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Prologue

I’ve had it with my husband. After two years of marriage, you would think he would learn when to keep his mouth shut and filter his asinine thoughts. He is insensitive, arrogant, and a freeloading bum who spends most of his time gaming in our living room. While I go out and work a real job, Christopher stays home and livestreams to absolutely nobody. The only follower that he has on his channel is his friend from India, who usually plays with him. Just before New Year’s Eve, I was ready to kick him out of the house. But that was when an incredible opportunity presented itself.
When I arrived home one evening from work, I found him going through my underwear drawer and holding up one of my thongs to his crotch. I have had my suspicions that he has been interested in crossdressing, but this was the closest I had come to discovering his secret. However, after I confronted him about wearing my clothes when I wasn’t around, he became defensive and attacked my transgender sister.
“I’m not some creep like your brother, who has a fetish for dressing up like a woman!” Chris asserted. “I would never choose to do something like that. It’s pathetic!”
“Don’t you ever talk about my sister like that!” I snapped. “She has been nothing but kind to you!”
“Offering to let me borrow his stupid clothes is your version of kind?” Chris responded.
“Yeah! Everyone could tell you were staring at her outfit and drooling all over her chest.”
“Because it was so weird!” Chris asserted.
Feeling disgusted with my husband, I walked away from the conversation and told him to sleep on the couch for the next week. While he continued rotting away in our living room, playing video games all day, I spoke with friends and family about what I should do. And that’s when my transgender sister gave a brilliant suggestion.
“The Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization?” I questioned. “First off, he would never go somewhere with that name. And second, are you sure that’s a real place?”
“Yes, it is real.” My sibling, Patricia, responded. “One of my friends runs the place for closeted crossdressers who want to get away and explore their gender in a safe space. It’s not necessarily for transgender people like me who just want to live their lives as women. It’s more for people who like to think of crossdressing as a fetish or something they can switch in and out of.”
“That sounds like Chris.” I responded.
“I know. That’s why they make the rooms super girly and pink, and they make everyone wear these ridiculous pink maid’s uniforms with high heels and tights. They look downright silly when they’re all dressed up and forced to prance around like ‘a sissy’. But sometimes that’s what people need to come to terms with deeply repressed gender confusion.”
“That sounds nice and all, but I don’t know if I ever want Chris back. Even if he comes to terms with his crossdressing and discovers who he truly is, I don’t think I can move forward with him. I need someone in my life who I can trust and who I feel safe with.” I explained.
“Then start dating after you send him away.” Patricia responded. “I can talk to Stephanie about keeping him long-term. You can decide in a year what you want to do.”
“That doesn’t sound like too bad of an offer, but how do we get him to go?”
“Just tell him it’s a self-help retreat where he can relax and unwind. Tell him you both need some space to work on your relationship and this is the only option.” Patricia suggested. 
“He doesn’t really have any family or friends to go stay with…” I said while thinking aloud to myself.
“Exactly.” Patricia agreed. “Stephanie has a lot of connections that she can use to completely feminize him. Maybe once he walks a mile in high heels, he will be a little more sensitive to how other people feel.”
“You know what, let’s do it. I can’t stand being with him anymore after what he said about you. Maybe after some time apart, I can clear my mind and make the right decision for both of us. Tell Stephanie to turn him into the biggest sissy that has ever come through her school. I don’t want to even recognize him when I see him again.”
“I will, Rebecca,” Patricia responded before giving me a hug.




January 7th

Dear Rebecca,
When I agreed to travel to the other side of the country for a self-help retreat, I was under the impression that I would be given time to relax and reflect on our relationship. I know we’ve had our share of issues and that I need to work on some things, which is why I agreed to come here. I wanted to show you that I am willing to do anything it takes to stay with you, and I hope you can see that. Not just because you’re the breadwinner in our relationship and you take care of both of us, but because I love you and adore you. You are the most important person in the world to me, and I hope you understand that I am still willing to work on our relationship, but it would be better if I worked on our relationship back home with you.
When I arrived here earlier today, I noticed that my bag with all of my clothes was lost in transit. Although my bag was picked up at the airport, something happened during the drive to the facility because it did not make it here. I tried asking if anyone knew what had happened, but they told me that “It doesn’t concern me.” It doesn’t concern me? What the hell am I supposed to wear when I need to change out of the clothes I am wearing?
Since I was required to take a bus to the facility, I don’t have a car to go out shopping for new clothes, and I feel stuck here. And that brings me to my next question. Did you know what this place was called when you signed me up for it? I thought it was a self-help retreat, but apparently it’s called ‘The Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization’? I don’t know what the hell that means, but it’s not what I had agreed to.
I would call you right now or try to find a ride out of this place, but I don’t have my phone since they have a strict no-phones policy, and I left mine at home. Since I am stuck in the middle of nowhere at this facility, I have no choice but to write a letter and beg you to come get me out of here. The people who run this place seem kind of strange with how they talk to me and look at me. They keep calling me “a sissy” and telling me that “I must address all female superiors as mistress and male superiors as master”, including you. This whole thing is starting to feel really weird, and I need your help to get home.
I know this letter may take a few days to reach you, but please do something about this as soon as you get this message. They have me staying in my own room, which is nice. However, everything in the room is colored pink. From the walls and floors to the bedsheets and furniture, every single item is a shade of pink. Although the comforter is soft and fuzzy, it feels girly and foreign to me when I lay down.
When I looked in the closet, I was left in shock and horror upon seeing the contents inside. There were several pink maid’s dresses hanging up, several pairs of high heels with every pair being at least four inches in height, every style of pink panties I could imagine, pink bras in every type and style, and even pink pairs of stockings and tights. But the most troubling part is that everything appears to be my size.
There is no way in hell I will ever wear any of these clothes, and there is nothing they can do to make me. I will walk home or to the nearest transportation center before I dress up like a “sissy” and prance around in high heels. I am a man, and men don’t do things like that.
I really wish I could just talk to you right now. I feel terrible about the things that I said when we fought two weeks ago, and I want you to know how sorry I am. Your brother is a very kind person, and I know he has dealt with a lot over the years. Even though I don’t know much about transgenderism, I know it can’t be easy to transition like he is. Or should I say, she? I’m really sorry. I’m still learning, and I hope you’ll forgive me for the things I said about your lovely sibling. You and your entire family are all such kind people, and I am lucky to be a part of your lives.
Before I end the letter, I have a question that I can’t stop thinking about. Did you send me here to teach me a lesson after our fight? I know I can be insensitive at times, and I can be a numbskull when it comes to transgender people, but was this your way of showing me firsthand what transgender people go through? If so, I think it worked.
I don’t think it is a choice anymore, and I don’t think that they are creeps looking to satisfy their fetishes. There is definitely something deeper when it comes to people exploring their gender and presenting themselves to the world in their own unique way. I can’t pretend to understand everything your brother went through, but I promise to be much more sensitive from now on.
But please know, I’m not into all this girly stuff that they have here. So please don’t leave me here too long. I’m afraid of what will happen when my clothes get dirty and I have to find another outfit to wear. There is no way I will wear what is in my closet, but I don’t want to walk around naked either. I can only hope that they find my luggage and that my clothes arrive before tomorrow.
Please, Rebecca, come and get me as soon as you get this, or at least send a ride for me. These people won’t let me use a phone, and they have been talking about a strict schedule that I will begin to follow tomorrow. I don’t want to follow their stupid rules, but I have no idea what they will do to me if I don’t.
From Christopher,




January 21st

Dear Rebecca,
I still haven’t heard from you since I sent my last letter two weeks ago, but Mistress Stephanie tells me that you have been speaking with her? I’m not sure if they won’t let me talk to you or if you didn’t get my last letter, but either way, I need your help. They have assured me that you will receive my letters, so I am asking again, please get me out of here as soon as you can! 
A lot has changed over the last two weeks, and not in a good way. The next day after I wrote my letter to you, one of the sissies staying here spilled their milk all over me. And worse yet, it was pink strawberry milk that felt sticky and uncomfortable almost immediately. I don’t even know if it was an accident or not, because everyone just giggled when they saw what had happened to me. Since it got in my hair, on my face, and all over my clothes, I went to the bathroom and took a shower. However, when I stepped out, I noticed that all my clothes were gone.
After looking around my room and seeing that my clothes were nowhere in sight, I spoke with Mistress Stephanie, who came by to notify me of my schedule for the day. Upon addressing her as Stephanie, she slapped me across the face and demanded that I address her as mistress. Feeling taken aback by her hostile and aggressive demeanor, I obliged.
Once I addressed her properly and asked where my clothes were, she notified me that they were being washed and taken care of. However, when I asked when I would get them back, she would not answer me. Also, even though my clothes were gone, she still expected me to stick to my schedule. I couldn’t believe it!
Here I was, naked in my room with nothing to wear while Mistress Stephanie began making threats to me. “If you don’t do your part and follow the schedule, you will be thrown out of the Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization, where you will have to hike fifty miles to the nearest town”. Since I was not familiar with the area, and I had no phone, wallet, or clothing, that felt like a suicide mission!
Upon agreeing to go along with their schedule, I asked Mistress Stephanie if they had anything I could wear while I waited for my clothes to be cleaned. And that’s when she led me to my closet and pointed to the pink wardrobe. Apparently, they already had my measurements, and they had made sure that everything was tailored to my size. Even the pink bras.
Despite my protests, Mistress Stephanie made it clear that there was nothing else at the facility for me to wear. All the sissies staying at the Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization were given the same style uniform in their own size, and it was prohibited for any of the sissies to borrow clothes from the mistresses onsite. Not that I wanted to wear their clothes either. I don’t think there is a single pair of pants at this school.
Even though I felt uncomfortable putting on a dress, I was feeling more uncomfortable standing around naked in front of Mistress Stephanie. With bright red cheeks from the embarrassment I felt, I grabbed one of the seven identical dresses from the closet and put it on. Mistress Stephanie had to help zip it up my back the first time, because I couldn’t quite figure it out. As I stood in my room with a pink maid’s dress on that barely reached my upper thighs, I felt utterly humiliated. But even worse, I was still cold.
The temperature in the school is downright frigid, and I couldn’t help feeling a chill in the air despite being clothed in a frilly pink maid’s dress with a white apron stitched onto the front. When Mistress Stephanie ordered me to continue dressing in the full outfit, I resisted at first. However, with how chilled I felt, I eventually gave in.
After slipping into a pair of pink panties and a pair of pink tights, Mistress Stephanie picked out a pair of high heels for me to wear. The pink stiletto pumps with a pointed toe and four-inch heels looked completely ridiculous for someone like me to wear. Despite being clothed in ladies’ underwear, tights, and a dress, I felt like I needed to retain a shred of my masculinity by refusing to wear the shoes.
Upon hearing Mistress Stephanie reiterate the fact that I must comply and wear the full uniform or else be kicked out of the school in what I was wearing, I pursed my lips and clenched my fists. There was no way I was about to hike fifty miles in a pink frilly maid’s dress, and I could not let anyone ever see me wearing such a ridiculous outfit. After putting my head down, I complied with her order and slipped into the stupid pair of high heel shoes. Although I was already wearing my pink maid’s dress, Mistress Stephanie made me unzip the back before helping me into a pink bra and clasping it behind me. Once I was clothed in their full uniform with my dress zipped back up to my neck, she escorted me to the main level of the school where I was given my first assignment.
After being handed a broom and dustpan, Mistress Stephanie ordered me to sweep the entire school and make sure there was not one speck of dust on any of the floors. Since the school was the size of a mansion, I asked her if she was really being serious. Upon being met with a slap across the face and a death stare, I stopped asking questions and got right to work. It must’ve taken hours to complete my first task, but that was not all they had me do over the last couple of weeks.
I scrubbed the walls, dusted the furniture, vacuumed, and did any other housework they could think of. The only break I was allowed was when I sat down for a meal. Despite the fact that each of my meals consisted of a shake with vital nutrients, it had a way of making me feel full for hours. I still haven’t figured out what is in the shakes they have been giving me, but they taste sweet, tangy, and a little salty. When I questioned what was in the shake, Mistress Stephanie slapped me across the face for asking.
Over the course of the last two weeks, I stopped asking so many questions and decided to go along with the program until you arrive. It’s not worth the stinging sensation on my cheeks, and I’m not about to get into a physical altercation with a woman. No matter how mean she is to me.
Even though it’s been almost two weeks since they took my clothes and told me they were being washed, I still haven’t gotten them back. I have been forced to wear this stupid uniform every day, and it’s starting to get old. The high heels are super annoying with how they click across the floors, the panties ride up my butt, the bra is horribly annoying by the end of the day, and the dress…it’s way too short! It feels like every time I bend over, you can see right up my dress to my underwear. I’m ready to tear these clothes up and throw them all away once I get my real clothes back. But until then, I’m stuck wearing this stupid outfit.
The most comforting part of this week has been sitting down to write this letter to you. Knowing that you will read my words and come and get me is the only thing keeping me going. All this housework and dressing like a sissy is starting to get to me, and I need this to end, now! Please send for me or come and get me right away. They are telling me that some changes are coming next week, and I don’t want to find out what they are talking about.
From Christopher,





February 4th

Dear Mistress Rebecca,
Even though I still haven’t heard from you and you haven’t picked me up, Mistress Stephanie has informed me that you are speaking with her every day. Mistress Stephanie brought this to my attention when I was reprimanded for not addressing you as mistress in my previous two letters. You will be happy to know that it will never happen again, Mistress Rebecca.
After multiple weeks of not getting my normal clothes back, I have become convinced that they threw them away. I have been stuck in dresses, high heels, panties, bras, and tights long enough that it has stopped feeling entirely foreign to me. Although I’m still not terribly comfortable walking around and working in high heels all day, Mistress Stephanie has been working hard to change that. It has become her biggest focus over the last two weeks to train me how to walk in high heels properly and, in her words, “like a sissy.”
Everyday over the last two weeks, Mistress Stephanie has worked with me one on one for several hours a day. Although it has been nice to get a break from doing housework, it has been far from relaxing. I think I have spent more time on my feet and walking around than any other period of time in my entire life. It has felt like every moment of the day has been spent walking or standing in my high heels, except for when I use the restroom, drink a shake, or sleep.
Mistress Stephanie has been instilling five rules for walking in high heels that I have finally memorized after two weeks of training. She has had me repeat the rules and write them down hundreds of times to make sure that I will never forget. I still don’t know if I believe her, but Mistress Stephanie has assured me that you are receiving my letters and that you want to know everything I am doing here at the Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization. So here are the rules I have been following.
Rule number one: Walk heel to toe. Make yourself look more natural and elegant by stepping with your heel first.
Rule number two: Take small steps. When walking in high heels, your stride should be shorter than walking in flats, and you should take more steps to go the same distance.
Rule number three: Don’t rush. Take your time and enjoy the fact that you are wearing high heels.
Rule number four: Maintain good posture. Your chin should be up, with your eyes forward. Your shoulders should be back with your chest stuck out and elbows behind your back.
Rule number five: Walk a straight line. You should step with your heel directly in front of your toe.
I know these rules probably sound simple to you, but they have been giving me trouble since we began the high heels training. It feels like every time I focus on one rule, I forget about another. Mistress Stephanie has been keeping a close eye while I walk laps around a large, open room here at the sissy school. Whenever I stray from the proper form, she is right there with a crop whip to reprimand me by swatting my behind. At this point, she’s probably whipped my butt hundreds of times. In fact, it was so bad on Thursday that I felt like I couldn’t sit down at the end of the day because my cheeks stung so badly.
I never realized what you went through, but after training in high heels, I give you props for wearing them so often. I don’t know how you do it? My feet hurt so badly at the end of each day that it feels heavenly to slip my heels off and lay down to rest. I can’t believe I’m saying this, but I hope they let me start doing housework again.
Not only have I been mincing around in my high heels all day each day, but Mistress Stephanie has been using posture sticks to make sure that I stand up straight. The wooden sticks are each roughly three feet in length and can be connected to make an X. When I hold the sticks behind me with my elbows, one of the sticks aligns to my back to make sure I am standing up straight, while the other holds my arms back and forces me to stick out my chest. After walking for hours a day with the posture sticks, it feels like they have actually started to mold my posture. I find myself walking with my elbows back and head held high much more natural now, but Mistress Stephanie says I still have much more work to do.
I really don’t know how much more of this I can take, Mistress Rebecca. I am coming to the end of my ropes and I feel like I need you now more than ever. After suffering through four weeks of this place, I realize how insensitive I have been toward you and your brother. My eyes have been opened, and I am a changed person. Please accept my apologies and get me out of here. There is no way I am walking out into public dressed like this, but I have nothing else to wear. Despite there being no locks on the doors, I feel completely trapped because of my outfit.
This has gone on long enough, and it is time we put an end to it. I will expect to see you this coming week so we can go home, sit down, and talk about how we could both do better. I know I am in no place to make demands, but I feel like I am losing it. After spending four weeks in my annoyingly pink room while wearing nothing but pink maid’s dresses, high heels, tights, and ladies’ underwear, it feels like it has taken a massive toll on me mentally. Please, I beg you, come and get me so we can get back to normal.
From Christopher,




February 11th

Dear Mistress Rebecca,
This has been the worst week yet at the Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization. Although it started on a high note with Mistress Stephanie telling me that I could take a break from my high heels training and get back to doing housework, it took a turn later that night. I still can’t believe what they did to me, but I guess I’m getting ahead of myself.
Before laying down for bed with the lights off, I grabbed some tissues from the bathroom and brought them to bed with me. It had been weeks since I had last ejaculated, and my balls were feeling so blue that I couldn’t take it anymore. While I was alone in my room, I began to masturbate under the bedcovers. However, just as I was finishing, Mistress Stephanie walked in to check on me.
My eyes went wide, and I froze in place as squirt after squirt emptied into the tissue. Mistress Stephanie could see the guilty look on my face immediately and marched over to my bed before pulling the covers off of me. With my maid’s dress pulled up and my hands covering the cum-filled tissue, I struggled to speak or react. As Mistress Stephanie crossed her arms and shook her head, I knew that something terrible was about to happen, but I had no idea it would be so embarrassing.
After being ordered not to move, Mistress Stephanie left the room and returned ten minutes later with everyone who was staying at the Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization. Seven sissies and four mistresses stood around my bed while I curled up and tried to hide what I had just done. When Mistress Stephanie ordered me to hand her the tissues, I followed her request with my head down.
Sitting in front of eleven people with my manhood exposed felt degrading and humiliating, but not as humiliating as what they did to me next. While all the sissies began to giggle with their hands over their mouths, the mistresses laughed and commented on how pathetic and small my penis appeared.
“It’s so cute and petite. I bet this sissy has never satisfied a woman.” One mistress commented.
“How could anyone think of themself as a man with something that small between their legs?” Commented another.
“It’s time for this sissy to learn some self-control.” Mistress Stephanie stated while stepping closer to me. As I saw the device in her hand, my body tensed.
While frozen in place like a deer in the headlights, I watched in horror as Mistress Stephanie fitted a small pink chastity cage onto my privates. Beginning with a ring that circled the base, she pushed my penis and balls through before fitting the cage portion over the length of my member. Once my penis was trapped inside of the chastity cage with my balls exposed beneath, Mistress Stephanie inserted a locking mechanism into the top and secured the chastity cage in place. After pulling it from side to side to make sure I couldn’t slip it off or remove it, she stepped back from the bed and held out the keys with two fingers.
“Until you can learn to control your urges, you will not be seeing this again.” Mistress Stephanie informed. “If you even ask for the keys once, I will throw them out and glue the lock shut. Understand, sissy Chrissy?”
Feeling as small as a mouse with an entire room of people staring at me with my penis caged, I nodded my head.
“Good sissy.” Mistress Stephanie said before turning to the room full of people. “Everyone can go back to sleep now. The show is over.”
A few of the sissies giggled on their way out of the room while I noticed two of the mistresses rolling their eyes and laughing. Once the room was empty and quiet, I laid back in bed and closed my eyes. Although I usually felt relieved and relaxed after ejaculating, those feelings were very distant as I examined the chastity cage with my hands.
Despite my penis being soft and flaccid after orgasming, the chastity cage still felt tight around my penis. It felt like there was absolutely no room for my penis to grow, and I was worried about how it might feel if it did. After falling asleep with my chastity cage in the palm of my hand, I woke up early the next morning to the uncomfortable feeling of a morning boner being inhibited.
While lying in bed, I curled up and tensed my body as I weathered my first blocked erection. Upon grabbing my crotch, I bit my lip and rolled around in bed. Having never experienced a chastity cage before, I couldn’t help swearing and becoming angry at Mistress Stephanie for locking this onto me. When the erection finally subsided and I composed myself, I got up and started the day by dressing in a fresh uniform.
Mistress Stephanie kept a close eye on me throughout the week as I went back to household chores. Although I didn’t notice a difference after my high heels training, Mistress Stephanie complimented me on how much more graceful I walked in my high heels. She made sure to mention every day that I was walking much more like a proper sissy and that my mistress would be delighted to hear about the progress I’ve been making.
After multiple weeks of staying in this place, I truly feel like I have learned my lesson and that you have proven your point. I will never take you or your family for granted ever again, and I am more ready than ever to show you that I am a changed man. When you pick me up, I will help around the house and treat you like the wonderful wife that you are. I know you will be sending for me soon, and I can’t wait to see you.
From Chris,





March 11th

Dear Mistress Rebecca,
It’s been over two months since I arrived at the Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization, and I’m starting to wonder if you ever plan to get me out of here. Mistress Stephanie has assured me that you have been receiving my handwritten letters and that you enjoy hearing about my time here. But since I have not heard from you in over two months, I am losing hope that you are going to come and rescue me from this place. Please, mistress, send a return message and let me know that these letters are not a waste of time.
Over the last month, I have felt physically drained because of the new rule and training routine that Mistress Stephanie had introduced. In order not to overwhelm me with too many rules all at once, Mistress Stephanie has been taking my training slowly and making sure to drill one new rule at a time. And this last rule involved curtsying. Apparently, I am now supposed to curtsy whenever I am addressed by a mistress, whenever I am given a task to complete, whenever I have completed a task, and whenever a mistress enters my presence. With how often orders are barked at me while I am doing household chores, it feels like I am curtsying constantly.
Although curtsying sounded simple at first, Mistress Stephanie opened my eyes to all the intricacies involving the proper way a sissy should curtsy. When I stumbled through my first few curtsies, Mistress Stephanie decided to devote an entire month to showing me the proper form for curtsying while cementing it into my subconscious. Even though I felt like I had gotten the hang of it fairly quickly, Mistress Stephanie felt that it was important that I curtsied the proper way so many times that it was embedded into my muscle memory.
On the first day of curtsy training, Mistress Stephanie brought me to the large open room where she had done high heels training with me. Once I was standing up straight with perfect posture, she took me through a proper curtsy step by step.
“Starting with your legs together, shoulders back, elbows bent, wrists limp, eyes forward, chin up, and chest out, hold for two seconds before moving a muscle. Once you begin your curtsy, bring your eyes down while you pinch the ends of your dress. If your dress is fitted, put your hands out with your palms facing the floor. As you bring your right leg behind your left leg, point your toe toward the ground and lower yourself. You should not rush through the curtsy, and it should take two seconds to lower yourself. You will then hold the curtsy position for another two seconds before slowly raising back up and resuming your starting position. Do not rush through this part either. It should also take two seconds.” Mistress Stephanie informed. “The whole process should be done slowly and gracefully. You should exude elegance and beauty while also showing your submissive and feminine nature.”
The first time I listened to Mistress Stephanie explain a proper curtsy, I felt overwhelmed. It felt foreign and unnatural to move in such a delicate way, and it took me a few days before I was moving how Mistress Stephanie desired. From sunrise to sunset, Mistress Stephanie watched me closely and trained me how to curtsy while only giving me breaks to use the bathroom and consume three meals a day. By the end of the month, I felt exhausted, and my legs were more fatigued than ever before in my entire life.
Although I noticed that my legs were becoming slimmer and more well-defined from all the curtsying and high heels training, it felt like my chest was demanding my attention with how strange it felt. When I laid down for bed one evening, I couldn’t help but notice a tingling sensation in my nipples while my pectoral muscles felt like they were throbbing. Even though I was still growing accustomed to wearing a bra, the padding over my chest helped to alleviate my tingling nipples and distract me from the foreign sensations coming over me.
When stepping into the shower to wash off the following morning, I couldn’t help but poke and prod at my chest to investigate what was happening to my body. My nipples felt like they were becoming pointier and more pronounced while my pectoral muscles were starting to feel softer. Although I feared that something was happening to my body and I would start looking like the other sissies that were staying at this sissy school, I kept myself composed and told myself that I was just being paranoid.
After more than two months of staying at this place, I have seen several sissies come and go after staying for either two weeks or a month. I am the only person who has stayed for over two months, and I can’t help but wonder why it is taking you so long to send for me or pick me up? Don’t you still love me? Aren’t you ready for me to come home so we can patch things up and move on with our lives? Please, Mistress Rebecca, I feel like I am going crazy. The longer I stay here, the more I feel like this place is changing me and molding me into one of their stupid little sissies.
It’s unbelievable how many guys have chosen to come here to act like an airheaded bimbo while playing dress-up. All the other sissies are constantly playing with their hair, checking on their makeup, and acting like the most flamboyant sissies I have ever seen. Even though I have been here the longest now, I can’t help feeling like an outsider as I attempt to hold on to my masculinity. But I don’t know how much longer I can keep up the fight, Mistress Rebecca. Please, please, please, I beg you, Mistress Rebecca, come and get me right away. I will be forever indebted to you.
From Chris,




April 8th

Dear Mistress Rebecca,
Well, it has been another month, and I am still stuck here. Big surprise. You’ll be happy to know that I am growing tired of begging you to come and get me, and this will be my last plea. In the event that you ignore another one of my letters, I may stop writing to you for the time being. If you don’t want me in your life, I can’t force you to take me back.
I have told you that I love you, that I’ve changed, that these people are being cruel to me, and that I am willing to do anything to make our relationship work, yet you have not written back or spoken with me once. The only form of communication I have received from you has been through Mistress Stephanie, who assures me that you love to hear about my progress and that you want me to comply with their training. Without hearing those words from you, I have a hard time believing that you want me to turn into a prissy little sissy that prances around in high heels and a pink maid’s dress. Please, Mistress Rebecca, this last month has taken such a massive toll on me that I feel like I need you now more than ever.
Over the past month, Mistress Stephanie has implemented another new rule for me to follow. Although I protested and tried to stand my ground, eventually I was forced to give in. The first time Mistress Stephanie ordered me to shave my entire body from the eyebrows down, I became angry and refused outright. When she notified the other mistresses of my defiance, the four women approached me in my room and forced me to sit while they stood around me.
As I sat with my legs together and head down, I was forced to listen to the women talk down to me while they put me in my place. They used profanities often as they degraded me, humiliated me, and tore me apart verbally. Although I can’t recall everything that was said, I remember being left in tears when they were finally done speaking with me. Being told that I am a no good worthless sissy airhead doll with no balls and a brain the size of a walnut for over two hours eventually made me crack. By the time they were finished, I complied with their orders and willingly stripped down in front of them so that they could show me the proper way to remove all my body hair.
Upon stepping into the tub with four mistresses standing close by, they forced me to begin by using a hair removal cream around my entire body from the eyebrows down. After letting it sit for five minutes, I washed off the hair removal cream and repeated the process three more times. Apparently, hair takes much longer to grow back when it is removed with cream rather than shaved off, which is why they told me to continue using the hair removal cream before I shower every day for the following week.
Once we were done with the hair removal cream, the mistresses showed me the proper way to use a razor to shave my entire body. Even though not many hairs were left after using the hair removal cream four times, there were still a few stray hairs needing to be removed. Upon finishing with the razor, I stepped out of the shower feeling like a brand new person.
With nothing but a chastity cage on, I felt more naked than ever before in my life. After removing every bit of body hair except for the hair atop my head, my body was soft and smooth to the touch. As I applied lotion generously, my body felt foreign and alien to me.
Going through my usual routine of getting dressed in a bra, panties, tights, high heels, and a maid’s dress also felt quite different. The feeling of the soft materials against my smooth skin was both chilling and exhilarating. I had never experienced these unfamiliar feelings before, and I was struggling to process what was happening inside my chastity cage.
For some reason, I couldn’t help feeling a series of erections attempting to pop up while I got dressed. The sensual clothing and erotic nature of being fully shaven like a sissy were too much to handle. As my chastity cage continued to prevent my penis from growing hard, I was forced to bend over and weather the uncomfortable feeling of the constricting cage locked onto me.
Once I was finally dressed, I had to acclimate to my new normal going forward. Each day, I began by shaving my body from the eyebrows down before getting dressed and starting on my household chores. Although this was one of the most difficult changes that had been thrust onto me, I fear that the next change could be even worse. I just heard from Mistress Stephanie that they are bringing in a hairstylist tomorrow and that I am the first one scheduled for an appointment.
Please don’t let them do anything else to me, Mistress Rebecca. My shoulder-length brown hair is the last piece of myself that has remained untouched, and I would like to keep it that way. It feels like I have lost the ability to say no to their demands after they berated me for hours earlier this month, and I am worried that they are going to continue trying to mold me into one of their stupid little sissies.
This is my last attempt to reach you and to try to convince you that I am a changed man. The old, toxic parts of myself are long gone, and all that is left is a man who loves and adores you. I will go along with whatever you want, do whatever you want, and change however you want me to. I am desperate to come home and show you what my time here has done to me. Please, come and rescue me before it is too late.
From Chris,




May 6th

Dear Mistress Rebecca,
I received your message through Mistress Stephanie, and I want to assure you that I will not take it upon myself to stop writing letters to you. Mistress Stephanie’s punishment sent a strong message that was received loud and clear. As you requested, I will continue to write letters once a month to keep you up to date on my progress while trying not to be so demanding and bitchy. I have been pestering you too much, and I am an annoying little sissy that steps over the line far too often. I will be much more obedient from this point forward and follow what you say, even if it is through Mistress Stephanie.
As punishment for my defiance, Mistress Stephanie handcuffed my hands behind my back for two weeks straight. Over the course of my punishment, I was forced to rely on my mistresses to get dressed, use the toilet, drink my shake three times a day, shave my body, and do anything else that required the use of my hands. It made me feel lower than ever before not to be able to take care of myself or even satisfy an itch on my body.
As I mentioned in my previous letter, a hairstylist came soon after my last letter while I was still enduring my punishment. You will be happy to know that she completely transformed my look by dyeing my hair bleach blonde, curling my hair, and adding extensions. You should know that I agree with the message that you sent through Mistress Stephanie. My hair was too short before, and it is much better now that it falls to my mid-back in blonde curls. Although it is much more work to take care of my hair with this new length, it is worth it to make you happy.
Even though I couldn’t maintain my hair by myself for the first two weeks, because my hands were cuffed behind my back, Mistress Stephanie was still very helpful by showing me how to take care of my hair and style it every morning. Despite it being much more work than it used to be, it pales in comparison to a new part of my routine that you apparently requested. Along with taking care of my hair each morning, makeup has been implemented into my appearance.
When Mistress Stephanie laid out all the makeup supplies that I would be expected to utilize each morning, I felt overwhelmed. Even though it was annoying to have my hands cuffed behind my back, I was glad I wouldn’t be expected to put on my own makeup for two whole weeks. However, Mistress Stephanie made it clear that when my punishment was over, I would be expected to follow her instructions and put on my face exactly as she showed me, or else spend another two weeks in handcuffs.
In order not to overwhelm me, Mistress Stephanie went slowly and explained each step of the process while putting on my face each morning. Starting with the base, she went over the foundation liquids and powders before showing me how to utilize highlighter, concealer, and bronzer. Once she explained the base thoroughly, she continued by showing me how to work on my eye makeup with mascara, eyeliner, eye shadow, and eyebrow pencil. Although I thought it would be easy, Mistress Stephanie showed me just how intricate my lip makeup would be every morning with lipsticks, lip stains, lip glosses, and lip liner. After watching Mistress Stephanie put on my face every morning for two weeks straight, I was nervous to finally apply my own makeup when my punishment ended.
Once I was finally released from my handcuffs early one morning and told to resume my normal schedule, Mistress Stephanie stayed close by and watched while I brushed my hair and put on my face. Although I didn’t expect it to go perfectly the first time, I was surprised when Mistress Stephanie told me to wipe my face clean and try again. Over the following two weeks, Mistress Stephanie spent countless hours making me put on a full face of makeup before redoing it dozens of times a day until it looked perfect. The smallest smudge of my lipstick or speck of mascara that fell from my lashes onto my face was deemed unacceptable, and I was forced to start over fresh before attempting to put on my face exactly how Mistress Stephanie desired.
Even though I have been told I still have a lot to learn, I feel like I am starting to get the hang of this makeup application. For the first time today, I only had to do my makeup twice before Mistress Stephanie found it acceptable. With my lips painted bright pink, my eyes appearing sensual behind the layers of dark eye makeup, and my face looking flawless with the perfect base, I can’t believe how different I look.
I feel like I am actually starting to blend in with the other sissies because of all the changes that keep adding up. Now that I am wearing makeup daily with a smooth body and hair that is long, blonde, and curled, there is nothing that sets me apart from the airheaded sissies that keep willingly visiting this place. Although other sissies are required to follow all the rules from the second they step onto the property, I have been allowed to follow a slow descent to where I am today.
I thank you and Mistress Stephanie for allowing me to take this process slowly, as I have gradually grown accustomed to each of the changes over the last few months. I don’t know if I would have been able to handle all the changes at once, and I may have done something drastic in response. Instead, I have been allowed to accept their sissy rules, as I have come to terms with what they are doing to me.
Whenever you desire, I am ready to show you the new me and how I have changed. I am not asking or demanding that you come, but I hope that you will find it in your heart to bring me home soon. I am at your mercy, and I am ready to show you the new me.
From Sissy Chrissy,
P.S., I have been noticing some more changes to my body that I thought you should know about. It feels like my penis has gotten smaller because there is much more room in my chastity cage than when it was first locked onto me. It was concerning at first, but now I am enjoying the extra room in my chastity cage. On a separate note, my chest feels like it might be growing larger. It is difficult to know for sure, but it feels like small mounds may be forming and filling out my bra. With how sensitive my nipples still feel, my bra has become comforting to wear, whether I am awake or asleep.




June 3rd

Dear Mistress Rebecca,
I can’t believe it has already been close to five months since I arrived at the Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization. It feels like a lot has changed over the last five months, but a few of the changes over this last month still have my head swimming. Although I was initially apprehensive, Mistress Stephanie has shown me how wonderful it is to give in to the sissy side of myself and experience pleasure as a proper sissy.
After you read my last letter and notified Mistress Stephanie about my chastity cage being loose, she remedied the problem immediately by changing out my chastity cage for a much smaller one. You will be happy to know that my penis is more constricted than ever and erections are not even possible in the new chastity cage. Although I could hardly grow hard in my last chastity cage, there was enough room for my member to lengthen slightly. But with my new chastity cage that is half the size, erections feel like a thing of the past.
As I have grown accustomed to wearing a chastity cage semi-permanently, I have begun to wonder if I am losing the ability to grow erect altogether. It has been months where I have been locked up and prevented from touching myself, and I fear that all this time in a chastity cage is changing my penis. Even though I have been unable to grow hard or touch myself, Mistress Stephanie just introduced me to milking during this last month.
“As a sissy, you do not get to cum.” Mistress Stephanie said while holding a butt plug in her hand. “But sissies should be milked once a month.”
Despite being confused by her use of the word “milking”, I quickly learned what it meant when Mistress Stephanie explained the concept.
“Sissies should never touch themselves. Instead, they should be ready to be used whenever their mistress or master desires. The only time a sissy is allowed to leak from their chastity cage is when something is penetrating their bottom. So to continue your training, we are going to introduce daily plugging.” Mistress Stephanie informed. “After you get ready each day, you will lather this plug with lube and insert it into your bottom. Since you are new to this, we will start with the smallest size. Go on and make sure you can do it on your own.”
After being handed the rounded butt plug with a flared out base, I went into the bathroom alone. As I grabbed some lube from beneath the sink, I sat over the toilet with my tights and panties pulled down to my upper thighs. Upon lubing up the butt plug, I brought it beneath me and slowly pushed it against my hole. The feeling of being stretched caused me to moan as it slowly entered my bottom. However, I pushed until the widest portion of the plug slid past my opening. Once it was resting in place, I stood up before pulling up my underwear and tights.
Upon returning to Mistress Stephanie, she congratulated me on inserting the plug so quickly.
“Very good, sissy. Are you sure you haven’t practiced this? Most sissies take a while to insert their plug for the first time…” Mistress Stephanie asked.
I stayed silent with my head down while blushing.
“As part of this new routine, you will also need to clean yourself out each morning with an enema. Do you need me to show you how it works?” Mistress Stephanie asked.
“No, mistress. I know how those work.” I responded with a curtsy.
Mistress Stephanie smiled and stared at me for a moment before ordering me to get back to my schedule.
The feeling of being plugged took over my thoughts, as it was the only thing I could think about throughout my first week of daily plugging. Simply walking around drew attention to my bottom as I felt the plug shifting around inside of me. Sitting at the table to enjoy a meal felt like it forced the plug further into my hole while household chores became difficult to focus on. Despite the plug being the smallest size available, it had a way of making me feel much more submissive and docile.
Knowing that I did not have control of my bottom or my penis changed my perspective dramatically. Although I had been losing control of what I wore, how I presented myself, and how I walked, this felt like the most intimate form of control that was exercised over me. However, it was not long before I started to like it.
The tingling sensation of something moving around in my bottom was the most stimulation I had felt since being locked in a chastity cage. Even though it was small, the butt plug was just large enough to tickle my prostate if I moved or if I sat in the right way. Despite not being able to grow erect, there was no denying how wonderful it felt to spark some arousal after months of being denied. When the first week passed with me wearing my plug daily, Mistress Stephanie finally notified me that it was time to be milked.
Since it would be my first time being milked at the Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization, I became anxious. Although I had grown accustomed to the butt plug being inserted for hours every day, my hole was not used to a very wide girth. When Mistress Stephanie handed me an eight-inch dildo and told me to use it until I climaxed, my whole body froze. With a large phallic-shaped object in my hands, I struggled to break my gaze from the realistic-looking dildo. However, when I took a step toward the bathroom, Mistress Stephanie stopped me.
“Wait, I need to make sure you do it right.” Mistress Stephanie informed.
“Yes, mistress.” I responded with a proper curtsy.
After pulling out my plug, I grabbed some lube and lathered it onto the dildo. As I brought the dildo under my dress, Mistress Stephanie stepped in.
“No, no, no! Not like that, you stupid little sissy.” Mistress Stephanie said while swiping the dildo from my hands. “Do it like this.”
Mistress Stephanie stepped over to a wall before pressing the base of the dildo against it. Because there was a suction cup at the base of the dildo, it held in place at waist height.
“You should never use your hands to fuck yourself! A sissy should bend over and imagine they are being fucked by someone strong and powerful. Move your hips and rock back and forth until you leak. Understand, sissy?”
“Yes, mistress.” I responded with another curtsy.
After moving close to the dildo stuck to the wall, I bent over and did as I was instructed. As I spread my cheeks with my hands, I stepped back until the tip pressed against my hole. While taking deep breaths, I continued to push the dildo further into my bottom until I felt like I couldn’t possibly accept any more.
Although I had been plugging myself for weeks, the dildo felt substantially longer with much more girth. The sensation of my behind stretching sent shivers up my spine as I slowly rocked my hips and pushed the dildo in and out of my bottom. With my eyes closed and mouth open slightly, I began to force the dildo in and out of my hole rhythmically.
Mistress Stephanie must have been pleased with my performance, because she kept quiet and watched while I pleasured myself for nearly fifteen minutes. Once she felt that I was riding the dildo like a proper sissy, she slipped out of my room without me even noticing. For the next hour, I continued rocking my behind and sliding the dildo in and out of my hole.
Despite feeling like I was on the cusp of a release several times, I struggled to slip over the edge. It felt like my body was aching for any kind of stimulation to my penis so that I could finally orgasm, but that was not possible with the chastity cage locked onto me. As I brought my focus to another sensitive part of my body, I was surprised by how quickly feelings of arousal bubbled up.
While reaching into my dress, I began to circle my nipples with my fingers. With how sensitive and erect they had become, my body shuddered when I began to play with myself. Breathing became difficult, and my legs felt weak as I caressed my chest and began to squeeze lightly.
High-pitched moans and whines came out instinctively as I felt myself nearing the edge once again. However, it felt like something was different this time. While cupping my chest with both hands, my arousal was bubbling up and semen felt like it was at the tip of my penis. As I pinched my nipples while rocking back and forth on the dildo, the moment finally arrived.
Taking me by surprise, a rush of semen flowed out of my chastity-caged penis and down my leg. The warm fluid squirted out of me for almost a minute as I continued forcing the dildo in and out of my behind while continuing to play with my chest. Once the climax finally came to an end, I stepped forward and pulled the dildo from my behind. Feeling like a brand new person, I couldn’t help but smile while breathing heavily.
Having experienced being milked for the first time, I felt like I looked at myself in a whole new light. Perhaps it was because I was denied orgasming for months, but that climax was the most incredible experience I had ever had in my life. Knowing what my body was capable of had a way of changing my perspective on everything, from the way I presented myself to how I ached for a release. Although I still wasn’t completely sold on the sissy lifestyle, I was starting to grow fond of what it had to offer.
From Sissy Chrissy,





July 8th

Dear Mistress Rebecca,
After six full months of living at the Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization, my life before this place is starting to feel like a distant memory. I have been surrounded by pink in my room while wearing maid’s dresses, high heels, tights, and ladies’ underwear for so long that it feels completely normal and natural. In fact, throughout the last month, it has even become comforting.
Although there have been signs that my body has been changing, I have tried to ignore the warning signs and just tell myself that it is my male paranoia acting up. However, when I realized that my A-cup bra was not fitting properly anymore, I was forced to face the realization head-on. Upon putting on my bra one morning and seeing that my chest was spilling out, I notified Mistress Stephanie. When she looked at my chest, she smiled and congratulated me.
“I can’t believe you’re already moving up to a B cup!” Mistress Stephanie exclaimed. “You’re progressing so well. Mistress Rebecca will be very pleased.”
Unsure of how to handle this news, I kept my head down and stayed silent while Mistress Stephanie measured my chest.
Upon confirming my new bra size, Mistress Stephanie took all my bras away and told me that she would return later in the day with a new set of bras in a larger cup size. Although I should have been happy that I was allowed to take a break from wearing a bra, it was actually quite annoying. After months of getting used to my chest being supported, I was surprised to feel just how heavy my chest had become.
While walking around and doing my household chores as I normally would, I couldn’t help gripping my breast overtop of my dress frequently. The feeling of my chest moving and jiggling was uncomfortable physically and mentally as I realized just how much growth had occurred. Although I didn’t want to admit it, because I had been telling myself that my pectoral muscles had grown, there was no denying that I had grown a set of boobs.
When I stood in front of the mirror without my dress on, I couldn’t help but study my chest and how it had filled out. Instead of my chest looking manly with pectoral muscles, two round boobs had formed, which appeared quite perky. As I moved from side to side and hopped around, I was shocked to watch my boobs bounce and jiggle. However, instead of feeling horrified when seeing how my male form had evolved into a feminine silhouette, arousal grew inside of me. Because my monthly milking had been tied to stimulating my chest, I couldn’t help becoming curious about how it would feel if my chest grew even more. As I cupped my breast and turned from side to side in front of the mirror late in the day, Mistress Stephanie notified me that she had filled out my closet with a new set of bras.
Feeling excited to try one on, I scurried to the closet and quickly picked out a pink push-up bra. Upon putting it on, I felt a sense of relief almost immediately. Now that the weight of my boobs was supported, I felt confident and ready to tackle any task given to me.
With a newfound sense of confidence, I started the following day with my morning routine of showering, shaving, inserting my plug, doing my hair, and putting on my face before getting dressed. When Mistress Stephanie came by my room and notified me of a change to my usual schedule, I became nervous. However, when she told me that she would be working with me one on one, I put a smile on my face and curtsied for her.
Over the following days, Mistress Stephanie began instilling in me the proper way to carry myself. Although it has been a grueling process to unlearn all my manly tendencies and replace them with feminine and submissive movements, I did my best to follow her training. Starting with how I stood, Mistress Stephanie worked to transform my posture and standing position. Although it did not come naturally, I began to stand and wait like a proper sissy.
Just as Mistress Stephanie had taught me, I now keep my shoulders rolled back with my chest stuck out at all times. My elbows are always kept behind my shoulders while my wrists hang limply. There is always a smile on my face while I portray an eager attitude to serve and please my mistress. But most importantly, I am constantly thinking about whether I am acting feminine and submissive enough.
When I walk, I swing my hips with exaggerated movements while keeping my shoulders still. Although most women don’t walk in such a flamboyant manner, I have learned that sissies should do everything they can to compensate for the little appendage locked between their legs. Because of my high heels training, I don’t even have to think about walking a straight line while focusing on the rest of my body. However, with any movement I make, I have learned to constantly ask myself if I am appearing graceful, submissive, and feminine enough. After weeks of focusing on my movements with Mistress Stephanie training me, I have progressed to the point that Mistress Stephanie uses me as a model for other sissies to emulate.
My household chores are starting to feel like a breeze as I daydream while completing tasks. It feels like my body goes on autopilot while vacuuming, doing the laundry, scrubbing the floors, and completing any other household chores that are asked of me. After months of repetition and doing the same chores daily, regardless of whether the sissy school is clean or not, I have become proficient in all the tasks necessary to maintain a home.
I know you will be impressed with me when you see what I am capable of. The days of my struggling to clean the home or prepare a meal are long gone. When you have me back, I will cook, clean, and make you feel like a queen. After everything you have done for me, you deserve to be treated like royalty.
I truly hope you are doing well, and I miss you very much. I still think about you every day, even though I am only writing once a month now. Your smile and charm live in my mind when I close my eyes to rest. Your laugh and voice ring in my ears when I lay down in the silence of my room. Even your wardrobe and impressive style are on my mind as I get dressed in the mornings. You are the object of my desire, and I am eager to see you again.
From Sissy Chrissy,




August 5th

Dear Mistress Rebecca,
It’s hard to believe that it is already August. With how busy Mistress Stephanie has been keeping me, it feels like the months are flying by and time is passing quicker than ever. Although it feels like I have found my rhythm here at the Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization, there have been even more changes thrust upon me over the last month.
For starters, I got my ears pierced! And not just one piercing on each ear, but three. I was quite nervous before doing it, but now that I have gotten used to wearing earrings, I am happier than ever. Even though it is a subtle difference in my appearance, it feels like my earrings have a way of tying my whole outfit together.
Mistress Stephanie has given me a few styles of earrings to choose from each day, but my favorites are the large hoop earrings. They feel so feminine and dainty, and I can’t help thinking about them throughout the day as I do my household chores. Along with my hoop earrings, I often wear studs, huggies, and clusters. Although I also like my tassel and dangle earrings, I usually just stick with hoops and studs.
Besides integrating earrings into my daily outfit, I have also had to change out my chastity cage once again. It is hard to believe that my penis has shrunk so much in such a short time, but when I noticed that my chastity cage was feeling loose again, I notified Mistress Stephanie immediately. She was delighted that I was honest with her, so she took the opportunity to milk me before putting me into a smaller chastity cage. Although I had been getting milked by riding a dildo suction-cupped to the wall during the last few sessions, Mistress Stephanie took me by surprise by offering to use the dildo on me. Feeling excited by her offer, I accepted gleefully.
After pulling out my butt plug, I bent over my bed while Mistress Stephanie lubed up the dildo and readied it for an entrance. Upon pressing the tip against my hole, I let out a deep exhale and relaxed my body. Upon feeling the tip slide past my opening, I did my best to relax as I felt the rest of the shaft snake inside of my bottom with little resistance.
In a very short time, Mistress Stephanie began shoving the dildo in and out of my hole quickly and roughly while I remained bent over the bed. The feeling of being pegged while my body remained still was both exhilarating and arousing. As I felt my member attempting to harden, the cage suffocated my erection while it pressed against all sides of the chastity cage. After going a month since my last milking session, my blue balls felt like they could explode at any second.
With the way Mistress Stephanie worked the dildo in and out of my hole, it felt like I neared an orgasm much quicker than when I used the dildo by myself. In a matter of minutes, my tip was leaking pre-cum, and soft moans were coming out involuntarily. When I put my hand on my chest and began to caress my boobs, an eruption came almost immediately.
While squealing and moaning, squirt after squirt escaped my chastity-caged penis as I fondled my chest. Shivers ran up my spine, and my legs went weak while I remained bent over with my bottom stuck out. As Mistress Stephanie slowed down her movements and pulled the dildo from my behind, I collapsed onto the bed and struggled to move. It felt like all my energy had been drained as I lay face down on the bed and caught my breath.
“You wait right there while I grab your new cage.” Mistress Stephanie informed.
Although I was drained physically and mentally, I responded appropriately. “Yes, mistress.”
When Mistress Stephanie returned a few minutes later, I pulled myself up from the bed and stood upright. Upon fixing my dress, I stood in the proper sissy stance while Mistress Stephanie kneeled in front of me. After unlocking my chastity cage, she set it on the floor before showing me the new one I would be wearing. When I saw how small the chastity cage appeared, I worried that it may not fit.
“There is only one size smaller than this, which we call the button chastity cage.” Mistress Stephanie informed. “It will be a while before you are ready for that one though.”
Upon sliding the base ring of the chastity cage over my penis and balls, Mistress Stephanie positioned the cage portion over my member. Although it was a tight fit, Mistress Stephanie managed to secure the surprisingly small metal cage onto my privates before locking it in place. Once my underwear was fixed, I could hardly see a bulge at my crotch.
“I swear, every day you are looking more and more like the perfect sissy.” Mistress Stephanie complimented.
“Thank you, mistress.” I responded while blushing.
“Now, this isn’t all. With each smaller-sized cage, you will wear a larger plug.” Mistress Stephanie said before showing me the noticeably larger butt plug. “You will wear this every day instead of the other one. Understand, sissy?”
“Yes, mistress. Right away.” I said before taking the plug and scurrying to the bathroom.
Upon lathering the plug with lube, I brought it to my rear and pushed it against my opening. As the rounded portion began to make its way inside of me, my mouth dropped wide open and my body tensed. This plug was substantially larger than my last one, and it was clear it would take some getting used to.
After several attempts where I pushed the plug in and pulled it out when it became too uncomfortable, I forced it all the way inside and pulled my underwear and tights up. With how much larger my new plug felt, I struggled to walk normally as I went about the rest of my day. It felt like each movement caused the plug to shift around in my bottom, as I was constantly aware of its presence. Although I was sure I would get used to it eventually, I had no idea how long that would take. Despite my initial discomfort with the latest change that Mistress Stephanie thrust upon me, I took everything in stride with a smile on my face.
After several months of living here at the Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization, I don’t even feel like the same person who arrived at the beginning of the year. I can’t wait for you to see how much I have changed and what I have been willing to do to fix myself. I have been a terrible husband, but I hope you will see that I can be an outstanding sissy who will serve and respect you. You have no idea how much I miss you and think about you every day.
From Sissy Chrissy,




September 9th

Dear Mistress Rebecca,
Something has been brought to my attention by Mistress Stephanie that made me feel quite nervous. I know my body has been changing over the last several months because of what they have been feeding me, but with how gradual the changes have been, I have grown to accept the new me that I see in the mirror each day. However, when I was informed that you would like me to go in for breast augmentation surgery, I became anxious.
Is this the only surgery that you would like me to have, or are there more surgeries to come? Mistress Stephanie has assured me that it will be only one surgery for now, but that other surgeries may be considered at another time. Although my chest has been growing for months, I am still not sure about increasing my cup size to a DD cup. This feels like a change that would be irreversible, and I fear that I will never be able to present as a male ever again.
When I complained to Mistress Stephanie about the surgery and told her that I was not sure if I could go through with it, she took my apprehension as defiance. Since sissies are supposed to remain submissive while willingly feminizing their bodies at any opportunity that presents itself, Mistress Stephanie decided to punish me. To put me into a more submissive state of mind, she handcuffed my hands behind my back for two weeks straight.
Although I had already endured this punishment a few months ago, it did not make it easier the second time. With my hands cuffed behind my back, I felt wholly submissive to Mistress Stephanie because I was required to ask her before any task that was usually mundane. When needing to use the toilet, I would have to ask Mistress Stephanie and wait until she was ready to accompany me to the bathroom. After getting up in the morning, Mistress Stephanie had to help shower me, shave my body, insert my butt plug, get me dressed, do my makeup, and style my hair. Even though it felt like Mistress Stephanie had to work twice as hard to watch over me, it appeared that she enjoyed treating me like her doll.
With my hands cuffed behind my back, I couldn’t do my chores as I usually would, but that didn’t mean that I got to take two weeks off, either. Mistress Stephanie found ways of making me useful by sticking a feather duster in my mouth so that I could dust around the sissy school. She also attached a serving tray to the front of my body by attaching it around my neck so that I could serve drinks to the mistresses while they lounged and relaxed. But perhaps the most humiliating thing that I was forced to endure was being put on display for my monthly milking.
Once all the sissies were finished with their tasks for the evening, Mistress Stephanie brought everyone into my room, where they gathered around me. After being ordered to bend over, I complied with her command and presented my bottom to the room. When Mistress Stephanie pulled down my tights and underwear, my whole body tensed.
“Now, sissies, I want you to watch and learn how a proper sissy acts while she is milked.” Mistress Stephanie said while speaking to the room full of people. “Notice how her back is arched with her butt stuck out and presented. Her legs are straight, and her high heels are together. And even though I am behind her, she keeps her chin up in case I want to use her mouth.”
When I heard Mistress Stephanie lubing up the dildo, I couldn’t help but become nervous. 
“Now, once the butt plug is removed, you will feel empty and anxious for the fun to begin. But don’t go complaining to your mistress and demanding that she begin before she is ready. Just stay silent, submissive, and ready for her to peg you when she decides.” Mistress Stephanie informed the room full of sissies.
As she pressed the tip against my hole, I couldn’t help letting out a long exhale, followed by a sensual moan.
“Listen to how the sissy moans and whines with pleasure. It is important for the sissy to show enthusiasm while being pegged by moaning, whining, and squealing louder as she nears an orgasm. That way her mistress can decide if she wants to let her sissy cum, or stop before she climaxes.” Mistress Stephanie said while pushing the dildo further into my bottom.
While Mistress Stephanie sped up her thrusts, I couldn’t help but moan louder as my arousal grew. However, with my arms cuffed behind me, I became frustrated by the fact that I couldn’t stimulate my chest. Although I was enjoying the sensations in my rear, I felt like I could not slip over the edge without my boobs being played with. After fifteen minutes of Mistress Stephanie pegging me and bringing me right up to the edge, she paused.
“This pegging would have been enough for most sissies to squirt right into their panties, but this sissy is a little different. She is so obsessed with her boobs that she hasn’t been properly milked without her nipples being played with. You may notice that you have a special part of your body that needs attention when being milked, and that is perfectly acceptable, as long as it isn’t that little thing locked between your legs.” Mistress Stephanie said before laughing. “Do I have any volunteers who would like to help milk this sissy?”
When none of the sissies raised their hands, Mistress Stephanie asked one of the other mistresses to come and assist her. As mistress Sharon stepped in front of me, I closed my eyes and braced myself. She was one of the more aggressive and dominating mistresses at the sissy school, and I was glad that I spent more time with Mistress Stephanie than with her. Upon feeling her grip on my chest, I whimpered.
While Mistress Stephanie began pegging me again, Mistress Sharon squeezed my boobs roughly and pinched my nipples. Although it was not quite as pleasurable as when I caressed my chest lightly, I could still feel arousal building almost immediately. After only a few minutes of being pegged while Mistress Sharon pushed and pulled on my chest, squirts began to shoot out of my chastity cage. When I heard the other sissies giggling while pointing at me, I put my head down in shame and embarrassment.
“See, this sissy is all about her boobs. That is exactly why her mistress ordered her to go in for a breast augmentation. In just a few weeks, she will have a set of DD-cup boobs that will make all you sissies jealous.” Mistress Stephanie informed. “Now, I think this sissy has had enough for one night. You are all dismissed.”
While all the other sissies and mistresses left the room, Mistress Stephanie stayed to help clean me up and change my outfit before bed. Once I was lying down with the covers pulled over me, Mistress Stephanie left me alone until the following day. However, when I woke up the next morning, I felt like I had a whole new perspective on my breast augmentation surgery. After thinking long and hard overnight, I came to the realization that breast augmentation surgery could be the best thing for me for many reasons.
The first and most obvious reason is the fact that I don’t believe I can even cum any more without my chest being played with. During my monthly milking sessions, including my most recent one, it has become apparent that the thing that pushes me over the edge is having my boobs caressed and fondled. A deep connection has been made between my orgasms and my chest being manhandled, and I can only imagine how it will feel when my boobs are increased by multiple cup sizes.
The second reason I came to understand for getting a boob job is the realization that my identity now revolves around being a sissy. Something deep inside of me has begun to enjoy dressing up, doing my makeup, and presenting as a pretty little sissy that is wholly submissive and feminine. Although I don’t believe I could climax anymore without being dressed and made up femininely, it is not just about experiencing a release anymore. I believe that an enhanced chest will give me the confidence to present myself as a sissy not just inside of this sissy school, but in the outside world as well.
The third and most important reason for me to go through with this breast enhancement surgery is because you want it. The only thing that matters in my mind now is making you happy and following what you desire for me. And if getting a breast augmentation is the next step in fulfilling my destiny as a submissive sissy that is wholly devoted to you, I will go through with the surgery willingly and gleefully.
I can’t thank you enough for everything you have done for me and everything you continue to do by allowing me to stay at this school. It has begun to feel like home, and I don’t know how I will be able to leave this place behind. From the beautiful outfits that I get to wear daily, to the wonderful sissies that I have made friends with here, this place has changed my life. However, as your devoted sissy, I know that it is your choice when I must leave this school.
From Sissy Chrissy,




October 7th

Dear Mistress Rebecca,
The surgery was a success! I am still really drowsy and can’t think very clearly. But even though I am still recovering, I wanted you to know that I am doing great. I have been taking the medication that was prescribed while following all the rules that were laid out for my recovery. It still feels strange to have so much added weight on my chest, but I know it will become the new normal soon enough when I start to get back to my regular routine.
Because of the painkillers I am on, everything feels cloudy, and I can’t focus on anything. All I can do is lie down and rest for most of the day each day. Honestly, I am struggling to keep my eyes open and write this letter to you right now, but I know how important it is to keep you informed on what is happening here at the Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization.
With this monumental change to my body, I can happily report that the man who arrived at this school nine months ago is officially gone. I have become unrecognizable as the man I once was, not only in how I look, but in how I dress, talk, walk, and act. I now realize that everything that has happened to me while staying here has reshaped me from the horrible husband I once was into the submissive feminized sissy I now am. From the way I can strut around in high heels and move like a full-fledged sissy, to the way I dress myself and put on my own makeup each morning, I feel like I have been fully transformed. There is no way I could ever look at myself as a man ever again, and I thank you for making that a reality.
I apologize for cutting this letter short, but I literally had to drag myself across the room to sit at a desk and write you a letter. Please know that I am still thinking about you constantly and that everything I am doing is for you. Although this has been a difficult and painful process, I know it will be worth it if it makes you happy. Until I write again next month, know that I love you and I am so excited to show you my new and improved body.
From Sissy Chrissy,




November 4th

Dear Mistress Rebecca,
This last month has been the best yet! I am so sorry for my short letter last month. My boobs were still hurting really badly, and I was medicated. But now that I am done with my recovery, my perky boobs have given me the girl-power confidence that I needed. Seriously, I wish you could see how big and round they are. When I cup my boobs, they totally spill out of my hands. It’s fabulous!
I feel like I have become a new person since my surgery. The last shreds of my masculinity are completely gone, and there is no way to look at myself as a man ever again. My body is finally resembling an hourglass figure with the way my hips have rounded out and my waistline has shrunk. I feel like I have totally become the perfect submissive feminized sissy, and I couldn’t be happier!
Once I recovered after my surgery, Mistress Stephanie provided a whole new set of bras and dresses. Obviously, my old bras wouldn’t fit now that I am a DD cup, but my dresses were feeling too tight with the way my chest filled out. My new pink maid’s dresses still hug my body, but they provide more room for my chest so that I can, like, actually breathe while I am dressed.
When I slip into my maid’s dress with a push-up bra underneath, you would not believe how gorgeous I look. It’s delightful how a breast enhancement can totally transform how a person looks and thinks about themself. Like seriously, I feel so sexy and comfortable in my own skin now that I have the perfect set of boobs.
The other sissies here at the school already looked up to me, but now that I went through with the surgery, they totally idolize me. All the other sissies keep asking how it feels, if it was painful, and if I feel like it was worth it. And my answer has stayed the same for each sissy. “It’s like the best thing you could ever do for yourself! Just do it and don’t look back.”
My daily chores feel more exhilarating than ever because whenever I look down, I am constantly reminded of my new assets. It’s actually really funny, I can’t even see my feet anymore when I am standing up straight and I look down. In fact, I can’t see any of my body below my chest because of how perky my boobs are. I am like, so in love with the new me, and I can’t thank you enough for having me go through with the surgery.
When Mistress Stephanie notified me that it was time for my monthly milking session, I like totally screamed with excitement. For the first time since my surgery, I was allowed to touch myself while being pegged. Even though Mistress Stephanie told me that I would have to milk myself all alone, I still couldn’t wait to jump right in.
After being given my favorite black dildo with realistic-looking veins, I hurried to the bathroom and lubed it up really good. Upon trotting into my room, I used the suction cup base to stick the dildo to the wall before lifting my dress and pulling down my cute pink tights and lacy underwear. When I scooted my butt back until the tip pressed against my hole, I couldn’t help but squeal with excitement.
As I felt the dildo spread my cheeks and fill me up, I slowly brought my hands to my chest and began caressing my brand new boobs. With my eyes closed and my body relaxed, I rocked back and forth while forcing the length of the dildo in and out of my tight little hole. While squeezing my chest with both hands, I increased my speed and bounced back and forth rhythmically, like I was riding a real cock.
With the weight of my new chest resting in my hands, I felt my arousal building up like super quick. While squeezing my boobs, rubbing my nipples, and moaning like a sissy whore, I could feel pre-cum leak from my little clit surprisingly fast. As I continued to rock my hips and bounce my body against the wall, so that the length of the long hard dildo was fully inserted, I could feel my boobs swinging even though I was cupping them with both hands. With my attention being split between the sensations coming from my bottom and chest, I tensed my body and felt the first few squirts escaping my chastity cage.
Shivers ran up my spine and my legs went weak as a month’s worth of cum was forced out by the large black dildo entering and exiting my tight hole repeatedly. While squeezing my boobs and slowly rocking my hips, I continued until not one drop was left and I was milked dry. When I finally stopped, I remained bent over with the dildo filling my hole for several minutes.
Upon regaining some energy, I stepped forward and pulled the dildo out before taking a deep breath and, like, totally giggling. It felt like I had just experienced the best orgasm since arriving at the Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization, and I had my new set of gorgeous boobs to thank for it. The added weight and size of the boobs did wonders for my arousal, and I already couldn’t wait to be milked again right after I was finished. After cleaning up and washing the dildo, I notified Mistress Stephanie that my milking session was over.
Throughout the rest of the month, I continued with my regular routine while a few sissies followed me around like lost puppies. It’s hard to believe that I was once like these brand new sissies that struggle to clean, walk in high heels, or do their own makeup. After months of practice, all these girly routines and feminine activities feel like second nature. I don’t think I can ever go back to pretending to be a man ever again, and I really don’t want to. Dresses are way more comfortable than pants or shorts, and if I get cold, tights are like the best way to stay warm while looking adorable. I don’t think I would recognize myself without makeup anymore, and my long, blonde, curly hair has become part of my identity. To be honest, I am starting to get scared of leaving this place. Mistress Stephanie has been the best trainer ever, and I really look up to her. When you must have me back, I will come willingly, but please don’t make it too soon. This sissy school is totally fabulous!
From your devoted Sissy Chrissy,




December 9th

Dear Mistress Rebecca,
It has been almost a year since I came to the most fabulous place on earth. I can’t even believe how fast the time has flown by, but I couldn’t be happier with the sissy I have become. The selfish, secretive, and thickheaded male who arrived at the beginning of this year is long gone, and all that is left is a delicate, submissive, and feminine sissy who’s only desire is to serve you and make you the happiest mistress on earth.
Mistress Stephanie has notified me that my time at this school is, like, basically over, and that you are ready for me to come home at the end of the month. Believe me, I am totally jumping with joy to see you, but I have to be honest about how I will miss this lovely sissy school. I’m crying a little just thinking about it. The Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization has changed not only how I look on the outside, but like, how I feel on the inside. Before staying at this charming school, I was not courageous enough to explore my gender and come to terms with the submissive sissy who was trapped inside.
When you walked in on me going through your underwear drawer last year, I like totally panicked and became defensive, because I was worried you would discover my secret obsession with women’s clothing and high heels. Now that I have nothing to hide anymore and I have let my inner sissy out, it’s time to come clean. I have tried on your underwear before, and your bras, and a couple of your dresses. If we were the same size shoe, I would’ve totally worn your high heels. I have always had a secret desire to dress and act femininely, but I didn’t feel comfortable enough with myself to show anyone how much of a sissy I am. I guess when I said the things that I did about your trans sister, that was my own insecurity spilling out. Secretly, I always thought that your sister was the bravest person I know.
When I do come home at the end of this month, Mistress Stephanie is going to let me bring my whole wardrobe home with me. I am, like, so excited to show you all my pink maid's uniforms and cute pink accessories. With your permission, I would like to keep dressing in my uniform while I take care of everything around the house and obey your every command. It feels like my sissy maid uniform puts me in the submissive sissy mindset where I am totally ready to serve, and I would hate to take a step backward when I come home to you.
You will also be happy to know that Mistress Stephanie is going to mail you the key to my chastity cage so that you can decide when or if I am ever unlocked again. After spending months in 24/7 chastity, it has become comforting to keep my little clitty locked up and out of sight. The only times that Mistress Stephanie has unlocked my chastity cage were when I needed to put on a smaller size, because my little clitty keeps shrinking. And speaking of, I have finally graduated to the smallest size chastity cage available!
The little button chastity cage is so cute and tiny that you can’t even see a bulge in my crotch beneath my cute underwear and pink tights. It keeps my clitty completely flat and gives my crotch a smooth appearance. My only hope is that my little clitty keeps shrinking until there is nothing left. It is basically useless at this point anyway, because the only way I am able to be milked is by filling my hole and playing with my boobs.
That is why Mistress Stephanie gave me an even larger butt plug to fill myself with daily. The girth is like, even wider than my dildo, but the length is just a little shorter. Now that I have been wearing my new butt plug for two weeks, I feel ready to receive like anything. In fact, during my last milking session, Mistress Stephanie let me use the biggest dildo at the sissy school.
This fabulous dildo is unthinkably long at about ten inches in length, while it also has more girth than any natural penis ever could. When I laid my eyes on the dildo for the first time, my mouth dropped wide open and I felt butterflies fluttering around in my stomach. As I pulled my butt plug out and readied the dildo for the first time, my hands shook because of how nervous and excited I felt. When Mistress Stephanie noticed just how anxious I appeared, she took the dildo from me and offered to peg me one last time before I left the sissy school.
As I bent over with my bottom presented like a good little sissy, Mistress Stephanie pushed the tip of the dildo against my hole and continued applying pressure until I opened up to accept it. Feeling like I was about to split in two, I squealed and stomped my high heels as it filled my hole and forced me to stretch substantially. When Mistress Stephanie saw that I was struggling and asked if I wanted to take a break, I responded immediately. “Like, hell no! I want you to totally wreck me so that I can’t walk right for a week!”
Mistress Stephanie took my words literally and began shoving the dildo in and out of my tight little pussy so hard that I couldn’t even think straight. 
I struggled to make a sound as my muscles tensed and my body totally froze in place. Feeling the incomprehensible size of this monstrous cock ravaging my hole caused the most fabulous sensations to travel around my bottom. Although my penis felt like it could not possibly grow hard anymore, arousal was bubbling up quickly, and I knew that I could squirt at any second. As I felt my boobs swinging from how Mistress Stephanie was rocking my body by pegging me, I cupped each boob with my hands and began playing my nipples. However, when Stephanie saw me cupping my chest, she ordered me to put my hands behind my back.
Feeling like I needed to play with my chest in order to climax, I began to whimper as I followed her order. With my eyes closed, I let out high-pitched squeals as Mistress Stephanie reached around to my chest with her free hand and gripped my left boob. Upon feeling her touch, my whole body lit up, and the first drops started to leak from my little cage.
As she flicked my nipple and circled it with her finger, I struggled to hold back the most amazing climax of my entire life. With my knees shaking, I bit my pink-painted lip and let out a soft whimper. When I felt Mistress Stephanie reach around to my right boob and play with my other nipple, the floodgates opened and a rush of white fluid squirted out of my chastity cage.
Over the course of this year, it has felt like my orgasms have only grown more intense and enjoyable, with this last orgasm being the sweetest and most delightful so far. I felt totally satisfied when Mistress Stephanie was like, finally done with me, and I felt so cute and adorable because of how she filled my hole. Upon having the dildo pulled out of my bottom, I breathed heavily before trying to compose myself.
Once I regained control of my body, I reinserted the butt plug before changing my lacy underwear and pink tights. As I went about the rest of the day, I struggled to walk normally because of how hard Mistress Stephanie pegged my little hole. When finishing my chores, I struggled to bring my legs together and was like totally waddling around the sissy school. When the other sissies noticed, a few of the sissies laughed and giggled at me while some of them were totally jealous. I guess I would be too if another sissy were ravished by Mistress Stephanie like I was.
That night, I sat with a few other sissies and painted my nails bright pink with them. We chatted and talked about how wonderful it is to be a sissy while helping each other with the nail polish. As we chatted about our mistresses waiting for us at home, I couldn’t help crying a little. I felt so stupid with my eyeliner and mascara running in front of all the other sissies who look up to me, but I couldn’t hold back my emotions anymore. I love the Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization, and I will have a hard time leaving this place. My only hope is that one day you will let me return to the place that showed me who I am and who I am meant to be. I love you, Mistress Rebecca, and I can’t wait to see you. But until then, I will be cherishing every last second at the Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization.
From your Feminized, Devoted, and Wholly Submissive Sissy Chrissy,




Epilogue

January 13th
Dear Stephanie,
I can’t thank you enough for everything you have done for me and my sissy Chrissy. Our relationship dynamics have never been better, and I feel like I am falling in love all over again. From the way she dresses and presents herself to the way she serves me and maintains the home, you have worked miracles in our life. My little sissy Chrissy is the perfect companion that I feel so lucky to have.
When sissy Chrissy returned home with her new wardrobe, I was nervous that she might return to her old ways. Instead, she got right to work the second she got home and began cleaning our kitchen, doing laundry, and planning out our meals for the next week. As she minced around in her stiletto high heels with a pink maid’s dress on, I questioned whether this was even the same person.
Aside from sleeping and eating, she is always on her heels while looking for some way to serve or clean. With how small our home is, she ends up cleaning the entire home every day, regardless of whether it is clean or not. When she has downtime, I find her checking over her makeup in the bathroom, doing her hair, or looking over her outfit to make sure everything is perfect. I swear, she is more in tune with her appearance than any woman I have ever met.
Every morning, she wakes up early to shower, shave, insert her butt plug, put on her face, and do her hair before getting dressed in lacy panties, pink tights, a push-up bra, high heel stilettos, and a frilly pink maid’s dress. She still loves her hoop earrings and studs, while her nails are always kept neatly painted pink. Every day, all day, she presents as the girliest person I have ever known while keeping a smile on her face and showing that she is eager to serve me and make me happy.
While sitting down for dinner one evening and enjoying a meal that sissy Chrissy had prepared, I opened up to her about how I had also explored my sexuality over the last year. I explained that before I had sent her away to the Sissy School of Submissiveness and Feminization; I had always wondered if I were bisexual, but I had never explored that side of myself. However, with some encouragement from friends and family while hearing about what sissy Chrissy was going through, I decided to put myself out there and visit a few bars that were LGBTQ-friendly. And that’s when I had met Stacy.
Stacy is a free spirit woman who kept me on my toes, literally. She is really into bondage, tie-ups, and gags, which is why most of our lovemaking was done with me tightly bound in high heels. Although it was foreign to me at first, there was something liberating about giving up control during sex and allowing myself to be used. It felt like the stresses from work and everyday life melted away every time Stacy and I made love, and I will always cherish my time with her. Even though our relationship came to an end around thanksgiving, because of her relocating for her job, I will always be grateful for our time together and what she showed me about myself.
Although sissy Chrissy appeared slightly jealous when hearing about Stacy for the first time, she quickly plastered a smile on her face and assured me she was happy that I had done some sexual exploration of my own. After sharing with her how I had grown in my sexual identity and how I felt fulfillment in the bedroom, I asked sissy Chrissy if she would be willing to experiment with bondage and role-play. And of course, her answer was yes.
On the very next evening after our conversation, I took off work early and dressed myself in a latex teddy bodysuit that hugged my body like a second skin. After slipping into a pair of high heel stiletto boots that cut off at my upper thighs, I pulled my hair into a high ponytail and put on my face with dark eye makeup. With sissy Chrissy standing in front of me in her pink maid’s dress and light-colored makeup, she was shaking as I assumed an aggressive demeanor I had learned from Stacy.
After tying her wrists behind her back, I wasted no time gagging her with a ball gag before pushing her onto our bed. Once her ankles were tied together tightly as well, I used another length of rope to secure sissy Chrissy into a tight hogtie.
“There, try to wiggle out of that.” I said while staring down at her as if she were my prey.
While watching her try to squirm out of her restraints, I became wet at the sight of her. Seeing sissy Chrissy in her pink maid’s uniform with her DD-cup chest heaving with each breath, I caressed her cheek with the back of my hand.
“You look so cute all tied up.” I commented. “I just can’t believe how perfect your body looks with that hourglass frame and your smooth body.”
After moaning in response, sissy Chrissy bit down on her gag while staring upward at me with longing eyes.
“Don’t worry, I’ll milk you before the night is over, but I don’t know how much fun I want to have before I do that.” I informed while sitting next to her and reaching down toward her chest. “From all the letters you sent, it sounds like you can’t even cum anymore unless you are penetrated and your boobs are manhandled…just like a proper sissy.”
While fondling her left boob and pinching it lightly, sissy Chrissy let out a loud moan before her eyes fluttered and her body melted. Upon reaching down to her crotch, I could feel that her button chastity cage was already beginning to leak pre-cum.
“Wow, I can’t believe how sensitive you’ve become…” I commented. “I hope you’re ready, because I want to make tonight a night you’ll never forget.”




Thank you for reading!
If you enjoyed this book or any of the other books in this series, please consider leaving a review. Five-star reviews are extremely helpful and let me know to continue writing stories like these. To stay up to date with new releases, please follow me on Amazon and Instagram at jane_doe_feminization_author.
Thank you so much for the support and for taking time out of your day to read one of my many stories.
-Jane Doe




Books By This Author

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

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

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

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

In ‘Walk Like A Sissy’, we meet Tyler, who is getting himself ready for a mysterious crossdressing weekend getaway with his wife. The only instructions that he had received before the trip were to pack a suitcase full of feminine supplies and to be crossdressed with makeup and a wig on when she arrives home. Although he is nervous because he has never gone out in public while crossdressed, he follows her orders and presents himself to her when she arrives home from work. Upon her arrival, she inspects her sissy and addresses him by his sissy name. When he is referred to as sissy Taylor, it’s as if his male persona melts away and he embodies the effeminate sissy he desires to become.
Before leaving for the trip, Ashley grabs a few lengths of rope and ties sissy Taylor’s wrists behind his back. After gagging him with a ball gag and leading him to the trunk of their car, he looks at his wife with confusion when she tells him to hop inside. Without much of a choice, he lays down in the trunk before Ashley ties his ankles and secures him in a hogtie position. Once the rest of the luggage is loaded into the car, sissy Taylor is forced to remain tied up and gagged for the multi hour trip to an unknown destination.
During their trip, sissy Taylor is forced to push his boundaries as he steps out in broad daylight while crossdressed and made up to look like a lady. While Ashley finds ways to embarrass him and force him to act ditzy to the people he meets, sissy Taylor’s inhibitions are slowly peeled away. Using a vibrating plug to signal when he should curtsey, Ashley teases sissy Taylor endlessly while he is stuck in chastity. Enjoy this romantic tale that explores crossdressing in a loving relationship where sissy Taylor’s spouse takes him on a journey of self exploration while forcing him to step out as the sissy he desires to become.
Sissy Maid Camp
 
Have you ever fantasied about going to a camp where you would be trained to be a proper sissy maid? Do you wish a place existed where sissies are made to wear the highest of heels, a maid’s dress, and makeup at all times with other sissies?
In ‘Sissy Maid Camp’, our protagonist finds out exactly how much his life can change over a summer. After a double dinner date with his wife and her friends from work, the couple learns about a camp where men are sent to be trained and taught how to be a proper sissy maid. Being a curious closeted sissy, he is intrigued by the camp and decides to try it out. While at camp, they are taught how to do their hair, makeup, and nails. Along with their new beauty regimen, they are trained to cook, clean, and serve their mistress diligently. A set of rules is instilled in the sissies, which requires them to stay quiet, curtsey, wear chastity, and act as girly as possible at all times. If a sissy disobeys or strays from the rules, they are punished swiftly. Although feminization surgery is not a requirement for camp, most of the sissies find themselves longing for a breast augmentation of their own. Over the course of the summer, our sissy learns that nothing will be the same when they return home from camp. They will continue to live as a sissy maid for their mistress permanently. Enjoy the tale as you witness the complete feminization of a young man into a sissy house maid eager to serve.
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. 
Sissy Maid Services Co.
 
In this story, we follow a young man who was just hired by the ‘Sissy Maid Services Co.’. After signing his employment contract, he is put through a rigorous training program where he is trained how to present himself as a proper sissy maid. As a part of his training, he is certified in makeup application, dress code standards, basic cleaning, proper hygiene, and personal entertainment. As the final step of the sissy maid program, they evaluate his body to determine if he fills out his uniform properly. Upon hearing the recommendation that he have three separate surgeries to augment his body, he demands an explanation from his boss.
While looking through his employment contract, the sissy maid discovers that they have no choice and must go through with the full feminization of their body. After recovering from their Brazilian butt lift, lip injections, and breast augmentation, the sissy maid is sent to their first client’s home, where they will stay overnight for a weekend.
Upon meeting the client for the first time at their mansion on the beach, the sissy maid is overwhelmed by how sexy the six foot tall man appears in the doorway. With his muscles glistening after a swim in the ocean, the sissy maid is at a loss for words as they stare at the unmistakable bulge in his swimsuit. While the sissy gets to know their client and learns how to satisfy his needs, the sissy maid is introduced to bondage and chastity when they become intimate. When the sissy maid is left bound and gagged for an entire night, they realize what it truly means to be a willing submissive. This steamy romance will have you aching for more as this sissy maid lives out every sissy’s maid fantasy.
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.
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 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?
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.
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?
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.
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.
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.
The Sissy Feminization Manor - Under Her Spell
 
Do you wish that a magical being would transform you and put you through your most devious of fantasies as a submissive sissy?

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

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

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