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Chapter 1

An ominous beat filled the air as I made my way through the crowded dance floor. Brandi, my best friend since childhood, stayed one step behind while we looked for a spot at the bar. Having just entered the building, we were eager to find a seat and present ourselves to the inhabitants of The Red Room.

I felt Brandi fall into me before grabbing my arm and regaining her balance. Snapping my head back, I caught sight of a man in his thirties wearing an all black suit. He had some light stubble and well maintained brown hair on top of his head. After staring each other down, I stepped close and let him know he messed with the wrong girls.

“Watch your fucking step.” I said, just a few inches from his face. The volume of the music required me to yell just to be heard less than a foot away.

“That’s quite a mouth for a bitch.” The man responded right in my face.
“I will shove this heel right up your ass if you don’t leave us the hell alone.” I grabbed Brandi’s arm and stormed away.

Finding two open seats at the bar, Brandi and I sat down and faced each other.

“Can you believe that guy?” I said while leaning in toward Brandi.

“Actually, I can…” Brandi responded.

“What are talking about?”

“I thought he was cute, so I pinched his butt. I think I might’ve tripped over him when he turned around.” Brandi giggled.

“We’ve been over this girl. You can’t go pinching random guy’s asses. Let them come to you.” I explained.

“He’s coming right now…” Brandi said while staring over my shoulder.

“Are you serious?” I said before the man I just cussed out appeared from behind me. He stepped between Brandi and me before facing Brandi.

“Can I buy you a drink?” The man asked. 
“Of course,” Brandi said while twirling her hair. “I’m sorry about my friend She’s really protective.”

“You need to be. There are some scary people out there.” He said.

“There are some scary people right here.” I chimed in.

“I’m really sorry. Can we start over?” He said while reaching his hand out to me.

I glared at his hand before looking over at Brandi. She silently pleaded for me to accept his gesture.

I shook his hand and introduced myself reluctantly. “Hi, I’m Demi… and this is Brandi.”
“Demi. Brandi.” He said while making eye contact with each of us and speaking our names, “What are you ladies in the mood for tonight?”

Brandi continued twirling her hair while I nudged her leg with my high heel. 
“I think Demi could use a shot of something.” Brandi said while giving me a look.

“How does a Vegas Bomb sound?” The man asked with a smile.

“Delightful.” Brandi said with a giggle.

I couldn’t believe how easy she was acting and rolled my eyes. 
“I guess I would do one of those.” I said, not wanting to turn down a free drink.

The man leaned toward the bar and called over the bartender. He ordered four Vegas Bombs on his tab and continued leaning over the bar as he waited. I leaned behind him and tried to get Brandi’s attention behind his back. But her eyes were glued to the man who was trying to pick us up.

After the bartender brought the drinks over, the man grabbed all four and motioned for us to follow him. Brandi jumped out of her chair and followed right behind the man before I did the same. Making our way through the crowd, he set the drinks on a table in the back where a woman was waiting. Brandi’s mood changed immediately upon seeing the other woman. 
“So girls, this is Trixie. Trixie, this is Demi and Brandi.” The man said, while pulling out a seat for Brandi and pushing it in behind her. 
“Hi.” I said while sitting in a seat next to Brandi. “We never got your name?”

The man slid into a booth next to Trixie before answering, “I’m sorry. I guess I didn’t introduce myself yet. I’m Ricky.”

“Ricky, can you tell us what your relationship is?” I said, while gesturing toward Trixie.

“Isn’t that a loaded question.” Ricky said, while laughing with Trixie.

“We’ve lived with each other for a while now, but we both enjoy… getting to know girls like yourselves.”
“Ok?” I said while looking over at Brandi. “And what do you do after getting to know girls like us?”
“I like to… show them a good time.” He said with a grin.

“Ok? I’m gonna be honest. You’re starting to creep me out.” I said with my arms crossed.

“Yeah, I’m with Demi.” Brandi said while leaning back in her chair.

“Look, I’m just going to be candid, so neither of us waste each other’s time. Trixie here is one hell of a dominatrix and I’m something of a master myself. We’d like to show you two what it’s really like to be a sub.” Ricky explained.

Brandi and I looked at each other before she blurted out, “I have to go to the bathroom.”

“Look girls, if you’re not interested, I won’t take it to heart. There are plenty of other people we could have fun with tonight. Why don’t we enjoy these shots before you two run off to the bathroom and we never see either of you again?” Ricky said while grabbing two of the glasses and offering them to Brandi and myself.

Brandi took one of the glasses before I grabbed another. Trixie and Ricky each grabbed a glass before we all touched our shots in the center of the table and threw our drinks down our throats.

“It was lovely meeting you girls.” Ricky said before giving a wink to myself. 
I followed Brandi through the bar to the bathroom in the back. The deafening music was somewhat muted as we passed through the doors.

“Oh my god, that was so weird…” Brandi said as she walked into a stall. I stood next to the sink and checked my makeup as I responded.

“Yeah, that was kind of… weird.” I said.

“What the hell was he talking about, anyway? Do you want to be a sub? I mean, who says stuff like that?” Brandi said while doing her business.

“Apparently he does. So you’re like completely over him already. You were drooling all over him at the bar.” I said.

“Yeah, that was when I thought he was cute. I’m kind of turned off now.”
“Really, cause I was kind of turned on…”
“What… you can’t be serious?” Brandi said while stepping out of the stall. “You’re the one who is always talking about being careful and knowing your self worth. You’re actually thinking about letting him tie you up and shit tonight?”

“I don’t know? When Brad and I used to do stuff like that, it was kind of hot.” I said.

“Yeah, but you dated Brad for like a year. You just met this guy.”
“Maybe I want to live on the edge sometimes, too.” I said while crossing my arms.

“If you want to go talk to that guy, you’re on your own. I want my hands free while I’m having sex tonight.”
“Fine, if you want to be boring. I’m going to talk to him.”
“Don’t forget about his girlfriend.” Brandi said as I walked out of the bathroom.

I marched through the bar and found Ricky sitting where I left him. Trixie had left already, so Ricky asked me to sit next to him in the booth.

“Where’s your friend?” He asked.

“It’s just me.” I said with a smile.

“So, did you think about my question?”

“Yeah.. and the answer is yes.”

“Do you want to get out of here?” Ricky asked.

“Let’s do it.”

Ricky took my hand and guided me out of the bar. After finding a ride, we headed back to his place.

“Did Trixie already go back to your place?” I asked while sitting in the backseat with Ricky.

“Yeah, she said she knew that you’d be back and wanted to get things ready.” Ricky responded.

“She knew I’d be back?” I asked.

“Yeah, she can be very perceptive, unlike me.”
“Well, is there anything I can tell you about myself?” I asked.

“I don’t want to offend you…”

“I have pretty thick skin.”

“Are you sure?” He asked again.

“Just spit it out.” I said, getting frustrated.

“Do you consider yourself transgender?” Ricky asked.

“Oh my god how dare you ask something like that…” I said in a higher pitched voice than normal.

Ricky stared at me, unsure if he just made a mistake.

I stared at him angrily for a few seconds before breaking with a smile.
“No, I don’t consider myself trans. I’m more of an avid crossdresser.” I answered.

“That’s what Trixie thought. I don’t know why I can never tell the difference.”
“I mean, it can be difficult to tell when someone is great at tucking. It took Brandi and me a lot of practice before we could make ourselves look flat in panties.”
“So you two have been crossdressing together for a while?” Ricky asked.

“Yeah, it’s been a long time now. Steve told me about his crossdressing when we were in high school and I came clean with him right after.”
“Steve?” Ricky asked.

“Oh no… We don’t usually use our male names when we’re out like this…”
“It’s ok, I won’t tell anyone.” Ricky said, while holding my hand.
“She’s going to kill me if she finds out I let that slip.”
“Don’t worry, it will be our little secret.”

I batted my eyelashes as I stared deep into Ricky’s blue eyes.

After a fifteen minute drive, we pulled up to Ricky’s home. Thick green trees hid the house from the street and the neighbors on both sides. The Victorian style home was white and illuminated with lights pointed toward the house from the ground. Once Ricky stopped the vehicle, he stepped out first before helping me out of the car. He held my hand as we walked to the front door and stepped inside. 


Chapter 2

The front door of Ricky’s home opened up to a large foyer with a winding wood staircase that lead to the second floor. The second-floor hallway, with several doors off of it, overlooked the entrance and the continuous wood floors that ran throughout most of the main level. A table with a potted plant sat underneath a large chandelier in the center of the foyer that we walked around on our way up to the second level.

Ricky showed me down the hallway of the second floor to a door at the very end of it. He opened the door to reveal a guest bedroom with a window directly across from us. On our right side, when walking in, a kingsize bed with a plush white comforter was placed perpendicular to the wall. A nightstand with a lamp atop was next to the bed and a two door closet was directly across from the bed on the other wall.

“Make yourself comfortable. I’m going to check on Trixie and be right back.” Ricky informed me before stepping out of the room and closing the door behind him.

Stepping over to the window, I gazed outside at the dark, thick forest behind the home. After setting down my purse on the windowsill, my mind began to race and wonder what Ricky and Trixie had in store for me tonight. ‘What am I doing here? This isn’t me. I want a relationship, not a one-night stand. Maybe I should’ve stayed with Brandi.’

“Are you ready, darling?” I heard Ricky ask from the doorway a few moments later.

I turned around and forced a smile onto my face. “Sure.”

My expression turned to shock as I saw a hand full of items in Ricky’s hands.

“What’s all of that for?” I asked.

“You?” He said, sounding confused that I even asked. 
When my boyfriend Brad and I had explored BDSM, it mostly consisted of a pair of handcuffs and a ball gag. Seeing the contraptions that Ricky brought into the room made me realize just how much of a novice I was in this area.

“So what do I do?” I asked.

“Just stand over here and face the bed. I’ll take care of the rest.”
I took a deep breath before walking over to Ricky and turning my back to him while facing the bed.

“Why don’t you take your dress off?” He suggested.

I hesitated for a moment before doing as he requested. I grabbed the skirt of my dress with both hands and lifted it over my head. The form fitting long sleeve black dress barely covered my upper thighs, but still helped me feel somewhat modest. Once the dress was off, I felt completely exposed.

I stood with my hands over my middle in a black bra and matching lace panties. When I had gotten dressed before going out, I had used breast forms to help create the illusion of D cup bosoms, which were on full display without my dress. My black corset, that Brandi had helped lace me into, gave the appearance of a small waist and wide hips. Black fishnet stockings that were held up by a garter belt encased my hairless legs and left some skin exposed between my upper thighs and the black under-bust corset. I had finished my outfit with a pair of black four and a half inch high heel pumps that accentuated my calves.

I felt nervous standing in front of Ricky with everything underneath my dress exposed, but Ricky didn’t seem to care.

“Put your hands behind you.” Ricky ordered.

I did as he said and put my hands together behind me while still facing the bed.

I felt Ricky slide a pair of leather handcuffs with fur on the inside around my wrists and fasten them tightly. After hearing a lock click for each wrist, I knew that there was no turning back now.

Ricky pulled the long blonde hair attached to my wig behind my ears before bringing a ball gag in front of my face. I opened my mouth wide before he slid the gag between my lips and pulled it tight behind me. He buckled it behind my head before helping me forward onto the bed.

I slid onto my knees on the plush white comforter with the help of Ricky and awaited what was next. I could hear him fiddling with something before bringing another set of cuffs to my ankles. After closing the cuffs around my legs, Ricky locked each shut before connecting the ankle cuffs to my handcuffs. As I pulled at the restraints, I could feel that my arms and legs could not be separated more than a foot behind my back. Struggling to keep my balance, I continued kneeling on the bed while gazing straight ahead out of the window.

Before finishing, Ricky brought a blindfold up to my face and gently placed it over my eyes. After tying it behind my head, everything faded to black. With the ball gag secured in my mouth, I couldn’t get out more than a muffled moan. I couldn’t move my arms or legs without feeling some resistance. And I was now unable to see anything around me. Ricky leaned in close to my ear before whispering, “Wait here. I’ll be right back.”

Sitting alone in this stranger’s house, I couldn’t help wondering if I had made a mistake by coming here. Although I was incredibly turned on by how submissive Ricky had made me feel, this was much more than I had ever done with Brad. When Brad and I had tried various tie ups and foreplay, he always felt so nervous about it and tended to ruin the mood by apologizing incessantly. I appreciated his care and desire to make me comfortable, but if I really wanted to be comfortable, I wouldn’t have asked him to tie me up. Ricky was sure of himself and made me feel like he knew exactly what he was doing.

I twitched back and forth on the bed as I felt my member beginning to swell in my panties. The tuck job that I had done earlier in the night was still holding, but I could feel pressure from the blood rushing to the area. I pulled against my restraints as I contorted my body and tried to keep everything intact underneath my underwear.

Without my vision, my sense of time felt distorted as I waited on the bed for Ricky to return. I moaned into my gag as I nearly lost my balance on my knees. Almost falling backward off the bed, I barely caught myself and fell froward onto my chest instead. I turned from side to side while moaning louder and trying to get Ricky’s attention.

After hearing the door open, a set of footsteps made their way over to me. From the clicks against the hardwood floor, I figured it had to be Trixie in her high heels. I could feel her turn me onto my side before feeling around my panties. As her hand rubbed against my member through the fabric, I twitched and flinched involuntarily. She paid no attention to my movements and continued feeling for the tape holding it back underneath me.

As she pulled down my panties, I fell completely silent. Deep breaths escaped me as she released the tape and let my package rest naturally. After a few moments, I could feel her delicate, soft hand wrap around me and begin stroking softly. Moaning came instinctively as I felt myself growing immediately with her touch. Feeling myself reach the limit, I knew that a release would be imminent if the stimulation continued. I felt the teasing continue as I was driven right up to the edge before the hand pulled away.

I moaned and groaned as I was left yearning for more while tied up on my side. While pulling at my restraints and shifting back and forth, I felt the release slipping away. Just as my member began to shrink again, I could feel the soft touch of her hand grab my member and begin stroking again. I stayed silent as my breathing became heavier with each movement of her hand. Just as I felt myself approaching a climax a second time, she pulled her hand away.

I laid on the bed, frustrated and wishing more than anything to be allowed to orgasm. She continued to tease and torment me several more times before eventually pulling my panties back over my swollen member. By the time she was done edging me, I felt like I would do anything to finally have a release.

While still on my side, I could feel Trixie roll me over to my stomach and undo the cuffs around my ankles. Leaving everything else in place, she stood me up on my heels and grabbed my left arm firmly. I was escorted out of the room by the arm and guided down the upstairs hallway to the main staircase. Using extra caution on the stairs, we took one slow step at a time before reaching the main level.

I was led down another hallway before being escorted down another flight of wooden stairs. With no idea of where I was going, I took one small step at a time until we reached the bottom. From the sound of my heels against the floor, I guessed we stepped onto the concrete floor of the basement.

A door was opened on our left side before I was led into it. When we walked into the room, my heels made very little sound because of a soft mat that covered the floor. I felt the squishy floor underneath me as they led me into the room and ordered me to stand in place. I stood nervously as they pulled my blonde wig hair back while something steel slid around my neck.

I became nervous as I felt a steel collar being locked around my neck and attached to a chain hanging from above me. I shifted back and forth in my heels as I moaned through my ball gag. Trixie finished locking the collar around my neck before attaching it to the chain and stepping back.

As I tried taking a step forward, I could feel that I was being held in place. I couldn’t move more than a few centimeters before feeling resistance from the collar and chain. I pulled against my hand cuffs and continued to moan as I heard Trixie grab something that sounded rubbery and set it in front of me. After setting something else in front of me, Trixie released me from my hand cuffs before removing my gag and blindfold.

I looked around the large open room that I was standing inside of and noticed that there was almost nothing in it. The walls were painted white; some sort of wrestling mats covered the floors, and the ceiling had a rail running in a large circle around the room that my chain leash was attached to. At the end of the chain where it met the rail, they attached a small metal lock to a beam that kept it from moving on the rail, temporarily.

As Trixie stepped in front of me, I finally caught sight of what she was wearing. My mouth nearly dropped open as I saw her standing in a pair of thigh high black leather high heel stiletto boots. A one piece black bodysuit covered her torso from her crotch to just above her breasts. Black satin gloves ran up her arms to just passed her elbows. Her hair was dark brown and fell in waves down to her shoulders. The makeup that she was wearing complimented her high cheekbones and outlined her large brown eyes.

Trixie stared at me intensely, as if she were studying my every movement. I brought my hands in front of my crotch as it was still swollen and bulging in my panties. Trixie grinned as she crossed her arms and continued her gaze. She looked down at my feet before bringing her eyes back up to mine.

Just in front of me, I could see a black latex full bodysuit and a pair of knee-high ballet boots. I looked back up at Trixie before she nodded down at the items. I pulled at the collar around my neck with both hands as I stared back at Trixie.

“What’s going on?” I asked. “What are we doing down here?”

“It’s time for you to get dressed.” Trixie said with her arms still crossed.

I looked down at the latex bodysuit and ballet boots at my feet. “You expect me to wear that?”

“Yes.” Trixie responded slowly, “And take off your underwear. They’re just going to get in the way.”

“Where’s Ricky? I want to talk to him.”

“You don’t get to make demands right now. You will get dressed and do as I say or else…”

“Or else what?” I responded.

“You don’t want to find out.”
I shook my head before looking down at the bodysuit again. As I felt the collar around my neck with both hands, I figured I was better off listening to what she said. I pulled down my underwear and shimmied my body back and forth until it fell to the ground. Although I wasn’t too keen on wearing the outfit laying in front of me, it felt preferable to standing half dressed while chained to the ceiling. 


Chapter 3

With the collar around my neck and attached above me, I couldn’t bend over or reach the bodysuit laying on the ground at my feet. I rolled my eyes at Trixie as she stood with her arms crossed a few feet in front of me. Although she could’ve easily handed the bodysuit to me or picked it up and given it to me, she seemed to enjoy watching me struggle to try to reach it. Getting creative, I used my right foot to lift the latex bodysuit up to my hands while balancing on my left foot. I slipped my high heels off as I opened up the suit and found the leg holes. Standing on my tiptoes, I brought my leg up and put my right foot into the suit first.

The tight, rubbery material hugged my skin and made it very difficult to pull up. I shimmied my body back and forth as I worked the material up my leg and fixed any wrinkles along the way. Once it was at my upper thigh, I brought my left leg up and stuck it into the other leg hole. Working the suit up my legs, I yanked and pulled as hard as I could to get it up to my crotch.

As I pulled the suit up my torso, I realized that there was a zipper that started just below my waistline in the front and ran underneath my crotch to just above my butt cheeks in the back. When opened, it would allow easy access to my member and my back end. After stopping to examine it, Trixie quickly ordered me to continue dressing.

Putting one hand in at a time, I slid my arms into the sleeves of the bodysuit and popped them out of the holes at the end. The black rubbery material was covering most of my body except for the back that had a zipper undone from the mid-back to the mid-neck. I reached around to my back and tried pulling the zipper up, but it provided too difficult from how tight the suit fit me. Trixie sighed before walking behind me and taking the zipper from my hand. I put my head down as Trixie pulled the zipper all the up from my mid-back to my mid-neck. Grabbing my collar roughly, she held it up as she fixed the top of my bodysuit that hugged my skin beneath the collar.

After being encased in the shiny rubbery suit with only my hands, feet, and head exposed, Trixie knelt below me and opened up the ballet boots for me to step inside. Starting with my right foot, Trixie had me step into the boot before lacing it tightly up to my knee. Immediately after stepping into the shoe, I began feeling wobbly. With how the ballet boot oriented my foot to point directly beneath me, I was forced to stand on the tips of my toes while some weight rested on the extremely high stiletto in the back.

Holding onto the chain for support, Trixie had me step into the left shoe immediately after finishing with the right one. Now with both of my feet in the ballet boots, nearly all of my weight was resting on the tips of my toes that pointed straight down to the ground. I shifted my bodyweight back and forth, trying to keep my balance while Trixie laced my left boot all the way to the top. Once she had finished, she stepped back and stared at me.

“Let go of the chain.” Trixie ordered.

“Are you crazy? I can’t balance in these heels.” I responded.

“Don’t make me ask again.”

I reluctantly let go of the chain attached to my collar and stuck my hands out on each side to keep my balance. In a matter of seconds, I felt myself wobbling until I fell forward and hung by my collar momentarily. Grabbing hold of the chain again, I managed to balance myself back upright and face Trixie.

“That’s not going to work.” Trixie said while shaking her head. “You need some proper training.”

Trixie left the room while I continued wobbling in my heels. Returning several minutes later, I noticed that she had a few more items in her hands. 

Marching through the room at a brisk pace, Trixie stepped behind me and let a few items fall to the floor.

“Put your arms behind you.” Trixie ordered as she grabbed my shoulder.

“I already told you I can’t balance in these…” I said while still holding onto the chain attached to the rail above me.

“I’ll hold you up, just let go.” Trixie said.

I slowly released my grip on the chain and let my weight rest on my toes and heels. As I felt myself starting to wobble and lose control, Trixie tightened her grip on my shoulder and kept me upright.

“Now put your arms behind you.” Trixie ordered.

Following her order reluctantly, I slowly brought my arms behind my back as I was told.

Using her free hand, Trixie spared no time bringing an arm binder up my arms. I felt the leather material encase my arms from the tips of my fingers to just below my shoulders. After tightening a series of straps at my wrists, elbows, and triceps, I could feel that my arms were stuck together tightly behind my back. Trixie moved her body close to mine as she let go of my shoulder and reached around my front where another two straps hung loosely. Trixie’s nimble fingers quickly attached the straps that ran across my chest above and below my breast.

When Trixie had finished, my arms were encased in the leather material and felt completely immobilized. With the straps around my wrists, elbows, and triceps, my arms were held together tightly behind my back while my chest was stuck out in front of me. The straps around my chest and collarbone held the arm binder in place and made it impossible for me to remove without the help of someone else.

Trixie kept one hand on my shoulder to help keep me balanced while she brought a ball gag up to my mouth. After she pressed the ball gag against my lips, I begrudgingly accepted it and let it slide into my mouth. Pulling the straps behind my head, she fastened it tightly while bracing her body against mine.

As I saw Trixie bring another black item up to my head, I couldn't believe that she still had not finished. I moaned into the gag as she brought a black mask over my head and pulled it down. The mask was a rubbery material like my suit and tightly encapsulated me underneath it.

Trixie held my shoulder as she unlocked the collar around my neck and let it hang from the ceiling. I felt both nervous and excited to be let go from the collar and chain attached to the ceiling. Although I was free to walk, I was also free to fall on my face. While I did my best to hold myself upright, Trixie pulled the mask down until it overlapped my bodysuit by several centimeters.

The mask appeared shiny, like my bodysuit, and held all of my wig hair beneath it. An oval opening over my face was just large enough for my eyes, nose, and part of my forehead to peek out. My mouth, with the gag still inside, was covered along with the rest of my head. Except for the small window to my eyes and nose, my entire body was covered from head to heels.

Bringing the collar back around my neck, I let out a sigh as Trixie fastened the steel collar once again. After it was locked, Trixie let go and stepped away. With my arms secured tightly behind me, I was unable to grab hold of the chain attached to the ceiling while struggling to balance. I fell backwards and hung from the collar for a few moments before putting my heels beneath me and finding my balance again.

I moaned and cried into the gag as Trixie grabbed a stepping stool and placed it next to me. Paying no attention to my whines, Trixie grabbed the chain attached to my collar and the rail above me. After unlocking the chain from the beam holding it in place, she made sure that it was secured to the rail before stepping down and putting the stepping stool away.

Now free to move around on the rail, Trixie grabbed a leather leash and attached it to the front of my collar where the chain connected to the ceiling was attached. Stepping in front of me, Trixie tugged my leash until I began walking behind her. Following the rail running in a circle around the room, Trixie took small slow steps as I struggled to keep up with her.

  Every few steps, I would find myself falling and hanging from my collar until my feet would find themselves underneath me. Trixie would pull on my leash until I began walking again and start the process over. As I made a full circle back to where we began, I stopped and sighed. Trixie shook her head before pulling on my leash and signaling to continue.

I started feeling soreness in my toes and ankles rather quickly as we made a second trip around the circle. Walking on my toes felt unnatural and somewhat ridiculous as Trixie continued training me. Pressing through the pain, I began taking more steps in-between falls. By the third trip around the room, I had only fallen twice. Trixie was impressed with my quick learning skills, but she continued until I could make one complete trip around the room without falling once.

After five circles around the room, I managed to stay on my toes for an entire loop. Although my feet felt as sore as they’d ever been, I felt like I had accomplished something. As a long time crossdresser, I took pride in being able to walk in the highest heels imaginable. I had a few pairs of five, six, and even seven inch high heels with platforms, but I had never walked in a pair of ballet heels. The idea had always intrigued me, but I never got around to buying a pair.

As I stood in the basement with Trixie, I began to understand the purpose of these ballet heels. Even without the collar attaching me to the ceiling, there was no way I could possibly run away or escape. With my arms tied tightly behind my back and my mouth gagged, I was incapable of removing my shoes, or anything else for that matter. I felt incredibly submissive as I knew that I was under the complete and total control of Trixie and Ricky.


Chapter 4

After letting go of the leash attached to my collar, Trixie stepped out of the room and left me alone. I twerked and jerked in my restraints, but nothing would budge. Taking small steps back and forth, I tried to relieve the soreness in my feet by shifting my weight back and forth. Having stood in the basement for nearly a half an hour already, I began growing impatient and cried into my gag.

The muffled whines barely made a sound with a gag filling my mouth and rubbery material covering my lips. I attempted to stomp my feet on the floor to make more noise, but it only made my feet hurt worse. Seeing that the door was only a few feet from part of the rail, I took a few steps toward it and reached one foot out. With my toes already extended out, I reached toward the door and barely managed to kick it. Realizing that my moans were louder than the noise I had just made, I decided to stand and wait for Trixie or Ricky to return.

Five minutes later, I could hear two sets of footsteps making their way down the stairs. I continued shifting my weight from one foot to the other as I stood facing the door. Trixie opened the door and stepped inside, followed by Ricky. Closing the door behind them, Ricky stepped over to me and stood a foot away.

In my ballet boots, which added several inches to my height, I was still slightly shorter than Ricky. He smiled as he ran his hands up and down my latex encased body. Feeling every curve, he caressed my hips before sliding his hands around my round breasts. I pulled against my arm binder as his hands slid down to my crotch and began unzipping me.

As he pulled the zipper down from my waist, underneath my crotch, to just above my butt, my member began peeking out and growing erect. The submissive feelings from my outfit and the way I was being treated had kept me in a constant state of arousal. Once my member was free, it began pointing straight out in front of me.

“It looks like she’s happy to see us.” Ricky said with a smile.

“I told you she was kinky.” Trixie said from behind Ricky with her arms crossed.

“I hope you’re comfortable, because we’re going to keep you like this a long time.” Ricky informed me. “By the time we’re done, it’s going to feel perfectly natural to walk around in that outfit.”
I moaned into my gag and bent my knees to show my discontentment in response.

“Oh don’t start getting an attitude. We’ll work that right out of you.”

I breathed heavily through my nose as I stared straight ahead into Ricky’s eyes. 
“Let’s see what we have to work with…” Ricky said as his hand reached around to my behind.

I wobbled forward two tiny steps as I felt Ricky slide a finger between my cheeks. Ricky put his other hand on my chest to hold me in place as his finger began to wonder further between my cheeks.

I could feel Ricky poke my hole before moving his finger in small circles around it. Looking over to Trixie, he gave a nod before she stepped over with a couple of items and handed them to Ricky. As I looked down, I noticed a bottle of lube and a large butt plug.

My eyes went wide as I noticed the outrageous size of the plug in Ricky’s hand. I wasn’t new to plugs and had experimented with many different sizes and shapes. However, I had discovered over time that small and medium-sized plugs were adequate for warming myself up before sex. Looking at the plug in Ricky’s hand, I knew that it was not small to medium in size.

The large black object was at least five inches in length and flared at the bottom to prevent it from getting lost or stuck inside of someone. Although the tip was narrow and rounded, the rest of the plug slowly widened until it reached its max girth of roughly two inches in diameter. Between the widest part of the plug and the flared bottom, it became much thinner and allowed the plug to sit in place once it was fully inserted. Looking down at the plug, I had no idea how it would fit inside of me.

I wiggled my butt back and forth as Ricky squirted some lube onto the butt plug and lathered it up. Letting out a mixture of moans and whines, I tried to protest before it was too late.

“I know you’re excited to start, but let me make sure it’s ready first.” Ricky said, as he took his time rubbing down the plug.

I shifted my weight back and forth in my heels and pulled at my arm binder. There was nothing I could do to stop what was going to happen next.

Ricky brought the plug to my cheeks and slowly but firmly pressed it between them. As the plug met my hole, I took a step forward and pushed my waist away from Ricky. Grabbing my shoulder with his free hand, Ricky held me in place while using his other hand to guide the plug into me.

Unable to escape, I jerked my butt back and forth as he slowly pushed the plug into my hole. Once the narrow tip entered, I could feel myself stretching with each press forward. Straining against my collar and arm binder, I froze in place as Ricky continued pushing slowly but steadily.

As I felt myself stretching to what I believed was my limit, I began whimpering into my gag. It didn’t feel like I could open up anymore as Ricky began feeling some resistance and paused. I sighed in relief as Ricky slowly pulled the plug back out until only the tip was still inserted. I took a deep breath before he pushed the plug back inside and continued until I stretched slightly more than the last attempt.

Whining into my gag loudly, I lifted my left leg and contorted my body as Ricky met resistance a second time. As he pulled the plug out again, I braced myself for the next push. My breathing became heavy as I moaned and whined into my gag as loudly as I could manage.

Ricky continued pumping the plug in and out, progressing slightly further each time. Closing my eyes, I tried my hardest to relax and accept the large object before I tore in two. After a few minutes of intense stretching, the widest part of the plug finally slid past my opening. I took a deep breath as I felt the object make a full entrance for the first time and stop when the flared end met my behind.

I bent my knees slightly and took a few tiny steps back and forth as I experienced the full feeling of the plug. After seeing how large the plug initially appeared, I was in disbelief that it was actually sitting inside of me. Clenching my cheeks together, I could feel that it was lodged in place and would not be exiting without the assistance of someone’s hand.

Ricky gave my right cheek a pat before pulling the zipper down from my butt. Taking my member into his hand gently, he pushed it back into my suit, pointing straight up toward my head. Ricky pulled the zipper the rest of the way up to my waist and sealed the plug inside of my bodysuit.

“I think now she’s ready for some real training.” Ricky said.

Trixie grinned as she stared at me.


Chapter 5

Ricky left the room and closed the door behind him, leaving me alone with Trixie. An evil grin illuminated across Trixie’s face as she revealed a crop whip that was hidden behind her arms. Strolling through the room with her feet crossing widely with each step, Trixie was clearly enjoying the power she had over me. She took her time as she made slow circles around me while rubbing the crop whip against my bodysuit. After planting her feet a foot behind me, Trixie rubbed the crop whip against my left leg and made small circles with it. The whip rubbed against the suit as it made its way across my butt and made small circles over each cheek.

Breathing heavily through my nostrils, I continued shifting back and forth in my heels as I struggled against my restraints. Without warning, Trixie gave a hard whip to my left cheek and ordered me to “walk”. After jumping forward, I took a few small steps before stopping again. Trixie gave another sharp whip to my left cheek as she ordered me to “walk” again. Wincing in pain, I started walking around the room underneath the rail that I was still connected to by my chain collar and leash.

Trixie followed right behind me as I struggled to keep my balance in my ballet boots. Although I had had some practice now, the pain in my feet was making it more difficult to stay upright with each step. Pushing through the discomfort, I continued moving as I was ordered.

After making two trips around the room, Trixie turned her focus to my legs and began whipping my calves with each step.

“High steps.” Trixie ordered with a whip just below my knee.

Bringing my legs up further with each step, I did my best to follow her instructions and avoid the stinging sensation from her whip. With my toes oriented straight down to the ground, I struggled to raise my knee up to my waist without losing my balance. Failing to meet Trixie’s standards, she continued whipping my legs until I performed as she desired.

“I said high steps!”

Moaning into my gag, I tried to show my discomfort while lifting my knees just above my waist with each step. Nearly falling down from my motions, I kept my steps small and short. I couldn’t have stepped forward more than a few centimeters with each step as Trixie watched me intently with her whip at the ready.

The third trip around the room was more time consuming than the first two trips combined as I continued to “walk” as I was told. With each step, I could feel the large plug inside of me shifting around and creating further discomfort. The pressure on my toes would distract me from my back end momentarily. But with each high step, I could feel a shift and a tingle coming from inside of me.

The only reason I could think of for “training” me in such a manner was to humiliate me. In my bodysuit, restraints, and gag, I had already felt incredibly submissive. But with the constant barking of orders and demands to make me walk in such a ridiculous manner, I was starting to feel overwhelmed.

On the fourth trip around the room, my breathing began speeding up rapidly as I felt the floodgates of my emotions opening up. I whimpered into the gag as I continued taking one step after another as I was instructed. As Trixie gave another whip to my leg for not lifting it high enough, a tear began running down my cheek. With another step and another whip from Trixie, more tears began dripping down my cheeks.

Whatever my limit was, I felt like I had passed it more than a half an hour prior. Feeling another whip to my leg, I stopped in my tracks and planted my toes on the ground. Trixie gave a hard whip to get me started again, but I remained still. After three more whips to my butt, I held my position and stared straight ahead defiantly.

Stepping in front of me, Trixie stared me down with a glare on her face.

“What’s wrong bitch? Are you getting tired?” She asked sarcastically.

With my mouth filled and covered with my mask, I kept silent rather than embarrassing myself with an inaudible moan.

“We’re not finished yet, and you standing there is only going to drag this out.”

With a tear running down my cheek, I kept my gaze on the wall ahead of me.

“You won’t win this. I will make you finish your training.” Trixie informed.

After shaking her head, Trixie stepped back behind me and brought the whip to my left cheek gently. Making a small circle around my cheek with the whip, she began with small light hits. Picking up the intensity rather quickly, she continued whipping my behind harder until her whole body was twisting for extra torque.

Closing my eyes and trying to ignore the stinging coming from my behind, I did my best to hold my ground. As the stinging sensations grew more and more uncomfortable with each whip to my back end, it was becoming increasingly difficult to prove my point. When involuntary whines began escaping me, I found myself walking forward to avoid the punishment being administered to me.

As Trixie gave a few more sharp whips to my legs, I was back to walking as she trained me. Pulling at my arm restraints and biting at my gag, I just wished that this “training” session would end already. After making another two trips around the room, I gave a sigh of relief when Trixie allowed me to rest.

“Don’t go anywhere, I’ll be right back.” Trixie said as she stepped out and closed the door behind her.

Although I didn’t appreciate her sarcasm, I was thankful to be finished with whatever we were doing. I began shifting back and forth in my heels again as I tried to relieve the discomfort in my toes. It was becoming easier to stand and walk in the ballet boots laced onto me, but it was coming at a price.

Each passing minute felt like an eternity as I waited for Trixie or Ricky to return. With how strict and cruel Trixie was acting, I hoped she would stay away. After hearing the door open, I looked over to see that my wish was granted. Ricky stepped into the room after closing the door behind him.

“How are you doing?” Ricky said, after stepping right in front of me.

“Can I see what you and Trixie were working on?” Ricky asked.

I moaned and whimpered in response. The last thing I wanted to do was continue walking in these devilish heels.

“Come on, just take one little stroll around the room and I’ll make it worth your while.” Ricky said.

Hoping that he would let me go when I finished, I took a deep breath before doing as I had been trained.

Ricky watched intently as I lifted my knees high with each step and crossed one foot over the other. Taking the smallest of steps, I moved around the room at a snail’s pace. My toes were still killing me, but with a potential end in sight, I managed to push through a little longer. I closed my eyes as I came to the home stretch and made my last few steps back to Ricky. Stopping just in front of him, he brought his hands up and applauded my efforts.

“That could not have been easy for you. I am very proud of you.” Ricky said, while putting his hand on my shoulder.

I put my head down and dropped my eyes to the floor.

Ricky put his hand under my chin and brought my eye line back up to his.

“You are really special. I’m so glad you decided to do this.”

While keeping close eye contact, Ricky reached down and pulled at the zipper around my crotch. Pulling it from one end to the other, my member began peeking out and my butt was exposed. I could feel Ricky grab the plug between my cheeks and start giving some small tugs.

With how large the plug was at the widest part which was sitting inside of me, it felt like my muscles had grown acclimated to the object and were holding it in place. I could feel myself stretching again as he slowly pulled the plug toward the exit. Bending my knees and contracting my abdomen, I whined as the largest part neared my opening. As my screams became higher pitched through my gag, Ricky let go of the plug and allowed it to be pulled back inside by my butt muscles.

I began panting as Ricky grabbed hold of the plug and attempted to pull it out a second time. Feeling slightly easier this time, he pulled it right up to the widest part and continued slowly as I stretched to accommodate its exit. When it finally made it past the hump, I let out a loud sigh of relief.

“Is that better sweetie?” Ricky asked with the plug now in his hand.

I shook my head yes rapidly in response.

Ricky dropped the plug to the ground and moved his body behind mine. I could feel his hands running up and down my torso as his middle pressed against my back end. Looking down, I could see his hands circling my breasts and giving light squeezes to each. I closed my eyes and tried to relax as he continued feeling around my body.

Bringing his hands back behind me, I could hear him undoing his belt before unzipping his pants. I opened my eyes and looked over my shoulder while his pants dropped to the ground. As I saw his member standing erect behind me, I began moaning into my gag and trying to turn toward Ricky. Grabbing my shoulders, he held me in place as he brought his member toward my cheeks.

Although this was what I had been waiting for and I wanted nothing more to be plowed by this handsome man, something about the moment felt off to me. I didn’t know this man. Sure, he was acting nice and sweet, but I had been put through a lot this evening. My toes felt like they were going to fall off, my butt had been stretched to a point I didn’t know it could, and my cheeks were probably bright red under my suit. After experiencing their version of BDSM as a submissive, I wasn’t sure if it really was for me.

Feeling Ricky’s rod sliding between my cheeks, I jumped and jerked as he pressed forward. Having been filled with the plug just moments ago, he slid in without any resistance whatsoever. In no time, his entire shaft had slid in and his base met my cheeks. He held himself against me as he brought his hands to my breasts and squeezed firmly.

Using my bosoms for leverage, he began pumping back and forth behind me while I was still chained to the rail on the ceiling. As I moved my arms back and forth behind me and shifted my footing, I could feel Ricky pull me closer and hold me tighter. I felt like I was being wrapped up by a constrictor snake as he thrusted back and forth with his hips. Whining into my gag, I tried to fight the sensations working up inside of me.

Although my mind felt far away, my body was soaking in everything around it. The pain in my toes disappeared from my conciseness as blood rushed to my member. My arm binder that was making me feel helpless was now adding to the stimulation. The skin tight suit and mask covering my body added to my submissive state that was becoming enjoyable. Everything around me ceased to make sense, as the only thing on my mind was the thing entering and exiting me rhythmically.

My unbearable whines to quit turned to moans of pleasure as I could feel Ricky tensing up inside of me. I swam in the sensations as my body stiffened up and prepared for a release from either or both of us. I could feel my abdomen contracting as Ricky continued to speed up until he reached his climax and slowed dramatically.

Feeling the warm liquid rushing into me only pushed me closer to the edge as Ricky slowly rocked back and forth until everything had exited him. My member was as hard as a rock as I whined and begged for him to finish me off. All the pain and discomfort I had experienced through the evening had disappeared, as the only thing I could focus on was tasting a sweet release.

As Ricky pulled himself out, I whined and moaned for more. All I needed was a few more thrusts to reach what I wanted, but Ricky would not give it to me yet. Letting go of my breasts, he stepped away and stood in front of me.

“That was really nice. I thought you were going to finish too.” Ricky said.

I let out a whimper as I stared back at Ricky.

“Perhaps it’s best you didn’t. Now we can have some more fun.”
Ricky turned to the door and walked out, leaving me alone in the room once again.


Chapter 6

Not long after Ricky exited the room, the stimulation and sensations that he had given me vanished rapidly. My erect member began to droop until almost all of the blood had exited it. As I saw Trixie and Ricky step back into the room together, a mixture of excitement and anxiety came over me. My heart began to race as Trixie stepped in front of me with a phallic shaped object in hand.

Kneeling at my feet, she had me lift one leg after the other and step into a set of straps. Trixie pulled the straps up to my crotch and positioned a leather base with a dildo attached over my member that was pointing straight up behind the strap-on. Tightening the straps, I could feel the base of the strap-on pressing against my package firmly.

Looking down, I could see the dildo pointing straight out from my middle as Trixie unzipped her lingerie and let it fall to the ground. Wearing only her thigh high stiletto boots, she stepped backwards into me and grabbed the dildo with her right hand. While Trixie guided the dildo toward her, I could feel Ricky move in behind me.

Sliding back inside of me with ease, Ricky pressed his middle against my back end and pushed me forward toward Trixie. I was sandwiched between the two as I was penetrated from behind while penetrating Trixie with the strap-on around my middle. I moaned into my gag as each began pumping in front of and behind me.

With each thrust from Ricky, I could feel blood rushing back to my member. As my strap-on slid in and out of Trixie, my member rubbed against the back side of the leather base and became even further aroused. Bouncing back and forth between Trixie and Ricky, I could feel myself working toward the release I had been waiting for since the night began. In my submissive state, while being used by these two individuals, an orgasm felt closer than ever.

I remained frozen as Ricky began to explore my body with his hands once again. Wandering back to my chest, Ricky squeezed my breasts firmly while aggressively pushing and pulling at them. I let out a long exhale as he released his grip and let his hands wander south. Feeling his hands slide down my torso, he gripped my hips tightly as he used them for leverage. His thrusts started to become more intense as he continued pumping in and out rapidly.

Trixie stayed right on pace with Ricky as she bounced into me at the same pace as him. With each thrust from the two of them, I let out a moan as they squished me. I felt my arousal being squeezed out of me while they remained completely in control.

Hearing Trixie’s breathing speeding up, I knew that she was on the cusp of a climax if she hadn’t reached it already. Although Ricky had just exploded inside of me once, I could feel him tensing up as if he were about to erupt a second time. As my member stood erect behind the strap on, I felt myself coming just within reach of an orgasm myself. I strained against my restraints and shifted back and forth in my heels while trying my hardest to relax and let go.

Almost on queue, I could feel a burst of fluid enter my behind while Trixie let out high-pitched moans. Both had apparently found their climax simultaneously, while I felt frustrated and on the edge. Ricky gave a few more hard pumps as Trixie froze in place in front of me. He bounced me into Trixie a few last times before pulling out and stepping away.

Everyone in the room was out of breath and panting for air as Ricky and Trixie sat down on the mats against the wall to my left. Still chained to the ceiling, I remained standing while letting out a soft whimper. I had come exceedingly close to an orgasm a few times through the night, and I didn’t know how much more of this I could take. Feeling my frustration get the best of me, I began moaning and whining into the gag loudly.

“What the hell is wrong with her?” Trixie said while sitting next to Ricky.

“I think she wants more?” Ricky said.

I continued moaning as they discussed to themselves.

“I don’t know how much more I have left in me. I think I need a little break.” Trixie said.

“Yeah, same here.”

“Why don’t we have her wait on us while we rest up. I’m sure I can finish her off later.” Ricky proposed.

“That sounds good to me. Although, she’s not great in those heels. I don’t know what use she’ll be.” Trixie stated.

“I’m sure we’ll figure something out.”
Ricky and Trixie took a few more minutes to catch their breath before standing up with each other. Trixie slid back into her black bodysuit while Ricky pulled his pants up and buttoned them. After exiting the room, they left me alone for several minutes before returning.

With a leash in hand, Trixie walked over and attached it to my collar. After unlocking me from the chain attached to the ceiling, Trixie used the steel collar and leather leash to lead me toward the door. As we stepped out of the room onto the concrete floor, I realized how much worse it could feel to walk in my ballet boots.

The matts spread across the room I had spent much of the night on acted as a protective shell against the concrete. Feeling the soft squishy surface, although still uncomfortable with my toes pointed toward the ground, provided extra padding to my feet. As we walked up the wooden staircase back upstairs, I could feel discomfort growing with each step.

Reaching the last stair, we walked around a corner to a large, open kitchen. White marble countertops made a U shape around the kitchen, with an island at the center that matched. Black appliances peeked out around the kitchen and appeared so clean that I questioned if they were ever used.

Trixie led me over to the island by my collar and leash before ordering me to stand still next to it. She walked to a door on the other side of the kitchen, where she stepped inside and returned a moment later with a tray in hand. Two straps were attached on each side of the tray that could be connected in two separate loops. Fixing the tray just below my breast, Trixie attached the two straps behind me around my neck and my lower back. Once she finished, the tray was being held level in front of me by the two straps. 

After ordering me to stand still again, she walked over to the refrigerator and opened it. Trixie pulled out a beer and an iced tea before setting them on the tray attached to me.

“Stay right here and do not move until we call you. Understood?” Trixie ordered. 
With my mouth gagged and my arms still stuck in the arm binder, I moaned and bent my knees in response.

Trixie shook her head before walking out of the room through another hallway that lead to the living room. After a few moments, Ricky walked through the kitchen from the hallway that connected to the basement door and foyer area. Ignoring my presence in the room, he marched straight through the hallway that Trixie had exited through.

Standing in the kitchen alone, I did my best to stay perfectly still and keep the drinks on my tray from falling over. Without my arms free to keep the tray balanced, I found the task to be more challenging than expected. As I felt soreness creeping back up in my toes, I began shifting the weight back and forth between my feet. After seeing the drinks sway on my tray, I planted my feet and looked behind me. Seeing that the island was right at my waist level, I leaned my butt against the counter and took some of the weight off of my toes.

As I waited to be called by Ricky and Trixie, my attention couldn't help but linger on all of the uneasiness creeping up. After being stuck in the arm binder for most of the night with my elbows touching behind my back, I noticed how sore my arms were starting to feel. Moving my arms around inside of the constricting leather, I tried to ease some of the discomfort.

Standing on the hardwood floor provided to be just as uncomfortable as the concrete floor and wooden steps leading up from the basement. The hard, unforgiving surface intensified the soreness in my toes and was making it more difficult to keep my balance. Without any sort of padding on the floor or in my ballet boots, I started to feel a tingling sensation in some toes and numbness in others.

When I finally heard my name called from the living room, I let out a long sigh before attempting to venture into the other room. Slowly leaning forward from the counter, I winced as I felt the full weight of my body on my toes again. I took one small step after another across the kitchen to the hallway Ricky and Trixie had exited through.

Upon entering the short hallway, I nearly tripped over a small divider on the floor. Stepping between the hardwood floor in the kitchen and the carpeted floor in the living room, my right foot slipped on the uneven surface. I could feel my bodyweight falling forward before I caught myself with my other foot. After finding my footing again, I looked down to see that the drinks were miraculously still standing on the tray.

Walking into the living room, I found Ricky and Trixie reclining on a plush white couch facing a large screen TV. After walking up to them, I leaned forward and presented the tray.

“What was that noise?” Ricky said. “Are you alright?”

I shook my head yes in response.

“You didn’t spill anything, did you?” Trixie asked aggressively. 

I shook my head no.

“Why did I waste all that time training you if you’re just going to stumble around and scratch our floors?” Trixie said while grabbing her drink from my tray.

Ricky grabbed his drink before responding to her, “Well, it doesn’t look like she did fall, so I’d say you did a pretty good job.”
“I don’t know about that.” Trixie said. “Maybe we should have her do some more laps while we finish watching this.”
“That’s not a bad idea. Demi, you see that plant in the corner?” Ricky asked while pointing to his right. “I want you to walk from there to the hallway twenty times.”
After looking over to where he pointed, I could see that it was about twenty feet from the plant to the hallway. With how sore my toes were, I wasn’t even sure if I could make the trip more than once. Looking back at Ricky, I moaned and tried to plead with him. I was done standing in these heels and wanted to get them off now.

“Did you hear what I said?” Ricky asked.

“I know she did. She’s just a stubborn bitch. Do as you’re told pet!” Trixie yelled.

I continued standing and making noises through my gag in response. While pulling at my arm binder, I bent my knees and began moaning as loudly as I could manage.

“I said for you to do something.” Ricky said while losing his patience.

I held my ground and continued facing them.

“Demi…” Ricky said while shifting in his seat and putting his feet on the floor.

As Ricky stood up, I began to get nervous and scared. I turned around and started walking over to the plant before he made it to his feet. After just a few steps, my toes were screaming at me to quit already. Seeing another couch on my right, I stepped toward it and sat down. Practically falling onto the couch, I took a deep breath and let my feet rest.

I hadn’t realized just how sore my toes were until I took my weight off of them. I felt a small sense of relief until Ricky stepped in front of me with his arms crossed.

“What the hell are you doing?” Ricky asked.

My eyes fell to the floor beside his feet as I remained seated.

“That’s it, I’m taking her downstairs…” Trixie said while sitting up from her seat.

“No…” Ricky responded. “I’ll take care of her.”


Chapter 7

Ricky grabbed me by the arm and pulled me up from the couch. As I put weight on my heels again, I could feel my legs give out underneath me. I felt like I had nothing left, as my feet were sore from standing in ballet boots all night. Falling back onto the couch, Ricky gave a deep breath before putting his arms underneath my shoulders and lifting me up. Trixie quickly made her way over and assisted Ricky as they carried me out of the living room.

As I was carried through the kitchen to the stairs that lead to the basement, my feet dragged across the floor beneath me. Ricky held most of my weight while Trixie did what she could to help. After approaching the stairs, Trixie grabbed my legs and went down first while Ricky followed behind with his arms wrapped around my chest.

Although their basement dungeon was the last place I wanted to be, I knew that fighting against them would be fruitless. Even if I could break free, I wouldn’t make it far in my heels and arm binder. I whimpered into my gag as we stepped down the last stair and walked back into the room I had become acquainted with earlier in the evening.

Walking me over to the chain dangling from the ceiling, Ricky held me up while Trixie locked it back onto me. As Ricky let go, I hung from my steel collar for a few moments before putting my weight back onto my feet. Even though the padding on the floors helped the soreness slightly, I could feel pain and discomfort coming back at full force. Trixie exited the room and closed the door behind her, leaving me alone with Ricky.

Standing on one foot, I used my other heel to push and pull at my ballet boot. Although it was laced up to my knee tightly, I wanted to try anything possible to get these devilish shoes off of me. Ricky shook his head as he watched my futile efforts.

“You know those won’t come off unless we want them to.” Ricky said.

I ignored his comment and continued using my heels to try and loosen the lacing.

“I thought we were having a good time. Why are you acting like this?” Ricky asked.

I glared at Ricky before yelling into my gag. From the way I was feeling, I wouldn’t say that I was having a good time anymore.

“I don’t know what’s wrong with you, but I’m going to plow you again, then I’ll think about letting you go.”

I stomped my feet and continued yelling into the gag as Ricky unzipped his pants and stepped behind me. Feeling Ricky unzip my crotch and expose my behind only fueled the fight inside of me. Bending my knees and pulling against my arm binder, I twisted and turned my body while Ricky lubed up his member.

Putting his arms around me, Ricky held me tight as he guided himself into my back end and pushed forward. I tried fighting against him, but his grip was far too tight while I was collared and tied. As the base of his middle met my behind, I let out a whimper into my gag. There was nothing I could do but accept what was happening.

I felt my body go limp as Ricky began pumping back and forth behind me. I hung my head and continued whining as he held me at the hips and thrusted with increasing intensity. Although I tried to fight the feeling creeping up, I could feel blood rushing to my middle as I became aroused.

I didn’t know what was happening to my body as a mixture of discomfort and pleasure fought for my attention. As Ricky worked himself in and out of me rhythmically, my focus began to shift away from the pain in my feet and onto the sensations coming from my behind. Even I couldn’t figure out if the moans coming out of me were from the pleasure or pain that was present.

As Ricky’s movements sped up and felt like they were nearing a climax, I could hear the faint sound of a doorbell. I shook my head, thinking that I was just hearing things from the long night. After hearing the bell ring out a second time, I popped my head up and looked over my shoulder at Ricky. With his eyes closed and a tight grip on my hips, it looked like Ricky was in a world of his own. He ignored me and the sound of the bell ringing while he continued plowing me. After ringing out several times, the doorbell stopped. Hanging my head, I tried to bring my attention back to the release building inside of me.

Giving increasingly harder thrusts behind me, Ricky’s middle thumped into my back end with each pump. Our bodies bounced against each other as he held my hips and humped as hard as he could manage. After waiting the entire night to have a release, it felt like one was finally almost here.

As I came ever closer to the impending orgasm, my moans became higher-pitched. Whether I wanted it or not, Ricky was working a release out of me. Feeling my member tense up, I knew it could come at any second. With my eyes closed, I focused all of my attention on my member and let go of the tension. Small drops of pre-cum dripped to the ground in front of me as my body continued being thumped by Ricky.

Entering a world of pleasure, I let my head fall back while Ricky had his way. Completely oblivious to my surroundings, I began screeching as squirts started to exit me. Ricky’s thrusts began to slow down as he gave hard pumps into me with small pauses in-between. With each pump, another drop of liquid was pushed out of me. Trying to catch my breath, I let my head hang down for a few moments before lifting it upright. As my line of sight crossed the door in front of us, I saw Trixie standing in the doorway with… Brandi?


Chapter 8

My eyes locked onto my best friend as Ricky gave his last two hard thrusts against me. I shook my head and blinked my eyes rapidly as I tried to make sure I wasn’t hallucinating. Brandi’s head tilted to the side as she gave a concerned look.

“Demi?” Brandi said.

Ricky jumped behind me and backed away after realizing there was an audience.

“What the hell, where did you come from?” Ricky asked.

“She’s been trying to contact Demi all night and used her phone to track her location.” Trixie informed the room.

“Oh, well you found her.” Ricky said while stuffing his member back into his pants and zipping them back up.

“Yeah, I did…” Brandi said, still looking concerned. “I was starting to get worried about her when she didn’t text back, but… it looks like you two were having quite a night with each other.”

Brandi scanned my body from my masked head to my ballet boots. “Shit Demi, I didn’t know you could walk in shoes like that?” Brandi blurted.

‘I didn’t know I could either,’ I thought to myself.

“Well, it looks like they were about finished anyway. Do you want to wait upstairs while we let her down?” Trixie asked.

“I guess so, but honestly… this looks kind of hot.” Trixie said while staring at me and the pool that just formed below me.

Ricky grinned while staring at Brandi.

“It’s been a long night, but hell, I could go another round if you’re up for it.” Ricky offered.

“After the luck I had at the club, I’m inclined to say yes,” Brandi said.

My eyes went wide as I stared at my best friend. I started moaning into my gag and shaking my head no at her. Although Ricky and Trixie said they were going to let me go, something in the back of my head didn’t believe them until I was actually free.

“Oh come on, you can’t let me have a little fun?” Brandi said to me.

I continued moaning and whining while kicking my feet. With my climax behind me, all of the pleasure I had felt disappeared. Only pain and discomfort were left as I stared into my best friend’s eyes. 

“She’ll be fine. She probably just wants another go.” Trixie speculated.

“Yeah, she’s quite an animal. I get why you have to watch out for her.” Ricky said.

“We’ve always had each other’s backs… which is why I have to leave it up to Demi.” Brandi said.

Trixie and Ricky turned to me as I looked around the room. Before I could make a move, Ricky stepped in front of me with his back to Trixie and Brandi. Out of sight from Brandi, Ricky gave an evil look and mouthed a threat at me. Glaring back at him, I shook my head no. Ricky brought his hand to my face gently and put his fingers over my nose. Plugging my nostrils shut, he mouthed, “Say yes”.

I kicked my heels and began whining as loudly as I could to get Brandi’s attention. As she stepped to the side and saw what Ricky was doing, a switch flipped inside of her.

“What the hell is wrong with you?!” Brandi yelled. “Are you trying to kill her?!”

Brandi stormed over to Ricky and me as he let go and stepped to the side.

“Get this thing off of her… Now!” Brandi yelled while pointing at my collar.

Ricky moved toward me before pausing momentarily. Turning his eyes toward Brandi, he lunged at her and grabbed her wrists.

“What the hell are you doing?!” Brandi screamed. 
Trixie ran up behind Brandi and put her arms around her waist. As I saw Ricky and Trixie trying to subdue my best friend, I lifted my right leg and kicked my ballet boot into Ricky’s lower back. Ricky let out a scream as he contorted his back from the spike that hit his spine.

Seeing an opportunity, Brandi used her stiletto heel to stomp Trixie’s foot. Falling backwards to the ground, Trixie yelped as she held her foot and rolled around on the mats. Ricky tried to ignore the pain in his back as he grabbed Brandi’s arms and squeezed with all his strength. Hissing like a cat, Brandi jerked her body violently while trying to break his grip. Unable to break free, Brandi lifted her leg and brought her knee to Ricky’s crotch with everything she had.

Ricky’s grip broke immediately upon feeling the blow to his package. Falling forward to the ground, Ricky’s face fell to the mat as his butt stuck up in the air. Taking a step forward, I used my heel to kick Ricky as hard as I could in his behind. The stiletto spike from my ballet boot pierced through the fabric of his pants as it entered his back end. Letting out another screech, Ricky rolled onto his side while holding his crotch with one hand and his behind with his other.

With both Ricky and Trixie wailing in pain on the ground, Brandi stepped behind me and quickly began undoing the collar around my neck. Feeling a wave a relief, I let out a long exhale as Brandi released me from the arm binder and threw it to the ground. I ripped the mask off of my head and unbuckled the gag stuck in my mouth. Feeling like time was not on our side, I fell to the ground and began working on the laces of my right ballet boot. Brandi leaned over and helped work on my left boot while I checked over her shoulder to see that Ricky and Trixie were still laying on the ground.

As my feet exited the boots they had been stuck in all night, I took a moment to stretch my feet and roll them around. It felt like my feet had been overstretched and pushed beyond their limits, as I had never used ballet heels before. Brandi put her arms around me and helped me to my feet before we walked out of the room past Ricky and Trixie.

After making our way up the stairs, we walked down the hallway to the front door and stopped.

“Wait, my purse and phone.” I exclaimed.

“Where are they?” Brandi asked.

“They were upstairs with my dress.”

“Which room?” Brandi asked.

“The last one in the hallway.”

Trixie left me by the front door as she ran up the stairs and down the hallway. After finding my dress and purse, she quickly made her way back down the stairs and put her arms around me again.

“Just change at home. I want to get the hell out of here.” Brandi said while shaking her head.

Brandi helped me down the sidewalk to the driveway where she had parked her car. Opening the door for me, I stepped inside first before she ran around to the driver’s side and got in. She started the car and wasted no time peeling out of the driveway. As we backed into the street, I could see a body appear in the doorway of the home. From the silhouette, it looked like Ricky staring at us. I felt a chill in my spine as Brandi accelerated down the street.

“Oh my god, are you ok?” Brandi asked.

“Yeah…” I said while trying to catch my breath, “Yeah I’m… I’m ok now.”
“What did they do to you?”

“They put me in this suit, gagged me, and then put that, like, arm binder thing on me.”

“Are your arms ok?”
“Yeah, but they’re like really sore. I’m not that flexible.”
“And what the hell was with those shoes?” 
“I don’t know? They’re like a fetish thing or something. I feel like I can’t even walk right now. My toes are killing me and my ankles hurt really bad.” I explained. 
“I can’t believe they kept you like that all night.”

“I know…” I said with tears starting to well up in my eyes, “Thank you so much for coming to rescue me. I honestly don’t even know if they were trying to kidnap me.”
“You’re safe now. Just take a deep breath and try to relax.” Brandi said while putting her hand on my shoulder.

“And then he was like trying to suffocate me…” Tears streamed down my cheeks as I brought my hands up to wipe them away.

“You know I always have your back. But seriously girl, try to pick a better one next time.”

I let out a short laugh through my tears, “If there is a next time…”


Books By This Author

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 naive young man believes that if he goes along with what she is asking long enough, they will eventually make love. As he is painted with makeup, dressed in high heels and lingerie, and bound, he starts to realize that she may have other plans for him. While tied up and unable to fight back, she marches him to her basement where she uses sissy hypnosis to mold his brain to her desires. The sissy tries to fight back as she punishes him and uses everything in her power to break his will. But, once the sissy is stuffed into his latex doll bodysuit, escape will become near impossible. Will the sissy accept his role as a mindless sissy doll or try to fight back and break free at any opportunity that presents itself?

Cat and Mouse

Have you ever fantasied about becoming a personal sissy pet for a beautiful young woman?
In the story ‘Cat and Mouse’, we meet a young man named Bona who is down on his luck to say the least. 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 make up, 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 the sissy that he becomes. Will the sissy learn to accept their role and listen to what they’re told, or will they try to fight and run away?

His Favorite Toy

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

In ‘His Favorite Toy’, we meet a sissy named Bridget who lives on a private island with her master, Conner. While living on the island, Bridget performs the duties of a maid while servicing any and all of her master’s needs. With a special room full of tie ups and gags, Bridget is always kept on her toes wondering when she might be ravaged next. When a new maid named Rachel arrives on the island, Bridget takes it upon herself to mentor the new sissy and show her the ropes. As they begin to bond and form a unique relationship of their own, they start to realize that something has changed on the island. Although they continue to fool around and explore BDSM in their love making sessions with Conner, it becomes clear that something is bothering the man of their dreams. Embark on a journey to the Caribbean where we experience a steamy love triangle between two sissies and their devoted master. 

His New Toy

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

Past the Point of No Return

Have you ever wondered what it would be like be turned into a real life sissy whore? To be completely feminized, chastised, and made to serve a mistress and master?

In the story ‘Past the Point of No Return’, we meet a young man who is curious to explore his sissy tendencies. Although he enjoys dressing and acting feminine when given the opportunity, he has never stepped out while en fem until one fateful night. After receiving a phishing email from a mysterious dominatrix, he is asked to meet up at a local motel. Thinking with his other head, he decides to drive to the location given while dressed and made up as he was requested. While wearing a little black dress, high heeled pumps, fishnet stockings, and a matching set of bra and panties, he meets the gorgeous woman who invited him. The woman informs him that she would like to tie him up during their session and he agrees promptly. Once he is bound, gagged, and unable to escape, the woman milks the sissy until he is completely dry. After locking the sissy into a steel chastity cage, the woman calls for two burly men who come and kidnap the scared sissy. The young man is taken to a facility where he is given a breast enhancement and facial reconstructive surgery. When he is transported to his new home, he is trained and hypnotized to be a submissive sissy slut that is eager to serve. Throughout the story, elements of forced feminization, Feminization surgery, Bimbofication, sissy hypnotism, sissy prostitution, and bondage are all explored. If you are still reading this and haven't been scared off, this may be the book for you.

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 friend’s 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 with 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 are 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.

Paying Lip Service

What is it like to become a real life sissy prostitute? Is ‘Paying Lip Service’ as hard as it sounds?

In the story ‘Paying Lip Service’, we witness the complete transformation of Billie Jean the mattress king to the BJ queen. After becoming indebted to a pimp in town with no way to pay him back, Billie is given a makeover and dressed as one of the prostitutes that works the streets. Knowing that they can’t trust Billie to not run away, he is tied up and forced to pay lip service to the clients who visit them. Realizing how long it will take to pay off his debts, Billie asks if there is anything he can do to charge more. The girls grant his request and have him brought in for a breast augmentation and lip fillers. Now further in debt, Billie will have to service even more clients before he has paid back what he owes. Billie’s journey takes one twist after another as he is lead down a path he may never return from. Will he ever be able to reclaim his old life or be stuck as the BJ queen forever? 

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 make up 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 does feel 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 a whole 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.

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 brush it off. 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 large set of boobs appearing on his chest, he soon finds himself unrecognizable to the man he once was. His hair turns blonde and grows a foot over night and permeant makeup is painted on his face that will not come off. Unable to process the changes in his fragile male psyche, he denies what is happening and tries to fight against the female dominator that keeps appearing in his dreams. Will the sissy find a way to reverse the changes or have to learn how to live as the woman that he has always dreamt of becoming?

My Body Swap With Candi

Have you ever wondered what it would be like to swap bodies with an escort for a week? Have you wondered what it would be like to leave your male body behind and inhabit a sensual and sexy woman's body?

In 'My Body Swap with Candi', our stubborn protagonist meets up with an escort at a motel. After visiting the motel numerous times and having plenty of 'sessions' with different ladies, he meets a very special lady named Candi. As he is 'getting to know' Candi, our protagonist starts to learn that this is no ordinary girl. He believes she is becoming delirious as they make love in her room. After they finish their session, he realizes that he has made a huge mistake and tries to escape. While trying to process what just happened, the protagonist receives a phone call that will change his life. As the story unfolds, our protagonist learns that he has fallen into a situation more complex than he could possibly imagine. The protagonist's consciousness is placed into Candi's body while her consciousness inhabits his body. He must learn to follow the rules and live out Candi's life while fulfilling her duties. Will he do as he is told and return to his male body, or be stuck as Candi forever?

Coming Out as Amber

Have you ever thought about coming out as a crossdresser? Would your family and friends embrace and accept you or try to hide from who you really are? 

Every crossdresser’s coming out story is incredibly personal and significant for them. It can be filled with anxiety, excitement, and even terror when thinking about telling your loved ones. ‘Coming Out as Amber’ explores the coming out story of a young man who is afraid to show the world who he truly is. Because of his family’s beliefs, he has kept his crossdressing a secret and has only explored this side of himself when he is alone. When his family leaves for the weekend to visit his relatives, he pretends to be sick so that he can stay home and have some time to himself. Unfortunately, his plans are disrupted when his sister’s friend, Emily, makes a surprise visit to check on him. Confronted with the reality that he can’t keep this secret forever, David is forced to reconcile these two sides of himself. His day takes one twist and turn after another until he is finally face to face with his sister, mother, and father. This emotional journey explores how difficult it is to find the right time and place to finally come out. Eventually, it becomes more difficult to keep part of himself a secret, rather than coming out as Amber.

Life in Her Heels

Have you ever wondered what it would be like to experience life as women have experienced throughout human history? To be told what you can wear, where you can go, and what you are allowed to do with your body?
In ‘Life in Her Heels’, the patriarchy is turned upside down when a charismatic female leader is voted into the White House. Running a campaign based on putting men and women on equal footing, the new leader of the country is voted into office with a large majority in both chambers of Congress. To right the wrongs of human history, the new leadership puts laws into place that force men to experience what women have endured throughout the history of the world. The protagonist of the story finds himself living through this historic moment and must adhere to the new rules as they are written. While living with his wife, the young man must follow the new federal dress codes by turning in his pants for skirts and shoes for high heels. He and his wife are assigned new jobs that greatly alter the power structure in their home and finances. When his new job requires him to alter his body, he struggles with the changes that are occurring and how to express what is happening to him. As he slowly changes from a man to a feminized sissy, it starts to become impossible to hide his growing “assets”. After an incident where he is unfairly blamed for initiating an encounter with someone in his apartment building, he is put on house arrest and required to where a chastity belt at all times. Eventually, the protagonist becomes unrecognizable to the man he once was and must come to terms with his new life as a submissive sissy to his wife who now owns him.

Maid to be Mine

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

How to Spend a Day as a Sissy (A Crash Course in the Sissy life)

Are you an experienced sissy looking for ways to spend your day while crossdressed? Are you new to the sissy lifestyle or just curious what a sissy might do all day?

In ‘How to Spend a Day as a Sissy (A Crash Course in the Sissy life)’, we take an hour by hour approach in instructing exactly how a sissy should conduct themself for a day. Starting at the break of dawn and continuing until the sissy is ready for bed, instructions are given at every hour on how they should dress, what tasks they should perform, and how they should think. Depending on the comfort level of the sissy, the guide can be molded to their specific needs. Beware, if you follow the instructions exactly as they are written, you may experience what sissy’s call a sissygasm. Once you taste this lifestyle, you may be spending many more days as a real life sissy crossdresser. 

Black(E)Mail

Have you been keeping your sissy life a secret? How far would you go to keep your friends and family from knowing you're a closeted sissy? 

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