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Chapter 1

​Seeing that my phone was ringing for the sixth time in less than fifteen minutes, I rolled my eyes before ignoring another call that was marked as "potential spam”.

‘These robocalls are getting so annoying…’ I thought to myself.

While trying to stay focused on the engineering report I had been working on for several hours, I closed my eyes tightly for a few seconds before turning my attention back to the computer screen. Seeing that it was just after four in the afternoon, I breathed a sigh of relief at the realization that my workday would be over within the next hour. After staring at a screen for most of the day with only a brief break for lunch, my eyes were beginning to strain from my relentless work ethic.

​Upon rereading the last few lines of my report to regain my train of thought, I began typing again, only for my phone to vibrate and break my concentration yet again. Growing increasingly frustrated, I picked up the phone and motioned as if I were about to throw it across the room before ignoring the call. Shaking my head and taking a deep breath to calm myself, I turned my attention back to the computer screen, only to be interrupted by another spam phone call.

​Since I had been struggling to finish my engineering report all afternoon anyway, I picked up the phone and answered it, hoping to take out some of my frustration on whoever was unlucky enough to be on the other end of the call.

‘Maybe I can waste their time…’ I thought.

Leaning back in my plush leather chair in a corner office overlooking the metropolitan area, I greeted the caller with a kind voice, despite the devious intentions lurking beneath it.

“We’ve been trying to reach you all afternoon…” the mysterious voice informed me. “Something has come to our attention that needs to be resolved immediately. It could be detrimental if it isn’t addressed right away…”

After listening to the monotone female voice try to reel me in, I played along, hoping to aggravate the scammer on the other end of the call.

“Oh no!” I responded. “Is there a problem with my credit score?”

“No, it is much more serious than that…” the voice replied.

“My home is being foreclosed on…isn’t it?” I asked, trying to sound anxious.

“No…”

“I know!” I interrupted. “It’s about my extended warranty…it’s about to expire, isn’t it?”

“Do you think this is some kind of joke?” the voice asked, sounding slightly aggravated.

With a smile on my face, I responded, “Yeah. And I can’t believe some people actually fall for this shit. DO NOT CALL AGAIN!”

​After yelling at my phone and hanging up the call, I slammed it down on my desk and turned my attention back to my laptop. Although I had a work computer in my office, I found it easier to keep all my reports and work emails on a device that I could bring home with me or take on the road when needed. Since I was often called out to homes and places of business, it was easier to stay mobile.

​Shaking my head and rolling my eyes, I pulled the report back up and typed uninterrupted for nearly fifteen minutes. However, when another call came in from a “potential spam” phone number, I finally lost my temper and answered it immediately.

“Can’t you take a goddamn hint?!” I snapped. “What the hell is the matter with you?!”

“Before you hang up again, you may want to check your messages,” the voice responded.

“How dumb do you think I am? I’m not clicking on some damn link that’s going to infect my phone with a virus,” I shot back.

“Just check your texts. There’s a photo that might be of interest to you…”

​After taking a deep breath to calm my anger temporarily, I pulled the phone away from my ear and opened my messages. Sure enough, there was a text from the same number that had been calling me repeatedly all afternoon. The moment I opened the message and saw the photo, my jaw dropped.

“Devon…” the voice said while I continued clutching the phone with both hands. “Oh, Devon.”

“How do you know my name…” I whispered. Frantically bringing the phone back to my ear, I continued, “And where did you get that?”

“This isn’t all that we have on you, little sissy,” the voice informed me. “We’ve been watching you for a while. Monitoring your web activity. Capturing evidence of you jerking off while dressed like a little prissy sissy maid with your makeup done, your fake boobs on, and your little penis locked…”

“Stop!” I shouted, before lowering my voice again. “You have my attention. Just tell me what you want.”

“Oh, just something very simple that even a closeted crossdresser like you should be able to handle…” the voice replied. “There’s a package in your desk. Open it.”

“In my desk? But I’ve been here all day…” I said while opening drawer after drawer until I found a small package tied with a pink bow. “How’d you get this in here?”

“I’m everywhere. And if you don’t want that photo, or any of our other photos, to see the light of day, you will follow my exact instructions.”

“What…” I muttered through gritted teeth.

“Go to the bathroom and put on what’s inside the package. Then take a photo and send it to me,” the voice commanded. “You have five minutes before I blow up your social media page and send that titillating photo to everyone in your contacts list.”

“Just… please… let’s talk about this…”

“The clock is already running, sissy…”

​Once the phone call ended, I stayed frozen in place for nearly a minute while I contemplated going through with what they had asked. Since they already had a photo of me fully dressed and made up in a maid’s uniform, wig, and high heels, I figured that whatever was inside the package couldn’t make the situation much worse. After shaking my head and cursing under my breath, I hurried to the single-stall bathroom and locked the door.

​Upon opening the package and finding a pair of lacy black panties and a matching push-up balconette bra, I rolled my eyes before stripping down naked. Once I pulled the panties up my legs, I quickly clasped the bra behind my back and adjusted it so it sat properly over my chest. With how much practice I had putting on bras, it took almost no time at all.

​Picking up my phone again, I snapped a selfie in the underwear before sending it to the mysterious person who was playing games with me. A few seconds later, my phone rang again, and I answered immediately.

“Very good, little sissy,” they complimented. “It looks like a perfect fit.”

“Are we done now?” I asked.

“Not quite, little sissy.”

“Stop calling me that…”

“Why? You love those hypno videos that make you call yourself a little sissy. You read captions and jerk off to pictures where men are turned into submissive little sissies. You even dress like one when you’re all alone at home. Why don’t you call yourself a little sissy right now?”

“No. Why?” I shot back.

“Because I said so,” the voice commanded. “Do it, or I’ll send that photo to your wife. Or does she already know about this little secret of yours?”

Gritting my teeth, I followed their order. “I’m a little sissy.”

“You’re going to have to say it louder than that…”

“I’m a little sissy,” I repeated with more volume.

“Louder!”

“I’m a little sissy!” I shouted before immediately covering my mouth, hoping no one had heard me through the bathroom door over the sound of the fan running.

“Good sissy. Now throw that ugly boy underwear away and go to your boss’s office. You’re going to tell him that you’re taking tomorrow off to enjoy a long weekend.”

“Why would I do that?” I asked.

“No questions. Just do as I said. We’ll continue once you return home.”


Chapter 2

​Although I was confused, frustrated, and incredibly anxious, I followed the orders coming from the mysterious person on the other end of the phone. Despite struggling to maintain eye contact during a brief conversation with my boss, whose physique resembled that of an amateur bodybuilder, he granted my last-minute request to take the following day off. However, he appeared extremely agitated, which was evident from the redness of his bald head and the single bulging vein that always surfaced when he was stressed.

“I’ll see you next week, but make sure you have that report finished when you come in on Monday,” my boss, Brad, said sternly.

“Will do,” I responded nervously while hoping he couldn’t see the black bra beneath my white collared shirt.

“And you…” Brad said before pausing and squinting at me. “You know what…never mind.”

“Okay?” I replied, struggling to breathe because of the pit forming in my stomach. “See you Monday.”

​After exiting his office meekly with my arms crossed over my bra, I hurried down the hall to my corner office and began packing everything into my briefcase. With how soft the satin panties felt against my privates, I couldn’t help growing semi-erect from the constant stimulation. While trying to discreetly readjust my lengthening penis every few seconds, I kept my back to the door in case anyone walked in. Once I had enough of an erection to pull it upward and pin it against my lower abdomen with my belt, I seized the opportunity and hurried toward the nearest exit through the busy office.

​On my way out of the building, I waved goodbye to a few coworkers and did my best to avoid any small talk. Once I was safely inside my car, I took a deep breath and tried to calm my nerves, to no avail.

‘This will all be over soon…’ I thought while gripping the steering wheel with both hands.

Although I still needed to figure out how to deal with the mysterious person on the other end of my phone, I turned on some music during the drive home to distract myself for the time being.

​Upon pulling into my driveway thirty minutes later, I parked in the two-car garage attached to my three-bedroom, two-bathroom home. Seeing that my wife’s car was gone, I figured she was still out shopping with her friends, just as she had mentioned earlier that afternoon. After hurrying inside and tossing my briefcase onto the kitchen table, I pulled out my phone and called the number that had been tormenting me. When they didn’t answer, I followed up with a text.

“I’m home…” I texted. “What do you want, and how can we end this?”

A few minutes later, a reply came through.

“You will find out soon enough. But for now, I want you to do what you always do when you’re home alone.”

“What do you mean?” I responded.

“Don’t play dumb, sissy,” they texted back. “Go dig out your treasure trove of girly clothes and get dressed. From all the photos and videos I have of you, I know you’ve got quite a few outfits hidden somewhere.”

“Why would I do that? So you can have even more shit on me to use for blackmail?”

“I already have enough to ruin your reputation with your friends, family, and spouse. No one would ever be able to look at you as a man again if I released the images and videos I have of you jerking off while dressed as a sissy maid,” they replied. “Now do as you’re told and get yourself all dolled up in the maid uniform from this photo.”

After another photo came through, I rolled my eyes because I recognized the outfit immediately.

“You must really like the sissy maid fantasy. You must have at least three different maid outfits…”

“What do I need to do after getting dressed?” I asked.

“You’ll find out soon enough. Now run along. And make sure you doll yourself up like your manhood depends on it. That means removing all your body hair, doing your makeup, and brushing out that long brown wig of yours.”

​Feeling like I had no other choice, I hurried upstairs to the master bedroom before pulling out a small ladder to access the attic through my closet. After sliding a piece of drywall to the side, I popped my head into the attic and grabbed the three suitcases that hid my growing collection of female clothes. Once everything was pulled down, I slid the drywall back into place to conceal the attic entrance once again.

​Upon opening the suitcases, I began pulling out all my sissy supplies, including a set of fake breasts, a makeup bag, three wigs, several pairs of high heels, a few sets of hosiery, and my four maid dresses. Once everything was laid out across the bed, I grabbed my shaving supplies and set them in the bathroom. Although I didn’t use them often, I had managed to get away with shaving my legs a few times whenever my wife went on weeklong trips with her girlfriends. Even though I made it seem like I was doing her a favor by encouraging her to take those trips every few months, I craved the time alone more than she looked forward to her luxurious vacations.

​After stepping into the shower and turning on the water, I took a deep breath before applying the hair removal cream. Although the effects lasted longer than shaving, it was much easier to spread over my body without worrying about nicking myself with a razor. Even though I still needed to clean up a few stray hairs once the cream worked its magic, the process was far easier than shaving my entire body from the eyebrows down. Since I wasn’t overly hairy to begin with, the lingering effects weren’t especially noticeable.

​As I stepped out of the shower completely hairless from the eyebrows down, a chill ran over my body, and I quickly dried myself with a towel. The moment my eyes landed on the array of sissy clothes spread across the bed, waiting to be filled, I couldn’t help growing aroused. With butterflies fluttering in my stomach, I stepped over and began by sliding the lacy panties back up my legs. Although they barely fit because of my erection, I continued dressing by fitting myself into a set of fake breasts that dramatically enhanced my chest.

​Even though the fake breasts became uncomfortable after long periods of wear, my silicone breastplate breast forms were still my favorite part of my wardrobe. The silicone closely matched my skin tone, while the breastplate itself ended around my upper neck, shoulders, and upper abdomen. When fully dressed with a choker necklace, it became nearly impossible to spot the transition from silicone to skin, creating the convincing illusion that I possessed G-cup breasts. Once the breast forms were in place, I continued dressing by clasping a black lacy bra behind my back. Because the weighted silicone breasts swung naturally when left unsupported, it was both necessary and relieving to have them nestled inside a properly fitted bra.

​As I continued slipping into the sissy mindset, I brought a white garter belt up to my waist before sliding into a pair of sheer white stockings. Once the lacy tops were attached to the garter straps in both the front and back, I stepped into a set of white five-inch peep-toe stiletto heels. Although they were quite high, I had years of practice that made me more confident in heels than most women.

​While strutting over to the bed to pick up the pink and white maid’s dress I had been instructed to wear, I couldn’t help sinking further into the mindset. Something about walking and standing in high heels had a way of stripping away my masculine side and making me feel feminine and submissive in ways I could never properly describe to a non-crossdresser. It was as if a hidden part of myself had been set free, allowing me to explore who I truly desired to be deep down. Even though those feelings usually faded and became suppressed after an orgasm, they always found a way to creep back up again.

​Once the pink and white maid’s dress was fitted around me and falling at my upper thighs, I zipped it up my back before tying the apron around my waist. Even though it had taken hours of practice, I had learned how to tie the white apron into a neat bow behind my back. Because of how intricately the apron wrapped over my shoulders, crossed along my back, and cinched around my waist before ending in a bow, I felt cuter in this maid’s dress than any of my others. Although I owned other feminine outfits that I wore occasionally, there was something about the maid aesthetic that spoke to me more than any other look or costume.

​With the maid’s dress fitting properly around me, I grabbed my wig and makeup supplies before stepping into the bathroom to finish my appearance. After years of practice and countless hours spent watching makeup tutorials, I had learned all the tips and tricks needed to apply makeup in a way that flattered a crossdresser like myself. Disguising my masculine features and enhancing my feminine ones with powders and creams had become second nature, and it took less than an hour to complete my face and appear as though I presented this way every day of my life.


Chapter 3

​When I stepped back from the mirror to look over my appearance from head to heels, I couldn’t help admiring what I had done. Not one shred of masculinity showed through, and for a moment, I forgot I was only doing this because someone was blackmailing me. My long brown wig fell to my upper back while my bangs framed my forehead down to my eyebrows. Thanks to the careful application of foundation, highlighter, bronzer, and concealer, my skin appeared flawless, while my nose, cheekbones, and chin looked noticeably softer and more feminine. The dark, smoky makeup around my eyes made them appear larger and more sensual, while my hazel eyes stood out behind the false lashes and generous amounts of mascara. My glossy bright-pink lips demanded attention and looked plump enough to kiss.

​As I looked down over my body, my chest immediately drew my attention because of how large the G-cup breasts appeared beneath the maid’s dress. The short, puffy sleeves drew focus away from my hairless arms and emphasized my more feminine traits instead. Although I wasn’t overweight, the massive breasts also drew attention away from my waist and helped create the illusion of an hourglass figure because of how the dress flared around my hips. Despite the erection my panties could barely contain, the skirt of the maid’s dress kept it hidden and mostly out of mind.

​Since my legs had been freshly shaved, the hosiery encasing them only added to my seductive appearance and made them look more enticing than most women’s. The faint glimpse of garter straps just beneath the edge of the skirt felt incredibly suggestive, and I was fully aware of the signals I was sending if a man were to see me dressed this way. As the cherry on top, the peep-toe stilettos literally kept me on my toes and made me feel meek and submissive. I couldn’t run or move very quickly in heels like the ones I was wearing, but that was part of the appeal. When I dressed this way, I wanted to be seen as a sex object, and looking at myself in the mirror, I felt like I had achieved exactly that.

​When my phone rang and pulled my attention away from the mirror, it felt like reality came crashing back in, forcing me to confront the mysterious blackmailer on the other side once again. When I read the text that came through, I wasn’t surprised in the slightest by what they requested.

“Step in front of the mirror and take a selfie. But give me your best girly pose,” they texted.

Doing as I was told, I stepped in front of the mirror and made a kissy face while bending over to stick out my chest and ass. After taking a few selfies, I sent them to my blackmailer with a shaking hand.

“Very good, my little sissy. Now go to the front door and grab what’s waiting on your doorstep.”

With wide eyes, I stared at my phone for several seconds. Never in my life had I stepped outside while dressed this way. And even though they weren’t asking me to leave the house, I was petrified to open the front door and risk one of my neighbors seeing me if they happened to walk by.

“Why…” I texted back.

“Because I said so…and you have no choice,” they responded. “Do it now, little sissy. You already know what I can do if you don’t listen.”

Biting my lip and stomping my heels nervously, I took a deep breath before marching down to the main level of the house. After approaching the front door with paralyzing anxiety, I peeked through the window first to make sure the coast was clear. Seeing no one outside, I cracked the door open and spotted a brown package sitting a few feet away.

​Closing the door again, I took several deep breaths before peeking my head back out. Staying low and crawling on my hands and knees, I snatched the package and dragged it inside before slamming the front door shut behind me. The moment another text came through, I read it immediately.

“You’d better hurry. I don’t have all day…” they texted.

“I got it,” I responded.

“Good. Now open it.”

​After cutting the package open, I stared in confusion at the several sets of cuffs connected by short chains. As I pulled them out, it became obvious they were designed to leave only about a foot of space between whatever limbs they restrained.

“What am I supposed to do with this shit?” I texted.

“That is no language for a sissy…” the mysterious person replied. “Apologize and address your superior as Mistress or Master when speaking to them.”

“Well, which is it?” I asked, hoping to get some indication of who I was dealing with.

“I’m going to let you guess.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress?” I texted back.

“Your apology is accepted. Now put on the contents of the package, starting with the gag.”

After rolling my eyes, I grabbed the large pink ball gag, which had three small holes built into it so I could still breathe if my nose became blocked. Once it was secured behind my head, I texted back.

“Done.”

“That’s Mistress to you!” they snapped back.

‘So it is a woman…’ I thought.

“Sorry, Mistress,” I replied while rolling my eyes again.

“That’s fine. Now use the little padlock to lock it on. Send a picture once it’s done.”

“Lock it?” I asked. “How will I get it off?”

“Calm down, little sissy. There’s a set of keys inside.”

​After digging through the box and finding more than a dozen keys, I let out a sigh before following the order and sending photo evidence.

“Very good, little sissy. Now continue with the leg cuffs. It should be easy to figure out which ones those are.”

Digging through the box again, I found the leg cuffs and secured them around my ankles. After being instructed to lock them on as well, I followed through and sent another photo as proof.

“Good, sissy. Those look nice and tight. Now, this last part is a little tricky. I want you to fasten one set of cuffs around your arms just above your elbows with the chain connected behind your back. The other set should go around your wrists and connect in front of you. You think you can handle that?”

​Shaking my head, I followed her directions and secured both sets of cuffs onto my arms. Once they were locked into place, it felt like I could barely move. The chain behind me forced my elbows and shoulders back, while the chain connecting my wrists in front kept my hands trapped between my hips and breasts. Even though it severely limited my mobility, I still managed to take a picture and text it to my blackmailer.

“Very good, little sissy. You take orders well,” they texted. “We’re almost done. Just drop to your knees and take one more selfie. After you send it to me, you can unlock yourself.”

​Letting out a long sigh of relief, I did as they asked and dropped to my knees in the foyer. After snapping a photo of myself with the ball gag secured in my mouth and my limbs restrained, I sent the picture. However, the moment it went through, I heard a car pull into the driveway.

​My eyes widened as a rush of anxiety coursed through my veins. Dropping my phone onto the floor, I immediately began shuffling across the foyer on my knees toward the set of keys. Although I nearly fell face-first while leaning forward to grab them, I barely managed to stay upright.

​With my hands shaking, my heart racing, and my breathing speeding up, I searched through over a dozen keys for the one that unlocked my wrist cuffs. While working frantically, I continued searching as one key after another failed to unlock my restraints. Because of the way my arms were subdued in front of me, I could just barely reach the cuff on my left wrist with my right hand. Even though the chain behind me dug painfully into my back while I strained to pull my arms forward, I continued trying key after key until the door opened to reveal…my wife.


Chapter 4

​When Karen stepped through the front door with oversized sunglasses covering her eyes, her phone pressed to her ear in the middle of a conversation, and several shopping bags in hand, I froze in place and desperately tried to figure out how I could possibly explain why I was dressed as a sissy maid. Although the ball gag lodged in my mouth prevented me from speaking, I knew I would eventually need some kind of explanation once it was removed.

The moment she closed the door and turned to face me, she stopped mid-sentence, and her jaw nearly hit the floor. Slowly removing her sunglasses, she stared at me wide-eyed for several long seconds before finally responding to the person on the other end of the call.

“I…I’m sorry, I have to let you go. I’ll call you later,” she said.

​While quivering in fear, I slouched my shoulders as much as my restraints would allow and cowered in her presence. With my head lowered, I glanced up at her every few seconds, awaiting her reaction to how I was presenting myself. Unable to stop my body from trembling, my eyes became glassy as I bit down on the ball gag in my mouth.

“Dev…Devon?” she stuttered. “Devon, is that really you?”

Nodding my head in response, I kept my gaze lowered.

“Devon…why are you…did you…” She paused before staring down at my outfit again. “That’s a pink maid’s uniform on you? Why are you wearing that?”

Unable to speak through the gag, I shook my head and moaned softly.

“Did you tie yourself up like that?” she asked.

Nodding again, I felt smaller than a mouse.

​When she dropped her bags and kneeled beside me, I attempted to swallow the saliva building up in my mouth but struggled because of the gag lodged between my lips.

“Are these the keys?”

Nodding my head, I handed them to her.

After examining the keys for a few seconds, her expression suddenly shifted as her voice turned cold. “No, they aren’t…”

Looking up at her with concern, I stared into her brown eyes.

“You are such an airheaded little sissy, you know that?” Karen stated. “You really think I would give you the keys? What fun would that be?”

With a sinking feeling in my stomach, I began moaning desperately through the gag.

“Shut it!” Karen snapped before grabbing my face with one hand and pinching my cheeks together. “You have no idea what’s happening right now, do you?”

Feeling a whole new level of anxiety bubbling up inside me, I stayed perfectly still as she reached behind me. Helpless to her will, I remained frozen while she checked over the restraints and made sure they were secured tightly enough that I couldn’t slip free. Once she seemed satisfied, she stood over me and looked down with her hands resting on her hips. Although she had a petite frame and was dressed in a flowery sundress with wedge sandals, her presence suddenly felt incredibly intimidating given the situation.

“Oh, Devon, I’ve been waiting so long for this…” Karen stated. “When I installed monitoring software on your phone last year, I expected to catch you looking at porn and jerking off like most guys. But I wasn’t expecting this. Your stupid little sissy maid fantasy where you serve your Master and Mistress and get all dolled up with your penis locked in a tiny little cage. If I had known about this when we got married five years ago…it might have changed things. How long have you been fantasizing about this kind of stuff?”

Not knowing how to answer, I remained still.

“Don’t worry, I already have an idea. From those blog posts and secret sissy crossdressing sites you frequent, I was able to trace your obsession all the way back to when you were a teenager. You’ve wanted to be someone’s little sissy maid for a very, very, very long time. And that’s fine…I guess. But what isn’t fine is that you lied to me. You’ve been lying to me for years.”

With a puzzled expression on my face, I shook my head violently.

“Oh, you didn’t lie? Really?” Karen asked. “So those nights when I wanted a romantic evening and you told me you were ‘too tired’…that wasn’t a lie?”

Lowering my head again, I stared at her wedge sandals.

“I have photo and video proof that you jerked off to sissy shit no more than an hour before turning me down on more occasions than I can count,” Karen said while leaning closer. “Didn’t you even think about how that made me feel? Your wife…the woman you made a lifelong commitment to…”

After shaking her head and straightening back up, she wiped a tear from her eye. “I told myself I wouldn’t let you hurt me anymore, but I need to confront what’s been tormenting me for the last few years. I’ve had my suspicions, but now I finally have proof. You are a lying, conniving, selfish, self-centered sissy crossdresser who only cares about himself and his fantasies. Our love life disappeared the moment I stopped begging you to make love to me nine months ago, and I don’t think you even care.”

Shaking my head in disagreement, I continued moaning through my gag, hoping she would remove it so I could explain myself.

“Don’t worry, I’m not mad anymore, and I’m not going to hurt you…” Karen stated. “In fact, I’m going to give you exactly what you’ve always wanted…”

Feeling confused, I furrowed my eyebrows.

“I’ve read those sissy captions you jerk off to…I’ve watched those sissy hypnosis videos you obsess over…And I’ve read your blog posts where you beg to be someone’s sissy maid…” Karen said while leaning forward. “Now it’s time for you to get a taste of your own medicine.”

​When Karen pulled a vibrator out of her shopping bag, I became both curious and confused about what she was planning.

“You better enjoy this, because it’ll be the last time you’re ever milked without your penis locked…”

Although I wasn’t entirely sure what she meant, I stayed perfectly still as she lifted my dress and pulled down my panties, exposing my erection.

Shaking her head at how aroused I already was from the outfit and restraints, she spoke again. “This might be quicker than I thought. Wait here. I’ll be right back.”


Chapter 5

​Even though I was restrained with arm and leg cuffs, I probably could have forced myself to stand with enough effort. However, with only a foot of chain between the leg cuffs, I would have been limited to taking small, dainty steps in my high heels. With how I was locked up, dressed, and gagged, I figured the smartest thing to do was stay in place and wait for Karen to return with the actual set of keys.

​When Karen returned carrying the vibrator and a glass cup, I furrowed my eyebrows in confusion as she brought both items toward my exposed penis.

“We wouldn’t want to make a mess, now would we?” Karen asked while positioning the cup around my member and pressing the vibrator against the sensitive underside of it.

The moment the vibrator buzzed to life, my body tensed as arousal rushed through me almost instantly.

​In a matter of seconds, my penis was twitching and my whole body strained from the intense stimulation. Because of how I was presenting myself as a sissy maid while restrained, it felt like I was ready to cum from the moment I had pulled my panties up my legs. While tugging against my cuffs, biting down on my gag, and moaning sensually, I bent forward slightly as a rush of fluid neared my tip. With my eyes closed, I let out one last high-pitched whine before several squirts of white fluid were forced out of me and into the glass cup.

​Although I was still troubled by everything that Karen had revealed, and the fact that she had been secretly monitoring me for over a year, I experienced one of the sweetest orgasms of my life. Typically, when I dressed myself up like a sissy and did my makeup, I would either masterbate with my hand or use a vibrator to tickle and tease myself until I exploded. However, doing it to myself was much different from someone doing it to me while I was tied and helpless. It felt like for the first time I was actually experiencing one of my deepest fantasies, and I had my wife to thank for it. Even though she was upset with me, I was feeling closer to her than ever before in my life.

​When the last few drops fell into the cup, I shook my head and let out a satisfied moan through the gag. Now that the intense arousal had faded, it felt as though a switch had flipped and my masculine side was beginning to claw its way back to the surface. While breathing heavily, I tried to show Karen how much I appreciated what she had done through my body language and muffled sounds of gratitude. However, she paid no attention to the messages I was trying to convey.

​After setting the vibrator and cup aside, Karen moved closer with a devious smile spread across her face. Placing a hand beneath my chin, she pinched my cheeks and forced my head back until I was looking up at her. The moment I realized she was bringing the cup to my lips, my eyes widened, and I let out a panicked moan through the gag while trying to pull away.

“It’s time for a taste of your own medicine, sissy,” Karen stated coldly. “Now stay still.”

As she adjusted her grip beneath my chin, I pulled away violently and tried to show her that I was finished with whatever game she was playing. With fire burning in her eyes, she slapped me hard across the cheek before grabbing hold of my chin again. However, I remained defiant and continued pulling away, refusing to let my stinging cheek faze me.

“You really think you can tell me no?” Karen asked.

Reaching between my legs, Karen grabbed my testicles and began applying pressure. With my eyes wide and my body bending in response, my whines became higher pitched until they were nearly inaudible. As she ratcheted up the pressure beyond what I could tolerate, I found myself wincing in pain and slipping into a state where I would agree to anything just to make it stop.

​When I resorted to yelping and begging through the gag for her to have mercy, Karen finally released her grip and pulled her hand away from my throbbing privates. Seeing that I was far more docile than only a minute earlier, she grabbed my chin and forced my head to tilt backward. Although every part of me resisted tasting cum, especially now that the intense arousal had faded, I felt utterly helpless and defeated. As I watched the white, slimy substance creep toward the edge of the glass and near the ball gag in my mouth, which had three holes in it that would allow liquid to pass through, I closed my eyes tightly and clenched my fists in dread.

​When the remnants of my orgasm reached my mouth and began seeping between my lips and through the holes of the ball gag, I groaned in disgust and furrowed my eyebrows. This was the first time I had ever tasted my own cum, or anyone else’s, for that matter, and the reality of it was far less pleasurable than the fantasies in my head. Since it had sat in the cold glass before I tasted it, it had already cooled to a lukewarm temperature, which somehow made the experience even more humiliating.

​Upon feeling the salty, gelatinous liquid on my tongue, I breathed heavily through my nose and opened my eyes. Since Karen was hellbent on making sure not a single drop was wasted, she took her time pouring the cum over my mouth and waited until each glob had vanished before pouring more over the gag. By the time she was finished, it felt like my mouth was filled with a mixture of both saliva and cum while my lips were glazed with a thin layer of my juices. However, not one drop had dribbled down my chin, nor had any been spilled during the process.

​When Karen finally pulled the glass away and released my face, I desperately hoped the ordeal was over and that she was about to let me go. However, that hope quickly vanished when I watched her reach into one of her shopping bags and pull out a device I recognized immediately. The moment she brought the small steel chastity cage toward my limp member, I began squirming and squealing in protest. But Karen paid no attention to my pitiful moans as she calmly slid the cool metal ring around the base of my privates.

​Once the cage section of the chastity device was secured into place, Karen fastened it on me with a rustproof padlock before giving it a satisfied tug to ensure everything was locked properly. The snug steel restraint felt tight and restrictive without cutting off circulation, leaving me painfully aware of every subtle movement against the cold metal. Now that my arousal had completely faded and the humiliation of everything that had happened was beginning to settle in, the device felt deeply emasculating in a way I hadn’t anticipated. Trapped, restrained, and thoroughly degraded, I found myself staring down at the cage with a sinking feeling in my stomach. Because of how securely it fit around me, I immediately realized there was no way I would be able to remove it without Karen’s approval.

​After dropping a set of keys into her purse, Karen pulled out another accessory that I would apparently be forced to wear, no matter how hard I fought against it. The moment I saw the pink leather collar reinforced with a steel ring on the inside, I shook my head violently in protest. Seeing the words “sissy maid” spelled across the front in bedazzled pink lettering only made the humiliating accessory feel even more emasculating. Now that my arousal had completely faded, I wanted nothing more than to strip the feminine clothing and accessories from my body rather than have even more added onto me.

​Although there was very little I could do to resist her, I still tried my best to remain defiant and pull away. However, my pitiful efforts accomplished almost nothing, and within less than a minute, the collar had been secured around my neck and locked into place with another padlock.

​With the collar concealing the transition between the silicone breastplate and my skin, it furthered the illusion that the massive breasts on my chest actually belonged to me. Even though that thought would have felt exhilarating only a short while earlier, it now felt terrifying as my masculine side desperately fought to regain control of my thoughts.

“Stop squirming, sissy!” Karen shouted. “You don’t want me to squeeze your pathetic little balls again, do you?”

After hearing the threat in her voice, I immediately went still while she reached into one of her shopping bags and pulled out one final piece of humiliation.

​The moment I saw the pink chain leash with a leather loop at the end for her to hold, I let out a defeated moan as she clipped it onto the metal ring at the front of my collar. Once it was secured, she helped me back up onto my high heels and kept a firm grip on the leash so she could guide me wherever she pleased. Although I still retained some movement in my arms and legs, despite the serving chains, there was no possible way for me to reach upward past my chest and remove the leash from the collar.

​As she slowly led me upstairs, I lowered my head and let out another defeated moan. I felt less like a husband and more like some humiliating possession as she guided me toward our master bedroom, where all my feminine supplies still lay scattered across the bed and floor.

“So this is what you’ve been hiding from me…” she said while tightening her grip on the leash. When I instinctively tried to pull away, she gave it a sharp tug to remind me who was in control. Because of the cuffs around my legs, I could only manage the smallest, most delicate steps in my heels, making any resistance almost impossible.

“You’ve acquired quite a secret collection over the last few years. I can’t believe you managed to hide all of this from me…” Karen stated.

‘Apparently I didn’t hide it well enough…’ I thought.

“Let’s put you somewhere you won’t be in the way,” Karen said while scanning the room thoughtfully with a finger pressed against her lips. “That’ll do. Come, sissy maid.”

​After receiving a hard tug on the leash, I reluctantly followed Karen to the opposite side of the room, where a treadmill sat next to a window overlooking the front yard. Although she unclasped the leash temporarily, she quickly looped it around the treadmill’s handrail before fastening it back onto my collar, leaving me confined within a foot of the heavy piece of equipment. Even though I rarely used the treadmill, Karen had insisted on keeping it in our bedroom, so she would “be reminded to work out.” Now that the machine was being used to keep me trapped in place, I found myself wishing I had never bought it.

​Since our bedroom was so spacious, we had more than enough room for a king-sized bed, two dressers, Karen’s makeup vanity, and the large treadmill positioned near the window. Between the expansive walk-in closet and the recently remodeled bathroom, with its oversized shower, spacious bathtub, and top-of-the-line fixtures, we rarely found ourselves stepping on each other’s toes during our daily routines.

​As I stared across the room at Karen while she rummaged through my feminine things, I instinctively pulled against the leash to see if I might somehow break free. Unfortunately, the treadmill was incredibly sturdy, and my efforts accomplished little more than tightening the collar painfully against my throat. Although it was only a simple clasp keeping me confined, there was physically no way for me to reach upward past my chest because of how tightly my arms were restrained and forced to hang limply in front of me.

“Don’t hurt yourself, sissy,” Karen commented. “I have a lot of work to do…”


Chapter 6

​While I continued standing on my stiletto high heels, which had become increasingly uncomfortable since I had been milked dry, I watched helplessly as Karen began sorting through all my feminine supplies. Even though it would have been exhilarating and incredibly sensual less than a half hour prior to be leashed to the treadmill while dressed and made up as a pink sissy maid, it was now quite troubling because my arousal had vanished. With the experience of an orgasm behind me, I was left with the reality of how uncomfortable it could be to be forced into submission and kept subdued as a servant to a cold owner. Although my situation was already uncomfortable and difficult to endure, it became much worse when Karen left the room and returned a few minutes later with a roll of black utility garbage bags.

​As she stepped into the closet and began systematically removing every piece of male clothing that I owned, it didn’t take long to figure out what she was doing.

‘She cannot be throwing it all away…’ I thought. ‘She must be trying to scare me by hiding it somewhere.’

Letting out muffled moans through the gag, I desperately tried to get Karen’s attention and show her that my feet were beginning to ache and that I wanted to be released. However, she ignored me completely.

​When Karen finished bagging up every piece of my male clothing in the closet and turned her attention to the dresser next, I became increasingly frustrated and began stomping my high heels to get her attention. Although she glanced at me and giggled a few times, it did not stop her from completing her task.

‘Seriously…what the hell is she doing with all my stuff…’ I thought to myself while watching her bag up all my underwear, socks, and shorts.

Watching with glassy eyes and my heart thumping, I pleaded with high-pitched whines for her to end this game and finally release me.

​It was obvious that she was still hurt and upset because of how I had been deceitful with her; but in my mind, she had already taken her revenge. She had tormented me all morning by pretending to be a mysterious blackmailer, and she had even forced me to drink my own cum, which still lingered on my tongue. Because it was nearly impossible to swallow anything with a large ball gag in my mouth, it felt like remnants of the white sticky fluid were still present and being cemented into my tastebuds.

​Unable to bear this torment any longer, I breathed a sigh of relief when she finished tying off the final garbage bag with the last of my male clothing inside. Hoping that she was close to being finished, I waited patiently as she carried the fourteen garbage bags downstairs to our garage, two at a time. However, when I heard the garage door open, I furrowed my eyebrows and shuffled my feet so that I could peek out the window, which overlooked our driveway and the front yard.

​When I noticed Karen wheeling our garbage bins out to the curb, I initially thought that she was just being proactive and taking the garbage out. However, as I saw her carrying the garbage bags out to the curb and setting them next to the bins so that they would be picked up, a sinking feeling formed in my stomach.

‘It’s garbage day tomorrow…’ I thought to myself. ‘What the hell is she thinking? If she leaves it there, it’ll all be gone first thing in the morning!’

Becoming increasingly nervous and frustrated because it felt like Karen was taking this game a step too far, I screamed through my gag at the window. Even though she couldn’t hear me, I hoped that she might look up to where I was and see that this was going too far. But that was not the case. 

​Once every garbage bag was set out on the curb, with some stuffed into the bins, Karen returned inside and closed the garage door. Even though I wanted to give her a piece of my mind, I was forced to remain standing next to the treadmill as she took her time on the main level and turned on the TV while she fixed herself a snack. With nothing to do to keep my mind occupied for the following half hour, I stared out the window at every piece of male clothing I owned sitting on the curb. Hoping that no one would touch it, I waited anxiously for an opportunity to retrieve my items before they were gone forever.

​When Karen finally walked back upstairs, I moaned loudly and stomped my high heels until she stepped close to me.

“You can bitch and moan all you want…but it’s not going to change anything…” Karen said in a cold tone. “This is your fantasy…I want you to remember that.”

After Karen pinched my cheek, I pulled away aggressively and glared at her while biting down hard on the gag. Although I wanted to cuss her out, that was still not possible with my mouth filled.

“You know what, you have a little too much energy right now. Why don’t we tire you out a little,” Karen suggested. “Step on.”

Although Karen pointed at the treadmill, I stayed still and refused her order.

“I guess sissies can be reluctant in those fantasies you masterbate to…” Karen said while reaching beneath my skirt. When I felt her hand cradle my exposed testis beneath the chastity cage, I tried to pull away, but it only made it worse.

​Feeling the immense pressure that Karen applied to my balls, I winced in pain and bent over in submission. There was clearly no way for me to fight back, and I knew I needed to wait for a better opportunity.

“Are you ready to listen now?” Karen asked.

Nodding my head agreeably, I stepped onto the treadmill, to which my leash was still attached.

“Let’s start you off slowly.” She said while pressing a few buttons to get it started. Although I had plenty of practice walking in high heels, it felt much more difficult on a treadmill.

​While wobbling in my heels, I nearly lost my balance a few times when it turned on and began moving. However, as she sped up the track, I found my pace and began strutting along like a professional.

“Look at you. You might be better at that than I am.” Karen giggled. “Now you keep it up while I shower and change. I’m going to check on you often, and if I see you taking a break or turning it off, there will be hell to pay…”

Since there was still no arousal on my mind, I found the task of walking in high heels on the treadmill incredibly challenging and daunting. My feet were already sore before starting this exercise, but each step made them even worse. Because of the leg cuffs and chain keeping my feet from spreading more than a foot, I was forced to make small, dainty steps instead of taking longer strides like I would at the pace she had selected. After several minutes of marching on the treadmill, I was about to turn it off or step aside, but Karen held to her word and peeked out of the bathroom with what I could only describe as a resting bitch face.

​Although I glared at Karen, she smiled back at me in response before hopping into the shower. Even while she was dripping wet, she kept me guessing by popping out and peeking at me at random intervals. I had no idea how she managed to clean herself off, with how often she checked on me, because it felt like every few seconds she would surprise me by jumping out as if she were about to catch me in the act of disobeying her.

​When the water stopped running and she stepped out with one towel wrapped around her head and another around her body, I let out a sigh of relief, thinking that we would be finished. But instead, she took a seat at the vanity and began working on her makeup while glancing at me through the mirror often. It felt like close to an hour passed where I continued walking on the treadmill while Karen dressed herself, worked on her makeup, and did her hair like she was meeting royalty. I couldn’t remember the last time she had worked so hard on her appearance, and I was incredibly frustrated that she was forcing me to endure so much pain to my feet.

​As she stepped over to the treadmill in an elegant floor-length dress and stiletto sandals, I felt like I could break down crying at any moment. This no longer felt like a fantasy, and I hoped like hell that she would finally let me be finished.

“Wow, you did just over four miles.” Karen said enthusiastically. “Would you like to rest now?”

After nodding my head aggressively, she turned off the treadmill and allowed me to step off.


Chapter 7

​When Karen temporarily unclasped the leash from my collar so she could untie it from the treadmill’s handrail, my legs felt like mush and my feet ached worse than ever before. Even during weeklong crossdressing binges where I wore high heels almost nonstop, I still allowed myself occasional breaks. But today had been different. Although my mind remained defiant and desperately wanted to fight back while I was temporarily unleashed, my exhausted body refused to cooperate. With my head lowered in defeat, I remained quiet and submissive as she clipped the leash back onto my collar and led me out into the hallway.

“With this new arrangement, it would be highly inappropriate for you to sleep in my bedroom. So I got you all set up in the guest bedroom.” Karen stated. “Or I guess we could call it ‘the maid’s quarters’…You know what, I like that much better.”

​When Karen led me into ‘the maid’s quarters’ and showed me what she had done, I furrowed my eyebrows and became confused. The room was hardly recognizable from the last time I had been inside it, but that was likely months ago. Despite walking past the room every morning on my way down the stairs, I paid no attention to the apparent work that had been done while I was working at my office.

“I’ve been getting this all set up for months now.” Karen explained. “And since you never come in here, you didn’t even notice or think twice that I painted the room pink and changed out the furniture.”

As I looked around the room, I took it in for the first time with a frightened demeanor.

“You see, now that you are going to be my sissy maid, I had to get you your own queen-sized bed for you to sleep in. Because you obviously won’t be sleeping in my room anymore,” Karen explained. “Over there, I have your vanity all set up, so that you can do your makeup each morning, and sometimes in the evening, if it’s a special occasion.”

Although I recognized a lot of my makeup supplies on the vanity, it appeared that Karen had filled out the collection and added to it.

“And in here…” Karen said while opening one of the drawers of the dresser. “This is where all your panties and bras will be kept. I have them organized based on color and cup size. Because even though those melons are nice and all,” Karen said while squeezing my fake breasts. “I might want my maid to have a more natural look sometimes. So these smaller cup sizes will come in handy since a bra will be part of your daily uniform.”

Looking over the contents of the drawer, I was surprised by how many sets of underwear were inside. Although I recognized several pairs, it appeared that she had also filled out my underwear collection with items she had purchased.

“And in this drawer, you have your hosiery. Stockings, tights, and not a single pair of socks…Women obviously wear socks, but from what I understand about sissies, they don’t really do socks.” Karen stated. “Anyway, you’ve probably already noticed that I added to your wardrobe while I was out shopping…which brings us to the closet next…”
When Karen opened the closet door, my eyes went wide, and I stared in disbelief.

“I took the liberty of picking up a few more maid’s uniforms in your size. You had a few dresses and skirts that were kind of cute, but I threw those away with your other clothes.” Karen explained. “Because I want you in the sissy maid mindset at all times from now on. Just like those hypnosis videos tell you, which you apparently love to watch, your only purpose from now on is to serve and stay horny. I shouldn’t have even let you cum when I got home, but I needed to get that little cock cage locked onto you somehow.”
As I stared at the closet with over a dozen maid’s uniforms hung up in various colors and designs, Karen continued explaining my new expected role in the home.
“From now on, there will be no more cumming and no more talking back. You will be my obedient little sissy maid, and until you understand that, you will stay in these serving chains. Even when you sleep…” Karen said before smiling. “And speaking of, let me show you how that will work.”

​After closing the closet doors, she led me to the queen-sized bed with a light pink flowery comforter. Although she forced me to lie down on top of it, I did not fight her because my feet were still sore from walking on the treadmill for miles. Once I was on my back, lying in the center of the bed, she continued speaking at me.

“With that collar locked on, I can attach this chain from the metal headboard on the top, and then I can attach this other chain to your ankles from the metal piece here at the bottom.” Karen explained while securing my collar to the metal headboard with one chain and connecting my ankle cuff chain to the bottom of the bed with another chain, as she had stated. “And when I’m done…you won’t be able to escape, or hardly move. Isn’t that wonderful?”

​Looking at her with an unamused look, I bit down on my gag and moaned in response.

“Now that you’re comfortable, I’m going to let you rest for a while.” Karen informed, to my dismay. Although I struggled against my bondage and the chains keeping me stuck on my back in bed, Karen backed out of the room and turned off the lights. “I have to run out and meet up with someone. But make sure you get your beauty rest, because you have a big day ahead of you tomorrow. It’s your first day on duty as my sissy maid! So rest up those pretty little feet of yours, because you are going to be on your heels all day tomorrow…and every other day from now on.”

As she closed the door and left me alone, I kept waiting for her to announce that she was just joking and that the game was over.

‘She wouldn’t actually leave me tied to a bed in this outfit all night, would she?’ I thought to myself. ‘I mean, it’s only seven o’clock?’

But as I listened to her high heels step down the stairs, the garage door open, and her car eventually pull out, I was met with the stark reality that maybe this wasn’t a game after all. Maybe she was being serious about this whole thing. Maybe she actually expected her husband of five years to transform overnight into her obedient sissy maid. And with no arousal present, that thought chilled me to the bone.


Chapter 8

​Having nothing to do and nowhere to go, I stared at the ceiling for over an hour before I eventually closed my eyes. With each passing minute, hope continued to wither away that she would return home to release me, and I was growing increasingly anxious about the situation I found myself in. As a closeted crossdresser, I loved letting my inner sissy out to explore my feminine side and act out my fantasies. However, there was another side of myself that had been carefully crafted to navigate the outside world.

​Friends, family, and colleagues could never understand what it was like to live a double life. To keep such a massive secret buried beneath layers of fear and anxiety. No one in the outside world would ever understand the inner turmoil I had experienced and continued to experience, which is why it felt necessary to keep two sides of myself separate and contained. But now, it felt like all the walls that I had created over the years were being demolished in a single night.

​If the garbage truck rolled up to my driveway the next morning and carried away all my male clothes, in a way it would be carrying away a part of myself that still desired to be seen as a male in my day-to-day life. And since my arousal had been drained out of me, it felt like the masculine side of me was working tirelessly to formulate a plan, which could salvage my male image. Although there were no plans that came to mind as my brain raced deep into the night, I was determined not to give up.

​After what felt like hours of lying on my back while awaiting Karen’s return, my eyes shot open to the sound of the garage door opening. As I let out a loud sigh of relief, I wiggled around in bed to readjust the way I was lying down. Because of the ‘serving chains’, as Karen called them, it was incredibly difficult to get comfortable. The chain dug into my back, and my hands were tired of remaining in the same position. Even the leg cuffs were getting uncomfortable because they did not allow me to spread my legs or bend my knees because of how they were fastened to the bed.

​As I listened to the garage door close, followed by footsteps walking up the stairs, I furrowed my eyebrows and became anxious. There were clearly two sets of feet walking up to the second level, and one sounded much heavier than the other. With my head turned to the side, I stared at the bedroom door as two people stepped into the master bedroom and closed the door behind them. Feeling like I had a second wind of energy, I began moaning loudly into my gag and pulling against my restraints with all my strength. Although it made no difference in getting myself free, it got the attention of Karen.

​After listening to her high heels clicking across the floor down the hallway, I squinted my eyes when she opened the door and light poured in. Unable to look directly at her, I continued moaning as she closed the door behind her and stepped close to the bed.

“What is it, you stupid little sissy?” She asked, sounding glazed and inebriated.

With the gag in my mouth, I continued to moan and whine while pulling against my restraints.

“What did I tell you…about…being…submissive or whatever…” Karen said while wagging her finger at me. “Now be quiet, and maybe I’ll take your gag out in like…ten minutes…Or, make it a half an hour…Maybe an hour? I don’t know, just shut up and I’ll get it when I’m done…”

Feeling unsatisfied with her response, I continued moaning loudly.

“Don’t ruin this for me…” Karen said in an aggressive tone while stumbling back and forth next to the bed. As she reached down to grab my privates, like she had done earlier, she lost her balance and accidentally hit my exposed testicles beneath the chastity cage. Pulling upward against the restraints, I let out a loud moan of pain in response.

“Well…sorry…but serves you right.” Karen said while stumbling backward. “Are you done? Or do you need more?”

Shaking my head no violently, I laid back and became very quiet. 
“Good, sissy. Now, be quiet.”

​As I watched her stroll out of the room and close the door behind her, I let out a soft whine of dissatisfaction. I had no idea who she had spent the evening with, nor did I know who was in the master bedroom with her. And if it wasn’t already clear enough what was about to happen, there was not a doubt in my mind when I heard Karen begin making sensual moans of pleasure a few minutes later in the bedroom.

​Since we had been married, we had slept with each other a countless number of times. However, I had never heard her make noises like she did while I was locked up as a sissy maid in the bedroom down the hall.

‘Is she doing that on purpose to make me angry?’ I thought to myself. ‘What if no one is in there with her and she is playing games with me? Or what if it’s one of her girlfriends spending the night because she didn’t want to drive home…I bet that’s it…’

As the sounds of passionate lovemaking echoed throughout the house over the next hour, it became harder and harder to remain in denial with each passing minute. The longer I lay there restrained and helpless, the more it felt as though my masculinity was being chipped away piece by piece, leaving me simmering with frustration and rage. Regardless of whatever game Karen was playing in the master bedroom, I was exhausted, emotionally overwhelmed, and completely finished with the humiliating sissy maid role-play for the night.

​When the moans of pleasure and the thumping of the bed finally subsided, I bit down on the gag and tensed my muscles against my restraints. Although I hoped that I would be released within a few minutes, my release did not come that night. In Karen’s inebriated state of mind, she had apparently passed out cold and forgot to come back to check on me. While I remained subdued as her pink sissy maid with a full bladder, Karen slept comfortably down the hall with an unknown guest. Even though I wanted to moan and throw a fit to wake her up, I couldn’t take any more pain to my privates.

‘Why does she keep squeezing my balls?’ I thought to myself. ‘That barely even comes up in the captions and stories I read…But, I guess it does come up sometimes when sissies are really disobedient. But usually it only happens a couple of times…I guess maybe it’s because the sissies usually fall into line quickly. And sometimes they don’t even need to be punished or trained at all because they beg to be a sissy maid…’

​As my mind stirred deep into the night, I struggled to fall asleep on account of how uncomfortable I was. Even though I closed my eyes and tried to rest for long periods of time, it felt like I never entered a deep sleep. Between how uncomfortable my body felt and how active my mind continued to be, the sun arose before I could properly rest.

​When I heard a set of heavy footsteps exit the master bedroom and walk down the stairs early in the morning, my eyes shot wide open and I stared at the bedroom door separating me from the hallway. Upon hearing the mysterious person step out the front door and leave, I pulled against my restraints and began moaning loudly again. Although I started soft and low, my moans quickly ramped up and became loud enough to get Karen’s attention. Although I could hear her get up and start her morning routine, she left me restrained for close to an hour before finally checking on me.


Chapter 9

​With a bladder that felt like it was about to burst, I breathed heavily and waited anxiously for Karen to step into the room. When she finally opened the door and walked over to me in a pair of leggings and a white t-shirt, I let out a sigh of relief and closed my eyes.

“There’s my little sissy maid. Are you ready to start your day?” Karen asked.

Feeling like I was on the brink of tears after the night I had been through, I nodded my head in the affirmative.

“Now, before I let you out, there are a few things we need to go over…” Karen explained. “I am going to release you from the gag, but that does not mean you can say anything you want…or really anything at all. If your language does not sound like something a sissy maid would say, I’m locking this gag right back in your mouth, got it?”

Although I didn’t appreciate the way she was speaking to me, I felt like I would agree to anything in order to be let go.

“Also, these serving chains are going to stay on you today as punishment for how you acted last night. You almost ruined my orgasm…but you didn’t.” Karen said with a smile. “Your pathetic little thing never made me go like that. And thanks to…well, you don’t need to know his name right now. But thanks to him, I am in a much better mood this morning. So I would like to show you some kindness.”

As Karen revealed a vibrator that she was hiding behind her back, I furrowed my eyebrows. Once it was turned on, she pressed it against my chastity cage, which caused me to squirm and squeal.

“Now remember, sissies don’t cum. But they perform better when they are on edge and ready to leak,” Karen said while lifting my skirt to check how swollen my member was.

“While we’re having fun with this, I’ll explain your duties.” Karen informed. “You will clean the countertops, vacuum the whole house, do the laundry, clean the bathrooms, serve me my meals when I am home, and do anything else that I feel a sissy maid should do. When you are on duty, I never want to see you sitting down. You will always be on your heels, ready to serve me or anyone else who comes over. Understand sissy?”

With a high-pitched moan emanating from me, I nodded my head in agreement. Although there was a chastity cage locked around my penis, the vibrations were still stimulating my member and arousing me.

“If you fail to perform your duties or do not perform up to my expectations, I will put you in the serving chains for as long as I deem fit. If you talk back or do not sound like a submissive sissy maid, I will lock the gag on for as long as I feel like it. Got it, sissy?”
While nodding my head again, my moans continued to become even higher pitched as an orgasm neared my tip.

“And lastly, if you try anything, like running away or try to overpower me, I have a failsafe. In my phone, which is locked with a complex passcode that you would never guess, I have an email setup to send out to all your contacts, coworkers, friends, and family, which shows you masterbating and prancing around like the little sissy you are. If you want to keep those embarrassing images from seeing the light of day, I will need to cancel the email each night at a time that I will not tell you. Do you understand? I own you. I hold all the power. And you are my bitch forever.”

Feeling like I could explode at any second, I nodded my head aggressively and moaned loudly. With an orgasm within reach, I tensed my body and prepared for a sweet release. However, Karen pulled the vibrator away and turned it off abruptly.

“I’d say you’re sufficiently aroused.” She said with a smile. “I’m going to let you stew in it for a few minutes, then I’ll let you out so you can start your duties.”

Staring at her with wide eyes, I pleaded nonverbally for her to let me finish. But she walked away anyway.

​With a swollen member that was aching for a release, I laid back in bed feeling incredibly frustrated while Karen stepped out for a few minutes. Although a lot was spoken while I was being teased with the vibrator, I understood every word. She held all the cards, and I was powerless to fight back against her will. If I tried, she would ruin my reputation as a male with everyone I knew and had ever met. Although that should have been what scared me into obeying her, it felt like the sissy side of me was unlocked once again by the arousal stirred up by the vibrator, and I was actually excited to step back into the sissy maid persona.

​The switch that had flipped the previous day after my arousal had faded seemed to flip right back the moment excitement began building inside me again. As long as I remained aroused, the desire to dress and behave like a sissy maid came rushing back with overwhelming intensity. Even though my feet still ached from spending hours in high heels, and despite how furious I had been with Karen only the night before, those emotions had now been overtaken by excitement, arousal, and an almost desperate longing to present myself as a feminized sissy maid once again. However, the moment I heard the garbage truck pull up outside the house, reality briefly came crashing back down on me, and my stomach sank at the thought of my male clothes being hauled away forever. But as I shifted beneath the fabric of my maid’s dress, rubbed my stocking-clad legs together, and glanced down at the massive breasts rising and falling against my chest, the excitement and arousal quickly overtook my thoughts once again.

‘What is wrong with me…why am I liking this so much now?’ I thought to myself. ‘They are taking away my entire male wardrobe right now. All I have left are panties, bras…tights…stockings, that feel so wonderful to wear…and maid’s dresses, that make me look really cute…and now I get to wear makeup every day, I guess…and wear beautiful wigs…and actually live the life of a sissy maid…Okay, that sounds like a dream come true…’

​When Karen came back into the room to check on me, my sissy side was firmly in the driver’s seat of my consciousness, and I felt ready to serve. However, even though I was still aroused, I was no longer on the cusp of an orgasm, where I could explode at any second. Instead, I was in the same perpetually aroused state that allowed my sissy side to remain free to crossdress for multiple days as long as I wasn’t drained.

​Once the gag was unlocked and removed from my mouth, I stretched my jaw and turned my head from side to side. It was extremely uncomfortable to be gagged and tied up for an entire night, and I was determined for that not become the new normal. Although she released me from the bed, she kept the serving chains locked on while she helped me stand on my high heels.

​After being guided down the hallway to the master bedroom, Karen led me by the leash over to the window by the treadmill. When Karen pointed to the garbage truck, which was driving away with all my male clothes, a mixture of excitement and fear stirred inside of me.

“It’s gone.” Karen stated. “What do you have to say about that?”

‘That’s it…there’s no going back.’ I thought. ‘I’m kind of scared…but I’m also excited for some reason. Because there’s no way in hell I’m stepping out of the house in any of those outfits in the closet. So I guess I’m stuck in maid’s uniforms for now.’

After thinking about how she would want me to respond, I spoke in a high-pitched, breathy voice like a true sissy maid.

“I’m so excited to serve as your sissy maid.” I stated before putting my head down.

With a smile on her face, she responded. “That’s a good sissy.”


Chapter 10

​After being allowed to sit on the toilet to pee, Karen led me back to the maid’s quarters to fix up my makeup. Since the serving chains would not allow me to reach upward past my breast, Karen sat me down at the vanity where she reapplied my lip makeup and touched up the rest of my face.

“Don’t get used to this,” Karen stated. “You’ll be doing your own makeup every morning as long as you behave and don’t make me put these serving chains on you…”

“Yes, Mistress.” I said submissively.

Pleased with my comment, Karen responded. “You’re taking to this quicker than I thought.”

“I have been practicing for a long time, Mistress.”
“How long?” She questioned, while working on my mascara.

“I don’t know? Since I was little…”

“How little?”
“Like before I was a teenager?”

“Why didn’t you ever tell me about this?” Karen asked while touching up my eye makeup.

“Because I was scared, Mistress. I never told anybody, and I didn’t know how you would take it.”

“That’s still no excuse for lying to me…” Karen said with a tinge of anger coming out.

“I know. And I’m truly sorry. I had no idea you would be open to something like this…”
“Well, as long as we both get what we want…I’m okay with it.”

“You’re getting what you want?” I asked.

“Yeah…” Karen responded. “Who hasn’t fantasized about having a personal maid? And with the way I felt last night because of…”

“Because of who?” I asked.

“I ask the questions, sissy…”

“Okay, Mistress.” I said while putting my head down.

“I won’t be celibate.” Karen stated. “It might be your fantasy to have your genitals locked up so that you can’t use them, but that isn’t my fantasy.”

“Well, in those sissy fantasies, they usually find…other ways to go…”

“Oh, I am well aware of that.” Karen said, while shaking her head. “You jerked off to that shit more than anything else.”

Putting my head down in embarrassment, I remained silent.

“Have you ever done that?” She asked.

“Not with a guy!” I said defensively.

“No, but with something else?” Karen asked. “You actually like sticking things…up there?”

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

“And you orgasm from that…”

“Yes, Mistress. I have a few times, but it took a lot of practice.”

After rolling her eyes and shaking her head, she responded. “I’m glad you’re finally being honest with me.”

​Once my makeup was presentable again, Karen led me downstairs to the main level and ordered me to begin my duties as her sissy maid. Although I wasn’t yet expected to prepare meals on my own, since my cooking skills apparently failed to meet her standards, I was still expected to serve her dishes, clean the kitchen, and assist while learning from her as she cooked.

​When we finally sat down at the table for breakfast, I quickly realized how difficult it would be to eat with my arms restrained the way they were. And because Karen insisted that I remain “ladylike” with my back arched and posture proper, feeding myself became nearly impossible. After finishing her own meal, she eventually fed me while I sat there restrained, humiliated, and trying not to dwell on how natural the entire situation was beginning to feel.

“You’re lucky I’m in such a good mood this morning.” Karen stated. “Because I will not be feeding you after today…Nor will you be allowed to sit for breakfast. A true sissy maid will stay on her heels and eat quickly while she isn’t busy. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.” I responded. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Once we were finished with breakfast, Karen ordered me to rise to my high heels and begin my duties by cleaning the kitchen.

​Standing watchfully nearby, Karen remained close to me throughout the day and criticized nearly every task I completed. It felt as though I couldn’t do anything correctly during that first day, and she seemed to have a very specific way that everything was supposed to be done. Even something as simple as standing beside her while she lounged on the couch watching television had to be done properly. Although I was aware it likely came from captions and stories that she found out I was reading, I was required to stand in the proper sissy maid pose. With my feet together, my back arched, my chest pushed outward, my head down, my lips parted slightly, and my ears attentive to an order, I stood in the humiliating pose for hours at a time. And even though I would also be required to keep my arms behind my back and crossed when the serving chains were not locked on, that was impossible because of how I remained subdued.

​By the time Karen was ready to lie down to sleep later in the evening, I felt exhausted; my feet were incredibly sore from standing in high heels all day, and my eyes could barely stay open. Since I had not slept more than an hour the previous night, because of the serving chains and gag locked onto me, I was relieved when she finally allowed me to lie down to sleep. But when Karen told me that I would have to endure the serving chains one more night, I struggled to keep myself composed.

“I will release you tomorrow.” Karen explained. “But I want you to fully understand how you will be punished and just how uncomfortable it will be if you are not an obedient, attentive, and proactive sissy maid.”

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

“Now lie down so I can lock you up for the night.”

“Are you going to gag me too, Mistress?”

“You haven’t given me a reason to today, so that will not be necessary.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“But once those serving chains are removed, I will expect you to start curtsying when you thank me, greet me, receive an order, or even step into the same room as me. But we’ll let that slide until tomorrow.” Karen stated.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Although it felt incredibly awkward, I attempted to motion a curtsy. But with the serving chains locked on, and the cuffs keeping my feet from spreading more than a foot, I nearly fell over.

“I appreciate the effort, but save it until tomorrow.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”

​Once I was lying down in bed with my collar secured to the headboard by a chain and my leg cuffs secured to the base of the bed with another chain, Karen left me alone for the night. Although it still felt strange to sleep in a separate room from my wife of five years, it had a way of cementing my role as her sissy maid. There was no ambiguity as to what the new dynamics would be going forward, and I couldn’t believe that this had actually become my new reality.

​Even though my feet were sore from wearing high heels all day and I had become quite sweaty while on duty, the perpetual arousal masked my negative feelings and enhanced my positive ones. Although I would typically shower before bed, slip into something comfortable, and surf social media on my phone until I passed out, the current situation was much more exhilarating. It felt like my mind was trapped in a state where the only thing that mattered was presenting as the ideal sissy maid and winning over the approval and affection of my new mistress. Despite the fact that she was likely sleeping with someone else, that was no longer a concern for a sissy maid. With my male persona buried for the entire day and likely gone for the foreseeable future, it seemed that this new side of me was here to stay.


Chapter 11

​Although it felt impossible to sleep the previous night, I managed to rest my eyes for a few hours on the second night while tied down to the bed. Perhaps I got used to the serving chains, or maybe I was so exhausted from a lack of sleep, but I actually felt well-rested when Karen checked on me the following morning. Greeting her with a smile on my face, it felt like I was waking up to a dream come true, as I was still dressed and made up as her pink sissy maid.

“Okay sissy. It’s been two days in that outfit, so it’s time you showered and changed. As long as you behave and don’t force me to lock you up again, you will wear a new uniform each morning. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.” I responded.

“We aren’t going to have any problems, are we?”

“Definitely not, Mistress.” I said sincerely.

​After being unlocked from the chains and released from the collar, Karen began her workout while I picked out a new outfit and brought it with me to the bathroom connected to the master bedroom. However, before I stepped inside, Karen stopped me.

“What do you think you’re doing?” She asked while walking on the treadmill.

“Showering like you told me to, Mistress?” I responded.

“Not in there…That’s my bathroom. You use the one downstairs.”
“The guest bathroom in the hall?” I asked.

“Yes. You are a guest in my house, are you not?”

“I guess so, Mistress.”

“Run along and don’t take all morning.”

​After giving a quick curtsy, I scampered out of the master bedroom and hurried down the stairs to the main level. Upon stepping into the guest bathroom, I stripped down naked until the only thing still on me was the chastity cage.

‘Can I really shower with this thing on?’ I thought to myself.

Right on cue, I could hear a knock on the door as I turned on the shower.
“Yes?” I said while opening the door.

“Since this is your first shower with that thing locked on, I wanted to go over a couple of things.” Karen informed.

Nodding my head, I listened to what she had to say.

“I’ve done some research on the long-term wear of a chastity cage, and in order for it to work, you will need to follow a couple of simple steps.” Karen explained. “Make sure you use the high-pressure setting on the shower nozzle to really clean between the bars of the cage, but only use soap and water to clean it. When you’re finished, make sure it is completely dry. As long as it fits properly and there isn’t any numbness, it should be okay for you to wear for the foreseeable future.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And I brought a special lock that won’t be affected by the water. So you shouldn’t have anything to worry about.” Karen informed. “This is on you. If you don’t take care of it properly, you could end up in a hospital.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Now hurry along and make sure you shave yourself completely. I never want to see another hair on your body ever again, unless it’s on top of your head.” Karen ordered. “Maybe once you grow your hair out, we can stop with those wigs.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Although I wasn’t wearing a dress or skirt, I motioned a curtsy anyway.

While rolling her eyes and smirking, Karen stepped out and left me alone.

​After stepping into the shower, I made sure to follow her orders by cleaning my cage properly and shaving my entire body with the supplies that Karen had left for me. Once I was finished, I stepped out of the shower and exercised extra care by drying my chastity cage completely. Upon feeling that it was sufficiently dry, I began dressing in the uniform I had brought down with me.

​Beginning with a pair of matching red lacy panties, I slid them up my legs before bringing the breast form breastplate over my head. With the G cup boobs hanging from my chest, I fastened the matching red lacy push-up bra behind me and continued by rolling a pair of fishnet stockings up my legs. Once the stockings were attached to a garter belt that I slipped around my waist, I brought a classic black and white maid’s dress over my body and zipped it up my back. After the delicate white apron was tied around my waist, I tiptoed out of the bathroom with my soiled clothes in hand.

​Upon stepping into the maid’s quarters, I dropped my dirty uniform in the hamper before grabbing a pair of pointed-toe stiletto heels with an ankle strap. Even though the shoes had a five-inch heel with no platform, they did not feel too high because my feet were larger than the average woman’s. After strolling over to the vanity with my hips swinging, I took a seat and began working on my makeup for just under an hour. Since this was the first time I knew that I was doing my makeup to present to my mistress, I took extra care and made sure to create as sensual a female look as possible.

​By the time I was finished with my hair and makeup, I looked and felt like a different person. The dark makeup around my eyes, with fake lashes glued on, gave me an alluring gaze. My red-painted lips with shiny gloss finishing them gave me an utterly kissable look. A combination of liquids and powders around my face created a flawlessly feminine appearance. And even my eyebrows aided in cementing my sissy maid form. Once I grabbed the sissy maid collar from the bed and locked it around my neck to cover the transition from silicone to my skin, all signs pointed toward me being a convincing sissy maid, or possibly even a woman.

​With my chastity cage hidden beneath the puffed-out skirt of the maid’s dress, I stood in front of the mirror feeling proud of how I looked. Because of the arousal that was still present, my male persona was buried and could only watch in silence as I pranced downstairs to present myself to my mistress. When I found Karen in the kitchen, I stepped next to her with confidence and immediately began helping prepare breakfast. Although I had never worked in the kitchen while presenting as a male, because of stupid stereotypes that lived in the male part of my brain, the sissy side of myself was eager to learn and serve.

​Throughout the morning and afternoon, it felt like I was in perfect stride with my mistress. I stayed by her side when she needed me, performed chores around the house when she didn’t require my presence, and even stood by her side in the proper sissy maid stance while she watched TV. Everything was perfect…until there was a knock on the door.


Chapter 12

​Staring down the hall with my heart thumping in my chest, I cringed and bit my lip after Karen spoke.

“Would you be a darling and go answer that?” Karen asked.

“Answer…the door…Mistress?” I said while curtsying with wobbly knees and shaking hands.

“Yes, I told my date to come over early so that he could meet you.” 
“Your date…wants to meet me?”

“Yes?” Karen responded while rolling her eyes. “Are you going to repeat everything I say, or are you going to answer the door?”

“But…I…”
“Do I need to get the gag back out? And the serving chains?” Karen asked in a cold tone. “I think you would be much more embarrassed to answer the door like that…”

“That would be even more embarrassing…” I responded.

“I already told you, the only way this is going to work is if we both get what we want. Now go, sissy!”

​Upon hearing Karen raise her voice, I jumped before immediately giving another curtsy with my head lowered. Although the walk from the living room to the front door was only a short one, it felt as though it took an eternity to reach it. With every small, delicate step, my heart pounded harder against my chest while my breathing quickened, as though I had been running for miles. My palms became slick with sweat, my eyes twitched nervously, and my legs felt like mush beneath me as I took the final few steps toward the door and placed a trembling hand on the handle.

​After taking one last deep breath, I slowly opened the door and revealed myself to the outside world for the very first time. The moment I saw who was standing on the other side, my mouth fell open in shock, and I felt physically incapable of uttering a single word.

“Wow, I guess she really wasn’t kidding…” Brad stated with a surprised look on his face.

Paralyzed with fear and anxiety, I stayed frozen in place with my hand on the door.

“Can I come inside?” He asked.

With my body tense and my vocal cords feeling stiff, I nodded my head in the affirmative. After my broad-shouldered boss stepped inside the house, I closed the door and gestured for him to follow me down the hall to the living room.

​Although I had felt confident in my femininity only moments earlier, the instant the front door opened, I became painfully aware of everything I was wearing and the exact image I was presenting. With the skirt of my dress ending at the tops of my stockings, my fake breasts pushed up prominently by my bra, my dark and alluring makeup framing my face, and my high heels accentuating my fishnet-clad legs, I felt utterly humiliated as a man. However, even though my masculine side tried to resurface beneath the feminine exterior I was presenting, my submissive sissy mindset quickly took over again the moment Karen addressed me.

“Thank you, my little sissy maid.” Karen said, while giving me a swat on the butt when I stepped next to her on the couch. “Would you be a doll and fetch us both something to drink?”

After giving a delicate curtsy, I nodded my head.

“Yes…” I said before clearing my throat and trying again in a breathier, more feminine voice. “What would you like?”
“Why don’t you take Brad’s order first?”

With my head down, I turned toward Brad and motioned a curtsy. However, after finishing the curtsy, I became self-conscious of the fact that I had curtsied for my boss while dressed as a hyper-feminized sissy maid.

“What…can I get…for you?”

“Master…” Karen chimed in. 
After whipping my head in her direction, I tilted my chin upward and bent my knees slightly. Straightening back into the proper sissy maid posture once again, I answered with slightly more confidence.

“What can I get for you, Master?”

“That really won’t be necessary…” He responded.

“It is for her.” Karen interjected. “Ask her for anything.” 
“Fine, I guess I’ll have a glass of water.” He said before strolling over to the couch and sitting beside Karen.

“Fetch me a glass of wine.” Karen ordered. “Okay, sissy maid?”

“Yes, Mistress.” I responded before giving another curtsy.

​As I stepped into the kitchen and began preparing their drinks, I couldn’t help listening in on their conversation.

“I told you, she won’t be a problem.” Karen stated.

“I guess not…” Brad responded while continuing to stare in my direction in disbelief. “I just…I had no idea he was into this sort of thing? I thought…”

“She…” Karen corrected.

“I’m sorry?” 
“Sissy’s pronouns are always feminine. It helps them stay in the right state of mind.”

“Okay?” Brad responded. “I had no idea that she was into this sort of thing. She seemed like any other guy at the office…”

“I had no idea either until I started watching what she did on the internet. Apparently, she has been living a secret life for years.” Karen informed.

“If she has been sneaking around behind your back and ‘betrayed your trust’ like you said, then why keep her around? Why not just kick her out of the house?”

“Well, to be honest, this kind of started as a way to have some fun and get a little revenge for what she did. You should have seen how embarrassed she was when I walked in on her made up and dressed in a pink maid uniform. And to top it off, I even got her to tie herself up so she couldn’t run away.” Karen explained. “That picture will live in my brain forever…”

​As I finished pouring a glass of wine, I couldn’t help rolling my eyes and shaking my head at her comment. After grabbing a glass of water, I stepped back into the living room to serve my mistress and apparent new master.

“Here you go, Mistress.” I said while handing her the glass of wine.

“And for you, Master.” I said while handing the cup of water to Brad.

“Thank you, sissy.” Karen responded. After turning her body toward Brad while they sat on the couch together, she continued.

“You see, once I saw how much she genuinely adored dressing up and acting like a sissy maid, my heart softened.” Karen explained. “Even though we’re done as husband and wife, there is a part of me that doesn’t want to give up on her. We will never be lovers again like we used to be, but that doesn’t mean we can’t both be happy and get what we want…”

While standing close to the couch in the sissy maid stance, my eyes went wide as I watched Karen put her hand on Brad’s crotch. As she unbuttoned his pants and unzipped them, I turned my eyes down to the floor and stared at my high heels.

“Ever since that weekend in Cabo together last spring, I knew that you were the only one who could fill me and make me feel whole. You’re so sweet and funny, and you have, like, the best dick.” Karen said with a giggle.

‘What the hell did she say? I’m standing right here? Doesn’t she know that? Or she just doesn’t care…’ I thought to myself. ‘I can’t believe she went to Mexico with Brad last April when she told me she was going with her girlfriends…Has she really been sleeping with him for that long?!’

Although I was furious on the inside, I knew better than to wear my emotions on my sleeve. There was no way that I was about to get into an argument with my wife and my boss while I was dressed and made up like a sissy maid, especially when she was still holding a piece of blackmail over me. With my head down, I gritted my teeth and stayed silent as they continued talking.

“It has been incredible being with you for the last nine months. I never thought I could feel this way about another person. Especially after I divorced my psycho ex-wife,” Brad stated. “But something about this still feels weird to me…I mean, how are we supposed to start a life together with her still around?”

‘It’s weird for him?!’ I thought. ‘I’m serving my boss while dressed and made up like a sissy maid!’

“I can assure you, she won’t be any trouble,” Karen informed. “With all the dirt I have on her, she will be the most well-behaved little sissy you’re ever seen.”

“Seeing how embarrassed she looked on Thursday when I pointed at her bra under her white shirt, I know she’ll want to keep all this a secret.” Brad said in agreement. “I just don’t know how she’ll be able to go from that scared little sissy I saw in my office to an obedient maid that will serve us?”
When I glanced upward and saw Brad pointing at me, I cowered and looked back down at my high heels again.

“She has no choice. I threw away all her other clothes, so the only things left for her to wear are these maid uniforms. Not that she would want to wear anything else anyway. I still don’t understand her obsession with the sissy maid fetish…”

“I don’t get it either…”

​As they continued talking about me as if I were just another object in the room, I couldn’t help feeling a mixture of emotions that included anxiety, fear, anger, and, surprisingly, excitement. Although I was distraught to hear that my wife had been sleeping with another man for roughly nine months, I was thankful that she was not giving up on me and that she wanted to keep me around as her sissy maid. Even though this was not exactly the way I had envisioned my sissy maid fantasy, it was still a dream come true in many ways. However, there was still a part of myself buried deep within that felt betrayed and like it wanted revenge. But that masculine part of me was likely to stay buried for the foreseeable future.

“Oh sissy, I’m finished.” Karen announced.

​After mincing over to her on the couch, I took Karen’s glass from her hand while Brad guzzled his glass of water down. Once he handed his glass to me as well, I brought both to the sink, where I washed them immediately. As I turned around to walk back over to Karen and Brad on the couch to see if they needed anything else, I froze in place and watched in shock as they began kissing passionately. Although both were clearly enjoying themselves, it appeared that Karen was initiating the romance by crawling on top of Brad and sitting on his lap.


Chapter 13

​While standing a few feet from the couch in the required sissy maid stance, I felt incredibly conflicted. The masculine side of myself was attempting to claw its way to the driver’s seat of my brain to stop my wife from making love to another man, but the sissy side of myself was far too afraid and submissive to step in. Although it was difficult to see Karen pulling Brad’s shirt off while he felt up her chest, I was powerless to do anything about it. Karen held all the power over me, and she was wielding it in a way that made me feel small, submissive, and inferior to both her and her lover.

​When Karen began to moan loudly, on account of Brad’s fingers finding their way between her legs, I turned my back toward them and closed my eyes. Although I wanted to leave the room, Karen had been crystal clear that I should remain close by and ready for an order at all times as a sissy maid. Not wanting to draw any attention to myself, I remained motionless just a few feet from the couch.

​As Karen slid off Brad’s lap and began pulling his pants down, I glanced over my shoulder and made eye contact with Brad for a moment. But I quickly turned my vision away.

“Should we take this upstairs?” Brad asked. 
“Why? It’s my house? I can fuck whoever I want, wherever I want…” Karen stated. “Isn’t that right, sissy maid?”

Although there was a range of emotions causing inner turmoil, I bit my lip and answered appropriately with a curtsy. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Still…he’s right there…” Brad said with annoyance in his voice.

“She…” Karen snapped. 
“Whatever. She’s right there,” Brad stated.

“I don’t care?” Karen responded. “If you move in, she’s going to see us doing it at some point anyway.”

“Um…we didn’t decide who would move in with who yet…”
“I thought we both agreed that we couldn’t live downtown?”

“Yeah, but that doesn’t mean we have to live here?”

“Whatever, we’ll talk about it over dinner. Just fuck me already.”

​As Karen bent over the back of the couch with her bottom presented, Brad stepped behind her before guiding himself between her legs. At his entrance, she let out an obnoxiously loud moan that caused me to turn and glance at them. However, when I made eye contact with Brad again during their lovemaking session, we both became uncomfortable. After turning back around quickly, I put my head down and tried to block out the sounds coming from my wife and her lover.

​Over the following fifteen minutes, where I remained standing in the proper sissy maid stance, Karen’s moans became progressively louder until she was practically screaming at the top of her lungs. She had never made such noises during our five years of marriage, and I couldn’t help feeling inadequate and like more and more of a failure as a male the longer it continued. With each passing minute, where she moaned with pleasure and called out Brad’s name, it felt like the masculine side of me was being beaten to a pulp, and the only thing it could do was hide deep within my consciousness. And the more my masculine side receded, the more my sissy side was taking a permanent hold.

​When Karen called out and asked me to grab her a glass of wine, I closed my eyes tightly, bit my lip, and gave a curtsy before following her order. Upon mincing over to the countertop, where the bottle of wine was left, I poured another glass and brought it to Karen. Although she was bent over the couch at a ninety-degree angle with Brad bouncing into her bottom, she took the glass and sipped it as if she were relaxing on a beach. With a glazed smile on her face, and her eyes half closed, she began ramping up to another climax right before my eyes.

​With my sissy maid persona firmly in control, I looked down at Karen softly. While keeping my focus entirely on her, I couldn’t help feeling happy for my mistress, because she was being satisfied in ways that I apparently never could on my own. Even if my member were not locked in a chastity cage, it could not grow as long or wide as Brad’s cock, nor could I wield it the way he used his. Although the male side of myself felt inadequate and like a failure, the sissy side of myself was feeling pleasure through my mistress. And the more I watched her being humped by her lover, the more I desired to make her happy in any way possible.

​When Brad finally neared a climax of his own and sped up his thrusts, Karen struggled to keep the glass of wine from sloshing in her hands. Not wanting her to drop the glass or make a mess, I quickly stepped in and took the glass from her hand while she closed her eyes tightly and weathered an intense orgasm. Although it was strange to hear Brad grunting and emptying himself, I kept my focus on Karen as she basked in the sensations of being filled by a stream of juices. Standing close by with the half-empty glass of wine, I waited with my head down as both of them slowed to a stop and finished together.

​As Brad breathed heavily while still inserted, I reached down and grabbed his pants and underwear.

“Thank you.” He said shyly as I handed him his clothes.

“You’re welcome.” I said with a curtsy.

“And for you, Mistress.” I said while handing her underwear to her.
“Just wash those. They’re so wet, I couldn’t possibly put them back on.”

“As you wish, Mistress.” I said before giving another curtsy and scampering down the hall.

​After tossing her underwear in the hamper, I hurried back downstairs to the living room, where I found Brad and Karen embracing each other and kissing again.

‘Are they going to do it again? Is he some kind of superhuman sperm producer?’ I thought to myself.

“Just give me a few minutes to get ready for dinner.” Karen said after pulling away.

“Take your time.” Brad responded with a smile.

As Karen walked past me to head upstairs, she stopped in the hallway to address me first.

“Stay by Brad’s side and do anything he asks. Got it, sissy?” Karen ordered.

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

“That really isn’t necessary.” He said while taking a seat on the couch.

“Yes…it is…” Karen said with a stern tone, before changing her speech to sound softer. “She will do anything you ask, and if she doesn’t. There will be hell to pay. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Mistress.” I responded before giving another curtsy.


Chapter 14

​Though neither Brad nor I was happy about being left alone together, we both honored Karen’s request. While Brad took a seat and lounged on the couch, I stood beside him with my head down, my feet together, my back arched, chest stuck out, my arms crossed behind my back, and my lips parted slightly. Although I was incredibly tense while trying to make sure I was remaining in the proper sissy maid stance, Brad appeared relaxed while he lay back and scrolled on his phone. However, once Karen was upstairs with the master bedroom door closed, Brad asked a question that dug my masculine side out of the hole it had been hiding in.

“So I take it you won’t have that report done for me by Monday…” Brad said while looking over emails on his phone. 

“I’m not sure about that…” I responded before catching myself. “Master.”

“You can drop the Master shit for now.” Brad stated.

“Okay…” I said with a pit in my stomach.

“Are you even planning on coming into the office next week?”

“I…I don’t know?”

After shaking his head and rolling his eyes, he turned and looked at me.

“You’re really going to do this full-time?” Brad asked. “Isn’t it going to get old, dressing up like this every day and pretending to be a sissy maid or whatever you call it?”

“I don’t know…”

“Well, what are you planning on doing for money? How are you going to buy food? Where are you going to live?” Brad asked.

“I don’t know…” I responded again. 
“What do you know?”

“Well…I know that Karen has a treasure trove of pictures and videos of me dressing up like a sissy and…I can’t believe I’m telling you this, but she told me that those videos and photos show me masterbating to content that could ruin my reputation as a man forever. And even though I’m standing here like this in front of you, I really don’t want anyone to see me as a sissy crossdresser.” I explained. “Don’t get me wrong, this feels like a dream come true to get to dress like this and be a sissy maid, but I don’t feel like a have any other choice.”

“What if you did have a choice?”

“Then I would probably go back to the way things were by keeping the two sides of myself separate.” I stated. “I know that none of this is possible without a steady income. But as of right now, I don’t have any male clothes, and I have no choice but to follow along with whatever Karen tells me. I guess I’m hoping that she has all the other details figured out…”

“I just don’t get that…I don’t know how anyone could play dress up and put on costumes every day.”
“Of course you don’t get it. Guys like you have no idea how it feels to put on costumes every day of your life. My work clothes felt like a costume, my dress clothes felt like a costume, even my sweatpants feel like a costume.” I responded. “This…this feels like me…but I guess a meathead like you will never understand…”

After shaking his head and rolling his eyes in response to my comment, he turned his attention back to his phone and stayed silent until Karen returned.

​When Karen stepped into the living room in a red body-hugging dress that showed off her every curve, as well as a pair of high heel stiletto sandals, Brad stood up from the couch and complimented her.

“You look beautiful,” he commented. “Are you ready?”

“Yes,” she said, taking his hand and walking with him down the hall. As they opened the door and stepped out, she called out behind her. “I left a list of chores for you on your bed. Get to it, sissy!”

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

However, once Brad and Karen had exited the house and driven down the street, I let out a deep exhale before taking a seat on the couch.

​Although I loved wearing high heels and they were the only type of shoes that I would wear if given the choice, there was no denying how uncomfortable they could be after walking and standing in them all day for multiple days in a row. Even though I knew that it was important to follow Karen’s orders and finish the list of chores she had left for me, I figured that I would have plenty of time after a short break to rest my feet. While lounging on the couch with my eyes closed and my high heels up on a cushion, I slipped deeper and deeper into relaxation until I eventually began to nap. When I finally jolted up from the couch and rubbed my eyes, I looked at the clock to see that I had slept for close to two hours.

​Unsure of when Karen would be home, I stumbled around the living room while yawning and rubbing my eyes. After shaking my head, I hurried upstairs to the maid’s quarters and picked up the list. However, when I read all the items on the piece of paper, a pit formed in my stomach, and I regretted thinking I could take any break at all. Apparently, Karen expected me to clean the entire home from the top down as if it had been neglected for months, even though I had cleaned all day the previous day. With anxiety coursing through my veins, I began working frantically and checking items off the list one by one. But when I heard a car pull into the driveway before I had finished even a quarter of the list, I whimpered in fear.

​While I scrubbed the walls in the hallway, Karen stepped into the home and closed the door behind her loudly. Upon hearing the door slam, my whole body jumped, and I dropped the towel that I had been using to clean. Although Karen seemed upset as she stormed upstairs to her room, she had not even seen the house yet, nor was she aware of how little I had cleaned while she was out. With a strong intuition that something else was upsetting her, I walked upstairs to face the music with heavy feet and my shoulders slouched.

​As Karen unzipped her dress and removed her high heels, I stood in the doorway with my head down and my hands together in front of me.

“How was your evening, Mistress?” I asked.

“Fine, sissy.” She responded coldly. “Did you do everything I asked you to?”

“Well, about that…” I said before being cut off.

“It’s a yes or a no…sissy.” Karen said while crossing her arms and turning toward me.

“I did not finish the list, Mistress.” I informed with a delicate curtsy.

“And why not?” Karen asked. “You had plenty of time?”
“I may have napped on the couch for a little bit…” I said softly.

“Excuse me?” She asked. “You did what?”

“I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.”

“You’re damn right it won’t…” Karen said with her eyes blazing in fury. “Don’t move a muscle.”

​As Karen stepped into the closet to gather a few items, I already knew exactly what she was about to do to me. Her warning had been clear that if I did not serve her properly, I would be put back in the serving chains. And even though the punishment felt severe and unnecessary, I kept my mouth shut so that it did not get any worse with a gag.

​After she stepped behind me, I allowed her to lock the cuffs around my arms just above my elbows before locking cuffs on my wrists as well. With chains connecting in the front and back of my torso, my arms were severely immobilized once again. Once the cuffs were attached to my ankles, I was stuck in the same agonizing position as the previous two nights, where I could not spread my legs more than a foot apart. Because of the way my arms were subdued as well, my hands were stuck beneath my heaving chest and could not reach upward past my fake boobs. Leaving my hands hanging limply in front of me, I put my head down as she connected the leash to my collar.

“If I can’t trust you while I’m gone, I’m just going to have to keep you locked up…” Karen announced. “And now that I’m here, it’s time to finish your duties.”

After Karen slid into her silky pajamas, she led me down to the kitchen where she had me pick up where I had left off the list of chores. Only now, everything would take twice as long because of the serving chains locked onto me.


Chapter 15

​Although it was already late when Karen returned home, she kept me working deep into the night until every single item on her list was finished. While guiding me around on a leash and keeping a close eye on me, Karen was extremely critical of every task I completed and made sure that I knew how disappointed she was in me. After what felt like hours of working tirelessly to clean the home from top to bottom, I finally finished the last item, which was scrubbing every toilet.

​Since I had failed to perform up to her standards, Karen informed me that the serving chains would remain on for the foreseeable future. And judging by the sour mood she was in, I didn’t dare ask how long that might be. Once she confined me to the maid’s quarters, where I was chained to the bed and unable to move, Karen left me alone until late the following morning. However, when she finally returned, her mood had not improved in the slightest.

​Throughout the following day, Karen remained cold and emotionally distant as she ordered me to clean the entire house for the third day in a row. Even though everything was still spotless to my eye, Karen made sure to point out the specks of dust that had collected overnight by rubbing her finger on a dresser. While I remained stuck in the serving chains, which severely limited my mobility, she kept me on my high heels from the second I awoke to the moment she put me back down for bed. And since she had “lost all trust in me”, Karen implemented a devious idea on Sunday afternoon, which she likely found in the stories that I had read.

​Even though she wasn't particularly handy around the house, Karen managed to find a power drill and the tools needed to secure something to one of the studs behind the drywall. Although I was confused at first when I saw her drilling into one of the walls in a corner of the living room, I soon found out what she was up to when she finished. Upon seeing a small metal ring that had been screwed into the wall at neck height, I became nervous when she guided me over to it by the leash. As she used a small metal clasp to connect my collar to the metal ring, I couldn’t help but whimper.

​With the serving chains locked on, making it impossible to reach past my breasts, a simple metal clasp was all that was needed to keep me secured to the wall while Karen left the house for a few hours. Small though it was, the clasp was more than strong enough to keep me in place, forcing me to stand facing the wall with my body pressed against it. Even though she could have left me chained to the bed and still achieved the same result, this position felt far more demeaning and offered no relief from my high heels. Trapped in the corner and unable to move more than an inch in any direction, I felt small, submissive, and like an object that had been put away until it was needed again.

​After being left alone and stuck to the wall for nearly four hours, I couldn’t help breaking down into tears. Even though I knew that I was supposed to stay silent and submissive to Karen, I couldn’t help speaking up when she returned home from her agonizingly long shopping trip.

“Mistress…please, you’ve made your point. I’m so sorry I didn’t listen to you. I’ll never nap again while I am supposed to be working. Can you just please let me go?” I asked while still facing the wall. Although Karen was in the kitchen, she ignored my cries and walked upstairs.

“Mistress, please. My feet are so sore, and I can’t stand here for one more minute. I’ll be the most obedient little sissy ever. Just please give me another chance.” I begged.

When Karen stepped behind me, I let out a sigh of relief, only to be disappointed and forced to tears.

​Without warning, Karen forced the large ball gag into my mouth and fastened it behind my head. Even though I couldn’t have removed it anyway, she made sure to lock it on with a padlock as well. Feeling completely helpless after even my ability to speak was stripped away, I had nothing left to do except shed tears and whimper. It was impossible to find any sort of comfort, and there was nothing to focus on except how little control I had over any part of my body. Despite feeling aroused and excited to read about scenarios like the one that I was living, it felt much different when experiencing it firsthand. And although what she did next would have made me cum in my panties if I had read about it in a story, the reality of the situation was far more difficult to process.

​With my front facing the wall, I could only listen as Karen stepped behind me and lifted the skirt of my dress. Once my behind was exposed, she pulled my panties down aggressively and slapped my bare cheek hard enough to leave a stinging sensation resonating for several minutes. After letting out a whimper and tensing my body, I could feel a cool, slimy rod poke between my cheeks and force me to open up. Because of the large ball gag in my mouth, all I could do was moan and whine as she forced a surprisingly thick dildo inside of me.

​Even though I had penetrated myself with butt plugs and dildos more times than I could count, it had been more than a week since I had experienced anal penetration. Because of how aggressively Karen moved in, I doubted that it would have made a difference if I had warmed up or not anyway. As I closed my eyes and did my best to relax, Karen pressed her body against mine and sandwiched me between her and the wall. While gripping my hips for leverage, Karen began bumping her crotch into my backside aggressively while ramping up her movements until she was slamming against me with all the power that she could muster. While squealing through my gag and closing my eyes tightly, I could feel something surprising begin to stir inside of me.

​Despite feeling upset, uncomfortable, and like I was nothing more than an object, a switch flipped and arousal began to build a few minutes into being pegged by Karen’s strap-on. As my chastity cage began to feel tighter by the second, I whimpered through my gag and tensed against my restraints on account of the confusing thoughts swirling around in my brain.

‘What the hell is wrong with me?’ I thought. ‘This shouldn’t…feel…so good…’

Although my feet had been sore moments prior, my body had been experiencing severe discomfort from the position I was frozen in, and my mouth was aching from being locked in a gag again, all of those uncomfortable feels melted away and were replaced with an intense fixation on my arousal and doing whatever it took to find a sweet release. While Karen bounced back and forth behind me with surprising power, my moans and whines became progressively louder as I felt myself approaching the edge of an orgasm. However, just as I felt pre-cum reaching my tip with my body fully tensed, Karen pulled out abruptly.

“Well, that was fun…” Karen announced before pulling up my panties and fixing my dress. “I can’t believe I never did that before…It made me feel so…powerful. Did you feel like this when we did it?”

After I moaned in response, Karen let out a devious laugh.

“What the hell am I thinking? You never humped me like that. You were always a bottom bitch. Isn’t that right, sissy?” Karen said while pinching my cheek. “You know what, since that helped put me in a better mood, I’m going to take this gag off. But don’t make me regret it…”

​Once the gag was removed, I pursed my lips and remained silent.

“Is there anything you would like to say to me?” Karen asked.

Although there were many profanities I wanted to hurl at her for leaving me in a frustrated and aroused state, I bit my tongue and answered appropriately. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“For what?”

“For not listening to you. And napping while I was supposed to work. And…” I said before being cut off. 
“Don’t be too much of a kiss-ass.” Karen ordered. “But I do accept your apology. And that was a very sissy maid way of addressing me.”

After being let go from the clasp holding me close to the wall, Karen led me to the bathroom where I was allowed to pee before she helped clean my bottom.

​Upon finishing in the bathroom, Karen led me up to the maid’s quarters, where I was put down for bed in the early evening without dinner. Once the chains were locked onto me so that I was stuck on my back and unable to move in bed, she left me alone and turned off the lights. Although my bottom was sore from having been ridden roughly and my member was aching for a release, I closed my eyes and did my best to sleep. But it wasn’t until late in the night that I finally dozed off and slumbered for a few hours.


Chapter 16

​After another long, agonizing night spent in the serving chains and confined to my bed, I awoke the next morning to find Karen standing over me. The moment my eyes opened, I jumped in surprise and instinctively pulled against my restraints, only to remain trapped in the same painfully restricted position.

“Good morning, sissy.” Karen greeted.

“Good morning, Mistress.” I responded.

“I want you to get yourself dressed in a new uniform, do your hair and makeup, then report to me. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

​Once I was released from the bed and had the serving chains and collar removed, I hurried to follow Karen’s command. Feeling a sense of relief at being freed from the restrictive devices, I wanted to make sure she had no reason to lock me back into those horrid serving chains that limited my every movement. While Karen began her morning with her usual routine of working out, showering, and getting dressed, I settled into my own new routine. After showering in the guest bathroom and shaving away any trace of body hair, I changed into a fresh maid’s uniform before carefully styling my wig hair and applying my makeup. By the time I stepped back from the vanity and took in my reflection, I couldn’t help feeling breathless at the sight staring back at me.

​Although I loved the pink sissy maid dresses, I decided to wear a classic black-and-white maid’s uniform with delicate white lace and an intricate apron sewn onto the front. With its low-cut neckline and puffy sleeves, the uniform felt both feminine and sensual because of how it accentuated my fake breasts. Combined with the black lace push-up bra and pink collar secured around my neck, the illusion of my G-cup chest was quite convincing.

​As I looked over the rest of my body, my fishnet-clad legs appeared as though they could not possibly belong to a man. The peep-toe stiletto heels accentuated the shape of my legs, making them appear more defined and feminine, while the skin visible beneath the hosiery looked smooth and delicate. With the way the petticoats caused the skirt of the dress to flare out around my upper thighs, I couldn’t help feeling vulnerable because of how exposed I seemed beneath the fabric. Turning my attention to my wig and makeup, I continued admiring my feminine appearance.

​With dark eye makeup applied to perfection, false eyelashes carefully glued into place, and eyebrows drawn where my own had once been, my gaze appeared both sensual and alluring. The foundation, bronzer, highlighter, and concealer blended seamlessly together, leaving my skin looking flawless and youthful. My bright red lips glistened beneath layers of lip liner, lip stain, and a finishing coat of gloss, leaving little trace of the man I had been only hours before. And the longer I stared into the mirror, the more it felt as though my masculine side was being buried beneath layers of lace, makeup, perfume, and feminine accessories.

​Feeling confident in my feminine appearance, I marched down the hall to the master bedroom, where I found Karen slipping into a pair of leggings and a plain white top.

“I’m ready, Mistress.” I announced.

“Very good, sissy. Just wait there for me.” Karen ordered.

While standing in the proper sissy maid stance, I waited patiently with a smile on my face. However, when Karen approached me with the serving chains in hand, I grew anxious.

​Although I didn’t want to say anything and risk making the situation worse, I found it incredibly difficult to bite my tongue and remain silent while Karen locked the serving chains back onto me. Once the restraints were secured behind and in front of me, leaving my arms pinned at my sides with only minimal mobility, I let out a long, defeated exhale.

“Is there something wrong, sissy maid?” Karen asked while locking the leg cuffs back onto me as well.

“I…no, Mistress.”

“Are you sure?” Karen pressed. “It really sounds like you would like to say something?”

“I better not, Mistress.”

“Just spill it…These little games are just annoying…” Karen ordered.

“Is it really necessary to put these back on me? I will be the most submissive and obedient sissy maid you've ever seen…” I said before catching myself after a long pause. “Mistress.”

Although I curtsied for Karen, her demeanor was cold as she faced me.

“You will be the most submissive and obedient sissy maid whether or not these chains are on you. And now you’ll do it with a gag stuck in your mouth all day…”

When Karen forced the gag back into my mouth and locked it behind me, I didn’t even bother fighting against her.

‘What use is it fighting her, anyway?’ I thought to myself. ‘And why is she being so vindictive after her night out with Brad?’

​Throughout the rest of the morning and afternoon, Karen’s mood did not improve in the slightest. Although she temporarily removed my gag during meals so that I could eat and drink, it remained secured in place for the rest of the day. As Karen led me around by the leash and barked orders at me, I cleaned and scrubbed every inch of the house once again, despite the fact that it was already spotless.

​By the time Karen put me down for bed in the evening, I felt exhausted on account of having to work tirelessly while locked in serving chains that forced me to exert twice the effort for every task.

‘This better not become the new normal…’ I thought to myself before closing my eyes and trying my best to fall asleep. ‘I mean, being tied up and made completely helpless is a huge turn-on in theory, but I didn’t expect it to become this uncomfortable this quickly!’

​After another long, sleepless night spent chained to my bed in the serving chains, I began yet another day of sissy servitude to my mistress. As the week wore on and each day followed the same exhausting pattern, cleaning from the moment I woke up until the moment I fell asleep while locked in the serving chains, two thoughts continued to linger in the back of my mind. And both were things I was terrified to discuss with Karen.

‘Why won’t her mood get any better? It’s like no matter how hard I try to please her by being submissive and jumping to her every command, it won’t make her happy…’ I thought to myself multiple times a day. ‘And why hasn’t Brad come back since Saturday night? Or why hasn’t she even mentioned his name?’

​It felt as though each passing day only deepened the mystery of what was going on in Karen’s mind. As the week wore on, her demeanor grew colder and her comments became increasingly demeaning. And despite having no proof, I couldn’t shake the feeling that it had something to do with Brad and whatever had happened between them before she returned home in the sour mood that had lingered ever since.

​Although I should have been relieved that the other man was no longer in the picture or sharing Karen’s bed, I found myself growing increasingly frustrated by the way she seemed to be taking their apparent breakup out on me. As difficult as it had been to watch my boss of three years hump my wife, this somehow felt even worse. By the time Friday arrived with no change in circumstances, I could no longer keep my questions to myself. For better or worse, I finally decided to talk to Karen about the blackmail, my job, and Brad.


Chapter 17

​Once I had completed my list of chores late Friday afternoon, Karen removed the ball gag for dinner, as had become our routine throughout the week. Knowing it would be locked back onto me the moment I finished eating, I realized I had only a small window of time to bring up everything that had been weighing on my mind. However, since Karen was feeding me dinner and I still needed to eat, I decided to tread carefully until I was nearly finished with the chicken, steamed vegetables, and potatoes she had prepared.

“This is delicious, Mistress,” I said while accepting another bite from her. With the serving chains still locked on, feeding myself was impossible.

“Thank you, sissy…” mistress said in her now typical cold tone.

“I have really enjoyed this last week with you.” I stated. “It feels like we’re getting to know each other for the first time again.”

“I’m glad, sissy.” Karen said with some annoyance in her voice. “Now open up and chew. I don’t have all night to feed you, and I’m planning on going out tonight.”

“With who?” I asked. 
“That is none of your business…” she stated coldly before shoving another bite into my mouth. Once I had swallowed the large bite, I continued.

“You know, Mistress. I haven’t been into the office all week?”

“And? This is your new job now…” she responded.

“Yeah, but what will we do to pay the bills?”

“What bills do you have?” Karen asked. “You’re just a stupid little sissy maid.”

“Yeah, but I live here, too?” I stated. 
“As my servant…Don’t get that little sissy brain too worked up.” Karen said patronizingly. “I will figure out how to pay the bills; I will figure out how to put food on the table, and I will take care of both of us. Got it?”

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

“The only thing you need to worry about is fulfilling your duties and making me happy…”

“Are you happy, Mistress?” I asked.

“Do I look happy?” She asked while glaring at me.

“Not really, Mistress.”

“Then why don’t you shut your little hole before I shove the gag back into it without the rest of dinner.”

After a brief pause, I blurted out the question on my mind.

“Why hasn’t Brad come back since Saturday? Did you two have a fight that night?”

Upon hearing my question, Karen dropped the fork onto the plate and stood up from the table. As she grabbed the gag, I continued speaking right up until the moment my mouth was filled.

“This affects both of us. He’s not just your new boyfriend or whatever you call him. He’s my boss, too. And I had a lot of work to do this…”

​Once my mouth was filled with the gag, Karen buckled it behind my head and locked it into place. Grabbing me by the collar with one hand, she pulled me up from my seat at the kitchen table and practically dragged me into the living room. The moment I realized where she was taking me, I strained against her grip and tried to pull away. However, with stiletto heels on my feet, my balance was poor, and the smooth laminate flooring offered little traction. My resistance accomplished nothing more than causing me to stumble as she continued leading me forward.

​As Karen hauled me across the living room with my heels skidding across the floor every few steps, I moaned loudly and protested through the gag. However, my muffled complaints did nothing to stop her from guiding me into the corner and fastening the metal clasp to my collar, leaving me stuck in place facing the wall. With my fake breasts pressed against the drywall, I whined through the gag and desperately tried to get her attention, because this was by far the worst place to be left whenever she went out.

​After spending a few hours a day confined to this corner throughout the week whenever Karen left the house, the punishment seemed to grow more unbearable with each passing day. Since I had already spent the entire day in high heels while cleaning and waiting on Karen, my feet were throbbing long before she secured me in place. But Karen didn’t seem to care.

​While I remained locked in the serving chains, gagged, and tethered close to the wall by the small metal clasp attached to my collar, Karen carried the dishes to the sink before strolling upstairs to the master bedroom. As she took her time preparing for the evening by enjoying a long shower, carefully applying her makeup, styling her hair, and eventually slipping into one of her nicest dresses, I remained confined to the corner in an increasingly uncomfortable position that left my entire body aching.

‘Why the hell did she lock me to the wall so early?’ I thought. ‘She knows that it usually takes an hour or two to get ready, and who knows how long she’ll be gone tonight. But she locked me here right after dinner, anyway? How can she be so cruel…’

When Karen finally walked downstairs and collected her purse from the kitchen, I made one last effort to show her just how uncomfortable I was and how badly I needed to be released. But it made no difference. She walked out the door and left anyway.

​As the garage door rumbled shut after she pulled out of the driveway, I could no longer stop the tears from rolling down my face. It felt like I had hit rock bottom and that my sissy maid fantasy had been turned completely upside down. I was finally being forced to confront a reality that I had spent years ignoring. Being a sissy maid might have been everything I had ever fantasized about, but being treated like an object and subjected to constant bondage was not the wet dream I had imagined it would be. Even with a trace of arousal still lingering, I couldn't take another minute of it.

​When Karen finally returned home several hours later, I had reached a point of desperation where almost anything felt preferable to what I was enduring. Whether it meant having the blackmail sent to everyone in my contacts list or begging Brad to come sleep with her to put her in a better mood, I felt like I had nothing left to lose. As Karen stepped behind me and released the clasp that had kept me tethered to the wall, I immediately turned toward her. With cloudy eyes, mascara running down my cheeks, and my emotions hanging by a thread, I looked up at her in silence.

“You look terrible,” Karen commented. “Go fix your makeup right this second.”

​Once the serving chains were removed, followed by the gag and leg cuffs, I hurried upstairs and followed Karen’s order. However, the entire time I touched up my makeup to make myself presentable as a sissy maid, I rehearsed the speech I planned to give Karen about how things needed to change. When I finished applying my lipstick and saw that my face was flawless once again, I marched to the master bedroom and knocked on the door. But before Karen called for me to come in, a much heavier knock echoed from the front door downstairs.


Chapter 18

​Since Karen had not given me permission to enter her room, I knew better than to walk in uninvited. And although she had not directly ordered me to answer the door, I had already been taught that, “It is the duty of the sissy maid to answer the door and welcome guests when they arrive.” Even though I dreaded answering the door while dressed in my maid’s uniform and exposing this side of myself to yet another person, I walked downstairs to the main level and peeked through the narrow window beside the door to see who had knocked. The moment I saw Brad standing on the other side, my face lit up, and I hurried to open the door.

​Upon greeting Brad and inviting him inside, I closed the door before stepping in front of him with my hands behind my back and my head lowered. Despite standing in five-inch stiletto heels, Brad was still noticeably taller than me, and his broad frame made him seem even more imposing up close. The combination of his size and presence made it difficult to maintain eye contact for more than a few seconds at a time.

“I am so glad you’re here.” I stated. “You have no idea how upset Karen has been all week, and I know it has something to do with you.” I stated. “Even though this might be weird for you to hear, I still have to say it. Please sleep with her and make love to her until she is in a better mood. You have no idea how much we both need this.”

“Are you serious?” He asked.

“Yes, just please. I can’t satisfy her the way you can.” I said before looking down over myself and pinching the skirt of my dress to hold it up. “I’m just a sissy maid…”

“I’ll…I’ll go check on her.” He said, as if he were doing me a favor.

​As I watched him walk upstairs and knock on the master bedroom door, I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. Upon hearing him step inside, followed by the door closing, I let out a long sigh of relief. For the first time all week, it felt like there might be someone else to absorb Karen’s attention besides me.

‘Finally, maybe this will fix whatever is going on with her…’ I thought.

​Nearly five minutes later, I could hear the bed rocking, manly groans coming from Brad, and screams of pleasure emanating from Karen. But instead of being disheartened because my masculinity was rearing its ugly head, I was happy and excited for Karen. The sissy side of myself had been firmly in control of my thoughts and consciousness long enough that I didn’t care about competing with Brad anymore. I only desired Karen to be satisfied so that I could remain her sissy maid without it being so unbearable.

​Although I had told Brad that I would go back to keeping the two sides of myself separate if given the choice, I now realized that had been a lie born from the masculine side of me that was desperately trying to preserve my male image. The truth was that I would do whatever it took to give myself as much time as possible to dress up and embrace my sissy side. And if that meant putting on a costume each morning to go to work and pay the bills, then so be it. I would gladly play that role if it allowed me to spend the rest of my time dressed up and free to be the person I truly wanted to be.

​When I heard Karen calling for me from the master bedroom no more than thirty minutes after Brad entered the room, I hurried upstairs and presented myself to my mistress and master.

“Yes, Mistress.” I said after stepping into the room and giving a delicate curtsy. “Master.”

“Bring a bottle of wine and two glasses.” Karen ordered.

“Right away, Mistress.” I answered with another curtsy.

​After hurrying downstairs, I grabbed Karen’s favorite bottle of Merlot along with two wine glasses before making my way back to the master bedroom. Upon handing them to Karen, I gave another curtsey and kept my head lowered before quietly backing out of the room.

“She can stay if you want…in case we need anything else,” Brad said while cuddling Karen. Although I knew that he was naked beneath the sheets, I could only see the upper half of his body.

“I’m glad you’re coming around to her.” Karen responded warmly.

“After seeing how desperate she was for us to sleep together…I guess I stopped looking at her as a threat.” Brad stated. “I mean, if she really wants to dress like that every day, put on makeup to make her look like a woman, wear a wig, and keep that cock cage on that you told me about, I guess we can make this work.”

“So you’re finally okay with her staying with us when we move in together?” Karen asked. “Because you seemed so angry about it last weekend?”

“It was a lot to take in at first. I needed some time to think about it, and now that I have, I think it could be nice.” Brad informed. “But there is still a part of me that doesn’t fully trust her yet.”

“I could leave her locked in serving chains overnight until you become more comfortable?” Karen suggested. “I’ve had her locked to her bed almost every night over the last week, anyway.”

‘Yeah, and it’s getting old really fast…’ I thought to myself.

“Are you sure that’s okay?” Brad asked.

“Of course! She’ll be spending plenty of time in those serving chains anyway when she disobeys us. I swear, it’s like she enjoys being punished.” Karen said, while rolling her eyes. “I set up a spot in the living room where I can attach her collar to the wall. And she’s spent a few hours there every day because she keeps pissing me off and disobeying me.”

“Well, she better start learning fast, because I’m not a very patient person…”

“Me neither…but she kind of looks like a decoration when I put her in the corner, and it’s kind of funny to watch her get really frustrated,” Karen said with a devious laugh. “You know what? It’s late enough that we could put her to bed right now. I could show you how to lock her up at night?”

“What the hell, let’s do it.”

​As Karen and Brad stepped out of bed, naked as the day they were born, I stayed frozen in place. I didn’t know what to say or think as Karen showed Brad how to lock the serving chains onto me so that my arms were nearly immobile. Once the leg cuffs were locked on as well, Karen attached the leash to my collar before handing it off to Brad. Although my masculine side would have been horrified at the idea of being led through my house on a leash while dressed as a sissy maid, my sissy side became excited and slightly aroused.

​While Karen showed Brad how to secure me to the bed frame, I remained perfectly still and allowed them to fasten me into place. With my arms restrained at my sides and no freedom to move, I lay flat on my back and waited for them to finish. However, when Karen left the room first because she said she needed to use the bathroom, Brad lingered beside the bed for a few moments longer.

“Look, I already told Karen this over dinner tonight, but I pulled some strings and arranged a two-week vacation for you starting last Monday,” Brad said. “Once you burn through that vacation time, though, I’m going to have to let you go.”

After pausing for a moment, he continued. “I’ve already put my condo up for sale, and Karen and I have talked about moving in together once it sells. So neither of you will have anything to worry about. I’ll take care of her, and together we’ll take care of you.”

After shaking his head, he continued. “I still can’t believe she was willing to end our relationship over her little sissy maid of a husband…but whatever. I can live with keeping you around as long as you don’t try anything stupid or go back to acting like a man. The moment you do, I’m gone, and the two of you are on your own. Got it?”

“Yes, Master.” I responded immediately.

Rolling his eyes and letting out a short laugh, he continued. “I still don’t get you, but whatever. If you’re as obedient and good at cleaning as Karen says you are, I guess you’ll be worth the money we spend feeding you and keeping you clothed with those stupid little maid dresses.”

​As Brad opened the door and prepared to leave, I spoke up before he could step out into the hallway.

“Master,” I called out.

“Yeah?”

“I don’t think you’re a meathead,” I said. “You’re really sweet, and I think you’re good for Karen. Please make her happy for me.”

Brad paused for a moment before responding.

“Will do… Goodnight.”

“Goodnight.”


Epilogue

​Although I was back to being locked in the serving chains overnight, I slept better the night Brad came back than any other in recent memory. It felt like all the questions and concerns looming over my head had finally been answered and taken care of. For the first time in weeks, I felt certain about where my life was headed. I could finally live out my dream life as a subservient sissy maid to a mistress who loved me and wanted what was best for me.

​When I awoke the next morning to my mistress standing over me with a smile, I was relieved to find that her mood had drastically improved, just as I had hoped. The serving chains were removed after I climbed out of bed, and I was allowed to shower, shave, do my makeup, fix my wig, and dress myself in a fresh maid’s uniform. Once my pink-and-white maid’s uniform was fitted properly around me and my makeup was applied to perfection, I presented myself to Karen and Brad, who were enjoying a late breakfast together. Taking my place beside them, I waited in the proper sissy maid stance while they finished eating and chatted with one another.

​After taking their plates and washing them in the sink, I fixed myself a simple breakfast while they lounged on the couch. However, I remained on call and ready to get them anything they needed while they watched TV and cuddled together.

“Oh, sissy?” Karen called out.

“Yes, Mistress?” I answered.

“I don’t think I checked the mail yesterday. Would you be a doll and grab it for me?” she asked.

“The mail?” I repeated. “Outside?”

“Yes?”

“I... but… what if someone sees me?” I asked.

“Then wave and say hello,” she replied.

“But, Mistress...”

“Sissy,” she said in a cold tone.

“You know how afraid she is of leaving the house,” Brad interjected. “Is this really necessary?”

“Yes, it is,” Karen replied. “A sissy maid is much more useful if she can step outside from time to time.”

“Okay, if you say so,” Brad said.

Karen turned her attention back to me.

“Well, sissy?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I answered before giving a delicate curtsey.

​As I minced my way through the hallway to the front door, my heart felt like it was about to beat out of my chest, and I struggled to breathe properly. It was bad enough that Brad now knew my secret, but one of my unsuspecting neighbors might discover it as well if they recognized me. After placing my hand on the doorknob and pulling the door open, I peeked outside first to see if any of my nosy neighbors were nearby. Finding that the coast was clear, I ventured another step beyond my comfort zone and made my way onto the sidewalk. Glancing up and down the street, I found it completely empty on this sunny morning.

​Upon taking a deep breath, I marched down the sidewalk to our driveway before hurrying over to the mailbox at the edge of the street. With my heart pounding, I pulled the small metal door open and snatched the contents from inside. However, as I turned to head back toward the house, I heard a car coming down the street in my direction.

​Since I was dressed in five-inch stiletto heels, I could barely move faster than a brisk walk as I hurried back toward the front door. While carefully avoiding cracks in the sidewalk and driveway, I kept my eyes fixed on my feet until I reached the porch and wrapped my hand around the doorknob. But when I glanced over my shoulder and saw my middle-aged neighbor pulling into the driveway across the street, panic surged through me. Frantically twisting the handle, I tried to open the door, but nothing happened.

​Frozen with fear, I desperately tried to figure out whether I had accidentally locked the door behind me or if Karen was deliberately forcing me to face my fears. As anxiety consumed me, I began lightly pounding on the door and whispering for Karen to let me back inside. But before she could reach the door, I glanced over my shoulder again and found my neighbor staring directly at me.

‘Please don’t recognize me, please don’t recognize me, please don’t recognize me...’ I repeated to myself. ‘Maids can wear pink... that’s normal… everything’s fine… everything is completely fine...’

Unsure of how to react to my neighbor’s unwanted attention, I forced an awkward smile and gave a small wave before quickly turning back toward the door.

​When Karen finally unlocked the front door and opened it after what felt like an eternity, I breathed a huge sigh of relief.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said in a breathy voice while trying to step inside. “I don’t know how it locked...”

“I locked it,” she replied while stepping into my path and preventing me from entering the safety of our home.

“Mistress?” I asked in confusion.

“I can’t have you being so sheepish about leaving the house,” Karen explained while handing me a pink crossbody purse. “Which is why I’ve decided that you’ll be doing the grocery shopping from now on. I already put the car keys inside, along with your phone, wallet, and some makeup supplies. I also texted you a grocery list.”

“But I can’t go out like this, Mistress,” I protested.

“You can, and you will,” she said sharply. “This is part of your duty as our maid. And if you can’t fulfill your duties, we may have to rethink our arrangement...”

​As Brad stepped beside Karen and put an arm around her, I looked to him for help.

“Brad?”

“Don’t look at me. This is up to Karen,” Brad stated.

“But...” I said before glancing over my shoulder and noticing two more neighbors looking in my direction.

“We’ll see you in a little bit,” Karen said while closing the door.

“But, Mistress!” I shouted.

“What?” she asked while leaving the door cracked open.

“I’m scared... What will people say when they see me in a pink maid’s uniform?”

“I guess we’ll find out. Now won’t we?” she replied. “I wouldn’t worry about it, though. With how convincing your makeup is, no one will be able to tell who you are or that you aren’t actually a woman.”

As I stood frozen with fear, I watched her close the door and lock it. With my only option being to step out into the world and present as a sissy maid for the first time, I took a deep breath and marched toward the car parked in the driveway.

​With each step, I became painfully aware of every detail of my appearance. The click of my high heels against the concrete sounded deafening in my ears, and I found myself glancing toward my neighbors to see if they were still watching. A light breeze caught the hem of my skirt and lifted it slightly, forcing me to smooth it down before hurrying forward. Moments later, strands of wig hair blew across my face, and I awkwardly brushed them aside while trying not to stumble.

​None of those things were new. I had dealt with skirts riding up, wig hair blowing into my face, and the constant clicking of high heels plenty of times before. But those moments had always taken place behind closed doors, where there was no risk of being seen. Out here, every minor inconvenience felt magnified. The click of my heels no longer sounded like part of an outfit. It sounded like an announcement. Every gust of wind felt as though it were conspiring against me. Each glance from a neighbor felt loaded with suspicion, even if they were thinking nothing of me at all.

​When I reached the driver's door and wrapped my hand around the handle, I paused and looked out toward the street. Seeing that my neighbors were chatting with each other while occasionally glancing in my direction and laughing, I quivered with fear and quickly swung the door open. After slipping into my car and putting the key in the ignition, I realized that for the first time in my life, I could no longer hide behind closed doors.

Taking a long, deep breath, I closed my eyes tightly in the driver's seat and tried to calm my racing thoughts.

'I can do this...' I thought to myself. 'Just take it one step at a time. In my high heels… in a busy grocery store… with everyone staring at my pink maid's dress… Oh God, I just hope I don't faint. That would be such a sissy maid thing to do...'


Thank you for reading!

If you enjoyed this book or any of the other books in this series, please consider leaving a review. Five-star reviews are extremely helpful and let me know to continue writing stories like these. To stay up to date with new releases, please follow me on Amazon and Instagram at jane_doe_feminization_author.

Thank you so much for the support and for taking time out of your day to read one of my many stories.

-Jane Doe
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It’s Hard Being a Sissy Housewife

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

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.

Femdom and Sissification

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

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

The Queen of Sissy Hypnosis

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

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

The Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization

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

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

A Submissive Sissy Crossdresser’s Dream Weekend

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

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

Walk Like A Sissy

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

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

Sissy Maid Camp

Have you ever fantasied about going to a camp where you would be trained to be a proper sissy maid? Do you wish a place existed where sissies are made to wear the highest of heels, a maid’s dress, and makeup at all times with other sissies?
In ‘Sissy Maid Camp’, our protagonist finds out exactly how much his life can change over a summer. After a double dinner date with his wife and her friends from work, the couple learns about a camp where men are sent to be trained and taught how to be a proper sissy maid. Being a curious closeted sissy, he is intrigued by the camp and decides to try it out. While at camp, they are taught how to do their hair, makeup, and nails. Along with their new beauty regimen, they are trained to cook, clean, and serve their mistress diligently. A set of rules is instilled in the sissies, which requires them to stay quiet, curtsey, wear chastity, and act as girly as possible at all times. If a sissy disobeys or strays from the rules, they are punished swiftly. Although feminization surgery is not a requirement for camp, most of the sissies find themselves longing for a breast augmentation of their own. Over the course of the summer, our sissy learns that nothing will be the same when they return home from camp. They will continue to live as a sissy maid for their mistress permanently. Enjoy the tale as you witness the complete feminization of a young man into a sissy house maid eager to serve.

Sissy Maid Services Co.


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

Maid to be Mine

Have you ever dreamt of becoming a sissy maid for a dominating woman? Do you wish that your significant other would help you begin a new career as a full time sissy maid?
‘Maid to be mine’ explores the sissy maid lifestyle from the perspective of a woman who is learning about it for the first time. After the protagonist’s boyfriend loses his job and goes on unemployment, she allows him to move into her apartment to save some money. When she comes home to dirty dishes, an unmade bed, and crumbs all over the carpet, she decides that something needs to change. While discussing the chores around the house, her boyfriend confides that he has a fantasy about becoming a sissy maid that cooks and cleans for his mistress. Being brand new to the subject of sissies and forced feminization, she begins doing some research and reading stories on the web. Intrigued by the idea, she gives the female led relationship a try. She quickly learns that her sissy needs a set of rules to follow so that he fulfills his duties properly. On her way home from work, she purchases new panties and bras to replace his dirty old male underwear. To test if he is serious about the new dynamic in their relationship, she orders the new sissy maid to shave all of his body hair. After throwing away all of his old male underwear and replacing it with panties and bras, she provides a maid’s uniform that he must wear at all times around the house. While locked up in chastity and under the tight control of his new mistress, the sissy maid excels in his new role. When she tells her girlfriend about her new sissy maid, her girlfriend jokingly asks to have him clean her house to make some extra money. She happily agrees and begins sending her new sissy maid to cook and clean for her friends a few days a week. As you read along, it becomes clear how much attention a sissy requires and why they need an attentive and dominating mistress.

Sissy 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. 

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.

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?

Black(E)Mail

Have you been keeping your sissy life a secret? How far would you go to keep your friends and family from knowing you’re a closeted crossdresser?
In ‘Black(E)Mail’, we meet a young man who still lives with his very conservative parents. Forced to keep the sissy side of himself a secret, he spends many late nights browsing videos and stories involving forced feminization. When a mysterious email pops up in his mailbox stating that they know his secret, he deletes it and brushes it off. When another identical email pops up again, he becomes agitated and deletes it a second time. Within a few moments, his computer is spammed with thousands of emails from the same address. He restarts his computer and powers it back up to find emails popping up by the thousands. After accidentally clicking on one of the messages pouring in, he finds a video from his webcam showing him pleasuring himself to a forced feminization video. The message informs him that if he doesn’t follow their orders, the video will be messaged to everyone on his contact list. Not wanting his secret exposed, he follows their first order to remove all of his underwear from his drawer and throw it out the window to the front yard. Once he completes the task, they inform him that his next task will be given in the morning. When he wakes up to discover that all of his belongings disappeared from the front yard, he begins to get anxious and believes that he is being watched. As tasks continue being given to the young man, he is ordered to gather the supplies that he will need to crossdress as a woman. After collecting his own pair of panties and bra, he must purchase a red dress and matching high heels. With each task he is given, it becomes increasingly difficult to turn back or quit. Along the way, the young sissy is made to have his nails, hair, and makeup done professionally at a studio. Enjoy this fast-paced story that takes a secretive young man and turns him into a reluctant feminized sissy.

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 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?

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.

His New Toy

Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be the sissy lover to a rich, powerful, and sexy man? Have you ever fantasized about being a submissive sissy and crossdressing every day for the man of your dreams? 
Let me introduce you to a young man that is about to explore every sissy's dream in 'His New Toy'. Having been out of luck in the dating scene with women, Ray decides to finally branch out and look for a man that will allow him to explore his innermost desires. After coming in contact with a man named Conner Wellington on the internet, Ray is invited to Conner’s home to live as his sissy lover. Ray can’t believe he isn’t dreaming when he hears the three requirements in the proposition. He must submit to complete feminization of his body and appearance. Ray must act as femininely as possible at all times. And lastly, he must follow any and all of Conner’s instructions. If he agrees to the proposal, everything he would ever need would be provided for him. After agreeing to move in with Conner, he is given a room with a closet full of dresses, skirts, high heels, bras, panties, and all the lingerie he could dream of. Ray is in sissy heaven as he transforms into the woman of his dreams through breast augmentation and facial reconstructive surgeries. The new sissy becomes fixated on Conner and finding ways to win his heart. As they explore their new relationship, the sissy is introduced to a part of the BDSM world that she didn’t know existed. The sissy must learn to accept a chastity cage while remaining plugged at all times. While experiencing tie ups and gags, every button is pressed to make the sissy squeal. Enjoy the spicy romance as this sissy gets what she deserves. 

His Favorite Toy

Have you ever fantasized about serving a rich and powerful man as his sissy lover? Do you wish you could wear a French maid’s dress, stockings, high heels, and makeup every day while serving the man of your dreams?

In ‘His Favorite Toy’, we meet a sissy named Bridget who lives on a private island with her master, Conner. Although Bridget was born a male, she has been privileged with extensive surgeries that were paid for by her master. With a body that matches how she feels on the inside, she lives out her dream of having an ideal feminine body with soft, sexy facial features and E cup breasts. Bridget’s enticing appearance has a way of capturing her master’s interest as she performs her maid’s duties on the island. With a special room full of tie ups and gags, Bridget is always on her toes, wondering when she might be tied up and ravaged next. When a new maid named Rachel arrives on the island, Bridget takes it upon herself to mentor the new sissy and show her the ropes. As they begin to bond and form a unique relationship of their own, they start to realize that something has changed on the island. Although they continue to fool around and explore BDSM during their lovemaking sessions with Conner, it becomes clear that something is bothering the man of their dreams. Embark on a journey to the Caribbean, where we experience a steamy love triangle between two devoted sissies and their dominating master.

Their New Doll

Have you ever fantasied about being trained as a proper sissy? Do you wish that two beautiful and strong mistresses would force you into submission as they explore their BDSM fantasies with you?
In ‘Their New Doll’, we see the world through the eyes of Conner Wellington, a billionaire who owns homes in New York City and the Caribbean. Using his wealth and power, Conner has devoted his life to seeking out submissive sissies and helping them feminize themselves. Providing the best treatment that money can buy, Conner invites young men to come and live with him, while they transition into the person they always dreamed of becoming. When they complete their transition, he either finds them a new home, or provides them with enough money that they can begin their new life anywhere in the world.
After years of philanthropic work, Conner can’t help but feel like there is something missing in his life. As he is discussing his mental health with his long-time friend, Jennifer, he realizes that it is time to finally care for himself. Instead of living as the dominant man over his two sissy companions, Rachel and Bridget, they decide to switch roles and give Conner the same treatment he gave to his sissies. With the high heel on the other foot, he quickly realizes that the sissy lifestyle isn’t as easy as he expected. As his body transitions, Conner experiences the BDSM lifestyle as a submissive and must learn to accept that his mistresses are now in complete control of every aspect of his life. When Rachel and Bridget begin to disagree about how they should treat their submissive servant, Conner finds himself in a love triangle, where both are competing for his love and affection. This steamy romance will keep you on the edge as you explore tie-ups, gags, sex doll suits, plugs, strap-ons, submissive training and much, much more.
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