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Chapter 1

Halloween is the most wonderful holiday for a closeted crossdresser. It’s the one time of year that anyone can dress up as anything they like and be free of judgement. When I had dressed up as a slutty cheerleader or a fairy princess in the past, my costume was usually met with charming laughter or even an award for the best costume. I knew better than to dress up as a woman every year so that suspicion would not be raised, but this Halloween I was ready to immerse myself in femininity once again.
My neighbors across the street took it upon themselves to throw a huge block party the weekend of Halloween each year. Sharon and Gene Harris would go all out with their decorations and invite anyone they had ever met. Although I typically knew a few people from around the neighborhood, I usually felt lost in a sea of faces.
At their annual party last year, I decided to take a year off from a feminine costume and go as a genie. Little did I know that Gene was also dressing as a genie, which made for a night full of jokes from Sharon. I must’ve been “mistaken” for her husband over a dozen times as she pinched my butt and put her arms around me. Everyone around the neighborhood was aware that Sharon would flirt with anything that walks, so having an excuse for her to seek me out was uncomfortable, to say the least.
Although it’s never been proven, the gossip with the neighbors is that Sharon cheats on her husband consistently. He spends long hours as a lawyer at his firm in the city and frequently spends nights out of town. Even though Sharon complains about him anytime she has an opportunity, I wasn’t convinced of the gossip until I was the object of her sexual harassment.
Despite feeling awkward and embarrassed at the Harris’s party the previous year, I had already decided to attend again. Through my twenty’s, I had lots of friends and enjoyed going out with them to whatever party we could crash together. But as time passed and many of them settled down with kids, I saw my social circle dwindle until I was left with my childhood friend that lived in the city an hour away. Although Kevin tried to convince me to go out with him this year, buying overpriced drinks in a crowded nightclub downtown didn’t sound like as fun as it used to.
Halfway through October, I was still debating whether I should just stay in for Halloween when I found a French Maid’s dress that screamed my name. While browsing on my phone late into the evening, I found a cute black and white maid’s dress with poofy sleeves and a detachable apron that tied around the front. The dress measured to be at my upper thighs while appearing low cut at the neckline.
As I thought about purchasing the dress and going all in on a French maid’s costume, I remembered that I already owned most of the items that I would need. Over the previous years, I had purchased a few pairs of panties and bras in black, white, and red. When I had gone as a slutty secretary four years prior, I added a pair of black stockings and garter belt to my ever-growing collection. The year I dressed as a slutty cheerleader, I had purchased a pair of fake DD breasts that my black push-up bra was sized for. One item that I usually purchased specifically for each costume every year was a wig.
After surfing the web for wigs in a variety of colors and styles, I decided to go with something that looked natural and resembled my own hair. I found a long straight light brown wig that was just past my shoulders in length and parted in the middle. Although I wanted to go with blonde curly hair, I figured that I would be better off trying a new look for my feminine persona. With my costume ordered, I counted the days until it arrived.
Over the course of the next week, I walked out and checked my mailbox twice daily. Trying to avoid Sharon at all costs, I timed my visits to the mailbox so that I would not run into her by accident. But, on the Friday one week before the Harris’s annual party, she finally caught me.
When Sharon initially waved and called my name from her door, I tried to pretend that I didn’t hear her. Turning back toward my house with my package in hand, I started walking briskly as Sharon practically ran across the street while calling my name. As I heard her approaching from less than ten feet away, I sighed and rolled my eyes before turning to face her.
“Oh hi, I didn’t see you. How’s it going?” I said, while forcing a smile.
“Vincent! I’m glad I finally caught you. I haven’t seen you in weeks!” Sharon said, putting her hands on her hips. A light breeze blew her short blonde hair across her face, which she fixed semi-violently.
“Yeah, I’ve just been really busy with work and everything.” I said, while taking a small step backward. 
Sharon closed the gap I tried to make and stepped slightly closer. “Oh I know what you mean. Me and Gene have been running around like a chicken with its head cut off trying to get the house ready for the party. Since he’s at the office late…AGAIN, I’m doing most of the heavy lifting by myself. You are coming next Friday, right?”
“Yeah, I was planning on stopping by. It’s still at the same time?” I asked. It always started at the same time, but I couldn’t think of anything else to say.
“Yeah, the party will be starting at 5 o’clock, but come whenever you want.” Sharon said with a smile.
“I will.” I said before blurting out, “Come at 5…Not whenever I want.”
“It’s ok, I knew what you meant.” Sharon said with a wink.
“Oh…Good…”
I turned my head to look at the door and signal that I wanted to leave, but Sharon either didn’t care or wasn’t picking up on the social cues.
“Did you meet the new neighbor yet?” She asked enthusiastically.
“No, I uh…I haven’t seen them.”
“You’ve only been living next to each other for a month. Do you ever come out of the house?” Sharon laughed.
“I guess not.” I said, laughing with her. 
“Well, you’ll probably see her at the party, I just invited her a few days ago. You know, she’s really cute, you should ask her out.”
“Uh yeah…Yeah maybe I will.”
“Oh you two would be so cute together. I would die to see what your babies would look like.” Sharon laughed.
I laughed uncomfortably with her. “Yeah, well, it’s been nice catching up. I’m sure I’ll see you around, but if not, I’ll definitely see you at the party.”
“Ok, stranger.” Sharon said while shaking her head. “Oh, and just so you know, Gene is going as a wrestler this year and I’ll be a ring girl. I just wanted to make sure you don’t ‘accidentally’ use the same idea again.”
“I highly doubt that will happen.” I said, while walking back to my door.
Sharon watched as I entered my house and closed the door behind me.
If not for her annoying quarks, I would’ve felt bad for the middle-aged woman. She had a large house all to herself most of the time and craved social interactions, but her personality made it difficult for any man to be friendly. It felt like she would take any small joke or laugh and turn it into a flirty encounter. Sharon wasn’t ugly by any stretch of the imagination, but she was fifteen years older than me and married. The last thing I wanted was to get caught up with her short fused husband. 




Chapter 2

After bringing my package into the house, I closed the living room curtains and ripped the box open. I could hardly contain myself as I pulled the dress out and held it against my body. Although I wasn’t worried that it would be the wrong size, I had to know how it felt on my skin. Stripping my clothes off right in the living room, I changed into the maid’s dress and began twirling around.
It wasn’t uncommon for me to dress up, do my makeup, and wear female oriented clothing for the evening. During most weekends, I would make sure that I had everything I needed so that I could stay in and dress up from the time I was finished with work on Friday to when I started again on Monday. Working from home as a coder, I had plenty of freedom to set my schedule and dress however I preferred during the week. However, when I was in work mode, I tried to keep myself from getting distracted with girly clothing.
With my maid’s dress on and zipped up, I ran upstairs and began searching through my guest room closet for a pair of high heels. In my suburban two bedroom home, I stayed in the master bedroom and turned my guest bedroom into a space for my feminine alter ego. The guest closet was filled with costumes, clothing, and woman’s shoes that I acquired over the years while the bed was made up with pink bedcovers and pillows. As I scanned my choices for black high heels, I landed on a pair of peep toe shoes with a five-inch heel and one inch platform.
After sliding them onto my feet, I strutted around the room and practiced my girly walk. With years of practice under my belt, it felt like it came naturally. Whenever I slipped high heels onto my feet, it was like a new person took over and I switched to female mode. Although I found other types of woman’s shoes to be appealing, there was nothing like a sexy pair of high heels to shed my male persona.
Walking downstairs to my kitchen, I took my new costume for a spin and began cleaning the dishes from breakfast. I scrubbed the pan that was used for eggs and placed the dirty dishes into the dishwasher before bending down for a curtsey. Even though I lived alone, I usually found it enjoyable to pretend that a mistress was keeping a close eye on me. As I stood up from my curtsey and glanced out the window over the sink, I discovered that someone was watching.
My next-door neighbor’s home had two windows that were along the side of its house facing my home. One of the windows was toward the front of their home across from my living room. But I had already closed the curtains in my living room to block any view into my house. However, the other window where I saw my neighbor standing was to their bathroom, which was usually kept dark with shades. In my three years of living at my current address, I had never seen anyone open those shades across from my kitchen sink window.
After jumping out of view, I crouched on the floor for a few minutes before peeking out again. Seeing that the shades were drawn and that the bathroom was dark, I breathed a sigh of relief before closing the blinds over the kitchen sink window. As I closed the blinds, I had a strange feeling come over me.
With a chill in my back, I began to get nervous and feel like someone was still watching me. I made a quick turn to look behind me and ran to the living room to make sure that it was empty. Although the coast was clear, I could not shake the feeling that I was in someone’s presence. Trying to distract myself from the uneasy feelings, I made my way upstairs and began preparing for a night in my new dress.
I marched to the guest bedroom and began by undressing myself. Once everything was removed, I went to the bathroom and turned on the shower. After stepping under the water, I began lathering my legs with shaving cream. I took my time going over my legs and made sure that they were completely hairless when I was finished. With my legs cleaned of any unwanted hairs, I began shaving the rest of my body.
Removing all of my body hair was usually a time-consuming process. On a few occasions, I used a hair removal cream that had longer lasting results. However, it was a tedious process, and I usually saved that for special occasions like Halloween the following week. I went over my entire body carefully and made sure that everything was removed.
After stepping out of the shower, I could feel a chill up my spine and quickly wrapped myself with a towel. Stepping in front of the mirror, I checked over my face and made sure that every bit of stubble was gone. When I saw that I missed a spot, I leaned down to grab a razor and shaving cream beneath the sink. As I stood up and faced the mirror again, I could see my next-door neighbor standing behind me in the bathroom.
I jumped and threw the razor before falling backward into the shower. After shaking my head, my eyes darted back and forth, looking for the intruder in my bathroom. Seeing that the door was still closed, and that there was no one there, I shook my head again and took a few deep breaths.
“Why am I letting her get to me?” I said to myself aloud, “Everyone is going to see me fully made up and wearing the dress next week, anyway. If she tells anyone that she saw me or if anyone asks, I can just say that I was trying it on to make sure it fit. This is not a big deal, right?”
Except for Halloween, my crossdressing usually remained a secret. Knowing that someone saw me doing chores around the house while dressed in high heels and a maid’s dress seemed to have a bigger effect on me than I wanted to admit. But I tried to convince myself that it wasn’t a huge deal and that I needed to move on with my night.
After stepping back in front of the mirror, I took a deep breath before shaving the patches of hair off of my face that I had missed in the shower. I used some moisturizer and lotion before beginning with primer. Once it was spread evenly across my face, I started with my makeup.
Using a liquid foundation that matched my skin tone, I spread it around my face smoothly and evenly. Once my foundation looked right, I used concealer to lighten up my face and hide the darkness beneath my eyes. After finishing with the liquid makeup, I grabbed a powder brush and dusted a light coat of foundation powder onto me. I set down the powder brush and grabbed my bronzer brush before using it to give my face a sun kissed glow. Nearing the end of my routine, I grabbed the blush and applied a light coat to my cheekbones. Seeing that my blush was looking flawless, I used highlighter on my nose, forehead, chin, and brow bone to add some glow. With most of my face complete, I finally moved on to my eyes.
Deciding to go with a more natural every day look, I grabbed my eye shadow palette and used two neutral shades that complimented my skin tone. Starting with the lighter shade, I applied it across the entirety of my eyelid before using the darker shade to fill out the area between the center and the outer part of the eyelid. With my eye shadow complete, I grabbed a jet black eye liner and carefully circled my eyes. Moving slowly and carefully, I created a small wing on each eye and moved on to the next step.
Before jumping into the mascara, I began with a lash curler and placed it over each eye for a few seconds. Starting at the base of my lashes, I gently applied the first coat and watched for clumping. Once the first application was complete, I went for a second coat to add even more volume. Seeing my eyes pop behind all the makeup, I focused my attention on my lips.
Using a lip scrub, I made sure that any dead skin was removed before applying lip balm. After waiting for it to absorb, I finished my makeup with a pink lip gloss and smacked my lips together. Turning my face from side to side, I made sure that everything was perfect before stepping away from the mirror and getting dressed.
Beginning with my underwear, I grabbed a pair of black panties and a matching push-up bra. After pulling the panties up my legs, I slid my arms through the bra straps and fastened it behind me. Searching through my guest closet, I found my DD fake breasts and slid them into my cups. After adjusting my bra to make sure the fake breasts were sitting correctly, I fished a pair of black stockings from my closet and rolled them up my hairless legs.
It never ceased to amaze me how wonderful it felt to encase my legs in the soft and stretchy material after shaving. I fastened the garter belt around my waist and attached the garter straps to my stockings so that they would stay up. Grabbing my maid’s dress from the bed, I stepped into it and zipped it up my back before grabbing the peep toe high heels that I had worn earlier.
As I stepped in front of the mirror fully dressed and made up, I realized that my wig had not arrived with the maid’s dress. Stomping my right high heel in frustration, I let out a small squeal of annoyance. Almost immediately after my juvenile display of frustration, I could hear the doorbell ring. My heart sank as I tried to figure out what I should do. The Halloween party wasn’t until next week and I couldn’t let anyone see me like this yet. I slipped off my high heels and carried them with me downstairs, where I crept up to the door and peeked out.
When I saw that my next-door neighbor was standing on my doorstep with a package in hand, my heart sank. Her dark brown hair fell well past her shoulders while her makeup matched her dark presence. She was wearing a long black maxi dress and black flat shoes as she stood with excellent posture and stared directly into the peephole. With a closer look at her pale face, I guessed that she was in her mid-twenties.
My mind raced and my heart thumped as she knocked on the door and rang my doorbell a second time. There was no way I wanted to answer the door while I was dressed and wearing makeup, but she had already seen that I was home. Turning around and putting my back to the door, I bit my lip and tried to think of what I should do.
After hearing the doorbell ring a third time, I knew that I had to say something.
“Who is it?” I called out with the door still closed.
There was a short pause before I heard shuffling on the other side of the door. As I peeked through the peephole again, she was gone while the package was left on my doorstep. I had no idea how she left my property so quickly, but I was glad that my predicament was over.
I shook my head and tiptoed into my living room. Creeping behind my window that faced the street and my front yard, I carefully parted the blinds and looked out. Seeing that no one was outside, I stepped over to the window facing my neighbor’s house and peeked through the blinds. As I glanced at my neighbor’s house, I could see her standing in her living room and staring right at me.
Feeling startled, I jumped back from the window and struggled to catch my breath. It felt like a nightmare that wouldn’t end.
“Oh my god, did she see me again?” I whispered to myself. “Why is she stalking me?”
I could hear a soft whisper in my ear, “I’m not stalking you…”
After screaming and swinging my arm behind me, I lost my balance and fell onto my coffee table. The impact to my head knocked me unconscious until deep into the night.




Chapter 3

Laying on my living room floor, I awoke close to midnight with a throbbing headache. Sitting up slowly, I blinked my eyes repeatedly while trying to shake the pain in the back of my head. After remembering what had happened, I wobbled to my feet and looked around the dark room.
Bending down by the coffee table, it didn’t appear that there was any damage to the hardwood. I rubbed the back of my head before collecting my high heels and walking to the front door. Looking through the peephole, I saw that the package was still sitting on my doorstep. After cracking the door open and checking to make sure that the coast was clear, I grabbed the package.
As I lifted the box up, I found a note that was lying beneath it. After picking up the note, I stepped back inside and closed the door before locking it. With the box and note in hand, I walked upstairs to my bedroom and turned on the lights. While sitting on the edge of my bed, I held up the note and read it.
‘It was adorable that you thought you could hide from me while dressed up as a pretty little French maid. If you would have answered your door, you would’ve found out that your wig was delivered to my house by accident and I was simply returning it to you. But after your pitiful attempt to hide from me, I decided to have a little fun. I’ve seen inside of your brain and I know you like to pretend to be a woman any chance you get. Halloween is the one time of year that you are free to show the world how you truly feel on the inside, but it’s a shame that you only let yourself shine every other year so that people won’t gossip about you. I think it’s time that you stop pretending and experience what you have craved since you were a small child. When the clock strikes midnight, you have a choice. If you put on the wig and fall asleep, you will wake up to find your lifelong dream come true. I don’t take pity on mortals often, so make good use of the spell I cast on you.’
I blinked my eyes a few times and read the note again. In my dizzy and groggy state of mind, I couldn’t tell if someone was playing a joke on me or if my neighbor was being serious. After setting the note down on my nightstand, I opened the box and found the long brown wig that I had ordered.
With the wig in hand, I walked to the bathroom and stood in front of the mirror. My makeup was still holding and my costume looked perfect.
‘I’m not scared of her…’ I thought to myself.
After shrugging my shoulders, I threw the wig over my head and fixed it so that my short brown hair was tucked beneath. Grabbing a brush from my drawer, I began brushing the wavy brown wig hair that fell to my upper back.
“Oh no, her spell is going to get me.” I said aloud, jokingly. After shaking my head, I set down the brush and posed in front of the mirror with my hands on my hips.
In my dress, high heels, stockings, makeup, and wig, I loved the image staring back at me. It felt incredible to see myself how I felt on the inside. Femininity wasn’t just something I enjoyed playing with, it was a part of me. After blowing a kiss to the mirror, I exited the bathroom and walked back to my bedroom across the hall.
Although I liked to fall asleep while fully made up and dressed, I rarely slept with a wig on because the hair would become knotted when I did. But I was tired and felt like I needed to prove a point to myself that I wasn’t afraid of some weird note from my crazy neighbor. Even though she struck a cord inside of me with how I felt about my gender identity and how I presented it, I couldn’t let myself live in fear of spells and fairytales. Laying on my back, I turned off the lamp in my bedroom and closed my eyes. What felt like moments later, I opened my eyes to see that it was already morning.
I blinked my eyes a few times as I laid in bed on my back. There was still a faint throbbing in the back of my head and a slight dizziness that persisted. Closing my eyes again, I brought my hand to my forehead and turned to my side. It felt like I was experiencing the worst hangover of my life.
Remembering that I was still made up and dressed from the previous night, I took a deep breath and made my first effort to start the day. While attempting to sit up in bed, I noticed that it took much more effort than usual. It felt like my body became heavier overnight and my strength had been drained from my muscles. Hoping that I didn’t have a concussion from my fall in the living room, I used my arms to slowly prop myself up.
Putting my feet to the floor, I took a moment to compose myself before walking to the bathroom. In my groggy state, I shuffled my feet across the floor and wobbled my way to the toilet, where I pulled down my panties and sat. As I relieved myself, I noticed that it felt different than usual. After lifting the skirt of my maid’s dress, I peered between my legs and noticed that something was missing. When I brought my hand to my middle to feel around, I fell into a state of shock.
Jumping up from the toilet during midstream, I began screaming and shouting in horror. Pee dripped between my legs and fell to the floor as I scampered around the room and used both hands to examine myself. While in a panic, I bounced between the walls as I looked down and investigated my new body parts.
Short and rapid breaths began making me feel dizzy and disoriented as I pressed my back against the bathroom door and slid down to my butt. While sitting on the ground, I closed my eyes and checked around my middle slowly and carefully. Running my fingers around the area where my penis used to be, my finger slid inside of my new hole. I gasped as shivers ran up my spine.
“Oh mon Dieu, que se passe-t-il?” I said aloud to myself.
Realizing that the words coming out were not in English, I brought my hand over my mouth and gasped. Removing my hand for a moment, I tried speaking again, “C'était français? Pourquoi ne puis-je pas parler anglais? Je ne peux pas croire que cette sorcière m'ait jeté un sort!”
Both hands covered my painted lips as panic continued to grow. Although I had never spoken a word of French in my life, it was the only language that I could utter at the moment. The strange part was that I knew exactly what was coming out of my mouth. In my head it sounded like English, but spoken aloud it came out French.
I shook my head before standing to my feet and examining myself in the mirror. As I caught sight of the image in front of me, a sinking feeling grew stronger in my stomach. I didn’t even recognize myself, as my body shape and facial structure were unmistakably female. From the hair on top of my head to my painted toes, it felt like I was inhabiting the body of another person.
My hair was light brown and fell just past my shoulders with some slight waves, while my skin looked smooth and flawless. Even with all the makeup applied to my face, I could clearly see that my nose looked smaller, my cheekbones were more defined, and my chin was much softer looking. Even my neck looked more feminine as I noticed my Adam’s apple had disappeared.
Turning my attention down to my body, I quickly noticed that the cleavage filling my bra was real and attached to me. Pulling the front of my dress outward, I peeked beneath my clothing to discover a set of DD boobs being pushed up beneath my chin. As I felt my left breast and gave it a gentle squeeze, there was no question that it was part of me.
Looking over the rest of my body, I noticed that not one hair was present except for my eyelashes and the hair on top of my head. My arms and legs appeared thin and slender, like that of a young girl, while my nails were painted bright red and given an almond shape. My hands and feet appeared small and dainty, as did the rest of my body. There was no trace of any masculinity left nor any sign that I went to sleep as a male the previous night.
As I attempted to process the situation I found myself in, I felt a chill from the pee that had run down my legs. Realizing that I would have to clean the mess eventually, I removed my stockings and panties before grabbing some cleaning supplies beneath the sink. Falling to my hands and knees, I wiped up the pee I had dripped onto the floor and flushed the toilet. After putting the spray bottles away, I walked to the guest bedroom to look for clean underwear.
After opening the closet door, I was dumbfounded upon discovering that it was now empty. All of my costumes, bras, panties, tights, stockings, shoes, and accessories were gone. I checked around the room and looked under the bed before standing in the doorway and scratching the top of my head.
‘What happened to all of my stuff?’ I thought to myself.
A few minutes later, I walked to the master bedroom and checked my closet. Upon looking inside, I discovered yet another surprise.
My mouth hung wide open as my eyes scanned the closet and took in all the new clothes, purses, and shoes that had appeared overnight. Every article of clothing that I owned had been removed and replaced with dozens of French maid’s uniforms in varying styles and lengths. The left side of my closet had several uniforms that were identical to the one I was wearing, while the middle section had dozens of uniforms organized by their skirt length. The more scandalous outfits with a low cut and short skirt were to the right side while the longer, more modest dresses were to the left. Sitting beneath the dresses, there were several purses that could be paired with the various styles.
On the right side of the closet, it looked like some carpentry work had been done and over forty shoe holes had been installed. Inside of each of the slots, there were pairs of high heels with varying heel heights and styles. None of the shoes were of less than a 3 inch heel height, while most were between 4 and 5 inches. Everything from boots and booties to strappy sandals were neatly organized and given a slot on the wall.
Walking out of the closet to my dresser, I found drawers full of bras, panties, tights, garter belts, stockings, and other accessories. While looking through the panty drawer, I picked out a pair of black lacy panties that matched my bra. After selecting a pair of black stockings, I stepped into the panties and pulled it up my legs. It was incredibly strange to feel my flat middle beneath the fabric, but it was preferable to leaving my new lady parts uncovered.
Still feeling a chill in the air, I rolled the thin black stockings up my legs and attached them to my garter belt. After walking back into the closet, I picked out a pair of black leather high heel booties and brought them over to my bed. While sitting on the edge, I stepped into the four and a half inch high heels and zipped them up to my ankles.
As I stood to my feet fully dressed, I noticed that a vanity had appeared overnight. In the corner of my room next to the closet, the vanity was set up with an array of makeup, jewelry, and hair accessories. Being a closeted crossdresser, I typically purchased cheaper makeup and fake jewelry since it was usually for my eyes only. But upon closer examination, it appeared that the necklaces, earrings, and bracelets were made of genuine gold and silver while the makeup was from the most expensive of brands.
I was at a complete loss for how all of this had happened overnight while I slept. It felt like I went to sleep in one life and woke up in another. Even though this was still my house and most of it felt the same, there were many parts that felt alien to me. As I stood in the center of my bedroom with a whirlwind of thoughts, I could hear a whisper behind me.
“You’re welcome.”




Chapter 4

My eyes went wide before I swung my arm behind me and nearly lost my balance. I hated this game that my neighbor was playing with me and wished that she would just show herself to me. As the thought went through my mind, I could hear her whisper again, “You couldn’t hurt me if you tried. But your attempts are cute.”
I thought to myself, ‘Who said that? Show yourself.’, but the words that came out were in French.
“Qui a dit ça? Montre toi.” I shouted.
“You can call me Pixi, and don’t worry. You’ll be seeing a lot of me while you’re keeping my home clean.”
‘Like hell, I’ll clean your house.’ I thought. But again, the words coming out were French. “Comme l'enfer, je vais nettoyer votre maison!”
“In case you haven’t figured it out yet, I know exactly what you’re thinking, I’ve seen where you grew up, I even know what you had for breakfast last Monday. Fighting against me is like trying to swim up a waterfall. It’s just going to end with you soaking wet and unable to reach the finish, no matter how hard you try.”
‘Fine, if you can hear my thoughts, how are you doing this? Where did all of this stuff come from and whose body is this?’
The whisper answered, “All in due time, dear. Like I said, I just want to have a little fun.”
‘What kind of fun…’
“I hoped you would ask that. In the nightstand drawer, you will find a few toys that I’ve left for you. I want you to take them out and lie in your bed. It should be obvious what you should do next.”
Turning toward my nightstand, I walked over and opened up the top drawer. Inside, I found a dildo, butt plug, bottle of lube, and a vibrator.
‘What the hell, she can’t be serious…’ I thought to myself.
“Start with the plug and make sure you use plenty of lube. Your asshole is already bleached and thoroughly cleaned, so you have nothing to worry about there.” The mysterious whisper stated.
‘Would if I refuse…’
“I cast a spell that turned you into a French woman who can’t speak English, replaced all of your clothes with maid’s uniforms, and rearranged a few rooms in your house…and you want to test my power? Does that really sound like a good idea to you?”
‘No, I guess not…’
“Then shove that thing up your ass and test out the new parts I gave you before I show you the dark side of my power…”
Hearing the anger in her voice, my body shuttered before laying in bed and doing as I was instructed.
After pulling down my panties, I opened up the bottle of lube and lathered the butt plug. Once it was sufficiently slimy, I brought the plug beneath me and guided it toward my butt hole. As the tip poked my opening, I took a deep breath and continued pushing forward. I was not new to anal penetration and enjoyed exploring different toys on the weekends. However, something about my new body made it feel different than usual.
It felt like my hole stretched faster and easier as the plug slid inside with little resistance. I still experienced a very full feeling in my behind, but there was no pain or discomfort from the large plug that entered me. Usually, I would need a few minutes to stretch out and fully accept the largest part of the plug. But that was not the case today.
With the plug sitting snugly inside of me, I grabbed the dildo and began lathering it with lube. My body shuttered as I moved the dildo close to my new opening and poked it. I breathed heavily as my heart began to race from the anxiety building. I had no idea what to expect and found myself struggling to move forward any further. After swallowing the saliva building up in my mouth, I could hear the voice in my ear raise its volume to a scream, “DO IT!”
My body jumped, and the dildo slid inside with relative ease. I could feel my breathing become short and quick as my mind tried to process the new feelings emanating through my body. With the rod halfway inside, I took a deep breath before pushing it further. As it reached the limit of its length, I breathed a sigh of relief before pulling it back out. Once the tip was at the opening, I pushed it all the way back in a second time.
With the trail paved, I began pumping the dildo in and out repeatedly while keeping my eyes closed and focusing on the sensations running through my body. Being new to this foreign way of having sex, it felt like the experience was much more intense than simply masterbating by myself. Instead of the sensations being focused in my penis, it moved throughout my body and felt much more intense. My legs went limp and my torso shuddered as a wave of intense feelings came over me.
I had trouble keeping up the pace as I experienced an orgasm for the first time with my new parts. It felt like I lost control of my body as I quivered and trembled. With the dildo still halfway inside of me, I let go of it and gripped the bedsheets as I rolled onto my side. Unable to process the feelings radiating from my middle, it felt like the climax persisted for several minutes before finally tapering off.
As I regained control of my body, I tensed my crotch and shot the dildo out onto the bed. I looked down and let out a giggle before laying my head back again.
“Are you feeling better now?” Pixi asked.
“Oui oui!” I answered back.
“Good, now try it again and use the vibrator like I told you…”
After taking a deep breath, I grabbed the vibrator with one hand and picked the dildo back up with my other. Once the dildo was back inside, I turned on the vibrator and pressed it against my middle while penetrating myself. Almost immediately, an orgasm began to build again.
I curled my toes and clenched my thighs together as the vibrations brought me to the edge within seconds. After having just reached an orgasm, it felt like I was picking up right where I had left off and a climax could come at any second. My hand shook as I continued pumping the dildo back and forth at a snail’s pace. I rolled onto my side and began curling up into a ball as shivers ran up my spine. I could feel my entire body shuttering as I slipped closer and closer to the edge of the most intense orgasm of my life. Just as I felt myself about to fall into a state of bliss, the vibrator stopped abruptly.
I brought the vibrator up in front of me and pressed the on button. Seeing that nothing happened, I began pressing the button violently and repeatedly. Frustration and disappointment took over as I threw the vibrator across the room and turned my focus back to the dildo in my hand. As I began to pump it in and out with increasing intensity, I could feel the dildo shrinking to nothing.
Upon pulling it out, I brought my hands up in front of me to find that the dildo had disappeared. I could hear the whisper in my ear speak again.
“That’s enough for now. I just wanted you to have a taste of what you’ve been missing out on. But don’t worry, as long as you follow my instructions, you’ll have plenty of opportunities to try again.” Pixi informed.
“La pute!” I shouted.
“Watch your mouth, slut…I’m not the whore that’s getting bitchy because she’s all done fucking herself.”
A loud whine of frustration came out of me as I kicked my heels and threw my head back.
“Get control of yourself…Clean up and wait by the front door for further instructions. Your new job is about to begin.”
I pursed my lips together and breathed heavily as I continued laying in bed. After a few minutes, I stood to my heels and went to the bathroom to remove the butt plug. Sliding out with ease, I cleaned the plug and put it away before using some toilet paper to dry myself. I walked to my dresser and picked out a fresh pair of black lacy panties before sliding them up my legs.




Chapter 5

Stepping in front of the vanity, I checked over my face to make sure my makeup was still holding. After seeing that my lipstick was smudged and my blush was faded, I sat down and began touching up my face. It felt like I went into autopilot, as my hands knew exactly which blush to pick up and which tube of lipstick to use. Although I had plenty of practice with makeup through the years, it felt like it was coming more naturally than it ever did before.
While examining my face for any imperfections, my eyes began gravitating toward my chest. Seeing that one boob was sitting higher than the other, I fixed my bra and adjusted my cleavage until it was just right. As I sat up from the vanity and caught sight of my dress in the mirror, I could see immediately that it was sitting crooked. I pulled at my skirt and fixed my dress before giving a twirl.
It felt like my eyes were seeing beauty and fashion in a new light, as the smallest of imperfections stuck out like a sore thumb. I didn’t have to think about what was needed to look beautiful. It came naturally and felt like it was already habit. After walking to the closet, I instinctively grabbed one of the purses in the middle that paired perfectly with my maid’s dress. Stepping in front of the vanity once again, I grabbed some makeup supplies in case I needed to touch up my face again after I left.
With my purse around my shoulder, I stepped in front of the mirror for one last beauty check. My four and a half inch high heel booties complimented the thin black stockings encasing my long slender legs. The garter straps holding my stockings up could barely be seen where the maid’s dress fell at my upper thighs. A small white detachable apron accented my black maid’s dress with puffy sleeves and a low-cut neckline. My chest screamed for attention with my DD breasts sitting snugly in a black push-up bra. Long brown strands of hair fell in waves down to my upper back and framed my perfectly made-up face. Bright red lips, a subtle amount of blush, and dark eyes completed the seductive and sexy appearance.
Parting my lips slightly, I could feel myself becoming wet from the image in the mirror. Using my arms to squeeze my chest, I leaned forward and tested some facial expressions. While pushing my boobs together and bending down, I attempted to make an endearing look at the mirror. Instead of it appearing laughable like when I cross-dressed, it looked like something out of a magazine.
Turning my back to the mirror, I tried out an array of looks ranging from cute and sweet to frustrated and angry. Everything I tried seemed to appear alluring and sexy, even when I was going for a more intimidating demeanor. As I was getting lost in the myriad of facial expressions and looks I now possessed, the voice in my ear brought me back to reality.
“Time is ticking, you better get going…”
After rolling my eyes, I followed Pixi’s instructions and walked downstairs. Standing in my living room, I waited for the voice to speak again.
“Now go across the street and knock on the door.”
‘Across the street? That’s Sharon and Gene’s house?’ I thought to myself, ‘What could she want me to do there?’
“You’re such a ditzy woman. Isn’t it obvious?”
My mind felt like it was blank as I remained confused for a few moments. Remembering what I was wearing, the thought finally crossed my mind. ‘You want me to go clean their home?’
“Yes…” Pixi said very slowly.
I rolled my eyes and shook my head again before stepping over to the door.
As I reached for the handle, my body froze in place. Realizing that I was about to walk outside in a full maid’s uniform, I had second thoughts about visiting my neighbor’s home. Stepping back from the door, I continued to stare at the wooden frame with my eyes wide.
‘I can’t let them see me like this…’
“Why not…”
‘Because, what if they recognize me?’
“You don’t recognize yourself.”
‘But would if they ask for my name? Am I supposed to tell them I’m their neighbor?’
“You are their neighbor…”
‘But…’
“Stop! This isn’t twenty questions.”
The front door swung open in front of me as I stood motionless.
“Now walk…”
After taking a deep breath, I put one foot in front of the other and stepped outside. As I stood on the front porch of my home, the door slammed shut behind me. Feeling startled, I turned around and checked the doorknob to find that it was locked.
“Qu'est-ce que tu as fait?” I said aloud.
“It’ll be open when you come home tonight. Now go…” Pixi said in my ear.
With no other option, I stepped down the two stairs that connected my front porch to the sidewalk and followed it to my driveway.
The sun shined brightly with a few clouds in the sky on the cool fall day. A light breeze lifted my skirt behind me, which I quickly grabbed and held. Looking both ways down the street before crossing, I noticed one of my neighbors three doors down getting her mail. After making eye contact, she walked back to her house with a few letters in hand. She didn’t appear the slightest bit surprised by the fact that I was wearing a scandalous maid’s uniform when Halloween was still almost a week away. After shrugging my shoulders, I walked across the street to the Harris’s home.
The Harris’s owned the largest house on the block with a beautiful front yard. Their lawn was perfectly manicured, the bushes were trimmed neatly, and the few trees spaced around their yard complimented the Tudor style home. Walking up the sidewalk to the front entranceway, I began to feel some anxiety creeping up.
Since I had woken up in my new body, the only person I had spoken with was essentially a ghost. I had not stood face to face with anyone or attempted to communicate in my new native tongue. After knocking on the door, I began to feel a pit in my stomach as I tried to figure out what I would say.
‘The new neighbor who is a witch told me to come over for my new job?’ I thought. ‘They’re going to think I’m crazy. But I don’t think they speak French, so they probably won’t understand anyway…’
As the door swung open to reveal Sharon wearing a revealing ring girl costume, I froze like a deer in the headlights.
“We’ve been waiting for you for like a half an hour.” Sharon stated, “Hurry up, we have a lot to go over, Vivi.”




Chapter 6

I looked behind me to check if anyone had walked up while I was waiting for Sharon to answer the door.
‘Vivi?’ I thought to myself.
“Viviane?” Sharon said while tapping her foot and becoming impatient. “Are you going to come inside or stand on the porch all day?”
Realizing that she was speaking to me, I stepped into the foyer area before Sharon closed the door behind me.
“I know you’re already familiar with our kitchen, but I want to run through what we expect for tonight. We only have one night a year to impress all our neighbors, and I want it to be perfect.”
After looking around again to make sure that she was still talking to me, I brought my full attention to Sharon.
“You do understand me, right?” Sharon asked condescendingly.
Shaking my head yes, I answered, “Oui oui.”
Sharon rolled her eyes before walking down the main hall to the kitchen area. Following close behind her, I listened as she began blurting out instructions.
“Ok, so we have Hors D’oeuvres in the refrigerator and I want those put out when people start arriving at 5 O’clock. You can serve drinks to the first few guests, but once it gets busy, I want you to monitor the food in the kitchen and use the serving trays. If a platter is almost empty, bring out a new one right away. I don’t care if you throw away a couple things, we have plenty to go around. We have tons of plastic cups, plates, and silverware, so you won’t need to be doing dishes the whole night, but make sure to keep an eye on the garbage cans. We have food being catered and it will be arriving between 6 and 6:30, keep an eye out and make sure to help them when they arrive. Once most of the guests have eaten, I want you to go back to serving drinks and making sure that everyone is having a good time. And obviously, you need to keep everything clean throughout the evening and pick up any garbage that’s lying around the house. Before we continue, do you understand everything so far?”
I was very confused, because I thought their party was next weekend. But, I didn’t want to make it appear that I wasn’t paying attention, so I shook my head yes in response.
Sharon marched out of the kitchen back toward the foyer, as I was expected to follow her. At the front entrance, there was a large wooden staircase that led to the second floor. I followed her up the stairs and to the first door on the left, where we stepped into the guest bedroom.
“This is where you can put the guest’s coats if they have any. I would prefer to keep the party downstairs, so do your best to usher them back down to the main level if anyone wanders up here.”
I nodded my head to show that I was still listening and understood her instructions.
“So, do you have any questions?”
After thinking for a moment, I spoke slowly and hoped that she would understand. “tu fais toujours ta fête d’Halloween?”
Sharon sighed before responding. “I’m sorry, my phone is in the other room and I can’t translate without it. Are you asking if it’s Halloween?”
I shook my head yes as I thought, ‘Close enough.’
“Yeah, today is Halloween.”
I brought my hand up over my mouth as I let out a soft gasp.
“Is that a problem?” Sharon asked.
Shaking my head no, I brought my hand back down to my side.
“Well, I need to go finish getting ready and check on Eugene. Why don’t you vacuum and make sure everything is straightened up for the party downstairs.”
Without thinking, I dropped down for a curtsey before walking downstairs. While slowly making my way down the wooden staircase in my high heel booties, I thought about my submissive gesture and became embarrassed. It was strange how my body acted instinctually and performed how a French maid should after receiving instructions.
‘Why did I just curtsey for her?’ I thought to myself.
“Because that’s what a proper French maid should do…” I heard Pixi whisper into my ear. After looking around the foyer and seeing that I was alone, I used my thoughts to communicate with Pixi.
‘How the hell is it already Halloween? Was I asleep for an entire week?’
“It might’ve felt like you were asleep, but I can assure you that your body has been very active the last few days.”
‘What are you talking about?’
“After the spell separated your consciousness from your body and transformed you, you went on autopilot until you awoke this morning.” Pixi informed.
‘What happened while I was on autopilot?’ I thought, while becoming nervous.
“Why don’t you check your purse and see…”
After unzipping my purse and reaching inside, I felt around until I found a stack of business cards with a rubber band around them. I pulled one out and held it in front of me while reading it.
‘When Viviane is your maid, your every command will be obeyed. Although my English is not so good, rest assured that you are understood.
I will cook and clean, and do anything in-between. There is no job too big or small, I will do it all.’
After turning the card around, I found a phone number listed with my home address. I stared at the card for a few moments before Pixi spoke into my ear again. “That cute little card landed you jobs all over the neighborhood.”
‘You sent these out to everyone in the neighborhood?’
“No, you personally hand delivered the cards to everyone in the neighborhood. You’ve been so busy the last week, you’ve hardly had enough time to keep up your beauty regimen.”
‘What about my job? I had a project that I was in the middle of working on?’
“That’s none of your concern anymore. It’s all been taken care of.”
‘How am I supposed to make my mortgage payment and keep up with my bills?!’
“God, you’re dense. You’re working right now and they might be your best client. So do a good job and make sure you follow their instructions. I’m going to tune you out for a little while because you’re starting to agitate me. I’ll see you later tonight. Have fun…”
‘Wait, just tell me what else happened this week.’
While standing in the hallway, I closed my eyes and tried my best to continue the communication between myself and Pixi.
‘Pixi. Are you there? Did I do anything else I should know about? Pixi?!’
Becoming flustered, I paced back and forth in the hallway. I was so wrapped up in my own thoughts; I hadn’t realized that someone had walked downstairs.
“Hey, is everything ok?” A voice said from down the hall. As I looked to see who it was, I recognized that it was Gene wearing a skin tight wrestling costume.
“Oui je vais bien.” I answered.
“Oh, hold on a second.” Gene said, while turning on his phone. After holding it out, he asked me to speak again.
“Oui je vais bien.” I repeated.
The phone processed the voice to speech and relayed what I had said in a feminine voice, “Yes, I’m doing well.”
“Ok, just let me know if that changes. I’m sure I can make you feel much better.” Gene said softly, with a wink.
Realizing that he was flirting with me, I began to blush. My eyes fell downward as I put my hands behind me and tried to stay professional.
For being in his mid-forties, Gene was still in relatively great shape. He worked out at least a few days a week and it showed in his arms and chest. With his short blonde hair and disarming blue eyes, I could see why the ladies around the neighborhood were infatuated with him. As my eyes looked up to meet Gene’s, I couldn’t help but notice a growing bulge in the crotch of his spandex wrestling costume.
Gene must’ve seen my eyes linger on his middle for a few seconds too long, because he stepped close and leaned in next to my ear. 
“Let’s wait until the Mrs. is busy, alright?” Gene whispered.
I swallowed the saliva building in my mouth before nodding my head. I didn’t know what was happening or why he was coming on so strongly, but I figured I could handle the situation better after having some time to think about it.
Gene reached under my dress and squeezed my behind before giving a light pinch to my left cheek. I couldn’t help but let out a soft squeal in response. With a grin on his face, he shook his head and returned upstairs.
Standing motionless in the hallway, I breathed heavily and tried to process what had just happened. I was in complete shock and went back and forth in my mind whether I should tell Sharon or just let it go for now. She was an incredibly jealous person, and I worried that she would take it out on me, even though Gene was the one initiating the sexual tension.
After hearing footsteps coming down the stairs toward the foyer, I figured that I should grab a vacuum and make myself look busy to avoid any other awkward encounters. Opening the closet door in the hallway, I grabbed the vacuum and brought it to the living room that connected to the kitchen. Once it was plugged in, I turned on the vacuum and began working my way around the room.
Sharon walked into the kitchen as I was cleaning the living room and lingered by the refrigerator. She opened the doors and grabbed a soda before standing and watching me. As I glanced over my shoulder, I could see her bitter expression resting on me. Bringing my attention back to the task at hand, I tried to ignore her piercing looks and keep busy. After several minutes of her sipping her drink, she slowly made her way back upstairs and left me alone.





Chapter 7

The rest of the afternoon passed slowly as I vacuumed the main level of the home and dusted everything in sight. Sharon and Gene continued popping into the rooms I was cleaning while I tried to ignore their lingering eyes. It felt like Gene wanted to mount me on the spot while Sharon wanted to throw me out of the house. Neither would speak to me while the other was around, but it was clear that both had a lot on their mind.
With a half an hour to spare, I put the vacuum and duster away and waited in the kitchen for guests to start arriving. As I leaned against the countertop, tapping my foot, Sharon and Gene sat on the couch in the living room while scrolling on their phones. It was slightly awkward to wait in silence, but Gene lifted the mood by turning on Halloween themed music.
When the first guests arrived and rang the doorbell, I looked over to Sharon for direction. She gave a stern look and gestured toward the front door, which I knew meant that I was supposed to answer it. Walking to the front door, I swung it open to see two of the Harris’s closest friends. Carol and Dan were at every one of the Harris’s parties and were often one of the last to leave.
Carol was dressed as a Cowgirl with short jean shorts, a pink top, Cowgirl boots, and a cowgirl hat while Dan was wearing jeans, a flannel, cowboy boots, and a cowboy hat. Both had worn nearly identical costumes in years past, but they weren’t here for the costume contest. They came to drink, a lot.
“Oh my god, I thought they were joking when they said they hired a maid. Is that a costume or are you actually their maid for tonight?” Carol asked.
“Non je suis la femme de chambre.” I responded.
“I’m sorry, was that French?” Dan asked.
“The answer is yes and yes.” Sharon said while walking into the foyer. “This is Viviane, our maid for the evening.”
“Wow, you went and hired an actual French maid? You guys are going all out this year!” Dan exclaimed.
“It was Gene’s idea. The one day of the year he answers the door, this little thing happened to be standing there.” Sharon said while forcing a smile. “Vivi, why don’t you take their drink order?”
“Oui oui.” I said, while giving a curtsey instinctively.
Carol and Dan giggled at my display of submissiveness.
“Are you sure this wasn’t your idea? This is hilarious.” Carol laughed. “Vivi, I’ll take a glass of white wine.”
“And I’ll take anything with whiskey.” Dan added.
After another curtsey, I scampered down the hall and began preparing their drinks.
‘Why do I keep curtseying? Oh my god I’m so stupid.’ I thought to myself as I poured a cup of wine and a cup of whiskey with dark soda.
Sharon walked with Dan and Carol to the living room, where I met them with their drinks. After serving the beverages, I heard the doorbell ring again.
Guests began showing up in a constant stream over the following half hour. I was moving constantly as I answered the door, took a drink order, and found myself running to let the next guests in. Once the first thirty people arrived, Sharon ordered me to begin serving the Hors D’oeuvres.
Grabbing a tray from the kitchen, I began serving bite sized sandwiches around the party. The first tray was empty in minutes, and the second tray went just as fast. As I began serving another tray with Prosciutto, I caught sight of a familiar face walking into the party. Wearing an all black long dress with a large pointy hat, Pixi walked through the kitchen with a broom in hand and took a seat in the living room.
‘Of course she would dress up like a witch.’ I thought to myself.
Feeling curious to finally speak with Pixi face to face, I made my way toward her while offering food to guests along the way. As I neared the couch where Pixi was seated, my tray had become nearly empty, with just a few pieces of Prosciutto left. Stepping in front of her, I leaned forward and presented the tray to Pixi.
“Souhaitez-vous des hors-d’œuvre?” I asked.
“Oh no thank you, I already ate.” She stated.
Pixi turned her attention elsewhere and began looking around the room. She either didn’t notice who I was or didn’t care. With the way she had been toying with me, I figured that it was the latter.
“Excusez-moi, Pixi?” I said, while standing upright and remaining just a few feet away.
Pixi rolled her eyes before responding, “Yes?”
While making strong eye contact, I attempted to speak with her, using my thoughts. ‘Can we go outside and talk?’
Pixi waited patiently for a few moments before looking confused. “I’m sorry. Did you need something?”
‘Oh my god, why is she being like this?’
“Peut-on parler dehors?” I asked, while gesturing toward the door.
“I’m sorry, I don’t understand.”
I raised my voice as I became frustrated. In my mind I was saying, ‘What the hell is wrong with you, why are you pretending you don’t know me,’ But what came out was, “qu’est-ce qui ne va pas chez toi, pourquoi fais-tu semblant de ne pas me connaître?”
“Hey, is everything alright over here?” Sharon said, while stepping between Pixi and me.
“Oh yes, everything is fine. She was just making sure that I didn’t need anything.” Pixi stated. “Thank you, Viviane.”
I looked at Sharon before looking back at Pixi.
“You’ve been dismissed. Why don’t you check on some of the other guests.” Sharon suggested.
I bit my lip before giving a curtsey and walking away.
A few guests cleaned the rest of the tray off as I made my way back to the refrigerator to grab a new one. Just as I set the tray down, I could hear the doorbell again. Seeing that it was getting close to 6:15, I figured that it was the catering. After walking to the front door, I let the delivery men in and they began setting up dinner in the kitchen.
While they set out dinner for everyone, I made a round through the party and checked for garbage and empty drinks. After receiving a few more drink orders, I promptly fixed the beverages and served them. Once dinner was served, the party quieted down for roughly fifteen minutes as everyone dug in. Fried chicken, potatoes, pasta, salads, and beef sandwiches were being devoured by the guests as I stayed on my feet and continued to serve.
I kept gravitating toward Pixi at any opportunity that presented itself, but she remained aloof and pretended that she didn’t know me. When I would approach her to ask if she needed a drink, she gave a persistent “no” and became increasingly agitated the more times I asked. I couldn’t figure out why she was playing dumb with me, and I began getting flustered.
As the night progressed, Sharon turned down the music and made an announcement about the costume contest.
“EVERYONE! Quiet down!” Sharon exclaimed. “Before everyone gets too wild, we need to go over the rules for the costume contest. This year, we will be voting based on three criteria. The first one is authenticity. So how accurate and thorough is the costume. The second part will be creativity, so just look at how creative everyone was when they put the costume together. And the last thing we are grading on is effort. How much time and preparation did it take to put it together. When you want to put your vote in, write it down on a piece of paper in the kitchen and give it to Carol, who will be standing by.”
Carol raised her glass of wine and gave a loud scream. “WOO!”
“Ok Carol.” Sharon Laughed, “Get your votes in, we will be announcing the results in an hour!” Sharon stated loudly.
As Sharon finished her announcement, Gene turned the music back up and the party resumed. Looking around the room, I glanced at the couch where Pixi had been seated and noticed that she was gone. Making my way through the crowd, I began checking each room and looking for Pixi. After making a full circle around the bottom floor, I opened the front door and noticed that the lights were on in Pixi’s house.
‘She left already?’ I thought to myself.
“Hey what’s going on?” I heard someone say behind me.
Turning around, I saw that it was Gene.
“Où est passée Pixi?” I asked.
“Pixi? Oh, I think she’s out back on the patio.” Gene stated.
My eyes lit up, and I began marching toward the back. Before I could pass by Gene, he put his arm out and stopped me.
“Sharon told me that you’ve been following her around a lot tonight. Do you want to tell me what that’s about?” Gene asked.
I took a deep breath before trying to speak. “J'ai juste besoin de lui parler”
“I’m sorry, I…I don’t understand. Hold on.” Gene said while getting his phone out. As he held it up, I spoke into the microphone slowly. “J'ai juste besoin de lui parler.”
After looking at his phone, he saw that it wasn’t coming through.
“It’s a little loud in here, let’s go in there.” Gene said, while gesturing toward the bathroom. After following him inside, he closed the door and locked it.




Chapter 8

Standing face to face with Gene a foot away from each other, he held up his phone so that I could try again.
“J'ai juste besoin de lui parler.” I said slowly.
The phone translated it immediately. “I just need to talk to her.”
“What do you need to talk to her about?” Gene asked.
After thinking for a moment, I responded. “Je ne sais pas.”
His phone translated it in a modulated feminine voice. “I don’t know.”
Gene rolled his eyes before setting his phone down. “You don’t know what you need to talk to her about?”
I looked down at the floor and crossed my arms. As I took a deep breath, Gene brought his hand up to my face and pushed my hair behind my left ear. My eyes darted toward his as we made intense eye contact just inches from each other.
“Que fais-tu?” I asked while thinking, ‘what are you doing?’
“Yeah, I’ve been waiting for this too.” Gene said, while leaning forward and meeting my lips. My body froze as he opened his mouth and poked my lips with his tongue. As his body moved closer to mine, he squeezed my behind and held the back of my head. Feeling shocked that he was feeling me up, my mouth opened as I let out a squeak.
As soon as my lips parted, he shoved his tongue down my throat and began dancing it around my mouth. A mix of alcohol and fried foods were on his breath as he forced himself onto me. When I uncrossed my arms, he used one hand to grab my chest and fondle it. I felt cornered and didn’t know what to do, as I was stuck in this tiny room with my horny neighbor.
Feeling a large buildup of saliva, I swallowed what was in my mouth before backing my head away.
“Come on, just a little bit more.” Gene said, while leaning back in.
As I turned my body away from his, he began kissing my neck and reaching around to my chest. Just as I thought I couldn’t be any more disgusted, something strange began to happen.
The way he massaged my chest and played with my nipples ignited something inside of me. I could feel myself becoming wet from his touch and start to crave more. My primal instincts took over as I leaned my body into his and rubbed my back end against his middle. As I felt the bulge in his skin tight wrestling suit growing larger, I brought my hands behind me and began caressing it. His penis flinched before elongating and hardening further.
Gene continued kissing my neck and playing with my boobs as I rubbed his manhood vigorously. Bringing his hands down, I could feel him reach beneath my dress and grab my panties. After pulling my underwear down to my thighs, he let go and let them fall to the floor. Looking over my shoulder, I watched as he pulled his one piece wrestling costume down until his middle was completely exposed. Catching sight of the rod pointing toward my back end, I felt both nervous and excited.
My body was aching for a release while my mind was wondering what the hell I was doing. As he lifted my dress and moved in, my mouth dropped wide open with his entrance. The tip of his dick popped inside of me before the rest moved in slowly. Although he moved in with ease, I could feel myself stretching to accommodate his massive girth.
I couldn’t help but let out a soft moan as he began moving in and out with slow, steady thrusts. I put my hands on the wall in front of me and bent over slightly as he grabbed my hips and began rocking back and forth. For a brief moment, I forgot that there was a party going on and that I was supposed to be serving as a maid. The only thing on my mind was the thing pounding me between my legs. My breathing became heavy and my body shuttered as he made me feel like a real woman.
I put my hands on his and moved them up to my chest as he continued pumping behind me. His hands went back to massaging my breasts as he thumped against my bottom. When he heard my whining speeding up, he began pulling his cock all the way out between each thrust into me. My body quivered as he slid in and out with more power than I thought possible.
During a few of his thrusts, he slid himself into the wrong hole before correcting the mistake and going back to the other one. It was clear that he had a few drinks in him and he was more sloppy than usual, so I didn’t say anything and let him continue until he finally exploded. Although I was still on the edge and hoping for a climax, I wasn’t upset at his premature ejaculation. The feeling of warm fluids being pumped into me was almost enough to give me an orgasm as he rocked himself to a finish. I took long, deep breaths as he held me close and unloaded every last bit of cum into me.
When he was finally finished, he pulled out and cleaned off his middle with toilet paper. After turning around to face the man that stole my virginity, we both let out a giggle.
“That was…amazing…” Gene said, while pulling his wrestling costume back up.
“Oui oui.” I responded while staring down at his middle.
“You might want to clean up your lipstick, it’s just a little smudged.” Gene stated. After looking in the mirror, I could see that more than my lipstick needed to be fixed.
“I can go grab your purse. Where is it?” He asked.
“à l'étage dans la chambre d’amis” I responded.
“I’m sorry, where?” He asked.
Pointing up to the second floor, Gene understood immediately.
“In the guest room?” He asked.
I nodded my head yes.
After making sure his costume was on correctly, he left the bathroom and walked upstairs. While he was looking for my purse, I slid my underwear back up my legs and began fixing my bra. From all of his fondling, my left boob was sitting higher than my right. As I fixed my dress, I heard a knock on the door.
I cracked the door and saw that it was Gene with my purse. After handing it to me, he returned to the party while I began fixing up my makeup. After hours of walking around, serving drinks, helping with the food, and having sex, my face needed a good touch up.
I applied another coat of mascara and used some highlighter on my nose and chin. Grabbing my blush, I brushed a light coat on before opening my lipstick. After fixing my lips where they were smudged, I applied a fresh coat of lipstick and smacked my lips together. Checking over my face again, it looked acceptable, considering the circumstances.
While standing in front of the mirror, I readjusted my dress and fixed my boobs one more time before returning my purse to the guest bedroom. As I marched back downstairs to the party and stepped into the crowded kitchen, I couldn’t help but feel like all eyes were on me. A few people whispered and giggled while looking over at me while others tried to ignore me completely. Feeling nervous that someone had found out what Gene and I had done, I went to the back door and stepped out to the patio.
I took a few deep breaths as I stood in the cool night air. A few people had stepped outside to get away from the crowd while others were just trying to cool down. As I looked around and tried to see if Pixi was still here, Sharon threw the door open and began shouting at me.
“Viviane, where the hell have you been?! There’s garbage piling up everywhere and several people need drinks!” Sharon exclaimed.
“Oui je suis désolé” I said while giving a curtsey.
“Get inside and get to work! We have all the votes in on the costume contest and I don’t want you stumbling around while we’re making the announcement of who won.”
“Oui Oui” I said while giving another curtsey.
Sharon shook her head and rolled her eyes. “Oh my god, I don’t know what Gene was thinking with you.”




Chapter 9

After stepping back inside to the crowded kitchen and living room area, I began collecting garbage and checking drinks. I noticed Carol and a few other women counting votes on pieces of paper as they laughed and drank wine. I shook my head and made a few rounds before bringing drinks to anyone that asked.
As I walked by Gene, he grabbed my shoulder and stopped me.
“Hey, I’ll take another one, sweetie.” Gene said.
I nodded my head and gave a curtsey before walking away. After what we had done, just the sight of Gene made me nervous. I could feel myself blushing as I walked to the drinks and poured another whiskey on the rocks.
Walking back over to Gene, I presented the drink which he took from my hand promptly.
“Thanks sugar.” He said, before giving me a pinch on the butt.
I clenched my cheeks and looked around to see if anyone had noticed what he did. In the crowded room, it seemed that everyone’s attention was elsewhere. Breathing a sigh of relief, I walked back to the refrigerator and checked if any more appetizers were left to put out. After finding a couple more trays, I grabbed one and began making rounds.
As I was serving food to some of the hungry guests, I noticed Carol whispering in Sharon’s ear while staring at me. I swallowed the saliva in my mouth and began getting nervous when they both started glaring in my direction.
‘Oh my god, did they find out?’ I thought to myself.
Trying to remain calm, I continued serving the guests while Carol and Sharon walked over to Gene.
My heart was pounding out of my chest when I saw the two women who were obviously talking about me approach the man that humped me. When the music was turned down, I froze in place and awaited what was next.
“Alright everyone, we have the results of the costume contest!” Sharon yelled. “This year, we have first, second and third place! The winner will be crowned with this beautiful tiara from my pageant days. And second and third will just have bragging rights.”
“I’ll just take the bragging rights.” Shouted one of the men in the crowd.
“That would require you to actually win first!” Sharon responded.
After the crowd laughed, Sharon continued. “In third place with 14 votes, we have…blue man!”
The crowd applauded and laughed as a man stepped forward wearing only a pair of short jean shorts, but was painted blue from head to toe. It must’ve taken him hours to prepare for the evening and I couldn’t imagine that it was comfortable to be practically naked the whole night. But everyone seemed to have a good laugh.
“Ok Ok! In second place with 22 votes! We have mean Gene the wrestling machine!” Sharon yelled. 
The crowd went wild as Gene jumped into the center of the room and began flexing his arms. I couldn’t help but giggle and blush as I watched him show off to the crowd. His personality was perfect for being the center of attention, and he was living in it.
As I watched Gene hop around and make various wrestling poses, I began to feel like I had to pee. Putting my feet together, I clenched my thighs and stood perfectly still as I waited for the announcement to be finished. Feeling wetness making its way down my thighs, I apparently couldn’t wait any longer.
With the tray still in hand, I began making my way to the bathroom in the hallway. With every step, I could feel something dripping down my legs and seeping through the lacy fabric of my panties.
“Alright, now for first place with 36 votes!” Sharon yelled. “The winner of this year's costume contest is…The French maid.”
Sharon did her best to announce my name with excitement, but I knew that she was upset with the result. The crowd began cheering and laughing as all eyes were on me.
Standing at the edge of the kitchen by the hallway with a tray in hand, I turned and faced the room. In a state of shock, I slowly made my way over to Sharon, who was holding the winner’s tiara. I stepped in front of Sharon and bowed my head as she crowned me the winner.              
Turning around to face the crowd, I smirked and looked around the room. Seeing all the smiling faces looking at me, I felt nervous and didn’t know what to do. As I dropped down for an instinctual curtsey, I could feel a glob of something fall from between my legs. As the splat hit the ground, I looked down to see that it was the remnants of Gene’s love making.
I gasped before jumping and standing up straight. A few people in the crowd began pointing and laughing before the entire room noticed the white liquid beneath me. Running over to the kitchen, I grabbed some paper towels before cleaning up the mess in the living room. Sharon watched in disgust while most of the room couldn’t control their amusement.
“It looks like she already got her prize!” someone shouted.
“At least you don’t have to give her a tip!” shouted another.
I wiped up the mess in embarrassment before throwing away the garbage and scampering to the bathroom. After closing the door and locking myself inside, I sat on the toilet seat. I rested my elbows on my knees and ran my fingers through my hair as I began tearing up. Regardless of if anyone knew whose cum that was, I couldn’t remember a time in my life that I was more embarrassed.
‘Everyone at the party is going to think I’m a slut!’ I thought to myself. ‘Why did this happen to me? I wish I could just make everyone forget what happened. I don’t want to be known as the easy housemaid.’
After letting my tears flow for fifteen minutes, I stood up from the toilet seat and checked my face. I looked like a mess, with mascara and eyeliner running down my cheeks. Using a tissue to clean off the excess makeup, I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.
Feeling more in control of my emotions after a good cry, I cracked the door open and peeked into the hallway. Seeing that the coast was clear, I scurried out of the bathroom and ran upstairs. After finding my purse on the guest bed where I had left it, I returned to the bathroom downstairs and began fixing my makeup.
It was much easier to put on my face while seated in front of a vanity, but I worked with what I had. Using some highlighter, foundation, blush, eyeliner, mascara, and a touch of lipstick, I spent nearly a half an hour fixing up my face. I could hear a few guests leaving the party as I hid out in the bathroom doing my makeup. Once I was finished, I checked over myself one more time before cracking the door open and peeking my head out.
Seeing that there was no one in the hallway, I stepped out with my purse in hand and returned it to the guest bedroom. After setting my purse down on the guest bed, I turned around to leave the room and saw Sharon staring at me with her arms crossed.
“Do you want to explain to me what that was all about?” Sharon asked aggressively.
“Je suis désolé, je ne sais pas comment c'est arrivé.” I responded apologetically.
“Shut the hell up and get your ass out of my house. You’re done.” Sharon said, while pointing to the front door downstairs.
“Je suis désolé, s'il vous plaît ne…” Sharon cut me off mid-sentence.
“Just stop. I don’t even care what you’re saying right now. That was the most disgusting thing I’ve ever seen from a maid. You should be ashamed of yourself.”
Realizing that I wasn’t going to change her mind, I grabbed my purse before hanging my head and walking past her through the doorway. Making my way down the stairs, a few of the guests that were standing by the front door began laughing and cheering as I approached. I rolled my eyes and picked up the pace before squeezing by them and heading outside.
As I walked across the street back to my home, I noticed that the lights were still on at Pixi’s house. After thinking for a moment, I decided to finally confront her. I stormed up her driveway and planted my feet at her front door. Just before I could bring my hand up to knock, the door swung open. Peeking inside of her home, I looked around to discover that no one was present.




Chapter 10

Stepping inside of Pixi’s front entrance, I took a moment to examine my surroundings. The large open foyer had a chandelier that hung above an antique table with a potted plant atop of it. There was an ornate circular rug beneath the table which covered part of the hardwood floor that ran throughout the main level. As I peeked into the dining room and living room on my right and left, I noticed that all the furniture seemed to be antique and covered in dust.
“Bonjour?” I said softly.
Receiving no response, I tried again, louder. “Bonjour?!”
Immediately after I spoke, the front door slammed shut behind me. Feeling startled, I scurried over to the door and attempted to open it. But it was locked.
With my heart pumping, I began scanning the room behind me and pressed my back against the door. The very dim lighting being given from the chandler made for a shadowy atmosphere.
“Hello there, Viviane.” I heard whispered behind me.
Glancing backward to see only the wooden frame of the door, I knew that it was Pixi communicating with me once again.
“Où es-tu?” I shouted. “montre toi!”
“If you want to see me, just follow my voice.” Pixi said softly.
Although it sounded like her whisper was coming from directly in front of me, I wasn’t sure about venturing any further into this haunted house. Checking the doorknob again, I tried my best to escape.
“It’s no use trying to leave that way. You’d be better off jumping through a window.” Pixi stated.
Looking over to the window in the living room, I contemplated doing as she suggested.
“If you want answers to the questions you seek, follow my voice and have a peek.”
As the whisper finished speaking, another door swung open in the main hall in front of me. After swallowing my saliva, I took one small step after another toward the mysterious doorway.
Coming to the door, I looked through it and discovered that it lead to the basement of the home. Feeling like I had enough of the twisted games that Pixi was playing, I turned around to check the window in the living room. Standing directly behind me, the glowing silhouette of Pixi lunged at me. Losing my balance, I fell backwards down the stairs.
It was a miracle that I didn’t break every bone in my body on my descent. After my initial contact with the staircase, my body glided down the stairs and slid to a stop on the concrete floor of the basement. In the dimly lit room, it was difficult to make out my surroundings except for a light shining on a bed ten feet away.
Fear and anxiety consumed me as I had trouble catching my breath. My heart beat as if I had just run a marathon, and I felt paralyzed on the floor.
“You’ve come this far. Why not a little further?” The whisper said.
After sitting up on my butt, I checked to make sure that I hadn’t sustained any injuries. Seeing that I was still ok, I brushed myself off and stood up. Walking toward the light, I approached the bed where a familiar-looking body lied asleep.
The young woman appeared to be in her mid-twenties with long brown hair resting well past her shoulders. Her hands were tied with rough looking rope while she held a bright red rose in her hands that matched her lips. The long black corset dress that she was wearing had rubies running up her torso along the front of the dress while a necklace with matching rubies rested around her neck.
As I stared down at the woman in front of me, I recognized the body as the one that tormented me in my home. Leaning down close to the woman, I whispered, “Pixi?”
The woman gasped loudly for air and began panting. Feeling startled, I jumped backward and watched the young woman panic.
“Who are you? Where am I? What’s going on?” She said while looking around frantically.
Seeing that her hands were tied, she started pulling against the rope and trying to free herself, but it was no use. As she kicked her legs, I could see that they were shackled to the bed.
“What are you doing to me? Stop! Someone help!” She screamed.
I looked around, feeling baffled by what was happening. This woman thought that I was kidnapping her, but apparently I was just another piece in Pixi’s game.
“Please, just help me out of here! I’ll do anything. Anything…”
The woman stopped in mid-sentence as her face went blank. A devious looking grin appeared as she turned her head toward me slowly.
“Hi there, Viviane.” The woman greeted with a more raspy voice.
“Pixi?” I asked. “est-ce que tu?”
“Yes…” she answered.
‘What is this?’ I thought.
“This…was my most recent vessel.” Pixi explained. “He was a troubled young man who lived on the streets and was addicted to anything he could shoot into his arm. When I came upon him, he was nearly dead, lying in an alley. I offered him an opportunity for a fresh start, and he happily agreed. In exchange for five years of his life, I would make his dreams come true and turn him into an influencer who would never have to work a real job again. He would become a rich young sex icon that was the envy of his peers.”
The woman sat up in the bed as she continued speaking. “After transforming him into the beautiful young woman before you, he began having second thoughts and tried to renegotiate our deal. I was required to bind him and keep him in a trance while I sealed the deal. But that deal ends tonight.”
The chains popped off of the woman’s legs and the ropes came undone as she stood up and faced me.
“Tonight, a new deal takes effect. And you are my new vessel.”
The woman took a step toward me as I backed away.
‘I didn’t agree to any of this.’ I thought frantically.
“Yes. You did.” The woman said before lunging at me.
Falling backward with the woman on top of me, I hit the ground first before the weight of the woman came down on my chest. With the wind knocked out of me, I struggled to catch my breath as she grabbed my hands and began binding them with the rope. Coming to my senses, I struggled against her and put up my best fight.
I threw the woman off of my stomach and scrambled to my feet as she jumped up and faced me. Running toward me, she grabbed my wrists and backed me toward the bed. Although we were the same size, it felt like she had the strength of three people behind her. I whimpered as she squeezed my wrists and left bruises.
With her weight pressing down on me, I kneed her crotch and began trying to bite her arms. She let go of my left wrist and punched me in the neck before throwing me onto the bed. While I gasped for air, she attached the shackles to my legs and wrapped the ropes around my wrists. As I caught my breath, she placed the rose in my hand.
Unable to speak from the trauma to my throat, I used my thoughts to communicate with Pixi. 
‘Why are you doing this to me?’
“It’s nothing personal. I lost my physical form long ago, and the only way I can stick around is to possess a new woman every five years. But the woman must be undefiled by any man for the transfer to take hold. With the trouble I’ve had locating a willing young virgin in these times, I’ve moved on to creating one myself.”
The woman put her hands above me and began making various geometric shapes with her hands. Although we were in a basement, I could feel a light wind picking up. I glanced at the lightbulb above me and noticed that it was shining brighter by the second. I closed my eyes and let one more thought cross my mind.
‘But…I’m not a virgin.’
“Using a dildo doesn’t count. But nice try.”
As the woman began speaking in a foreign tongue, I kept my eyes closed tightly and braced myself for what was next. Pulling against the ropes and chains, I tensed my body and tried my hardest to break free. As the woman’s chants and cries grew louder above me, I knew that this was it. I breathed a deep breath and relaxed my body before everything came to a halt.





Chapter 11

Peeking out of one eye, I looked up at the woman to see her frozen above me with her hands held out in front of her. I opened both eyes and started looking around the room as she slowly brought her arms down to her side. Her cold, lifeless demeanor was a haunting presence as I laid tied up and at her mercy. After a loud gasp for air, the woman came back to life with an evil grin once again.
“WHAT DID YOU DO?!” she screamed just inches from my face.
I closed my eyes and shuttered as she continued. “I don’t understand. This should have worked. It always works.”
I swallowed the saliva in my mouth as I laid perfectly still.
The woman leaned in close and spoke into my ear.
“What did you mean when you said you weren’t a virgin?” She asked.
“Pendant que j'étais à la fête…”
“In English, you whore!” She shouted.
“While I was at the party…” I stopped as I was surprised that the words coming out were not in French anymore.
“Speak!”
I jumped before continuing. “While I was at the party, Gene took me aside in the bathroom and fucked me.”
“He what…” the woman said, stunned.
“He fucked me. Then his cum leaked out in front of everyone. How didn’t you see? Weren’t you there?”
“I brought the body home early to prepare for tonight.” She responded.
“But Gene said…”
I could hear a knock on the door upstairs echo throughout the home as I was in mid-sentence.
After looking up at the ceiling, I turned my attention back to the woman.
“Speak of the devil…” the woman said while turning around and walking toward the stairs. “This just might be your lucky night.”
“No! Don’t touch him!” I yelled before screaming violently.
The woman shook her head before turning around and stepping over to the bed. She pulled down her panties and removed her stockings before shoving her underwear into my mouth. I attempted to spit it out, but she stuffed one of the stockings into my mouth before using the other to gag me and keep the fabric in place. I could barely utter a soft moan as the silky material filled my mouth.
She walked up the stairs and made her way to the front door, which I could hear through the ceiling. After letting Gene inside, I could hear them discussing something before making their way downstairs to where I laid. As Gene came to the bottom stair and caught sight of me, he became concerned and ran over to my side.
“What the hell is going on?” He asked frantically. “Are you ok?”
I shook my head yes and tried to nod toward the woman approaching his back. As he turned around, she put her hand to his face and began chanting in a foreign tongue.
Gene’s body appeared paralyzed as she cried out and chanted a few phrases repeatedly. It looked like the life was being sucked out of him as his arms fell to his side and his knees began to bend. Falling beside my bed, his lifeless body twitched every few seconds as his anatomy transformed right before my eyes.
The large burly man shrunk several inches in seconds as his body weight began shifting around. His arms and legs became thin and slender while his chest filled out with round DD cup boobs. As his hips grew wider and his butt more rounded, his waistline shrank dramatically. All the hair around his body was retracted into his skin while the hair atop of his head grew down to his shoulders in seconds. The large bulge in his pants that I had grown to love, vanished and became flat. Even his facial features shifted and changed as every part of his body became overtly feminine and female.
While laying on the floor, the skin tight wrestling costume that Gene had worn all night began to look like an oversized T-shirt. Gene’s shoes slipped right off his feet as the woman undressed him and collected his clothes. After throwing the costume toward the stairs, the woman stood over me and whispered.
“I’m going to need those back.”
Untying the stocking from my head, she pulled the materials from my mouth and began pulling them up Gene’s hairless legs. The woman undressed herself and transferred her clothing over to Gene as he laid on the floor lifeless. In a matter of minutes, Gene was dressed in her black corset dress, panties, stockings, and high-heeled boots.
While standing completely nude, the woman released the shackles around my legs and untied the rope around my wrists. As soon as I was free, I jumped on her and began hitting her in the head repeatedly. She looked unfazed by my efforts and threw me across the room. Picking up Gene’s feminine body, she laid him on the table and began tying his wrists with the ropes.
I ran toward the woman and jumped on her back as she continued tying down Gene by attaching the chains to his ankles. Running my nails across her face, I dug them in and drew blood. The woman took a deep breath before releasing a piercing scream. I let go of her and grabbed my ears, as the sound was too painful to tolerate. Turning toward me, she looked down with a glare.
“I’ve had enough of you…”
She raised her hands slowly and began chanting while looking up. I closed my eyes and braced myself as I saw her hands coming down toward me with great force. After hearing her chants stop abruptly, I opened my eyes again to see Gene’s new slender arms around her neck.
Using the rope around his wrists, Gene pulled against her neck while his legs were still chained to the bed. I stood up and jumped into the fight as he used what strength he had left to subdue the woman. Pixi flailed her arms and tried to break free while I grabbed her wrists and held on with everything I had. I felt like I was riding a bull as she threw my body back and forth while trying to shake me.
Letting out another piercing scream, Gene and I let go and covered our ears because of the pain of the high decibels coming out of the woman’s mouth. While crouching down to the ground, the woman kicked my shoulder and pushed me across the room. Turning back toward Gene, she began crying out and chanting as she resumed her spell.
As I stood up to run and tackle the woman again, I could hear a grandfather clock begin to chime on the main level.               The woman looked toward the stairs before picking up where she left off at a faster pace. After hearing the bell strike three times, I lunged toward the woman and put my arm around her neck. Although she was having greater difficulty speaking, she continued chanting as a breeze picked up and the light began shining brighter above Gene’s body.
I used my right arm to punch the back of her head as the bell continued to strike. With each ring of the bell, I punched as hard as I could manage. Hearing the eleventh ring, I brought my elbow down to her head before we both collapsed to the floor. The woman’s body appeared lifeless as I rolled her over and checked her breathing. She was still alive, but appeared unconscious.
Standing up to Gene’s side, I began untying the ropes and released him from the chains as he laid with his eyes closed.
“Hey, are you ok? I think we did it!” I said excitedly. “Gene, hey are you ok?”
His long, dark eyelashes blinked open as he pushed his thick, brown hair away from his face and took in his surroundings. 
“What…What happened?” He asked.
“I think I knocked her out.” I answered.
He peeked over the side of the bed and saw the naked woman lying on the floor. “Is she dead?”
“No, she was still breathing.”
As soon as Gene was free from his bondage, he jumped onto the woman and began strangling her. I pulled Gene off of the woman and dragged him away.
“Stop! We’re not doing that.” I stated firmly.
“What’s wrong with you?” He said in his unfamiliar feminine voice. “Look at what she did to me. I can’t let her get away with this…”
“She isn’t getting away with anything. It’s already midnight, and she failed to possess a new body. Let’s just tie her to the bed and keep an eye on her to make sure that Pixi is gone for good.” I suggested.
“Who’s Pixi?” Gene asked.
“I’ll explain everything later. Just help me, ok?”
We picked up the naked body and laid it on the bed. After securing her legs with the chains attached to the bed, we tied her wrists with the rope. Sitting on the floor, I put my arms around Gene, as he was cold and shivering. Although I was starting to feel tired, I kept my eyes wide open and would not let the woman out of my sight.





Chapter 12

While sitting and watching the woman lay on the bed unconscious, Gene wrapped his slender arms around me and nuzzled my neck. I could tell that he was uncomfortable in his new body; But I tried to comfort him and held him close. His hands wondered up my torso and began feeling around my chest as I brought my attention to him.
“What are you doing?” I asked.
“Oh, I’m sorry.” He said before bringing his hands back down to my stomach.
“No, it’s fine. I just wasn’t expecting that right now.”
Gene put his hands back on my chest and began massaging them. Although he squeezed my boobs and played with my nipples similar to how he had back at his house, it felt much different with his soft, delicate hands.
“I just…really appreciate everything you’ve done for me and the way you fought for me.” Gene said, while looking down at my lap.
“It was the right thing to do.” I responded.
“Yeah, but…I just really appreciate you.”
Gene batted his eyelashes before looking deep into my eyes and leaning in for a kiss. The soft supple lips and delicate facial features were much different from the man that had mounted me earlier, but the feelings that were brought out of me still remained. Our lips met and our tongues became tangled as we sat on the cold concrete floor.
As we made out, I peeked out of my left eye and made sure that the body was still where we had left it. Seeing that nothing had changed, I closed my eyes and let myself enjoy the moment. While one of Gene’s hands fondled my breasts, his other crept underneath my dress and began feeling for my middle. After meeting my panties, he slid his fingers past my underwear and began poking my opening.
I gasped and jumped as I felt him push his index and middle finger inside of me. Although I was already feeling wet, I was surprised that he was jumping right in. He curled his fingers and felt for my special spot as we continued kissing and pressing our bodies against each other. It felt like he knew exactly how to navigate my body as we slinked down from the wall and laid on the floor.
While laying on my back, Gene pushed his fingers in and out of me with increasing intensity. The sensations running through my body began to overtake me as my lips quivered and my thighs clenched together. A wave of euphoria overtook me as I trembled and began curling up into a ball.
Gene pulled away from my lips before giving me a look. “I thought we were just getting started.”
While shaking and trying to catch my breath, I responded. “That…was…amazing…”
Gene giggled as he continued pumping his hand in and out repeatedly.
As I came down from my orgasm, Gene kept his hand on my chest and his fingers locked in my middle. I swallowed the saliva in my mouth before blinking my eyes open and smiling at him.
“Wow. Where did that come from?” I asked.
“I just felt like I didn’t get enough of you earlier.” Gene responded.
“Well, thank you…”
“Don’t thank me yet. We’re not finished.” Gene informed.
“What do you mean?”
With a smile, Gene brought one leg over me and straddled my middle. Sliding down my legs, he continued moving down until his head was level with my crotch. He lifted the skirt of my dress and put his head underneath. I could feel him pull my panties down to my thighs before bringing his lips in and kissing my crotch.
My body trembled as I felt Gene’s surprisingly long tongue extend out of his mouth and begin playing with me. I was in shock that he was feeling so sexual after the night that we had, but I couldn’t fight the feelings that were being brought out of me. My eyes closed instinctively and my body trembled as he tickled my special spot and made me see colors that I didn’t know existed.
I felt intoxicated with pleasure as he made small circles and poked his tongue in and out of me. Bringing my hands down to his head, I held on tightly as feelings of ecstasy overcame me. A slow steady build lead to the most intense climax of my life as I laid helpless and paralyzed with pleasure. Light, soft moans came out uncontrollably as I began taking deep and heavy breaths. Gene had taken control of my body once again and took me to a place I didn’t know was possible.
After several minutes of utter bliss, Gene pulled away and crept back up to my side. I put my arms around him and held him tight as we snuggled with each other. Although we were laying on the cold hard concrete, it felt heavenly to have Gene by my side.
“You’re incredible.” I said, while still out of breath. “Can I repay the favor?” I said while attempting to sit up.
Gene pushed me back down to my back.
“It’s fine. I want tonight to be about you. But tomorrow, we can bring the focus back to me.” Gene said with a wink.
“Deal.” I said with a giggle.
We held each other close for over an hour, but eventually I couldn’t hang on any longer. After having experienced a sensational orgasm, I fell asleep with the warmth of a beautiful companion. It wasn’t until late the next morning that I woke up to a pitch black basement and cries coming from the bed where Pixi’s body was laid.




Chapter 13

As I sat up on my butt and rubbed my eyes, I felt around for Gene, who was beside me when we fell asleep. Not feeling anything, I stood up and put my hands in front of me as I stumbled around the dark basement. A small beam of light lit the stairway to my right, which I shuffled over to. At the bottom of the stairs, I found a light switch that illuminated the light above the bed where the woman still laid.
“Hey, who’s there?!” Shouted the woman from the bed.
I rolled my eyes before walking over and standing beside the bed.
“Oh my god, it’s you again. Why are you doing this? Why won’t you just let me go?” The woman said with tears welling up in her eyes. 
“I’m not falling for this. Your fun is over.” I said back calmly.
“What the hell are you talking about?”
“I’m not falling for your little game. Just tell me where Gene is?” I asked.
“Gene? Who the hell are you talking about? Look, I don’t know why you have me tied up naked in your basement, but you have the wrong idea about me.”
“Oh really. Why is that?” I said with my hands on my hips.
“You’re going to think I’m crazy…but some witch cast a spell on me and turned me into a woman. I was supposed to become rich and famous, but they told me I had to come with them first. After I went to their home, everything went blank until last night.”
“Ok, you can stop this now.” I said, with fear starting to creep up inside of me.
“Stop what?” The woman said frantically, “You have to help me before Pixi comes back and does god knows what with me.”
Backing away from the bed slowly, I felt my heart rate speeding up.
“Please, just help me!” The woman cried.
My foot met the bottom stair, and I turned to walk up to the main level.
“Please! You can’t leave me like this!” She screamed at the top of her lungs.
“I’ll be back.” I said, before running up the stairs hastily. I could hear the woman’s cries all the way through the house as I walked through the main hallway and exited the front door. Stepping outside into the sunlight, I put my hand up as I had to adjust to the bright light. After blinking my eyes a few times, I marched over to the Harris’s house and knocked on the front door. After a few minutes, Sharon opened the door.
She rolled her eyes and crossed her arms.
“What do you want? Didn’t you have your fun last night?” Sharon said aggressively.
“Where’s Gene?” I asked, with a hint of fear in my voice.
“Well look who can speak English now. I knew everything about you was fake…”
“Please, just tell me where Gene is.” I pressed.
“Shouldn’t you know? He’s the one that fucked you last night, wasn’t he?”
“What?” I answered back.
“I know that’s why he ran out the door looking for you and never came back. What, he ran out on you too?”
“No, I…uh…”
“Oh my god just admit it, you slut. You took a marriage that was on the brink exploding and lit the fuse. I know he had been cheating on me but I didn’t have proof until your little incident last night. Carol saw you and Gene go into the bathroom. Just admit it!” Sharon shouted at me.
“Fine, we did it. You happy?” I responded.
“No! Now leave my property before I call the police!” Sharon said, before attempting to slam the door in my face. Before it could close, I stopped it with my foot.
“Look, there is way too much to try to explain right now, but I need you to just answer one question for me. Did a brunette woman come here this morning claiming to be Gene?” I asked sternly.
“I don’t know what kind of game this is, but I'm done.” She said before putting her body weight behind the door and inching it closed.
“Just answer the question!” I shouted.
“No! Now leave me alone!” Sharon cried.
I moved my foot out of the doorway and allowed her to slam it shut. After walking back across the street to my house, I stepped inside and found a note that was slipped beneath the door. I picked it up and sat on my living room couch before reading it.
‘Hi Viviane. I’m sorry for leaving without saying goodbye, but I’m sure you’ll understand when I say that there was nothing left for me here. I will always cherish the time we spent together and the way you stood up for me, even when I couldn’t defend myself. You have an amazing heart and I hope that we can rest in each other’s arms again soon. Please tell Sharon that I am sorry for everything and that she will never have to hear from me again. The house, the bank account, and the cars are all hers to alleviate some of the trouble I’ve caused. I just hope that one day she will find it in her heart to forgive me. Until we meet again.’
I dropped the note and slumped over in my seat. As I rubbed my eyes and ran my fingers through my hair, I found another sentence on the back.
‘P.S. I’m still wet thinking about how we made love in the guest bedroom…’
My eyes went wide as the hairs on the back of my neck stood up.
“Pixi…”




Books By This Author

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?
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?
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.
Coming Out as Amber
 
Have you ever thought about coming out as a crossdresser? Would your family and friends embrace and accept you or try to hide from who you really are?
Every crossdresser’s coming out story is incredibly personal and significant for them. It can be filled with anxiety, excitement, and even terror when thinking about telling your loved ones. ‘Coming Out as Amber’ explores the coming out story of a young man who is afraid to show the world who he truly is. Because of his family’s beliefs, he has kept his crossdressing a secret and has only explored this side of himself when he is alone. When his family leaves for the weekend to visit his relatives, he pretends to be sick so that he can stay home and have some time for himself. Unfortunately, his plans are disrupted when his sister’s friend, Emily, makes a surprise visit to check on him. Confronted with the reality that he can’t keep this secret forever, David is forced to reconcile these two sides of himself. His day takes one twist and turn after another until he is finally face to face with his sister, mother, and father. This emotional journey explores how difficult it is to find the right time and place to finally come out. Eventually, it becomes more difficult to keep part of himself a secret, rather than coming out as Amber.
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 everyday 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 inner most 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 everyday 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. While living on the island, Bridget performs the duties of a maid while servicing any and all of her master’s needs. With a special room full of tie ups and gags, Bridget is always kept on her toes wondering when she might be 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 in their love making 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 sissies and their devoted 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.
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.
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.
Black(E)Mail
 
Have you been keeping your sissy life a secret? How far would you go to keep your friends and family from knowing you’re a closeted crossdresser?
In ‘Black(E)Mail’, we meet a young man who still lives with his very conservative parents. Forced to keep the sissy side of himself a secret, he spends many late nights browsing videos and stories involving forced feminization. When a mysterious email pops up in his mailbox stating that they know his secret, he deletes it and brushes it off. When another identical email pops up again, he becomes agitated and deletes it a second time. Within a few moments, his computer is spammed with thousands of emails from the same address. He restarts his computer and powers it back up to find emails popping up by the thousands. After accidentally clicking on one of the messages pouring in, he finds a video from his webcam showing him pleasuring himself to a forced feminization video. The message informs him that if he doesn’t follow their orders, the video will be messaged to everyone on his contact list. Not wanting his secret exposed, he follows their first order to remove all of his underwear from his drawer and throw it out the window to the front yard. Once he completes the task, they inform him that his next task will be given in the morning. When he wakes up to discover that all of his belongings disappeared from the front yard, he begins to get anxious and believes that he is being watched. As tasks continue being given to the young man, he is ordered to gather the supplies that he will need to cross-dress as a woman. After collecting his own pair of panties and bra, he must purchase a red dress and matching high heels. With each task he is given, it becomes increasingly difficult to turn back or quit. Along the way, the young sissy is made to have his nails, hair, and makeup done professionally at a studio. Enjoy this fast-paced story that takes a secretive young man and turns him into a reluctant feminized sissy.
Life in Her Heels
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to experience life as women have experienced throughout human history? To be told what you can wear, where you can go, and what you are allowed to do with your body?
In ‘Life in Her Heels’, the patriarchy is turned upside down when a charismatic female leader is voted into the White House. Running a campaign based on putting men and women on equal footing, the new leader of the country is voted into office, with a large majority in both chambers of Congress. To right the wrongs of human history, the new leadership puts laws into place that force men to experience what women have endured throughout the history of the world. The protagonist of the story finds himself living through this historic moment and must adhere to the new rules as they are written. While living with his wife, the young man must follow the new federal dress codes by turning in his pants for skirts and shoes for high heels. He and his wife are assigned new jobs that greatly alter the power structure in their home and finances. When his new job requires him to alter his body, he struggles with the changes that are occurring and how to express what is happening to him. As he slowly changes from a man to a feminized sissy, it starts to become impossible to hide his growing “assets”. After an incident where he is unfairly blamed for initiating an encounter with someone in his apartment building, he is put on house arrest and required to wear a chastity belt at all times. Eventually, the protagonist becomes unrecognizable to the man he once was and must come to terms with his new life as a submissive sissy to his wife who now owns him.
The 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?
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?
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?
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’.
How to Spend a Day as a Sissy (A Crash Course in the Sissy life)
 
Are you an experienced sissy looking for ways to spend your day while crossdressing? Are you new to the sissy lifestyle or just curious about what a sissy might do all day?
In ‘How to Spend a Day as a Sissy (A Crash Course in the Sissy life)’, we take an hour by hour approach in instructing exactly how a sissy should conduct themself for a day. Starting at the break of dawn and continuing until the sissy is ready for bed, instructions are given at every hour on how they should dress, what tasks they should perform, and how they should think. Depending on the comfort level of the sissy, the guide can be molded to their specific needs. Beware, if you follow the instructions exactly as they are written, you may experience what sissy’s call a sissygasm. Once you taste this lifestyle, you may spend many more days as a real life sissy crossdresser.
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