylor playing with a small remote control.
“Hey, what did you do?” Emily asked.
As she stood upright and walked over to the kitchen table, I fell forward onto my chest and began rolling around on the floor. The vibrations began arousing me immediately as my penis strained against its chastity cage. I moaned and whined as I felt the uncontrollable urge to cum in my panties. The only thing holding back an explosion was the chastity cage keeping me from growing. But as the vibrations continued to intensely stimulate my prostate, I was not sure the chastity cage could keep me from leaking.
“Give me that.” Emily said, before pressing a button on the remote. The vibrating stopped suddenly, and I began breathing heavily through my gag.
“Oh my god, what did I miss?” Melissa asked upon stepping back into the living room.
“Riley stuck something up his butt that vibrates when you press this button.” Taylor said while pressing the button again.
I moaned and whined as I felt the vibrating plug stimulate my rear again. Emily shut the vibrator off quickly before taking a step away from Taylor.
“Stop that! You’re hurting him.” Emily snapped.
“I don’t think he’s in pain…” Melissa said while pointing to my middle.
Looking down at the bulge in my dress, I could see a small amount of wetness showing itself through my panties and dress. Although I did not experience a full release with a satisfying orgasm, enough leaked out of my chastity cage to make it apparent that my body had enjoyed the stimulation.
“Oh my god, you’re right!” Amanda exclaimed. “He did shove something up his ass!”
“I can’t believe I just made your boyfriend cum.” Taylor said with a giggle.
Emily gave Taylor a look before responding. “This stays in my hands. Got it?”
“That’s fine with me, but who’s going to hold this?” Taylor said, while picking up a dildo from the table and waving it around.
“Yeah, and what about this one?” Amanda said, while picking up another dildo that was attached to a strap-on harness.
Each dildo was seven inches long and had significant girth to it. One of the dildos was black, while the other was a tan color that matched Emily’s skin tone.
“Apparently he wanted it from both ends.” Amanda laughed.
“He’s a kinky fucker.” Taylor added.
Melissa walked over to the kitchen table and joined the ladies as they looked over the items I had laid out.
“Oh my god, is that a blindfold and whip?” Melissa asked. “And a vibrator?”
I hung my head in shame and embarrassment as my sexual fantasies were put on display for all of them to see. Biting the gag in my mouth, I laid on my stomach and faced the door. While closing my eyes, I could feel a tear stream down my cheek as I hoped that this night would just come to an end. Hopefully, I would eventually be able to put this night behind me and forget that I had ever made such a huge mistake.




Chapter 3

As I laid in the living room with the girls whispering to themselves in the kitchen, I rested my head on the floor and tried to fight the tears that were welling up. While struggling against my hogtie bondage, I breathed heavily through my gag and swayed my legs back and forth in the air. Emily could tell how upset I was and walked over to me a few moments later before kneeling by my head. Seeing the tears streaming down my cheeks, she took pity on me.
“Riley, are you ok?” Emily asked.
I laid still without nodding my head one way or another.
“Come on, don’t cry. We’re not going to tell anyone about this, ok?” Emily said softly.
The women overheard Emily’s comment and walked over to stand next to her. 
“Yeah, I’m like…really good at keeping secrets. My boyfriend loves when I treat him like a sissy and give him anal, and I haven’t told anybody.” Melissa stated.
“You tell us about your kinky sex life all the time…” Taylor responded.
“Yeah, but only to you girls. I haven’t told anyone else.” Melissa snapped back.
“But now you just told Riley too.” Taylor argued.
“Get off my back! I’m just trying to help!” Melissa fired back.
“It looks like Riley is one of the girls tonight.” Amanda said, while looking down at me with my mascara running. 
Emily wiped the tear from my face before putting her hand under my chin. “This night obviously hasn’t gone the way either of us planned, but we can try to make the best of it. Do you want me to call a ride for the girls so we can do whatever you wanted to do tonight?” Emily asked.
“Or…” Melissa chimed in. “We could stay and I could show Emily a few things. I’m really good at milking little sissies.”
“Are you serious?” Emily said while looking up at Melissa. “Won’t Tim be upset if he finds out?”
“If anything, he’ll just be jealous.” Melissa responded. “Plus, he won’t even find out. As far as I’m concerned, we came back to your place and crashed for the night.”
Emily looked back at me and shrugged her shoulders. “What the hell. It looks like you’ve had a pretty rough night, so I’ll just leave it up to you.”
Looking up at the women, I couldn’t believe the choice that I was presented. Although I was tired and embarrassed, I wasn’t sure if I would ever have an opportunity like this again. Shifting my eyes between the women, I thought deeply before making a decision.
“I have the keys right here. Do you want me to unlock you?” Emily asked.
After a few moments, I shook my head no.
A smile illuminated on Emily’s face. “Do you want the girls to stay?”
I looked at the women standing over me with smiles on their faces and I nodded my head yes.
“Good choice, sissy.” Melissa stated.
“Do you want us to use all those toys on you until you squeal?” Emily asked with a giggle.
A faint smile appeared on my face as I shook my head yes more aggressively.
“Ok Riley…” Emily said before being nudged by Melissa. “I mean…Sissy.”
Emily stood up and dropped the keys into her bra. Handing the remote control to Taylor, she gave her a look before letting go.
“Don’t abuse this.” Emily ordered.
“Come on, you know me.” Taylor responded.
“Exactly…” Emily snapped back.
“I’ll be nice.”
After taking the remote from Emily, Taylor sat on the couch and looked at me with a devious grin. Her face brought out a mixture of excitement and anxiety as the other women walked back to the kitchen and began planning out the evening.
After a few minutes, Melissa and Amanda stepped behind me and helped me back onto my knees.
“We can’t have our little sissy look so pitiful with her makeup running. Let’s get you cleaned up.” Melissa stated.
Using my makeup supplies from the bathroom, they cleaned off the makeup that ran down my cheeks before fixing my foundation, highlighter, and bronzer. After touching up the base of my face, they cleaned up my eyes and reapplied my eyeliner, eye shadow, and mascara.
“She looks so pretty.” Melissa said while applying another coat of mascara.
“I wish my eyes looked this beautiful.” Amanda added.
“It’s not fair. Guys have so much volume with their lashes and they don’t even do anything to work on them.” Melissa stated.
“Yeah, I bet I would have a boyfriend if my lashes looked like that.” Amanda said while finishing up.
“You would have a boyfriend if you didn’t throw yourself at every guy that looked at you…” Melissa said while redrawing my eyebrows.
“I don’t throw myself at guys…” Amanda responded.
“Sure Amanda…” Melissa said while rolling her eyes. 
As the women argued with each other, I could feel the vibrator begin to go off in my behind. Feeling the intense stimulation from the butt plug, my body tensed and my abdomen contracted. An involuntary whine came out as I nearly lost my balance on my knees. Melissa and Amanda held me upright as they looked over at Taylor.
“Knock that off until we’re finished.” Melissa snapped.
“What? I was getting bored.” Taylor said while turning off the plug.
“Well, maybe you should help doll up the little sissy then?” Amanda suggested.
“I’m comfortable on the couch.” Taylor said while slinking further back into her seat.
“Whatever, we’re basically done anyway.” Melissa said, while collecting the makeup supplies.
Standing up to their high heels, the girls brought the makeup back to the bathroom and left me kneeling in the living room. Looking over at Taylor, I could see a sly grin appear on her face as she studied the remote and began pressing various buttons. My butt plug began vibrating in a myriad of distinct patterns as my behind was stimulated intensely.
I could hardly stay on my knees as I felt my behind buzzing and vibrating. My cage began to feel tighter by the second as arousal built fairly quickly. After hours of being dolled up and tied up, it felt like my cage would leak from almost any stimulation. As my abdomen contracted and high-pitched whines escaped me, I caught sight of Emily in the corner of my eye.
Just before I fell to my stomach, Emily scurried over and grabbed my shoulders to keep me upright.
“Give it a rest for a few minutes.” Emily ordered.
“Fine.” Taylor said while turning the plug off.
As I caught my breath and looked up at Emily, I could hardly believe what I was seeing.
Emily had apparently changed out of her neon pink dress and put on a teddy lingerie set. The black lacy material left little to the imagination as it pushed up her breasts and covered her boobs while showing the rest of her torso beneath the thin material. With spaghetti straps running over her shoulders and a thong design covering her crotch, the rest of her body was completely exposed.
Over her feet, Emily had laced a pair of high heel boots up to her knees. The shiny black high heel boots had a heel height of at least five inches along with a platform. Although her whole body looked stunning, there was one part of her outfit I couldn’t take my eyes off of. Strapped around her crotch, Emily had fitted herself into the strap-on dildo and attached it around her waist.
The tan color of the dildo closely matched her skin as it stood erect and pointed directly at me. Emily stepped close to my face and rubbed the dildo against my lips as she held my head firmly. Looking up at her with longing eyes, I could hardly contain my excitement as she toyed with me.
While holding my head, Emily leaned down and looked me in the eyes. “I hope you’re ready, little sissy. I’m about to fuck that little mouth of yours and make your throat my bitch.”




Chapter 4

I couldn’t believe how Emily was acting as I stared at her in disbelief. I had never seen this side of her, but I was loving every second of it. As she held my head with both hands, I could see her glance over my shoulder before unbuckling the ball gag. As she removed it from my mouth and handed it to Amanda, I peeked over my shoulder to see Melissa mouthing instructions to Emily.
“Grab his hair and hump his face as hard as you can.” Melissa mouthed to Emily at an inaudible volume. “They love it when you tell them how much of a bitch they are.”
As Emily looked down at me, she could see that I had eavesdropped on the advice she was getting from Melissa.
“What the hell are you doing?” Emily said while stepping close and slapping my cheek.
“Eyes up here. Got it?” Emily ordered aggressively.
I nodded my head yes while looking up at her.
“You don’t have anything in your mouth yet, answer me…” Emily commanded.
“Ok, I’m sorry.” I responded.
Emily slapped my cheek again while standing with the dildo just inches from my mouth. “Address me as mistress.”
“I’m sorry, mistress.” I stated promptly.
“Would you like me to fuck you?” Emily asked.
“Yes, mistress.”
“Are you going to gag like a little bitch or take it like a woman?” Emily asked.
“I’ll take it like a woman…Mistress.”
“Beg me for it.” Emily ordered.
Looking up at her with confusion, I tried to comply with her command. “Please put it in my mouth, mistress.”
“That was pitiful. You’re going to make me lose my boner with that kind of performance.” Emily said while crossing her arms.
“Fuck my mouth, mistress. Please, fuck my mouth and use it like a pussy.” I stated.
“That’s better, but it’s still not good enough…” Emily said while tilting her head.
“Stick your cock down my throat and don’t stop until you cum, mistress! I’m such a horny slut and I need you to fuck me! Please use my mouth and treat me like your bitch! Please, mistress. I’m begging you to fuck me and dominate my throat! Just please fuck me already…mph…” My sentence was cut off by Emily stepping forward and plunging the dildo into my mouth.
Emily grabbed each side of my head with both hands and gripped tightly as she rocked her hips back and forth. I could feel the dildo sliding across my tongue as she plunged it deeper and deeper down my throat until the base of the dildo finally reached my lips. When she pushed the dildo in as far as it would go, I could feel my gag reflex act up and tears began to well up in my eyes.
“Come on, bitch, I thought you said you could take it like a woman?” Emily said while looking down at me.
I tried to fight the gagging, but it was difficult with the dildo pressing down my throat.
As I closed my eyes, I could feel Emily slap my cheek before ordering me to keep my focus on her.
“Sissies need to keep their eyes on the person they are pleasing. Got it?”
I nodded my head yes as the dildo continued pumping back and forth in my mouth.
“Here, give me that.” Emily said as she reached out.
I could see one of the girls hand Emily the vibrator, which she turned on and brought down to her crotch. As my eyes followed her hand with the vibrator, she slapped my cheek again, which signaled for me to look up.
I could see and feel Emily tense up as she pressed the vibrator against herself between her legs. When she found her special spot, her legs locked up, and she struggled to keep pumping against my face. Melissa could see that she was having a difficult time multitasking and grabbed my head from behind. Using both hands, Melissa began forcing my head back and forth as my mouth slammed against Emily’s middle.
Emily used both hands to hold the vibrator in place as she stood still and basked in the sensations. Looking up at Emily, I watched as she worked her way up to an orgasm relatively quickly. Although it was difficult to keep my eyes upward with my head being pushed back and forth roughly, I did my best to watch as Emily closed her eyes and began experiencing what looked like an extremely intense climax.
Drool dripped from my lips as moans and whines escaped me. I could feel Emily’s legs begin to shake as my face bounced into her crotch in a fast rhythm. I could feel her put one hand on my head while she held the vibrator against herself with her other hand. As she bent over and let out a long, loud moan, I watched as she experienced the most intense orgasm I had ever seen from her for several minutes straight. 
When Emily finally came down from her euphoric feelings, she stepped back and pulled the dildo from my mouth. Breathing heavily, she put her hands on her knees and bent over. We looked each other in the eyes as she gave me a warm smile.
“That was incredible! Good job, little sissy.” Emily exclaimed before stepping backward and leaning against the couch.
As she closed her eyes again, it appeared that she was dizzy. Swaying back and forth, she struggled to keep herself upright as she took a seat on the couch next to Taylor. 
“Are you ok?” Amanda asked from behind me.
“Yeah, I think those shots of tequila are catching up with me though.” Emily stated.
“Just relax for a few minutes. We’ll take care of the sissy for you.” Melissa chimed in.
Melissa brought the gag back over my mouth before buckling it behind me tightly. Using the blindfold I had set out earlier in the evening, Melissa brought it over my eyes and tied it behind my head.
“Are you ready, Taylor?” Melissa asked.
“Whenever you are.” She responded.
I could feel the butt plug begin vibrating in my rear at a low setting as Melissa began rubbing the whip across my behind.
Without any warning, I could feel Melissa crack the whip against my bottom. My body flinched instinctively as I moaned through my gag. Giving another sharp whip to my back end, Melissa pushed my head down to the floor and positioned me so that my butt was in the air. She proceeded to whip my bottom repeatedly for several minutes as I moaned and whined loudly.
There was nothing I could do to protest as my hands were cuffed behind me, my mouth was gagged, and my eyes were blindfolded. Although the stimulation was exhilarating, I could feel my behind becoming more sensitive by the minute. Just when I felt like my bottom could not take another whip, the room went silent. I could hear footsteps shuffling from the couch to the other end of the room, where the bathroom door slammed shut.
As I laid on the floor waiting for the next whip to my behind or whatever the women had planned next, I could hear another set of footsteps rush to the bathroom. When the door opened, the sounds of someone barfing could be clearly heard from across the room.
“Oh my god, is she ok?” Taylor asked.
“I think so, but can you get something to clean this up? She kind of missed the toilet.” Amanda stated.
Melissa dropped the whip next to me on the floor and walked over to the bathroom as well.
After a few minutes, I could hear the women carrying Emily out of the bathroom to her bed. Once she was lying down, they came back out and stood around me.
“What should we do now?” Taylor asked.
“What do you mean?” Melissa asked.
“Well, Emily passed out. We should probably untie him, right?” Taylor said.
“Why the hell would we do that? I’m not finished with him.” Melissa stated firmly.
“But Emily passed out.” Amanda said.
“So what? She wanted us to help give her sissy a memorable night, and that’s exactly what I’m going to do.” Melissa stated.
“What else did you have in mind?” Taylor asked.
“I have a few ideas…”




Chapter 5

I could hear the women whispering to themselves above me as I laid on the floor cuffed, gagged, and blindfolded. With Emily already passed out in our bedroom, I was nervous about continuing without her. However, it was not up to me how the night continued in my current predicament. As the women wrapped up their conversation, I could hear one of them walk to the kitchen and grab something from the table before returning to me.
One of the women leaned down behind me and began fumbling with the lock to my ankle cuffs. As she tried to use the key to free my legs, she struggled to push the key into the lock.
“It won’t work?” Amanda stated.
“What do you mean? It’s the only key here?” Melissa stated.
“Well, it won’t work…” Amanda responded.
“Here, give me that.” Melissa said, while kneeling behind me and taking the key.
“What the hell? It won’t work?” Melissa stated.
“I know, that’s what I just said…” Amanda said, while standing up.
“It doesn’t work with the handcuffs either. He must’ve gotten it mixed up with a different key? Whatever, we’ll figure it out later.” Melissa said. “Here, take it.”
I could hear the key be thrown through the air before someone caught it. 
“What am I supposed to do with this?” Taylor asked.
“I don’t give a fuck.” Melissa responded.
I could hear footsteps walking to the kitchen before the keys could be heard dropping into the garbage can. Realizing that they just threw away the keys to my chastity cage, I began moaning and whining into my gag.
“Calm down. We’ll figure out how to get you out of those cuffs when you’re done.” Melissa said aggressively. 
“But how are we going to bend him over the couch if his hands and feet are stuck together?” Amanda asked.
“I guess we’ll just have to figure something else out.” Melissa stated. “Why don’t you get him warmed up.”
“Ok.” Taylor responded.
I could feel the butt plug begin vibrating intensely in my rear. My moans and whines turned to sounds of pleasure as I felt myself being stimulated by the plug.
I could feel my chastity cage becoming tighter by the second as my member attempted to grow to no avail. I turned from side to side and pulled against my cuffs while biting my gag and moaning. Although it felt like I could cum at any moment, the cage prevented me from slipping over the edge. One of the women grabbed me by the shoulders and forced me onto my stomach as my body continued to twitch and flinch.
As I felt the butt plug quit vibrating, one of the woman lifted the skirt of my dress and carefully pulled down my black panties. After revealing the butt plug lodged into my behind, one of the woman pinched it with two fingers and began pulling on it. It felt like my bottom had acclimated to the size of the plug as I struggled to release it. I could feel my hole stretching as the length of the plug slowly worked its way out until it popped out all at once.
With my behind open and exposed, I could feel some cool liquid being squirted onto my hole before a dildo was used to spread it around my opening. The blunt head of the dildo met my hole before slowly pushing its way inside. I let out a long, soft moan as the dildo slid into my bottom and began making room for itself. I felt beside myself as the three women sat over me and used the dildo to take my anal virginity.
Not only was I being fucked with a dildo, I was unaware of who was using it. Although I had my suspicions that it was Melissa, I could not be certain with all the giggling I heard behind me. While pulling at my restraints, I could feel the dildo push all the way in before it began exiting me. Just as the tip reached my opening, it was pushed all the way back inside again.
They started slowly, but after a few short minutes, I could feel the speed ramping up until the dildo was entering and exiting me faster than any human could ever hump me. The speed and force of the dildo fucking my behind was exhilarating as sensations traveled through my rear and sent shivers up my spine. My moans became higher-pitched as I had trouble controlling the sounds coming out of me. It felt like my body went limp as I felt my member straining against its chastity cage and about to explode at any second. Although I felt at the cusp of an intense orgasm, I could not manage to slip over the edge and finally experience a release.
After several intense minutes of being fucked from behind, my attempted erection was beginning to fade. With no room for my member to stiffen, it felt like it began to give up on growing, even though the stimulation remained powerful. I felt like I slipped into a euphoric state where I could continue to be fucked indefinitely while remaining just on the edge of an orgasm without ever reaching it. When I felt the dildo begin to slow down, I realized that whoever was using the dildo must have been getting tired.
“Did he go yet?” Melissa asked.
I could feel two of the girls turn me to my side as they checked the front of my dress.
“It looks like it’s still dry?” Amanda responded.
“Oh my god, this is taking forever. You take a run at it.” Melissa ordered.
Melissa shoved the dildo all the way into me before letting go and sitting back. I could feel Amanda grab the dildo and begin pushing it in and out moments later.
Although Amanda did not appear to be quite as experienced in using a dildo with her hand, she gave it her best effort. Starting slowly, she worked the dildo all the way in and out while allowing the tip to exit and enter me when she did. Feeling my hole release the dildo entirely before being forced to open up again to accept the length was intoxicating. It felt like my arousal reached a new high as my penis strained against its cage once again.
My breathing sped up as my whines continued becoming higher-pitched. It felt like something was beginning to bubble up inside of me when the dildo stopped abruptly. As Amanda let go of the dildo, it slipped out of my hole and fell to the ground next to my butt. I could hear Amanda stand up and scamper to the kitchen before the sounds of vomiting began echoing throughout the room.
“Not you too…” Taylor complained. “At least keep it in the garbage.”
The barfing continued for a couple of minutes as Melissa and Taylor comforted their friend. Once she was finished, they walked her to the bedroom with Emily and wrapped her with a blanket on the floor.
“Oh my god, that smells…” Taylor complained upon returning to the living room.
“Well then, do something about it.” Melissa suggested.
I could hear Taylor walk to the kitchen and pull the garbage bag from the bin before carrying it out of the apartment. As I rested my head on the floor while trying to ignore the pungent smell, I remembered that the chastity cage key was still in the barf filled bag. Picking my head up off of the floor, I began whining into my gag as the door slammed shut.
“Just keep it in your panties, I’m not finished with you yet.” Melissa said as she kneeled beside me.
I continued moaning to try to signal for her to release my gag, but Melissa misunderstood my intentions. Grabbing the vibrating plug from the floor, she lathered it with lube before sticking it back into my bottom.
Letting out a long soft moan, I tensed my hole as I grew accustomed to the unique shape of the vibrating plug once again. As I began to whine and moan, I could feel her turn the vibrating plug up to its highest setting before stepping away.
“God, you’re such a horny sissy slut.” Melissa stated.




Chapter 6

When Taylor returned a few minutes later, I popped my head upright and began moaning and whining loudly again. With the gag in my mouth, the blindfold over my eyes, and my limbs cuffed together behind me, I was having trouble communicating with the women.
“Does he want us to keep fucking him?” Taylor asked.
“I think so. He must have been really close before Amanda threw up.” Melissa stated.
“Oh my god, why are you wearing that?” Taylor asked.
“It’ll help give me more power while I’m doing it.” Melissa answered.
“Yeah, but you’ll be like, actually fucking him.”
“So? I was like, actually fucking him with the other dildo. What’s the difference?”
“I don’t know, but I would ask Emily about using that one.” Taylor responded.
“Emily is passed out, and we haven’t finished yet. I’m not going to quit until he’s milked dry.”
“Well, good luck with that. I’m going to go check on the girls.” Taylor said while walking to the bedroom.
“I guess it’s just you and me now…” Melissa said while stepping closer to me.
With the vibrating plug still stimulating my rear, she grabbed the whip and began cracking it against my butt cheeks. I couldn’t help but moan and whine as I felt the stinging sensation traveling around my bottom.
“Do you like that little sissy? Do you like when I abuse that little ass of yours?” Melissa asked rhetorically.
I remained still and silent as I listened to her make circles around me. Her high heels clicked against the floor with each step as she took her time in-between cracks of the whip.
Melissa was talented at keeping me guessing and unaware of when the next whip would sting my bottom. After nearly twenty minutes of her toying with me, it felt like my behind was becoming sensitive to the touch. Unable to handle any more, I began moaning and whining loudly between each whip to my bottom.
“Has the little sissy had enough? Are you ready to finally soil those little panties of yours?” Melissa asked in a seductive voice.
Kneeling behind me, I could feel her pinch the butt plug with two fingers and pull it from my bottom. Melissa pressed down on my feet, which were still locked to my cuffed hands, and spread my knees apart. Although I was in a hogtie position, she managed to wiggle her body between my legs and find room to push the strap-on between my cheeks. I could feel her bodyweight resting on my backside as she poked the dildo into my hole and forced it inside.
My breathing became heavier as she mounted me from behind and began humping me roughly. I tensed my body and pulled against my cuffs as Melissa showed her dominance and fucked my behind. As I bit my gag and let out a long moan, I could feel her slap my sensitive butt cheek with her right hand.
“How do you like that, you little slut. You’re my bitch.” She said roughly.
I moaned and whined as she continued to have her way.
The feeling of her bodyweight on top of me along with the dildo sliding in and out of my hole reignited my arousal yet again. Although it still felt like something was being worked up inside of me, I struggled to find a place where I could finally let go. The sensations were as intense as they had been the whole night, but it felt like my member had given up on growing with the cage restricting it. All the pleasure was coming from my behind and very little could be felt in my penis as I was ridden hard.
I tried to bring my focus to my member and allow it to let go so that I could finally cum, but the sensations from the dildo were too distracting. No matter how hard I tried to bring my focus to my aching penis, the rod entering and exiting me kept my undivided attention. After several minutes of being fucked by Melissa, I gave up on the idea of cumming and basked in the sensations coming from my rear. With how turned on I was, I figured I was better off enjoying the experience rather than fighting it and trying to make it what I wanted.
It felt like my body went limp as I let go and took in the moment. While I laid on the floor and accepted what Melissa was doing to me, I entered a state of complete submission as I realized how little control I had over what was happening to me. Feeling the power of her thrusts against my back end, my body bounced back and forth like a rag doll as she picked up her pace and gave everything she had. High-pitched moans escaped me involuntarily as my body scooted across the floor from her powerful hip thrusts.
It felt like I couldn’t take anymore when she gave her last few hard thrusts against me before collapsing onto my backside. I could feel her breathing down my neck as her weight pressed down on top of me.
“How was that little sissy?” Melissa said while breathing heavily. “Are you satisfied?”
I moaned into my gag and nodded my head in response.
“Good, because I don’t think I have anything left for you.”
I rested my head on the floor and shifted my body back and forth. Melissa continued laying on top of me with the dildo still lodged in my behind. After just a few short minutes, it sounded like Melissa’s breathing returned to normal.
Beginning to feel uncomfortable with a full grown woman laying on me while I was tied in a hogtie position, I began wiggling my butt back and forth and trying to get her off of me. With each movement, I could feel the dildo shifting around in my bottom as Melissa laid limply on my back. As I began bouncing my butt up and down, I realized that Melissa had passed out.
Moaning into my gag loudly, I tried to wake her up and get her attention, but it was clear that she was out cold. Feeling frustrated with the situation, I pulled against my restraints and gave everything I had to try to wiggle my way free. With the dildo stuck in my behind and each of Melissa’s limbs spread out in all directions, I felt trapped. Even after expending much effort and working up a sweat, I was no closer to being free than when I started. Feeling completely defeated, I rested my head on the floor and waited for Melissa to wake up or for someone else to find me.




Chapter 7

With the blindfold over my eyes, I began to feel tired while I laid on the floor with Melissa on top of me. As I rested my eyes and tried to get some sleep, I could hear a set of footsteps walking out of the bedroom and entering the bathroom. A few minutes later, when the bathroom door opened, I could hear Emily walk over and call out to Melissa.
“Melissa, what are you doing?” Emily said, sounding surprised.
Melissa didn’t move or make a sound.
Emily grabbed Melissa by the shoulders and pulled her off of me before laying her on the floor. Melissa continued to sleep as Emily removed my blindfold and leaned down next to me.
“Are you…ok?” Emily asked with a hiccup.
I nodded my head yes in response.
“Do you want to lie down for bed?” She asked.
I looked down at the floor and hung my head. Although I was tired, I still wasn’t finished with the evening yet.
“You still want more?” Emily asked, sounding surprised.
Looking up at her with longing eyes, I nodded my head yes.
I could see that Emily was drained after a long night, but she mustered up some energy and stood to her feet. Bending down over Melissa, she grabbed the strap-on and pulled it down her legs. After Emily pulled the strap-on up her own body, she tightened the straps and made sure that it was snug around her waist. Stepping behind me, she pulled the key from her bra and used it to release the lock, which held my hands and feet together.
After releasing the cuffs around my ankles and the blindfold over my eyes, Emily helped me to my feet and walked me to the kitchen. Bending me over the counter, she positioned herself behind me before guiding the dildo toward my hole. When the strap-on met my bottom, I let out a soft moan while it slid inside with relative ease. Having been ridden most of the night, it felt like my bottom had acclimated to the feeling of being filled.
I could feel Emily begin speeding up her thrusts as she bounced against my backside with power and authority. In just a few minutes, I could feel myself warming up and becoming aroused yet again. My penis strained against its cage as euphoric feelings presented themself deep inside of me. As Emily had her way and made me feel like her bitch, I bit the gag and let out high-pitched moans.
I could tell that Emily was tired after a long night as her humping began slowing down dramatically just a few short minutes into our lovemaking session. Although I wanted to continue, I kept myself from whining when she pulled out and leaned against the counter. Looking over at Emily, I couldn’t tell if she was about to throw up again.
“Just…Give me a minute.” She said while holding her finger up.
While waiting patiently, I watched as she shook off the sick feelings and stood upright again. Taking me by the arm, she walked through the living room and grabbed the vibrator before taking me to bed. Taylor and Amanda were sleeping on the floor while Emily helped me into bed and laid me on my stomach.
“This is it. We’re going to finish this right now, no matter what.” Emily said, with the vibrator in hand.
Rolling over on top of me, Emily laid on my back and guided the dildo into my hole before taking a breather. After a few moments, she began humping roughly as she brought the vibrator to my caged member. When the vibrator turned on, I could feel intense stimulation to my penis that caused it to grow immediately.
With the dildo entering and exiting my behind roughly, the handcuffs keeping me subdued, the gag filling my mouth, and the vibrator stimulating my penis, a climax felt imminent. Although the chastity cage had prevented me from growing or orgasming the entire night, the vibrator was about to change that. My penis strained against the cage and began to throb as pre-cum leaked from my tip. After a long night of aching for a release, an orgasm was finally forced out of me.
My abdomen contracted as I bit my gag and let out a long moan. It felt like my whole body tensed while the vibrator tickled the underside of my penis through the chastity cage and coerced the cum to leak out. As squirt after squirt exited my caged member, I felt a mix of relief and disappointment, knowing that this night was finally coming to an end.
While Emily continued to thrust against my backside, the last few drops exited the chastity cage and saturated my panties and dress. My breathing become heavier as I sunk into the bed and accepted what Emily had done to me. As I buried my head in a pillow, Emily could sense that my orgasm was almost over and she turned off the vibrator. She stretched her neck out to lean forward and give me a kiss before laying on her back beside me. In just a few short minutes, she was out cold once again while I was left gagged and cuffed with a soiled pair of panties.
I tried my best to lie back and fall asleep, but with the situation I was left in, rest felt impossible. Tossing and turning throughout the night, I couldn’t have slept for more than a couple of hours while everyone else slept soundly. When I finally found a comfortable position on my side late the next morning, I could hear loud beeping from a truck in the parking lot. After my initial annoyance wore off, a realization hit me.
Standing to my high heels, I rushed over to the window and peeked out to see a garbage truck emptying the dumpster for the apartment building. Realizing that the garbage bag with the key to my chastity was in that dumpster, I began to panic as the truck finished collecting the garbage before backing away. I scurried over to the bed and nudged Emily, but she was still sound asleep. Trying a little harder, I used my knee to shake her body, but she would not wake up.
Hearing that the beeping from the garbage truck was fading, I rushed over to the window again and could see that it was pulling out of the parking lot. My only escape from my chastity cage was gone. I hung my head and sat on the bed as I tried to figure out what I could do.




Chapter 8

It wasn’t until the early afternoon that the women began waking up one by one. Taylor was the first awake, followed by Melissa. They sat on the couch in the living room while I sat with Emily in bed. Another hour later, Amanda woke up and rushed to the bathroom. The sound of the bathroom door slamming shut woke Emily up abruptly.
“What was that?” Emily said as she shot up in bed.
Looking over at Emily, I let out a moan through my gag.
“Oh my god, you’re still wearing that?” Emily said as she unbuckled the gag.
I stretched my jaw and turned my head from side to side as the gag had made me feel sore.
“Hear, let me get those cuffs off of you. Are you alright?” Emily asked while looking for the key.
“Yeah, I think I’ll be ok. I think it’s still in your bra.” I answered.
“Oh, that’s weird, I don’t remember putting it there…Did you have a fun night?” Emily asked.
“Yeah? You don’t remember anything?” I responded.
“Kind of? I remember being at the bar with the girls, then when we came back, we found you tied up and gagged. But it got kind of blurry from there?”
“You don’t remember anything else?”
“No…Why? What happened?”
“Kind of a lot…”
“Well, tell me!”
We could hear a knock on the door as Emily retrieved the key from her bra. 
“Hey, are you two ok in here?” Taylor asked.
“Yeah, we’ll be right out.” Emily answered.
Using the key, she released the handcuffs from behind my back before whispering in my ear. “Do you want to go get changed?”
“What does it matter after what happened last night.” I answered.
“What are you talking about? What happened?” Emily asked.
“Well, after you and the girls found me, you put on the strap-on and fucked my face for like twenty minutes…”
“I did?” Emily blurted out.
“Yeah? Then after that, you used the vibrator on yourself, you got dizzy and threw up and passed out.” I continued.
“Wait…Where were the girls?” Emily asked.
“They were in the room with us?”
“Are you kidding me?”
“No? You seemed kind of loose with how drunk you were.”
“Yeah…Apparently. What happened after I fell asleep?”
With how surprised Emily was acting, I felt nervous to continue and began recapping the night more vaguely.
“Well, the girls didn’t want the night to end with me disappointed, so they used some of the other toys on me and started passing out one by one.”
“What other toys?” Emily asked.
“The vibrating plug and the dildo.” I answered.
“They fucked you with the dildo after I was asleep?” Emily asked.
“Yeah, kind of…”
“There is no kind of. Either they did or didn’t.”
“Well then, they did…”
“Who?” Emily interjected.
“I was blindfolded, so I’m not completely sure.” I answered.
“I’m not going to be mad at you, just tell me. I want to know who I can trust.”
“Well, Melissa definitely did, and possibly Amanda as well. You walked in when Melissa was still on top of me with the strap-on. You don’t remember that?”
“What?! No, I don’t remember that!”
“If it makes you feel any better, I didn’t cum until you fucked me in bed.” I said with my hand on her shoulder. “None of them could make me do what you could.”
Emily looked at me with tears welling up in her eyes. “Really?”
“Yeah, of course. It just didn’t feel right without you.” I answered.
“I need some time to process this. Can you go tell the girls to leave. I don’t want to see any of them right now.”
“Ok.”
Standing up in my high heels, I started walking to the door before Emily stopped me. “Wait. You really don’t want to change first?”
“I honestly couldn’t care less right now.” I said before stepping out of the room.
Taylor, Melissa, and Amanda were sitting on the couch together with their phones in their hands when I walked into the living room. Each of their heads perked up when they saw me walk out, still made up and dressed as a woman.
“Oh my god, I can’t believe that was real last night!” Amanda exclaimed.
“Yeah, I thought it was just some weird dream.” Taylor added.
Putting my hand on my hip, I faced them while standing a few feet from the couch.
“How are you girls feeling this morning?” I asked.
“Hungover…” Amanda blurted out.
“I second that.” Taylor added.
“Do you need me to call a ride?” I asked.
“I can call one on my phone, but I was waiting to see how Emily was doing today.” Taylor said.
“She’s ok, she’s just hungover and exhausted from last night. I think it would be best if you headed home now.” I answered.
“Ok, that’s fine with me.” Taylor said while calling a ride on her phone.
“Great.” I said, before turning around and heading back to the bedroom.
“Wait!” Amanda called out.
I turned around and faced the girls while waiting for her to continue.
“Don’t you want to talk about what happened last night?” Amanda asked.
“Honestly, I would rather not.” I answered. “Can we just pretend that it never happened?”
“I’m ok with that.” Amanda answered.
“Yeah, me too.” Taylor added.
“Yeah, that goes double for me.” Melissa said.
“Good. Have a good day girls.” I said, before walking back into the bedroom.
I could hear the girls giggling with each other for a few minutes before they left the apartment. Sitting with Emily, I finally filled her in on the predicament with my chastity caged member. As I lifted my dress and dropped my panties, Emily gasped.
“Oh my god, are you serious? And you don’t have a spare key?” Emily asked.
“Unfortunately, no.” I answered.
“What are you going to do about it?”
“I don’t want to do anything. It’s kind of embarrassing.” I stated.
“You can’t just leave it locked up forever?” Emily said.
“No, but maybe for a week or two while we think of something. Maybe we could have some more fun where I pretend to be your sissy?” I suggested.
“Pretend? With the way you’re dressed and the fact that you’re ok leaving your penis locked up, I think you definitely are a sissy…” Emily stated.
My cheeks turned red at her comment. I pulled up my panties and fixed my dress as I continued sitting on the bed next to Emily.
“I’m ok with whatever you want to do. I just don’t want you to hurt yourself. Can you even orgasm with that thing on?” Emily asked.
“You were able to make me cum last night.” I responded.
“I can’t believe I don’t remember that.”
“Well, how about we do something that you will remember?” I suggested.
“Ok, sissy.”




Chapter 9

Emily grabbed the strap-on and brought it up her legs while I rushed to the bathroom to lather myself with lube. To warm myself up, I inserted the vibrating butt plug and turned it to its highest setting for a few minutes. While I was still warming up in the bathroom, Emily barged in with the strap-on around her waist and demanded that I follow her. Having found the cuffs and gag from the previous night, she decided that I should be bound and gagged while she made love to me.
Taking me by the shoulder, she pushed me onto the bed and began fastening the cuffs around my wrists behind my back. Once they were secure, she cuffed my ankles before connecting the wrist and ankle cuffs together behind me. With my body stuck in a hogtie position, she brought the gag to my mouth and forced it inside. After buckling it behind my head, she grabbed the whip from the living room.
Sitting next to me on the bed, Emily began making small circles with the whip on each of my butt cheeks. After pulling my dress up to expose my panties, she began cracking the whip against my butt. Starting soft and slow, she quickly worked up to more powerful and intense whips. I couldn’t help but squeal as she continued whipping my back end until my cheeks turned bright red.
Feeling extra sensitive after last night, I began to moan and whine loudly between each whip to my bottom. Emily pushed me to my limits as she cracked the whip against my cheeks repeatedly until a tear streamed down my cheek. Once she felt that I had enough, she threw the whip to the floor and began massaging my butt cheeks. She squeezed and pulled at my butt cheeks while spreading them apart and pushing them together. With the butt plug vibrating in my rear, I was aching for her to fuck me with the dildo. Keeping the suspense building, Emily slapped my cheeks with her hands before grabbing the remote to my plug and playing with the settings.
Jumping from one setting to another, I moaned and whined as I felt the plug vibrate in a myriad of different patterns. Although my penis was locked in a chastity cage, I could feel myself becoming aroused and trying to grow. As my member met the bars of the chastity cage, it strained against its captivity before losing some of its rigidity.
After a few minutes of playing with the plug, Emily pinched it with two fingers and pulled it from my behind. Once it was out, she pushed it back into my hole and began to fuck me with the plug. I couldn’t help breathing heavier as she used to plug to stimulate my rear and stretch me out.
Having been sufficiently warmed up, Emily tossed the plug to the floor before spreading my knees apart and mounting me from behind. Although I was in a hogtie position, Emily wiggled her body between my legs and found a way to force the strap-on dildo inside of my behind. Starting slowly, she guided the tip to my hole and slowly pushed it through the opening. I let out a long, soft moan as I felt myself stretching to accommodate the girth and length of the dildo.
As she worked the dildo in deeper, I relaxed my behind while she pressed her bodyweight down on top of me and pushed until her crotch met my cheeks. With the full length of the dildo inside of me, she began bouncing up and down while humping my backside roughly. I pulled against my restraints and let out loud moans as she dominated my back end and showed me who was in charge.
Reaching around to my front, I could feel her caress my chest and squeeze before reaching down to my middle and finding my caged member. Although my penis was locked securely in the chastity cage, she put her hand around my swollen balls and began squeezing lightly while she fucked me. As my whining grew louder, she began to squeeze harder while humping me.
The intense stimulation to my rear and the abuse to my balls felt like too much to handle as Emily showed her true dominant side. With the way I was tied and gagged, there was nothing I could do to fight what was happening. I felt like a submissive sissy slut as she took complete control of me and ravaged my back end. Even though my penis was not receiving any attention, it felt like a rush of fluid was aching to be released.
Letting out loud moans and whines, I tensed my body as I felt an imminent release coming. Emily must have been able to sense what was about to happen as she let go of my testicles and pulled the dildo out all at once. As I was left on the bed, I whipped my head backward to see why she stopped. I could see that she had left the room and returned a few moments later with the blindfold in hand. After jumping on the bed next to me, she tied the blindfold over my eyes before slapping my butt cheek again.
“I can’t let you go that easy. You need to earn your release.” Emily stated.
Emily moved her body back on top of mine before guiding the dildo back to my hole. As she began to hump my backside again, I could hear the faint sound of the vibrator being turned on. Emily pressed the vibrator against her crotch as she continued pumping the dildo in and out of my bottom.
In just a few short minutes, I could hear Emily’s breathing speeding up as her thrusts became irregular. It felt like she neared an orgasm rather quickly as I kept my focus on the rod entering and exiting me repeatedly. Her body began to shake as an orgasm swept her away while she was on top of me. She reached down and grabbed my swollen balls as she continued humping me with an irregular rhythm. It felt like she was squeezing my testis harder than ever as she came down from an intense climax. Once she was finished, she pulled the vibrator away and rested on top of me for a few minutes. Feeling like she had more in her, she put the vibrator back on her crotch and went for a second round.
It felt like her second orgasm took much longer than her first, but she managed to keep more of her attention on me. She continued squeezing my swollen balls with her hand as she humped me roughly. Loud high-pitched squeaks came out uncontrollably as she forced the dildo in and out of my back end. After several minutes of intense stimulation, Emily found her second orgasm.
Her thrusts paused as she squeezed my balls long and hard. I winced in pain as her whole body tensed and she shivered on top of me. Her breathing became irregular as she rested her head on my neck and kissed me gently. I felt outside of myself as she pushed through the orgasm and quickly found her rhythm humping my bottom once again.
After turning the vibrator off, she used one hand to squeeze my chest while the other hand held onto my chastity caged member. As she pushed and pulled on my chastity cage, the small amount of stimulation to my penis began to sweep me away. I could feel small drops of cum leaking from the cage as Emily gripped it tightly. With the dildo continuing to push in and out of my back end, it felt like small squirts of cum were being pushed out in sync with the dildo fucking me. Shivers ran up my spine as my stomach tensed and breathing became difficult. After a few of the most euphoric filled minutes of my life, my orgasm finally came to an end. However, I felt like I was still ready for more.
Emily pulled the blindfold from my eyes and released the gag while she laid on top of me.
“How was that, little sissy?” Emily asked.
Still feeling out of breath, I answered. “Incredible…Can we…Keep going?”
Emily shoved the gag back into my mouth and tied the blindfold around my eyes before answering, “I have all day…”              




Epilogue

After an afternoon full of steamy lovemaking, both Emily and I felt exhausted. Emily had used the strap-on to ravage my back end for hours while pressing the vibrator against herself to achieve several orgasms. She had unlocked my ankles from their cuffs while leaving my wrists secured behind me, so that she could have her way with me in every room of our apartment. By the time she was finished, I felt like I could not walk normally.
Late in the evening, both Emily and I showered off and cleaned ourselves up before fixing dinner together. With the chastity cage still locked onto me, I felt that it would be more appropriate if I continued crossdressing for the evening, and Emily agreed. Although I did not have many outfits to dress like a woman, I did have a short red dress with thin straps that ran over my shoulders.
After doing my hair and makeup, I slid into a pair of matching red panties and bra before inserting my fake breasts into the cups. Emily had helped me with my hair and used a curling iron to style it femininely. Even though I was decent with makeup, Emily had assisted in applying my foundation and perfecting my eyes. Once my lipstick was on, I slid into my form fitting dress that cutoff at my upper thighs. Slipping into a pair of strappy high heel stiletto sandals, I gazed at myself in the mirror to make sure that everything was perfect.
Except for the small bulge in my dress from my metal chastity cage, I felt like I passed for a woman. The makeup smoothed out my face and gave the appearance of feminine facial features, while the fake breasts accentuated my chest and altered my body shape. With the absence of hair on my body and high heels helping to define my calves, I felt sexy.
As Emily and I sat down to enjoy our meal together, I could sense that there was something on her mind.
“Is everything ok?” I asked, feeling nervous about how I looked.
“Yeah, I’m fine.” She answered.
“Are you sure? Is this too much?” I asked.
“Too much? What do you mean?”
“Well, I’ve never shown this side of myself to you and I don’t want to weird you out or anything.”
“I was literally fucking you with a dildo all day while you were wearing a dress…”
“Well, that’s true…” I said nervously.
“Yeah, so don’t worry about it. You look really hot.” Emily stated.
“Then why do I feel like there’s something on your mind?”
Emily took a deep breath before answering. “I guess…Maybe because there is…”
I felt a pit forming in my stomach, as I didn’t know where the conversation was about to go.
“Is it about what happened last night with your friends?” I asked.
Emily gave me a look before looking back down at her plate quickly. “Maybe.”
“It’s Melissa, isn’t it?” I continued prying.
“Yeah…I just still can’t believe she fucked you with the strap-on. It feels like she crossed a line and I’m not sure how to handle it.” Emily responded.
“You could talk to her?” I suggested.
“I don’t even know what I would say? I just feel so angry and I just want to get even with her.” Emily fumed.
“How? You want to fuck her boyfriend with a strap-on?” I laughed.
A grin appeared on Emily’s face as she looked at me. “That’s an idea…”
“I was kind of joking.” I responded.
“Yeah, no. That would be too weird for you. I don’t think I could do that to you.”
“If it would make you feel better. I would be ok with it I guess.”
“Are you serious?” Emily asked.
“Yeah, I mean Melissa got to have her way with me. It only seems fair.”
Emily played with her food as she thought about my comment. After a few minutes, she pulled out her phone and began texting Melissa.
I nervously took a few bites as I watched Emily and waited for her to speak. From her devious smile, I figured that Melissa was agreeing to her proposition. After taking the last bite of my meal, I stood up and put my plate in the sink. Stepping over to Emily, I glanced at her phone while I offered to take her plate.
“I’m still working on it.” Emily said, while still texting.
“What did you say to her?” I said, while leaning over Emily’s shoulder.
“I told her that if she doesn’t let me fuck Tim, I’m going to tell him what she did to you last night.”
“Ok? And how did she respond?”
“She said I could do it tonight if I wanted. They were playing dress up tonight too, and she just tied him up.”
“So you’re going to go over there and use the strap-on on him?” I asked.
“Yeah, but only if you’re ok with it?” Emily said while looking at me.
“I guess so, but I thought we were going to do something tonight?” I responded.
“I’m not going over there alone. You’re coming with…” Emily stated.
“Dressed like this?”
“Dressed like that.” Emily said while standing up and taking my hand.
“Don’t worry, Tim won’t get all the attention. I’ll make sure that you have your time in the spotlight too.” Emily informed me.
I swallowed the saliva in my mouth as Emily walked to our bedroom and grabbed a pair of shoes. After gathering the blindfold, whip, strap-on, vibrating butt plug, and extra dildo, she stuffed the contents into her purse and took my hand.
Although I was nervous to step out of our apartment while dressed and made up as a woman, Emily didn’t give me any time to have second thoughts. Before I could protest leaving our apartment, we were outside with the door locked. I nervously walked with Emily to our car, where she helped me inside and closed the door for me. As I sat in the passenger seat waiting to visit her friend Melissa, I wondered if tonight would be as memorable as the previous night. 




Thank you for reading!


If you enjoyed this book or any of the other books in this series, please consider leaving a review. Five star reviews are extremely helpful and let me know to continue writing stories like these. To stay up to date with new releases, please follow me on amazon and instagram at jane_doe_feminization_author.
Thank you so much for the support and for taking time out of your day to read one of my many stories.
-Jane Doe
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It's Hard Being a Sissy Housewife
 
Do you wish that you were married to a loving, understanding, and open-minded woman who would allow you to become a sissy housewife while they support both of you?
In ‘It’s Hard Being a Sissy Housewife’, we meet a young couple with an unconventional love life. The husband enjoys crossdressing and playing the role of a submissive sissy while his wife takes on a dominating and aggressive persona. During their role playing, his outfits include high heels, short skirts or dresses, and plenty of makeup, while his wife dresses in alluring lingerie and high heel stilettos of her own. As she shouts orders to her “little sissy”, she makes sure that he acts girly and provocatively throughout their roleplaying. Once they have their fun and have both fulfilled their urges, they return to their heteronormative roles until the next week, when they will role play again. Although the protagonist enjoys crossdressing on the weekends and feels fulfillment from their love life, there is always a desire for more. After an eventful week where he finds himself out of a job and in possession of a small fortune, he decides to take some time off and become a sissy housewife for an entire week. On the very first day, instead of his wife returning to a clean home, the sink is full of dirty dishes, the floors need vacuuming, and the bed is still unmade. Frustrated with her lazy sissy housewife, she begins using a mistress manual that gives explicit instructions on how to train an unruly sissy. Following the first rule of the book, she requires him to wear a chastity cage full time and forbids him from removing it. With his manhood locked away, a strong desire is planted in his consciousness to please his mistress at all costs. As the week progresses, he begins to slip deeper and deeper into the sissy housewife role and starts to question if he can ever turn back. Find out who enjoys the new power structure in their relationship more while experiencing how hard it is when you are a sissy housewife.
The Queen of Sissy Hypnosis
 
Are you curious about how powerful sissy hypnosis can be? Do you wish that the Queen of Sissy Hypnosis would put you under her spell and turn you into a completely feminized sissy servant that obeys every command? 

In ‘The Queen of Sissy Hypnosis’, we meet a young couple who hires a sissy hypnosis expert to come stay with them. With strict bondage and constant hypnosis, the reluctant sissy is transformed from the inside out as his self image begins to reflect what he has always desired to become. The Queen of Sissy Hypnosis teaches the inexperienced mistress how she should treat her submissive sissy in order to maintain her dominance over him. After giving him a feminine name that reinforces his new identity as a submissive sissy, he is put on a strict routine that involves maintaining a hairless body, wearing a full face of makeup, styling his hair femininely, cleaning the house, and most importantly, 16 hours of daily hypnosis. The young sissy is broken by his new mistress as she teaches him how to orgasm while locked in a chastity cage. To cement his role as a submissive sissy for life, the young man is paraded down his street while fully made up and dressed as a slutty maid while collared and leashed. Enjoy this hot and steamy romance as we discover how powerful sissy hypnosis can be when wielded by an experienced dominatrix. 
Life in Her Heels
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to experience life as women have experienced throughout human history? To be told what you can wear, where you can go, and what you are allowed to do with your body?
In ‘Life in Her Heels’, the patriarchy is turned upside down when a charismatic female leader is voted into the White House. Running a campaign based on putting men and women on equal footing, the new leader of the country is voted into office, with a large majority in both chambers of Congress. To right the wrongs of human history, the new leadership puts laws into place that force men to experience what women have endured throughout the history of the world. The protagonist of the story finds himself living through this historic moment and must adhere to the new rules as they are written. While living with his wife, the young man must follow the new federal dress codes by turning in his pants for skirts and shoes for high heels. He and his wife are assigned new jobs that greatly alter the power structure in their home and finances. When his new job requires him to alter his body, he struggles with the changes that are occurring and how to express what is happening to him. As he slowly changes from a man to a feminized sissy, it starts to become impossible to hide his growing “assets”. After an incident where he is unfairly blamed for initiating an encounter with someone in his apartment building, he is put on house arrest and required to wear a chastity belt at all times. Eventually, the protagonist becomes unrecognizable to the man he once was and must come to terms with his new life as a submissive sissy to his wife who now owns him.
Maid to be Mine
 
Have you ever dreamt of becoming a sissy maid for a dominating woman? Do you wish that your significant other would help you begin a new career as a full time sissy maid?
‘Maid to be mine’ explores the sissy maid lifestyle from the perspective of a woman who is learning about it for the first time. After the protagonist’s boyfriend loses his job and goes on unemployment, she allows him to move into her apartment to save some money. When she comes home to dirty dishes, an unmade bed, and crumbs all over the carpet, she decides that something needs to change. While discussing the chores around the house, her boyfriend confides that he has a fantasy about becoming a sissy maid that cooks and cleans for his mistress. Being brand new to the subject of sissies and forced feminization, she begins doing some research and reading stories on the web. Intrigued by the idea, she gives the female led relationship a try. She quickly learns that her sissy needs a set of rules to follow so that he fulfills his duties properly. On her way home from work, she purchases new panties and bras to replace his dirty old male underwear. To test if he is serious about the new dynamic in their relationship, she orders the new sissy maid to shave all of his body hair. After throwing away all of his old male underwear and replacing it with panties and bras, she provides a maid’s uniform that he must wear at all times around the house. While locked up in chastity and under the tight control of his new mistress, the sissy maid excels in his new role. When she tells her girlfriend about her new sissy maid, her girlfriend jokingly asks to have him clean her house to make some extra money. She happily agrees and begins sending her new sissy maid to cook and clean for her friends a few days a week. As you read along, it becomes clear how much attention a sissy requires and why they need an attentive and dominating mistress.
Sissy Maid Camp
 
Have you ever fantasied about going to a camp where you would be trained to be a proper sissy maid? Do you wish a place existed where sissies are made to wear the highest of heels, a maid’s dress, and makeup at all times with other sissies?
In ‘Sissy Maid Camp’, our protagonist finds out exactly how much his life can change over a summer. After a double dinner date with his wife and her friends from work, the couple learns about a camp where men are sent to be trained and taught how to be a proper sissy maid. Being a curious closeted sissy, he is intrigued by the camp and decides to try it out. While at camp, they are taught how to do their hair, makeup, and nails. Along with their new beauty regimen, they are trained to cook, clean, and serve their mistress diligently. A set of rules is instilled in the sissies, which requires them to stay quiet, curtsey, wear chastity, and act as girly as possible at all times. If a sissy disobeys or strays from the rules, they are punished swiftly. Although feminization surgery is not a requirement for camp, most of the sissies find themselves longing for a breast augmentation of their own. Over the course of the summer, our sissy learns that nothing will be the same when they return home from camp. They will continue to live as a sissy maid for their mistress permanently. Enjoy the tale as you witness the complete feminization of a young man into a sissy house maid eager to serve.
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.
His New Toy
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be the sissy lover to a rich, powerful, and sexy man? Have you ever fantasized about being a submissive sissy and crossdressing every day for the man of your dreams? 
Let me introduce you to a young man that is about to explore every sissy's dream in 'His New Toy'. Having been out of luck in the dating scene with women, Ray decides to finally branch out and look for a man that will allow him to explore his innermost desires. After coming in contact with a man named Conner Wellington on the internet, Ray is invited to Conner’s home to live as his sissy lover. Ray can’t believe he isn’t dreaming when he hears the three requirements in the proposition. He must submit to complete feminization of his body and appearance. Ray must act as femininely as possible at all times. And lastly, he must follow any and all of Conner’s instructions. If he agrees to the proposal, everything he would ever need would be provided for him. After agreeing to move in with Conner, he is given a room with a closet full of dresses, skirts, high heels, bras, panties, and all the lingerie he could dream of. Ray is in sissy heaven as he transforms into the woman of his dreams through breast augmentation and facial reconstructive surgeries. The new sissy becomes fixated on Conner and finding ways to win his heart. As they explore their new relationship, the sissy is introduced to a part of the BDSM world that she didn’t know existed. The sissy must learn to accept a chastity cage while remaining plugged at all times. While experiencing tie ups and gags, every button is pressed to make the sissy squeal. Enjoy the spicy romance as this sissy gets what she deserves. 
His Favorite Toy
 
Have you ever fantasized about serving a rich and powerful man as his sissy lover? Do you wish you could wear a French maid’s dress, stockings, high heels, and makeup every day while serving the man of your dreams?

In ‘His Favorite Toy’, we meet a sissy named Bridget who lives on a private island with her master, Conner. Although Bridget was born a male, she has been privileged with extensive surgeries that were paid for by her master. With a body that matches how she feels on the inside, she lives out her dream of having an ideal feminine body with soft, sexy facial features and E cup breasts. Bridget’s enticing appearance has a way of capturing her master’s interest as she performs her maid’s duties on the island. With a special room full of tie ups and gags, Bridget is always on her toes, wondering when she might be tied up and ravaged next. When a new maid named Rachel arrives on the island, Bridget takes it upon herself to mentor the new sissy and show her the ropes. As they begin to bond and form a unique relationship of their own, they start to realize that something has changed on the island. Although they continue to fool around and explore BDSM during their lovemaking sessions with Conner, it becomes clear that something is bothering the man of their dreams. Embark on a journey to the Caribbean, where we experience a steamy love triangle between two devoted sissies and their dominating master.
Their New Doll
 
Have you ever fantasied about being trained as a proper sissy? Do you wish that two beautiful and strong mistresses would force you into submission as they explore their BDSM fantasies with you?
In ‘Their New Doll’, we see the world through the eyes of Conner Wellington, a billionaire who owns homes in New York City and the Caribbean. Using his wealth and power, Conner has devoted his life to seeking out submissive sissies and helping them feminize themselves. Providing the best treatment that money can buy, Conner invites young men to come and live with him, while they transition into the person they always dreamed of becoming. When they complete their transition, he either finds them a new home, or provides them with enough money that they can begin their new life anywhere in the world.
After years of philanthropic work, Conner can’t help but feel like there is something missing in his life. As he is discussing his mental health with his long-time friend, Jennifer, he realizes that it is time to finally care for himself. Instead of living as the dominant man over his two sissy companions, Rachel and Bridget, they decide to switch roles and give Conner the same treatment he gave to his sissies. With the high heel on the other foot, he quickly realizes that the sissy lifestyle isn’t as easy as he expected. As his body transitions, Conner experiences the BDSM lifestyle as a submissive and must learn to accept that his mistresses are now in complete control of every aspect of his life. When Rachel and Bridget begin to disagree about how they should treat their submissive servant, Conner finds himself in a love triangle, where both are competing for his love and affection. This steamy romance will keep you on the edge as you explore tie-ups, gags, sex doll suits, plugs, strap-ons, submissive training and much, much more.
The Doll Designer
 
Have you ever wondered how it would feel to become a real life sissy doll? Does the thought of wearing a latex bodysuit and high heels excite you?

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

In “The Sissy Secretary”, a bashful crossdresser named Morgan is hired by a divorce attorney. During the interview, Morgan learns that there is a strict dress code for his position which requires him to crossdress every day in short skirts and high heels of at least 4 inches in height. Along with his clothes, the dress code stipulates that he must wear a full face of makeup, have his nails done in either pink or red, and he must dye his hair blonde while adding extensions to meet a length criteria. After discussing the job with his childhood friend, Morgan decides to accept the generous offer. As he begins working at the office, a romance develops between the boss and his new secretary. Morgan happily spends large portions of the day beneath Mr. Johnson’s desk as they become inseparable from each other. After a mishap with Morgan’s fake breast forms while they are making love on Mr. Johnson’s desk, Mr. Johnson suggests that Morgan has a boob job done that he will gladly pay for. It feels like their relationship reaches a tipping point as Morgan is torn between advice from her childhood friend and what he wants more than anything. Follow along in this sexy romance that takes a deep dive into the life of a sissy secretary. 
The Sissy Slave Experience
 
In ‘The Sissy Slave Experience’, we follow a man in his mid-twenties who finds a service online that helps sissies explore their deepest desires. The service has a few options to choose from, where the sissy can explore their unique fantasies during a one-week immersive experience. After signing up for their program, he is required to come while dressed for the program. When he arrives at the address given to him, he is already dressed in a full-body latex catsuit, five inch high heel boots, and leather gloves while fully made up with his hair styled femininely. As a part of the required outfit, he must wear a chastity cage and plug. When he walks up to the front door to begin his experience, he realizes that he is either at the wrong address or that he may have been scammed. As he gets in his car and plans to leave, he is confronted by two men who take him to an unknown location. With a bag over his head, the two men bring the crossdresser into their basement and proceed to tie him up with a leather arm binder, a devious gag, ankle cuffs, and a collar with a leash attached. Although he had signed up for a one-week program similar to this, he fears that this experience may never come to an end. This hot and steamy story will leave you aching for more as it keeps you on the edge.
Becoming the Girl of His Dreams
 
Have you ever had a sissy dream that felt so real that you couldn’t distinguish it from reality? Have you ever wished that your dreams would become your new reality?
In ‘Becoming the Girl of His Dreams’, we meet a kind hearted closeted crossdresser who works at a diner. The protagonist has a strange encounter with a mysterious woman who informs him that all of his dreams will come true. After brushing off the comment as some sort of vague encouragement, he returns home and falls into a deep sleep. In his dream, his nails are painted bright pink and become much longer and more feminine. When he awakes the next morning, he is shocked to find his nails matching what he saw in his dream. Thinking that someone is pulling a prank on him, he tries to hide his nails while at work and figure it out later. With each passing night, he continues dreaming that he is being turned into a woman and finding those dreams manifesting in real life. From every bit of body hair magically vanishing from his body to a set of DD boobs appearing on his chest, he soon finds himself unrecognizable as the man he once was. His hair turns blonde and grows a foot over night and permeant makeup is painted on his face that will not come off. Unable to process the changes in his fragile male psyche, he denies what is happening and tries to fight against the female dominator that keeps appearing in his dreams. Will the sissy find a way to reverse the changes or have to learn how to live as the woman that he has always dreamt of becoming?
She's Such a Witch
 
Have you ever fantasized about waking up in the body of a real-life French maid? Do you wish you could shed your male identity and become a beautiful, delicate female that is the object of everyone’s sexual desire?

‘She’s Such a Witch’ follows a man in his late twenties who keeps his crossdressing a secret, except for one day a year on Halloween. When a mysterious witch moves in next door and discovers his crossdressing secret, she begins to toy with him and telepathically whisper thoughts in his ear. As he tries to convince himself that he doesn’t believe in magic, he ignores the witch’s commands and falls under her spell. After waking up and discovering that he is inhabiting the body of a French woman who can’t speak a word of English, he realizes just how powerful the witch is. She informs him that his life as a male is finished and he will be starting a new job as a maid. Instead of attending his neighbor’s annual Halloween party as one of the guests, he will now serve the guests and make sure that everyone is satisfied. Dressed in a provocative black-and-white uniform with stockings and high-heeled booties, the protagonist quickly becomes the center of attention at the party. Although he is hesitant to test out his new body parts, his new instincts take over as he begins to crave the touch of a strong, muscular companion. After experiencing feelings that he didn’t know existed, the protagonist is torn between what they thought they wanted and what they now desire. Will the young man find a way to reverse the spell or remain under the clutches of an immortal witch forever?
Past the Point of No Return
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be turned into a real life sissy whore? To be completely feminized, chastised, and made to serve a mistress and master?
In the story ‘Past the Point of No Return’, we meet a young man who is curious to explore his sissy tendencies. Although he enjoys dressing and acting feminine when given the opportunity, he has never stepped out while en fem until one fateful night. After receiving a phishing email from a mysterious dominatrix, he is asked to meet up at a local motel. Thinking with his other head, he decides to drive to the location given while dressed and made up as he was requested. While wearing a little black dress, high-heeled pumps, fishnet stockings, and a matching set of bra and panties, he meets the gorgeous woman who invited him. The woman informs him that she would like to tie him up during their session and he agrees promptly. Once he is bound, gagged, and unable to escape, the woman milks the sissy until he is completely dry. After locking the sissy into a steel chastity cage, the woman calls for two burly men who come and kidnap the scared sissy. The young man is taken to a facility where he is given a breast enhancement and facial reconstructive surgery. When he is transported to his new home, he is trained and hypnotized to be a submissive sissy slut that is eager to serve. Throughout the story, elements of forced feminization, Feminization surgery, Bimbofication, sissy hypnotism, sissy prostitution, and bondage are all explored. If you are still reading this and haven’t been scared off, this may be the book for you.
My Body Swap With Candi
 
Do you wish that you could shed your male body and experience lovemaking as a beautiful, sensual woman?
In ‘My Body Swap with Candi’, we follow a young man who is a frequent visitor at a local motel that prostitutes use as a meetup location. Having had many sessions with several ladies at the establishment, he has become well acquainted with everyone there except for one woman named Candi. While paying Candi a visit, he is surprised by her demeanor and unusual comments throughout their session. By the end, he is told that he has made a huge mistake and that he must pay for it. After running out and back to his home, he receives a call from a mysterious woman named Pixi. She informs him that because of his actions, he will inhabit the body of the woman he just slept with. However, while he inhabits the body for one week, he will be required to fulfill her duties or be stuck in the body forever. Thinking that the call is a joke, he dismisses the assertions made by Pixi and tells her where she can stick it. Before hanging up the phone, Pixi gives one last instruction. If he reaches an orgasm at any point during the week, he will live the rest of his life in Candi’s body. After hanging up the phone, he slips into the deepest sleep of his life. Waking up the next morning, he thinks he is dreaming when he looks down at a set of his very own DD breasts. Running to the bathroom, he looks into the mirror and discovers that what Pixi said was true. Stuck in Candi’s body with only one way out, he must fulfill Candi’s responsibilities while being careful to not have a release. After meeting with his first few clients, he quickly discovers how sensitive his new body is and just how hard it will be to keep himself from orgasming. Does the young man have what it takes to keep his new body under control, or will he be stuck as Candi forever?
Paying Lip Service
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to become a real life sissy prostitute?
In the story ‘Paying Lip Service’, we witness the complete transformation of Billie Jean, the mattress king, to the BJ queen. After becoming indebted to a pimp in town with no way to pay him back, Billie is given a makeover and dressed as one of the prostitutes that works the streets. Knowing that they can’t trust Billie to not run away, he is tied up and forced to pay lip service to the clients who visit them. Realizing how long it will take to pay off his debts, Billie asks if there is anything he can do to charge more and be finished sooner. The girls grant his request and have him brought in for a breast augmentation and lip fillers. Now further in debt, Billie will have to service even more clients before he has paid back what he owes. Billie’s journey takes one twist after another as he is led down a path he may never return from. Will he ever be able to reclaim his old life or be stuck as the BJ queen forever?
Cat and Mouse
 
Have you ever fantasied about becoming a personal sissy pet for a beautiful young woman?
In the story ‘Cat and Mouse’, we meet a young man named Bona who is down on his luck. After being unfairly accused of ratting on the mob family he works for, he comes within seconds of losing his life. When the mob boss’s daughter steps in and asks to have Bona as her personal toy, Bona believes he has dodged a bullet. As he is stripped of his clothes, shaved, painted with makeup, and forced to wear a short latex dress and ballet heels, Bona begins to wonder if becoming Elaina’s new pet is better than the other scenario that he escaped. After being fitted for his new collar, leash, and chastity cage, he is locked in a small dark room with Elaina’s other sissy pet. Bona is teased and tormented by his new roommate as he is trained and feminized by his 19-year-old mistress. To cement his new role, Bona is given a full feminization surgery complete with a set of DD breasts and facial reconstructive surgery. He is humiliated and paraded in front of his old coworkers while completely feminized as a sissy pet. Will the sissy learn to accept their role and listen to what they’re told, or will they try to fight and run away?
Sissy in Training
 
Does the thought of wearing latex and being trained as a submissive sissy excite you? Do you wish you could find someone to tie you up and make you feel like a real submissive?

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