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Chapter 1

​Divorce is never easy, but it can be especially difficult when your sister-in-law is borderline psychopathic. On the night Jamie and I separated, her twin sister came to our townhome to pick her up. From the moment Luna stepped inside, the hatred in her expression was unmistakable, even though she barely said a word as Jamie gathered her belongings. Whenever our eyes met, I found the same cold, seething glare waiting for me. By the time Jamie walked out the front door, tears were streaming down her face, and Luna had an arm wrapped tightly around her shoulders. Desperate for one last chance to reach my soon-to-be ex-wife, I followed them outside, hoping to convince her that we could still work through our problems.

“Jamie, can we please just try to talk this out?” I called after her. “You haven’t even heard the full story.”

​Without looking back, she continued toward the car.

“Jamie?”

It was as though she were under some kind of spell. She never turned around or gave the slightest indication that she had heard me. With her head bowed, she climbed into the passenger seat and closed the door.

​Before opening the driver-side door, Luna stared at me for several seconds and shook her head in disapproval. I didn’t care what she thought of me and would have been perfectly content never seeing that horrible woman again, but the sly grin spreading across her face left me uneasy. Certain she was already plotting some form of revenge on her sister’s behalf, I watched her expression go blank before she climbed into the car and pulled away from the curb.

​Once they disappeared from view, I lingered on the front doorstep for several more minutes before retreating inside and locking the door. The weight of everything that had happened followed me into the living room, where I dropped onto the couch and turned on the TV. Nearly thirty minutes passed as I searched for a show capable of distracting me from my life falling apart, but the moment I finally chose one, I pulled out my phone. Even with two screens competing for my attention, my thoughts kept returning to the woman I had loved more than anything in the world.

Why wouldn’t she just listen to me? With a frustrated sigh, I tossed my phone onto the couch and leaned back with my eyes closed. I told her nothing happened with that bimbo. She was the one who practically dragged me out there after the sales meeting and came on to me. So why won’t Jamie believe me? And why was her sister even there? We were on an unincorporated road in the middle of nowhere.

​Unable to sit still for long, I pushed myself off the couch and began pacing around the living room while running through that night again in my head.

The way she just appeared next to our car, wearing all black and blending in with the dead of night, was just so… creepy. And the way she tapped on the glass and smiled at me… I didn’t believe Jamie when she told me her sister practiced witchcraft and might be part of the occult, but after that night, I’m starting to believe it. I still don’t even know what language she was speaking when she ripped the car door open and shrieked at me. That piercing scream… it’ll haunt me forever.

​Shaking my head, I wiped away a tear and took a deep breath before making my way upstairs to the master bedroom. Exhaustion weighed down my entire body as I brushed my teeth, undressed, and slipped naked beneath the covers, which was how I usually slept. Despite how badly I needed the rest, I couldn’t quiet my thoughts long enough to fall asleep because my mind kept racing through the divorce and the mess my life had become.

​After tossing and turning in bed for hours, I finally drifted off into a light sleep. However, the moment my body began to rest, a deep thumping noise awoke me, causing me to pop up in bed. Still semi-conscious and disoriented, I threw on a robe before searching my townhome from top to bottom. When I could not find anything out of place, I stepped over to the front door and peered through the thin window beside it.

​The sight of Luna standing on my doorstep in the same long, flowing black gown that I would recognize anywhere made me grit my teeth. Without hesitation, I yanked the door open.

“What the hell are you doing here?!” I shouted.

“Hello, Theodore…” Luna responded in a surprisingly calm tone.

“I asked what you’re doing here. You’ve already gotten into Jamie’s head and taken her away from me. She didn’t even seem like the same person after spending the afternoon with you last week.” I paused and shook my head. “You win, okay? You got your roommate back, just like you said you would at the wedding…”

“You silly boy, you don’t remember the rest of my maid of honor speech, do you?”

“I guess not. What does it matter anyway? Just get the hell off my property and don’t come back unless Jamie is with you,” I said before trying to push the door shut. However, Luna placed one hand against it and held the door in place.

​Staring at her thin frame and slender arm in disbelief, I couldn’t understand how such a petite woman could so effortlessly keep me from shutting the door in her face, no matter how hard I pushed.

“How…are you…doing that?” I asked, forcing each word out between strained breaths.

“Don’t worry, I’ll grant your wish and leave you alone…as soon as my hex is complete…”

“Save it. I don’t believe in those stupid spells or witchcraft… or whatever it is you do on the weekends.”

“Not yet… but you will when I’m done with you. Have a lovely evening, Theodore, and enjoy your manhood while you can,” Luna said with a devious smile.

​Once Luna stepped away and strolled toward the front lawn, I immediately closed the front door and locked it. Peering through the window, I watched her move her hands and arms in strange patterns while chanting in a language I could not recognize, except for a single word. “Bimbo.” With my eyebrows furrowed, I shook my head before walking upstairs to my bedroom and looking out the window, only to find her still chanting and shaking her body.

​When she suddenly stopped and pointed directly at me, I jumped backward in surprise. A few seconds later, I cautiously approached the window again and discovered that Luna had vanished. In her place, flames spread across the lawn until they formed a burning pentagram in the grass. Unable to believe what I was seeing, I stood frozen before the window and stared down at the burning symbol.

​Feeling annoyed that she might be damaging my perfectly manicured yard, I gritted my teeth and brought a hand to my forehead. After shaking my head and letting out a deep sigh, I looked up and down the street to find a few neighbors peeking through their windows at the fire. Only a few seconds later, the flames vanished without a trace, and one by one, my nosy neighbors receded into the darkness of their homes.

​Although I wanted to call the police and report Luna for arson, there did not appear to be any damage left behind. Still enraged by her stunt, I backed away from the window, tossed my robe into the bathroom, and lay back down in bed. With my heart still pounding, it took close to an hour for me to calm down enough to fall asleep again. However, when I awoke the following morning in a groggy haze, an uneasy feeling settled over me as I realized something was not right.


Chapter 2

​Even though it was not uncommon for me to wake with morning wood, it was rarely this uncomfortable. Still half asleep, I furrowed my brow, rubbed my eyes, and yawned. When I lowered my hand to adjust my penis and relieve the discomfort, my eyes shot wide open as concern jolted me fully awake. I immediately threw off the covers, jumped out of bed, and examined my crotch with both hands.

​With shock and horror piercing me, I poked, prodded, and squeezed the device that had appeared around my member overnight. The smooth, shiny metal completely encapsulated my penis and testicles, forcing everything downward between my legs while leaving none of my privates visible or accessible. A small opening at the end of the cage allowed liquid to escape, but the device made it impossible to achieve an erection or stimulate my penis. As I continued examining it, a strange realization occurred to me.

It’s made of one piece? It’s like the metal was formed directly around my penis and testicles, matching every contour while my member was flaccid. How is this even possible?

​No matter how closely I inspected the device encasing my privates, I couldn’t find a latch, a lock, or a seam anywhere. Because the metal sealed so tightly around the base of my penis and behind my testicles, the only way to remove it would involve severely damaging my privates or cutting everything off altogether, which was obviously not an option. Overwhelmed by frustration and confusion, I muttered the name of the person responsible under my breath.

“Luna… that bitch must have snuck in last night with Jamie’s key and done this to me. She’s sick!”

​While shaking my head, I pursed my lips and clenched my jaw. With an onslaught of profanities spilling out of me, I rushed to the dresser and opened my underwear drawer. However, the moment I looked inside, my eyes widened, and my hatred for Luna continued to grow.

“She stole all my fucking underwear and replaced it with panties?!” I screamed.

After opening the other drawers, I found matching bras, tights, stockings, and lingerie sets that appeared to be my size.

“Whatever, I don’t need to wear underwear under my clothes to go over there and get my stuff back…” I said before stepping over to the closet. Upon swinging the door open, my jaw dropped and an uncomfortable laugh escaped me. Although I didn’t find the situation funny, I couldn’t help the way my body responded to the outrageous situation.

​As I examined the contents of my closet, I could not find a single article of my clothing left behind. Instead, all my outfits had been replaced with the most overtly feminine clothing imaginable. High heels in every style and color were neatly organized along the floor, while dresses, skirts, and tops in various colors and styles were hung neatly or folded on a few shelves. Not one pair of pants, male or female, was present, and the cut of every top appeared designed to accentuate a feminine figure.

Where the hell did she get all this stuff? It can’t be Luna’s with how tiny she is, and I know it doesn’t belong to Jamie. This had to have cost thousands…

​While shaking my head, I stepped out of the closet and took a deep breath. Trying to figure out what I could wear so I wouldn’t be naked, I walked into the bathroom to look for my robe. However, it had also been taken and replaced with a plush pink robe made for a woman. Although it was not ideal, it felt like the lesser of two evils compared with the dresses and skirts that were my only other options.

​Once my robe was tied, I grabbed my phone and texted Jamie to let her know what her sister had done while I was asleep. When she didn’t respond within the first five minutes, I sent a flurry of additional messages filled with profanities and threats to contact the police. Perhaps she took my threat seriously because my phone rang soon afterward.

“Hello?” I answered.

“Hello, Theodore,” Luna greeted.

“Where’s Jamie? Does she know what you did last night?” I asked.

“She’s still resting. It was a big day for her yesterday, moving out of the home that was sucking her life away,” Luna responded.

“We were happy before you sank your claws into her and ripped her away. Does she know that you set up the meeting with that bimbo?”

“Be careful how you speak about her. How would you feel if someone called you that?”

“I wouldn’t care… I just want my stuff back, and I want to talk to Jamie!”

“You won’t be talking to her until you’re both ready. And by the sound of your tone, it’s going to be a while.”

“Just stop with these stupid games and tell me what you did with my shit!” I shouted.

“If you raise your voice with me one more time, I will hang up the phone and let you figure out what’s happening all on your own. Now, are you ready to listen like a good little sissy, or are you going to keep pretending to be some big, strong man who’s in control when we both know that’s not the case?”

“What did you say?”

“Oh my God, sissies can be such airheads…”

“Stop calling me that,” I said while gritting my teeth.

“Listen, sissy, I make the rules, not you. Now listen carefully,” Luna said. “Until my spell is broken, each night you will fall into a deep sleep and your body will change a little more. Since I am so kind, I made the first change something that you probably didn’t even notice yet…”

“I noticed that piece of metal you locked around my dick. How the hell did you even do…”

“Quiet, sissy! I’m speaking,” Luna snapped.

​Although I wanted to tell her off, I bit my tongue and listened as she continued her explanation.

“That hasn’t done anything to your body… yet. Right now, the chastity cage is more about showing you who is in control,” Luna continued. “The real change was to your body hair… or lack thereof. From the eyes down, not one hair will ever grow again. Not only that, but your eyebrows will remain thin and feminine, while your eyelashes will remain longer than those of any woman you have ever known.”

​Upon hearing her words, I furrowed my eyebrows before running to the mirror. In my shock and horror over the device around my privates, I hadn’t even noticed that my body had become completely hairless. Even though I had not been overly hairy before, seeing my body so smooth was unsettling.

“How the hell did you do that?” I asked as my voice cracked.

“Just a bit of magic, but… you don’t believe in that sort of thing, do you?” Luna asked.

​Using a softer tone, I tried a different approach. “Look, I’m sorry for what happened with your sister. It was the biggest mistake of my life, and I wish I could take it back…”

“You’re not sorry. Not yet, you’re not…” Luna responded. “But when I’m done with you, you will be.”

“Just please give me my stuff back. I’m begging you…”

“All your stuff is already there. And don’t go bothering the police about this, because once they step into your home, they will fall under my spell and see you as I already do,” Luna explained. “Jamie will be up any minute, so listen closely to this last part because it is very important. If you want to keep yourself from changing any further tonight or any other night, you will swallow an ounce of cum, fresh from the source. But if you want any chance of eventually undoing what I’ve done, you will follow these instructions for two months without missing a single day. Otherwise, the two months will start over again.”

“I’m not doing…” I said before she cut me off.

“I have to let you go. She’s waking up,” Luna informed me. “But one last thing. If you’re feeling chilled, you might want to get dressed to warm yourself up. Those panties and bras aren’t just for you to look at…”

“Luna, please…”

“Talk to you soon, sissy. Good luck!”


Chapter 3

​After Luna hung up the phone, I remained frozen in place for several minutes, struggling to process everything she had told me and trying to decide whether I actually believed her.

Is this just some sick game or a trick she’s playing on me? I mean, spells aren’t real… are they? She probably snuck into my house last night with a key and did all this… but how would she have formed a piece of metal around my dick without waking me up? And how could she have removed all my body hair while I was asleep? Maybe this is just a nightmare?

Slapping myself across the face, I blinked a few times and tried to determine whether I was dreaming. When nothing happened, I slapped myself three more times, only to be left with a stinging cheek.

This isn’t getting me anywhere. What if I just stay up all night and wait to see if anything else happens? Then I’ll know if some sort of magic spell is actually real.

​With a plan in mind, I decided to spend the rest of Saturday at home and distract myself with TV shows and movies. There was no way I would leave with the clothing options available, so I went shopping online and ordered a few outfits that I could wear until I got my regular clothes back. Once the order was placed, I turned on the TV and took a seat on the loveseat. However, despite wearing the plush pink robe, I couldn’t help feeling frigid, even though the temperature in my home was on the warmer side.

​Over the course of fifteen minutes, I became increasingly annoyed because no matter how many blankets I bundled up with, I still felt a strange chill around my penis and nipples. Even when I cupped my hands over my chest and crossed my legs beneath the blankets, it felt like ice packs were pressed against each of my nipples and my member. Using anything I could find in the living room, I continued trying to fight the freezing sensation to no avail.

​The strangest part about the uncomfortable feelings around my chest and privates was that the rest of my body had begun feeling overheated. As I broke a sweat beneath all the layers covering me, a persistent cold sensation remained around my nipples and chastity-caged penis. When I eventually could not take the heat anymore, I threw the covers off and stood up, only to be pierced by a biting cold that was impossible to endure.

​Feeling frustrated, confused, and overwhelmed by what was happening to my body, I ran upstairs and took a shower in the bathroom connected to my master bedroom. However, the hot water from the shower produced the same result as the blankets, pillows, and robe. Even with scalding water running over my chest and down over my caged penis, I still felt tingly and chilled in the same areas. When the rest of my body began to overheat, I finally shut off the water, stepped out of the shower, and dried myself with a towel.

​After stepping into the master bedroom, I sat on the bed with my arms crossed, hands cupping my chest, legs pressed together, and body bent forward from the discomfort. Despite everything I was feeling, my eyes kept gravitating toward the drawer containing the ladies’ underwear.

She did say to get dressed if I felt cold… and something else about the panties and bras. What if she did this to me, and the only way to stop this feeling is to put on a pair of underwear? It probably won’t work anyway… but it couldn’t hurt to try.

I stood and approached the dresser, only to turn away abruptly and sit back down on the bed.

It won’t work… She’s probably just messing with me and trying to get me to cross-dress and make a fool of myself. But if she wants me to do it, maybe it would help? What if that spell is real, and this is the only way I can get comfortable for now? I can always take it right off… what’s the harm in trying while I’m all alone and nobody can see?

​Once I had made sure all the blinds were closed, I stepped back over to the dresser and opened the panty drawer. Although I tried to find the most masculine underwear available, even the neutral-colored pairs were still lacy, silky, and cut in a way that was unmistakably feminine. Rolling my eyes and shaking my head, I snatched a black pair of bikini-cut panties and slid them up my legs.

​To my dismay, once the underwear was sitting high on my waist, the chill around my privates disappeared almost instantly. However, the tingling sensation and frigid feeling around my nipples persisted.

How the hell did that bitch do this to me? These are so much thinner than the blankets I was covering myself with.

Knowing what I needed to do to ease the discomfort around my chest, I took a deep breath, opened another drawer, and snatched up the first black bra I found. Although its lacy balconette design matched my panties, I chose it only because black seemed like the most masculine color available. Once I held it up, however, I realized there was nothing masculine about a bra.

​Despite struggling for a few minutes to clasp the bra behind my back, I eventually figured out how to fasten it in front of me, spin it around, and adjust the straps so that it sat properly over my nipples. Just like with the panties, the tingling, chilly sensation ceased the moment it was secured around me.

This is so stupid… I can’t believe I’m actually wearing women’s underwear… But it does feel nice to stop those… horrible feelings…

​After throwing the robe back around me to hide the women’s underwear, I returned to the living room and melted into the couch. With nowhere to be for the weekend, I binged my favorite TV show until late in the evening, determined to stay awake all night and prove that there was no magic being wielded over me. I did everything in my power to keep my eyes open well past midnight, but as the hours passed, an ominous feeling settled over me and my eyelids began to feel unnaturally heavy. No matter how hard I fought to keep them open, they slowly closed against my will, and I passed out on the couch.


Chapter 4

​When I awoke the following morning, I felt frustrated and disappointed in myself for not having the willpower to stay awake through the night. Although I feared there was something mystical about how I had fallen asleep, I was still not ready to admit that Luna possessed supernatural powers or that she was wielding them over me. Leaning forward on the couch and rubbing my eyes, I furrowed my brow when something unfamiliar brushed against my face. As I looked down, strands of long blonde hair fell in front of my eyes, and my heart began racing.

​Before I had fallen asleep, my hair had been short and brown. But now, as if by magic, it had transformed into dirty-blonde curls that spilled over my shoulders and reached the middle of my back. Consumed by anxiety, I jumped up from the couch and raced to my bathroom to examine myself in the mirror.

“Oh no, no, no, no, no…” I muttered as I tugged on the curly blonde hair to determine whether it was really mine. “This can’t be real. I have to be dreaming…”

After slapping myself across the face several times, my eyes filled with tears as my cheeks began to sting. Although I still didn’t want to believe Luna’s power was real, I was beginning to fear that it was.

​Turning from side to side in the mirror, I yanked on my hair until my gaze slowly drifted toward my chest.

Did it look like that yesterday? That has to be an optical illusion from the bra.

The second I unclasped the bra and began feeling the area beneath it, the tingling returned to my exposed nipples. Ignoring the discomfort, I cupped both sides and pressed my fingers into the flesh covering my pectoral muscles. Despite never having given my chest a thorough examination before, I could tell that the area felt softer and fuller than usual. Although the changes weren’t pronounced enough for me to call them boobs, it was clear that my body was feminizing a little further each night while I slept.

​As the tingling in my nipples grew stronger with every passing second, I quickly put the bra back on and clasped it behind me. However, the discomfort only continued to spread. Even though the bra and panties had contained the sensations the previous day, the tingling now seemed to creep outward from beneath my underwear and across the rest of my body from the neck down. Becoming anxious and annoyed, I threw my robe back on, hoping it would ease the discomfort that was making my skin crawl. But after several minutes of the sensation only growing worse, I realized that something else would be needed to make it stop.

​Since I didn’t care for the plush pink robe anyway, I tore it off and tossed it into the bathroom. While pacing around the room with my fists clenched and my body tense, I fell deep into thought.

What is happening to me? How is any of this even possible? I mean, these clearly aren’t extensions…

Running my hands through my luscious blonde hair, I continued examining it.

It’s my hair… but long and… blonde. Hair can’t grow that long overnight. Maybe she really can cast spells and perform magic?

​Shaking my head, I sat on the bed and stared at the wall.

No, that’s impossible. Magic and witches aren’t real. They can’t be. There must be some reasonable explanation for all of this…

Feeling the tingling sensations growing stronger, I wrapped my arms around myself and pressed my legs together.

Why do I feel like this? I’m already wearing a bra and panties, which helped yesterday for some reason. Would it stop if I put on more clothes from the closet?

Rejecting the idea, I shook my head violently.

No. That’s ridiculous…

​Slipping beneath the covers, I wrapped myself in the blanket and sheets while continuing to shiver. However, after several minutes of feeling increasingly worse, I eventually couldn’t take it anymore.

“That bitch… How is she doing this?” I said aloud to myself. “And why do those stupid clothes make it stop?”

I threw off the covers and stormed over to the closet with a fire burning in my eyes. Looking through the options, I tried to find the most masculine piece of clothing available. But with not one pair of pants or shorts to be found, my choices were either to continue suffering or cross-dress in something inherently feminine.

​Picking out one of the few black options available because the color felt more neutral, I realized it was a long-sleeved, boat-neck mini dress designed to hug my body and end at my upper thighs. Although I told myself I wouldn’t be caught dead wearing something like it outside my home, I was desperate to relieve the cool, tingling sensations spreading across my torso and limbs. After struggling to pull the dress over my head and down my body, I turned my back to the mirror, looked over my shoulder, and reached behind me to zip it up.

​As with the bra and panties, the tingling sensations ceased the moment the dress covered my skin. Although my torso finally felt better, the discomfort in my legs persisted.

This is so stupid… there aren’t any pants to wear? What am I supposed to put on my legs?

I stepped out of the closet and found my answer when my eyes fell on the drawer filled with stockings and tights.

I can’t wear those… that would be… so weird for a guy. Even though I am already wearing a dress… and a bra… and panties… and… what the hell? What does it matter if it makes this tingling go away?

Shaking my head, I stepped over to the drawer and pulled out a pair of shiny, sheer black tights. Although I struggled to pull them up my legs at first, I eventually figured out how to gather the material and slide one leg in at a time before smoothing the hosiery beneath my dress. When the tingling stopped around my legs, I pursed my lips and cursed Luna.

​Feeling more frustrated and upset than ever, I sat on the bed and stared out the window, imagining all the terrible things I could do to Luna if given the opportunity. However, my vengeful thoughts were interrupted when the tingling returned in my feet stronger than ever.

“What now?!” I shouted. “I’m already wearing a whole stupid outfit. What else could I possibly put on?”

When I caught sight of a pair of high heels peeking out of the closet, I shook my head and stood up from the bed.

“No way. No way in hell am I putting on… high heels. That’s insane!”

​Determined that this was where I needed to draw the line, I stormed out of my bedroom and took a seat on the loveseat in the living room. After turning on the TV, I propped up my feet, crossed my arms, and stared defiantly at the screen. Despite the persistent cool, tingling sensations, I held firm and refused to put on a pair of high heels throughout the afternoon. When night came, however, the discomfort had become nearly impossible to endure. The tingling had morphed into pins and needles that repeatedly pierced the soles of my feet. Simply standing and walking to the kitchen was unbearable, as putting any pressure on them only intensified the pain.

​When I stood up to walk to the bathroom late that evening, my feet gave out beneath me, and it felt like my will had finally broken. While crawling on my hands and knees upstairs to my bedroom, I cursed Luna every few seconds until I reached the closet where all the high heels were neatly organized. Once there, I quickly scanned the available options for the most masculine pair of shoes. But upon closer examination, I found that not one pair had heels shorter than four inches, and some were much higher because of towering platforms or exaggerated designs.

​Unable to endure the pain any longer, I selected a pair of black pointed-toe stiletto pumps with four-inch heels and slipped them on. As if by magic, all the unpleasant sensations that had tormented me for hours vanished in an instant. Staring down at the dress, tights, and stiletto heels, I couldn’t believe Luna’s magic had made dressing like a woman from head to toe the only way to find relief.


Chapter 5

​Although it felt nice to have a break from the annoying sensations that had been tormenting me for most of the day, I had no experience walking in high heels and wobbled so badly when I first tried walking in them that I could have easily sprained my ankle. On my way down the staircase, I nearly fell twice and stumbled three more times during the short walk from the foyer to the living room.

How the hell do people walk on these stilts?

By the time I reached the loveseat, I was relieved to take a seat. Crossing my arms, I stared at the floor in bewilderment.

​With long dirty-blonde hair atop my head, a complete absence of body hair, and feminine clothing encasing me from head to heels, I felt completely emasculated. Over the course of a single weekend, Luna had played head games with me and made it unbearable to resist cross-dressing in the provocative outfits that filled my wardrobe. Although I still had no idea how her magic worked or what its limitations were, I knew that falling asleep would only continue to make things worse.

​As my eyes grew heavier with each passing hour, I did everything I could to remain defiant and keep myself awake. I turned the volume on the TV nearly as high as it would go and periodically removed my shoes so the tingling sensations would keep me from passing out. Through these efforts, I managed to fight off sleep until deep into the night. Eventually, however, the strange, ominous feeling from the night before came over me, and in the blink of an eye, I was out cold. When I opened my eyes after what felt like only a few minutes, I realized it was already morning.

​Since the TV was still blaring at nearly full volume, I jumped up from the couch in confusion, only to lose my balance in my high heels and fall to the floor. Blinking rapidly, I crawled over to the side table, grabbed the remote I had left there, and turned off the TV. For a moment, I remained frozen in place as frustration and defeat washed over me. Overcome by exhaustion and emotion, I slouched back against the couch, buried my head in my hands, and fought to hold back the tears welling in my eyes.

I can’t believe it happened again… Why am I having so much trouble staying up at night? And how did I sleep with all that noise? I don’t even want to know what could have happened to me this time…

​Feeling some pressure in my bladder, I took a deep breath before rising to my feet and standing unsteadily in my high heels. However, as I walked up the stairs to the bathroom connected to my bedroom, I noticed something strange happening. With each step, my legs seemed to cross naturally, and balancing became a little easier. When I sat down on the toilet to pee, I couldn’t help furrowing my eyebrows and reflecting on how my movements had suddenly shifted from my shoulders to a more natural sway of my hips.

Maybe I’m just getting better at walking in high heels?

A wave of embarrassment and disappointment washed over me for even considering the possibility.

Oh my God, did I really just think that?

Shaking my head, I finished urinating through the small opening in the chastity cage before wiping the device with toilet paper. Although sitting down to pee would never have crossed my mind before the cage was sealed around me, it was already becoming the new normal.

​After stepping over to the sink and turning on the faucet, I glanced up at the mirror before immediately dropping my gaze. For several moments, I refused to look at my reflection and continued washing my hands. With my face blank and a sinking feeling forming in my stomach, I took a deep breath before slowly turning off the water and backing away from the sink until my entire body was visible in the mirror. Clutching my stomach with both hands, I finally forced myself to look up. When I did, my eyes widened and my breathing became shallow.

​Although the dress was designed to accentuate a feminine figure and I was wearing a bra beneath it, my waistline still appeared to have shrunk while the weight had been redistributed to my chest and hips. When I ripped the dress off and unclasped my bra, my eyes widened and my mouth dropped open. Even though my pectoral muscles had appeared slightly fatty the previous day, they were now rounder, and my nipples looked more pronounced. The way my perky A-cup breasts stood out made them impossible to ignore. Staring in disbelief, I struggled to process how much my chest had transformed overnight, to the point that it no longer looked like it belonged to a man but to a young woman in the heat of puberty.

​When I cupped my chest with both hands and confirmed that the additions to my body were real and belonged to me, I couldn’t help looking down over my torso at my narrowed waist and widened hips. Although my body had previously possessed a more masculine shape that resembled a box or an upside-down triangle, it now resembled an hourglass because of how much my waistline had thinned. Even though my legs, arms, and shoulders still looked somewhat masculine, my torso appeared to have morphed into a feminine form. Aside from my chastity-caged penis and my face, it was becoming difficult to recognize my reflection.

​With panic setting in, I hurried over to my phone and began typing a message to Jamie. However, before I could hit send, it rang.

“Hello?” I answered frantically.

“Hi, sissy,” Luna replied. “What do you think of your new body after a couple of nights?”

“You’re sick, you know that?!” I screamed. “I don’t know how the hell you’re doing this, but…”

“Enough, sissy!” Luna shouted. “I’m losing my patience with you.”

“You’re losing your patience?!” I responded. “You gave me fucking boobs! When I get my hands on you…”

“This is your last warning, sissy,” Luna said, cutting me off again. “If you raise your voice one more time, I’m hanging up.”

“Fuck you!” I screamed.

“We’re going to have to work on that attitude of yours and your voice,” Luna said before hanging up.

​I threw my phone across the room, let out a scream of frustration, and stomped my heels while clenching my fists. In the midst of my tantrum, I jumped onto the bed and shouted profanities until my voice became strained. However, even that did not slow me down, and I continued flailing my limbs and throwing my clothes around the room for close to an hour.


Chapter 6

​Once I calmed down and composed myself, I looked down at my body and realized that I had completely undressed during my fit of rage, leaving me naked except for the chastity cage encasing my privates. Although the tingling had already begun returning across my exposed body, my attention quickly shifted toward my feet. Sitting on the edge of the bed, I lowered them to the floor and became both infuriated and distraught when I discovered that I could no longer press them flat. Instead, they remained locked in an unnatural arch as though I were still standing in high heels.

​When I stood up from the bed and tried to use my body weight to press my heels against the floor, it felt like an invisible force was preventing me from doing so. Every step forced me to remain on the balls of my feet and move around on my tiptoes. The realization sent a fresh wave of panic and rage through me, causing me to clench my fists and curse Luna under my breath. Overwhelmed by what had happened to my feet and the tingling sensations returning throughout my body, I stood frozen for several moments before reluctantly getting dressed again. However, since I had spent nearly the entire previous day in the same outfit, I decided to wear something else.

​Stepping over to the dresser, I opened the panty drawer and settled on a silky red pair because I had always loved the color. After slipping into the panties and fastening a matching lacy red plunge bra around my chest, I entered the closet and pulled out the first red dress my eyes landed on, a square-neck, empire-waist design that fell to my mid-thighs. To keep my legs from tingling, I selected a pair of semi-sheer, lace-top stockings and slid them up my smooth, hairless legs. Finally, to complete the ensemble and ease the persistent discomfort in my feet, I slipped on a pair of patent red five-inch platform peep-toe heels. Although the heels were higher than those I had worn the previous day, their platforms made them feel more manageable.

​Fully dressed and free of the tingling sensations, I took a deep breath and picked up my phone. Ready to have a civil conversation, I called Jamie, but there was no answer.

“That bitch…” I muttered under my breath.

Determined to reach her, I called repeatedly until my calls began going straight to voicemail. Suspecting that she had either turned off her phone or blocked me, I gave up for the time being and lay down in bed.

What the hell am I going to do? I can’t go out like this. How am I supposed to get groceries, go to work, or… Oh my God, it’s Monday!

With my eyes wide, I shot upright and swung my legs over the edge of the bed, staring down at my phone as I tried to figure out what to do. The time on the screen showed that I was already more than two hours late for work, so I dialed my boss’s number and waited impatiently as it rang.

“Hello?” my boss answered.

“Hey, Gary,” I said while trying to sound sick. “I’m sorry, but I’m not feeling well today. I have cold sweats, my head is killing me, and I’ve been throwing up all morning.”

“I figured something was up,” Gary responded. “Just rest up and let me know when you’re feeling better.”

“Will do,” I answered.

​After hanging up the phone, I felt a momentary sense of relief because my boss seemed to have believed my story. However, I knew that I couldn’t call in sick indefinitely and needed a long-term solution. With no other plan, I held on to hope that I could convince Luna to reverse the changes happening each night before they grew any worse. But since she had likely blocked me, there was nothing I could do except wait. Despite having slept the previous night, I still felt exhausted, as though I hadn’t slept in days. I lay back intending to rest my eyes for only fifteen minutes but fell into a deep sleep and remained unconscious throughout the afternoon.

​By the time I awoke, the sun had set, and it was dinnertime. Brushing my long blonde hair away from my face, I blinked a few times before jumping out of bed and examining my body to make sure it had not been feminized any further. Although I still looked much more feminine than I would have preferred, nothing appeared to have changed during my nap.

So it only happens at night?

I walked downstairs to the kitchen and began searching the pantry for something I could prepare for dinner. However, because I had not done any grocery shopping all weekend, I was running low on the foods I ate most often.

​In the back of the pantry, I found a few cans of beans and a bag of rice, which I used to prepare a simple dinner. Once I had finished eating, I took a seat in the living room and turned on the TV while waiting for Luna to contact me. As the hours passed and the evening grew late, I became increasingly nervous at the thought of falling asleep again without having a chance to plead with her. When my eyes began to feel heavy, I grabbed my phone and tried calling Jamie once more, hoping it would at least ring this time. But to my dismay, the call went straight to voicemail.

​Although I had kept my emotions in check throughout the day, I could no longer contain my frustration. Knowing I would inevitably fall asleep without speaking to Luna and awaken to another massive change in my anatomy, I clenched my fists, doubled over, and screamed at the top of my lungs. Overwhelmed by the helplessness and vulnerability Luna’s power had forced upon me, I spiraled into another fit of rage.

​For the next hour, I stomped around in my heels, threw items across the living room, and cursed Luna and the day she was born. By the time my rage subsided, I had made a mess of my home and torn apart three pillows. The outburst did nothing to change my situation or reverse what had already happened, but it temporarily drained some of the anger from me. When I finally sat down on the couch to catch my breath, however, I could sense the ominous feeling coming over me again and knew it would force me to sleep no matter how hard I fought it.


Chapter 7

​The following morning, I was no longer surprised or disappointed in myself for having fallen asleep. Instead, I was curious about what might have happened to me this time. Although my anger no longer burned with the same intensity as the night before, it remained beneath the surface, ready to erupt at any moment. I rose from the couch, walked upstairs to the bathroom, and checked my reflection in the mirror. At the sight of the spell’s latest effects, my eyes widened, and my hatred for Luna bubbled back to the surface.

​Not only had my facial features become soft and feminine, but I was also almost unrecognizable as the man I had been before Luna’s spell took hold of me. Every part of my face that had previously contributed to my masculine appearance had been sculpted into the ideal feminine form. My nose had become smaller and more delicately shaped, while my eyes appeared larger, almost like those of a cartoon princess. Each change left me staring at my reflection in disbelief.

​When I leaned closer to the mirror, I noticed that my cheekbones were higher and more defined, while my fuller lips looked as though they had been enhanced with lip filler. My eyelashes had grown longer, my eyebrows had become even thinner than they had been the previous day, and the softer contours of my chin and jawline added to my increasingly feminine appearance. The longer I studied my face, the clearer it became that Luna had altered each feature to mold me into an attractive blonde woman.

​Overwhelmed by the extent of my transformation, I slowly backed away from the mirror until another realization struck me.

Are my shoulders narrower? And my arms? They look… much thinner. Wait, am I shorter? Why don’t my thighs touch when I press my legs together? These don’t even look like my legs…

With my breathing quickening and my heart racing, I clutched my stomach and tried to keep myself from throwing up.

​Feeling as though the walls were closing in around me and I had become an alien in my own body, I struggled to catch my breath despite standing still. Lightheaded and dizzy, I stumbled out of the bathroom and into my bedroom before collapsing backward onto the bed. With my arms spread out and my legs hanging over the edge, I felt seconds away from passing out when my phone rang.

​The sound sent a rush of adrenaline through my veins, pulling me out of my downward spiral and temporarily restoring my sense of control. I jumped up from the bed, grabbed my phone, and answered the call.

“Hey, sissy,” Luna greeted.

“Please, just stop…” I said, pausing as I placed my hand over my mouth in shock and horror.

“Do you like your new voice? Try sounding tough and manly with a breathy little bitch voice like that,” Luna taunted.

“How…” I began before pausing to clear my throat. However, when I continued, my breathy voice still sounded feminine, carrying a slight lisp as some vowels naturally elongated and my pitch bounced around. “Like, how are you doing this?”

“I told you, I cast a spell, and there’s only one way to break it,” Luna answered.

“You told me to, like, suck someone off every day for two months,” I said before grabbing my throat and coughing several times in an attempt to fix my voice.

“I told you to, like, swallow an ounce of semen, like, every day. And if you do it for, like, two months, the spell will be, like, totally broken,” Luna responded, emphasizing certain words and elongating her vowels to mock the way I spoke.

“I, like, do not sound like that,” I snapped back, even though my voice sounded eerily similar to the way she had mocked me.

“You are too adorable.” Luna laughed. “Since you’re making this so much fun for me, I’m going to let you in on a little secret about the spell. Are you ready to hear it, sissy?”

“Just… tell me.”

“You have the power to make any guy drop his pants for you. All you have to do is fall to your knees, pull your hair back, and look up at him while batting your eyelashes and opening your mouth. Whenever you do that, he will become almost hypnotized and remain under your spell until he cums in your mouth.”

“I am not going to do that!” I responded, my voice rising to a pitch higher than any woman’s I had ever heard.

“Suit yourself, sissy. But if you haven’t noticed, the transformation is only accelerating at this point. Your boobs are probably already a B cup and still growing. Your dick is about half the size it was when this started and still shrinking. And your entire body is going to burn if you aren’t dressed and made up from head to heels,” Luna explained. “Oh, yeah, that reminds me. There’s some makeup under the sink that you may want to use after we get off the phone. In less than an hour, your face will burn so badly that it’ll feel like your flesh is melting unless you put on a full face of makeup.”

“You are sick… You know that, right?”

“I just can’t take you seriously with a voice like that.” Luna laughed. “You’d better get started. That tingling in your lips is only the beginning.”

​When Luna hung up on me, I pressed a finger against my lips. Although they felt tingly, there was no way I would willingly put on lipstick. After walking to the bathroom and checking beneath the sink, where I found an array of makeup supplies, I rolled my eyes and shook my head. Trying to keep some semblance of my masculinity intact, I headed down to the main level of my townhome, where I fixed myself breakfast from the dwindling supplies in my pantry and refrigerator.


Chapter 8

​Once I had finished breakfast, I stepped into the living room and immediately noticed the mess I had made the previous night. With a frustrated sigh, I began cleaning by returning scattered items to their proper places, gathering the larger pieces of the torn pillows, and vacuuming up the remaining stuffing. By the time I finished, most of my face had begun tingling uncomfortably. Hoping to ignore it, I reclined on the couch and propped my feet up to ease the strain of wearing high heels. Although I tried to keep my mind occupied by watching TV shows and scrolling through social media on my phone, the tingling continued to intensify until it became a burning sensation that was impossible to ignore.

​My breathing grew irregular, and frustrated moans periodically escaped my lips as I continued fighting through the pain until I could barely keep my eyes open. By then, my body had sunk deep into the couch, although every muscle remained tense. When the pain grew nearly unbearable, I clenched my fists, screamed several times, and stomped my heels against the floor.

I can’t take it anymore… This is the worst I have ever felt in my life!

After just under an hour of torment, my resolve finally broke, and I ran upstairs to the bathroom where all the makeup supplies were waiting for me.

​As I frantically pulled everything out from beneath the sink, my hands shook and my eyes remained half closed because of how intensely my skin burned. Although I didn’t know where to start or what would ease the pain most quickly, I thought back to the times I had watched Jamie apply her makeup before weddings and parties. Remembering that she always started with foundation, I figured that would be the best place to begin.

​The second I began spreading the liquid foundation across my face, the burning eased almost immediately. Although the tingling sensations were still present, they were no longer accompanied by the debilitating pain I had felt only moments earlier. Before I had even finished blending the foundation across my face and neck, my trembling hands steadied and began moving entirely on their own. I tried to pull them away, but they refused to obey and continued applying the makeup with a practiced precision I did not possess.

​All I could do was watch helplessly in the mirror as one product after another was selected and applied. Powders were blended, a smoky eye was created, eyeliner was traced along my lids, and the perfect shade of red lipstick was chosen without the slightest hesitation or a single mistake. To my conflicted relief, the tingling steadily weakened with each new product until only the faintest trace of discomfort remained. By the time my eyelids fluttered instinctively as the mascara wand swept across my lashes, more than an hour had passed.

​When the final stroke of mascara was complete, the tingling disappeared entirely, and I froze in front of the mirror as I took in my reflection. Although I had barely recognized myself before, the feminine image staring back at me now seemed to have buried the man I had been so completely that I feared he might never resurface. With the uncomfortable sensations fully gone, I was horrified by how relieved I felt. I knew that my relief had come at the cost of beautifying myself until, in my eyes, I looked like a cock-hungry whore.

​Unable to look at my reflection any longer, I exited the bathroom with my shoulders slouched and a feeling of defeat hanging over me. After walking downstairs to the living room, I sank onto the couch, only to jump upright moments later when the doorbell rang. Petrified at the thought of anyone seeing me in my current state, I crept into the foyer and peeked out the front window. Upon seeing a package sitting on my doorstep, I let out a sigh of relief.

The clothes I ordered…

​Slowly cracking the door open, I looked around to make sure the coast was clear before quickly grabbing the package and bringing it inside. Once I had shut and locked the door again, I excitedly tore into the cardboard box.

Finally! I can wear something other than these stupid outfits Luna left me!

The second I saw the contents, my smile faded, and I bit my lip. Instead of the clothes I had ordered, there were only more dresses, skirts, and high heels inside, all of which looked even more provocative than anything available in my closet.

​After checking the order history on my phone, my jaw tightened, and I clenched my fist.

Of course… she changed the order on me. Why am I even surprised at this point?

Kicking the box across the floor, I stormed back to the living room and threw myself down onto the couch before trying to collect my thoughts.

This has gone way too far. I’m not getting anywhere with Luna whenever I speak to her. And who knows what she has done with Jamie, or whether Jamie even knows what’s happening? I have to figure something out before it’s too late. This is bad enough already, but I don’t want these stupid boobs getting any bigger. I have to call someone else for help…

​Since I didn’t have any family in the state that I could call on, I scrolled to the person I had spent more time with than anyone else over the past few years. Although most of our friendship consisted of meeting at bars and drinking together, Brad was easy to talk to, and I felt like I could trust him. After typing out a message and sending it, I sat on the couch with my legs pressed together and my phone clutched between both hands. Several minutes later, he responded and agreed to stop by and help me out.


Chapter 9

​Even though it took Brad less than half an hour to reach my house, the wait felt substantially longer. With a pit in my stomach, I stood by the front door and periodically peeked out the window until his car pulled into my driveway. Although I had kept my text vague by writing, “I really need your help. Please come over right away!” I hoped I could explain everything more clearly once we were face-to-face.

​When Brad finally arrived and climbed out of his car in faded jeans and a charcoal-gray T-shirt, I let out a sigh of relief. However, my relief quickly turned to impatience as he ran a hand through his short brown hair, scratched the dark stubble covering his jaw, and paused to double-check the address on his phone.

“Hurry!” I texted.

Before starting the short walk to my front door, he read the message, shook his head, and laughed.

“Dude, chill out. I’m already here,” he texted. “Is your dick stuck in something?”

Although he included a laughing emoji, I was not amused because it actually was.

​The moment Brad reached the front door and raised his hand to knock, I swung it open but kept my body hidden behind the door. Although I tried to lower my voice and make it sound the way it had before my transformation, the effort made no difference.

“Like, don’t freak out on me. Just, like, keep an open mind and let me explain what’s going on.”

“Okay?” Brad responded, sounding confused and uncertain about who was speaking to him.

“Come in,” I urged, remaining hidden while Brad stood on the doorstep.

The second Brad stepped inside, I quickly shut and locked the door behind him.

​When I turned to face my drinking buddy, his brown eyes immediately traveled over my body from head to heels without any attempt to be discreet. Brad had always been slightly shorter and smaller than I was, but beside my shrinking frame, his solid build suddenly seemed much more imposing. I stared back at him in disgust, my mouth falling open as his gaze lingered on my chest for several seconds. With him practically drooling over my feminized body as he adjusted his crotch, I stepped forward and shoved him backward. However, because of how much smaller I had become, he barely moved.

“Like, watch it!” I exclaimed.

“Who are you?” he asked.

“It’s me, Theo.”

“Yeah, right,” he said while laughing. “Where is he?”

“Brad… it’s me,” I responded sincerely.

“I don’t know what kind of game you’re trying to play, but… I’ll play along, I guess,” Brad said while shaking his head.

“Like, seriously, I really need you to just listen to me and, like, help me out,” I pleaded.

“I’m all ears,” he responded before glancing at my chest again.

​After rolling my eyes, I crossed my arms over my chest to cover my breasts before continuing.

“Look, Jamie and I split up a few nights ago. And her twin sister came over to get her things…”

“Jamie isn’t here?” he interrupted.

“No, just listen…”

“Wait, what happened?” he asked.

“That’s what I’m trying to tell you. Now…”

“Where’s Theo? Are you here all alone?”

“I told you. I am Theo!”

“Sure…” he said before strolling into the living room.

“Would you just stop being such an idiot and listen to me?”

“You know, I love an assertive woman who bosses me around…” Brad said before turning toward me with a smirk.

“I’m going to kill you…”

“That’s kinky.” Brad walked into the kitchen and opened the door leading to the garage. “His car is still here?”

“Whose?” I asked.

“Theo’s…” he answered before walking past me and running up the stairs to the second floor.

“I am Theodore!” I shouted.

“I might believe you if you said Theodora!” he yelled back from upstairs.

​When he failed to return after a few minutes, I set my phone down on the couch before marching upstairs to my bedroom, where I found him snooping through my things.

“Why is his closet filled with women’s clothes?” he asked.

“Brad, would you just stop for, like, a second and sit down so I can explain?” I pleaded.

“Are you Jamie’s friend or something?” he asked.

“Oh my God… This is hopeless…” I muttered as I sat on the edge of the bed and lowered my head.

​Seeing how upset I had become, Brad’s demeanor softened, and he sat down beside me. However, when his body brushed against mine, I grew uncomfortable and quickly stood back up.

“Are you always this tense?” he asked.

“Look, would you please just stop and listen for, like, one minute without interrupting me?”

“I’ll try,” he said, giving me his undivided attention.

“Jamie and I, like, totally split up a few days ago,” I explained. “She found out about that night with that bimbo from Springfield…”

“How do you know about that? Are you one of Luna’s friends or something?” Brad asked.

“If you interrupt me one more time, I’m going to kill you,” I threatened.

​Tilting his head to the side, he looked as though a lightbulb had suddenly gone off in his head.

“What’s going on with you? Do you believe me now?” I asked, hoping I was finally getting through to him.

“I know who you are… You’re Theo’s cousin. The one he told me about in New York.”

“Oh my God! Just shut it and listen!” I snapped.

​Brad leaned back with his eyes wide and finally fell silent.

“I told you about Jamie’s twin sister, Luna. She was there that night with that bimbo. Well, apparently, she’s into some, like, witchcraft and occult shit because she cast a spell on me when she took Jamie away. And now, like, every night, my body keeps changing, and I don’t even recognize myself anymore. She won’t let me talk to Jamie, and she’s being, like, a total bitch about all of this. She said the only way I can break the spell and turn back is to swallow a bunch of cum. I’m begging you. I need your help!”

Brad scratched his head and thought for a few moments, making me feel as though he was finally beginning to understand. However, when he stood up and began unbuttoning his pants, my eyes widened and my mouth dropped open.

“I think I can help…” Brad said while reaching into his underwear.

“Like, stop it!” I yelled. “I didn’t mean help me like that!”

“Then what did you mean? You’re sending a lot of mixed signals here. You’ve got yourself all done up in that dress and heels, you’ve been flirting with me since I got here, and you told me you need help swallowing cum. Where did I go wrong?”

“Oh my God, just get out…” I said firmly.

“I’m sorry. I’ll listen if you want to talk more,” Brad offered.

“No, just get out!” I shouted as I grabbed his arm and tried to pull him toward the bedroom door. Before Luna’s spell, I could have moved him easily, but he now stood slightly taller than I did, even in my high heels.

​When I struggled to force him toward the bedroom door, Brad finally cooperated and walked downstairs while I continued pushing him from behind.

“Just tell Theo to call me when he gets back…” Brad said as he stepped outside.

“I, like, am Theo!” I insisted.

Once he was out of the house, I shut and locked the door before clenching my fists, stomping my heels, and letting out a scream of rage.


Chapter 10

​The encounter with Brad left me overwhelmed with frustration and feeling like I had no other option but to contact Luna again. After storming into the living room and snatching my phone from the couch, I dialed Jamie’s number, hoping I could finally convince Luna to end the stupid game she was playing with me.

“Hey, sissy. How was your visit with Brad?” she asked.

“Like, how did you know he came over?”

“That’s the beauty of the hex I placed over your home. I know everything that’s happening there. Just like I know you’re wearing a pretty little empire-waist dress with five-inch peep-toe heels,” Luna stated. “Looking like that, no wonder he thought you were going to blow him…”

“Just please, stop it. I can’t take it anymore…” I pleaded.

“If you’re trying to make me feel sorry for you, just save it. You brought this on yourself.”

“Fine, you’re right. I brought this on myself, and I’m, like, totally sorry. Please, just have mercy on me.”

“It’s a little too late for that,” Luna replied.

“Like, how is it too late?”

“The spell has already been cast, and I told you there is only one way to break it.”

“Please… let me do anything else. There must be some other way we can work this out,” I begged.

“I’m so sorry, sissy, but there is nothing I can do to break the spell. It’s in your hands now… or actually, your mouth,” Luna said with a giggle.

“That’s not funny,” I snapped back.

“Yes, it is. Now be a good little sissy and go suck some cock. Otherwise, you’ll wake up tomorrow to even more feminization,” Luna warned.

“Please, I’m begging you…”

“Remember what I told you about pulling your hair back and dropping to your knees. It’ll come in handy.”

“Luna, don’t do this…”

“Bye, sissy. We’ll talk again soon.”

“Luna…”

When the line went dead, I hung my head and tried to hold back the tears gathering in my eyes. But in my highly emotional state, it was no use.

​Tears poured from my eyes as I sat on the couch and buried my head in my lap. It finally sank in that no matter how hard I begged, how many times I asked, or how persistent I became, the only way to break the spell was to swallow my pride along with someone’s cum. However, in my distressed state, I couldn’t even begin to consider who I could possibly turn to or when I would muster the courage to go through with it. All I could do was curl into a ball on the couch and let the tears flow.

​After hours of weeping uncontrollably, I realized that the sun had set and the evening had grown late. Feeling as though I was physically incapable of shedding another tear, I turned on the TV, hoping to distract myself from my circumstances. But when I wiped my eyes and saw makeup smeared across my fingers, the tingling sensations quickly returned to my face. Although the last thing I wanted to do was put on more makeup, I dragged myself upstairs to the bathroom, where I examined my face and repaired the damage my tears had caused.

​As I stood in front of the mirror and watched my hands move almost independently, I remained dumbfounded by how my body knew exactly which products to select and how to apply them. Even though my mind felt lost as I examined the wide selection of makeup supplies, my new instincts took over and restored my appearance until there was no sign I had ever cried. Once the touch-up was complete and the tingling sensations dissipated, I made my way back downstairs to the living room, where I sank onto the loveseat. However, only a few minutes into watching TV, my eyes began growing heavy as the ominous feeling crept over me.

​Despite being terrified of slipping further down the feminization rabbit hole, I had lost all confidence in my ability to resist the supernatural force steadily pulling me toward sleep. No matter how hard I fought, I knew I could not keep my eyes open all night. As a few more tears streamed down my cheeks, I rested my head against the back of the loveseat.

I just hope it’s not too bad in the morning.

Unable to resist any longer, I slipped into a deep slumber.

​In the blink of an eye, I awoke the following morning with despair already weighing heavily over me. My eyes still felt heavy, and my long blonde hair lay across my face, forcing me to brush it aside before slowly sitting upright and letting out a whimper of defeat. When I looked down to see why my fingers felt different, I discovered glittery red acrylic nails extending from each fingertip and tapering to sharp stiletto points, their length making it nearly impossible to curl my fingers into a fist or grip anything normally. Although a change like this would have terrified me on the first day of my feminization journey, it barely registered against my already broken emotional state.

​When my gaze drifted down over my body in search of any other changes, it did not take long to notice that my boobs had expanded yet again. Because of how much my breasts had grown, nearly my entire body below my chest was blocked from view when I looked downward. Cupping one boob in each hand, I realized they had likely jumped multiple cup sizes overnight because they now spilled well beyond my petite palms. Carefully avoiding the sharp points of my acrylic nails, I slid my hands down my body to examine my waist and hips, only to discover that my chest was not the only part of me that had been feminized even further.

​Even though my waist had already become thin, it had narrowed yet again while my hips had widened noticeably. The dramatic inward curve of my waist and outward flare of my hips created a perfect hourglass figure, reminding me of the “ideal” female measurements of 36-24-36. Unable to process how dramatically my body had continued transforming, I rose from the loveseat and marched upstairs toward my bedroom with tears filling my eyes. However, each step made me even more distraught as I felt my enlarged breasts and newly rounded backside jiggle and bounce in ways they never had before.

​Overcome by my emotions, I lay facedown on my bed and slowly moved my hand toward my crotch to check whether anything had happened to the last part of me that still made me feel like a man. After slipping my hand inside my panties, I discovered that the chastity cage and everything it confined between my legs had apparently shrunk yet again. Gently shifting the cage from side to side, I felt how little remained beneath it and figured that my penis was now less than a quarter of the size it had been when Luna’s spell was first cast on me. Since I had always been a grower rather than a shower, it had not been especially large to begin with.

​With my emotional state spiraling out of control, I continued weeping for close to an hour until a text message drew my attention away. When I checked my phone and saw a message from Brad, I wiped my eyes before reading it.

“Dude, some chick was at your house last night when you invited me over,” Brad texted. “Where were you?”

In my distress and desperation to stop my body from changing any further, a terrible idea popped into my head.

​Since Brad still didn’t believe I was Theodore, I decided to take advantage of his belief that I was my cousin from New York and use him to stop the spell.

“That was my cousin,” I responded. “She’s staying at my house while I’m away on a work trip. She confessed that she used my tablet to send messages last night, so they looked like they were coming from me. Apparently, she was scared and wanted some company, so she invited you over. Sorry about that.”

“I knew it was her! She kept trying to convince me she was you for some reason,” Brad replied.

“She’s a little weird and shy,” I explained. “But I’m sure she would love for you to come over again tonight.”

“Are you sure you’re okay with that? I mean, she is your cousin.”

“Trust me, you’d be doing me a favor if you showed her a good time.”

“Thanks, man!”


Chapter 11

​With a plan in motion to stop my nightly feminization, a brief sense of peace settled over me. Although I had no desire to suck anyone’s cock, Brad seemed like the safest option if that was truly what it would take to end the stupid spell. However, when I entered the bathroom to repair the makeup ruined by my latest crying fit, my anxiety began to return.

Can I actually go through with this? I mean, I don’t think I could ever look at him the same way again, and our friendship will probably be over…

​Once I had reapplied my mascara and touched up my lipstick, I walked into my bedroom and sat down with a pit in my stomach.

What if I chicken out? Or what if he tries to make out with me first? I don’t want to kiss him… And I don’t want him touching me… Hopefully, if I do exactly what Luna said, he’ll fall under the spell, shoot his load into my mouth, and leave… Oh my God, did I really just think that…

​Even though I knew this was the only way out of the feminization spiral I was trapped in, the thought of what awaited me that evening haunted me throughout the day. No matter how much I tried to distract myself, the overwhelming dread of actually going through with the blowjob never subsided. Because the lingering anxiety made it difficult to eat, drink, or do much of anything, I tried to quiet my nerves by focusing on making myself more attractive to Brad.

Maybe if he’s eager enough, we can get this over with quicker…

​When I examined my reflection and realized that I had worn the same outfit for two whole days, I figured it was time to clean myself up and put on something fresh. However, showering proved much more difficult than expected because my feet refused to flatten against the floor, forcing me to balance on the balls of my feet the entire time. As I shampooed my hair and scrubbed my body, I couldn’t help paying extra attention to my new boobs, which now hung in heavy teardrop shapes. Although I had initially been apprehensive about wearing ladies’ underwear, I was beginning to realize how much more comfortable my chest felt with the added support a bra offered. The unfamiliar weight had become so noticeable that I needed to cup one boob in each hand to ease the discomfort whenever I leaned forward or turned too quickly.

​Once I stepped out of the shower and dried myself with a towel, I hurried to the underwear drawer and selected a matching set of pink lacy panties and a push-up bra. Even though I would not typically choose such a dainty, feminine color, it felt appropriate for the image I wanted to present to Brad. After sliding the panties up my legs and over my chastity cage, which left only a faint bump beneath the fabric, I picked up the matching bra and noticed that the tag listed its size as 36D.

Wasn’t it a 40A on the first day? She’s changing out my clothes and underwear each night too…

​Pushing the troubling thought aside, I slipped my arms through the straps and clasped the bra behind my back before pulling on a pair of extra-shiny black tights. Seeing how the hosiery highlighted my legs, I smiled in approval before hurrying to find a pair of high heels. Because my feet were forced to remain arched as if I were wearing heels even when I was not, going without shoes quickly became uncomfortable.

​While looking over my options, I brought my index finger to my lips and tried to find a sensual pair of shoes that would arouse Brad enough to make the blowjob go as quickly as possible. When my eyes landed on a pair of pointed-toe pink patent stiletto pumps with 4.7-inch heels, I immediately knew they were the right choice. Once I slipped them onto my feet, I continued scanning my closet until I found a short pink dress to match.

​Finding an A-line dress that I believed would flatter my body, I stepped into the dress and zipped it up my back. When I moved in front of the mirror to check my appearance, I couldn’t help feeling surprised by how dainty and delicate I looked and felt. Turning slightly from side to side, I watched the fitted bodice draw attention to my chest and trace the feminine curves of my upper body, while the skirt flared outward from my waist and concealed the faint bump beneath my panties. With two thin straps running over my shoulders and the hem ending at my upper thighs, I was acutely aware of the seductive signals it would send Brad. Satisfied with the outfit, I gathered my makeup supplies and began putting on my face before my skin became too tingly.

​After spending an hour meticulously painting my face with sensually appealing makeup, I stepped back and took in my reflection. Although my hands had worked instinctively and I felt as though I had no control over the look they created, every detail had somehow been coordinated perfectly with my outfit. Bright pink lip stain made my lips look plump and utterly kissable, as though they were inviting something to slide between them. Around my eyes, heavy dark makeup created a noticeably deeper and more dramatic look, while the false lashes glued along my eyelids made every blink appear slow and seductive. A careful blend of powders and liquids left my complexion looking flawless, bringing my feminine appearance nearly to completion. As a final touch, I grabbed a bottle of perfume and sprayed it all over my body.

​When I walked downstairs smelling like a mixture of sweet and flowery scents, I texted Brad to see when he could come over. The moment he responded that he was on his way, I stepped next to the front door and stared out the window, feeling more nervous than I ever had in my life. It felt like I had finally reached the point of no return, and my only option now was to swallow my pride and put an end to the nightly feminization.


Chapter 12

​When I saw Brad’s vehicle pull into the driveway, I clutched my stomach with both hands and pressed my back against the door. Feeling lightheaded from the paralyzing anxiety overtaking me, I grabbed the door handle to steady myself on my high heels. At the sound of his knock, I closed my eyes for a few moments and tried to give myself a pep talk.

You can do this… you can do this… you can do this… It’ll be over before you know it, and then no more changes tonight. After two short months, this will all be over… two short months… two months… oh God, that is a lot of blowjobs.

​As Brad knocked again with slightly more force, I shook my head and turned around to face the door. My hand trembled as I swung it open and forced a smile onto my face.

“Hello!” I said in my feminine, bubbly voice.

“Wow… you look… so pretty and pink,” he commented.

I swallowed nervously, unsure of how to respond. Normally, a comment like that would have made me angry, but considering how I looked, it somehow felt sweet and appropriate.

“Please, come in,” I said while gesturing for him to walk inside.

​After he stepped through the front door into the foyer, Brad turned to face me while I slowly shut the door.

“Look, I’m sorry for how I acted yesterday. I was being rude, and I cut you off a bunch of times while you were telling your story…” Brad said, trailing off when he noticed what I was doing.

With my nerves already on edge and my heart thumping in my chest, every moment felt like an eternity. I pulled my hair back, dropped to my knees, and parted my pink-painted lips into a small circle. As I batted my eyelashes and stared upward at him, Brad’s eyes widened and his movements became almost robotic.

​His gaze remained fixed on me as he unbuttoned and unzipped his pants, exposing his cock. Although he held his dick just inches from my face, I maintained eye contact so the image of his privates would not be burned into my subconscious. However, when he stepped forward and placed the tip of his penis against my lips, I glanced down before squeezing my eyes shut.

It’ll be over soon… It’ll be over soon…

​Feeling his cock slide across my lips and into my mouth, I did my best to remain calm. But when he forced himself to the back of my throat, my gag reflex kicked in, and I coughed uncontrollably. Although he pulled out momentarily so I could catch my breath, I quickly composed myself and signaled for him to continue. As he pushed forward again and his warm flesh rubbed against my tongue, I wrapped one hand around the base of his cock and peered upward at him.

​While doing my best to keep myself from gagging, I studied Brad’s face and tried to gauge how long he might take to finish. His head fell back as soft moans escaped his lips, making him appear almost hypnotized by pleasure and leaving me hopeful that he was already nearing climax. Although he had not been fully hard when he entered my mouth, his cock now felt rigid and seemed to have reached its full length of roughly six inches, with a surprising amount of girth. I continued moving my head back and forth with my lips wrapped tightly around him, trying to stimulate his most sensitive areas so that he might blow his load as quickly as possible.

​Several minutes of pleasing him left my neck and jaw aching, prompting me to brace one hand against his thigh while keeping the other wrapped around the base of his cock. When I finally tasted the first drops of pre-cum, I felt both relieved that he was getting close and horrified by what would come next. Soft, anxious whimpers escaped my lips as I tried to steady my nerves, but nothing could have prepared me for the moment the floodgates finally opened.

​Brad’s cock tightened further, and his entire body became rigid as he placed a hand behind my head and held me firmly in place. His grip prevented me from escaping while he forced himself deeper down my throat, sending the first burst directly into my stomach before the rest began filling my mouth. My eyes shot wide open as I gagged uncontrollably, glanced up at him, and slapped his thigh. Another powerful pulse shot from his tip, forcing some of the fluid up into my nose and causing my fingers to tighten around his leg as the inside of my nostrils began to burn. I felt my nails digging into his skin while Brad moaned and whimpered above me, though I could not tell whether he was reacting to the pleasure of his orgasm or the pain I was causing him.

​By then, his semen had completely filled my mouth, pooling around my tongue and coating my cheeks, gums, and palate. It was thick and gelatinous, with an almost pudding-like texture, while its salty, tangy flavor overwhelmed my senses. Because some had entered my nose, the smell became nearly as overpowering as the taste, leaving me unable to focus on anything else. Unsure how much I needed to swallow to stop the feminization spell, I kept myself from spitting any of it out as he continued emptying himself. What felt like nearly a full minute passed before his orgasm finally subsided and the last few spurts dwindled into small droplets on my tongue.

​Once Brad released his hold on me, I slowly pulled away from his cock while keeping my jaw lowered and lips parted. Scrambling to my feet, I hurried to the bathroom on unsteady heels, turned on the faucet, and bent over the sink. Although every instinct urged me to spit everything out, I had no way of knowing whether what had already gone down my throat was enough to stop the feminization spell. Unable to risk wasting the rest, I backed away from the sink and stumbled into the foyer.

“Are you okay?” Brad asked.

I let out a muffled moan and pointed helplessly toward my open mouth.

“Then spit it out,” Brad suggested. “It won’t offend me.”

“I… can’t…” I managed to mumble.

“There’s a bathroom right over here,” Brad said as he took my hand and practically dragged me back toward it.

​My high heels clicked across the floor while Brad pulled me along, the salty flavor clinging stubbornly to my tongue. When we reached the bathroom, he guided me directly in front of the sink, where the faucet was still running. However, I stared down into the basin before shaking my head violently.

“Why are you torturing yourself if you don’t like it? Just spit it out,” Brad urged again.

Realizing it had already gone on for far too long, I stood up straight, leaned my head back, and let the load slide down my throat.

“Oh my God… I think I’m going to be sick,” I groaned.

​Brad watched with a confused expression as I scurried upstairs to my bathroom, where I immediately began swishing mouthwash around. Even after several minutes, I could still taste and smell the remnants of his orgasm. Hoping to clear the scent from my nostrils, I blew my nose several times, but it stubbornly remained. Desperate to neutralize at least the unpleasant flavor, I brushed my teeth multiple times and rinsed with mouthwash until half the bottle was empty.

​Although I could still taste his cum on my tongue nearly half an hour later, I eventually decided to eat something in hopes of clearing the lingering flavor. Now that there was nothing left to be nervous about, my appetite thankfully seemed to have returned. When I strolled back down to the main level and headed toward the kitchen, I was confused to find Brad still there, making himself at home on my couch.

“Like, what are you still doing here?” I asked.

“I thought you were lonely,” he replied.

“Well, like, yeah, I guess…”

“I thought we could watch something and chill for a little bit.”

“I’m like, really tired…” I said.

Brad looked at me with a confused expression. “I wasn’t suggesting that we run a marathon or go out anywhere. Just watch a movie or a TV show.”

I rolled my eyes. “Like, fine, I guess. What do you want to watch?”

“Whatever sounds good to you.”


Chapter 13

​After eating a quick snack in the kitchen, I hurried back upstairs to fix my makeup in the bathroom before joining Brad on the loveseat. Even though we sat right beside each other, I made sure to keep some distance between us. However, when the movie began, Brad continued scooting closer until our bodies were pressed together.

“Like, give me some room,” I said while trying to create some space between us.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“I’m just not very comfortable being touched by a guy…”

“You know I just had my dick in your mouth, right?”

“That was different,” I responded while rolling my eyes.

“I promise I won’t bite,” he said as he put his arm around me.

“I might.”

“So hostile…” Brad said, giving me a look.

“You know what? I am kind of cold in this stupid outfit,” I admitted while crossing my arms but allowing him to keep his arm around me.

“You could change,” Brad suggested.

“Trust me. Nothing in my closet is much better than this anyway.”

“Well, it sounds like you need to go shopping.”

“And go out looking like this? I wouldn’t be caught dead doing that. It’s bad enough you’re seeing me…”

“What’s wrong with the way you look? You’re gorgeous.”

“You…” I began before pausing. “You have no idea.”

“Enlighten me,” Brad said as he brought his hand to my stomach and rested it there. “You are the most beautiful woman I have ever been with…”

Brad’s hand gradually crept from my stomach toward my chest, leaving me frozen like a deer in the headlights. With my mouth hanging open, I looked down and watched him grip my left boob before squeezing it gently.

“What the hell…” I began, only to trail off abruptly.

“What?” he asked, continuing to feel me up.

“That… actually feels kind of nice…” I admitted.

“Of course it does.”

​When Brad leaned in and planted a kiss on my neck, my body trembled and my eyes instinctively fell shut. It felt like he had found a sensitive spot I had not even known existed, causing my arousal to build. Strangely, none of that pleasure seemed connected to my chastity-caged penis. Instead, it radiated through multiple areas of my body, with much of it centered in my chest.

​The more he played with my nipples and fondled my boobs, the more breathless and aroused I became. I gripped the cushion with both hands and tried to weather the intense sensations washing over me. Within only a few minutes of him caressing and manhandling my chest, I felt moisture leaking from my cage for the first time since my transformation. However, when he leaned in and planted a kiss on my lips, my eyes shot open, and I immediately pulled away, shutting everything down.

“You like, have to go,” I said as I stood and pointed toward the door.

“But I felt like we were just starting to have a good time. I wanted to repay the favor after what you did for me.”

“It’s totally fine. Just please go,” I insisted while crossing my arms over my heaving chest.

“I don’t understand why you’re being so defensive,” Brad said as he rose from the couch. “If you don’t want a relationship, just say so.”

“I don’t know what I want right now,” I admitted while looking down and away.

“I can sleep on the couch if you want some company tonight,” Brad suggested.

“No. That will not be necessary,” I stated firmly.

“It’s not necessary…” Brad repeated, mocking my voice. “I was just trying to be nice.”

“Well, you’ve done enough.”

​Although Brad now seemed even larger beside me than he had the previous day, he allowed me to take him by the hand, pull him toward the door, and push him out of the house.

“Can I see you again?” he asked.

“Like, tomorrow,” I said before shutting the door and locking it. Through the window, I watched him remain on the doorstep for a few moments before shaking his head and strolling toward his vehicle. Once he pulled away, I walked upstairs and lay down in bed.

​With a constant stream of confusing thoughts running through my mind, I stared at the ceiling for hours and replayed the evening over and over again. I could hardly believe that I had gone through with the blowjob, and it seemed like the image of his pubic hair tickling my nose while his penis rested on my tongue would haunt me forever. Unable to shake my disgust or disappointment in myself, I remained awake until a supernatural sensation suddenly washed over me and pulled me into a deep sleep.

​When I awoke the following morning, I blinked a few times and felt a temporary sense of relief.

At least my body didn’t change anymore…

However, as I sat up in bed, I couldn’t help noticing a difference in the weight of my chest. Confused, I turned my gaze downward and gripped my boobs with both hands.

Did they… get bigger… again?

Moments later, I hurried into the bathroom, where my eyes widened and my mouth dropped open at the sight of my reflection.


Chapter 14

​Studying my silhouette more closely, I could see that not only had my chest expanded again, but my hips had also widened and my waist looked even thinner in comparison. My unmistakable hourglass figure now appeared on the verge of becoming unnatural, and I blinked several times when I realized that my ears had also been pierced. Leaning forward toward the mirror, I discovered large hoop earrings in each ear, along with two studs in my left and three in my right.

​Still in disbelief and feeling as though an anxiety attack was coming on, I shook my head before stepping back from the mirror.

It happened again?! Why did it happen again?! What the hell is going on?!

Almost on cue, my phone began ringing in the bedroom. With my head still spinning, I stumbled over and answered it.

“Hey, sissy,” Luna greeted me.

“Like, what the hell?” I responded.

“How was it last night? You looked like you really enjoyed yourself…especially near the end, before you shoved him out the door.”

“I did what you said. Like, why did my boobs get bigger again? They’re, like, way too big!”

“They’re only a DD cup. Trust me, most girls would kill for your figure,” Luna replied. “But they grew again because you didn’t do exactly as you were told. Honestly, your transformation went a little further than I expected, so I had to make one small adjustment to keep everything fitting properly. Consider it a favor.”

“Like, what the hell are you talking about?”

“Don’t get bitchy with me. I told you right from the start that if you wanted the feminization to stop, you had to swallow an ounce of cum fresh from the source.”

“I swallowed, like, a ton!”

“Well, it wasn’t enough…”

“How much more do I need?” I asked.

“It depends, sissy, but probably around six blowjobs per day on average,” Luna informed me.

“Six blowjobs per day…” I repeated.

“Yes, sissy. If someone is really pent up, you might get away with five. That is… if you want to risk it. If you want to be safe, you should probably try for seven or eight a day.”

“No, no, no, no, no… you can’t go changing this on me now.”

“I didn’t change anything. You just haven’t been paying attention.”

“You bitch!” I snapped. “You can’t make me blow Brad eight times a day.”

“It’s hard to take anything that comes out of that mouth seriously now that I know where it’s been,” Luna said with a laugh. “I didn’t tell you to blow Brad eight times a day. You just need to swallow an ounce fresh from the source and repeat that every day for the next two months.”

“I, like, won’t do it. That’s insane!” I exclaimed.

“That’s fine with me. But good luck dealing with your growing breasts. Once they hit an F cup, most women start having back problems.”

“Just please, I did what you said, and it was, like, so hard. I can’t take that taste anymore…”

“Don’t worry, sissy. You’re going to love it next time,” Luna assured me. “I made sure of it.”

“But it’s, like, so yucky,” I responded.

“You really are an airheaded bimbo,” Luna mocked. “Good luck and have fun!”

“Please don’t go…”

“Bye, sissy.”

​Once Luna hung up, I sat down on my bed, feeling distraught and horrified. Although she had told me from the beginning that I needed to swallow an ounce of cum per day, I had never considered how many ejaculations it would take to reach that amount. In my mind, I had assumed one good blowjob would do the trick. But now that I knew it would require several blowjobs every day, my mindset shifted. No matter how difficult or disgusting it seemed, I was on a mission to end the feminization spell for good.

​If I wanted any chance of reversing the changes to my body, I could not let fear or nerves stop me from giving head again. Nor could I rely solely on Brad to be some kind of superhuman sperm machine. Faced with the threat of further transformations and no idea what might come next, I wasted no time texting him.

“Do you want to come over again?” I asked.

“Sure, after work,” Brad responded.

With my fingers shaking, I typed a follow-up message. “Are there any friends you could bring with you?”

“Why? Are you having a party?”

“Not really,” I typed. “I just wanted a low-key get-together so I could meet some of your other friends.”

“Okay :)” Brad texted. “I’ll see you around seven.”

​Feeling relieved that a few guys would be coming over whom I could use to fulfill my mission, I lay back on my bed and took a deep breath. With nowhere to go or anything to do until that evening, I rested my hands on my stomach and closed my eyes. However, when I thought about Brad and remembered how wonderful it had felt to have my boobs caressed the previous day, a strange curiosity about how they might feel beneath my own hands drew my fingers toward my massive chest.

​Although touching them myself was much different from having Brad manhandle me, my chest was still incredibly sensitive to the touch. When I placed both hands over my boobs, I was shocked by their newfound weight and fullness. Each one filled my palm and spilled well beyond my fingers, making it difficult to believe that I could easily cup one in each hand only a few days earlier. Squeezing them gently sent arousing sensations coursing through my body, causing soft, sensual moans to escape my lips before I even realized it.

​As my breathing quickened and shivers ran up my spine, I traced circles around my nipples before pinching them lightly. My long acrylic nails made it nearly impossible to use my usual grip, so I held each nipple between the sides of my index and middle fingers, with my palms spread across my heaving chest. Those soft moans grew louder as I played with my breasts and felt myself rapidly approaching climax. Although I was accustomed to stroking my penis to achieve an orgasm, the pleasure radiating from my breasts felt sweeter than anything I had ever experienced.

​My eyes remained closed as I gripped my breasts and trembled uncontrollably. When the climax finally struck, I screamed in pure ecstasy as a few weak spurts of cum escaped into my panties for the first time since my transformation. Despite how little seemed to come out, the orgasm consumed my entire body in a way I had never experienced. My toes curled, chills swept across my skin, and several areas of my body tingled as I rode the euphoric wave for what felt like several minutes. Moans continued spilling from my parted lips until they gradually tapered off and my fingers finally loosened their grip. As I lay there panting in the aftermath, one terrifying realization cut through the lingering pleasure.

Her spell isn’t just changing my body anymore, is it? It’s changing what my body enjoys…


Chapter 15

​When I finally came down from the climax of a lifetime, I lay there breathing heavily for several minutes before lifting my dress to check my underwear for a mess. However, my chest had become so massive that I could not see past my boobs to my crotch. Shaking my head, I climbed off the bed and stepped in front of the mirror. After gathering the hem of my dress around my waist and lowering my panties to my upper thighs, my privates came into view in the reflection, and I narrowed my eyes in confusion.

​Even though I had watched the chastity cage steadily shrink each day, I could only assume that everything trapped beneath it had been shrinking along with it because I had not actually laid eyes on my genitals since the transformation began. To my astonishment, the cage had vanished overnight, revealing the smallest penis I had ever seen. Even more disturbing, my scrotum and testicles had disappeared entirely, leaving nothing but smooth skin beneath it.

So that was the small adjustment Luna had mentioned…

Apparently, there was no longer enough of my manhood left for the cage to restrain, so Luna’s magic had simply taken it away. As I continued staring at the empty space beneath my tiny penis, the full extent of what had happened finally sank in.

I don’t even have balls anymore…

​Bringing my hand to my crotch, I compared what remained of my penis to my dainty pinky finger and struggled to comprehend what I was seeing. It had become so cartoonishly small that it could only be characterized as a micropenis. I poked and prodded the little thing with one long, pointy nail and watched with my mouth hanging open as each sensation confirmed it actually belonged to me. With no scrotum or testicles beneath it and not a single hair remaining, there was hardly anything masculine about the sight of my crotch. Instead, it made me feel as though I had truly become a bimbofied sissy.

​Unable to look at the pitiful remnants of my manhood any longer, I pulled my panties up from my thighs and settled them over my crotch. However, once my privates were covered again, not even the slightest bulge appeared beneath the fabric. My micropenis was pressed flat beneath the pink lace, creating the illusion of a completely smooth crotch and stirring conflicting emotions inside me. Part of me felt relieved that no one would be able to tell I had male anatomy beneath my feminine exterior, while another part desperately wished some trace of my masculinity would still show through. The longer I lived in this feminized body as a bimbofied sissy, the more my male ego seemed to wither away, leaving me increasingly confused about how I wanted others to see me.

​Bringing my attention back to the mission at hand, I realized this latest change might actually help me achieve my goal. There was no longer a chastity cage around my member to create a bulge at my crotch, and even if someone saw me in my underwear, it would be impossible to tell that I had not been born female. When I rubbed the tiny thing between two fingers, it remained completely limp and numb. The orgasm I had just experienced had come entirely from the pleasure radiating through my breasts and the rest of my body, while my penis had contributed nothing except the few weak droplets of cum that leaked from it during my climax.

​After spending close to an hour staring at my body in the mirror with my thoughts racing, I consciously decided to bury what remained of my masculinity and embrace my feminine appearance until Luna’s spell finally broke. If dolling myself up and attracting the men I had invited over was the only way to regain my male body, then that was what I needed to do to prevent the feminization from progressing any further. Rather than remain fearful and ashamed of being seen as a woman, it was time to accept this new persona and see the mission through by making myself impossible for them to ignore. Although my current outfit already screamed “give me attention,” I decided to change into something even more provocative for Brad and his friends. With no bulge threatening to expose my male anatomy, I could choose from the full array of dresses and skirts lining my closet, including a little red number tucked into the corner.

​Once I had selected the red, body-hugging dress, I stripped completely naked and fastened a red strapless bra behind my back to support my massive, jiggling breasts. Inside the hosiery drawer, a garter belt and fishnet stockings struck me as the most sensually appealing options, so I secured the belt around my waist, rolled the stockings up my legs, and attached their lace tops to the dangling straps. When I slid a pair of matching red lace panties over the garter belt and straps, I knew exactly what kind of signal it would send. Worn that way, they could be removed easily without disturbing the rest of my lingerie, suggesting that I was ready to receive even though I had no intention of letting any of the men enter me from behind.

​With my lingerie in place, I pulled the strapless red dress over my body. Its skintight fabric clung to every curve and ended just below my butt, making me feel sexier than I ever had. To complete the outfit, I slipped my feet into a pair of strappy stiletto sandals and fastened the delicate straps around my ankles. The open design showed off my painted toes, while the needle-thin 4.7-inch heels arched my feet, shifted my weight forward, and accentuated the feminine curves of my legs and butt. A quick glance in the mirror revealed my garter straps peeking out beneath the short hem, confirming that the outfit was every bit as provocative as I intended.

​Satisfied with my outfit, I stepped into the bathroom and turned my attention to my makeup. Although it was still intact from the previous day, I decided to start fresh and allow my body to instinctively create a new look suited to the provocative red dress. Still feeling lost among all the powders, liquids, pencils, and lipsticks, I watched as my hands seemingly acted on their own, washing my face clean and reapplying everything with practiced precision. By the time I finished, the seductive woman staring back at me looked capable of making any man melt, but realizing that the reflection belonged to me sent an undeniable pulse of arousal through my transformed body.

​From the long blonde hair cascading over my shoulders to the skin-hugging outfit encasing my curves and the sky-high heels balancing me on my painted toes, I had become the perfect sex object any man would drool over. Less than a week earlier, seeing myself this way would have horrified me, yet part of me now felt proud of what I had become. Never in my life had I been the most attractive person at a party or someone capable of turning heads simply by entering a room. But now, I possessed the looks of a supermodel or movie star. Even though my beauty had taken an entirely feminine form, feeling this desirable gave me a confidence I had never experienced before.

​For several more minutes, I continued admiring my reflection before finally pulling myself away and marching downstairs. However, the moment I entered the living room, small imperfections I normally would have overlooked seemed impossible to ignore. A cushion was slightly out of place, a faint layer of dust coated the furniture, and the kitchen countertops no longer looked clean enough for company. Perhaps it was another part of my femininity taking over, but an unfamiliar compulsion took hold and demanded that I make my home spotless and presentable for the men coming over.

​Without stopping to question the impulse, I straightened the room, vacuumed the floors, dusted the furniture, scrubbed the countertops, and cleaned both bathrooms. Once everything met my suddenly heightened standards, I set out some snacks and placed a few drinks in the refrigerator. Just as I finished preparing my home for company, a firm knock sounded at the door, sending a nervous thrill through me.


Chapter 16

​I minced into the foyer, positioned my feet neatly together, and adjusted my boobs inside the strapless bra beneath my dress before swinging the front door open. Greeting the four men with a wide smile, I invited them into my home and made a point of letting my gaze drop to each of their crotches immediately after meeting their eyes. The message was clear, and each man responded with a nervous laugh, apparently assuming my attention was meant for him alone.

“Why don’t you boys go ahead and hang out in the living room?” I suggested. “I put out some drinks and snacks in the kitchen. But Brad, sweetie, would you be a darling and help me with something upstairs?”

“Sure thing,” Brad responded with a smile.

​While his three friends helped themselves to drinks and snacks, I took Brad by the hand and led him upstairs to my bedroom. Once we were inside, I closed the door behind us, and Brad rubbed one arm nervously before attempting to start a serious conversation.

“I was really happy you invited me over again. Not just because you went down on me yesterday, but because I really, really like you. And I’m so glad you’re taking an interest in my friends and want to get to know them because I’d like to do the same with yours…” Brad stopped mid-sentence as I slowly lowered myself to my knees in front of him and gathered my hair behind my head.

​Batting my dark, fake eyelashes, I opened my mouth into a perfect circle and stared up at him.

“I… I… okay…” Brad said before undoing his pants and pulling them down, exposing his cock just inches from my face.

I held his gaze as I leaned forward, wrapped my lips around his warm flesh, and suckled lightly. Almost immediately, Brad’s eyes closed and his head fell back. Although he was already semi-erect, likely because of how I had presented myself and flirted with him at the front door, he quickly hardened to his full length.

​With each gradual movement, I took him deeper, and my throat opened easily around his cock without triggering my gag reflex once. My experience with him the previous day also allowed me to recognize every sign that he was nearing orgasm, from the way his penis tightened and twitched to the first drops of pre-cum leaking onto my tongue. Rather than panic at the taste, I remained composed and ready to receive his release.

​Although I expected the pre-cum to taste as salty and unpleasant as it had the previous day, I was pleasantly surprised to discover that it now tasted sweet. Soft moans vibrated around Brad’s cock as I traced my tongue along its underside, coaxing more fluid from his tip. Several minutes later, his breathing grew ragged before he grunted, gripped the back of my head, and unleashed his load against the back of my tongue.

​Rather than finding the thicker texture of his release unbearable as I had the previous day, I swished his love juice around in my mouth and savored its sweetness, which reminded me of liquid candy. With one large gulp, I swallowed the slimy fluid before rising to my feet and stepping close to Brad. Although I had once stood slightly taller than him, my eyes now fell level with his neck despite the sky-high stilettos on my feet.

“That… was… incredible,” Brad said breathlessly.

“I actually… kind of liked how it tasted at the end…” I admitted. The sincerity behind my own words startled me, and I shook my head as though snapping out of a trance. “Why don’t you go ahead and rest for a little bit? I’m going to check on your friends and make sure they have everything they need.”

“Sounds great,” Brad replied as he fell backward onto my bed and closed his eyes.

​Before heading downstairs, I stopped at the bathroom mirror to touch up my bright red lipstick and settle my boobs back into the strapless bra beneath my dress. When I returned to the living room, two of Brad’s friends were seated on the loveseat while the third stood behind it. With a seductive sway in my hips, I approached the group and grabbed the hand of one of the seated men, Chase, whom I knew from occasional nights out at the bars.

​Although Chase was far from what I considered an attractive man, he had what I needed, and I was determined to fulfill my quota for the day.

“Hey there, big boy,” I whispered in his ear. “Can you help me with something in the bathroom?”

Without saying a word, he met my gaze before allowing his eyes to travel over my body from head to heels. When he took my hand and led me toward the bathroom off the foyer, I giggled and followed him inside.

​The moment I dropped to my knees with my face inches from Chase’s crotch and batted my eyelashes up at him, he seemed to fall under a hypnotic spell. Within five minutes, my gentle suckling and the movement of my tongue along the underside of his cock brought him to an explosive release in my mouth. Feeling as though I was making great progress toward my goal, I led him back into the living room before grabbing the hand of another of Brad’s friends, Tanner. Although he initially refused to follow me to the bathroom, I continued flirting with him and playfully touching his crotch until a hard bulge formed beneath his pants and he agreed to let me blow him. By the time Tanner finished nearly ten minutes later, I had already completed three blowjobs.

​When I returned to the living room and approached Blake next, he immediately rose to his feet and smiled.

“Alright, let’s go,” Blake said, already knowing what I wanted.

Relieved that he didn’t need any convincing, I led him to the bathroom, dropped to my knees, and put on the same performance I had given everyone else so far. However, once I wrapped my lips around his cock, he gave me an unwelcome instruction.

“Can you lick the whole thing first?” Blake asked.

I rolled my eyes before pulling back and doing as he asked. Keeping my gaze fixed on him, I started at the base and ran my tongue along the entire underside of his erect rod, but before I could reach the tip, he ejaculated prematurely.

​Shocked and confused, I froze in place as globs of semen shot across my face, coating my nose, eyes, and lips. Remembering that I shouldn’t let any go to waste, I quickly wrapped my lips around his tip until he was completely finished.

“Sorry about that. I haven’t jacked off since last week,” Blake explained.

“Like, fuck,” I responded. “Can you go again?”

“Probably, but it’ll take some time,” he said.

“I have literally all night…” I told him.

“Why are you so hell-bent on blowing all of Brad’s friends anyway?”

“I, uh… I need some practice…” I said while wiping some cum from my face and licking it from my fingers.

“For what?” he asked.

“I’m… well… I…” I stammered, trying to figure out how to explain that I was under a spell and needed to give several blowjobs a day.

“Are you trying to become a whore or something?” he blurted out.

“Like, excuse me?”

“You know, a prostitute. Do you want me to pay you for this?”

“I don’t need you to pay me…” I replied.

“Then what’s this about?”

​After thinking for a moment, I decided to go along with what he had suggested. “Actually, you’re right… I do want to become a whore. I, like, don’t have a job, and I don’t have any way to pay my rent.”

“Do you need help getting set up with people?” Blake asked. “I know a lot of guys who would line up for someone like you… You don’t have any STDs, do you?”

“No…” I snapped. “I don’t have any STDs.”

“Then do you mind if I give your number to a few guys?”

“That would actually be incredible,” I replied with glee.

“How much would you charge?”

“Like, I don’t know? What should I charge?”

“The standard rate would be around fifty dollars, but if you’re good at it and build a large clientele, you could charge upward of a hundred. And two to three hundred for a full fuck,” Blake explained.

“Really?” I responded. “I don’t want to do anything else, though. Just blowjobs.”

“That’s weird, but okay. I’ll spread the word for you.”

“Thanks, I really appreciate it.”

“Show me how much you appreciate it…” Blake said with a laugh while nodding toward his crotch.

“Sure thing…”


Chapter 17

​After swallowing Blake’s second ejaculation, this time without any of it landing on my face first, I blew Chase and Tanner a second time. Now, with seven blowjobs’ worth of cum already in my stomach, I marched back upstairs to Brad so I could give him one more blowjob, just to be safe. Nearly an hour after leaving him alone, I found him still lying in my bed, half asleep. However, at the sound of my heels clicking across the bedroom floor, he jolted upright and rubbed his eyes.

“Were you asleep?” I asked.

“What?” he responded groggily. “How long were you gone?”

“I’m not sure…”

“Oh… well, I might have dozed off. You were incredible,” he added.

“Would you like another one?” I offered.

“I couldn’t,” Brad protested. “Not until I repay you somehow.”

“Just shut up,” I said as I crawled on top of him and reached for his pants.

​With his cock now exposed, I lowered my head toward his crotch and put the techniques I had practiced with his friends to use. Maintaining eye contact, I licked him from base to tip before taking his balls into my mouth. Although Brad initially looked down at me in confusion, his expression quickly shifted to pleasure as his shaft responded to everything I did. After wrapping my lips around his tip and circling it with my tongue, I slowly worked my way toward his base, allowing his length to fill my mouth and glide effortlessly down my throat. Taking him completely no longer triggered even the slightest hint of my gag reflex, confirming that the difficulty I had experienced the previous day had vanished.

​When Brad’s eyes closed and his head fell back, I grabbed the base of his penis with one hand and squeezed his balls with the other. As he rested a hand on the back of my head, I let out a loud, sensual moan of pleasure to spur him toward another orgasm. Despite having already blown him once during his visit, he reached his second climax even more quickly than the first. His cock tightened in my mouth before a smaller rush of fluid spilled onto my tongue, and I smiled and giggled quietly around him.

​Even after Brad had finished, I continued sucking him with my gaze fixed upward, determined not to waste a single drop. Only when he placed both hands against the sides of my head and pulled me away several minutes later did I finally release him.

“Thank you, but I’m…” Brad began before his attention shifted to my hair. “What’s this?”

“What?” I asked.

Reaching into my hair, he pinched something between his fingers before bringing it to his nose and sniffing.

“Oh shit. Did I cum in your hair?” he asked.

“No, it’s probably Blake’s, or maybe someone else’s,” I responded nonchalantly.

“Blake’s?” Brad stared at me in shock and horror. “Why would his cum be in your hair?”

“Because he got too excited and shot it all over my face before I blew him the first time…”

“The first time?!” Brad shouted.

​Brad jumped off the bed and hurried downstairs, where a heated argument erupted between him and his friends. Although it didn't take long to wash my face and touch up my makeup in the mirror, Brad had already stormed out by the time I reached the living room. With Chase and Tanner gone as well, only Blake remained.

“Like, what the hell happened?” I asked.

“I guess Brad was pretty pissed that you were whoring around with all his friends,” Blake explained.

“Like, why?”

“He thought you two were sort of dating.”

“Dating?” I asked. “I didn’t think he was that kind of guy.”

“I don’t know. He said he was really hurt. But I wouldn’t worry about it too much. If you really are trying to make some money doing this, it’s going to be hard to have a relationship anyway.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right,” I responded somberly.

“I already texted a few guys, and they said they would come over tomorrow and pay full price. I can be here with you if that would make you feel safer.”

“That would actually be really nice,” I responded.

“But for my trouble, I think I should take a small cut. Is 20% okay with you?” he asked.

“Yeah, like, I don’t care?”

“Great, I’ll see you again tomorrow,” Blake said as he stepped out the front door.

“Just make sure there are at least six guys coming over each day. Otherwise, I’m fucked,” I informed him.

“That might be difficult, but I’ll do my best,” Blake said before entering his vehicle.

​Once Blake drove away and I was alone again, I closed and locked the front door before heading upstairs to my room. After stripping naked, I stepped into the shower and began washing myself. As the water poured over me, two realizations struck me. No matter how hard I scrubbed, I could not seem to rid myself of the lingering scent of cum. More surprisingly, my feet could now rest flat against the floor whenever I was barefoot. Although the rest of my body remained incredibly feminine and my only shoes were high heels, being able to stand with both feet flat against the shower floor felt liberating.

​The moment I stepped out of the shower, I slipped into a new outfit before my skin had a chance to become tingly. First came a pair of lacy black panties and a matching plunge bra, followed by shiny black tights, a little black dress, and black stiletto pumps. Once I was fully dressed, I allowed my hands to go to work on my hair and makeup, creating a more modest look than the one I had worn earlier that day. My hoops and studs were nearly impossible to grip with my long, pointy nails, but I eventually managed to put every earring back in place. Despite my efforts to appear more modest, I still looked every bit like a bimbofied sissy. Satisfied with the finished result, I lay down in bed and closed my eyes.

​Now that I was on track to break Luna’s spell, the thought of falling asleep no longer filled me with fear, and a deep sense of peace settled over me. As my body and mind relaxed, my fingers slowly crept toward my crotch before poking and prodding my micropenis. Several minutes of stroking produced no pleasure, prompting me to turn my attention to the soft curves of my breasts instead. I circled my nipples with my fingertips until pleasure radiated through my body and every muscle tensed. A few weak spurts of cum leaked into my panties as a soft moan escaped my lips, leaving only the slightest dampness against my crotch.

I might actually miss the way this body feels when I get my old life back…


Chapter 18

​When I awoke the following morning, I jumped out of bed and minced over to the bathroom mirror to check my body. After a quick head-to-toe examination, I was relieved to find that nothing had changed overnight.

I, like, actually did it!

As I trotted back to my phone beside the bed, I held my chest with both hands to keep the jiggling from becoming too uncomfortable. Hoping to reach Luna, I dialed Jamie’s number and tapped my foot impatiently while it rang, feeling my smile slowly fade when the call went to voicemail. Three more attempts brought the same disappointing result, but rather than allow it to dampen my mood, I shook it off and focused on the progress I was making toward ending Luna’s spell.

She’s probably just annoyed that I’m, like, totally doing it…

​With a pep in my step, I headed downstairs to the kitchen in search of breakfast, only to discover I had almost nothing left to eat. Since I had not left home in nearly a week and the guys had devoured most of my snacks the previous night, my choices were to go grocery shopping or starve. Emboldened by my newfound confidence and convinced that no one would recognize me anyway, I made a grocery list and ventured out in my new persona for the first time.

​That confidence stayed with me as I crossed the parking lot and entered the grocery store, but it faltered when several people turned their heads to check me out. With anxiety tightening my chest, I lowered my head, grabbed a shopping cart, and hurried past the crowded entrance. Before I made it very far, a sharp slap sounded behind me. Glancing back, I found a man still staring at my butt while his significant other lowered a hand and glared at him. Instead of feeling embarrassed, I couldn’t help but giggle.

They think I’m, like, totally hot?

Throughout the rest of my shopping trip, I noticed men checking me out from head to high heels, along with several women. Although the women seemed more jealous than attracted to me, I still fed off every lingering glance. By the time I reached the checkout, my confidence had fully returned.

​When I returned home with my groceries, I was still riding the high from all the attention I had received during my trip to the store. Never before had such a simple outing drawn so many looks, and the woman I was becoming had loved every second of it. Although I still didn’t feel strongly attracted to men, I knew that I could have almost any guy I wanted simply by batting my eyelashes and flirting with him. The realization felt both empowering and thrilling, and I couldn’t wait to put that newfound power to use later that evening when Blake arrived with more willing subjects.

​While Blake and I waited for the first client, he suggested I use a stripper name so none of the men would know my real identity. After he rattled off a few possibilities, I picked Candi without giving it much thought. Just as he had promised, nine men eager for my company arrived at my home one by one that evening. When Blake introduced me to the first of them as Candi, hearing the name spoken aloud immediately made it feel like more than a simple alias. With Blake arranging the appointments, handling each transaction, and staying nearby while I was alone with each client, what we were doing quickly began to feel like an organized business.

​Since I had become acutely aware of how much smaller and weaker I was than the average man, Blake’s presence gave me a reassuring sense of security. I took each client upstairs to my bedroom, dropped to my knees, and sucked his cock until he blew his load into my mouth. Remaining submissive and receptive to their guidance, I quickly honed my technique and learned how to bring each successive client to orgasm faster and with more pleasure. By the time I serviced the last client on my third day, I managed to make him climax in less than a minute. As the days passed and I grew more dependent on Blake, I started playfully calling him Daddy whenever he took charge. Before long, the nickname slipped out without me even thinking about it.

​Although I wasn’t sure why cum had returned to its original taste after the first day I met my quota, I assumed Luna was playing games with me and hoping I would give up. Its salty, tangy flavor and pudding-like texture sat heavily on my tongue and left a lingering aftertaste, but I swallowed every load while reminding myself that this would all be over before I knew it. At first, I had to cling to that promise after every encounter, but my disgust slowly faded as the taste and texture became more familiar. Over the following weeks, I continued giving roughly ten blowjobs a day and eventually found myself craving the distinctive flavor even between encounters.

​After literally hundreds of cocks had slipped between my lips and flooded my mouth with cum, I had learned to appreciate the subtle differences in each client’s aroma and flavor. Although some were clearly more enjoyable than others, I began to find pleasure in every blowjob and happily gave each one for a reasonable price. As week after week passed and the two-month mark drew near, something else strange began to happen. My clients were no longer the only ones experiencing orgasms during our sessions.

​With every blowjob, I caressed my heaving chest until I brought myself to a breathless climax. Before Luna’s spell took hold, I had never been able to orgasm more than twice in a single day, but now I could climax as often as I wanted. Each orgasm drew loud, sensual moans from me as I gave head, and the more vocal I became, the more my clients seemed to enjoy themselves.

​As the weeks passed and Blake’s list of customers continued to grow, I embraced my new lifestyle more fully, spending almost everything I earned and rarely thinking about the future. Since I trusted him to keep track of the business, I usually accepted whatever cash he handed me without checking the numbers. With his role continuing to expand, Blake even began talking about cutting back his shifts at the bar so he could devote more time to managing me.

​By the time the final day arrived, only one more ounce of cum stood between me and breaking the spell forever. However, my male identity had been buried for so long that I felt like a different person from the man I had been when this all started, and I wondered how that part of me would return once I shed my female appearance. The new ways I experienced pleasure felt so deeply ingrained in my consciousness that I questioned whether I could ever retrain my brain to stop thinking about sex in such a submissive and feminine way. Although I still had plenty of questions about what would happen after I fulfilled my quota for two months straight, I assumed they would all be answered when Luna finally returned my calls to congratulate me on breaking her spell.

​After giving nine blowjobs on the last day of my two months as a sissy whore, I was shocked when Blake told me that fifteen more clients were waiting to be serviced. Ever since I put my pride aside and committed to doing whatever it took to break the spell, I had never refused to give a blowjob, but the prospect of servicing fifteen more men still felt excessive. However, Blake was counting on me, and this was my last chance to put the skills I had spent the past two months perfecting to use. So I agreed to service every client who was waiting.

​The remaining men kept me busy for hours, but the stamina I had developed allowed me to continue without my jaw or neck growing sore. When the last client finally stepped out of my home just before midnight, Blake informed me that it had been our best night yet, with nearly $3,000 to show for it.

“Like, how did we make so much?” I asked.

“After you blew the first twenty guys, I charged double for the last few, and they didn’t even question it,” Blake explained. “I know you really like giving blowjobs, but you should start thinking about going all the way, or at least trying anal. Some of them offered five hundred dollars for fifteen minutes.”

“That makes me, like, a little uncomfortable…”

“I’m not forcing you. I’m only saying you should think about it,” Blake replied. “I mean, your stomach has to hurt after swallowing all that jizz. Did you eat anything else today?”

“I, like, totally skipped dinner because I usually feel so full when I’m done. But yeah, I do feel a little sick right now,” I admitted while holding my stomach.

“Just try getting fucked once… Your stomach will thank you.”

​As I pondered Blake’s suggestion, knowing he was unlikely to let it go, a thought popped into my head. Since the spell had transformed me while I slept, it seemed logical that completing its requirements would reverse the process in the same way. By the time I woke the next morning, I expected to be back in my male body, making none of this matter anyway.

If there were, like, no consequences for agreeing to something that would, like, never happen, why not just agree and totally shut him up?

“Like, sure, you’re right. I should do it. But tell them I’ll only do anal, and it’ll cost them,” I said in a flirtatious voice.

“Perfect,” Blake replied. “Would you mind if we did a test run? You know, so I can tell the customers what to expect.”

“How about tomorrow, an hour before the first customer?”

“Good idea. I’ll be gentle and warm you up.”

“Good,” I responded with a grin.


Chapter 19

​Although I was exhausted after a long day of work, I lay in bed feeling more anxious than I had in months. While part of me was excited about changing back into my male body overnight, I was also nervous because I had built a whole new life around the feminine alter ego I had named Candi. Not only did I have regular customers who depended on me to meet their needs, but Blake had already started cutting back his hours at the bar as he prepared to become my full-time pimp. The longer I considered what returning to my old body would mean, the more scared I became of facing the mess I had created.

​Without this hyperfeminized body, I would lose the lucrative source of income I had created as Candi. Since I had not reported to my office in two months and my boss had stopped responding to my recent messages, I was increasingly certain that my old job would no longer be waiting for me either. Although I had never been great with money as a man and had no savings to fall back on, my feminine alter ego had somehow proven even worse.

​Rather than setting aside any of my earnings, I had fallen into credit card debt to maintain my new lifestyle of extravagant shopping sprees, expensive meals, and almost-daily spa visits. The prospect of having no income, nothing saved, and mounting debt left me wide awake and wondering how I would afford even my most basic needs. Staring at the ceiling throughout the night, I waited for my body to begin changing back or for that familiar, ominous feeling to wash over me, but neither occurred.

​At the sight of daylight streaming into my bedroom, I blinked rapidly and sprang out of bed to grab my phone and check the time. Just as I unlocked it, Jamie’s number appeared on the screen. Assuming Luna was calling from her sister’s phone to congratulate me on fulfilling her terms and breaking the spell, I answered.

“Like, hello? Luna?”

“No… it’s Jamie. Who’s this?” Jamie asked.

​Shocked to be speaking with my ex for the first time since we separated, I stumbled over my words. “This is, uh… it’s… This is…”

“Who?” Jamie asked someone beside her. “They go by Candi? What kind of hooker name is that?”

“Like, who’s that guy with you?” I asked.

“Why? Do you want to blow him too?”

“Like, I am so confused.”

“Brad said you weren’t the brightest,” Jamie replied.

“Brad?!” I snapped. “Like, why are you with him?”

“Forgive me for not wanting to explain myself to my ex-husband’s whore of a cousin,” Jamie snapped. “Look, I know you’ve been living at his place while he’s away, but I’ve been getting calls from all the neighbors about a prostitution ring operating out of that townhome. If you don’t vacate the premises by this afternoon, the police will come and take you away.”

“But where will I go?”

“I don’t care,” Jamie responded. “Pack up your shit. I’m coming over there in an hour to take my old life back.”

“I… I don’t… Where’s Luna?” I asked.

“Why do you care?”

“I need to speak to her. It’s an emergency.”

“Well, tough luck. She’s on a retreat with her coven sisters, and she won’t be back for a few weeks.”

“But I…”

“Brad and I will be there soon. You better have your shit packed, or there will be hell to pay,” Jamie said, cutting me off.

“Jamie, I…” I began, but she interrupted me again.

“Bye!”

​After Jamie hung up on me, I fell into full panic mode. I had completed Luna’s command, yet the effects of the spell still hadn’t worn off. Rushing to the mirror, I searched my body for any sign that my breasts were gradually getting smaller or that the rest of me was becoming masculine again. However, my boobs were as large as ever, my butt remained full and round, my penis was still barely existent, and my balls had not returned. Every inch of my body screamed “bimbofied sissy.”

​Not knowing what else to do, I hurried into the closet and began throwing all my dresses, skirts, high heels, and accessories into suitcases. Although I didn’t want to leave my home, I was even more afraid of being arrested for prostitution because of the way I looked. Once all my feminine items were packed into five large suitcases, I called Blake to let him know what was happening.

“Are you serious? I can’t believe Brad is letting that bitch do this to you!” Blake fumed. “Just wait right there. I’ll come pick you up, and we’ll figure out somewhere for you to stay.”

“Thanks, Daddy,” I replied.

​Lugging my suitcases down the stairs one by one, I set them beside the front door, then anxiously stared out the window while playing with my hair. Upset and confused, I tried to determine whether something had gone wrong or I had somehow failed to meet Luna’s terms. Since I had erred on the side of caution over the past two months, I found it difficult to believe that I had swallowed less than an ounce on any given day. Still, I couldn’t dismiss the possibility that I had misjudged the amount and missed the quota.

​When Brad and Jamie pulled into the driveway and climbed out of their vehicle, a pit formed in my stomach. Watching them approach the front door, I could feel a panic attack coming on, and my chest tightened with every step they took. At the sound of their knock, I took a deep breath before swinging the door open to greet them.

“Hello?” Jamie greeted me, looking my body up and down with disgust.

“Like, hi.”

“I can’t believe this has been living in my house for two months,” Jamie said. “Do you even know where Theo is, or did you kill him and take over his life?”

“What?” I responded in confusion.

“What?” Jamie repeated, mocking my voice. “You have to be the ditziest little whore of a cousin I have ever met. But honestly, I can’t even remember hearing about you. You weren’t at our wedding, and I’m starting to wonder if Theo’s disappearance is connected to you.”

“I, uh…” I stammered, my eyes wide and mouth hanging open. Unable to figure out how I could explain her sister’s spell without sounding insane, I turned her attention toward Brad instead. “Brad remembered me.”

​Shooting Brad a look, Jamie waited for his explanation.

“We met, like, one time when I was on a trip to New York with Theo. I barely remember it because we were drunk, but he said she was his cousin and that they needed to talk about some family stuff alone one night,” Brad explained.

“Wait, when was this?” Jamie asked.

“During that bachelor trip for Tanner,” Brad responded.

​Jamie fell silent as the pieces began clicking into place. After I returned from that trip, she had casually asked whether I had cheated on her, but I had never been able to give her a straight answer.

“Wait… Theo’s entire family lives on the West Coast. He doesn’t have a single relative in New York.” Her eyes widened as she stared at me. “Oh my God, I knew he cheated on me!”

“With his cousin?” Brad asked.

“You really think he just happened to run into his cousin while he was drunk on a bachelor trip in New York? If they were related, I would know her, and I don’t,” Jamie shot back.

“You two weren’t related?” Brad asked.

“Like, I don’t know what you two are talking about,” I responded.

“Move, bitch. I couldn’t give a shit about Theo at this point. I just need to make sure you didn’t destroy the place or steal anything before I let you leave,” Jamie said, storming past me. “Brad, don’t let her go anywhere.”

“Okay,” Brad answered.

​While Jamie went through the house searching for anything damaged or missing, I waited uneasily beside Brad. With no way of knowing whether the spell had been broken or when my body would change back, I couldn’t help feeling paralyzing anxiety. Jamie had abruptly returned to my life with a vengeance and was now forcing me out of my home, leaving me unsure where I would stay. Thinking about how cold and callous she had become toward me, along with the fact that I had already blown her new boyfriend three times, I came up with a devious idea.

​Since the spell still appeared to be in effect, I figured I could put it to use one more time. If I dropped to my knees, pulled my hair back, opened my mouth, and stared up at Brad with longing eyes, I could have his cock in my mouth and Brad entirely under my control. The thought of Jamie watching me blow her new boyfriend felt like the sweetest revenge I could imagine at that moment. With nothing left to lose, I saw no reason not to try.

​When Jamie hurried upstairs to inspect the second floor of the townhome, I seized the opportunity and put my two months of practice to work. Turning toward him with a seductive gaze, I slowly lowered myself until my face was just inches from his cock. His expression was priceless, and I almost giggled at how completely I had caught him off guard. With my hair pulled back, my lips formed into a perfect circle ready to receive, and my eyes gazing invitingly up at him, I waited for the spell to take hold. However, Brad took a step back, composed himself, and merely stared down at me.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“I… you’re supposed to take your dick out,” I replied as if it should have been obvious.

“Yeah, I’m not going to do that,” Brad answered.

“Excuse me?”

​As Jamie returned downstairs and spotted me kneeling in front of Brad, she appeared furious at first. However, her anger quickly gave way to amusement when she noticed Brad was still fully clothed, making it obvious that I had failed to seduce her boyfriend.

“Sorry, Candi. Brad doesn’t fool around with whores anymore,” Jamie said, stepping beside him and wrapping an arm around his waist.

“But… I…”

“Look, nothing seems to be missing, and all your shit is packed, so I guess I’ll let you leave,” Jamie said. “I’m still not sure where Theo could be, especially since his car is still in the garage. But don’t be surprised if the police have some questions for you about his disappearance. There’s something seriously off about you, but I just can’t put my finger on it…”

“You don’t understand…”

“Just save it and get the hell out of my house before I have Brad throw you out on your ass,” Jamie snapped.

​With my head lowered, feeling utterly humiliated and defeated, I wheeled my five suitcases out the front door and lined them up beside me. Standing there in my stiletto heels, body-hugging dress, and glamorous makeup, I felt completely lost. The suitcases contained everything I had accumulated as Candi, while the home behind me held the life that no longer seemed to belong to me. When Blake pulled into the driveway and honked for me to get in, I took a deep breath before slowly mincing toward his car.

“Oh, yeah!” Jamie shouted from the front doorway. “Luna wanted me to give Theo a message. Since you’re probably the last person who saw him and might know where he is, maybe you can pass it along!”

I turned back toward her and listened closely.

“She said, ‘Tell Theo the first spell broke on the first night. This is your new life now,’” Jamie announced. “I don’t know what the hell that means, but she said Theo would understand.”

​As I loaded my suitcases into Blake’s car, I kept replaying Luna’s message in my head and trying to make sense of it.

The first spell? How many spells did she cast? And what did she mean it broke on the first night? The first night I… met the quota? Shouldn’t I have changed back then? But instead, nothing happened. My boobs stopped growing, but they never shrank either. Is that what she means? Is this what my body is going to look like permanently?!

​Once I settled into the passenger seat and Blake pulled away from the townhome, my thoughts continued spiraling.

I guess she never actually said I would change back, did she? I just assumed that would happen. So she was screwing with me by making me keep doing it for two months… I gave all those blowjobs for nothing… I can’t believe that bitch! That means I’ll never get my old body or my old life back. This is it. This is my existence now. I’m just a whore with nowhere to live and no one to count on… except Blake. At least he came to pick me up, and he’s giving me a job. And this new body does kind of like giving blowjobs… I’m actually really good at it too. At least, that’s what most guys tell me. Maybe I can still make the best of this somehow…


Chapter 20

​As we crossed town, quiet residential streets gradually gave way to liquor stores, pawnshops, and strip malls where half the signs were burned out. Blake eventually turned beneath a flickering vacancy sign and into the cracked parking lot of a two-story motel that looked like the kind of place where people paid in cash and expected no questions. Although it was hardly glamorous, the rooms were cheap, and no one would think twice about a steady stream of men coming and going.

“I already checked you in,” Blake said, handing me the room key. “I’ll take care of the payments and give you a ride if you need anything. Okay?”

“Thank you…” I replied with genuine appreciation.

“Don’t worry about it. But with this new arrangement, we’re going to have to restructure the payout. I’ll still handle all the finances and collect from each customer, but instead of taking 20%, I’ll need to keep a larger share to cover the expenses. You’ll be given an allowance out of whatever is left.”

“I guess that sounds fair,” I said, nodding along. As helpless as the arrangement made me feel, I knew I couldn’t argue with him. He brought in the clients, collected every payment, and was now putting me up in a motel.

“Good. Go on and get settled. I’ll be back before the customers start showing up,” Blake told me.

​With a small nod, I stepped out of the car and unloaded my suitcases. Blake was perfectly capable of helping carry them to my room, but he remained behind the wheel and scrolled through his phone while I struggled with all five bags. It was clear that whatever existed between us was not romantic, but merely a business arrangement with Blake firmly in control. Once the last suitcase was inside, I took a deep breath and waved goodbye before closing the door. Like every other room in the two-story motel, mine opened directly onto an exterior walkway facing the parking lot. Knowing anyone could walk right up to my door, I immediately locked the deadbolt and fastened the security chain.

​Despite how anxious and on edge I felt because of the terrible morning I had just experienced, my eyes were heavy from staying up all night, and I knew I needed to rest. Although the blankets were stained, the carpet looked fifty years old, and the walls were paper-thin, I lay down beneath the covers and passed out anyway. By the time the vibration of my phone woke me, most of the afternoon had passed. When I read a text from Blake saying he was on his way, I jumped out of bed and scurried over to one of my suitcases. With little time to spare, I pulled out my makeup supplies and worked quickly to freshen myself up for the clients I would be servicing throughout most of the night. Just as I finished applying my lipstick, a heavy knock echoed through the room.

​When I opened the door, Blake greeted me before stepping inside with a bag in hand.

“What did you bring?” I asked.

“Well, since you’re going to try anal with a few customers tonight, I picked up some lube,” Blake explained. “Do you want to… warm me up before we give it a try?”

The reminder of what I had agreed to made my eyes widen, and I struggled to form a coherent response.

“I… uh… we were going to… Are you sure?”

“Don’t worry. I told you I’d be gentle,” Blake said as he placed both hands on my head and pushed me down onto my knees.

​Once my head was level with his crotch, Blake removed his pants and underwear, leaving him completely naked from the waist down. Although I had already given him head over a dozen times, I felt much more nervous knowing that it would not end in the usual manner. As I went through the familiar motions and stimulated his cock until it became fully erect, I struggled to keep my mind off how much it might hurt when he entered me from behind. However, I was not given much time to dwell on my anxiety because Blake was ready in less than a minute.

​With my knees shaking, I stood up and faced Blake.

“Are you sure…” I began before he cut me off.

“Just relax… you’ll love it. Trust me,” Blake said as he turned me around and pushed me forward onto the bed.

Nervous anticipation built inside me as he slowly lifted my dress and pulled my panties down until my bottom was exposed. Letting out a soft whimper, I peeked over my shoulder as he squirted some lube onto his finger.

​When I felt the tip of his index finger press against my hairless hole, I squealed as it slipped inside. To my surprise, there was only a small amount of pressure from being entered for the first time, and it was not nearly as uncomfortable as I had expected. As he worked a second and then a third finger inside me with relative ease, I was shocked by how quickly my body opened up for him.

“Are you sure you haven’t done this before?” Blake asked. “I feel like I could put my whole fist in there.”

“Like, never…” I responded.

“Seriously, I was expecting you to be really tight… but there’s almost no resistance.”

As he worked a fourth finger into my back end and eventually slid his entire fist inside me, sensual moans of pleasure escaped my lips.

Was this part of Luna’s spell too? I’ve never stuck anything up there, but it doesn’t even hurt a little bit. In fact, it actually feels… really good. I can’t believe I’m thinking this, but I might even cum…

​Once Blake decided I was ready, he pulled his hand free and squirted more lube into his palm before rubbing it up and down the length of his cock. He stepped forward and pressed the tip against my hole, then slipped inside me as though we had done it hundreds of times. The sensations became breathtaking and exhilarating almost immediately when he began thrusting into me aggressively. Yet for some reason, even that didn’t feel like enough.

“Can you, like, go harder?” I asked.

“I’m trying…” Blake said between thrusts.

“That feels like, so good,” I moaned. “I’m such a dirty little whore. Please use me and make me your cum dump…”

​The second those words left my painted lips, I shook my head and tried to understand where they had come from. They seemed to bubble up organically and spill out without any forethought.

“You’re a dirty little bitch, you know that?” Blake said, sounding surprised.

“I am your dirty little bitch,” I replied. “Come on, big boy. Show me how a real man fucks a whore.”

Blake took my words to heart and gripped my hips tightly before humping me with every bit of power he could muster. His crotch slammed into my bottom with such intensity that I momentarily lost my breath before being struck with a profound realization. I had never thrust into Jamie with anything close to that much force when we made love, and apparently, I had never been a dominant male like the one behind me. With the knowledge that I would now and forever be on the receiving end, my micropenis began leaking small droplets onto the bed as loud, sensual moans erupted from me.

“AH… AH… AH… Yes! Please don’t stop! That is, like, so fucking good!”

​Upon hearing my cries of pleasure, Blake erupted deep inside me, filling my bottom with his warm love juice. Despite still being in the middle of my own orgasm, the sensation of him pulsing and releasing inside my hole seemed to spur on another. When Blake finally pulled out, his cum overflowed from my backside as I collapsed facedown on the bed, breathless and longing for more.

“Okay, you were right. That is so much better than a blowjob,” I said between breaths.

“You are one freaky whore…” Blake replied, sounding equally winded. “But you are going to make us both a lot of money.”

​We both let out a laugh before Blake walked into the bathroom to clean off his crotch in the shower. Still out of breath, I lay facedown on the bed until I heard my phone vibrating on the nightstand. Rolling over, I pulled my panties back up before struggling to stand in my high heels. Unable to bring my legs together after being ridden so roughly, I could only waddle toward my phone. After answering the call from an unknown number, I pursed my lips and shook my head the moment I heard the voice on the other end.

“Hey, my little sissy bimbo,” Luna greeted me.

“What did you call me, bitch?” I responded, unable to hide my annoyance.

“That’s not a very nice greeting from a bimbo whore who was just given the orgasm of a lifetime,” Luna replied. “But I seem to remember you saying you wouldn’t care if someone called you a bimbo. Or did that escape that little brain of yours?”

“I, like, don’t care…” I said through gritted teeth. Determined to show that she wasn’t getting to me, I changed the subject and turned the conversation back on her. “Like, where are you even calling from? This isn’t Jamie’s number.”

“You really are such a ditzy little airhead,” Luna said with a laugh. “I’ll try to explain everything slowly so you can understand it… I’m calling from the same phone I always used. You remember the hex I cast over your home on that first night, don’t you? It allowed me to see exactly what was happening inside the house and gave me power over everything in it. That included your phone, so whenever I called, the hex made my number appear to be Jamie’s. Whenever you tried to call or text her, I could redirect it to my phone instead.”

“Then, like, why isn’t it still doing that?”

“Because you did it… You swallowed so much cum over the last two months that you actually broke the second spell, which broke the hex over your home along with it,” Luna said patronizingly. “Congratulations on your accomplishment.”

“Wait, second spell?” I questioned. “I’m, like, so confused… Jamie told me the first spell broke on the first night, and now, like, you’re telling me another spell broke? How many spells are there?”

“Just three…” Luna replied. “And by the way, I hope you enjoyed that cock in your ass earlier because it just sealed your fate.”

“Like, how do you even know about that?” I asked. “I thought you said the hex, like, broke?”

“I did,” Luna replied. “But I felt the third spell take effect when it drew its power from me. In that moment, I knew exactly what you had done.”

“I’m, like, so confused,” I responded. “Why haven’t I turned back yet if all these spells and hexes, like, broke or whatever?”

“I’m sorry. I’ll slow down so that little sissy bimbo brain of yours can keep up,” Luna said, deliberately drawing out each word as though I were too stupid to understand her otherwise. “The first spell started feminizing you and could only be broken after you swallowed an ounce of cum fresh from the source. You broke that one when you blew Brad and his three friends, which stopped your nightly feminization at that exact moment.”

“Okay?” I responded, pretending I understood what she was saying.

“The second spell kept all those changes locked in place, and it could only be broken if you continued swallowing an ounce of cum every day for two full months, which you did.”

“Yeah, so, like, why didn’t I change back?”

“Because once the second spell broke, all you had to do was wait one week for the transformation to begin reversing. But… I guess I forgot to tell you that part.”

“Are you saying I’m going to get my old body back next week?” I asked, barely able to contain my excitement.

“You would have,” Luna replied.

“Would have? What’s that supposed to mean?”

“The third spell was designed to activate during that one-week window, but only if you orgasmed while being humped from behind. Since you just squealed like a whore and orgasmed twice when Blake fucked you, that spell has now sealed you in that feminized bimbo body permanently.”

“What?” I cried. “You can’t be serious. There must be another way to, like, reverse it!”

“There isn’t. The third spell is unbreakable, so this truly is your new life now,” Luna explained. “But I did do you one little favor. The spell didn’t just seal you in that feminized bimbo body. It amplified the sensitivity you had already developed and locked it in permanently. Now even the slightest stimulation can make you orgasm, especially if someone touches your butt or boobs,” she added with a giggle. “You could literally cum hundreds of times a day, and you’ll probably start squealing almost the instant someone enters you. However, there is one catch… Your useless little micropenis is the only thing that can’t give you any pleasure. Touching it will do absolutely nothing, and it will only squirt when another part of your body is caressed, tickled, or even handled roughly while you’re being used like a true whore. But judging by how much you enjoyed yourself a few minutes ago, I’m sure you’ll thank me eventually.”

​Unable to process everything she had just explained, I sniffled before speaking in a voice barely above a whisper.

“Luna… please…”

“It’s ironic, isn’t it? This all started when I caught you cheating on my sister with a bimbo whore, and now you’ve become exactly that… a bimbo whore. Then you even tried to seduce her boyfriend,” Luna said before breaking into a fit of laughter. “Maybe you’ll take this witchcraft thing a little more seriously from now on.”

Struggling to keep myself composed, I remained silent.

“As long as you behave and never hurt my sister again, I’ll probably leave you alone to enjoy your new life. Maybe I’ll even check in next year and see how you’re doing.”

“Luna, I’m begging you…”

“Save it for your customers. Speaking of which, you’d better freshen up because your first one of the night will be there any minute. Bye… sissy bimbo.”

​The line went silent, but I remained frozen with the phone pressed against my ear. Tears streamed down my cheeks as Luna’s words replayed in my mind, forcing me to accept that there were no more loopholes, no second chances, and no way to reclaim the life I had lost. Jamie was gone, Luna had won, and the feminized body I had spent the last two months hoping to escape was mine forever.

This… like, really is who I am now…

​A sudden knock at the door pulled me from my thoughts. For several seconds, I stared helplessly at it and considered ignoring whoever was waiting outside. When another impatient knock echoed through the room, I remembered that Blake likely had customers scheduled throughout the evening, and he was counting on me. Without even thinking, I wiped away my tears, checked my reflection, and carefully repaired my dark, alluring makeup.

​By the time I opened the door, my devastated expression had disappeared behind Candi’s practiced smile. I cocked one hip, batted my eyelashes, and invited the man inside. When he greeted me by my feminine name, it no longer felt like a random stripper name. I had become Candi.


Thank you so much for reading!

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

Are you interested in sissy hypnosis? Do you wish that you could experience deep sissy hypnosis while in the body of your dreams?

In ‘The Sissy Hypno Witch’, we meet a young wizard who has the ability to magically alter his body so that he becomes the picture perfect female that can make any heterosexual man drool. Using magic that has been passed down by his ancestors, Liam casts a spell that not only gives him a full chest and perfectly sculpted face, but he is also painted with sensual and alluring makeup that cannot be removed without a counter spell. After dressing himself in lingerie and stiletto high heels, his body becomes an image that can make a man melt. Upon transforming himself, Liam becomes Lilly and meets up with her next one-night stand. 
After meeting Devin and inviting him into her home, Lilly cannot help feeling the urge to throw herself at this man. It’s as if she has been put under a spell as she presents herself to Devin and makes the first move. Although Devin appears sweet and sensual at first, things quickly take a turn after Devin insists on tying Lilly up. Once Lilly is bound with an arm binder and silenced with a ball gag, an aggressive and dominating side of Devin comes to light. 
While at the mercy of this man that she just met, Lilly finds herself in a state of perpetual arousal and struggles to hold back her primal urges. When Lilly is locked away in the basement, out of sight from her deviant date, she uses the opportunity to cast the counter spell, which will transform her body back to her male self. Although her manhood is restored, the counter spell begins to have an opposite effect as her bust grows and her butt becomes more full and rounded. As Lilly continues chanting the counter spell, she becomes anxious when she is made even more submissive and overtly feminine than before. Enjoy this heated tale that explores deep hypnosis, magic, domination, and a perpetually aroused submissive sissy.

The Sissy Feminization Manor - Milked Dry

In ‘The Sissy Feminization Manor’, we meet a couple in their mid twenties who are on their way back from a party. During their drive on a rural roadway with dark, dense forest on both sides, Jack tries to force himself onto his girlfriend, Abby, despite her repeated objections. When Jack pulls the car over and forces Abby out of the vehicle, she is left stranded on the side of the road while devastated by her boyfriend’s actions. Not only had she witnessed his infidelity when he kissed another woman earlier in the evening, but he had left her without her purse, which held her phone, wallet, and keys. As she breaks down into tears, a mysterious being offers Abby an opportunity for revenge. Although Abby is skeptical about making a deal with a supernatural being, her anxiety and rage cloud her judgment. After making a deal with Pixie to show her boyfriend how it feels to be treated like an object for other people’s gratification, Pixie lays a trap for Jack.
	When Jack returns to the spot where he abandoned his girlfriend, he finds a large estate that seemingly appeared out of nowhere. Upon walking up to the manor to investigate what happened to Abby, he falls under Pixie’s control and experiences a transformation he will never forget. In the blink of an eye, his clothes are altered, and he finds himself wearing a shiny black latex bodysuit. As stiletto heels appear on his feet, he loses his balance and stumbles around the foyer. When he feels the tight rubbery material creep up his neck and cover his mouth to form a neck corset, he begins to panic. Not only do his clothes transform, but his body begins to morph into a feminine silhouette. His hips widen while his bottom becomes round and full. As his chest fills out and expands in his hands, he notices that he has shrunk several inches in height. Jack’s body quickly becomes unrecognizable as the man he was before entering the manor, but he soon learns that this is only the beginning.
	Despite retaining a shred of his manhood, Pixie locks it away and ensures that he remains under her tight control. Upon falling under Pixie’s spell, Jack’s hair is styled before his face is painted with sensual makeup that cannot be removed without Pixie’s magic. As he is led through the manor and forced to embody the gender he never had respect for, he begins to regret the decisions that led him to where he is. When Pixie takes his fantasies and flips them on their head so that Jack can understand what he has put his girlfriend through, Jack is pushed past the point of no return.
	After becoming a hyper-feminized sissy with an overly sensitive body, he experiences the lactation fantasy he forced his girlfriend to endure. Now, as a puppet for a supernatural being, Jack will learn what it means to be a submissive until there is not a shred of him left. Enjoy this magical, sensual, steamy fantasy that focuses on paying the price for your actions.

The Sissy Feminization Manor - Under Her Spell

Do you wish that a magical being would transform you and put you through your most devious of fantasies as a submissive sissy?

In ‘The Sissy Feminization Manor: Under Her Spell’, we meet a young man whose friend, Jack, went missing a year ago. Although he and his friends have their suspicions that Jack’s ex-girlfriend, Abby, was involved, there is no proof to bring her to justice. After approaching Abby one week before the anniversary of Jack’s disappearance, she agrees to take them to the spot where he had disappeared. Upon arriving at the destination, the three young men enter the sissy feminization manor, which will change their lives forever.
Upon entering the mysterious manor, they meet a witch named Pixie, who puts each of them through their deepest fantasies, only they embody the submissive. The main character, Henry, watches as his friends are transformed into feminine looking super models before being put through their secret fantasies of being a sissy pony and a sissy doll. While they are retrained on how to experience pleasure and forced to accept their new roles, Henry becomes anxious when thinking about his own fantasies that Pixie can use on him. When Pixie finally turns her attention toward Henry, she uses her magic to transform his body and mind until he is unrecognizable as the male he once was.
Henry watches in disbelief as his body changes before his eyes and he resembles his now feminine looking friends. His arms, legs, and waistline become substantially thinner while his hips and bottom become round and full. His chest expands and his cleavage becomes cartoonishly large before his clothes are replaced with a rubbery latex bodysuit that accentuates his curves. Upon being forced into a pair of outrageously high heels, Henry struggles to maintain his balance. Once he is subdued, Pixie uses her magic to retrain his brain until he learns how to feel pleasure as a submissive sissy, which he craves to be deep down. Enjoy this steamy, erotic story that explores the full feminization of body and mind of three young men.

She's Such a Witch

Have you ever fantasized about waking up in the body of a real-life French maid? Do you wish you could shed your male identity and become a beautiful, delicate female that is the object of everyone’s sexual desire?

‘She’s Such a Witch’ follows a man in his late twenties who keeps his crossdressing a secret, except for one day a year on Halloween. When a mysterious witch moves in next door and discovers his crossdressing secret, she begins to toy with him and telepathically whisper thoughts in his ear. As he tries to convince himself that he doesn’t believe in magic, he ignores the witch’s commands and falls under her spell. After waking up and discovering that he is inhabiting the body of a French woman who can’t speak a word of English, he realizes just how powerful the witch is. She informs him that his life as a male is finished and he will be starting a new job as a maid. Instead of attending his neighbor’s annual Halloween party as one of the guests, he will now serve the guests and make sure that everyone is satisfied. Dressed in a provocative black-and-white uniform with stockings and high-heeled booties, the protagonist quickly becomes the center of attention at the party. Although he is hesitant to test out his new body parts, his new instincts take over as he begins to crave the touch of a strong, muscular companion. After experiencing feelings that he didn’t know existed, the protagonist is torn between what they thought they wanted and what they now desire. Will the young man find a way to reverse the spell or remain under the clutches of an immortal witch forever?

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?

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?

Hypnotized and Transformed into a Sissy Doll

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

The Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization

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

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

Sissy Chastity Training

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

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

The SISSY Training Center

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

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?

Caged and Trained as A Sissy Pet

In the next entry of ‘Forced Feminization Stories’, we meet a young man who is reluctantly trained to accept his new role as a submissive, feminized, sissy pet. 

	After meeting Stacy online and chatting for a few weeks, a young man opens up about his secret crossdressing fantasies. When he finds out that Stacy shares similar fantasies, they agree to meet up at his apartment, where he will be fully dressed and made up to look like an attractive young woman. During their date night, Stacy is sweet and charming as she helps him indulge in his fantasies, which include being locked in chastity, bound, and gagged. However, once he is under her control, her demeanor changes dramatically.
	While bound and completely helpless, Stacy plugs his ears and blindfolds him to make it impossible to fight against her. After clothing him in a burqa with mesh covering the eyes, his entire body is covered, and no one can tell that he is bound and gagged under the traditional garment. Once Stacy leads him out of his apartment building, she brings him to her car where she straps him into the backseat for a long drive.
	Upon arriving at Stacy’s home, he is brought inside, where she changes his clothes and puts him into a fresh pair of panties and bra. To complete his transformation into a sissy pet, Stacy forces him into a pair of mittens that resemble paws before lacing him into ballet boots. With his feet oriented straight down in the ballet boots, he realizes that it will be impossible to walk and he will be forced to crawl on his hands and knees to move around. After locking a specially made shock collar around his neck, Stacy explains that it will shock him if he utters a sound. However, the sensitivity to sound is based on the vibrations in his throat, so it will not shock him when Stacy speaks and trains him.
	While living under her control, Stacy molds his body with hormones and massages breast growth cream into his chest daily. As his physical form begins to resemble a feminized, sissy pet, she molds his way of thinking by training him to beg, play dumb, and present. Each of the tricks that he learns are designed to humiliate him and instill submissiveness into his mindset, while completely shredding his male ego. Although he tries to keep hope alive that he will eventually escape, Stacy ensures that her pet will never free itself from the cage in her living room. Enjoy this devious and dark chapter of ‘Forced Feminization stories’, where a sissy is manhandled by his dominant female owner and forced into complete and total submission.

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?

The Queen of Sissy Hypnosis

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

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

Femdom and Sissification

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

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

Crossdressed And Feminized By a Lesbian Couple

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

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

Trained To Be A Sissy Pony

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

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

Sissy Blackmail is the Worst!

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

Forced Feminization - A Gradual Feminization Story

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

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

My First Time Crossdressing with My Wife

What begins as a nervous confession between newlyweds soon becomes an unforgettable journey of trust, transformation, and desire.
After finally admitting his lifelong desire to crossdress, Thomas braces himself for rejection from his wife, Ellie. Instead, she responds with curiosity, acceptance, and an unexpected proposition. If he truly wants to explore his feminine side, she will become his mistress and guide him through a series of increasingly immersive sissy role plays.
Each weekend introduces a new fantasy and another step in Thomas's transformation into Tia. From obedient housewife and overworked secretary to dutiful maid, elegant doll, spirited pony, and eager slut, every role pushes him further from the man he has always known and closer to the submissive sissy he secretly longs to become. Every outfit, every pair of heels, every makeup session, every hour spent in chastity, and every lesson from Ellie leaves Tia feeling more feminine, more obedient, and more devoted to pleasing the woman she loves.
As Thomas chases the elusive sissygasm he has dreamed about for years, the line between role play and reality begins to blur. What starts as dressing up for fun slowly becomes something far more intimate as Ellie lovingly reshapes her husband into the perfect sissy through patience, creativity, and carefully crafted fantasies that test both his body and his mind.
Filled with gradual feminization, crossdressing, female led power exchange, chastity, pegging, domestic and workplace role play, psychological submission, and heartfelt romance, My First Time Crossdressing with My Wife is an intimate story about love, acceptance, and discovering that the greatest fantasies are the ones shared with the person who knows you best.
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