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Chapter 1

​While standing with my date by the front door of her home, I reached out and took her hands in mine. As I looked deep into her eyes, I tried to think of a line I could use to inspire her to invite me into her home for the evening.

“I had a really great night tonight.” I said with a bright smile.

“Same.” My date, Page, responded. “Thank you again for dinner and the movie. I hope I wasn’t too awkward. It’s been a while since I’ve been on a real date.”

“I have a hard time believing that. With that gorgeous smile, you probably have guys lining up to take you out.” I asserted.

Page put her hand over her mouth as she giggled awkwardly. After looking down for a few seconds, she used her free hand to flip her luscious blonde hair over her shoulder.

“You’re like, so sweet.” Page said before parting her lips slightly and staring at me.

Still not hearing the magic words that would allow me to come into her home and sleep with her, I ratcheted up my flirtatious comments. 
“I know we’ve only been out on one date, but after getting to know you the last couple of weeks, I could really see myself settling down with someone like you. You aren’t like the other girls I usually go out with. You’re sweet, charming, and your laugh makes my heart melt.” I complimented.

Page’s mouth dropped wide open before she giggled and smiled at me. “James, I…I didn’t know what to say…”

Seeing an opportunity to continue our night inside of Page’s home, I leaned in and kissed her passionately. Despite her not being a good kisser, I worked with what she was giving me and slipped my tongue into her mouth. As I felt her put her hand behind my head, I pulled away and looked her deep in the eyes.
“Would you like to continue the night inside?” I asked.

“I don’t usually do that on the first date…” Page said before trailing off. But after seeing my longing eyes, she changed her tone. “But you seem like such a sweetheart…I would love to have you in.”

​After Page opened her front door, she took my hand and led me into her home. I didn’t usually visit the suburbs since I began living in the city, but I figured it was worth the commute if I could hook up and have a one-night stand. As she led me through the front entranceway, I was taken aback by how spacious her home was.

​There was a large chandelier that hung over a round table with a potted plant atop in the foyer area. To my right, there was an elegant dining room with a table set up for eight. To my left, there was a hallway that led past a few doors on the way to the kitchen and living room area.

“I love your place. You live here all alone?” I asked.

“Yeah. Do you like it?” She asked.

“It’s beautiful. But how do you afford this by yourself? I thought you said you volunteered at an animal shelter?”

“I do. But my daddy set up a fund that gives me an allowance each month.” Page explained.

“Wow, I thought you were kidding when you said your dad is an oil tycoon.” I responded.

“Not at all.” Page said while walking me to the kitchen. “Would you like anything to drink?”

“No, I’m fine. But it would be nice to get a tour of the place.”

“Okay, follow me,” Page said with a smile.

​I followed Page as her high heels clicked across the continuous tile floor that ran throughout the main level. After showing me around the kitchen and living room, she showed me the bathroom in the hallway and pointed out the basement.

“I don’t really go down there much. It’s still unfinished, so I just use it for storing things I can’t get rid of.” She explained.

“That’s nice. Where do you sleep?” I asked.

“Right this way.”

​After leading me down a separate hallway that connected to the kitchen, Page showed me the guest bedroom and her master bedroom.

“Here’s my room.” She announced.

“Wow, it’s so pink.” I commented.

“Do you not like it?” She asked.

As I looked around the room that was painted bright pink with unicorn figurines and dolls set up, I felt like I was in a child’s room. When I turned my attention back to my 23-year-old date, I said what I thought she wanted to hear.

“It’s really cute. It makes me feel warm and fuzzy.” I stated.

“That’s exactly how I feel!” Page exclaimed before giggling awkwardly again.

“Would you like me to make you feel all warm and fuzzy?” I said while stepping close to her and putting my hands on her hips.

Page curled her lips and looked down as I pressed my body against hers. After putting my hand under her chin, I turned her head up toward me and moved in for a kiss.

​As we began making out, it did not take long for us to fall onto the bed and begin stripping down. Clothes flew across the room as we curled up together under the sheets and began making love. Despite Page’s eagerness and enthusiasm, I couldn’t help comparing her to the other women I had been with. She clearly had not slept with many people before, and she required constant words of affirmation while we did it. Although it was fine to keep telling her that she was doing great at the start, it became distracting while I was trying to finish.

​When I finally climaxed, I breathed a sigh of relief before laying beside her.

“Are you done already?” She asked while breathing heavily.

“Yeah. I’m sorry, I’m just a one and done kind of guy.” I responded.

“That’s alright. We can always try again another time.” Page said while curling up next to me.

“Yeah, next time.”


Chapter 2

​The next morning, after making love to Page, I left her house before she awoke. Although I felt bad for using her to fulfill my urges, I had had enough one-night stands to know that we would both eventually get over it. Page texted and called me repeatedly the days following our date, but I did not answer her. I knew that I could never enter a serious relationship with someone as awkward as her, and I did not want to lead her on any more than I already had.

​Over the following weeks, I went back to my life as usual. With a job in real estate, I was constantly on call and ready to work with clients that my company would send my way. The thrill of making a sale was intoxicating, and I prided myself on being one of the top salesmen at my company.

​When I wasn’t working, I went to the gym most evenings and spent hours looking for matches on dating apps. After my date with Page, I had met three more women and had a one-night stand with each of them. They all seemed to understand what I was looking for, and none of them contacted me after we slept together. However, that was not the case with Page.

​Almost a month after our date, I was still receiving communications that I knew were from her. Even though calls and texts came from unknown numbers, her texting style with tons of emojis was unmistakable, while her heavy breathing on my voicemail was easily recognizable. Although I was becoming creeped out by her obsessive nature, I figured that she would eventually forget about me and move on.

​Two months after my date with Page, the calls and texts from unknown numbers finally stopped. It felt like she had gotten the message that we would never be together, and I was glad to put my crazy one-night stand with Page behind me. However, when I went out to meet my next one-night stand at a bar, my life took a turn that I would never forget.

​While sitting at the bar and enjoying a drink, I waited impatiently for my date to arrive. We had been texting for a few days and had decided to have a few drinks at my favorite pub. When the meetup time came and went, I pulled out my phone and texted Angela to see where she was. After receiving a text stating that she would be an hour late, I told her that I would wait for her. However, as I continued sitting at the bar enjoying a few drinks, I noticed that something was off.

​My muscles started to feel more relaxed than usual, and my thoughts were becoming increasingly foggy. Feeling like I should head home and sleep off whatever I was experiencing, I paid my bar tab and headed to the bathroom to pee before calling a ride. After relieving myself while swaying back and forth in front of the urinal, I stumbled out of the bathroom and came face to face with a woman wearing large sunglasses with long brown hair. Although she looked eerily familiar, I did not recognize the woman.

​After falling into the hands of the unfamiliar woman, I blacked out and could not recall anything more from the evening. However, when I awoke the next morning, I realized immediately that I had not made it back to my apartment. Instead, I ended up in the unfinished basement of someone’s home.

​Feeling incredibly foggy and disoriented, I blinked my eyes open and took in my surroundings. As I looked around the large open space, I noticed that the floor and walls were made up of concrete while the ceiling was left unfinished with structural wooden beams visible. There was not much furniture in the basement except for a twin-size bed that I was lying on, two large pieces of wood mounted to the wall in the shape of an X, and a large cage positioned in the corner. While taking in the room, I noticed a staircase leading out of the basement with boxes stacked along the wall next to the stairs.

​Feeling a throbbing headache coming on, I attempted to raise my hand to my head, but found that it was trapped. In a groggy state of mind, I looked down over my body to see what was wrong. Upon seeing what had happened to me while I was unconscious, I could hardly keep myself from screaming.

​As a single man, I prided myself on my body and my masculinity. Although I was not the most muscular man at my gym and had always struggled to put on weight, I did my best to keep from appearing feminine. When I looked down at myself to see that I had been completely feminized from head to toe, I could barely keep myself from panicking.

​Just below my chin, it appeared that I had a set of DD-cup boobs that were being put on display in a black lace push-up bra. Upon closer examination, I could see that there were breast forms that were secured to my chest with some sort of adhesive. With the way they matched my skin so closely, the cleavage appeared to be connected to me at first glance.

​While trying to look past my boobs that were inhibiting the view to the rest of my body, I could see that I had been dressed in a pair of lacy black panties that matched my bra and a pair of fishnet tights that cutoff close to my belly button. Around my feet, a pair of shiny red high-heel pumps had been fitted onto me. Although my clothes were hard to wrap my head around, I was even more shocked to see my body completely hairless.

​From the neck down, I could not see a single hair on my smooth body. As I began to panic and thrash my limbs, I noticed that I had been secured into a set of handcuffs and leg cuffs, which were connected to a belly chain around my waist. While looking over my bondage, it appeared that I was subdued like a criminal in prison.

​The cuffs around my wrists were each locked separately to the belly chain, which fit me snugly above my hips. Looking down over my legs, I could see that each of my ankles were also locked into cuffs with a short chain that kept my legs close together. With how small the chain appeared between my ankles, I knew that I would be forced to take the smallest of steps while bound. After pulling against the restraints, I realized very quickly that it would be impossible to escape without the key to my bondage.

​While in a state of panic, I struggled to sit up on the twin-size bed. Upon putting my high heels on the floor and bringing myself upright, I could hear footsteps descending the stairs. When I watched Page step down the last stair with a wide smile on her face, I became infuriated. The sight of the short blonde woman, who was wearing lingerie and high heels that closely matched my own, lit a fire inside of me.

​


Chapter 3

​Page crossed her arms and looked down at me while I continued sitting on the bed. With no experience walking in high heels, I did not feel very confident standing on my four-inch stiletto pumps. Being that I was bound with cuffs and chains that were used to subdue prisoners, I knew that I would need to pick the right moment to escape this crazy woman’s home.

“How are you, Jamie?” Page asked.

“That’s not my name.” I responded with a tinge of anger in my voice.

“Are you sure?” Page responded. “With those perky boobs, you look like a Jamie.”

“What the hell are you doing? I ghosted you, so you kidnapped me?” I fumed.

“That is not a very nice way to speak to your mistress.” Page responded while holding up a large ball gag. “Until you can learn to address me properly, you’re going to need to wear this.”

​As Page brought the ball gag to my lips, I attempted to back away to no avail. With my limbs bound in cuffs and chains, all I could do was wiggle as she stuffed the ball gag into my mouth and secured it behind my head. As she fastened the gag behind me, I felt the strange sensation of long hair resting on my upper back. When Page buckled the gag and stepped away, I turned my head from side to side to see what had happened to my hair.
“Do you like the wig?” Page asked. “I used crazy glue to attach it to you.”

My eyes went wide at the sound of her words. Not only were boobs glued to me, but also a wig.

“And I’m sure you’ve noticed that’s not all I’ve done.” Page explained. “After you were all tipsy from the drugs that I slipped into your drink, you fell right into my arms and were very suggestible once we were back in my home. You let me lather you with hair removal cream three times to make sure every body hair was removed. Then, after I glued those boobs and wig onto you, you sat still while I gave you a complete makeover. Do you want to see?”
As I moaned through my gag, Page helped me stand up before walking me to the other side of the room, where a full-length mirror was positioned in front of the large wooden beams in the shape of an X. Although I wobbled quite a bit in my high heels, Page kept me upright as she stood me in front of the mirror and allowed me to admire her work.

“I glued those false eyelashes on and used long-lasting makeup. That way, you’ll keep looking pretty for days if I don’t give you another makeover before then.”
As I looked over myself in the mirror, I couldn’t believe the reflection belonged to me. Although my body shape was recognizable, my face was not. Seeing the wig on my head with long strands of straight brown hair falling to my upper back, it helped shape my face and give me a more feminine appearance. The dark makeup around my eyes with false lashes gave me an alluring and sensual look, while the foundation, blush, highlighter, and bronzer highlighted my feminine features and disguised my masculine ones. With bright red lips being propped open by a red ball gag, I was dumbfounded by what Page was doing to me.

​In just one night, she had transformed me into an incredibly feminine sissy. Along with the heavy makeup application, breast forms, wig, provocative female clothing that included sky-high stiletto heels, and the complete removal of all my body hair, she had also painted my nails bright red to match my lipstick. As I stared down at my nails, Page chimed in again.

“Do you like how shiny they are?” Page asked. “I painted your toenails the same color.”

Looking up at Page, I whined through my ball gag.

“Oh, and that’s not all, Jamie. You’re going to love this.” Page said while reaching down to my panties and pulling them down slightly.

​As I looked down at my middle, I noticed immediately that there was a small pink chastity cage secured around my penis. The chastity cage fit snugly around my member, which would keep it from growing even slightly, while a ring encircled the base of my privates and ensured that it could not be removed without a key. With my balls exposed beneath the pink cage constricting my penis, I looked down in shock and horror.

​When Page pulled my panties back up over my chastity cage, my confusion only grew.

“I bet you’re wondering what all of this is about?” Page asked.

Looking at her through the mirror, I nodded my head.
“When you told me that you wanted to settle down with me and take our relationship to the next level, I believed you. I thought you were sweet, caring, and kind, which is why I slept with you. But after you left me alone and ghosted me, I realized that you were just saying what you needed to to sleep with me. And that really bothered me.” Page explained. “Men like you just don’t understand how women feel when you use them. You think you can just blow your load into someone and never speak to them again without any consequences. Well, this time, you are going to learn an important lesson.”

​As Page guided me over to the large wooden beams in the shape of an X that were bolted into the concrete wall, I grew increasingly nervous. While wobbling in my high heels and bound in cuffs and chains, I knew better than to fight back and make the situation worse. But when she released my right arm from my handcuff, I could not help myself from trying to break free.

​While swinging my arm and trying to break Page’s grip, she used both arms to hold my right wrist above my head and secure it to a handcuff that was bolted to the wooden beam. Once my right arm was secured in the cuff above my head, she unlocked my left arm and attached it to the other cuff bolted into the wooden beam. With both arms secured above my head, I pulled against the metal cuffs and tried to free myself, to no avail.

​Seeing that I was stuck with my back against the wooden beams in the shape of an X, Page released me from the chains wrapped around my waist. After releasing me from the leg cuffs as well, she took a step back and admired her work.

“You stay right there. I need to grab a few things.” Page announced.

​After walking upstairs, she returned a few minutes later with some toys in hand. When I saw her holding a bottle of lube, a vibrator, and a large black dildo, I became restless.

“I think it’s time you learned how to feel pleasure like a lady.” Page informed. “Instead of penetrating, you are going to learn how it feels to be penetrated and used for someone else’s pleasure. And guess what? You’re going to learn to like it.”

​As Page stepped close to me, I turned my body the best I could while still cuffed with my arms above me.

“When I’m finished with you, that little thing between your legs will be completely useless for sex. The only thing that will make you cum will be getting fucked and used like the whore that you are.” Page said with an evil grin. “Are you ready, sissy Jamie?”


Chapter 4

​Page set down the lube and large black dildo before kneeling in front of me. As I stood with my arms subdued above my head, I looked down at Page and watched her turn on the vibrator. After she pulled down my panties so that my chastity-caged penis was exposed, she pressed the vibrator against my cage and watched me squirm.

​Despite the chastity cage encasing my member and keeping it from growing, I could feel the vibrations traveling through the cage and stimulating my penis. I moaned through my ball gag while shifting back and forth on my high heels as Page continued pressing the vibrator against my privates. Although I could feel blood rushing to my middle almost immediately, I was met with frustration and discomfort as the chastity cage prohibited my member from fully hardening.

​I stomped my high heels and whined loudly as I felt the chastity cage becoming tighter by the second. The pressure became unbearable rather quickly as I felt my penis pressing against the bars of the cage on all sides. While biting down on my ball gag, I let my head fall back as I felt pre-cum beginning to leak from my tip. Despite being trapped in the chastity cage, it felt like cum could rush out at any moment.

​Just when it felt like I could slip over the edge, Page turned off the vibrator and pulled it away.

“It looks like you’re ready.” Page announced.

Whipping my head in her direction, I stared at her with longing eyes.

“I bet you’re ready to cum, aren’t you?” She asked while standing upright in front of me.

Although I was frustrated with how I was being treated, I couldn’t help nodding my head yes in response.

“Well, it’s time you learn to cum the right way,” Page said while pinching my cheek.

​Page pulled my fishnet tights and panties down to my upper thighs, and exposed my bottom as I continued to squirm. While wobbling in my high heels, I moaned through my gag and pleaded with my eyes for her to let me go. But Page paid no attention to my pitiful efforts.

​Once my behind was exposed, she squirted some lube onto her hand and used her index finger to prod my hole. When she poked my opening and made an entrance for the first time, my eyes shot wide open. I had never experienced anal before, and I was having trouble processing the new feeling of being penetrated by another person.

​As Page pushed her finger inside of me and began swirling it around my bottom, my mind was filled with mixed feelings and emotions. While still dressed effeminately with a wig and breast forms glued onto me, I was determined to fight any feelings of pleasure in my current state. However, because of how Page had used the vibrator to turn me on, it felt like my body was betraying me and giving in to what she wanted.

​I closed my eyes and pulled against my bondage with all my strength as I felt Page tickle my prostate with her finger and maintain my arousal. Although the feelings traveling around my mid-region were not quite as intense as when she had used the vibrator, there was no denying that my body enjoyed how she was toying with me. High-pitched moans and whines escaped involuntarily as Page systematically stretched my hole with her finger.

​Once she felt like I was loosening up, Page brought her middle finger together with her index finger and forced both into my hole. The added girth caused my eyes to pop wide open again as I kicked my high heels and moaned through my ball gag. Despite my protests, Page continued to have her way and prepare me for the new way I would be having sex while under her control.

“You like that?” Page asked seductively. “You like when I finger your pussy…don’t you, bitch?”

While biting down on my ball gag, I moaned in response to her dirty talk.

“You look like such a little slut. In your high heels, and your lingerie with your boobs hanging out. You’re just begging for someone to fuck you.” Page asserted. “And with that lipstick…I bet you’d love to wrap those pretty little lips around something long and hard.”

I couldn’t help whimpering in response as Page continued to push her fingers in and out of me with increasing speed.

​Despite her efforts to tickle my prostate, it felt like my arousal was beginning to fade after a few minutes of being penetrated. When Page noticed that my member was shrinking inside of its cage, she quickly reversed the course by turning on the vibrator and pressing it against my chastity cage while she fingered me. Almost immediately after the sensations traveled to my member, my penis expanded inside of the cage again and pressed against the bars on all sides. However, just when pre-cum began to leak from my tip, she pulled the vibrator away.

“There you go, little sissy.” Page said while dropping the vibrator to the floor. “If you want to cum, you better do it from your ass being used.”

I closed my eyes and pouted as Page continued to have her way with me. Although I didn’t know Page that well, I was shocked to see such a different side of her.

​On my date with Page a couple of months prior, she came across as shy, self-conscious, and awkward. But now, under her control in her basement, she was controlling, aggressive, and vengeful. Seeing this new side of Page, I had no idea what she was capable of. Although I hoped that someone would report me missing and the police would track my location somehow, I had no idea what Page had done to cover her tracks.

​When Page finally pulled her fingers out of my rear and let me rest for a few moments, I let my head hang in front of me. While breathing heavily and looking down at my stiletto high heels, I hoped that the worst was behind me. However, when Page picked up the large black dildo and waved it in front of my face, I knew that this was only the beginning.


Chapter 5

​After teasing me with the vibrator again so that I was on the edge, Page lathered the large black dildo with lube and prepared it for an entrance. My eyes went wide as I watched her bring the dildo behind me and slip it between my cheeks. As I felt the blunt tip press against my opening, I pulled against the handcuffs holding my arms above my head and squealed.

​Although Page had just fingered me for nearly fifteen minutes straight, it was not enough to prepare me for the eight-inch dildo snaking its way into my hole. The girth was substantially wider than Page’s two petite fingers, and the length felt unnatural. As inch after inch of the dildo was pushed inside of me, I could feel the realistic design of the head and every vein that was part of the rod. While closing my eyes, I took long, deep breaths and tried to weather the intense feeling of being stretched as the dildo made room for itself inside of me.

​Once the dildo had made a full entrance and Page could not push it any further, she paused momentarily and let it rest in place for a few moments. After a quick break to let me grow accustomed to the foreign object penetrating me, she pulled the dildo out slowly until only the tip was left inside. Taking me by surprise, she shoved the dildo right back into my hole with surprising power and caused me to jump in my high heels.

“Oh, I’m sorry. Did you need to warm up some more?” Page asked in a sympathetic voice. “Do you remember what you told me when I said I needed more time to warm up?”

Thinking back to our night together a couple of months prior, I struggled to recall our sexual encounter.

“You told me that you didn’t want to lose your boner and that I just needed to relax.” Page informed.

After pulling the dildo out slowly, Page shoved it all the way back in very aggressively again.

“Just relax.” Page said softly, “I’ll be finished soon.”

​Page held my chest with one hand and used her other hand to push the dildo in and out of my bottom aggressively. While curling my toes in my high heels, I struggled to make a noise other than a high-pitched whine. Being an anal virgin, I felt incredibly tight, and I was worried that something might split or tear from her powerful movements. As Page fondled my fake breast and pounded my bottom with the dildo, I struggled to cope with what she was doing to me.

​Because of how she had put me on edge with the vibrator before penetrating me, my body was confused and began to respond to the stimulation inside of my bottom. Although I did not feel like I was about to cum, there was no denying that I was very aroused. While looking at myself in the mirror across from me, I couldn’t believe that I was turned on in my current state.

​Seeing myself with heavy makeup, false lashes, a long wig, fake breasts secured under a black bra, a chastity cage peeking out of my panties, and high-heel stilettos, I couldn’t believe that I was actually aroused. Nothing about me looked masculine, and I felt more submissive and weak than ever before in my life. As Page continued to have her way with my bottom and make me feel like her bitch, I put my head down in defeat.

​Not only was I unable to fight what she was doing to me, it felt like my body had acclimated to being filled and was enjoying the sensations in my rear. After letting out another high-pitched squeal, I stomped my high heels and bit down on my gag. When Page noticed that my moans were sounding more pleasurable, she pulled the dildo out and stepped in front of me.

“Well, I’ve had enough for tonight.” Page announced. “I’ll be back in a little while to check on you.”

​As Page turned toward the stairs and began walking away, I was overcome with frustration and yelled through my gag. Although my speech was inaudible because of the ball gag, it was enough to get Page’s attention. Turning toward me with anger burning in her eyes, she stepped close to me and slapped me across the face.

“That is no was for a sissy to show her appreciation!” Page yelled while wagging her finger in front of my nose. “When I fuck you, you should be thankful that I allowed you to experience a cock in your ass. Understand, sissy Jamie?”

With my cheek still stinging, I put my head down and stayed quiet.

“Did you hear me?” Page asked again while grabbing my crotch with her right hand.

​Although my penis was trapped inside its cage, my balls were still exposed and vulnerable. As Page tightened her grip and crushed my privates in the palm of her hand, I nodded my head to show her that I understood.

“Good sissy. Now you behave. Or else I’ll castrate you.” Page threatened.

​Looking into her eyes, I could see that she was serious. Having felt her tight grip around my balls, her threat frightened me and caused me to shrink in her presence. As I watched Page walk up the stairs and leave me alone in the basement, I kept silent and stayed perfectly still. After she reached the top stair and stepped onto the main level, I could hear her close the door behind her and lock it.

​


Chapter 6

​While standing in my high heels with my arms bound above me, I became uncomfortable rather quickly. The way my shoes forced me to stand on the balls of my feet was unbearable, and it felt like my arms were falling asleep from remaining stuck above my head. With fake breasts glued to my chest, I struggled to grow accustomed to the weight of my bra. Although I was not feeling aroused anymore, I was still aware of the chastity cage keeping my penis trapped.

​As I stood in Page’s basement and waited for her to return, it felt like time was moving slower than usual. The only thing I had to keep myself occupied was the mirror set up in front of me. Although I found it difficult to see myself dressed effeminately and bound with handcuffs, I could not keep from studying my body in the mirror to see everything Page had done to me. 

​Even though Page had already told me that she removed all my body hair, it was strange to see every part of my body completely hairless with my own eyes. From the tips of my toes to my eyebrows, there was not a single stray hair or stubble that was visible. With the fishnet tights encasing my legs, the bra holding up my fake breasts, and the panties showing a slight bulge from my chastity cage, it was amazing how my smooth skin tied everything together for my overall feminine appearance.

​Looking over my face, I was shocked to see the extent of what she had done with my makeup. With the way she had contoured my nose, cheeks, and chin, my facial structure appeared much more feminine and desirable. Along with the long, fake lashes that she had glued onto my eyelids, she had used a dark palette to create a smokey eye look, which caused my brown eyes to pop. To complete my seductive and sensual look, she had applied ruby red lipstick onto me before finishing with a shimmering lip gloss. As I stared at myself in the mirror, I became lost in the image and could feel myself swelling up in my chastity cage.

​It felt like I forgot who I was looking at for a few moments as I was swept away with the inviting makeup on my face and the clothes shaping my figure. As a man, I couldn’t help myself from becoming aroused at the sight of a feminine figure all dolled up and begging for attention. But as Page’s sissy, I felt confused and unsure of why I was turned on seeing myself appearing as I did.

​When Page unlocked the door to the basement and descended the stairs, it felt like my trance was broken by the sound of her footsteps. As she stepped down the last stair wearing a silk nightie and slippers, I hoped that this strange night was finally over. However, when I noticed the chains and cuffs in her hand, I hung my head.

“Alright, sissy, it’s time for bed. Either you can behave and let me get you cuffed, or you can spend the night on your high heels. Which will it be?”

With my head still down, I stayed perfectly still.

“Alright, sissy Jamie, you better not try anything.”

Page stepped close and knelt at my feet before attaching a pair of cuffs around my ankles. With the short chain connecting the cuffs, the mobility of my legs was severely limited once again.

​Rising to my waist, she continued by wrapping the belly chain around my waist and locking it around me. With the chain resting snugly just above my hips, Page prepared the handcuffs, which were attached. After standing upright, she continued by unlocking my left wrist from the wooden X and using both hands to secure it to the cuff connected to the chain around my waist. Once she had unlocked my right wrist and connected it to the cuff at my waist as well, she looked over each of the locks to make sure everything was secure.

“Very good, sissy.” Page complimented, “That was so much better than last time.”

Despite feeling broken down and defeated, the real reason I did not fight back was because my arms had fallen asleep while cuffed above my head. With my arms locked in handcuffs and stuck close to my waist by the belly chain, it felt like blood could travel back to my arms normally again.

“Come, sissy Jamie.” Page ordered.

​With no other choice, I followed behind Page as she led me up the stairs. Although it was difficult to step up the stairs in stiletto high heels while cuffed, I managed to make it to the top without falling. After stepping onto the main level, Page brought me to the bathroom where she helped me relieve myself.

​Once I was finished in the bathroom, Page gestured for me to follow her back down into the basement. Even though I desperately wanted to avoid her basement and escape, I put my head down and followed her back down the stairs. After stepping down the last stair, she led me to the twin-sized bed I had woken up on earlier in the evening.

​As I sat on the bed and finally took a rest from standing on my high heels, I let out a sigh of relief. Despite being chained and cuffed, it felt nice to sit down and give my feet a rest after standing for hours.

“Now sit still and don’t move. I’ll be right back.” Page ordered.

After nodding my head, I watched her walk back up the stairs before returning with a tray a few minutes later.

​While I sat still on the bed, Page set the tray down on my lap and sat beside me.

“Now, do not say a word. Otherwise, no dinner and you spend the night in the cage. Understood?”

After I nodded my head, Page reached behind me and unlatched the ball gag. When it was finally pulled from my mouth, I let out a long exhale. Although Page glared at me for my unwanted noise, she let it slide and prepared a bit for me to eat. 

​Over the course of fifteen minutes, Page fed me carefully while making sure not to smudge my makeup. She allowed me to drink water in-between bites and made sure that I finished my plate full of rice, beans, and vegetables. Once I was finished, she took the tray back upstairs and returned moments later.

“Alright, sissy, time for bed.” She announced.

With a stomach full, I laid back as Page had commanded and tried to get comfortable. As I looked down and peeked past my fake boobs, I watched Page attach another chain to my leg cuffs and lock it to the post of the twin bed. Even though it would be nearly impossible to escape in my current predicament, Page was not taking any chances.

​After going over each of my locks one more time, Page left me alone in the basement and returned to the main level. Once the door to the basement was closed and locked, she turned the lights off from the other side of the door and left me in complete darkness. With how long of a day I had been through, I drifted off to sleep soon after Page locked me in the basement.


Chapter 7

​When I awoke the next morning, Page was sitting over me with a bright smile on her face. After blinking my eyes open, I shook my head and looked around her basement. With the deep sleep I had been in, it took me a few moments to remember where I was and what had happened to me.

“Hey there, sissy Jamie, did you sleep okay?” Page asked.

After pulling against my handcuffs, which were still attached to the chain around my waist, I responded in an annoyed tone. “Are you going to let me go now?”

Page bit her lip and fumed at my comment. “That is no way to address your mistress…Why won’t you learn, sissy?”

“I’m not a sissy. My name is…” My words were cut off with Page stuffing the ball gag back into my mouth and buckling it behind my head.

“Stop…now.” She said with her finger by my nose. “When you address me, you will say mistress. Understand?”

With the ball gag in my mouth and the cuffs keeping me subdued, I let out a moan of frustration before nodding my head.

“Should we try this again?” She asked.

After rolling my eyes, I nodded my head again.

“Don’t think I didn’t see that, sissy Jamie. If you keep acting like a little bitch, I’ll treat you like one.”

After Page unbuckled the gag and pulled it from my mouth, I stayed silent while lying on the bed.

“Now, how did you sleep, sissy?” Page asked.

“Just fine, mistress.” I responded.

“Do you need to tinkle?” She asked.

“Not right now…Mistress.” I said before gritting my teeth.

“It looks like some of your makeup smudged in your sleep. Shall I touch it up?” Page asked.

I bit my lip and pulled against my cuffs before responding. “It’s fine, mistress.”

Page pursed her lips together before reaching down to my crotch and cradling my balls with her hand. “When I ask you about your clothes, makeup, or anything to do with your appearance, the only answer I want to hear is, ‘Make me look pretty, mistress’.”

While squirming in bed from the grip around my privates, I quickly responded how she had ordered me to. “Make me look pretty, mistress.”

“That’s better, sissy. Now stay still.” Page commanded.

​After walking upstairs, she returned a few minutes later with some makeup supplies and the vibrator. While I continued lying on the bed, Page sat beside me and began pulling out a few items.

“Now, while I work on your makeup, you will hold this vibrator on your little clitty.” Page said while putting the vibrator in my hand. “But you are not allowed to cum. If I catch you cumming, I’ll plug your ass and lock you in the cage for the rest of the day. Got it?”

After swallowing the saliva in my mouth, I nodded in response.

“I asked you a question, sissy.”

“Yes, mistress.” I responded promptly.

​As Page began touching up my makeup by applying mascara, I pressed the vibrator against my chastity cage as she had instructed. Although my hands were subdued in cuffs, I was able to just barely reach the vibrator to my caged penis. While pressing the device against my middle, I could feel myself swelling up almost immediately.

​Despite being annoyed that Page was working on my makeup again, I could not contain the arousal that was building up. As she touched up my foundation and looked over my eyes, I could feel my penis pressing against the bars on all sides of the chastity cage. When it felt like pre-cum began to leak out, I remembered what Page had told me and quickly pulled the vibrator away.

“That was quick. You must love when I do your makeup. Don’t you, sissy Jamie.” Page asked.

While straining against my handcuffs, I responded softly. “Yes, mistress.”

“Should I touch up your lips, or change the color?” Page asked.

Remembering how I should answer, I responded appropriately. “Make me look pretty, mistress.”

“That’s such a good sissy. Why don’t we change your color to a different shade of red?” Page suggested. “Now, don’t take too long of a break with that thing. I want you on edge the whole time. Understand, sissy?”

“Yes, mistress.”

​Page reached down and pushed the vibrator against my chastity cage again before continuing on my makeup. Although I felt close to the edge, I managed to hold back my orgasm as she wiped my lips and applied a fresh coat of lipstick in a darker shade of red. After a few minutes, I could hardly contain myself and pulled the vibrator away again. When Page was finally finished with my makeup and took the vibrator away from me, I breathed a sigh of relief.

“Now that you look pretty, let’s get you up on those heels.” Page announced.

​After unlocking the chain that kept me attached to the bed, Page helped me stand up beside her. With the cuffs and chains still on my arms and legs, I struggled to follow behind her as she brought me to the other side of the basement.

“Alright, now stand still.” Page ordered once I was next to the wooden beams in the shape of an X.

​Although I was frustrated and wanted to escape, I kept my feelings contained while she unlocked my right handcuff and grabbed my arm with both hands. After attaching my right wrist to the cuff bolted to the wooden beam, she did the same with my left arm as well. Once both arms were cuffed above my head to the wooden beams, she released the chains around my waist and unlocked the cuffs around my ankles.

​While I stood on my high heels feeling incredibly vulnerable, Page went upstairs and left me alone for a few minutes. When she returned with the dildo, a bottle of lube, and the vibrator, I became uncomfortable and shifted on my high heels.

“Are you ready, sissy?” Page asked while squirting some lube onto her hand.

“Uh, can we…can we just wait, mistress?” I asked meekly.

Page stepped next to me and pulled down my panties to my upper thighs as she responded. “Wait for what?”

“I’m just…not sure if I can do this again…” I said while she reached behind me and poked her finger into my hole.

“Of course you can, sissy. As long as I want to use you, you will be used. Understand?” Page asserted.

“But, mistress…” I said before being cut off by Page, who shoved two fingers into my hole and forced me onto my toes.

“Understand?!” She asked again.

“Yes, mistress!” I responded.

“You should be grateful that I use you. In fact, you should be begging me to stick something inside of you.” Page informed. “Why don’t you start right now.”

“What do you want me to say, mistress?” I asked while she continued to finger me.

“Ask me to do it harder…Ask me to tear your ass apart or to fuck your brains out.” Page explained. “Use your imagination and don’t make me explain everything to you.”
​As Page continued to push her fingers in and out of my hole, I followed her order and began to beg for her to use my bottom.

“Do it harder, mistress.” I said meekly.

“Say it like you mean it.” Page asserted.

“Do me harder, mistress.” I said with more volume.

“Louder, sissy!” Page yelled.

“Fuck me harder, mistress!” I screamed.

“That’s better! Keep going…”

“Use me like your bitch! Tear my ass up! I’m yours to use, mistress!” I yelled.

“There you go, sissy. Don’t stop until I’m finished.” Page ordered.

“Please keep using me, mistress! Make me feel like your little slut! Pound my ass until I can’t feel it anymore! I need to feel you inside me…”

​As I continued yelling and screaming, Page fingered me with greater intensity while pressing the vibrator against my chastity cage periodically. With the feelings of arousal being stirred up while Page used my bottom, it felt like my body was becoming increasingly confused. Even though I was screaming that I wanted to be fingered and used, my mind was still fighting what Page was doing to me. Because of the intense feelings that the vibrator was drawing out of me, it felt like I was struggling to hold on to the defiance inside of my brain. While coming right up to the edge with my hole filled, I let out high-pitched moans of pleasure.

​When Page could sense that I was nearing an orgasm, she quickly pulled the vibrator away and pulled her fingers out of my hole. Upon feeling my orgasm slipping away, my eyes shot open, and I watched as Page stepped away from me.

“Are you finished, mistress?” I asked.

“For now. I’ll come back soon to have some more fun,” Page said while walking away.

Feeling frustrated from my arousal slowly disappearing, I bit my lip and did my best to stay silent.

“See you soon, sissy.”

​


Chapter 8

​Page left me alone in the basement for nearly an hour before she returned. While standing in my high heels and dressed in lingerie, I couldn’t help but stare at myself in the mirror and ponder what Page had done to me. Although my arousal had slowly faded over the last hour, a realization came over me that I was starting to enjoy what she did to my bottom. Even though it was uncomfortable at first, it felt like my body had acclimated to my hole stretching. Maybe it was just my blue balls taking over my thoughts, but I was actually annoyed when she stopped and pulled away.

​As I heard Page walking down the stairs, my thoughts were interrupted, and I became distracted by her new outfit. While shifting back and forth on my high heels, I watched Page descend the stairs with the bottle of lube and vibrator in hand. Upon stepping down the last stair, my eyes scanned her body from her thigh-high stiletto boots to her perfectly made-up face.

​Standing on a pair of shiny four-inch stiletto high-heel boots, Page paused and let me take in her image. Her thigh-high boots encased her legs and looked like a second skin, while her well-defined calves stood out beneath the rubbery material. Where the boots cut off, I could see the tops of fishnet stockings with garter straps connected to a one-piece corset top. The teddy helped shape her torso and brought in her waist significantly.

​With her boobs being pushed up by the teddy corset top, Page’s image was stunning. However, one part of her outfit stood out more than the rest. Protruding from her middle, she had fitted herself into a strap-on with a dildo standing erect and pointing directly at me. Even though the eight-inch dildo was the same one I had already become acquainted with, there was something more intimidating about it being connected to Page’s middle.

​As she strutted over to me with her wavy hair flowing, her heavily made-up eyes locked onto me. With fake lashes glued on and dark makeup applied around her eyelids, she looked like a different person than when we had first met. I felt like I could hardly speak when she stepped next to me and began squirting lube onto her dildo.

​While still handcuffed to the wooden beams with my arms stuck above me, I could only watch as she lathered the dildo with lube before grabbing me by the hips. After twisting my body slightly so that my bottom was facing her front, she carefully guided the dildo toward my bottom and pressed the blunt tip against my hole. Knowing that there was nothing I could do to fight what was about to happen, I stayed quiet and remained compliant.

​As I felt inch after inch entering my bottom and stretching me out, I took deep breaths and weathered the intense feeling of being stretched. Even though my stiletto high heels already put me on the balls of my feet, I found myself shifting further onto my toes as Page pushed forward and forced me to accept the length of the dildo relatively quickly. Once her middle met my cheeks, she paused momentarily and turned on the vibrator. After pressing it against my chastity cage, it felt like my arousal was at an all-time high.

​Despite being teased and tormented with the vibrator often, Page had managed to keep me on edge since I had arrived, and she had not let me cum once. It felt like I was more pent up than ever in my life, and I would do anything to finally experience a full release. When Page stimulated my caged penis with the vibrator again and brought it right up to the edge, I could not contain my longing moans and whines.

​Even though I had never experienced anal before Page had kidnapped me, it felt like something was already changing in my brain, and I was accepting this new way of having sex. After Page could see that my member was aroused in its cage, she pulled the vibrator away and began pumping behind me. With the only stimulation now coming from my rear while I was on edge, I closed my eyes and accepted that this would be my best chance at releasing some pressure.

​With her hands on my hips for leverage, Page began bumping into my bottom and thrusting the dildo in and out of my behind. While standing on my high heels, dressed in lingerie, and made up with makeup to look like a woman, I couldn’t believe that I was nearing a full-blown orgasm. Despite my penis being locked in a cage, with a set of fake boobs glued onto my chest and a wig on my head, I felt like I could actually cum from what Page was putting me through. As I concentrated on the rod entering and exiting my rear continuously, drops of pre-cum began to drip to the floor.

​When Page noticed how close I was to slipping over the edge, she let go of my hips and put both hands on my chest while she continued humping me. After leaning in close to my ear, she whispered for me to beg for more.

“Go on, sissy, ask me to fuck you harder.” Page ordered.

Although I was struggling to speak with how turned on I was, I complied with her command and began begging as she instructed.

“Please, mistress, keep using my bottom. It feels so good. I love when you fuck me…” I said before trailing off.

​It felt like I was losing my breath as Page continued humping me and pushed me closer to the edge. But when I stopped speaking, Page let go of my chest with one hand and slapped my butt cheek to remind me to keep going.

“I’m sorry, mistress. I just can’t even think right now. You’re about to make me cum.” I said in a high-pitched voice.

“That’s okay, little sissy.” Page said while still thrusting, “Now tell me how much of a cum slut you are.”
“I feel like such a slut, mistress. I can’t believe you’re going to make me cum with something up my ass. I’m such a slut…” I said before being cut off.

“Cumslut.” Page asserted.

“Yes, I’m such a cumslut. Please keep doing me, mistress. I can feel it coming. Oh my god, I feel just like a whore…”

​At the moment the word “whore” came out of my mouth, squirts of cum began to leak from my chastity cage. My eyes went wide, and I fell into a state of disbelief as drops of semen splattered on the floor beneath me. Not only had Page dressed me like a sissy and made me speak like one, she had my body performing like a sissy. Although it felt wonderful in the moment to release all the pressure that had been building up, when the orgasm was finished, I was left only with shame and regret. I couldn’t believe that in less than a day, Page had warped my sexual preference and showed me how easy it was to cum from anal stimulation.

​When Page saw that I was finished, she continued pumping in and out for a few more minutes to make sure that I was completely empty. Upon pulling the dildo out and stepping away, she looked at me with a gleaming smile. With my head down, I quivered in her presence and had trouble processing what had just happened.

​Although I previously did not enjoy wearing high heels, makeup, a wig, breast forms, or women’s clothing, it didn’t seem to bother me as much when I was turned on and on edge. But now that my balls were drained, it felt like something changed inside of my brain, and the only thing I could think about was changing and getting out of her basement. While Page went upstairs and removed the strap-on, my mind raced and I tried to plot my escape. However, when she returned to the basement with the ball gag in hand, I knew that I would not be able to convince her with my words.

​After stuffing the ball gag into my mouth, Page buckled it behind my head. With my arms still secured above me, Page pinched my cheek and smiled.

“That was so good, little sissy. I’m so proud of you for showing how submissive and feminine you really are,” Page complimented. “Now I want you to stay right here and think about what you just did while I run out to the store. I’ll be back in a couple of hours to check on you. Enjoy.”

As I watched Page walk up the stairs, I put my head down and pouted.

​


Chapter 9

​While standing in my high heels with a puddle of cum beneath me, I could not bring myself to look in the mirror. I felt embarrassed, emasculated, and like I had lost all semblance of my manhood. Despite pulling on my cuffs every few minutes in an attempt to break free, I remained stuck with my back against the wooden beams until Page returned nearly three hours later.

​When Page finally returned and checked on me, it felt like my bladder could burst from the pressure that had built up. However, before Page let me relieve myself, she grabbed the chains and cuffs to subdue me. After wrapping the belly chain just above my waist, she locked it on and attached the ankle cuffs to my legs. Once the handcuffs were ready, she released my arms one at a time before locking my wrists in the cuffs attached to the chain around my waist.

​With my limbs secured in handcuffs and chains, Page led me upstairs, where she supervised me using the toilet. Once I was finished, she had me wash my hands before bringing me back down to the basement. After leading me to the bed, Page ordered me to sit down and wait for her while she grabbed a few things. Upon her returning with a new pair of high heels and the vibrator, I put my head down.

“I didn’t want you to get bored with those shoes, so I grabbed you a new pair.” Page explained. “They have a little higher heel, but I’m sure you’ll love how they feel.”
With the ball gag still in my mouth, I stayed silent with my head down.

​After reaching down to my feet and removing my red high-heel pumps, Page turned on the vibrator and pressed it against my caged member. Despite cumming earlier in the day, I could feel myself swelling up in the chastity cage once again. Once Page saw that I was nearing the edge, she turned off the vibrator and quickly slipped the new pair of high heels onto my feet.

​As she buckled the red strappy stiletto heels onto me, I could feel immediately that they were higher than my last pair. Before I even took my first steps, it was apparent that these new shoes would take some getting used to. With a series of straps that wrapped around my feet and ankles, there was no denying that the shoes were appealing to the eye. The five-inch stiletto heels with no platform accentuated my legs while putting my red painted toenails on display.

​When Page was finished buckling the shoes onto me, she ordered me to stand next to her. Despite my struggling to balance, I stood next to Page with my head down.

“Those look so cute on you!” Page exclaimed. “I just can’t believe how amazing you look as my sissy!”

With the ball gag still in my mouth, I kept my head down in shame and embarrassment. Although I was turned on because of what she did to my caged penis with the vibrator, I was still not very fond of being called cute or a sissy.

“I think you’ve earned yourself a nice meal. Why don’t you sit down while I prepare something for you?” Page suggested.

As Page walked upstairs, I sat patiently and waited for her on the bed.

​Nearly half an hour later, Page returned with a plate and drink in hand. As I saw the steaming hot plate of pizza with a glass of iced tea, my mouth salivated.

“Why don’t I take that thing out of your mouth so you can enjoy.” Page said while setting the plate and glass on the floor.

​After removing my ball gag, Page picked up the plate and sat beside me on the bed. With my hands still cuffed at my side, Page had to feed me my meal. Even though it was humiliating to be fed, I stayed silent and compliant to stay in Page’s favor. However, once I had finished my meal and drunk my iced tea, I could not keep myself from asking Page the question that continued to persist in my mind.

“Mistress?” I said softly.

“Yes, sissy Jamie?” Page responded while holding the empty glass and plate.

“How long are you planning on keeping me here?” I asked.

After shaking her head, she set the plate and glass down on the floor. Taking me by surprise, she slapped me across the cheek before grabbing the ball gag. With my cheek still stinging, she shoved the ball gag into my mouth and secured the buckle behind my head.

“You should know better than to ask such a stupid question…” Page said while fuming. “I’ll keep you as long as I want, and you will be a good little sissy and listen to me. Got it?”

With my mouth propped open by the ball gag, I nodded my head and looked down at my strappy heels.

​After grabbing the plate and glass, Page walked back upstairs and locked me in the basement. Throughout the afternoon, I was left alone in the windowless basement while Page checked on me periodically. Although I snooped around and tried to find a way to escape, there appeared to be no way out. While lying on the bed and staring at the ceiling, my mind raced and ran scenarios in which I might be able to take Page by surprise and flee her home. However, with my limbs in cuffs, it felt like a fleeting fantasy that would never materialize.


Chapter 10

​After a second night in captivity in Page’s basement, it was becoming increasingly difficult to keep hope alive that she would let me go. While being kept in ladies’ lingerie, high heels, and makeup for almost two days, I began to grow accustomed to the clothing and feel less embarrassed by how I looked. Although it was still not very comfortable to wear high heels, I was becoming more confident when walking or standing in my shoes.

​As the days continued to pass, I began to lose track of how long it had been since Page had abducted me. I was kept locked in her basement all day and night, except for when I needed to relieve myself on the toilet. With no view of the outside world, it felt like I was losing myself to what Page was turning me into.

​While under Page’s tight control, she was meticulous in how she wielded the vibrator and continued to use my arousal to warp my desires. When changing my lingerie, high heels, or working on my makeup, Page made sure that I was turned on and on the edge of an orgasm. Before stretching my hole or using the dildo on my bottom, she ensured that I was on the cusp of an orgasm so that I might explode when she filled me.

​With the constant edging from the vibrator, it did not take long to modify my perception of women’s clothing and makeup. Although I had always found it sexy to see a woman dressed in provocative clothing while painted with sensual makeup, something was beginning to evolve in my brain as I became excited by the sight of new clothes and makeup that Page presented to me. It felt like a new connection had formed in my mind, and the woman beneath the clothes was no longer as important. Simply seeing a pair of high heels or lingerie became exhilarating because my subconscious knew that arousal would come immediately after. However, it was not just my view of makeup and clothing that had transformed.

​After cumming from anal stimulation the first time, it was easy to tell myself that my body betrayed me and that it couldn’t happen again. But when I orgasmed a second time, I couldn’t help questioning my sexuality. Before being taken by Page, anal penetration was never a consideration for me. But after some practice and positive reinforcement, my hole had acclimated to the feeling, and it was becoming easier to ride the sensations to a full orgasm.

​When Page forced me to cum from anal stimulation for the third time, it felt like my body and mind gave in to the new way of having sex. It was clear that my body was finding enjoyment from being filled, regardless of what I had told myself previously. Despite still wanting to be let out of my chastity cage so that I could experience vanilla sex again, I was feeling more at peace being used and forced to cum with something inside of me.

​After multiple weeks of being trained by Page, she felt that I had acclimated to my role as a sissy and she finally pulled back on the constant edging with the vibrator. Although she continued our routine by using my bottom at least twice a day and going over my appearance to make sure my makeup and outfit looked cute, she felt that I had grown beyond needing a vibrator. When she used my rear for the first time without stimulating my chastity cage first, I realized that she was right.

​Standing behind me with the strap-on secured around her waist, she lathered her fingers with lube before sticking her fingers inside of me. Even though she had already humped me earlier in the day, she wanted to be kind and make sure I was sufficiently stretched out. While prodding my hole with two fingers, she pulled from every angle and made sure that I was ready to receive. After pushing a third and fourth finger inside of me, I let out soft moans of pleasure.

“Do you like that, sissy Jamie?” Page asked.

“Yes, mistress. It feels wonderful.” I responded.

“That’s a good sissy.” Page complimented. “Now bend over.”

​While standing beside the twin-sized bed in the basement, I bent my knees slightly before bending over the bed as I was requested. With my wrists secured in cuffs that were connected to the belly chain around my waist, I was unable to catch myself when I fell face first onto the bed. As I kicked my legs, which were in ankle cuffs that kept them close together, Page laughed and shook her head at me. 
“You are such a pathetic little sissy. You know that?” Page giggled.

After pulling my head up, I responded softly. “I’m sorry, mistress. Please don’t be mad at me.”

“It’s okay, sissy.” Page responded. “Now stay still.”

“Yes, mistress.”

​Page bent her knees as she guided the strap-on dildo toward my hole. After pressing the tip against my opening, she put her hands on the bed beside me and positioned herself to hump me aggressively. Knowing what was about to come, I bit my lip and waited eagerly for her to begin.

​As she slid the dildo inside of me, I let out a soft moan of pleasure. My hole was more stretched out than ever before in my life, and I felt like I didn’t even need to warm up anymore. With my body pinned to the bed, I relaxed my muscles and closed my eyes as she pushed the full length of the rod deep into my bottom. When her middle met my butt cheeks, I took a deep breath and braced myself for what was next.

​With her body in position and the strap-on inserted into my hole, Page rocked her hips behind me and began humping aggressively. Although I wasn’t sure how much satisfaction Page received from using the strap-on, it felt like she enjoyed asserting her power and showing her dominance more than anything else. While I was dressed like a woman and bound in a way that I could not possibly fight back, it was clear to both of us who the dominant and the submissive were. Page held all the power, and she enjoyed wielding it over me constantly.

​As I felt the rigid dildo snaking its way in and out of my hole repeatedly, I couldn’t help feeling some arousal bubble up. After weeks of being trained with the vibrator to be on edge any time I was penetrated, I had finally reached the point where I was becoming aroused solely from being penetrated. When I came to the conclusion in my head that my member was growing in its cage without any stimulation to it, I buried my face in the bed and squealed.

​It felt like Page had finally turned me into a full-fledged sissy, and there was nothing I could do to fight it. As I thought about the lingerie I was wearing, the fake breasts on my chest, the wig glued to my head, the high heels strapped onto my feet, and the makeup painted on my face, my arousal only grew because of the way she had reprogrammed me for weeks. When I felt my chastity caged penis nearing the edge and pre-cum leaking from my tip, I lifted my head and screamed.

“Stop! Please, mistress! Please, just stop!” I shouted.

“Quiet, sissy! I’m not finished with you just yet!” Page snapped back.

“Please stop! You’re about to make me cum! And when I cum, none of this feels good anymore!” I responded.

“Shut it, sissy.” Page fumed. “This isn’t about what you want. You will take it like a good little slut whether you like it or not.”

“I can’t…Please just let me have a short break.” I pleaded.

“That’s it.” Page said before reaching for the ball gag beside me. “If you won’t be quiet, I’ll just have to make you.”

After stuffing the ball gag into my mouth, she buckled it behind my head and secured it tightly. With only muffled moans escaping my lips, Page continued uninterrupted and humped me harder than before.

​With my head buried in the bed, I closed my eyes and tried to fight the orgasm that was growing closer by the second. It felt like I could explode at any moment as my whole body tensed up. As Page slammed into my bottom and slapped her middle against my exposed butt cheeks, the first drips began to leak from my cage.

​My eyes shot open, and loud whines came out involuntarily as a rush of cum was forced out of me. The large drops splattering on the floor could be heard from across the room as Page continued to hump my bottom rhythmically. For nearly five minutes, small drops continued to drip periodically as Page persisted with her strap-on. Even after it felt like I had nothing more to release, Page shoved the dildo in and out of my hole with aggression and power.

“Are you all finished, little sissy?” Page asked in a demeaning tone. 
With the ball gag in my mouth, I could only nod my head to respond.

“You did say you were a one and done kind of sissy, didn’t you?” Page asked.

After nodding my head again, I bit down on the gag and rested my head on the bed.

“Well, unfortunately, I don’t think I’m done yet.” Page announced.

My head popped up as she continued.

“This is my workout for the day, and I haven’t even broken a sweat yet,” Page informed. “In fact, I feel like I’m just getting started.”

After turning my head to look back at Page, I pleaded with my eyes for her to pull out. But instead, she held herself in place.

“I’m going to ride your ass until I collapse. Now stay still. You’re in for a long night.”

While whimpering through my ball gag, I braced myself as Page continued to hump me aggressively.


Chapter 11

​Without arousal on my mind, being humped by Page felt much different. I became acutely aware of how uncomfortable I was in my bondage and how helpless she made me. Instead of my high heels, lingerie, and makeup feeling like a turn-on, it all became an annoyance because my balls had been drained. My feet ached from standing on the balls of my feet for most of the day, my eyes felt heavy from the fake lashed glued onto my lids, and my back was aching from the fake breasts being held up by my bra. Despite being dressed like a woman and treated like a slut for the last few weeks, this was the closest I had felt to what a woman actually went through for a man.

​With a newfound sense of compassion for what Page and every other woman went through, I laid motionless on the bed while she slammed into my bottom for nearly an hour. By the time she was finished, my hole felt raw, and I worried that I wouldn’t be able to walk normally for a week. When Page finally pulled out and stepped away from me, I struggled to move or change my position.

“Lay down, sissy. It’s time for bed,” Page announced.

​Although I felt completely drained, I used what little energy I had left to slither onto the bed and lay down. After Page used a chain to lock my leg cuffs to the base of the bed, I watched her waddle up the stairs and leave me alone. Once I was finally able to close my eyes in peace, I fell asleep almost immediately.

​When I awoke the next morning, I blinked my eyes open to see Page scrubbing the basement on her hands and knees. After popping up in bed, I looked at her in confusion and moaned through my gag to get her attention. Once she noticed me watching her, she paused and turned toward me.

“Good morning, sissy.” Page greeted. “I would make you do this, but I’m worried you would miss a spot.”

After I moaned through my gag again, Page continued. “You’ve been such a slutty little sissy the last few weeks, cumming all over this basement. Usually I wouldn’t care, but some police officers stopped by last night looking for you, so I wanted to make sure there was no sign you were ever here.”

I perked up upon hearing that people were looking for me and listened intently as Page continued.

“I kept everyone confused for a while by texting from your phone and telling your employer that you quit. But a couple of your friends just wouldn’t stop bugging me, and I think they filed a missing person report.” Page explained. “I ditched your phone in a river and wiped my prints from it, but someone must’ve found our messages, anyway. They just stopped by last night, but thankfully they didn’t have a warrant, so they couldn’t come in and search the house. So now I have to destroy any evidence that you were here and find a place to hide you until things cool down.”

Anxiety bubbled up in my stomach as it felt like I was closer than ever to getting out of Page’s basement.

“The only reason I’m telling you any of this is because I don’t want you to think I’m being mean for no reason by locking you into that cage over there. You’ve been such a good sissy and that should be rewarded, but I need to protect myself and that means storing you in that cage and hiding you where they will never find you.”

Upon hearing her talk about the cage, I looked over at the small steel structure with fear in my eyes.

“Don’t worry, it’s a lot bigger than it looks.”

​After Page finished scrubbing the basement from top to bottom, she dismantled the wooden beams in the shape of an X and removed the contents from the basement. Page grabbed the cage and took it out of the basement before approaching me by the bed and unlocking my leg cuffs from the base. Once I stood up from the bed, she tore off the sheets and began dismantling the bed as well.

​As I watched Page stuff the contents of the bed into garbage bags, I pulled against my cuffs and bit down on my gag. Although I was excited to finally be taken out of Page’s basement, I was nervous about what she might do to me next. I had no idea how she would hide a full-grown human in a cage, and I was anxious to find out.

​Once all the pieces of furniture were removed from the basement and there was nothing left, Page took me by the arm and guided me up the stairs from the basement. After walking down a short hallway, she brought me to her garage, where she had an SUV parked inside. As she walked me to the back of the vehicle, where the trunk was open, I saw the cage in the trunk. When she gestured for me to crawl in, I planted my feet and whined.

“Don’t do this now…” Page said while trying to push me forward.

Despite being in high heels, I held my ground and would not let her stuff me into the small cage in the trunk. After weeks of practice in my high heels, I had learned how to balance on the stiletto shoes.

“Don’t make this worse for yourself than it has to be…” Page threatened.

Knowing that there were people looking for me, I felt like this was my last opportunity to escape Page’s control. With freedom on my mind, I fought with all my strength and kept Page from putting me in her trunk.

“Fine. Have it your way.” Page said with anger in her voice.

​Reaching down to my middle, she grabbed my balls with her right hand and squeezed. Even though my chastity cage encapsulated my member, my swollen balls were still exposed and very sensitive. As she tightened her grip around my privates, I winced in pain and bent my knees. With the way she crushed my balls in her hand, it felt like my strength was sucked out of me and I lost the ability to fight. While whining through my gag, I stumbled forward toward the trunk and let Page push me into the cage.

​With my hands cuffed at my sides and connected to the belly chain, I could not lift myself into the trunk. Instead, Page did most of the heavy lifting and pushed me forward until I was face down in the cage with my knees on the floor and my butt in the air. Once my whole body was inside, she closed the cage and locked it.

​While moaning and whining through my gag, I listened as Page went back into the house and returned a few minutes later.

“You’d better stay quiet. Understand, sissy?” Page asked.

After I moaned in response, Page opened the cage and reached inside.

​I could feel Page pull down my underwear slightly before pushing the dildo between my cheeks. My eyes went wide as I felt her shove the dildo inside my bottom before pulling up my underwear to hold it in place. After giving me a pat on the butt, she closed the cage and locked it again.

​While stuck in the cage with a dildo up my bottom, I moaned and whined through my gag. Although I was uncomfortable being crammed into the small space, there was something exhilarating about being penetrated while bound and stuck. To my surprise, I could feel my member swelling up inside of the chastity cage as Page turned on the vehicle and pulled out of the garage.


Chapter 12

​Once Page pulled out of the driveway, she pressed the gas pedal down to the floor and peeled out. It felt like she was being chased as she swerved around turns and sped throughout the trip. Nearly half an hour later, Page finally calmed down and began driving at normal speeds. However, I could hear that she was very nervous.

​After pulling over, I could hear Page step out of the car and walk around to the trunk. Once the trunk was open, she unlocked the cage and pulled me out of it. As I stepped out of the vehicle onto the side of the road, I looked around my surroundings and could see that we were on a country road with no cars or buildings in sight. Becoming nervous of what Page might do to me next, I took off down the road and ran away from her.

​In my high heel stilettos with ankle cuffs limiting my leg mobility, it did not take long for Page to catch up to me. After grabbing me at the waist, Page picked me up and carried me back to her vehicle while I kicked my legs. Once we were next to her car, she set me down and reached into the trunk. Knowing that I couldn’t escape, I watched as she pulled the cage out of the trunk and dragged it into the trees next to the road. After collecting a few garbage bags from the back seat with the rest of the evidence inside, she threw the bags into the trees as well. When Page returned to the vehicle, she ordered me to crawl back into the trunk.

​Despite being in no position to fight back, I stood my ground and refused to crawl into the trunk as she requested. As I saw her take a step toward me, I took off running down the road again. Even though I knew that she would catch me, I ran as fast as my heels would allow, hoping she would give up.

​When I looked behind me and saw Page stop in her tracks, I couldn’t help but smile. However, when I looked forward, it was obvious why. Police cars were speeding down the roadway toward us with their lights on about half a mile away. With my hands still cuffed at my side, a ball gag in my mouth, and my legs cuffed, I stopped and screamed through my gag. As I turned around and saw Page running to her vehicle, I took a deep breath.

​Although Page sped away in her car, I knew that she would not outrun the police forever. While one of the police vehicles stopped to help me, two others continued down the road in pursuit of Page. When a police officer pulled the gag out of my mouth and let me rest, I couldn’t help but break down crying.

​After weeks of being held captive and trained how to feel pleasure like a sissy, I was finally free. I didn’t even care that I was dressed in lingerie with high heels on my feet and makeup on my face in the presence of a burly police officer. I was just glad to finally be free.

​Although it was awkward to ask, I had the police officer pull my underwear down so that I could release the dildo. With how stretched out I had been, it fell out the second my underwear were pulled down. I couldn’t even look the man in the eyes as I stood with fake breasts glued to my chest, a wig on my head, and a hairless body that had just released a large black dildo.

​Once they released me from my bondage and took a statement from me, I was taken home to meet my family and friends for the first time in almost a month. It was an emotional and heartfelt gathering as I explained what had happened and what Page had been putting me through. When they told me that she was in custody and would be charged with kidnapping, it felt like a weight had been lifted from my shoulders. My crazy stalker would finally be put away where she couldn’t torment me any longer.

​When I awoke the next morning in my own bed without any bondage or a chastity cage around my penis, I had to convince myself I wasn’t dreaming. It felt like an eternity that I was kept locked in Page’s basement, and I needed to readjust back to my old life. However, readjusting was much more difficult than I expected.

​Wearing my old clothes felt boring, and my job was not as fulfilling as it used to be. When I returned to the dating sites to rekindle my love of one-night stands, something felt off. Nothing that used to spark arousal worked anymore, and when I saw an attractive woman pop up on my phone, I couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel to be her, rather than be with her.

​My penis struggled to grow hard after weeks of being kept locked in a chastity cage, and my bottom felt like it was aching to be filled. Despite trying desperately to fight Page and get away from her, it felt like something inside of me wanted to return to captivity and experience femininity once again. After a week of freedom, I found myself shopping online for female lingerie, a chastity cage, and a dildo to see if I could feel whole again. When I dressed up for the first time alone in my apartment and used the dildo on myself, my arousal finally returned.

​While dressed in a bright red set of panties and bra with a chastity cage locked around my middle, I moaned with pleasure as I pushed the dildo in and out of my bottom. After a week of being unable to cum, I found myself nearing the edge minutes after being penetrated. I could hardly control my breathing as drops of cum leaked into my panties and I experienced an orgasm for the first time since I had escaped Page.

​With the realization that my arousal was now tied to being penetrated and dressing myself femininely, I went on a shopping spree the next day. After picking up all the makeup supplies I would need to make myself look pretty, I went shopping for a wig and several sets of ladies’ underwear. Although I had been kept in lingerie and had not worn any skirts or dresses, I found myself gravitating toward the feminine attire and picked out some outfits that were not as revealing as my lingerie.

​When I returned home with my hands full of shopping bags, I couldn’t help stripping down naked and changing into one of my new outfits immediately. After locking a small chastity cage around my penis, I slid into a matching set of black panties and bra. Once my underwear was fitted on me, I grabbed a short black dress that I had just purchased and pulled it over my body.

​With my dress zipped up my back, I stepped into a pair of stiletto pumps with a four and a half inch heel. Although I could walk in higher heels, these felt comfortable for all-day wear. As I stood in front of the mirror while fully dressed, I pulled out my new makeup supplies and began applying them to my face.

​Although my first time doing my own makeup did not turn out as expected, it did make me feel pretty. Once the long brown wig was atop my head, I admired my image in the mirror and turned from side to side. However, it felt like something was still missing.

​Looking over myself, I couldn’t help noticing how empty my chest appeared. Without real breasts of my own, I knew that I needed something to fill it out. After ordering a set of breast forms, I grabbed some underwear and stuffed my bra to fill out my chest until my fake breasts arrived. Even though it was not ideal, it did make my chest appear much fuller.

​As I grabbed my new dildo and began lathering it with lube, I stared at myself in the mirror while I penetrated myself with the long rod. With bright red lips, dark eyes, a wig on my head, and feminine attire that included high heels, I didn’t last more than five minutes before I exploded in my panties. While looking at myself in the mirror, I couldn’t believe what I had become. Page had succeeded in her mission and had turned me into a full-blown sissy crossdresser.


Epilogue

​Over the following weeks after my self-discovery as a sissy crossdresser, I began to incorporate female underwear and chastity into my regular attire. Although I still presented as male for my work and with friends, I couldn’t keep myself from wearing female-oriented underwear and dressing like a woman while I was home. However, I struggled to keep this new side of myself hidden and began going out in dresses and high heels two months after I escaped Page’s basement.

​The first time my friends saw me dressed and made up like a woman, some were concerned and others applauded my courage. Two of my closest friends, who helped track me down with the police, were worried that I was acting out because of a deeper issue that was unresolved after being kidnapped by Page, so they recommended I see a professional. I appreciated their concern and took their recommendation seriously. However, after two months of visiting a professional, I came to the conclusion that this wasn’t a phase; this new side of myself was part of me.

​It didn’t feel right anymore to wear male underwear, and wearing male clothes was feeling less natural. My body rejected acting like a man, and sex was now impossible unless I was in a feminine and submissive role. I wasn’t embarrassed to present myself as female to the outside world, and I was learning more every day about how to make myself look pretty and desirable. The only thing that still bothered me was the fact that I didn’t have breasts of my own and I had to wear breast forms when presenting myself as female.

​After a year of talking through my struggles with my body image, I finally began hormone replacement therapy to help make me look on the outside how I felt on the inside. Although I planned on having breast surgery at some point, I followed the recommendation of people who had gone through the same issues and took my transition slow. But as the months continued to pass, I only felt more eager to speed up my transition.

​Nearly three years after my encounter with Page, my body finally matched how I felt on the inside, and I had become a woman. I still hadn’t gone for any surgeries, but I had plans to do so. My breasts had filled out, my penis had shrunk, and my features had become noticeably softer. It felt like my transition was nearly complete, but I still felt like I needed some closure. Before I could start my life over anew, I felt like I needed to visit Page and tell her what had been on my mind for three years.

​After dressing myself in my sexiest black dress with black high-heel stiletto pumps, I put on my face and paid extra special attention to my eyes. Having become proficient in my makeup application, I took my time as I made myself appear as sexy and sensual as possible. With bright red lips, dark eyes, and flawless skin, I curled my hair, which now fell down to my upper back. With bright red fingernails and toenails that matched my lips, I checked over my appearance in the mirror to make sure everything looked perfect. Seeing my hairless body, thin frame, and overall feminine appearance in the mirror, I basked in the image and posed for myself with my hands on my hips. After practicing my smile and rehearsing what I would say, I grabbed my purse and left my apartment.

​Two of my girlfriends accompanied me on my two-hour drive to the prison where Page was held. We laughed and sang along to songs on the drive that flew by rather quickly. When we arrived at the prison, my friends waited in the car while I went inside to pay Page a visit.

​After taking a seat where we would be separated by glass, I took a deep breath while waiting for Page to come see me. When she entered the room and saw me waiting for her, she looked at me with confusion. Upon sitting across from me and picking up a phone that we could use to communicate, I picked up a phone as well.

“Page…” I said with a breathy voice.

“Jamie? Is that you?” Page asked.

“Yes, do you like what you see?”

“Are those boobs…real?” She asked.

“Yes…”

“I don’t understand. Why are you dressed like that, and what are you doing here?”

“I wanted to thank you.” I said kindly.

“Thank me?” Page said, sounding confused.

“Yes. You showed me a side of myself that I never knew existed. And even though kidnapping me was wrong, I know why you did it.”
“Okay?” Page responded.

“I just wanted to let you know that I forgive you. And I hope that when you get out of here, you find fulfillment in your life and learn what it means to be truly happy.” I said before leaning forward and kissing the glass.

​As I pulled away, a bright red lipstick stain was left behind. After standing up and walking away, I couldn’t help looking back at Page, who was sitting on the other side of the glass with a dumbfounded look on her face. While staring at the lipstick stain with the phone still up to her ear, she remained frozen as I exited the facility and returned to my friends.

​Upon returning to the car, I told my girlfriends what had happened and explained that it felt like a weight had been lifted off of me. After turning on some music, we drove back to my apartment, where we would freshen up before going out for drinks. Although I had learned what it felt like to be a woman, I still hadn’t gotten over the need for a one-night stand. I just hoped that I wouldn’t encounter any guys who were crazy stalkers like Page.


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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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 Slave Experience

In ‘The Sissy Slave Experience’, we follow a man in his mid-twenties who finds a service online that helps sissies explore their deepest desires. The service has a few options to choose from, where the sissy can explore their unique fantasies during a one-week immersive experience. After signing up for their program, he is required to come while dressed for the program. When he arrives at the address given to him, he is already dressed in a full-body latex catsuit, five inch high heel boots, and leather gloves while fully made up with his hair styled femininely. As a part of the required outfit, he must wear a chastity cage and plug. When he walks up to the front door to begin his experience, he realizes that he is either at the wrong address or that he may have been scammed. As he gets in his car and plans to leave, he is confronted by two men who take him to an unknown location. With a bag over his head, the two men bring the crossdresser into their basement and proceed to tie him up with a leather arm binder, a devious gag, ankle cuffs, and a collar with a leash attached. Although he had signed up for a one-week program similar to this, he fears that this experience may never come to an end. This hot and steamy story will leave you aching for more as it keeps you on the edge.

The Doll Designer

Have you ever wondered how it would feel to become a real life sissy doll? Does the thought of wearing a latex bodysuit and high heels excite you?

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

The SISSY Training Center

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

The Sissy Feminization Manor - Milked Dry

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

The Sissy Feminization Manor - Under Her Spell

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

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

Trained To Be A Sissy Pony

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

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

Trained To Be A Sissy Pony, Too 

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

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

The Sissy Hypno Witch

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

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

The Sissy Doll Factory

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

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

Returned To The Sissy Doll Factory

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

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

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.

Cat and Mouse

Have you ever fantasied about becoming a personal sissy pet for a beautiful young woman?
In the story ‘Cat and Mouse’, we meet a young man named Bona who is down on his luck. After being unfairly accused of ratting on the mob family he works for, he comes within seconds of losing his life. When the mob boss’s daughter steps in and asks to have Bona as her personal toy, Bona believes he has dodged a bullet. As he is stripped of his clothes, shaved, painted with makeup, and forced to wear a short latex dress and ballet heels, Bona begins to wonder if becoming Elaina’s new pet is better than the other scenario that he escaped. After being fitted for his new collar, leash, and chastity cage, he is locked in a small dark room with Elaina’s other sissy pet. Bona is teased and tormented by his new roommate as he is trained and feminized by his 19-year-old mistress. To cement his new role, Bona is given a full feminization surgery complete with a set of DD breasts and facial reconstructive surgery. He is humiliated and paraded in front of his old coworkers while completely feminized as a sissy pet. Will the sissy learn to accept their role and listen to what they’re told, or will they try to fight and run away?

Becoming the Girl of His Dreams

Have you ever had a sissy dream that felt so real that you couldn’t distinguish it from reality? Have you ever wished that your dreams would become your new reality?
In ‘Becoming the Girl of His Dreams’, we meet a kind hearted closeted crossdresser who works at a diner. The protagonist has a strange encounter with a mysterious woman who informs him that all of his dreams will come true. After brushing off the comment as some sort of vague encouragement, he returns home and falls into a deep sleep. In his dream, his nails are painted bright pink and become much longer and more feminine. When he awakes the next morning, he is shocked to find his nails matching what he saw in his dream. Thinking that someone is pulling a prank on him, he tries to hide his nails while at work and figure it out later. With each passing night, he continues dreaming that he is being turned into a woman and finding those dreams manifesting in real life. From every bit of body hair magically vanishing from his body to a set of DD boobs appearing on his chest, he soon finds himself unrecognizable as the man he once was. His hair turns blonde and grows a foot over night and permeant makeup is painted on his face that will not come off. Unable to process the changes in his fragile male psyche, he denies what is happening and tries to fight against the female dominator that keeps appearing in his dreams. Will the sissy find a way to reverse the changes or have to learn how to live as the woman that he has always dreamt of becoming?

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.

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.

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.

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.
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