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Chapter 1

(You Have No Choice, Sissy Maid.)
“You can’t make me get breast implants!” I yelled to my boss after storming into her elegant corner office. “That was not what I had agreed to…”
“Just calm down, little sissy.” My new boss, Samantha, responded. “Let me grab your file and we’ll discuss your options. Now sit down.”
After leaning forward in her plush leather chair, she pulled a file from her desk drawer and laid it on her desk. As she flipped through the pages, I sat in a chair across from her. With my short maid’s dress on, I was required to cross my legs so that my privates would not be on display.
“Just as I thought.” Samantha said after flipping through the documents and coming to the end of the file. “Let’s run through your progress so far, shall we?”
“Well, I…” I muttered before being cutoff.
“Let’s begin. You completed orientation over three months ago. During your orientation, your job duties and required steps to fill this position were all laid out clearly. You do remember that, don’t you?”
“Well, yes, but…”
Samantha gave me a stern look and pursed her red painted lips when I answered. Remembering my last three months of training, I quickly corrected myself.
“Oh…Yes, mistress.”
“That’s better. Now, after completing orientation, you signed your employment contract, which I have a copy of right here. This is your signature on the one year employment contract, correct?”
“Yeah…I mean. Yes, mistress.”
“And you affirmed with this signature that you have read the document in full and that you understand the requirements that this position demands, as well as the penalties for not following through with the contract.”
“Yes, mistress.” I said with my head down and eyes on the floor.
“As a part of the required steps, you gave up your residence and put all of your belongings into long-term storage before coming to our headquarters for the required training program. Correct?”
I breathed a soft sigh before responding. “Correct, mistress.”
“Now, during your training program, you have received glowing praise from our instructors in all of your classes. You are now a certified sissy maid in makeup application, dress code standards, basic cleaning, proper hygiene, and personal entertainment. Having completed the training program, you are now eligible for the final steps.”
“Yes, mistress.” I said while bringing my eyes up and looking at Samantha. “And that’s what I wanted to talk to you about.”
“Then let’s review what was recommended during your final examination.” Samantha said, while pulling out a single piece of paper. “When examining how you fill out the required uniform, there were some deficiencies noted. To remedy those deficiencies, it looks like they put you down for three surgeries. A lip injection, a Brazilian Butt Lift, and a breast augmentation.”
“Yes, mistress. And I don’t know if I can go through with all of that…”
“Oh…” Samantha said with a surprised expression. “Well, if you don’t feel comfortable continuing, we can terminate your contract right now.”
“Really?” I said, sounding surprised. “Do I still get paid my salary for the three months I was here?”
Samantha laughed before answering. “Pay you? You can’t be serious.”
I swallowed the saliva in my mouth and spoke meekly, “In the employment contract, it said that I would be making around ten thousand a month.”
“Yes…Once you start working for us,” Samantha responded. “I think you need to reread this section one more time.”
Samantha highlighted a paragraph in the employment contract before sliding it across her desk in front of me. As I began reading, my eyes went wide and my mouth dropped open.
“Wait, if I quit, I owe you…fifty thousand dollars?!” I exclaimed. “This can’t be legal…”
“Our lawyers have gone through every line of that contract. I can assure you that it will hold up in court.”
“This is insane!”
Samantha rolled her eyes and shook her head before leaning back in her chair. “Tell me, what’s outside of my office?”
I shifted in my seat before responding. “A warehouse with like a two-story home built inside.”
“And how many people worked with you during your 24/7 training program in that home?”
“Like, seven or eight instructors.”
“Right, so tell me. Do you think they work for free?”
“No, mistress.”
“Do you think it was cheap to build this place in the middle of the swamplands?”
“No, mistress.”
“And do you think I work here out of the goodness of my heart?”
“Um… I don’t know, mistress.”
“The answer is no, little sissy. If you want to back out now after spending three months in the facility and learning how to perform up to the high standards of the Sissy Maid Services Company, I can’t stop you. But you will pay us for the time we wasted with you.”
“But I don’t have that kind of money…”
“That’s not our problem.”
I looked down at my black peep toe high heels and shifted in my seat as I took in what Samantha was telling me.
“So, let’s review your options. You can complete the final steps, which include a Brazilian Butt Lift, breast augmentation, and lip injections. The Sissy Maid Services Company will cover all the costs for your three surgeries and the two-month recovery process here at the facility. Once the doctors clear you to begin normal activities, you will begin working as a full time sissy maid and you will not owe us a penny. Or, you can quit now and leave the facility with a fifty thousand dollar bill for the three months that you were trained, fed, and given free lodging by the Sissy Maid Company. So tell me, how would you like to proceed?”
My mouth hung open as I stared blankly ahead. Although Samantha was giving me a choice, it felt like my decision was already made for me. If I backed out of the program, I would spend years either fighting this contract in court or paying them out of my wages from my old job as a receptionist at a hotel.
When I had received the job offer from SMS Co., it initially felt like a dream come true. Not only could I make $120,000.00 a year, I would be paid to dress up and perform as a sissy maid. It had always been a dream to find a job where I could crossdress and let out my feminine side while I worked, and the Sissy Maid Services Company made that dream a reality.
During my orientation at the facility, they had given me an in-depth presentation on what to expect as a sissy maid and what my position as an ‘Entertainer’ would entail. Because the sissy maids were hired as entertainers instead of cleaning staff, the SMS Co. reserved the right to terminate any sissy maid that did not meet their physical expectations. When I was offered the job and asked to enroll in their training program, I thought my body had already met the proportions that they required.
Having been told that my chest would need to be at least a DD cup and that my butt would need to be much rounder and fuller, I became scared of the surgeries that they recommended. As a long time crossdresser, there was something comforting about being able to flip between my male and female persona. But with extensive surgeries to my body, it felt like my male persona would be lost forever.
Feeling like I was already too deep into the program, I reluctantly agreed to continue and go through with the surgeries that they recommended. Over the following weeks, the Sissy Maid Services Company sent me to the highest rated plastic surgeons in the state of Florida where my body was altered in ways that made me unrecognizable as the man I once was. Although the recovery process was painful, the SMS Co. staff made sure that I was comfortable while following all the doctor’s orders. Once I was cleared by my doctors and allowed to resume normal daily activities without any limitations, the Sissy Maid Services Company put me to work immediately.




Chapter 2

(Sent to my First Client.)
My first day back in the sissy maid uniform hit me like a bolt of lightning. I felt paralyzed as I stood in front of the mirror, staring at my reflection. Although I had two months to recover and grow accustomed to my new proportions and appearance, nothing could prepare me for the way I looked while fully made up and dressed in my black and white maid’s uniform. While preparing for my first day on the job, I scanned my body through the mirror to make sure that everything looked perfect.
As I stood in a pair of black five-inch high heel peep toe shoes with a one-inch platform, I noticed that the shoes made my legs appear much longer and more slender than when I had previously presented as a man. With a pair of white sheer stockings covering my smooth and hairless legs, the lower half of my body oozed sensuality. At my upper thighs, where the stockings cutoff, four white garter straps connected my stockings to a white garter belt that was fitted around my waist.
Underneath the petticoats of the short black and white maid’s dress, I had followed the sissy maid dress code standards by wearing my white lace panties over top of the garter straps. By putting my underwear overtop of my garter belt and straps, I could allow access to my bottom and privates without having to fully undress my lower half. To create the illusion of a flat crotch, I had pulled back my hairless member and taped it between my legs before sliding into my panties. With my surgically augmented butt and no sign of a bulge in my panties, it was difficult to tell that I was once a man.
While continuing to scan my body, my eyes rested on the short maid’s dress that every sissy maid was required to wear 24/7 once they were employed. My lacy black and white maid’s dress was low cut, with two thin straps that ran over my shoulders. With the extensive work done to my chest and a white push-up bra secured underneath my dress, my DD cup breasts were difficult to ignore. My eyes couldn’t help but linger on my boobs as I held them with both hands and adjusted my cleavage to make sure that they were sitting evenly in my bra. After pulling on the skirt of my dress and fluffing the petticoats, I turned my attention to my makeup and hair next.
Following the makeup application protocols for sissy maids, I had used primer before working on the base. Using foundation, highlighter, and bronzer, I had contoured my nose, cheeks, and chin to make my face appear more slender and feminine. When the base was complete, I had circled my eyes with black eyeliner and used a palette of eye shadow to darken my eyelids. After using three separate wands to apply my mascara, I had used a lash curler to flip my lashes upward.
As a part of the hygiene protocols for sissy maids, I was required to keep my body hairless and smooth except for the long brown hair atop my head. With the absence of eyebrows, I was required to draw them on in a thin and feminine shape. As the final steps for putting on my face, I had used a dark red lip liner to circle my lips and outline my cupid’s bow before coloring in my lips with a matching red lipstick. After three months of practice with makeup professionals at the SMS Co. headquarters, my makeup appeared flawless every time I was finished.
Although the Sissy Maid Services Company was particular about how sissy maids applied their makeup, we were given much more freedom with our hair. With my brown hair at shoulder length, I found it to be much easier to wear it in a messy bun while I worked as a sissy maid. I left a few long strands of hair drape down the sides of my face while a white silk scrunchie with a bow held the rest of my hair in place at the back of my head. After readjusting the black and white lace choker necklace around my neck, I scanned my body from top to bottom one more time to make sure everything was perfect. Seeing that my appearance was up to the standards of the Sissy Maid Services Company, I took a deep breath before collecting my purse and a small brown bag with my clothes and makeup supplies for the weekend.
During my recovery at the SMS Co. headquarters, I was provided a small room with a twin-sized bed and a vanity for doing my makeup. Although I had to share a bathroom with the other sissy maids, it was nice to have a bedroom of my own. Since sissy maids were required to travel to their client’s homes and stay overnight when they worked, most of the rooms at the facility were typically empty.
When I stepped out of my room with my purse over my shoulder and my bag in hand, I took a deep breath before walking down a long, carpeted hallway. At the end of the hallway, I stepped into an elevator that brought me down to a parking garage beneath the expansive building. After stepping off of the elevator, I found a white passenger van waiting with three other sissy maids already in the vehicle.
I took a deep breath before stepping into the van and sitting in one of the open rows. After setting my bag on the seat next to me, I looked around at the other sissy maids and could see each of them touching up their makeup while holding a small makeup mirror with one hand. Feeling the compulsive urge to check my makeup as well, I opened my purse and grabbed my small makeup mirror. After touching up my lipstick, I couldn’t help putting on another coat of mascara while I waited to be taken to my destination.
Once the last two sissy maids stepped into the twelve-person passenger van, the driver turned around and began distributing binders to each of the sissy maids. Upon opening my binder, I began reading the profile for the man I would serve during my first job. In order to perform up to the standards of the Sissy Maid Services Company, I was required to know what my client liked and disliked before ever meeting them in person.
As we left the SMS Co. headquarters and began driving to our first stop, I studied the papers intently. Upon seeing a photo of my client, Henry Aimes, my eyes went wide and my lips parted unconsciously. I could feel my mouth salivating as I saw a photo of the forty-two-year-old man shirtless on the beach. Standing with a chiseled chest and muscular arms, I couldn’t believe that this was who I would stay with for the weekend. Between his dark brown hair, disarming smile, and perfect figure, I was head over heels for him the second I laid eyes on his profile photo.
As I continued reading his profile, I noted a few personality traits that were important for sissy maids to be aware of. Apparently, Henry had made close to a billion dollars after selling his tech company and ever since then, he became paranoid that everyone around him was just after his money. His paranoia continued to grow worse until it eventually drove away all of his family and friends. Aside from becoming suspicious and skeptical of people in general, Henry had become quite controlling as well. It was apparently not uncommon for him to lock his guests in their rooms at night because he was nervous about being suffocated in his sleep.
Despite his wealth and good looks, Henry had no significant other and was incredibly lonely. With no family or kids around, he spent most of his time traveling on his private jet or sailing on one of his yachts. Except for his staff that cooked and cleaned for him, he spent most of his time alone.
When Henry discovered the Sissy Maid Services Company and learned about what it offered, he began using the service frequently and having a sissy maid stay with him twice a month. He had grown fond of a particular sissy maid who was a frequent visitor to his mansion on the beach, but when that sissy maid was no longer employed by the SMS Co., they had to replace her with me.
Although his favorite sissy maid gave glowing reviews of how tenderly he treated her when they made love, she also noted that he loved bondage and kept her tied up often. It apparently wasn’t uncommon for him to leave her bound all night with a gag in her mouth and something inside of her bottom. As I continued reading the profile, I could feel my member beginning to stiffen.




Chapter 3

(Meeting Henry.)
After several stops along the beach where sissy maids were dropped off at their clients’ homes, I was notified that my stop was next. I could feel butterflies fluttering in my stomach as I nervously looked out the window and thought about what I would say when I met Henry for the first time. Although the SMS Co. had trained me to act professionally while maintaining a friendly and bubbly demeanor, we were given freedom in how we communicated with our clients.
‘Hi Henry, I am your sissy maid for the weekend.’ I thought to myself. ‘No, that’s not right. Hi Henry, how may I serve you…Ugh, that doesn’t sound good. Henry, you look hot…I love your body. Do you work out? Oh my god, why do I sound so stupid…’
When the van finally pulled into a gated community and approached Henry’s mansion on the beach, my high heels were tapping the floor nervously and I could hardly control my breathing. As the van came to a stop, I breathed heavily while waiting for the driver to open the door and let me out. After the door was open, I stepped out and gave the binder back to the driver. With a tight schedule and a few more stops to make, the driver rushed back to his seat and pulled out of the driveway before I even took my first step toward the home.
The heat was unbearable with the sun beating down on me, so I put one foot in front of the other and headed to the front door of the large white home with a terracotta roof. My eyes scanned back and forth as I took in the tropical landscaping with lush green vegetation along the path to the front door. I took small steps and avoided the cracks in the concrete sidewalk while inching closer to the grand entranceway. After taking a step up to a spacious patio area with four rocking chairs, I rang the doorbell before peeking through the stained glass window next to the intricate wooden doors. A few seconds later, I could hear heavy footsteps approaching from inside.
My purse rested on my shoulder as I held my brown bag in front of me with both hands. I could hardly contain my anxiety when the door opened and revealed Henry standing before me. The pictures in the profile could not have prepared me for the sight of Henry standing in a short, blue swimsuit. My eyes went wide as I looked down at his feet and slowly scanned up his body.
Every part of his six foot tall figure was toned to perfection. His muscular calfs and thighs had short thin hairs that looked like they were still damp from a recent swim in the ocean. His chest and arms glistened with the sun beaming into his front entranceway and illuminating his perfect frame. The bulge in his swimsuit was difficult to miss as Henry caught me staring a few seconds too long.
“You must be the new sissy maid. Please, come inside.” Henry said while gesturing for me to come inside.
I pursed my lips as I stepped through the door. While standing next to Henry, I noticed that he towered over me, even in my five inch high heel stilettos. 
“How was the drive? I know it usually takes a few hours for you girls to get here.” Henry asked.
“It was very pleasant. Thank you for asking.” I responded.
“Good. I just finished my swim for today, so I can show you around if you like.”
“That would be very nice. Thank you.” I said before giving a curtsey.
“You sissy maids are always so proper.” Henry laughed.
“I’m sorry. I can try to tone it down if you would like.”
“It’s fine.” Henry said with a shrug. “How long have you been working with the company?”
“Just a few months.” I responded.
“So is this your first job?” Henry asked.
“Yes, master.” I said, while giving another curtsey unconsciously. 
Henry stared at me for a few seconds until I realized what I did.
“I’m sorry. It’s a force of habit.” I said while shaking my head and looking down at my high heels.
As I pursed my lips and let out a long exhale, Henry put his hand on my shoulder and responded. “If you’re more comfortable doing your little curtseys, suit yourself. It doesn’t bother me either way.”
“Thank you, master.” I said before letting out a sigh of relief and curtseying for him after I spoke.
“Let’s take a walk, shall we?”
I nodded my head before following behind him with my bag in hand.
Henry strolled without a care in the world as he showed me around the lower level of his home. After peeking into the kitchen and dining room, he brought me to the living room, which had an entire wall made up of glass windows and two large sliding glass doors. The sliding doors led out to a large patio area that overlooked the beach and ocean less than fifty feet away. With a thin strip of vegetation separating the patio from the beach, it felt private without inhibiting the view.
Having lived in the Midwest my entire life, the scenery was breathtaking.
“This is where I like to spend most of my time.” Henry informed me. “Something about the ocean is very soothing to me.”
“I can see why. It's beautiful.” I agreed.
As I was gazing out the sliding glass door with Henry right beside me, I noticed Henry checking me out. Although I wanted to look back at him, I kept my sightline forward while his gaze rested on my chest for several seconds.
“Would you like me to show you where you’ll be sleeping?” Henry asked.
“Yes, master.” I responded promptly with a curtsey.





Chapter 4

(You Look Happy.)
Henry took my bag from my hands before leading me to the staircase, which was connected to the foyer. As he marched up the stairs, I couldn’t help noticing him adjusting the bulge in his swimsuit. Although I tried to conceal the smirk on my face, Henry noticed when we reached the second floor.
“What’s so funny?” Henry asked.
“Nothing…I’m sorry, master.” I answered while trying to remain proper, as I had been trained.
“Are you sure? You had a funny look on your face.”
“I’m just so very happy to be here. That’s all.”
Henry rolled his eyes before walking down the second-floor hallway, which overlooked the living room. As we passed by the first bedroom, Henry informed me of the staff who worked around the home.
“I have a few people that help maintain the home, but Amy is the only one that stays here with me.” Henry explained. “This is her room, and you’ll be staying in the one right next to her.”
“I read that Amy is your full-time live-in maid.” I responded.
“Yes, and Oscar is my head of maintenance. You’ll see him around the home maybe a couple of times a day.”
“If you don’t mind me asking, what does the head of maintenance do?”
“He pretty much takes care of everything around the home as well as scheduling contractors when they’re needed. But if there’s a leaky faucet or something simple, he’ll take care of it.”
“That’s very nice to have such a handy man around.”
“Yeah, he’s a really good guy.”
As we stopped by the guest bedroom where I would be staying for the weekend, Henry told me about the third staff member. “And the last person you’ll be seeing around the home is Perry.”
“The chef.”
“That’s right.” Henry said with a smile. “You really did your homework.”
I smiled while looking down at my feet in response.
“Unless there is a party or a special occasion, he usually gets here around 8 in the morning and leaves at 7 after dinner is served.”
“I didn’t see him in the kitchen?”
“Yeah, he said he needed to run out and grab a few things for dinner tonight. I’m sure he’ll be back soon.”
“Well, thank you very much for filling me in.”
“No problem. Once you settle into your room here, why don’t you take a stroll down to my bedroom at the end of the hall. There’s something I would like to show you.”
“Yes, master. I will be right there.” I answered with a smile.
Henry gave a smirk before walking to his room and stepping inside.
After seeing him close his door, I hurried into the guest bedroom and set my bag on the plush king-sized bed to the left of the doorway. Not wanting to make him wait very long, I quickly began unpacking my bag and laying out the three extra uniforms I had packed. Once my clothes were laid out, I scanned the room and took in my surroundings.
Although the room was quite spacious, there were only a few pieces of furniture inside. Across from the bed, there was a vanity desk set up with a chair facing a large mirror. After setting my purse down on the vanity, I began laying out all of my makeup supplies and organizing them on the desk.
Once my makeup was setup on the vanity, I grabbed my three extra uniforms and hung them up in the closet next to the bed. After putting away the extra pairs of stockings, panties, bras, and high heel stilettos, I set my bag in the closet. Seeing that there was a private bathroom connected to my room, I took the opportunity to relieve myself. After the long drive from the SMS Co. headquarters, my bladder felt quite full.
As I sat on the toilet, I was blown away by how luxurious everything appeared. From the marble countertops and spacious walk-in shower to the heated toilet seat, I felt like I was staying in a five-star hotel. When I pressed a button next to the toilet to try to flush it, I was shocked to feel the built in bidet shooting water at me. After collecting myself, I wiped my bottom before finding the button to flush the toilet.
Stepping in front of the bathroom mirror over the sink, I fixed my dress and readjusted my bra before checking my makeup. Seeing that my lipstick could use some touching up, I hurried over to the vanity and took a seat. After fixing my lipstick and puckering my lips, I grabbed the mascara and put on another coat before using my lash curler to flip my lashes upward. Once my face looked presentable, I exited my room and headed down the hall to Henry’s master bedroom.
I stood outside of his room and stared at the door handle for several seconds as I worked up the courage to step inside. Although I was well aware that I would be intimate with Henry this weekend, I felt nervous about jumping right in. After taking a deep breath and calming myself down, I gave a light knock on the door.
“Come in!” Henry yelled from the other side.
As I opened the door, my head swiveled back and forth while taking in the master bedroom. Set in the corner of the second level, the master bedroom had large glass windows every few feet along the walls, which illuminated the room with natural lighting. As I peeked through a set of sliding glass doors to my left, I could see a private walkout balcony which overlooked the beach and ocean.
My high heels clicked against the hardwood floors as I stepped over to the California king sized bed and felt the soft white comforter. As I pressed my hand down, I could hear the bathroom door open across from the bed. When my eyes glanced over to the doorway, my mouth fell open and I fell into a state of shock. Henry was standing completely nude and erect.




Chapter 5

(It’s Just So Big.)
Henry stood with his hands on his hips, looking proud of his naked body being presented to me. My eyes could not help staring at his middle as I caught sight of his glorious package for the first time. His neatly trimmed pubic hairs complimented his hefty cock, which was pointing directly at me. When he took a few steps toward me and we stood face to face next to the bed, I remained frozen and waited for him to speak first.
“So, what do you think?” Henry asked.
“I, uh…I love the comforter. It’s…really soft.” I responded nervously.
Henry rolled his eyes. “Thank you…But, you know I wasn’t asking about the bed…”
“Oh…Yes of course.” I said, while shaking my head and looking down at my feet.
As he took another step closer to me, I could see his rod coming into view right next to the skirt of my dress.
“Would you like to do anything?” He asked.
I nodded my head yes before swallowing the saliva in my mouth.
My hand shook as I slowly reached out and wrapped my fingers around the head of his penis. The soft feel of his skin sent shivers up my spine as I ran my hand down his rod and began stroking it. Although it was already hard, I could feel blood rushing to his crotch and his penis stiffening even further from my touch.
“Do you mind?” Henry asked while pinching the skirt of my dress.
I shook my head no in response while continuing to rub him with my right hand.
Henry lifted my skirt and crept his hand toward my middle. My legs tensed, and my breathing ceased temporarily as I felt him grab my crotch and squeeze lightly.
“Did you tape it?” He asked.
At a loss for words, I nodded my head yes.
“Isn’t that uncomfortable?”
I looked up into his dark brown eyes before responding. “It’s not too bad once you get used to it.”
“Why don’t we let it breathe?” Henry said while pulling my panties down to my upper thighs.
My hand quit stroking him as I felt him reach beneath me and carefully remove the medical tape, which was keeping my penis held back and balls held inside of me. Once the medical tape was pulled off, he cradled my penis with his right hand and my balls with his left hand. Almost immediately, blood began rushing to the area, and I swelled up in his hands.
“See, isn’t that better?” He asked.
“Much better. Thank you, master.” I responded before giving a curtsey.
As we stood with our privates just centimeters from each other, it was difficult to miss how much larger he was than me. It appeared that he was almost twice as long as I was with substantially more girth. Even once I reached my full length, my member looked puny compared to his.
Henry smiled and released my member from his hand before stepping around behind me. As his naked body pressed against my backside, he reached around to my chest and cupped my boobs with both hands. I let out a soft moan and let my head fall back while he leaned forward and gently kissed my neck. Moving his lips down to my shoulder, he continued kissing and sucking on my skin while caressing my chest and pinching my nipples.
Feeling overwhelmed by his display of affection, I reached behind me and wrapped both of my hands around his package while he continued turning me on. My member was standing straight up beneath my dress while my body felt like it was melting from his touch. I could feel Henry nudge me forward until my knees met the side of the bed and I was forced to bend over on top of it. With my bottom still in the air, I let my torso rest on the bed while he let go of my chest and grabbed my hips with both hands.
I pursed my lips and breathed heavily as I listened to Henry open a drawer in his nightstand next to the bed and pull out a few items. When I felt him take a step backward, I peeked over my shoulder and saw him sliding a condom down his erect rod. When he squirted some lube onto himself and began rubbing it up and down the shaft, I buried my face in the comforter and waited for the fun to begin.
Henry lifted my dress before carefully guiding his cock toward my bottom and pushing forward. I could feel him spreading my cheeks with his hands while his tip met my hole and pressed against me. I took a deep breath and tried my best to relax as he slowly pushed his tip inside of me before stopping and letting me acclimate to his size.
“Whoa…You’re even bigger than I thought.” I said, while gripping the comforter with both hands.
“It’s ok, we can take it as slow as you need.” Henry said while staying put with his tip just inside of the opening.
“No, it’s ok… Just keep going.”
Henry adjusted his footing before inching forward and inserting more of himself. High-pitched squeaks escaped me instinctively as my behind stretched to accommodate his enormous size.
“Are you ok?” Henry asked, sounding worried.
“Yeah…it’s just so big.” I replied.
“Do you need to take a little break?”
“No, it’ll be better if you just keep going.”
“Ok.”
Henry pushed forward the rest of the way until the base of his penis met my cheeks. My eyes went wide, and I had trouble breathing as I felt him make a full entrance. It felt like my whole body tensed as I was having trouble accepting how large his cock was. Knowing that my top priority was to please Henry, I kept silent as he pulled out and reinserted himself again.
I closed my eyes and did my best to relax as he began pumping behind me slowly but steadily. Over the course of the next few minutes, I could feel my behind acclimating to his girth while I began to enjoy the sensations emanating from my behind. My squeals of discomfort quickly turned to moans of pleasure as he held my hips and bumped into my back end repeatedly.
When Henry heard my moans of pleasure heating up, he began to pick up speed and hump me with greater power. I could feel my whole body shake with each thrust into my back end while he held onto my hips for leverage. As he picked up his pace while bumping into my bottom, my whines grew louder and higher-pitched until I was on the verge of screaming. It felt like I was losing control of my body as I was on the cusp of a release. With how intense the stimulation was to my rear, I knew that I would not be able to hold out much longer.
Henry made me feel like a true submissive bottom as he had his way and forced me to start leaking pre-cum. Knowing that I was about to release a rush of fluid, I brought my hands beneath me and tried to keep myself from making a mess on the bed. After several more intense thrusts, Henry forced a substantial amount of cum out of my penis. I could feel myself pulsing for a few minutes as he continued pounding my back end and looking for a release of his own.
Once he realized that I had already orgasmed, he slowed down his thrusts until he came to a stop with his cock still inserted. I breathed heavily with my face buried in his bed while he rubbed my back.
“Are you alright?” He asked.
“Better than alright. That was incredible.” I answered back.
“Did you already go?”
“Yes, master. I’m sorry.”
“You don’t need to apologize.”
“But it didn’t feel like you were able to cum. I would really like if you kept going and emptied yourself inside of me.”
“It’s alright maybe we can try again later.”
“Would you like me to at least suck your cock?” I asked.
“Maybe tonight. Why don’t you go get cleaned up.”
As I turned over and showed my front side to Henry, the remnants of my orgasm were on full display. My hands were covered in the white sticky liquid while some had splattered on my dress and the comforter.
“I’m so sorry, master. I will get this cleaned up for you.” I said, while standing up next to him.
Henry nodded his head before heading to the bathroom, which connected to his master bedroom. When I heard the shower turn on, I hurried down the hall to my room to get cleaned up.




Chapter 6

(Meeting Amy And Perry.)
Although I felt relieved after the lovemaking session with Henry, I also felt like a mess. Cum had splattered onto my dress, hands, and his bed after he had made me orgasm. After washing my hands in my bathroom and cleaning up the semen around my middle, I removed my dress, stockings, garter belt, panties, and bra before putting on a fresh, full uniform. Once I was fully dressed, I grabbed some medical tape from my bag and used it to conceal my penis and balls beneath my panties. Seeing that my crotch was appearing flat, I fixed my dress before taking a seat at the vanity to fix my makeup.
Because my face had been buried in the comforter while he pounded my bottom, my foundation was smudged, my mascara was running, and my lipstick was ruined. Seeing that a lot of work was needed, I cleaned off my face and started over with a fresh face of makeup. After my face was put on, I checked over myself in the mirror to make sure that every part of my appearance was flawless. With my makeup looking professional and alluring, I fixed my messy bun before heading down the hall to Henry’s room.
As I stepped inside, I noticed that his comforter was already removed. When I stepped over to Henry’s bathroom, I saw that he was already finished in the shower and had exited his room. Feeling curious as to where he was, I went downstairs and headed to the living room. On my way down the hall, I passed by the laundry room and found Amy working on the laundry.
“Oh, hi,” I said, while stepping into the laundry room. “You must be Amy.”
“And you must be the one who made a mess.” Amy responded.
“Yeah, I’m sorry. I was going to clean that up, but I saw that you already got it.”
“Yup.” Amy responded.
I could sense some tension, but I hoped that I could relieve it.
“Do you need some help?” I asked.
“No, I prefer working alone.” Amy responded.
“Are you sure? I would be happy to step in wherever you need.”
“It’s fine. You can just run along and pleasure Henry some more. I think he’s on the patio.”
I stood in the doorway for a few moments because I wasn’t sure why Amy appeared upset with me.
Although I was also a maid, my outfit was much less functional than Amy’s. She wore a long black dress with a white apron tied around her waist. Her flat shoes looked comfortable to stand in for prolonged periods of time, and her makeup was minimal. With my stilettos on, I stood a few inches taller than her, while her frame was much wider. Since my job was not to please Amy, I shrugged my shoulders and headed to the living room to find Henry.
As I stepped close to the sliding glass doors that led out to the patio, I found Henry sitting in a shady spot on the patio reading a book. After opening the door, I stepped outside and strolled over to him. Henry must have heard my high heels clicking against the concrete, but he ignored my presence and continued reading while I stepped next to him. Having been trained to never interrupt a client, I stood close by with my hands behind my back while waiting for him to finish his chapter.
Although we were in the shade, the heat of the late afternoon was still fairly intense. I could feel beads of sweat forming on my back as I waited patiently for Henry to address me. After a few minutes, he put the book down and turned toward me.
“You look beautiful,” Henry complimented.
“Thank you.” I responded with a curtsey. “Is there anything I can do for you?”
“I was hoping to finish a few more chapters, but you could fetch me a drink.”
“What would you like?”
“Just have Perry make the usual. I think he got back a few minutes ago.”
“Yes, master.” I said before giving a curtsey.
After stepping back inside, I headed to the kitchen and found Amy standing with Perry. The second I walked into the kitchen, their conversation stopped and they both stared at me. I looked around before addressing Perry.
“Hi, I’m the new sissy maid.”
“We already know who you are.” Amy snapped back.
Perry gave Amy a look before rolling his eyes. “I didn’t catch your name?”
“You can just call me sissy, maid, or sissy maid. We aren’t supposed to use our real names when we're working.” I responded.
“That’s right. Well, sissy, what do you need?” Perry asked.
“Henry asked if you could make him a drink. He said the usual?”
“Got it.”
Perry pulled out an orange juice container and pineapple juice container from the refrigerator before grabbing a bottle of rum. After pouring the liquids into a glass, he stirred it to make sure that it was properly mixed.
“So, how long are you staying for?” Perry asked.
“Just for the weekend.” I responded.
Amy rolled her eyes at my response and stormed out of the room.
Perry and I watched Amy leave before resuming the conversation.
“Did I do something to upset her?” I asked.
“I wouldn’t worry about it. She isn’t very fond of your type.” Perry responded.
“My type?”
“Yeah, she doesn’t really like the whole sissy maid thing or whatever you call it. She says it just makes her job more difficult.”
“I was just trying to help.” I responded.
“Yeah, but she’s really particular about how she does things around here. You’re probably better off just staying out of her way and focusing on Henry. That is what you’re here for anyway, right?”
“That’s right. Thank you.”
“No problem.”
After Perry handed me the drink, I marched back outside and presented it to Henry. He took the glass with a smile and patted me on the butt while I stood next to him.
“Is there anything else I can do for you?” I asked, while looking down at his crotch.
“No, that’s alright. I just want to relax and read for a bit. You can go introduce yourself to Amy and see if she needs any help.”
“We just met while I was inside.” I responded. “She said she apparently didn’t need any help.”
“That sounds like Amy. She’s always so busy, but never needs a hand.”
“Is there anything else you would like me to do for you? I feel terrible that you didn’t get to finish with me…” I said while staring at his crotch. Even with his tan shorts on, I could still make out the outline of his privates.
“I’d prefer to wait until later. Why don’t you just take a break from those high heels and lay down for a while. I’m all set with my drink and my book.”
“As you wish, master.” I responded before giving a curtsey.
After heading back inside, I headed to my room and took a seat on the bed. Feeling how soft the mattress was, I laid back and slipped my high heels off. As I curled up on the bed, I closed my eyes and grabbed a large pillow to cuddle with. A few short minutes later, I was fast asleep.




Chapter 7

(Secured Tightly.)
When I awoke later in the day, I was surprised to see that it was already dark outside. The sound of Perry closing the front door caused me to snap out of my slumber and shoot up out of bed. After blinking my eyes a few times, I scurried over to the vanity and checked my makeup. Seeing that I could use some touch ups, I took a seat and began working on my eyes.
Once I looked presentable as a proper sissy maid, I slipped my peep toe high heels back onto my feet and fixed my dress. After readjusting my cleavage, I opened the door to my bedroom and stepped into the hall. Seeing that the lights were on in Henry’s room, I marched down the hall and knocked on the door.
“Come in.” He said from the other side.
After opening the door, I stepped in and found him laying on the bed in the same outfit he had been wearing earlier in the day.
“I was wondering when you would wake up. You must have been exhausted.” Henry stated.
“Yes, I’m sorry, master.” I responded with a curtsey.
“Don’t worry about it. I’m just happy you’re finally awake.”
Henry set his phone down on the nightstand and stood up from the bed. As he took a few steps toward me, his boner was unmistakable.
“Oh my,” I said while covering my mouth with my right hand. “You look like you could use some…assistance.”
Henry stared into my eyes as he marched over and put his hand behind my neck. As he closed his eyes and moved his lips close to mine, I parted my lips while closing my eyes as well.
It felt like fireworks were exploding all around us as his tongue slid between my lips. The sweet taste of tropical fruit mixed with rum swirled around in my mouth as he put his hands on my hips and guided me toward his bed. When the back of my legs met the bed frame, Henry and I fell onto the bed together with him on top of me. With his weight pressing down on my chest, I let out a deep exhale before moving my tongue into his mouth.
Although I was feeling turned on from the way he was treating me, my member struggled to grow with how it was taped beneath me. As I reached down to my crotch to relieve some of the tension, Henry pulled away.
“What’s wrong?” He asked.
“Nothing.” I responded before leaning back in for another kiss.
“Something’s wrong.” Henry said, while pulling back further.
“It’s nothing. It just feels tight with the tape. But I’ll be ok.”
When I tried to lean forward again, Henry hopped up from the bed and stood next to it while I propped myself up.
“I thought I told you to just let it hang loose?”
“Yes, and I did. But when I put on a new uniform, I’m supposed to tape it back up again.”
“Well, I’d prefer you didn’t.”
“That’s fine, I’ll take it off.” I said, while sliding my panties down my legs.
Henry watched as I pulled off the medical tape and allowed my privates to hang freely.
“Is that better?” I asked.
“Yeah, but why do you do that?”
“It was part of my training and it's become a habit to keep my little thingy tucked away.”
“But isn’t that annoying?”
“Not anymore. Once I got used to it, it just made me feel safe and secure.”
Henry tilted his head to the side while he stared at me for a few seconds. “Stay right there. I want to try something with you.”
“Ok?”
Henry walked into his closet and shuffled through a few drawers until he found the item he was looking for. After stepping back over to me, I could see a small metal device in his hand.
“What are you doing with that?” I asked.
“I want you to wear it, so you stop taping yourself.”
“But I won’t be able to conceal my penis with that on…”
“I know.”
As Henry stared at me, I knew that I couldn’t say no to him. The most important rule during my training was to please the client and do what they ask. If Henry wanted me to lock up my penis, I had to agree.
I put my hand out and gestured for Henry to hand the chastity cage over, but he knelt at my feet instead.
“It can be a little tricky if you aren’t used to it. My last sissy maid would wear this every time she came over. She said it made her feel like I was always in control of her.”
Henry brought the chastity cage to my member while I watched intently. After sliding the metal ring over my penis, he gently pushed my balls through as well. Once the ring was in place at the base of my penis, he brought the cage over my penis and connected it to the ring. When he used a small padlock to connect the cage to the ring, I knew that I would be unable to remove the chastity cage without the key.
“It’s a perfect fit.” Henry announced.
“Aren’t we lucky…”
Henry looked up and smiled at me before clicking the lock shut. With the lock secured, I understood what he meant about feeling like I was under his control.
Although the chastity cage fit my member without pinching me, I was well aware of its presence. Because the cage was made of metal, the weight of the chastity device was difficult to ignore. When Henry crawled back on top of me and began kissing my neck, I could feel the bars of the cage preventing me from stiffening.
I did my best to ignore the thing locked around my member, but as our lovemaking session continued to heat up, I found myself unable to bring my attention away from the metal device securing my penis. When I reached down to adjust my member beneath the cage, Henry pulled away while looking annoyed once again.
“What’s wrong now?” He asked.
“Nothing. It’s alright.” I replied. 
Henry glared at me for several seconds until I spilled what was on my mind.
“It’s just…difficult to get used to. I’m sorry, I’ll try to ignore it.”
“Well, maybe you just need a little distraction.” Henry said while crawling off of the bed.
As he went back into his closet, I became concerned about what he would pull out next. When I saw him step out with a series of ropes and a ball gag, my worry turned into excitement.
“What are you doing now?” I asked while readjusting my caged member.
“If you can’t keep from touching yourself, I’ll just remove the temptation.”
After swallowing the saliva in my mouth, I stood up from the bed and put my hands out in front of me.
“Go ahead, do your worst.”
Henry shook his head before responding. “Not like that. Turn around.”
“Ok?” I said, while turning my back toward him.
Henry grabbed my wrists and held them behind me with my palms facing each other. After preparing the rope, he wrapped it around my wrists several times before looping the rope around itself and making rope cuffs for my hands. As he tightened the rope, I realized very quickly that I would be unable to slip my dainty wrists out.
“You’ve done this before?” I asked.
“Just a few times.”
Henry continued by looping the rope around my arms just above my elbows. As he pulled the ropes tighter, my elbows were forced together behind my back. Although I was quite limber, I found the position to be uncomfortable relatively quickly. Once he was finished with my arms, he tied off the final length of rope around my elbows, where I could not reach it with my fingers.
After making sure that my arms could not possibly wiggle free, Henry continued by wrapping a rope around my torso and outlining my boobs. I could feel him bring the rope under my boobs before bringing the rope between my bosoms and above my chest. It felt like my breasts were being squeezed a little too tight when he was finished, but I knew that I could not complain.
“Just look at you. You look so helpless.” Henry stated while readjusting the boner in his shorts.
“I feel helpless, master.” I responded, while looking down at the floor. 
“Follow me, we’re not finished yet.” Henry said while exiting his room with another two sets of ropes and a ball gag in hand.
I let out a sigh before following behind him into the hall. Henry waited by my door and tapped his foot while I took small, dainty steps toward him.
“Since you made such a mess earlier, we’re going to do it in your room this time.” Henry informed me.
I nodded my head before stepping past him into my room.
I walked to the foot of my bed and turned toward Henry as he closed the door.
“Let me help you,” Henry said, while stepping next to me.
Henry bent over before putting one arm under my knees and his other arm behind my back. I was surprised at how he lifted me with such ease and set me down on the bed. After he helped me roll over onto my front side, Henry grabbed another length of rope and began coiling it around my ankles.
I could feel Henry loop the rope around my ankles several times before looping the rope around itself and making ankle cuffs for my legs. After making sure that I could not slip out of the bondage, he pushed my feet down toward my butt until my high heels were touching my butt cheeks. Using the last length of rope, he connected the ropes around my arms to the rope around my ankles and forced me to remain in a strict hogtie position. When he was finished tying the last knot out of my reach, I could hardly move a muscle. 
With the way I was bound, I had never felt more like a submissive in my entire life. While dressed in my provocative maid’s outfit with my member in a chastity cage and my limbs bound, I was at the complete mercy of Henry. As he brought a ball gag to my mouth and forced it between my lips, I let out a soft moan and begrudgingly accepted the large rubber ball in my mouth. Henry pulled the straps of the ball gag behind my head and pulled it tight before securing it with a buckle. As the cherry on top, he slid a padlock through the buckle of the ball gag and clicked it shut.
I looked up at Henry with longing eyes as I waited for the fun to finally begin. Although I found bondage to be exciting and sexy, nothing compared to being ridden as I had been earlier. When Henry stepped over to the door and opened it, my eyes went wide as I struggled against the ropes.
“I’ll be right back. Don’t go anywhere.” Henry said with a devious smile.




Chapter 8

(You Can’t Leave Me Like This.)
While tied up on my bed with a large ball gag propping my mouth open, I squirmed and struggled against my bondage. With how Henry had looped the ropes around my wrists and tied off all the knots out of my reach, there was no way to free myself. As drool began to collect in my mouth and drip from my lips onto the bed, I became anxious and wiggled my body in an attempt to free myself. My struggles proved fruitless, as the only thing I managed to do was grow fatigued.
Time passed much slower while I was tied up and unable to break free. From the chastity cage locked around my member to the gag stuffed in my mouth, I had no control over any part of my body. Although it was exhilarating to be tied up in such an intricate way, the cage prevented my penis from growing and caused discomfort anytime it tried. While waiting for Henry to return and ravage my bottom, I moaned and whined loudly.
After what must have been close to an hour, I could hear footsteps returning to my room from down the hall. When Henry opened the door and came back inside, I let out a sigh of relief.
“I hope you’re still ready,” Henry said while shutting the door behind him.
I moaned in response because that was the only thing I could do.
As Henry came closer to me, I noticed that he had changed into a plush blue robe and was wearing fuzzy slippers that matched. When he untied his robe and let it hang free, I could see that he was nude beneath the fuzzy fabric. My eyes stayed glued to his crotch as he pulled a few items from his robe pockets and set them on the bed next to me. I was completely oblivious to what was coming next, as I could not take my focus away from the erect rod just inches from my face.
While Henry leaned over the bed and lifted the skirt of my dress, I tried to peek over my shoulder to see what he was doing. With the way I was bound so tightly, I could not make out what was in his hand. When he pulled down my panties and squirted some cool liquid into my hole, I knew that something was about to enter my rear.
I closed my eyes and braced myself as I felt him slide something between my cheeks and push it against my opening. Although the item was not nearly as large as Henry’s rod, I could still feel myself stretch to accommodate the wide girth. The curved item snaked its way into my bottom until the flared out base pressed against my butt cheeks. Feeling that it would not go any further, Henry let go and pulled my panties back up.
As I looked up at Henry standing above me, I could see him holding a small remote in his hand. When he pressed a button on the remote, I could immediately feel the item in my rear start to vibrate. My body tensed and my eyes closed as I felt him adjust the setting and cause the object to vibrate in unique patterns. When I brought my eyes back up to Henry, I could see him press another button on the remote, which caused the item in my bottom to wiggle back and forth.
I bucked against my restraints and moaned loudly as I felt my behind being stimulated in ways that I had never experienced before. The butt plug felt like it was tickling my special spot by wiggling back and forth and vibrating intensely. With euphoric feelings sweeping me away, I closed my eyes and bit down on the gag. When I turned my attention back up to Henry, it appeared that he was enjoying what the plug was doing to me even more than I was. I watched as he put one hand around his cock and began stroking it just inches from my mouth. I batted my eyelashes and let out soft whimpers while he closed his eyes and let his head fall backwards.
With his erect rod looking like it could explode at any second, Henry brought his attention back to me. After pulling out a key from his pocket, he reached behind my head.
“Are you ready to suck me off?” He asked rhetorically.
I nodded my head yes aggressively while letting out a high-pitched moan.
Just as Henry grabbed the buckle at the back of my head, I could see his face change abruptly. It looked like he was being taken by surprise as he tensed his stomach and bent over slightly. While looking up at him with concern, I could feel a hot load of cum shoot onto my forehead and begin dripping down to eyes, nose, and cheeks.
I closed my eyes and tensed up as I felt several squirts shoot onto my face while Henry orgasmed. There was nothing I could do but accept what was happening as cum began to cover my face and creep into my mouth around the ball gag. I bit down on the gag and waited for him to finish as he unloaded a surprisingly large amount of semen over the course of a minute. When he was finally finished, I felt like I couldn’t see with the way the sticky fluid was covering my eyes.
“That was not supposed to happen so fast…” Henry said. “I’m so sorry about that.”
I let out a deep exhale as Henry dropped the remote on the bed and took a step back.
After tying his robe, Henry grabbed the keys for my bondage and stepped close to me. Just as he reached around to the back of my head, Amy began knocking on the door. 
“Mr. Aimes.” Amy called out.
Henry rolled his eyes before answering. “Yes, Amy?”
“Mr. Aimes, can you come out here?”
“Just wait, I’ll be right out.” Henry said while tinkering with the lock.
“Mr. Aimes. It is very important.”
“What is it?” Henry asked.
“Something happened while Perry was on his way home.”
Henry let out a deep exhale before walking over to the door and swinging it open.
“What’s going on?” He asked after opening the door.
“Perry got into a car accident. His wife is on the phone.” Amy informed.
“Is he ok?”
“I’m not sure. You should take this.”
“Ok.” Henry said while taking the phone from Amy. “Can you help get her cleaned up?”
As Henry stepped into the hall and walked toward his bedroom, Amy looked at me with disgust before rolling her eyes.
With the butt plug still vibrating and wiggling in my bottom, I couldn’t help but moan and whine while Amy walked into my bathroom and grabbed a towel. After wetting the towel, Amy stepped over to me and wiped the remnants of Henry’s orgasm from my face. Although it felt nice to have the hot sticky fluid removed from my eyes, nose, and cheeks, I was still quite uncomfortable with the strict bondage.
With my face clean, I blinked my eyes a few times before looking up at Amy in hopes that she would release me. When we both heard Henry darting down the hall to the stairs, I began to grow nervous. Amy stepped into the hall and closed the door behind her before following after Henry. There was a brief conversation between Amy and Henry before the front door opened and slammed shut. After hearing a vehicle start and pull away, I knew that something was wrong.




Chapter 9

(A Long Night.)
As the minutes turned to hours with no sign of Henry or Amy returning, I grew increasingly frustrated. With a large ball gag in my mouth, a chastity cage locked around my member, and a vibrating butt plug inside of my bottom with full battery, there was nothing I could do but squirm and wait for someone to come and rescue me from the predicament which Henry had left me in. Although Amy had cleaned my face of the semen which had been squirted onto me, I had hoped that she would at least untie my arms so that I could free myself. Despite it sounding like she was still in the home, she did not come into my room once throughout the night.
I moaned, whined, and screamed into my gag for over an hour, but Amy refused to come back into my room after Henry had left. Even though I knew that she heard me when she returned to her room right next to mine, she laid down for bed and slept while I continued trying to get her attention. When the realization hit me that I would be bound for the night, I buried my face in the bed and let out the loudest scream I could manage.
The vibrating plug continued tickling my special spot until the batteries eventually ran out deep in the night. With my penis locked in a chastity cage, I struggled to find a release and let go of the built up tension in my crotch. Despite my member leaking a small amount of pre-cum, I did not manage to orgasm during the night while my behind was filled and teased by the vibrating plug.
I couldn’t have slept for more than an hour as I laid on my bed feeling helpless. The ropes wrapped around my arms were incredibly uncomfortable and the way my legs were bent behind me made it impossible to find a comfortable resting position. Although I managed to roll onto my side briefly, it made no difference in how I felt. Eventually, I accepted my fate and quit trying to find a way out, despite feeling incredibly frustrated.
When the sun arose the next morning, I had come to the end of my ropes. My eyes were having trouble staying open, my limbs were tired, and my jaw was extremely sore. I felt like I could not take another minute of this intense bondage and began to tear up. With misty eyes and a terrible headache, I lifted my head and let out the loudest scream I could manage with the gag still filling my mouth.
My display of frustration must have awakened Amy, as I heard noises coming from her room moments after my outburst. When I heard the water turn on in the bathroom connected to her room, I began pouting while hanging my head. Amy did not care that I had just experienced the longest night of my life and she took her time getting ready. After what must have been an hour, I finally heard her exit her room and walk down the hall to Henry’s master bedroom.
Another several minutes passed before Amy walked down the hall and finally peeked into my room to check on me. With bloodshot eyes and very little patience left, I began crying and moaning the second we made eye contact.
“Are you ready to be let go?” She asked with her hands on her hips.
I rolled my eyes before nodding my head yes.
Amy stepped over to the bed and began working on the ropes wrapped around my ankles first. Once my legs were free, she untied my wrists and helped remove the ropes wrapped around my boobs.
“You sissy maids are such sexual deviants.” Amy said, while stepping away.
I bit down on my gag and grunted as she exited the room and left me alone.
As I reached behind my head and attempted to unbuckle the large ball gag in my mouth, I could feel the lock which had been secured over the buckle. After the long night I had been through, I forgot that Henry had locked the gag on me last night and taken the key with him. Although I tried to pry the gag from my mouth, it was fastened far too tight to remove it without hurting myself. The leather straps were incredibly strong and I could not manage to break the gag with it secured around the back of my head. Realizing that I would need to find the key to release the gag and the chastity cage around my member, I exited my room and walked down the hall to the master bedroom.
While standing in the doorway, I looked around for the robe Henry had been wearing the previous night. After scanning the room, I stepped into his bathroom and continued the search. Without a sign of the robe anywhere, I walked into his spacious closet next and began looking through everything.
Despite my frantic searching through Henry’s closet, I could not find the key anywhere. After stomping my foot in frustration, I walked out of his room with my head hanging. As I approached my room, Amy stopped me in the hallway.
“What were you doing in Mr. Aimes’ room?” She asked with her arms crossed.
With the gag in my mouth, I struggled to speak.
“You know you aren’t supposed to be in there when he isn’t home…” Amy said sternly. “Mr. Aimes will not be happy about this.”
I let out a sigh before walking into my room with my head down.
Amy continued glaring at me from the hallway as I closed the door. Even though I was still gagged and locked in a chastity cage, I felt the need to clean myself up the best that I could. After stripping down naked, I stepped into the shower and shaved my legs. Once my body was clean and smooth, I stepped out and dressed myself in a fresh uniform. 
 




Chapter 10

(What am I supposed to do?)
Although it was difficult and strange to get dressed while still wearing a gag and a chastity cage, I pushed through my drained emotional state and began by sliding my panties up my legs. With the metal chastity cage locked around my member, I could not tape my penis back or disguise the bulge at my crotch. It felt embarrassing to present myself as a female with my locked up member showing beneath the fabric, but I tried my best to ignore it.
After putting on my bra and securing it behind my back, I adjusted my cleavage and made sure that it was sitting right. Once my garter belt was on, I slid the white stockings up my legs and attached the garter straps to my stockings. With my underwear complete, I stepped into my maid’s dress and zipped it up my back.
Even though the bulge could clearly be seen in my panties, the flared out skirt of the maid’s dress concealed my privates. I felt comforted by the fact I could still present as a female and that no one would be able to see the chastity cage beneath the soft fabric of my dress. After putting my dress on, I slipped into a pair of peep toe high heel stilettos and took a seat in front of the vanity.
With the gag still stuck in my mouth, I worked on my eye makeup and left the rest of my face alone. Using eye liner, eye shadow, and plenty of mascara, I darkened my eyes to make them appear sensual and alluring. Once my eye makeup was complete, I put my hair up in a messy bun before laying down on my bed and closing my eyes.
Despite the ball gag propping my mouth open, I managed to fall asleep rather quickly. During my slumber, Henry returned to the house and marched straight to his room. Although I awoke temporarily when Henry closed his door, I drifted back off to sleep for another few hours.
By the time I awoke, it was already late in the afternoon and the sun was close to setting. As my eyes blinked open, I could see a puddle of drool had formed next to my head because of the gag in my mouth. After wiping my face, I stood up from the bed and stepped over to my door. When I tried to turn the handle, I noticed that it was locked from the other side.
I let out a soft moan before knocking on the door and trying to get someone’s attention. After waiting a few minutes with no response, I stomped my high heels against the hardwood floor before taking a seat at the vanity. With nothing else to keep myself occupied, I spent the next hour working on my makeup.
Working meticulously to put on my foundation around the straps of the ball gag, I made my face look presentable as a sissy maid. Although it was difficult, I put on my lip liner and lipstick with the gag still propping my mouth open before finishing my face with blush and eyebrow pencil. Despite the obstacle in my way, I managed to put on a full face of makeup.
Nearly an hour after I had woken up, I could hear Henry exit his room and walk down the hall. When he put his hand on my door and tried to open it, he realized that it was locked.
“Amy!” Henry yelled. “Why is this door locked?”
I could hear Amy scamper up the stairs and stand next to Henry as they spoke.
“Yes, Mr. Aimes. I found her snooping through your closet while you were away, so I locked her in her room.”
“Where’s the key?”
“It’s right here Mr. Aimes.”
Once the key was in his hand, he unlocked the door and swung it open.
Upon seeing me, Henry looked confused that I was still gagged.
“Why is she still wearing that?” Henry asked.
“I didn’t know where the key was…” Amy responded.
Henry rolled his eyes before turning toward Amy. “I gave you the keys before I left.”
“Did you?” Amy said, sounding surprised.
Henry shook his head before turning his attention toward me. “Have you been wearing that all night?”
I nodded my head yes in response before putting my head down.
“Don’t you think maybe that’s why she was looking around in my room? Because she was trying to find the key?” Henry said while shaking his head.
“Perhaps. But I just didn’t want to take any chances.”
“You’re dismissed, Amy.” Henry said with his arms crossed. 
“Yes, Mr. Aimes.”
Amy scurried down the hall and headed downstairs while Henry stood in the doorway. After closing the door behind him, he walked over to the vanity and stood beside me.
“You look beautiful. Did you do your makeup with that in your mouth?”
I nodded yes before putting my head down.
Henry put his hand under my chin and raised my head so that our eyes locked.
“I am really sorry about last night. Perry was in a pretty bad wreck and his family was really concerned. Fortunately, he responded well to the surgery, and they said he will make a full recovery. I hope you understand why I had to leave in such a rush.” Henry explained.
I nodded my head again and stood next to Henry. Seeing tears forming in his eyes, I embraced him and held him tight for several minutes.
I could feel Henry was on the brink of weeping and I kept my cheek nuzzled in his chest while our arms were wrapped around each other. When I could feel him begin to calm down, I let go and took a step back.
“Let’s get that thing off of you, shall we?”




Chapter 11

(My Dinner With Henry.)
Henry walked with me into his room and showed me where the spare key was for my gag and the chastity cage. As he opened the nightstand drawer and pulled out the key, I felt like a fool for not looking there. I searched through every part of his closet and scoured his bathroom, but left the one place alone where the key had been.
After turning my back toward Henry, he unlocked the padlock holding the gag in place and unbuckled the ball gag. Once my mouth was finally free, I let out a long, satisfied moan.
“Oh my god, that was getting really uncomfortable…” I complained.
“Yeah, I bet. Here, let me get the other one.” Henry said while reaching under my dress.
“You don’t have to do that.” I said, while taking a step back.
“Are you sure? I know you said that you prefer taping it back.”
“Yeah, I’m sure. It’s a reminder that you’re in control of it. I’m starting to like that.” I said while gazing into his eyes.
Henry gave a warm smile before dropping the keys back into the drawer.
“Why don’t you go touch up your makeup and meet me downstairs in the dining room. Amy is preparing dinner for both of us tonight.”
“That sounds lovely.”
After a quick curtsey, I walked back to my room and closed the door behind me. Upon sitting at the vanity, I looked over my makeup and could see that my face looked exceptional except for the lines running across my cheeks where the straps had been. Grabbing the foundation, I patched up my face and blended the makeup around my cheeks.
Nearly thirty minutes later, I had touched up my eyes, lips, and face. Everything looked flawless, and I was ready for a romantic evening with Henry. After standing up from my seat, I marched through the hall and headed downstairs. Upon entering the dining room, I could see that there were two seats set up. Henry had already taken his seat at the head of the table and there was a place prepared for me right next to him.
When I stepped into the room, Henry stood up and pulled my chair away from the table to make room for me to sit. As I took a seat with the help of Henry, I couldn’t help feeling out of place.
“Are you sure you want me to sit with you? I should be serving you with Amy.” I stated.
“I won’t allow that. After the night you had last night, I want to show you how a lady is treated around here.” Henry said after sitting next to me.
“I just feel silly. I mean, look at me. I’m supposed to be your maid.”
“You look beautiful. Just sit and enjoy yourself.”
As Amy walked into the room with our appetizer salads in hand, I put my head down. I felt bad making her serve me and I could not bring myself to make eye contact with her.
“Thank you.” Henry said as the plate was set in front of him.
“Thank you.” I said softly.
Henry could see how uncomfortable I was and called Amy back into the room after we were served our salads. As she stood next to us, I kept my eyes on the plate in front of me.
“Amy, isn’t there something you would like to say to our guest?” Henry asked.
“Your little pet, the sissy maid?” Amy snapped back.
Henry glared at her for a few seconds before setting his silverware down and crossing his arms.
Seeing that Henry was not happy, Amy apologized reluctantly. “I’m sorry for leaving you gagged and tied up all night. That was not very nice of me.”
“It’s fine.” I answered. “Thank you.”
As I looked up at Amy, I could see the fire beneath her eyes. I couldn’t tell if it was jealousy or pure hatred as she turned and walked back to the kitchen.
“She’s actually very sweet once you get to know her. She’s just really protective of me.” Henry said while picking his fork back up from the table.
“What is she protecting you from?” I asked.
“Let’s just say I haven’t had the best luck when it comes to dating.”
“Why not?”
“Because people change when they know how much money I have. They start saying what they think I want to hear instead of what’s actually on their mind. I don’t like people like that. I like real authentic people. Like you.”
“Well, thank you. I really appreciate that.”
Henry smiled before looking deep into my eyes. “Tell me, what did you do before you started working with the sissy maid services?”
“I worked as a receptionist at a hotel. It paid alright, but I always dreamed of something a little more glamorous.” I explained. “It felt like I lived two lives before. I would present as a male to keep my job, but when I came home, I would spend every minute in a dress, high heels, and makeup. It always felt like a fantasy to have a job where I could dress like this, but…well I guess dreams really do come true sometimes.”
“Yes, they do. I’m very happy for you,” Henry said, while holding my hand. “My last sissy maid had a very similar story. She always felt out of place and like she didn’t belong anywhere. And to be honest, I’ve felt that way myself.”
“Did you feel like you were trapped in the wrong body as well?” I asked.
“When I was younger and more naïve, yes. I thought there was something wrong with me for being attracted to other men and people bullied me for it.”
I could see tears forming in Henry’s eyes as he continued. “I just wish I could go back and tell myself that there was never anything wrong with me.”
I squeezed His hand tight while putting my silverware down. “There was never anything wrong with you. Look at what you’ve become. You’re a self made man living a dream life.”
Henry wiped the tears from his eyes before taking a few more bites of his salad.
Although we ate the rest of our meal without saying a word, we never let go of each other’s hands. Henry and I gazed into each other’s eyes and smiled often as we finished our meals that Amy had prepared. Once we were full and satisfied, Henry invited me up to his room and I eagerly accepted the offer. It felt like he was practically dragging me up the stairs as I had trouble keeping up in my high heel stilettos. The second we stepped into Henry’s room and the door was closed, he began stripping naked.




Chapter 12

(Make Love To Me.)
Henry was completely nude within seconds of entering his room. I stood frozen and watched as he threw his shirt across the room and kicked his pants from his legs. Once his underwear was on the floor and his cock was exposed, I stepped close and began stroking it with both hands. Although it already felt like he had grown to full length, I could feel his dick hardening further in my grip.
Henry put one hand behind my head while his other hand wrapped around my lower back. As he pulled me in for a kiss, I closed my eyes and parted my lips. His tongue slid between my lips and swirled around in my mouth as he guided me over to his bed and pushed me onto it. Henry fell onto the bed on top of me, but would not let his lips part for mine.
I was in utter bliss as I stroked his package while he felt up my chest. As my member tried to grow from the stimulation, I was reminded of the chastity cage keeping me from becoming erect. Although I was distracted by my penis pressing against the bars of the cage, I ignored the discomfort and kept my focus on Henry. As we continued making out, I tried to adjust my cage without alerting Henry. But of course, he noticed.
“What’s wrong?” Henry asked after pulling his lips away.
“Nothing. Please, just keep kissing me.” I said, while leaning forward to keep making out.
“I can tell when something isn’t right. Just tell me.”
“I’m just still getting used to the cage. It feels tight.”
“Do you want me to take it off?” Henry asked while standing up from the bed.
“I have a better idea.” I said, while sitting up. “Why don’t you tie me up like you did last night.”
“Really?”
“Really.”
Henry smiled before walking to the closet and grabbing his bondage supplies. While he was grabbing the ropes and gag, I looked down at my cleavage and adjusted my bra to make sure my boobs were perky.
As Henry stepped back into the room, I stood up from the bed and turned my back toward him. After putting my arms behind me, I faced my palms toward each other and waited for him to bind me.
“Are you sure you want to do this after last night?” He asked.
“As long as you fuck me this time.” I said, while peeking over my shoulder.
Henry looked surprised by my comment, but I could see a smile appear on his face seconds later.
“I can make that happen.”
Henry wrapped the ropes around my wrists and looped the rope around itself to make cuffs with the rope. After making sure that my wrists could not slip out, he wrapped the rope around my arms just above my elbows. As he tightened the loops, my elbows were forced together behind my back and my chest stuck out. Once he was done tying off the ropes out of my reach, he used another rope to outline my chest.
As he wrapped the rope around my boobs, I could feel him tying the ropes even tighter than the night before. It felt like my breasts were about to pop by the time he finished wrapping the ropes around each bosom. After tying off the rope wrapped around my torso, he used the last rope to bind my legs.
Henry wrapped the rope around my ankles before looping the rope around itself to create cuffs for my ankles as well. After making sure that my feet could not slip out, he continued by looping the rope around my legs just above my knees. By the time he was finished, my feet could not separate more than an inch.
I felt completely helpless as I stood next to the bed with Henry right behind me. As he brought the ball gag to my lips, I willingly opened my mouth and accepted the gag I had been frustrated with earlier in the day. Once it was secured behind my head, he used a padlock to lock the gag on me. Despite feeling vulnerable and at the mercy of this man I had only met a day ago, I also felt safe and at home.
Henry laid me down face first on the bed before scooting me to the center. With my limbs bound, I turned my head to the side and watched as Henry grabbed a bottle of lube from his nightstand before crawling back on top of me. As he lifted the skirt of my dress and pulled down my panties, I buried my head in the comforter in anticipation of what was coming next.
Once a sufficient amount of lube was squirted onto my opening, Henry slid a condom onto his rod before putting one leg on each side of me. I could feel him grab my butt cheeks with both hands and spread them apart as he moved forward and guided his cock toward my hole. When his rod met my opening, I let out a long exhale and relaxed my muscles for his entrance.
The feeling of his cock entering my behind while I was tied up and completely helpless was exhilarating. I had never felt so turned on in my life, yet my penis was still basically flaccid. When my member tried to grow erect, I could feel the metal bars of the chastity cage confining me. As Henry pushed himself all the way into my opening until the base of his rod met my cheeks, the chastity cage continued to feel tighter by the second.
With the gag in my mouth and my limbs bound tightly, I let out a soft moan while Henry gave his first few thrusts behind me. Despite him riding me the previous day, I still felt like I needed to grow accustomed to his length and girth. Henry kept both hands on my butt cheeks and continued spreading them apart as he warmed me up and started slow.
As my moans grew louder and my behind acclimated to being filled by Henry, he sped up his movements and began humping me faster. In order to keep up the pace, Henry laid his body on top of mine while putting one hand on each side of my head. After just a few minutes, I could feel Henry slamming into my behind with each thrust and rocking my body. While tensing my butt muscles and pulling against my bondage, I kicked my legs and braced myself for an impending explosion.
Henry’s dick was feeling noticeably harder and tighter while my penis was still struggling in its cage. Although I could feel something bubbling up inside of me, it still felt distant. As I heard Henry breathing heavier with soft moans escaping him, I knew that he could orgasm at any moment. While bound and unable to move, I tightened my butt muscles and did what I could to help him slip over the edge.
After a few euphoric filled minutes, Henry released a substantial amount of semen. Although I hadn’t reached an orgasm, I was still happy that I was a part of his climax. It made me feel desired and beautiful, knowing that he relieved himself inside of me. As his thrusts slowed to a stop and he laid on top of me, I turned my head to the side and peeked over my shoulder.
Henry’s eyes were closed while his face looked at peace. With his cock still inside of my bottom, I closed my eyes with him and basked in the special moment that we shared. I didn’t care if I orgasmed, because the moment was not just about me. It was about the two of us making love together.
With both of us feeling exhausted from the long day and our intense lovemaking session, Henry and I both drifted off to sleep together. Despite being bound with a gag propping my mouth open, I felt comfortable in henry’s arms knowing that he was in control. Although we were finished having sex for the night, it felt like an intermission because I knew that we would continue in the morning. 




Chapter 13

(You’re Keeping Me?)
When I awoke the next morning in the same position I had fallen asleep in, I could feel Henry kissing my neck gently. Although I was still bound with a gag in my mouth, I couldn’t help but smile as Henry began exploring my body with his lips and using his tongue to stimulate my senses. As he lifted my dress and began massaging my butt cheeks, I let out a soft moan in response.
While still waking up, I could feel Henry begin to lather my opening with lube before pushing something inside of my bottom. When I felt the shape of the object, I knew immediately that it was not his rod. Instead, Henry inserted the vibrating butt plug.
As I peeked over my shoulder with my eyes wide open, I couldn’t believe that Henry was jumping right back in where we left off. My hole still felt sensitive after being filled by Henry the previous night, but now it was being filled again. After Henry made sure that the butt plug was secure in my bottom, he pulled my panties back up and turned me onto my side. When I saw him standing next to the bed with the remote in hand, I became excited.
“You stay right there and don’t move. I’ll be right back.” Henry ordered.
After nodding my head, Henry pressed a button on the remote, which caused the vibrating butt plug to wiggle in my bottom. My body tensed and my crotch flinched as I felt myself being stimulated. With a smile on his face, he pressed another button, which caused the plug to vibrate intensely. While my behind was being toyed with, Henry put on a robe and left the room.
I bit down on my gag and let out moans every few seconds as I could feel the stimulations causing blood to rush to my member. With the chastity cage still locked on, I could not grow an erection and instead felt frustrated by my predicament. After just a few minutes, I could not take anymore and was counting the seconds until Henry returned.
Nearly fifteen minutes later, my wish was granted and Henry returned to his room. I watched as he untied his robe and dropped it to the floor before jumping onto the bed next to me. With a smile on his face, he lifted the skirt of my maid's dress and pulled down my panties before bringing his head close to my chastity caged member. As I watched him begin to kiss the chastity cage and lick the underside of it, I could feel the cage becoming even tighter. Henry giggled while I moaned and whined because of what he was doing to me.
As I closed my eyes, Henry rolled me from my side to my back and grabbed my exposed balls with one hand. After having been pounded without being drained the previous night, my testis felt full and sensitive. Henry could tell how much pressure had built up and lightly squeezed my balls while putting his mouth over the chastity cage.
My eyes shot open, and I looked down at him while he used his tongue to tickle the underside of my member through the bars of the chastity cage. With how Henry was treating me and I how turned on I felt, it did not take much to bring me right up to the edge. I felt like I could explode at any moment when Henry pulled away and smiled at me. While staring at him with longing eyes, I begged him to finish.
Henry held onto my balls and continued squeezing them every few seconds while he watched my penis twitch behind the bars of the cage. After watching my member calm down, he leaned down and put his mouth around my chastity cage again. It felt like I was brought to the edge even faster the second time when he pulled away and smiled at me again. I whined through my gag and stared at him with wide eyes as I tried to signal for him to finish already.
Henry waited another few minutes before putting his head around my chastity cage a third time. With how stimulated I felt, I knew that cum could squirt out the second his lips wrapped around the cage. As he licked the underside of my member through the bars, I finally slipped over the edge and semen began squirting through the opening of the chastity cage. Henry pulled away and squeezed my balls tightly while the cum was emptied.
I bit down on my gag and moaned at Henry while he watched and giggled. Although I had finally managed to release a substantial amount of semen, I did not experience an orgasm with a sense of relief. Instead, my balls were drained while I still felt as turned on as I was before. I moaned and whined as squirt after squirt was emptied from my swollen balls during my ruined orgasm.
After making sure that I was finished, Henry wrapped his lips around my member and sucked it clean of everything that had come out. Despite the wonderful sensations of him tickling my member, my orgasm felt long gone. Once the cage was cleaned of semen, Henry crawled over me and brought his face close to mine. As he reached behind my head and unlocked the gag, I closed my eyes while waiting to be released.
When Henry removed the gag and pulled it from my mouth, I could feel him press his lips against mine and push his tongue between my lips. My eyes shot open as I tasted the salty fluid he was pushing into my mouth and forcing me to accept. After making sure that everything was in my mouth, Henry pulled away and stuffed the gag back between my lips. I moaned and whined as he secured the gag behind my head and locked it back in place.
As Henry sat up on top of me, I bit down on the gag and moaned while feeling confused.
“I hope you enjoyed yourself, because I just called the Sissy Maid Services and told them I’d like to keep you.” Henry explained.
I moaned through my gag as I still felt the salty fluid swirling around.
“They told me that there’s a fifty thousand dollar penalty if you don’t follow through with your contract, so I told them I’d pay it for you.”
My eyes went wide as I listened to what he was saying.
“I’m going to hire you on full time and you’ll be making double what you would have with them. I’ve been looking for a replacement for Amy for some time and I think you’re the perfect fit. Even Perry told me in the hospital that there was something special about you. I just need you to nod your head and tell me that you want this. Otherwise, the van will be here to pick you up within the hour.”
As Henry stared into my eyes with a deep passion, my heart melted. There was only one answer I could give, and I wasted no time in doing so. After nodding my head yes aggressively, Henry smiled from ear to ear.
“Good choice, my little sissy maid.” He said, while standing up from the bed.
Henry grabbed the remote for my butt plug and pressed the two buttons to cause it to vibrate and wiggle back and forth in a new pattern. As my body tensed and I let out a moan, Henry leaned in close and whispered in my ear.
“Just sit tight while I take my morning swim. When I come back, I’m going to tear that ass apart.”
I moaned and whined loudly as I watched him change into his swimsuit and exit the room. When Henry returned nearly an hour later and fulfilled his promise, I was glad that my bottom had plenty of time to warm up. 




Thank you for reading!
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Thank you so much for the support and for taking time out of your day to read one of my many stories.
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It's Hard Being a Sissy Housewife
 
Do you wish that you were married to a loving, understanding, and open-minded woman who would allow you to become a sissy housewife while they support both of you?
In ‘It’s Hard Being a Sissy Housewife’, we meet a young couple with an unconventional love life. The husband enjoys crossdressing and playing the role of a submissive sissy while his wife takes on a dominating and aggressive persona. During their role playing, his outfits include high heels, short skirts or dresses, and plenty of makeup, while his wife dresses in alluring lingerie and high heel stilettos of her own. As she shouts orders to her “little sissy”, she makes sure that he acts girly and provocatively throughout their roleplaying. Once they have their fun and have both fulfilled their urges, they return to their heteronormative roles until the next week, when they will role play again. Although the protagonist enjoys crossdressing on the weekends and feels fulfillment from their love life, there is always a desire for more. After an eventful week where he finds himself out of a job and in possession of a small fortune, he decides to take some time off and become a sissy housewife for an entire week. On the very first day, instead of his wife returning to a clean home, the sink is full of dirty dishes, the floors need vacuuming, and the bed is still unmade. Frustrated with her lazy sissy housewife, she begins using a mistress manual that gives explicit instructions on how to train an unruly sissy. Following the first rule of the book, she requires him to wear a chastity cage full time and forbids him from removing it. With his manhood locked away, a strong desire is planted in his consciousness to please his mistress at all costs. As the week progresses, he begins to slip deeper and deeper into the sissy housewife role and starts to question if he can ever turn back. Find out who enjoys the new power structure in their relationship more while experiencing how hard it is when you are a sissy housewife.
Sissy Maid Camp
 
Have you ever fantasied about going to a camp where you would be trained to be a proper sissy maid? Do you wish a place existed where sissies are made to wear the highest of heels, a maid’s dress, and makeup at all times with other sissies?
In ‘Sissy Maid Camp’, our protagonist finds out exactly how much his life can change over a summer. After a double dinner date with his wife and her friends from work, the couple learns about a camp where men are sent to be trained and taught how to be a proper sissy maid. Being a curious closeted sissy, he is intrigued by the camp and decides to try it out. While at camp, they are taught how to do their hair, makeup, and nails. Along with their new beauty regimen, they are trained to cook, clean, and serve their mistress diligently. A set of rules is instilled in the sissies, which requires them to stay quiet, curtsey, wear chastity, and act as girly as possible at all times. If a sissy disobeys or strays from the rules, they are punished swiftly. Although feminization surgery is not a requirement for camp, most of the sissies find themselves longing for a breast augmentation of their own. Over the course of the summer, our sissy learns that nothing will be the same when they return home from camp. They will continue to live as a sissy maid for their mistress permanently. Enjoy the tale as you witness the complete feminization of a young man into a sissy house maid eager to serve.
Maid to be Mine
 
Have you ever dreamt of becoming a sissy maid for a dominating woman? Do you wish that your significant other would help you begin a new career as a full time sissy maid?
‘Maid to be mine’ explores the sissy maid lifestyle from the perspective of a woman who is learning about it for the first time. After the protagonist’s boyfriend loses his job and goes on unemployment, she allows him to move into her apartment to save some money. When she comes home to dirty dishes, an unmade bed, and crumbs all over the carpet, she decides that something needs to change. While discussing the chores around the house, her boyfriend confides that he has a fantasy about becoming a sissy maid that cooks and cleans for his mistress. Being brand new to the subject of sissies and forced feminization, she begins doing some research and reading stories on the web. Intrigued by the idea, she gives the female led relationship a try. She quickly learns that her sissy needs a set of rules to follow so that he fulfills his duties properly. On her way home from work, she purchases new panties and bras to replace his dirty old male underwear. To test if he is serious about the new dynamic in their relationship, she orders the new sissy maid to shave all of his body hair. After throwing away all of his old male underwear and replacing it with panties and bras, she provides a maid’s uniform that he must wear at all times around the house. While locked up in chastity and under the tight control of his new mistress, the sissy maid excels in his new role. When she tells her girlfriend about her new sissy maid, her girlfriend jokingly asks to have him clean her house to make some extra money. She happily agrees and begins sending her new sissy maid to cook and clean for her friends a few days a week. As you read along, it becomes clear how much attention a sissy requires and why they need an attentive and dominating mistress.
His New Toy
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be the sissy lover to a rich, powerful, and sexy man? Have you ever fantasized about being a submissive sissy and crossdressing every day for the man of your dreams? 
Let me introduce you to a young man that is about to explore every sissy's dream in 'His New Toy'. Having been out of luck in the dating scene with women, Ray decides to finally branch out and look for a man that will allow him to explore his innermost desires. After coming in contact with a man named Conner Wellington on the internet, Ray is invited to Conner’s home to live as his sissy lover. Ray can’t believe he isn’t dreaming when he hears the three requirements in the proposition. He must submit to complete feminization of his body and appearance. Ray must act as femininely as possible at all times. And lastly, he must follow any and all of Conner’s instructions. If he agrees to the proposal, everything he would ever need would be provided for him. After agreeing to move in with Conner, he is given a room with a closet full of dresses, skirts, high heels, bras, panties, and all the lingerie he could dream of. Ray is in sissy heaven as he transforms into the woman of his dreams through breast augmentation and facial reconstructive surgeries. The new sissy becomes fixated on Conner and finding ways to win his heart. As they explore their new relationship, the sissy is introduced to a part of the BDSM world that she didn’t know existed. The sissy must learn to accept a chastity cage while remaining plugged at all times. While experiencing tie ups and gags, every button is pressed to make the sissy squeal. Enjoy the spicy romance as this sissy gets what she deserves. 
His Favorite Toy
 
Have you ever fantasized about serving a rich and powerful man as his sissy lover? Do you wish you could wear a French maid’s dress, stockings, high heels, and makeup every day while serving the man of your dreams?

In ‘His Favorite Toy’, we meet a sissy named Bridget who lives on a private island with her master, Conner. Although Bridget was born a male, she has been privileged with extensive surgeries that were paid for by her master. With a body that matches how she feels on the inside, she lives out her dream of having an ideal feminine body with soft, sexy facial features and E cup breasts. Bridget’s enticing appearance has a way of capturing her master’s interest as she performs her maid’s duties on the island. With a special room full of tie ups and gags, Bridget is always on her toes, wondering when she might be tied up and ravaged next. When a new maid named Rachel arrives on the island, Bridget takes it upon herself to mentor the new sissy and show her the ropes. As they begin to bond and form a unique relationship of their own, they start to realize that something has changed on the island. Although they continue to fool around and explore BDSM during their lovemaking sessions with Conner, it becomes clear that something is bothering the man of their dreams. Embark on a journey to the Caribbean, where we experience a steamy love triangle between two devoted sissies and their dominating master.
Their New Doll 
 
Have you ever fantasied about being trained as a proper sissy? Do you wish that two beautiful and strong mistresses would force you into submission as they explore their BDSM fantasies with you?
In ‘Their New Doll’, we see the world through the eyes of Conner Wellington, a billionaire who owns homes in New York City and the Caribbean. Using his wealth and power, Conner has devoted his life to seeking out submissive sissies and helping them feminize themselves. Providing the best treatment that money can buy, Conner invites young men to come and live with him, while they transition into the person they always dreamed of becoming. When they complete their transition, he either finds them a new home, or provides them with enough money that they can begin their new life anywhere in the world.
After years of philanthropic work, Conner can’t help but feel like there is something missing in his life. As he is discussing his mental health with his long-time friend, Jennifer, he realizes that it is time to finally care for himself. Instead of living as the dominant man over his two sissy companions, Rachel and Bridget, they decide to switch roles and give Conner the same treatment he gave to his sissies. With the high heel on the other foot, he quickly realizes that the sissy lifestyle isn’t as easy as he expected. As his body transitions, Conner experiences the BDSM lifestyle as a submissive and must learn to accept that his mistresses are now in complete control of every aspect of his life. When Rachel and Bridget begin to disagree about how they should treat their submissive servant, Conner finds himself in a love triangle, where both are competing for his love and affection. This steamy romance will keep you on the edge as you explore tie-ups, gags, sex doll suits, plugs, strap-ons, submissive training and much, much more.
She's Such a Witch
 
Have you ever fantasized about waking up in the body of a real-life French maid? Do you wish you could shed your male identity and become a beautiful, delicate female that is the object of everyone’s sexual desire?

‘She’s Such a Witch’ follows a man in his late twenties who keeps his crossdressing a secret, except for one day a year on Halloween. When a mysterious witch moves in next door and discovers his crossdressing secret, she begins to toy with him and telepathically whisper thoughts in his ear. As he tries to convince himself that he doesn’t believe in magic, he ignores the witch’s commands and falls under her spell. After waking up and discovering that he is inhabiting the body of a French woman who can’t speak a word of English, he realizes just how powerful the witch is. She informs him that his life as a male is finished and he will be starting a new job as a maid. Instead of attending his neighbor’s annual Halloween party as one of the guests, he will now serve the guests and make sure that everyone is satisfied. Dressed in a provocative black-and-white uniform with stockings and high-heeled booties, the protagonist quickly becomes the center of attention at the party. Although he is hesitant to test out his new body parts, his new instincts take over as he begins to crave the touch of a strong, muscular companion. After experiencing feelings that he didn’t know existed, the protagonist is torn between what they thought they wanted and what they now desire. Will the young man find a way to reverse the spell or remain under the clutches of an immortal witch forever?
Past the Point of No Return
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be turned into a real life sissy whore? To be completely feminized, chastised, and made to serve a mistress and master?
In the story ‘Past the Point of No Return’, we meet a young man who is curious to explore his sissy tendencies. Although he enjoys dressing and acting feminine when given the opportunity, he has never stepped out while en fem until one fateful night. After receiving a phishing email from a mysterious dominatrix, he is asked to meet up at a local motel. Thinking with his other head, he decides to drive to the location given while dressed and made up as he was requested. While wearing a little black dress, high-heeled pumps, fishnet stockings, and a matching set of bra and panties, he meets the gorgeous woman who invited him. The woman informs him that she would like to tie him up during their session and he agrees promptly. Once he is bound, gagged, and unable to escape, the woman milks the sissy until he is completely dry. After locking the sissy into a steel chastity cage, the woman calls for two burly men who come and kidnap the scared sissy. The young man is taken to a facility where he is given a breast enhancement and facial reconstructive surgery. When he is transported to his new home, he is trained and hypnotized to be a submissive sissy slut that is eager to serve. Throughout the story, elements of forced feminization, Feminization surgery, Bimbofication, sissy hypnotism, sissy prostitution, and bondage are all explored. If you are still reading this and haven’t been scared off, this may be the book for you.
The Queen of Sissy Hypnosis
 
Are you curious about how powerful sissy hypnosis can be? Do you wish that the Queen of Sissy Hypnosis would put you under her spell and turn you into a completely feminized sissy servant that obeys every command? 

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

In “The Sissy Secretary”, a bashful crossdresser named Morgan is hired by a divorce attorney. During the interview, Morgan learns that there is a strict dress code for his position which requires him to crossdress every day in short skirts and high heels of at least 4 inches in height. Along with his clothes, the dress code stipulates that he must wear a full face of makeup, have his nails done in either pink or red, and he must dye his hair blonde while adding extensions to meet a length criteria. After discussing the job with his childhood friend, Morgan decides to accept the generous offer. As he begins working at the office, a romance develops between the boss and his new secretary. Morgan happily spends large portions of the day beneath Mr. Johnson’s desk as they become inseparable from each other. After a mishap with Morgan’s fake breast forms while they are making love on Mr. Johnson’s desk, Mr. Johnson suggests that Morgan has a boob job done that he will gladly pay for. It feels like their relationship reaches a tipping point as Morgan is torn between advice from her childhood friend and what he wants more than anything. Follow along in this sexy romance that takes a deep dive into the life of a sissy secretary. 
My Sissy Surprise
 
Have you ever thought about surprising the love of your life with your sissy crossdressing secret? Have you ever fantasized about crossdressing, doing your makeup, and tying yourself up while you wait for your significant other to return?

In “My Sissy Surprise”, we meet a young man named Riley who lives with his girlfriend and has been struggling to share his crossdressing secret with her. When Emily tells Riley about her plans to go out with her girlfriends one evening, the closeted crossdresser decides to surprise his girlfriend with one of his deepest of fantasies. After shaving all his body hair and plucking his eyebrows, Riley dresses himself in black panties and a push-up bra before sliding into a short dress and high heel stilettos. Once his hair and makeup are complete, Riley locks himself in a chastity cage and inserts a remote controlled vibrating plug. To complete his fantasy, he secures his hands and feet into cuffs and locks them behind his back. As he waits for his girlfriend to arrive home while he is tied up and gagged on his knees in the living room, his phone begins to ring every few minutes. With his phone out of reach in the other room, he is forced to wait while his girlfriend’s arrival is delayed deep into the night. As the sissy crossdresser begins to question whether he had made a mistake, his girlfriend returns home and surprises Riley with three of her friends who had all been drinking heavily. After discovering Riley tied up and gagged while crossdressed and painted with makeup, the women decide to give Riley a night he will never forget. This steamy story will have you on the edge as Riley experiences a wide range of feelings while the four women completely dominate the submissive sissy crossdresser.
The SISSY Training Center
 
Have you ever dreamt of attending a sissy training center, where your only responsibility is to follow instructions and become an ideal, submissive sissy?
When a young man wakes up at ‘The Sissy Training Center’ with no memory of how he arrived, he quickly discovers that his captors have augmented his body in ways that he can never reverse. Looking down over himself, he finds that his chest has been sculpted with perky, round DD boobs. His silhouette has become a perfect hourglass figure while his face has been surgically enhanced to reflect the ideal feminine appearance. The only thing left that marks him as a man is now locked securely between his legs.
After being forcibly dressed in a latex catsuit and high heel booties, he is bound and gagged before being brought to the lower level of the facility, where he will be trained to become the perfect, submissive sissy. They train him with the S.I.S.S.Y. acronym and remind him daily that he is Submissive, he is Inferior, he is Sensitive, he is Silent, and he is always Yearning. Any deviation from the rules is recognized and dealt with swiftly through bondage related punishments. As a part of the training, the new sissy quickly realizes that it is not enough to allow the guards to have their way with him, but he must live out the sissy acronym and show that he yearns for their lovemaking. This trip through ‘The Sissy Training Center’ will keep the pages turning as you learn what brought the young man to this mysterious center and what he must do to find fulfillment inside of it.
The Sissy Slave Experience
 
In ‘The Sissy Slave Experience’, we follow a man in his mid-twenties who finds a service online that helps sissies explore their deepest desires. The service has a few options to choose from, where the sissy can explore their unique fantasies during a one-week immersive experience. After signing up for their program, he is required to come while dressed for the program. When he arrives at the address given to him, he is already dressed in a full-body latex catsuit, five inch high heel boots, and leather gloves while fully made up with his hair styled femininely. As a part of the required outfit, he must wear a chastity cage and plug. When he walks up to the front door to begin his experience, he realizes that he is either at the wrong address or that he may have been scammed. As he gets in his car and plans to leave, he is confronted by two men who take him to an unknown location. With a bag over his head, the two men bring the crossdresser into their basement and proceed to tie him up with a leather arm binder, a devious gag, ankle cuffs, and a collar with a leash attached. Although he had signed up for a one-week program similar to this, he fears that this experience may never come to an end. This hot and steamy story will leave you aching for more as it keeps you on the edge.
The Doll Designer
 
Have you ever wondered how it would feel to become a real life sissy doll? Does the thought of wearing a latex bodysuit and high heels excite you?

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

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

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

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

In ‘Returned To The Sissy Doll Factory’, we follow a young man who has already been sent to the Sissy Doll Factory and experienced a full altercation of his body and mind. After having been sold to a man who goes by the name Mr. Bull, the sissy doll begins to long for a return to his life that he had been ripped away from. When an opportunity presents itself to escape, the sissy doll attempts to flee from their owner. Unfortunately for the sissy doll, they are captured and deemed defective for not remaining submissive and compliant. After being sent back to the Sissy Doll Factory to be repurposed as a display doll, they are given another set of surgeries where their bust is enhanced to G cup boobs and a new doll bodysuit limits their movements even further than before. As they are trained as a display doll, they are dressed in feminine outfits each day while forced to stand in outrageously high heels. Because of a device that has been installed in their suit, the sissy doll is shocked if they deviate from the required standing positions. However, if they behave, they are rewarded with vibrations that put them on the edge of a release. During their time as a display doll, they are trained how to act and orient their body while dressed in their feminine outfits. While dressed as a princess doll, they must pose as an elegant princess with their chin up, arms at their sides, and eyes forward. As a ballerina, they must appear graceful with their movements while holding a delicate pose. As a maid doll, they must lean forward and present their chest. When dressed as a bride doll, they are given a bouquet and forced to keep their eyes forward through their veil. With a rod that extends upward from the floor and into the bottom of their suit, the sissy doll has no choice but to stand still and look pretty while they are presented for their captors. This erotic story puts you into the heels of a sissy doll and will have you on edge as the sissy doll is used and trained by dominant males and females.
Becoming the Girl of His Dreams
 
Have you ever had a sissy dream that felt so real that you couldn’t distinguish it from reality? Have you ever wished that your dreams would become your new reality?
In ‘Becoming the Girl of His Dreams’, we meet a kind hearted closeted crossdresser who works at a diner. The protagonist has a strange encounter with a mysterious woman who informs him that all of his dreams will come true. After brushing off the comment as some sort of vague encouragement, he returns home and falls into a deep sleep. In his dream, his nails are painted bright pink and become much longer and more feminine. When he awakes the next morning, he is shocked to find his nails matching what he saw in his dream. Thinking that someone is pulling a prank on him, he tries to hide his nails while at work and figure it out later. With each passing night, he continues dreaming that he is being turned into a woman and finding those dreams manifesting in real life. From every bit of body hair magically vanishing from his body to a set of DD boobs appearing on his chest, he soon finds himself unrecognizable as the man he once was. His hair turns blonde and grows a foot over night and permeant makeup is painted on his face that will not come off. Unable to process the changes in his fragile male psyche, he denies what is happening and tries to fight against the female dominator that keeps appearing in his dreams. Will the sissy find a way to reverse the changes or have to learn how to live as the woman that he has always dreamt of becoming?
Life in Her Heels
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to experience life as women have experienced throughout human history? To be told what you can wear, where you can go, and what you are allowed to do with your body?
In ‘Life in Her Heels’, the patriarchy is turned upside down when a charismatic female leader is voted into the White House. Running a campaign based on putting men and women on equal footing, the new leader of the country is voted into office, with a large majority in both chambers of Congress. To right the wrongs of human history, the new leadership puts laws into place that force men to experience what women have endured throughout the history of the world. The protagonist of the story finds himself living through this historic moment and must adhere to the new rules as they are written. While living with his wife, the young man must follow the new federal dress codes by turning in his pants for skirts and shoes for high heels. He and his wife are assigned new jobs that greatly alter the power structure in their home and finances. When his new job requires him to alter his body, he struggles with the changes that are occurring and how to express what is happening to him. As he slowly changes from a man to a feminized sissy, it starts to become impossible to hide his growing “assets”. After an incident where he is unfairly blamed for initiating an encounter with someone in his apartment building, he is put on house arrest and required to wear a chastity belt at all times. Eventually, the protagonist becomes unrecognizable to the man he once was and must come to terms with his new life as a submissive sissy to his wife who now owns him.
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