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Prologue

From the outside looking in, it would appear that I have everything a person could desire. In New York City, I own a penthouse suite with a full-time butler who cooks and cleans for me. When I feel the need to get away from the busyness of the big city, I fly on my personal jet to the Caribbean, where my second butler maintains a vacation home on my private island. If I ever feel the need for intimacy, beautiful and feminine housemates are ready to serve me at a moment’s notice. Having been born with a generous trust fund, money has never been a concern for me. Everything about my life should be perfect, so why do I still feel like something is missing?




Chapter 1

A troubled expression rested on my face as I tried to make sense of my muddled thoughts. While staring out the window from the backseat of a black luxury sedan, my driver navigated us through rush hour traffic. Rain droplets dribbled down the window as I watched us pull up to my high-rise building in New York City. Upon the vehicle being put into park, a doorman hurried over to my door with an umbrella in hand. He held the umbrella over me as I stepped out and walked with him to the entrance.
“Thank you.” I said, as he opened the door for me.
“It’s my pleasure, sir.”
After a short ride on the elevator, I stepped out into a small room with a double door leading to my apartment. Two potted plants sat on each side of the double door with a fire escape to my right. Aside from the small waiting area between the elevator and my entrance, my apartment sprawled across the entirety of the top floor.
Before I could reach for the doorknob, the left door swung open to reveal my butler, who had been waiting for me. Wearing a black and white tuxedo with white gloves, he looked proper and well maintained. His politeness always matched his respectable appearance.
“Hello, sir.” The butler greeted.
“Hello.” I said, while stepping past him and through the doorway.
“May I get you something to drink?” My butler asked while taking my coat.
“No, I’m alright, I just want to lie down.” I answered.
“Very good, sir.”
Walking down the ornate hallway, I walked past two bedrooms and the dining room before turning the corner in the living room. Floor to ceiling glass windows stretched across the length of the living room and overlooked Central park with two waterways in the distance on the left and right. I glanced out the windows before walking down another hallway connected to the living room. After walking past another three doorways, I opened the double doors to my master bedroom at the end of the hall.
Closing the doors behind me, I unbuttoned my shirt and threw it to the floor before jumping face first into my plush king-sized bed. After letting out a deep exhale, I closed my eyes and relaxed my arms at my sides. Using as little energy as possible, I kicked my brown dress shoes off before slinking further into bed.
While trying to slip into a quick power nap, I tried my best to organize my thoughts, to no avail. ‘What am I going to do about Rachel and Bridget?’ I thought to myself. ‘I feel bad for leaving them on the island without saying anything, but I have no idea what to tell them. How am I supposed to choose?’ I rolled onto my back and stared at the ceiling as I thought back to my conversation with Rachel before I left my Caribbean island home.
While sitting on my patio that overlooked the shimmering turquoise ocean, I watched as Rachel brought me a tray with a hot breakfast on it. Wearing a pair of black high heels pumps, fishnet stockings, and a maid’s uniform that accentuated her full chest, Rachel marched over and presented the tray. After taking it from her hand, I set it on my lap and excused her.
Rachel lingered for a few moments before dragging her feet to the bedroom door. I could hear the clicks of her heels pause in front of the door followed by a long exhale. Figuring that something was on her mind, I called her back. The expression on her face confirmed my suspicion as she stepped in front of me.
“Is something wrong?” I asked.
Standing with most of her weight on her left high heel, she shifted her right foot back and forth while pointing her toe at the floor. With her hands fiddling behind her back, I could tell that she was struggling to keep herself composed.
“Master, it’s just that…well, I’m just starting to wonder…What are your intentions with me?” Rachel said meekly. 
“My intentions?” I asked.
“Yes, I mean, I do love it here, and I love spending time with you…” Rachel drifted off.
“What do you think my ‘intentions’ are?” I asked.
“I don’t know? And that’s what scares me, master.” Rachel said with her voice cracking.
“You don’t have to be scared. You aren’t going anywhere unless you want to.” I said, while trying to console her.
“But…I just love you so much, and I…I just want to be with you. Only you.” Rachel pleaded.
“Only me? I’m not sure what you’re getting at, but you know Bridget lives here, too. And you’re both very special to me.” I said, while reaching for her hand.
“Yes master, Bridget has been an amazing friend to me… Which is why I told her what I was going to ask you…” Rachel gripped my hand tightly as she struggled to get the words out.
“What are you getting at, Rachel?”
“I’m not asking for you to request Bridget to leave… She’s been a great friend and I would love for her to stay around.”
I stared deep into Rachel’s eyes as her emotions spilled over.
“I want to marry you, I want to be your wife… I want to be Mrs. Wellington.” Rachel said with her eyes tearing.
Rachel’s words echoed in my head as I laid on my king-sized bed with my eyes closed. I turned to my side, then violently shifted to my other side. Looking to my right, I stared blankly outside as the rain continued to splatter against the bedroom window of my apartment in the city. I ran my fingers through my hair before jumping out of bed and running to the bathroom.
After splashing some water onto my face from the bathroom sink, I stared at myself in the mirror. Breathing heavily, I couldn’t hold my gaze for very long and turned away. Walking to the shower, I stripped the rest of my clothes off and turned on the water. As I stepped into the shower, my mind wandered back to my conversation with Bridget on my vacation island.
“Master?” Bridget asked as I stormed down the stairs and headed for the front door of the island home. “Is everything alright, master?”
I paused in front of the door before turning around and facing Bridget. Wearing an identical uniform to Rachel, she stood with her feet together and her hands behind her back. Having lived on the island for over a year, Bridget’s mannerisms were more elegant and maid-like.
“I’m fine.” I said, trying to convince myself and her.
“You don’t sound fine, master?” Bridget said, while looking concerned.
I brought my hand up to my face and rubbed my right cheek while looking at the floor. I usually tried to display strength and confidence, but instead I was shaken.
“Is there anything I can do for you, master?” Bridget asked.
“Do you know what Rachel just asked?” I responded.
“I have a pretty good idea.”
“So you know she asked to be my wife?”
“Yes, master.”
“And what do you think about that?” I asked.
“Well master, I… kind of feel the same way…”
“Are you just saying this because of Rachel?”
“No, I mean, I didn’t have the balls to bring it up, but since it’s out there…obviously I would love to marry you, too. You’re my whole world.” Bridget explained while taking another step closer to me. We were less than a foot away as we locked eyes with each other.
“I don’t want Rachel to go away either. I just want to know that you’re committed to me, because I am 100% committed to you.”
“Why are you two doing this to me?” I said with a sigh. “You know I can’t marry you both.”
“I know, master. It just felt like something changed when Rachel arrived.”
“What changed?” I asked.
“I don’t know… but there’s something different about you.”
I turned away from Bridget and stormed out of the front door. After a short boat ride to a neighboring island, I flew back to New York City with my mind racing.
As I sat curled up in the shower with the water running over me, I replayed my conversations repeatedly in my head. Reflecting on what Rachel and Bridget had said, I came to realize that I was running away from something.




Chapter 2

After a restless night in bed, I awoke early the next morning. I went through my usual morning routine of showering, shaving, and getting dressed before heading to the dining room. The butler had already prepared breakfast and had it waiting on the table. It never ceased to amaze me how he would have a hot breakfast waiting, regardless of the time I was ready.
The dining room was quiet except for the sound of me scarfing down my plate of eggs Benedict with fresh fruit on the side. Once I was finished, I took the elevator to the main floor and walked outside, where my driver was waiting for me. After sliding into the backseat, the driver made eye contact through the rear-view mirror.
“Where to today, sir?” The driver asked.
“I need to stop by Jessica’s.” I said.
“Very good.”
I stared out the window blankly as we made our way through the crowded streets. The dreary rain from the previous day had turned to overcast, with some moderate winds blowing in. Although I felt anxious to speak with my long-time friend, I kept myself poised. After a half an hour ride, we arrived at Jessica’s salon.
I stepped out of the car and made my way inside while the driver waited for me. Upon stepping inside, I was greeted by the receptionist up front.
“Hi there, Mr. Wellington. What brings you in today?” The woman greeted.
“Is Jessica…” Before I finished my sentence, I caught sight of Jessica walking up from the back with a smile on her face.
“Conner! Oh my god, how are you doing?!” Jessica greeted as she came up and embraced me.
“I’m good. How are you?” I answered. Jessica’s high energy was difficult to match this early in the morning.
“I’m great. What brings you in?”
“Can we talk?” I asked abruptly.
“Well, I have an appointment with someone in like 15 minutes.”
“That’s alright, we’ll be back before then.” I said, while gesturing for her to follow me outside.
Jessica gave a concerned look before following behind me. “Just let Tonya know I’ll be back soon, ok?” Jessica told the receptionist on the way out.
We stepped up to my car before I opened the door and helped Jessica inside. Once she was seated, I scooted into the backseat with her.
“Take us around the block.” I ordered the driver before turning toward Jessica.
“So, what’s this about?” Jessica prodded.
“You remember that last girl I sent in to you?” I asked.
“The redhead? Of course, she was really sweet.”
“Yeah, she uh…she asked if I would marry her…” I explained.
Jessica giggled before answering, “She does know about the other girls that live with you, right?”
“Yes. And apparently she doesn’t care.” I answered.
“What did the other girls think about that?”
“The only other one is Bridget right now, and…”
“And what?” Jessica pried.
“And she asked the same thing.” I explained.
“Wait…” Jessica said while trying to keep herself from laughing, “You mean, both of your girls want to settle down with you?”
“Yeah, I don’t know what’s going on.”
“Maybe they both just really like you?” Jessica suggested.
“But do they really like me or what I did for them?”
“Can’t it be both? I mean, I didn’t think I could ever repay you for what you did for me. I hated the reflection I saw in the mirror until I had the surgeries that you paid for. The day I said goodbye to my manhood was the happiest of my life.”
“You know you don’t have to repay me for anything. Helping a friend was rewarding enough. Just look at you. You’re the hottest stylist in the city.” I responded.
“No wonder they both fell for you.” Jessica said, while putting her hand on my shoulder.
“I’m just… I’m not the man they think I am.”
“Do you really think you’ll scare them off by telling them about your fantasies?” Jessica asked sincerely.
“No…” I said abruptly. “But, with everything that I’ve been given, I just don’t think it would be right to quit helping other people fulfill their dreams first.”
“Aren’t you going to get tired of living through other people eventually? And whose dreams are you really fulfilling at this point?” Jessica asked.
“Most sissies fantasize about being feminized and dominated by an owner.” I asserted.
“That wasn’t my fantasy, and it doesn’t sound like it is for Rachel or Bridget either. My favorite part of the day is coming home to my man and being held in his arms.”
“But you were never a sissy. You were a woman trapped in a man’s body.”
“And what are you?” Jessica asked as we pulled back up to the salon.
I glanced at my watch before responding to Jessica, “You’re going to be late for your appointment. You better get going.”
The driver walked around and opened the door for Jessica as I thought about her question.
“I hate to see you like this. Just, please take care of yourself and be honest with Rachel and Bridget. You know where I am if you want to talk more.” Jessica said before stepping out of the car.
“Thank you.” I responded.
As the driver closed the door, Jessica walked back to the salon and stopped before entering. Looking over her shoulder, she smiled and waved before walking inside.
Once the driver was back in the vehicle, I requested to return to my building. On the way back, I pulled out my phone and made a call to the butler on my private island. I notified him that I would be sending my private jet to pick up Rachel and Bridget this afternoon. He assured me that they would be ready to leave within the hour.




Chapter 3

As the morning turned to afternoon, I received news that Rachel and Bridget had boarded the jet and were flying to New York. A few short hours later, I received word that the plane had landed and they were on their way to my apartment building. They must have been eager for an answer to their question that we parted on; However, the explanation that I was planning to give was probably not what they were looking for.
Standing in my living room, I stared out over the city as I pondered my next move. For years, I had spent my time and money seeking out young males who desired to be transformed into sissies. It felt like I had found my calling and was bringing a spark of joy to people who were isolated and needed a fresh start. Once I felt they were ready to move on, I would either find them someone else to serve or send them off with enough money to begin a new life. By denying myself what I wanted most and living through my housemates, I found a sense of fulfillment. However, that sense of fulfillment had been fading.
I came to realize that living through other people only suppressed my urges temporarily. Eventually, those urges began to spill over and cause me to act erratically. Becoming bored with the regular tie ups and gags, I began looking for more intense bondage to use on my girls. When it progressed to the point of encapsulating my girls in rubber sex doll suits that greatly restricted their movements, I realized I was taking this too far.
Although Rachel and Bridget entertained my fantasies and went along with them willingly, I knew I couldn’t keep them in the dark forever. The thrill that I had been seeking was dwindling, and I felt more like a tormentor than a philanthropist. Rachel and Bridget must have sensed the inner turmoil I had been dealing with the past two months, which is why they became concerned for me.
While staring out over the city at twilight, my butler informed me that Rachel and Bridget had arrived at the building and were on their way up. After thanking my butler for the update, I resumed my wide stare at the city while continuing to wait. A few short minutes later, I could hear Rachel and Bridget being let into the apartment by my butler. The clicks from their heels against the tile floor echoed down the hall as they made their way to the living room. While still in their maid uniforms, they were each wearing matching trench coats overtop.
“How was your trip?” I asked after turning toward them.
“It was great.” Rachel responded.
“Yeah, it was alright.” Bridget stated.
“Good. Why don’t you two have a seat.” I said while gesturing toward the three couches next to me. The couches were set up in a U shape and faced a large screen TV that I was standing beside. Sitting in the loveseat next to each over, Rachel and Bridget looked at me nervously while hoping I would address the elephant in the room.
“You’re probably wondering why I flew you up here so abruptly.” I said, while taking a few steps toward them and stopping a meter away.
“Look, I’m sorry for what I said, I just want to…” Rachel blurted before I cut her off.
“Stop. You don’t need to apologize.” I started. “You two have been amazing. I’ve loved the time we’ve spent with each other and will cherish it forever. I don’t want you two to leave, but I…” I paused as I tried to figure out the best way to say what I needed to. Rachel and Bridget sat at the edge of their seats while holding their breath.
“I think it’s time I made a change in my life. And to show you my appreciation, I have set up bank accounts for each of you and deposited two million dollars in each.”
“But, what are we supposed to do?” Bridget asked.
“Whatever you want. It’s yours to do with as you please.” I responded.
Rachel and Bridget looked at each other, confused. After a few moments, they turned their attention back to me with the one question I was hoping to avoid.
“Does this mean you don’t want to marry either of us?” Rachel asked.
I took a deep breath and looked down as I thought about my response.
“I think he just told us his answer. He wants us to take the money and leave.” Bridget chimed in. I hadn’t seen this side of Bridget in some time. Usually, she was very well mannered and maintained her composure. But now that she felt like she was on her way out, there was no reason to hold anything back.
“Is that true?” Rachel said with glassy eyes.
“It’s complicated, ok?” I answered.
“How can you be so cold?” Bridget fumed.
“What are you talking about? I just gave you each two million dollars!” I exclaimed.
“We don’t care about your money.” Rachel muttered under her breath.
“If you’re bored and want to get rid of us, just say so.” Bridget steamed. "I know you just want to find other people to play with until you get bored of them too.”
“I’m not looking for anyone else!” I said, raising my voice louder. 
I paused for a moment as I saw Rachel and Bridget sitting back in their seats with their arms crossed. They were both clearly upset.
“Look, I’m not the man that you think I am and I’m getting tired of pretending…” I said before pausing. 
Bridget squinted and turned her head to the side before responding. “What are you talking about?”
I took a deep breath while Rachel and Bridget continued to sit back and stare intently.
“I don’t want to be your master anymore, or anyone’s master for that matter. Ordering you two around and tying you up… that’s just not me.” I explained.
“Then what are you?” Bridget asked.
Turning toward the windows, I stared at the city while thinking about how to answer her question. I could hear Bridget and Rachel shifting in their seats as they waited impatiently.
“For a long time, I wanted exactly what you two have had. I wanted to be feminized and made to serve a master or mistress that would tie me up and dominate me. I spent years looking for someone who could make those dreams a reality, but no one ever came into my life that I felt like I could trust. So instead of sulking and feeling sorry for myself, I decided I would give others what I wished so badly for myself.” I turned and faced Rachel and Bridget before continuing. “But it’s just not enough for me anymore.”
As I looked into Rachel’s eyes, I could see a light going off in her head. It’s as if she was looking at me for the first time and understood me deeper than she ever had before. Turning my attention to Bridget, she seemed confused and troubled by my explanation. Her eyes stayed on the floor as she appeared to be lost in her own thoughts.
“I just want you two to be happy. It’s not fair to either of you to keep pretending.” I said solemnly.
“I want you to be happy too.” Rachel blurted. “We both do.”
Rachel put her hand on Bridget’s leg and gave a nudge.
“She’s right. We both care about you a lot, and this doesn’t change anything.” Bridget explained.
Rachel sat on the edge of the couch as she continued, “You’ve given me a life that I could’ve only dreamt of having before meeting you. And if I can give back even a sliver of what you’ve done for me, I would do it in a heartbeat.”
“That goes the same for me.” Bridget said in agreement.
“Do you two understand what I’m saying?” I said, while rubbing my face with my right hand.
“Yes.” Rachel responded. “You wanna be one of the girls… and I totally get it. It’s a lot of fun!”
“Yeah, I’d be jealous if I had to watch other people live my dream day after day.” Bridget explained. “I mean, you’ve already given us so much! I would love to help you live out your fantasy. I just want to stay with you, whatever it takes.”
“Same here. I just want you to be happy.” Rachel chimed in.
I looked deep into Rachel’s eyes and could feel the sincerity of her offer. As I turned to Bridget, I could see them both stand up and walk toward me. Standing just a foot away, Rachel and Bridget held each other’s hands while reaching for mine. I felt the soft touch of Bridget’s skin as she interlocked her fingers with mine and held my left hand tightly. Rachel’s touch felt just as soft as she interlocked her fingers with my right hand.
“So, do you want to give up your role as our master and submit to mistress Rachel and mistress Bridget?” Rachel asked.
I smirked as I responded to her. “Yes. Mistress Rachel.” The nervousness in Rachel’s voice was downright adorable, as she was not used to speaking to me in such a manner.
Bridget cleared her throat while glaring at me.
“And you too, mistress Bridget.”
Rachel and Bridget gave gleaming smiles as they each kissed my left and right cheek simultaneously.
“I think I’m going to enjoy this.” Bridget giggled. 




Chapter 4

After a long conversation with my new co-mistresses, I called the butler and informed him of the new arrangement. If I was to take this new role seriously, I needed everyone to be on board. I explained that I would be stepping down as the head of the household and that any questions could be directed to Rachel or Bridget.
“But sir,” my butler asked, “What about your daily schedule and your usual routine?”
“Just scrap it. And don’t call me sir anymore.” I responded.
“Sir…I…Mr. Wellington…” The butler stumbled as he tried to figure out how to address me.
“You don’t need to call me Mr. Wellington either. Or master. Or anything else like that.” I informed the butler.
“What shall I address you as?” the butler asked.
“It should probably be something girly.” Bridget chimed in. 
“Yeah, I agree.” Rachel said.
“Well, do you two have any ideas?” I said while crossing my arms.
Rachel and Bridget looked at each other as they thought. Bridget’s face lit up before leaning in toward Rachel and whispering something. Rachel giggled before shaking her head yes in response.
Bridget turned to the butler before speaking, “You can refer to him as Consuela, our newest maid.”
I frowned as I heard the name for the first time. “You know I’m not Spanish, right?”
“Did I ask you a question, Consuela?” Bridget said sternly.
“No…” I responded.
“No, what?” Bridget pushed. Apparently Bridget had already jumped into her new role headfirst.
“No, mistress.” I responded. 
“That’s better. We’re going to need to get you in skirts right away so you can start learning how to curtsey properly too.” Bridget informed.
“You don’t really NEED a skirt to curtsey.” Rachel chimed in.
“That’s true. Curtsey for us.” Bridget demanded.
With the butler, Rachel, and Bridget staring directly at me, I became nervous. In a few short minutes, I had gone from the man’s man of the house to their servant. I put my hands at my side and pinched the air as I swooped down for a curtsey.
“Not bad, but we’ll definitely have to work on that some more.” Rachel said, before turning her attention back to the butler. “Inform the butler on the island of our conversation and let the driver and pilot know as well.”
The butler looked at me for approval before responding. I looked away and avoided eye contact as we stood in the living room. A few moments later, the butler responded. “As you wish, madam.”
After the butler left the room, Rachel and Bridget turned their attention back to me.
“So, where to begin?” Bridget said while putting a finger up to her red painted lips and staring at me.
“I think we should get him out of those men’s clothes right away and into the proper uniform.” Rachel suggested.
“I think you’re right. And you know, the proper uniform should be worn at all times.” Bridget added.
“That’s right, and that includes makeup and the complete absence of body hair.” Rachel responded.
“I think that’s a great place to start. Consuela, go and shave everything… except for the hair on top of your head. We will come and examine you when we’re ready.” Bridget ordered.
“Yes, mistress.” I responded before walking toward my master bedroom.
“Um, where do you think you’re going?” Bridget asked while raising her voice.
“I was going to my bathroom to follow your order.” I responded.
Bridget cleared her throat loudly as she waited for me to address her properly.
“Mistress.” I blurted.
“The maid’s room is that way.” Bridget said, while pointing toward the other hallway.
Bridget tapped her foot as I looked back and forth between the two hallways. It felt like my first test as she was ordering me to give up my room and stay in the guest room where the girls usually stayed. I sighed before hanging my head and walking to the room that I was ordered to.
Bridget yelled as I walked down the hall. “And make sure to leave those clothes outside of your room before you clean up!”
As I stepped into the guest bedroom, my eyes were drawn to the expansive windows that overlooked the city on the wall opposite of the door. A king-sized bed with a soft pink comforter was placed perpendicular to the wall on my left with a walk-in closet beside it. Along the wall to my right, there was a door to a private bathroom for the guest bedroom. Between the bathroom door and the windows looking over the city, a vanity was set up with makeup supplies to accommodate every skin tone and color. Although the guest room wasn’t as grand as my master bedroom, it felt cozy.
After closing the door to the hall, I began undressing and throwing my clothes on the floor. Starting with my suit jacket, I slipped it off before unbuttoning my long sleeve dress shirt. Once my belt was unbuckled, I unbuttoned my pants and slid them down my hairy legs. I removed my shoes, socks, and underwear and put everything in a pile together. Cracking the door open to the hallway, I dropped the clothes outside my room before closing the door again.
Walking to the private bathroom for my guest bedroom, I stepped inside and turned on the lights. Although it was still luxurious and immaculate, this bathroom did not compare to the one in my master bedroom. With only a single sink and a toilet without a warming seat, I shook my head and sighed loudly before turning on the water in the shower. Looking in the cabinets, I found a bottle of hair removal cream and some shaving supplies. I set them next to the shower before stepping in and rinsing off.
Backing away from the running water, I grabbed the bottle of hair removal cream and opened it. As I squirted the foamy liquid into my hands, I paused before rubbing it around my body. Although this was a relatively small step, it felt like the beginning of a whole new life. After taking a long, deep breath, I began rubbing the foamy substance up and down my legs before covering the rest of my body. I made sure to steer clear of the hair on top of my head, but covered everything else with the hair removal cream.
A few minutes later, I stepped under the shower and scrubbed myself off. Hair washed down my body and covered the floor of the shower. Even though there was still some hair present on my body, I was shocked to see how much had fallen off of me. Using a razor and shaving cream, I went over my body and made sure that no unwanted hairs were left behind.
After stepping out of the shower, I grabbed a towel and patted myself dry. I wrapped the towel around my waist before walking out of the bathroom a few moments later. As I stepped into the guest bedroom, I found Rachel and Bridget waiting for me. Having changed out of their maid’s uniforms, each had put on new outfits and freshened up their makeup.
Standing in a pair of knee length high heel boots with a four inch chunky heel, Rachel was dressed in a navy pencil skirt and black blouse on top. Her hair rested just past her shoulders with brown at the base and red strands falling down. Her lips were painted bright red with dark makeup around her eyes.
Bridget had changed into a pair of four and a half inch high heel booties with opaque black tights covering her legs. A short red flare out skirt rested at her upper thighs with a long sleeve black sweater on top. Her eye makeup was as dark as Rachel’s, but her lips were a more muted red that matched her skirt. Her long dirty blonde hair fell straight and rested at her upper back.
Standing with their arms crossed, Rachel and Bridget stared at me, unblinking.
“Drop the towel and come here.” Bridget ordered from just a few feet away.
I rolled my eyes before dropping the towel as instructed and taking a few steps closer to them.
“That wasn’t very maid-like…” Bridget commented.
“It’s the first day. We can let it slide this one time.” Rachel asserted while smiling at me.
I smirked back at Rachel before putting my head down and waiting for the next order.
“Fine.” Bridget said begrudgingly. “We’ve already laid out your required uniform that must be worn AT ALL TIMES. Failure to comply will result in swift punishment, understood?”
I shook my head yes in response.
“Go ahead and get dressed, then wait here. We have a surprise for you.” Bridget said before walking out of the room.
Rachel lingered a little longer while staring at my privates. A few moments later, she gave a smile and slowly exited the room. After the door was closed, my eyes fell on the outfit laying on the bed.




Chapter 5

I stood hairless and completely nude in the guest bedroom while my eyes scanned the uniform neatly laid out on the bed in front of me. Resting at the foot of the bed were a pair of black fishnet stockings and black five-inch high heel pumps. A short black and white maid's dress was adorned with white petticoats sewn into the skirt to keep it flared around the wearer. The dress featured a small white apron that was also sown into the dress and tied in a bow at the back. Black and white lace ran up the front of the dress and stopped at the chest, while a matching pink push-up bra and panties completed the ensemble.
Sitting on the bed, I began by sliding the pink panties up my legs and pulling it over my middle. Taking my time with the stockings, I slowly rolled them up my legs before slipping into the high heel pumps. Trying to find my balance in the five inch high heels, I kept one hand on the bed as I reached for the bra. Bringing my arms through the bra straps, I had trouble clasping it behind me.
After some struggling, I managed to secure the bra and fix it in place over my chest. As I looked down, I noticed that the cups were much larger than my flat chest. I had always loved a full breast and encouraged the girls that lived with me to fill out to an E cup. Now with the bra on the other chest, I realized just how large an E cup appeared right under your chin.
Grabbing the maid’s uniform off of the bed, I brought it over my head and put my arms through the short puffy sleeves. While struggling to zip up my dress behind me, I realized for a second time just how little I filled out the chest of my new uniform. Walking to the mirror in the bathroom, I noticed that the scoop neck of the maid’s dress put my non-existent breast on display.
Looking up and down at my uniform, I couldn’t believe that the girls actually wore this every day. The short length of the skirt rested at my upper thighs and just barely gave some semblance of modestly. My high heel pumps greatly accentuated my legs while the fishnet stockings exuded sensuality. If I had a chest, it would be on full display and pushed up in front of me. I felt like a sex object that was begging to be used.
Walking back into the bedroom from the bathroom, I nearly tripped over the divider between the two rooms. Barely catching myself before falling on my face, I brushed off my skirt and took a deep breath. Stepping in front of the door that lead to the hall, I grabbed the handle and attempted to turn it. However, it was locked.
I probably shouldn’t have been surprised, as I had kept each of the girls locked in their room while getting to know them. As we became better acquainted, I would give some slack and allow more freedom ever so slowly. It appeared that I was receiving the very same treatment that they had received from me.
Feeling somewhat frustrated about being locked in my own home, I took a deep breath and walked to the bed. Sitting on the edge of the mattress, I put my legs together and did my best to remain patient. As the minutes turned to hours, my patience began to wear thin.
Nearly three hours later, I had found myself getting tired and laid down to rest my eyes. When I heard high heeled footsteps nearing my door, I popped up and turned my attention toward it. As the door opened, I noticed that it wasn’t Rachel or Bridget coming to check on me, but my old friend Jessica.
“Jessica?!” I exclaimed.
“Oh…my…God!” Jessica shouted while holding her hands over her mouth. “I had to see it to believe it… but I still don’t believe it.”
“What… What are you doing here?” I asked, feeling taken off guard.
“The girls called me and said that you needed a full makeover. I literally didn’t believe them when they said it was for you…” Jessica explained.
“Well…Do you believe it now?” I said while pinching my dress and pulling it out to the sides.
“No…” Jessica said with a smile. “I can’t believe you were serious about this.”
“Yeah, well, I was serious.” I said, before taking a deep breath. “And after living with Rachel and Bridget for a while, I don’t think there’s anyone else I would trust to do this with… Except you, of course.”
“Well thank you. And if it makes you feel any better, I’ll keep an eye on them for you.” Jessica offered.
“I really appreciate that.”
“It’s the least I can do. But, I do have orders to doll you up like the rest of the girls. So, are you ready to get started?” Jessica asked.
“Of course.”
Jessica set down her bag on the vanity and laid out her supplies. After setting everything up, she had me sit down before ordering me to remain completely still. My right leg began to bounce up and down nervously as I watched Jessica hold up various bottles and tubes of makeup. Once she figured out the colors that would complement my skin, she began with the primer.
“So, how far are you planning on going with this?” Jessica asked while spreading primer around my face and neck.
“I don’t know? I’m so used to being in control of everything that it feels nice to be along for the ride right now.” I answered.
“I can understand that. It’s just that, the maid uniform is really throwing me off.” Jessica giggled.
“Yeah, that was the girl’s idea. I did make them wear the same style uniform while staying with me, so I guess they’re tying to put me in their shoes.”
“Literally. In their shoes.” Jessica said with a smirk.
“Yeah, it’s funny how we’re all basically the same size.”
“Well, almost.” Jessica said, while staring at my chest. 
As I looked at myself in the mirror, I began staring at my chest with Jessica.
“Are you planning on… Having any work done?” Jessica asked while moving on to the base layer of my foundation.
“I’ve been thinking about that a lot.” I answered.
Jessica stayed silent as she blended the foundation around my face and neck.
“Would it be crazy to jump in and do it right away?” I asked.
“I wouldn’t say you’re crazy.” Jessica answered.
“Well, should I go and have a full feminization surgery done? Do you think I would be rushing into it?”
Jessica set down the foundation and made eye contact through the mirror while answering. “That’s a question that only you can answer for yourself.” 
I sighed as I looked down and away. “I was afraid you’d say something like that.”
“I’m not going to pretend to know what’s best for you. This is your journey and your decision.” Jessica stated.
“When did you know that you were ready to work on your body?” I asked.
Jessica grabbed the bronzer and began applying it while she answered. “It wasn’t like a switch flipped and one day I knew for sure that I wanted to have breast implants and surgeries done to my face. It was something I had dreamed about for a long time. But as time passed, it started to feel more like a necessity. At a certain point, I didn’t feel like I wanted to live if I didn’t do something about how I looked.”
“That’s… really upsetting.” I said somberly.
“It was, but thanks to you, it’s ancient history. I can’t even imagine going back now. It’s been liberating and life changing.”
“That’s exactly what I’m looking for. Something liberating and life changing.” I stated.
Jessica set down the bronzer and continued with the highlighter as she responded to me. “Why do you think your life is so terrible?”
“I don’t know? I just feel so empty inside, like something has been missing for years. I’ve tried to plug the void by helping others live out their fantasies, but it’s just not enough for me anymore.”
“What will be enough for you?” Jessica said, while setting down the highlighter and grabbing a brush to blend my makeup.
“I’m hoping to find the answer to that question before it’s too late.” I answered while looking down.
Jessica set down the brush and stared at me intently through the mirror. “It’s never too late to take care of yourself.”
“I know.”
Jessica gave me a look before picking up an eye shadow pallet. “Go ahead and close your eyes.”
Jessica continued putting on my face with the eye makeup next. Starting with the eye shadow, she used a dark pallet to create a smokey look before using eye liner to draw a thin circle around each eye. Pulling out a set of fake eyelashes, she applied a thin layer of glue before carefully setting each in place. Once they were set, she finished my eyes with an extra volume mascara.
“How do you like it so far?” Jessica asked.
“It’s beautiful.” I answered. 
Jessica gave a smile before moving on to my lips.
Starting with the lip liner, she began by filling in my cupid’s bow. After outlining the rest of my lips, she began painting them with a bright red lipstick. Once they were entirely colored in, Jessica had me pucker my lips and press them against each other. Finishing with a final top coat of lip gloss, Jessica stood back and admired her work.
“Wow, I can’t believe how incredible of a job you did!” I exclaimed.
“It’s not over yet. We still have to do something about this hair of yours.” Jessica responded while running her fingers through my dark brown hair.
“What were you thinking?” I asked.
Jessica had a look of concentration on her face as she held up strands of hair and studied their length. “It looks like it’s about four or five inches long… Which is just barely long enough to put extensions in.”
“What if my hair was too short?” I asked.
“I wouldn’t even try. It would look terrible…” Jessica answered as she began pulling supplies out of her bag. “Do you need to use the bathroom?”
“No, I’m ok.” I answered.
“Ok, because this is going to take some time.” Jessica informed.
“Can I ask how long?”
“I’m usually pretty fast with hand tied hair extensions, but it’ll probably still be a couple hours.”
“Oh…Ok.”
“Just relax. Close your eyes and let me take care of you.”
After taking a deep breath, I closed my eyes and did my best to calm my overactive mind.




Chapter 6

Just as Jessica had predicted, she was finishing up with my hair nearly two hours after starting on it. When I had tried to peek and catch an early glimpse of her work, Jessica had turned me around so that I faced away from the mirror. Although my curiosity was eating away at me, I did my best to stay patient and allow Jessica to work her magic.
As Jessica was finishing up with my hair, she began explaining to me how I would need to take care of it.
“Even though this isn’t your real hair, you can do pretty much anything you would normally do. Feel free to shower, swim, and exercise as you normally would. But, when you get wet, you will notice that it holds water differently than your natural hair. I’m going to leave you with a special shampoo that you will need to use when you’re washing it. Don’t scrub your hair, instead focus on the roots and gently squeeze the suds through your extensions. When drying your hair, make sure to be gentle and squeeze it with a towel to remove the excess water. When you’re brushing your hair, which you will need to several times a day, start at the bottom and work your way up gently. Separate and brush through each row individually and make sure to brush in-between rows to prevent matting. Also, extensions tend to be dry, so make sure to keep your hair hydrated. I’ll leave you with some products that you’ll leave in your hair. It’ll make brushing it much easier. Now, before I call the girls in, do you have any questions?”
I sat silently for a moment before responding. With all of the information that she just rattled off, I was at a loss for words.
“Do you think you could write some of that down in case I can’t remember it all?” I asked.
“I already did. I’ll leave the pamphlet and the products on your bed before I leave.” Jessica informed.
“Thank you. For everything.”
Jessica leaned in close and came face to face before responding. “It’s my pleasure. And if you ever feel like you need to just sit down and talk, you know I’m always here for you.”
“I know. You’re an amazing woman.” I stated.
“You are too.” Jessica giggled before walking to the door and calling for Rachel and Bridget.
A few moments later, I could hear Rachel and Bridget’s footsteps walking down the hall before entering my room. I shifted in my seat as they gathered around and began gushing over me.
“Oh my god, she looks fabulous!” Rachel exclaimed from the doorway.
“She looks amazing! I hardly even recognize her.” Bridget said while matching Rachel’s excitement.
My cheeks began turning bright red as I listened to their comments.
“Why don’t you stand up and give us a twirl.” Rachel suggested.
I was already quite embarrassed, but I reluctantly complied with her request. Standing from my chair, I wobbled in my heels as I stood up straight. The girls giggled as they watched me spin while standing in place. Being new to heels and twirling in a dress, my first twirl was a little awkward, to say the least.
“You’re going to have to work on that.” Bridget stated.
I put my head down in embarrassment and stared at the floor.
As Jessica finished packing her supplies, Rachel and Bridget offered to walk her to the door.
“Oh it’s alright, I probably know my way around here better than you two. Bye… Consuela.” Jessica said, while trying to keep herself from laughing at my new name. After stepping out of the room, Jessica closed the door behind her and left me alone with Rachel and Bridget.
Staring at me with gleaming smiles, Rachel and Bridget looked at each other before turning their attention back to me. Taking a few steps forward, they each stepped to my left and right side while I stood nervously.
“So, now that we have her looking like a proper sissy, what should we do next?” Bridget said seductively.
“Lucky for her, we aren’t quite as messy and don’t require the kind of cleaning that she did.” Rachel responded.
“That’s true, but we can’t let her completely off the hook…” Bridget said.
“No, but what could we have her clean?” Rachel asked.
I kept my head pointed toward the floor as I stayed quiet.
“Oh…I have an idea.” Bridget said with a sly grin.
“Do tell.” Rachel prodded.
“I think it would be better to show her. Come with me.” Bridget said to Rachel.
As I started to follow behind, Bridget barked at me, “No…You stay right here and don’t move!”
After hearing her raise her voice, I jumped before stopping and standing as I was told. Rachel and Bridget left the room moments later and closed the door behind them. While standing in place as I was ordered, I waited patiently for them to return. As the minutes continued ticking, I began to grow tired of standing in my five-inch heels and shifted my weight back and forth between on my feet.
After thirty minutes of standing alone in my room, my patience was wearing thin. My feet were aching for a break and I was inching closer to giving in. Nearly an hour after they left, I finally decided to take a seat on my bed while waiting for them to return. But almost immediately after sitting down, I could see the doorknob turning.
Jumping back up to my heels, I stood up straight as Rachel and Bridget walked in. Wearing a skin tight latex catsuit, Bridget walked in first with Rachel right behind her. Rachel’s catsuit closely resembled Bridget’s in that it covered her body up to her neck; However, Rachel’s bodysuit was designed with slits running up the legs that exposed patches of her skin. Each was standing in a pair of black four inch high heel boots that closely matched the black tint of the material on their suits.
“What were you doing…” Bridget said while crossing her arms.
“I was just… Resting my feet.” I responded meekly.
Rachel crossed her arms and stood beside Bridget while matching her glare at me.
I put my hands together in front of me and stared down. After giving each other a look, Bridget and Rachel stepped forward and each grabbed my arms. Taking a tight grip, they marched me out of the room and down the hall.
Although they were also wearing high heel stilettos, I had trouble keeping up with their pace and nearly fell three times on our short walk to the sex dungeon on the other side of the penthouse. As we stepped inside, Bridget turned on the dim lights before pushing me forward to the center of the room.




Chapter 7

Standing nervously in the dimly lit room, Rachel and Bridget whispered to each other while standing in front of the only door to the hall. Without any windows, the small amount of light that was present came from a single lightbulb on the ceiling ten feet above me. Almost hidden in the shadows, leather whips and restraints hung from the wall to my left side. Dangling beside the restraints were dozens of different gags in every type that you could imagine.
Along the wall to my right side, there was a dresser that was roughly waist high and just over a meter in width. The drawers were filled with chastity devices, various sex toys, and submissive outfits that I had acquired over the years. The submissive suits were all designed with the intent of make the wearer feel helpless and trapped while locked inside. To the left side of the dresser, a small cage that was just large enough for an adult human to fit inside was closed and locked. To the right of the dresser, there was a type of sex bench that could be used to tie someone down in a doggy-style position.
On the back wall directly behind me, several different links of chains dangled from the wall and the ceiling. They were anchored in and spaced out so that a submissive could be tied up in a plethora of unique positions. With cuffs attached at the ends of each of the chains, it was designed so that someone could be locked up quickly and easily.
Until my transformation from master of the household to subservient sissy maid, the sex dungeon was my favorite room in the apartment. It was the room I brought my girls into to explore our sexual desires and fulfill my fantasies through them. But now, I felt like a scared little girl awaiting my punishment.
As Rachel and Bridget began moving toward me, I quivered with fear. They each took one of my arms and led me to the back wall, where they held my arms above my head. Grabbing a pair of chains dangling from the ceiling, they opened the cuffs that were attached and closed them around my wrists. While Rachel held them shut, Bridget walked to the dresser beside us and grabbed a few small locks.
After locking the cuffs around my wrists, Rachel walked over to the dresser and grabbed a couple of items before snagging a gag off of the wall. As Rachel collected her things to use on me, Bridget grabbed two more chains attached to the wall down low and attached the cuffs to my ankles. Once they were locked on, I could not move my feet more than a few inches from the wall behind me. Nor could I bring my arms down to the top of my head.
Just as Bridget finished checking that the locks on each of the cuffs were secure, Rachel stepped over with a few items in hand. Before I could make out what she was holding, Bridget grabbed a ring gag from Rachel and began forcing it into my mouth. As it slid between my lips, I could feel its hard, circular shape. Bridget fixed the ring gag so that the large open circle was wedged between my teeth and wouldn’t allow my mouth to close. While I moaned through the gag, she pulled it tightly behind my head and quickly buckled it. With my mouth stuck wide open and exposed, saliva began building up immediately; However, it felt nearly impossible to swallow.
As Bridget finished securing the ring gag, Rachel knelt in front of me and lifted the skirt of my dress. After pulling down my panties, I began to grow excited as this was usually preceded by an invigorating blow job. Instead of working up to a release, I was sent in the opposite direction. I twitched and flinched as I felt Rachel grabbing at my privates and stuffing them through a metal ring. Once the ring was brought all the way up around my package, she began pressing my member into a cold steel chastity cage.
I had been told through the years that my package, when fully erect, was the largest that any of my girls had ever seen. Even when flaccid, it was still moderate in size, which made it quite uncomfortable to be stuffed into a constricting chastity device. I could feel my junk being squished and squeezed as Rachel did her best to close the chastity cage and eventually lock it shut. When Rachel was finished and stood upright again, I squealed and squirmed in my restraints to show my discomfort.
“Don’t go complaining to me. This was your rule for every one of us when we arrived. ‘All of the sissies must be locked in chastity at all times.'” Rachel informed.
Although I was well aware of the rules that I had previously made, I couldn’t help but moan from the discomfort that it caused.
Bridget shook her head as she watched me struggle. “You aren’t going to be this much of a baby the whole time, are you?”
I moaned through the gag and shook my head.
“Good, cause we haven’t even plugged you yet…” Bridget stated.
My eyes went wide as I saw the butt plug in her hand. The large bulb like object was silver from the steel it was made of and rounded at the tip. It flared out at the base to prevent it from getting stuck inside of the user, but was much narrower between the base and the rest of the plug. Having some experience using this plug on the girls, I was well aware of its excessive girth and length.
As Bridget rubbed lube on the object, I began to get nervous and pull against my restraints. Bridget shook her head as she watched my futile efforts.
“This is going up your ass and no amount of bitching is going to change that.” Bridget said while finishing with the lube. “Now, you can either relax and make this go easy, or fight and rip yourself in two.”
Breathing heavily through my gag, I let out a few more whines as she stared at me, unblinking. After calming myself down, Bridget smiled. “Good choice.”
Kneeling in front of me, Bridget lifted the skirt of my dress and pulled down my panties to my upper thighs. As the tip of the butt plug met my hole, my body instinctively twitched and jerked forward. Bringing the plug to my opening again, Bridget began pressing firmly until I slowly opened up to accept the object.
Having almost no experience with being penetrated rather than penetrating others, the stretching feeling took me by surprise. A mixture of pleasure, but mostly pain and discomfort, danced around in my brain as I was slowly being opened up by the butt plug. A high-pitched whine escaped me as Bridget began pumping the plug back and forth gently. As it neared the halfway point, the intense pressure began forcing noises out of me that I didn’t know I could make.
“Hey Rachel, do you want to check if we have any smaller plugs? She’s really struggling to accept this one.” Bridget said while continuing to pump the plug against me.
Rachel walked over to the dresser and began opening up the drawers. After rummaging through the contents, she pulled out a couple of different plugs. Seeing that each was smaller and narrower than the one Bridget was pressing against me, I sighed in relief.
With the large exhale and release of tension, I could feel the plug in Bridget’s hand pop into place and slide all the way inside of me. My eyes went wide as I felt the pressure of the plug stretching me out considerably from within. Being new to the feeling, I twitched and jerked my back end while trying to release the plug. But, with the narrowest part of the plug sitting in the opening and the largest section inside of me, I realized quickly that it would only come out with a tug from someone’s hand.
“Oh, never mind, she just took it.” Bridget stated before pulling up my panties and standing up.
I continued twitching and twerking my back end while breathing heavily and letting out high-pitched whines in response. Bridget just shook her head and giggled as she watched me struggle.
“Can you believe how much of a baby she is? I had one of those up my ass for like a month when I first arrived. It’s been like thirty seconds and she’s already bitching and moaning.” Bridget stated.
“She’s new to it. Let’s just give her a little time to get used to it.” Rachel said while standing beside Bridget.
“I guess… Let’s give her a little alone time.” Bridget said while turning toward the door.
Rachel stared at me and watched me struggle for a few moments before joining Bridget. I whined through my ring gag and pleaded for them to come back, but it was no use. They exited the room and closed the door behind them, leaving me alone with a full bottom.




Chapter 8

Time passed differently while tied up, gagged, and plugged in the sex dungeon. Without a clock, windows, or any indication of how long I had been there, I couldn’t be certain if minutes or hours had passed since they left me alone. Although my back end was starting to grow accustomed to the full feeling from the plug, I was still well aware of its presence. After several minutes of struggling to push the plug out of me and twerking my back end, I gave up on trying to expel it.
As minutes or possibly hours continued ticking away, the buildup of saliva became an even greater annoyance. With my mouth propped wide open, excess saliva began making its way to the edges of my lips and dripping down my face. When it started, I tried to maintain control and lean my head back to keep from drooling all over myself. But, as I became tired and overwhelmed from the buildup, I eventually let my head hang in front of me while drool dripped to the floor.
Being brand new to high heels, the five-inch stiletto pumps provided to be yet another problem begging for my attention. After spending most of the afternoon and probably a good portion of the night on my heels, my feet began feeling sore. The balls of my feet were aching for a break, but with my hands and feet cuffed to the wall, there was nothing I could do to relieve the problem.
The girls had taken complete control and made me feel like a true submissive. I had no control over the plug sitting inside of me, the outfit that I was wearing, the gag propping my mouth open, the chastity cage constricting my member, or even if I were to sit or stand. I had previously been a man that liked to be in control of everything around me, but that felt like a distant memory as I stood alone in my dungeon.
After less than twenty-four hours of living as a submissive to the girls, I was already starting to wonder if I had made a mistake. When each of the girls first came to live with me, they received a very similar treatment from me. However, they seemed giddy throughout the process and could hardly contain their excitement.
There was no plug too large and no tie up too intense. It didn’t feel like their will needed to be broken for them to submit and serve me, because it was all they wanted to do. As I began reflecting on myself, I started to wonder if being a submissive was what I truly wanted after all. Although I had always felt something deep inside of me wishing to be one of the girls and become a submissive sissy, I had spent years as a master and dominant instead. After spending so much time in the opposite role of where I was now, was it even possible to flip a switch and change so drastically?
Eventually, my thoughts were interrupted by the door swinging open to reveal Bridget. Still in her black latex catsuit and high heel boots, she closed the door behind her before strolling over to me. Coming face to face, she brought her index finger under my chin and lifted it.
The drool dripping from my mouth began dribbling down my chin as she looked me deep in my eyes.
“How are you feeling?” Bridget asked.
‘Tired, soar, and confused.’ I thought to myself, but only a moan came out audibly.
Bridget shook her head before stepping over to the dresser and opening up the drawers. After finding what she was looking for, she grabbed the item and closed the drawer. Bending at the waist, she held out a strap-on and stepped through the loops. Pulling it up to her middle, she tightened the straps and made sure that it was secure before letting go.
As Bridget stepped up to me, I could see the dildo protruding from her middle and bouncing with each step. With a key in hand, she knelt at my feet and unlocked each of the cuffs around my ankles. She stood up in front of me and grabbed me at the hips before turning me around to face the wall.
Kneeling back down at my feet, she reattached each of the cuffs to my ankles and locked them once again. I moaned through my gag to show my disapproval, but it didn’t faze Bridget. Lifting the skirt of my dress, I could feel her pull my panties down to my upper thighs before sliding her fingers between my cheeks. Grabbing hold of the butt plug sitting snugly in place, Bridget gave a hard tug against it.
It seemed that my back end had molded to the butt plug and was now preventing it from releasing. As Bridget pulled with increasing intensity, I could feel myself stretching at the opening to release the large bulb like object. My whines grew louder as she continued pulling harder until it slowly inched its way out. After one more final tug, the plug popped out all at once.
I could hear Bridget walk over to the dresser and set the plug down as I panted for air. My rear had never felt such significant stretching, nor had it been filled in such a way. With the plug released, I found myself feeling somewhat empty.
The void was not left open for very long as I felt Bridget lift my skirt and bring the strap on between my cheeks. I could feel some slight stretching at the opening as she pushed the dildo forward and entered me for the first time. Although the dildo was much longer and roughly the same girth as the butt plug, the dildo slid in with much greater ease.
I pulled against my restraints as I felt Bridget push herself forward until the entire dildo was inside of me. As her middle met my cheeks, she continued pressing forward and sandwiched me between her and the wall. I let out a high-pitched whine as she pressed against me with everything she had before pulling back out slowly.
Just before the dildo was about to make its exit, she pushed herself forward again, roughly. After a few moments, she pulled the dildo back out until only the tip was still inside. Rocking at the hips, she began pumping behind me and finding a rhythm to her thrusts.
“How does that feel, sissy?” Bridget said while still pumping behind me.
I moaned through my gag in response.
Bridget paused for a moment, “You know what, I want to hear you speak.” Bridget unbuckled the gag and pulled it from my mouth. After dropping it on the floor, she slapped my behind before pumping back and forth again slightly harder.
“Let’s try this again. How does that feel, sissy?” Bridget asked.
“Better.” I responded while trying to catch my breath.
Bridget gave my back end a hard slap. “You address me as Mistress, you stupid slut.”
I squealed before responding, “Yes, Mistress.”
“Do you like when I fuck you?” Bridget asked while picking up her pace.
“Yes… Mistress.” I responded between thrusts.
“Would you like if I rode you all night?”
“Yes, mistress” I squealed.
“What is your name, sissy?”
“My name is Consuela.” I responded.
Bridget gave a sharp slap to my back end before I immediately caught my mistake. 
“Mistress!” I yelled.
“Is this going to be a problem?” Bridget asked.
“No, mistress.”
“Are you going to remember how to address me?”
“I’ll remember, mistress.”
“Good, because if you forget one more time, I’m leaving you tied up in here all night. Understood?”
“Yes, mistress, it won’t happen again, mistress.”
“It better not.”
As Bridget continued pumping back and forth, I could feel sensations emanating from the dildo that was penetrating me. Although my back end had stretched out enough to accommodate the object sliding in and out, I could still feel pressure, which was beginning to mix with arousal building inside of me. A tingling sensation traveled to my member as I felt myself being stimulated from my behind. However, just as my member tried grow, I was reminded of the chastity cage locked onto me.
I whined and yelped as I felt the cage holding back my member from growing.
“What’s wrong? Am I fucking you too hard?” Bridget asked insincerely.
“No mistress, it’s just… The cage is really tight, mistress.” I responded.
“Good, it's supposed to be.”
“I don’t think I can cum with it on, mistress.”
“If I can do it, so can you.”
“It… hurts mistress…” I moaned.
Bridget stopped abruptly, with the dildo still halfway inside of me. “What hurts?”
“The cage, mistress. It won’t let me grow and it feels like it’s going to break.” I responded. “… Mistress.”
“You’ll get used to it. Eventually, it’ll just stop trying to grow.” Bridget informed. “I don’t even notice if I’m wearing one anymore.”
“I’m sorry mistress, this is all new to me.” I responded.
Bridget pulled the dildo out abruptly. After walking to the wall and grabbing one of the ball gags hanging up, she stepped behind me again.
“I think I’ve heard enough from you…” Bridget said as she brought the ball gag up to my mouth. After forcing it inside, she buckled it behind my head.
“Now shut up and take it like a woman.” Bridget said before continuing to ravage my back end.




Chapter 9

Bridget persisted for nearly an hour before informing me that I was finished for the evening. Despite her best attempts to bring me to an orgasm, the chastity cage and sole reliance on anal stimulation would not allow me to find a release. Although I felt on the brink of orgasm several times throughout our session, I could not quite reach the tipping point.
By the time Bridget had finished with me and pulled the dildo out, I felt like I could collapse from exhaustion. My behind was as sore as it had ever been, my member was swollen and aching to be released, and my mouth was growing tired of being propped open with a gag. Although the experience was quite arousing, it had a way of masking all the discomforts until it ended. After Bridget left me alone in the room, it was as if my body was screaming at me all at once that it was tired and needed a break.
Still chained to the wall, I moaned through my ball gag and tried to get someone’s attention outside the door. Almost on queue, Rachel walked into the room a few moments later.
“Hey there, Consuela, how was your love making session with Bridget?” Rachel asked while walking up to me.
‘Tired and soar’ I thought to myself, but only a moan came out in response.
“Don’t worry, it gets a lot better with practice.” Rachel responded. It was as if she could read my mind.
“Do you want to take a break from those cuffs?” Rachel asked sweetly.
I nodded my head yes.
Rachel unlocked the cuffs around my ankles first, followed by the cuffs around my wrists. With my arms free, I unbuckled the ball gag and removed it from my mouth.
“I heard you had trouble reaching your first sissygasm. Do you think you’re up for another try?” Rachel asked.
“I’m still kind of soar…” I responded.
Rachel turned her head to the side and gave a stern look in response. I was confused for a few moments before remembering how to address her.
“Mistress.” I blurted.
“That’s better.” Rachel responded. “Just get yourself plugged up again and then clean up in here before returning to your room. You’re going to need some rest before tomorrow.”
“What's tomorrow, mistress?” I responded.
“We have a surprise for you.” Rachel said before exiting the room and leaving me alone. 
Walking over to the dresser, I grabbed the plug and lifted the skirt of my dress. I slid the plug between my cheeks and gently pushed it against my opening. After being ridden by Bridget, I found myself opening up to accept the plug much easier. However, it still felt quite sore.
I took a deep breath as I tried to relax and accept the object once again. Pushing ever so slowly, my opening continued to stretch until the largest portion was inside. Once it was more than halfway, it felt like it was swallowed up and popped back into place.
With the plug inserted, I turned my attention to the puddle of drool that had formed beneath me earlier. After walking to the bathroom and grabbing a towel, I made it damp before returning to the sex dungeon and wiping up my mess. Once it was sufficiently clean, I dropped the towel in the laundry basket down the hall and made my way to my bedroom.
Sitting on my bed, I let out a sigh of relief. After standing in my high heel pumps for most of the day, it felt incredible to slide them off of my feet and slink beneath the sheets. I knew that my makeup must have been a mess after being gagged for hours, but I didn’t care. All I wanted to do was lay my head and rest until morning.
As I closed my eyes and relaxed, I could hear the door to my room swing open. I jumped up and turned to see who was at the door. Seeing Rachel and Bridget standing side by side, I took a deep breath before sitting up in my bed.
“What do you think you’re doing?” Bridget asked.
“I was just about to rest… Mistress.” I responded.
“Not like that you’re not.” Bridget snapped back.
“Not like what, mistress?” I said, while trying to remain calm.
“Your uniform is to be worn at all times…” Bridget stated firmly.
“I’m still wearing my uniform, mistress.” I responded.
“Then what’s laying on the floor?” Bridget asked while looking at my high heels.
“My shoes, mistress.” I responded, realizing what she was getting at. “You want me to wear my high heels when I sleep?”
Bridget bit her lip as a wave of frustration came over her.
“Come here.” Bridget said in a low voice.
Hanging my head, I pulled the covers off of me and brought my feet to the floor. Taking a step forward, I stood just a foot from her.
“Do you see the problem here?” Bridget asked.
“I’m not wearing shoes?” I responded. 
Bridget’s face lit up with rage as she slapped me across the face.
“You address me as mistress!” She yelled.
“I’m sorry, mistress.” I responded quickly.
“How are you supposed to serve us if you’re not in your uniform and ready at all times?” Bridget asked.
“I don’t know, mistress.” I responded.
“Do I need to lock those onto your feet?” 
“No, mistress.”
“Then why aren’t you wearing them?”
“I don’t know, mistress.”
“Well, put them on!” Bridget yelled.
I turned around and grabbed the heels off of the floor. After sliding each one onto my feet, I turned and faced Rachel and Bridget again.
“Are you even aware that your makeup is a mess… And why the hell are you standing like that?” Bridget yelled.
“Bridget, it’s her first day. She’ll get the hang of it eventually.” Rachel said, trying to diffuse the situation.
“Do you know what she did on my first day? She slapped my ass until it was bright red because I forgot to address her properly.” Bridget stated. 
“Yeah, but that doesn’t have to be how we are.” Rachel pushed back.
“That’s the whole point… to treat her how she treated us. In fact, bend over.” Bridget ordered.
Seeing Bridget take an aggressive step toward me, I bent over the bed immediately as I was ordered.
Bridget lifted the skirt of my dress roughly and pulled down my panties. Several sharp slaps to my rear echoed through the room as she let out all of her frustration on my back end.
“I think she’s had enough…” Rachel stated from the doorway.
“Fine…” Bridget said while breathing heavily. “But this better not happen again.”
Bridget stormed out of the room and left me alone with Rachel. After pulling my panties back up, I fixed my dress and turned around to face her.
“I don’t know what’s gotten into her, but get some rest.” Rachel said.
“Yes, mistress.” I responded meekly.
Rachel exited the room and closed the door behind her. Sliding back into bed while still in my heels, I rested my head on the pillows and pulled the covers up to my chest. It took well over an hour before I was calm enough to finally get some well-needed rest. 




Chapter 10

Waking up the next morning, I blinked my eyes a few times before pulling the covers off of me and sliding out of bed. Forgetting that I was still in high heels, I nearly tripped and fell over as I stood to my feet.
“I can’t believe they made me sleep with these.” I muttered to myself.
Walking to the bathroom, I stepped in front of the mirror and checked my face. Even though Jessica had done an incredible job with my makeup the previous day, I looked like a train wreck. My lipstick was smeared, my eye makeup was smudged, and some of my foundation came off on my pillow. I shook my head before stepping in front of the toilet and pulling down my panties. After relieving myself, I reached underneath my dress and attempted to pull out my plug. To my dismay, it was stuck and was not going anywhere without some intense tugging.
My behind had to stretch out all over again, as it had acclimated to the object inside of me. Heavy breathing and high-pitched whines escaped me as I slowly pulled it out before washing it and setting it in the sink. After taking care of business, I grabbed the plug and began searching for some lube. As I was rummaging through the drawers, I could hear the door to my bedroom opening. Stepping out of the bathroom, I could see that it was Rachel checking on me.
“What are you doing?” She asked.
“I had to… use the bathroom, mistress.” I responded.
“Why didn’t you put that back in?” She asked.
“I couldn’t find the lube, mistress.”
“It’s under the sink. You’re going to need to start giving yourself enemas to keep yourself clean, too. Let me show you.” Rachel said while walking with me to the bathroom. After showing me where the lube and enema supplies were, she showed me how to give myself a proper enema and clean it to prevent infections.
“This is going to be very important to keep up with most mornings, since your back end will be plugged and used often.” Rachel informed.
“So this is how you girls were always so clean down there, mistress?” 
“Yeah, now hurry up and get ready. We need to leave soon.”
“Where are we going, mistress?” I asked.
“You’ll find out soon enough. Go fix your makeup and brush your hair.”
“But… I don’t know how to do my makeup, mistress.” I responded.
Rachel let out a sigh. “Ok, finish up in here and then wait at the vanity. I’ll be right back.”
After giving myself an enema as I was instructed, I made sure that all the water had been expelled before lubing up the butt plug and reinserting it into my rear. I exited the bathroom and took a seat at the vanity, where I waited for Rachel to return. A few minutes later, Rachel entered the bedroom and walked over to me. Wearing a tea length red dress and matching high heels, Rachel stood behind me and studied my face through the mirror. With a plan in mind, Rachel used some wipes to clean off some of the makeup that had smudged.  
“It’s not going to be perfect unless we clean it completely. So, I’m just going to patch it up.”
I watched intently as Rachel worked her magic and salvaged what she could of my face. Using eye liner and mascara, she redid my eyes within a few minutes and moved on to my foundation. Wiping off parts of my face, she redid my foundation quickly and applied a small amount of blush. Finishing with a new application of lipstick, she looked over my face once more before finishing.
“Now brush your hair. We have twenty minutes.” Rachel said, while stepping out of the room.
Using the brush that Jessica had given me, I followed her directions and started at the bottom before working my way up. Although twenty minutes sounded like plenty of time to brush my hair, I found myself rushing by the end. After brushing through each row individually, I grabbed the dry shampoo that Jessica had provided and applied it to my hair. Just as I was finishing up, Rachel and Bridget entered my room.
“Are you ready?” Bridget asked while tapping her foot.
“Yes, mistress.” I responded eagerly.
Following them out of the room, we made our way down the hall to the entrance of my apartment. Once the elevator had reached our level, the doors opened, and I stepped inside. Seeing that I was going down alone, I became concerned.
“Neither of you are coming?” I asked.
“No, the driver is waiting downstairs and will take you where you need to go.” Bridget responded.
“You’ll be fine. Just pucker up and smile.” Rachel said as the doors to the elevator closed.
I started becoming nervous as the elevator brought me to the main floor. For the first time, I was going to step out while made up and dressed as a woman. I could only hope that no one would recognize me behind my hair extensions and makeup.
Stepping out of the elevator, I became acutely aware of the sound of my high heels against the tiled floor. My heels echoed throughout the main entrance of the building as I walked at a brisk pace to the revolving doors across from me. Stepping outside, I could see my driver standing next to the black luxury sedan with the door open. As I walked up to him, I could see a surprised look illuminate his face.
“Good morning Mr. Welling…I mean, Miss Consuela.” The driver said, stumbling over his words.
“Good morning.” I answered while stepping in and trying to ignore how uncomfortable we both were.
After being seated, he closed the door and sat in the driver’s seat.
As we pulled out and began heading to our destination, I wondered where we were heading. Fighting through traffic, we drove several blocks before I began to recognize our route.
‘They’re sending me to Dr. Bentenhousen. I just know it.’ I thought to myself.
Just as I thought, we pulled up to an office building about ten minutes later. The driver exited the vehicle and practically ran over to my door to open it. As I exited the car, he held out his hand to assist me. Ignoring his help, I attempted to step out on my own and fell back into the car on my butt. Feeling embarrassed, I accepted the driver’s hand as I attempted to step out a second time. Once I was standing next to the curb, the driver handed me a note that read, ‘go directly to suite 609.’
“Thank you.” I said, before turning toward the building.
Walking inside, I found the elevator and took it to the sixth level. Thankfully, the building was relatively empty, and I did not come in contact with anyone until I reached suite 609. As I stepped inside, the receptionist greeted me with my new name.
“Hello Consuela, we were expecting you. Come with me.” The receptionist said, while standing up from her chair. There was a door beside the front desk that the receptionist opened for me. After walking through, we made our way to an examination room where I was told to take a seat and wait for the Doctor.
I nervously tapped my foot on the floor as I sat on the examination bed and waited for the Doctor to come in. Although I had sent many sissies to Dr. Bentenhousen throughout the years, I had never met him in person. Our relationship was transactional, as I would send patients his way and he would feminize their appearance through hormones and surgery. He charged a hefty price, but his work was extraordinary and worth every penny.
After roughly ten minutes, the doctor stepped into the examination room. Wearing a white coat and tan pants, Doctor Bentenhousen had a clipboard in hand and a stethoscope around his neck. He was in his late fifties and had remained in good shape for his age. His hair was mostly white, with speckles of dark brown remaining.
“How are you today, miss?” He asked with a disarming smile.
“I’m good.” I answered.
“Good, I understand you wanted to come in and start the transition process today. Is that correct?”
“I uh…” I stumbled. Although I knew that question was coming, it felt much heavier when it was laid on me. I had planned on saying yes, but in the moment, I couldn’t get out the right word. “I just…I wanted to…I feel like…”
“Are you ok, miss? Do you need a drink?”
“No no no, I’m fine. I did want to start my transition.” I blurted out.
“Ok, many of my patients choose to go to therapy for a few sessions before starting on hormones, but I understand that you are choosing to opt out of that?”
“Opt out? Uh, yes, I don’t need that.”
“And you stated on the form that you have felt like a girl on the inside since you were a small child and that feeling had never gone away. Is that still how you feel?”
“It is.”
“Do you have any questions or concerns before starting your treatments?”
After thinking for a few moments, I asked, “How quickly will I see results?”
“It can vary between patients. But, many of the effects should start to take place between one month and six months from the beginning treatment. Be prepared for fewer erections and a decrease in ejaculation, smaller testicles, decreased libido, softer and less oily skin, a decrease in muscle mass, more body fat, less facial and body hair growth, and breast development. Although you’ll see some effects taking place within the first few months, the full effect may not show for two to five years.”
“Wow, this will take a lot of time.”
“Yes, it is a process. Do you still think you’re ready for it?” The doctor asked with his pen in hand.
“Yes, Doctor.”
After making some notes on his clipboard, he informed me that the prescription would be sent to the nearest pharmacy to my address. He made sure that I didn’t have anymore questions before we exited the room and he showed the way out.
Making my way down to the main level, I exited the building and found the driver waiting exactly where I left him. Upon sitting back inside the vehicle, I felt a pit in my stomach. I couldn’t figure out exactly where my anxiety was originating from, but it persisted throughout our drive across the city. Nearly thirty minutes later, we pulled up to Jessica’s salon.
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The driver parked the vehicle before running around to my door and opening it. He extended his hand and offered to assist as I stepped out. Remembering my last attempt where I ended up on my butt, I took his hand. Stepping onto the curb, I thanked the driver before turning toward the salon which, was across a busy sidewalk.
I could feel lingering eyes laying on me as I stood in my maid’s uniform, stockings, and high heels. With the temperature in the mid 50s, it didn’t feel appropriate to wear such revealing attire out of my apartment. But, it wasn’t up to me what I wore.
Taking a deep breath, I marched across the sidewalk and did my best to ignore the passing strangers. After stepping inside, the receptionist greeted me.
“Hi, how can I help you today, miss?” The receptionist asked. I was relieved that she didn’t seem to recognize me.
“Is Jessica here?” I asked, while trying to disguise my voice with a more feminine sound.
“Yes, and that would make you, Consuela?”
“Yeah…”
“She’s waiting in back for you.”
“Thank you.” I responded before walking into the back area where Jessica worked. 
Jessica was the personal stylist for many of the rich and famous members of the city and offered to see her clients in a private back room. Having visited her place of work many times, I knew exactly where it was. Stepping through the door, I found Jessica preparing her makeup supplies.
“HI! How are you?!” Jessica practically yelled while radiating excitement.
“I’m good.” I responded with a smile from ear to ear.
“Good, have a seat. I had to squeeze you in, so we’ll get started right away.”
“Ok, that sounds good.” I said, while taking a seat. Jessica began rubbing off my makeup immediately and jumped right in.
“So, tell me how your first day went. Did it live up to all of your wildest fantasies?” Jessica asked.
“Kind of.” I responded.
“What’s wrong?”
“I don’t know. I felt like I envisioned one thing for so long, and now that it’s finally here, it doesn’t look like how I thought it would.”
“Is it the girls?” Jessica asked while finishing wiping the makeup from my face.
“I don’t know, kind of. Rachel has been herself, but it feels like Bridget is getting a little drunk with power.”
“It’s only been a day?”
“I know. That’s why I’m nervous about where it’ll go from here.”
“Do you think Rachel will reign her in, or is she too stubborn to be tamed?” Jessica asked as she began with my foundation. 
“That’s the thing. When she was one of my maid’s, she was the most submissive and eager to please me. I had to look for things to use to punish her because she jumped right in immediately. But now that things are reversed, I feel like she’s going overboard trying to act like an aggressive dominant.”
“Close your eyes.” Jessica said as she began with my eye makeup. “Do you want me to talk to her?”
I let out a sigh. “I don’t know, that might just make it worse…”
“Honey, I told you I’d take care of you and I will if she hurts you.”
“It has only been a day. I want to wait and see where it goes. But I really appreciate you.” I responded warmly.
“You know I appreciate you.” Jessica said, while moving on to my lips. It felt like she was flying through my makeup as we chatted.
“Is there anything else bothering you?” Jessica asked.
“I don’t know, sort of.” I responded.
“This is so unlike you. Do I have to pry everything out of you today?”
“No, I’m sorry. I don’t know what it is. I just felt some anxiety on the way over and I don’t know what’s still bugging me.”
Jessica paused and looked me in the eye. “You just gave up control of your house and yourself to two women who previously served you. You completely feminized your appearance and walked out in public wearing a maid’s dress that barely covers your ass. You’re probably about to start on hormones and alter your body. And this all happened in the last twenty-four hours. How the hell could you not have anxiety?”
“Well, when you say it like that… You’re right, it is a lot to go through in a day.”
“I know I am, now check your makeup and make sure you like it.” Jessica said while standing behind me and looking at me through the mirror.
Looking over my face, I could see that she went with a more everyday look while doing everything she could to disguise my male features. With the minimum amount of makeup necessary, she contoured my cheekbones, chin, and nose. Around my eyes, she used a thin line of eyeliner, but went extra with mascara to emphasize my fake lashes. My lips were painted bright red and outlined so that they looked slightly bigger than my natural lips.
“It looks incredible. You’re amazing, you know that?” I complimented.
“Thank you, but I hope you still feel that way after this next part.”
“What’s next?”
“Your nails and your ears…”
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Jessica turned the chair around and faced it away from the mirror before preparing a needle and my new earrings. I squirmed in my seat and watched uncomfortably as she approached.
“Is this really necessary?” I asked nervously.
“Apparently, to your new ‘mistresses’, it is necessary.” Jessica said with air quotes.
“Those are so… permanent.”
“So are hormones!” Jessica exclaimed. “Look, if you’re scared and don’t want to, I’m not going to force you to do it.”
“No. I’m not scared. Just do it.” I said, while crossing my arms and sitting back in my chair.
Jessica moved close to my right ear and put the needle to my skin. I felt a pinch and a slight burning sensation as Jessica brought the needle through my ear and inserted an earring immediately after. I clenched my jaw and gripped the handles of the chair tightly as I tried to contain myself.
“Are you ok? Some girls feel like it helps to let out a scream.” Jessica said.
“I’m… ok.” I stated.
“You don’t have to pretend for me.” Jessica said while rubbing my shoulder.
“Just… Get the other one over with.”
“Ok.”
Jessica prepared the second needle and earring before stepping close to my left ear. After positioning the needle and making sure it matched the position on the other side, Jessica brought the needle through my ear and put the matching earring in place. Knowing what to expect, I managed the pain slightly easier the second time. It still pinched, but I took it like a woman.
Jessica made sure there wasn’t any blood dripping from my ear before turning me around to face the mirror. 
“What do you think?” She asked.
As I studied the small silver earrings, I was shocked at how much more feminine they made me look. Between the makeup, hair, and earrings, I was starting to feel like the sissy I wanted to be. I smiled at Jessica through the mirror before letting her know how happy I was.
“Don’t get me wrong, they hurt like a bitch, but they look really good.” I said.
“I’m glad you like them. Maybe it’ll help you deal with the pain from the nails easier.”
“Pain from my nails? What are you planning on doing to them?”
“The girls requested acrylic nails and they can get kind of sore the first time you try them.” Jessica said while helping me up from my chair. Bringing me to a table set up on the other side of the room, Jessica sat me down across from her.
Jessica began with an electric file and smoothed out each of my nails. I had to keep myself from laughing because of how it tickled. Once they were ready, she used an adhesive to place tips on each of my fingers. After trimming the tips and filing them down into a tombstone shape, they were ready for the acrylic.
Jessica applied the acrylic over the tips in a thick coat. Working quickly while remaining precise, Jessica had the acrylic base on each of my nails surprisingly quickly. She had me put my nails under a nail dryer for a few minutes each until my nails were hardened. When they were finally set, she pulled out a few colors to choose from.
“Personally, I love the reds, but I have some pinks and purples for you to choose from as well.” Jessica said while showing me the color options.
“You haven’t steered me wrong yet, so just pick the red you think will look best.” I stated.
“With pleasure.”
After selecting a cherry red tube, Jessica set the rest of the colors aside and worked diligently to paint my nails. Once she was finished, she had me put my nails under a nail dryer for a few minutes. Just as she warned, I could feel a slight soreness start to appear when they were finished drying.
“How long will this last?” I asked.
“The nails should last at least a few weeks. When they grow out, you can come back in and I’ll fix them up.” Jessica stated.
“No, I meant the soreness.”
“Oh, that should go away after tomorrow. Some girls are more sensitive and can experience it longer though.”
“Oh, ok. I had no idea it would take that long.” I responded.
“Beauty is pain, sweetie.”
“I’m starting to figure that out… They really do look beautiful. Thank you so much for everything.”
“It’s my pleasure. And don’t be afraid to call if you need me. I don’t want those girls to take advantage of you.”
“It’s not like that. I trust them.” 
“I’m not afraid to come over there and beat someone’s ass if they hurt you.” Jessica stated.
“I’ll be ok.” I said with a chuckle. “Just stand down for now.”
“Ok sweetie.”
Jessica gave me a warm embrace before walking with me to the exit. As I stepped outside, I felt a sense of confidence that wasn’t present when I had arrived. Putting one foot in front of the other, I marched back across the sidewalk where my driver was still parked. After sitting in the backseat, I was driven back to my apartment.
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Rush hour traffic was horrendous on our return trip. Most of the drive was at a snail’s pace, but eventually, we arrived back at the apartment building. As I stepped out of the vehicle, the driver assisted me with a bright smile and wished me a good evening. After walking through the front entrance, I called the elevator and waited as patiently as I could manage. Stepping onto the elevator, I tapped my foot while riding all the way to the top.
Although Jessica had a way of suppressing my worries and anxiety, I could feel myself becoming nervous once again. When I stepped back into the apartment, I had no idea what sort of night I was in for. Would Bridget tie me up again and ride me roughly? Would Rachel have her turn and mirror Bridget’s aggressiveness? Would I be made to clean and wait on them throughout the night?
My questions seemed to be answered as I was greeted by the butler at the front door.
“Good evening miss Consuela.” He greeted.
“Good evening.” I responded.
“You have been requested in the special room.”
“By Bridget?” I asked nervously.
“No, by Rachel.”
“Oh, ok. Thank you.” I said before marching down the hall.
Upon walking up to the door, I could see that it was already open. Rachel was standing in the room alone, wearing only a bright red bra and panties. A strap-on dildo was attached around her middle and pointing straight at me. She slowly extended her index finger before gesturing for me to walk toward her.
Following her command, I walked over and stood a foot away. Rachel brought her hands up to my face and cupped my cheeks. Leaning forward, she brought her painted lips to mine and parted them. I could feel her tongue extend into my mouth and begin to dance with mine. Our eyes closed as we embraced each other.
While making out in the middle of the room, Rachel slid her hands down my body. Guiding me by the hips, she turned me toward the back wall and pushed me against it. She continued kissing and sticking her tongue halfway down to my stomach while moving her hands to my arms.
I could feel her hands move to my wrists and grip them tightly. Bringing my arms above me, Rachel held both of my wrists with one hand while fiddling with the cuffs attached to the wall above my head. In a state of ecstasy, I felt oblivious to what she was doing while we made out. As I opened my eyes, I could see hers looking straight up as she locked each of my wrists in the handcuffs attached to the wall. When she brought her arms back down to my chest and let go, I could feel that my hands were stuck above my head.
My eyes closed again instinctively as I felt Rachel caress my chest and continue swirling her tongue in my mouth. With all the stimulation I was receiving, it wasn’t long before I felt blood rushing to my middle. The pressure began building immediately as the chastity cage prevented me from growing.
Whining began to escape me as I was feeling a mix of arousal and frustration. Although I felt incredibly turned on by how Rachel was treating me, my member was being prevented from showing my excitement. As my whines turned to low moans, Rachel pulled back and shook her head. Stepping away momentarily, she grabbed one of the ball gags and brought it up to my mouth.
I accepted the gag and allowed her to buckle it behind my head without a fight. With my mouth propped open, I stared intently at Rachel. I didn’t know what she had planned next, but I could guess that it had something to do with the strap on that she was wearing.
Walking over to the dresser, Rachel pulled out a bottle of lube and a vibrator. After stepping back in front of me, she set down the lube on the floor and turned the vibrator on. Rachel lifted the skirt of my dress and pressed the vibrator against my chastity cage firmly. Although I was unable to grow inside of the cage, the vibrations against the metal sent exhilarating sensations to my swollen member.
Pleasure and discomfort competed for my attention as I felt myself becoming aroused but unable to grow past the metal bars. I moaned loudly through my gag as a familiar feeling of an orgasm was coming within reach. My legs went weak and my eyes closed as a small amount of pre-cum leaked from my cage. As Rachel saw that my explosion was imminent, she turned off the vibrator and pulled it away.
A wave of frustration came over me. This was the closest I had been to an orgasm since starting this journey as a sissy and I wanted it more than anything. I kicked my heels and moaned through my gag, but Rachel ignored my pitiful efforts. Dropping the vibrator to the floor, Rachel turned me around to face the wall. With my hands still cuffed above me, I could feel Rachel reach under my dress and pull my panties down. Reaching between my cheeks, she grabbed the plug and pulled.
Applying constant pressure on the plug, she slowly worked it out until it was released. Although I still felt myself stretching with each entrance and exit, it felt like the plug could be inserted and released much easier than the first time. Rachel set the plug on the dresser and grabbed the bottle of lube. After applying a hefty amount of lube to her strap on, I could feel her move close behind me.
My cheeks parted as the slimy dildo found my opening and slid through it with ease. Having been plugged consistently over the last day, it felt like this was the easiest penetration yet. I was bursting with arousal as Rachel began to pump back and forth behind me while cupping my chest for leverage.
Small drips of pre-cum dribbled from my chastity cage as Rachel sped up her thrusts. I fell into a state of euphoria as Rachel pushed me closer to an orgasm. While moaning through my ball gag to show my pleasure, Rachel began pinching my nipples and twisting them gently. She was pushing every one of my buttons and I had no idea if I could take any more.
My legs went weak, and I hung from the handcuffs as small bursts of liquid spouted from my trapped member. With each thrust from Rachel, another squirt shot out and began dripping down the wall in front of me. Rachel continued her thrusts for a few minutes as small amounts of cum continued pulsating out of me. By the time she was finished, I had nothing more to release. However, I felt like I still wanted more.
Rachel took her time pulling out of me and stood close as we remained connected with the strap-on. The strength returned to my legs, and I stood upright again while breathing heavily through my nose. When Rachel finally pulled out, I felt empty and moaned for more.
Grabbing the plug from the dresser, Rachel left the room to clean it and returned a few minutes later. After rubbing the plug with lube, she lifted my dress and reinserted the bulb like object. I let out a small squeal as I accepted the plug once again. Rachel pulled my panties back up and unlocked my cuffs. Once my hands were free, I removed the ball gag and turned around to face her.
“That… Was… Amazing.” I said enthusiastically.
“Did you enjoy your first sissygasm?” Rachel said with a giggle.
“It was incredible. I had no idea sex could feel like that.”
“It blows away being on the other end, doesn’t it?”
“Yeah, seriously. I don’t know how I’ve waited so long to finally try this. Thank you.” I said, while taking Rachel’s hand.
“Don’t act like this was all for you. I got off too.” Rachel said while reaching beneath her panties. I could see her use her index finger to wipe some of the excess cum that seeped through the fabric. Bringing her finger to my mouth, she stuck it between my lips without warning. I was in shock as I tasted Rachel.
“Congratulations, you’re officially a sissy.” Rachel said with a smile.
She pulled her finger out of my mouth and turned toward the door. After opening it, she turned back to me.
“Make sure to clean up before heading to your room.” Rachel ordered.
“Yes, mistress.” I responded.
“Also, I want you to curtsey whenever we order you to do something. It makes you look more like a sissy.”
I took a deep breath before putting my right foot behind my left and bending down for a curtsey. “As you wish, mistress.”
“Very good. Good night.”




Chapter 14

After cleaning up the mess that Rachel and I had made, I returned to my room and drifted off to the deepest sleep of my life. I had finally experienced what I had been looking for and felt fulfillment in my sex life in a whole new way. Although there were elements of this new lifestyle that would take some getting used to, I was eager to learn and do what I needed to succeed.
The next morning, I awoke to the sun shining into my room and a lingering soreness from my nails. Throwing the covers off of me, I slid out of bed and headed to the bathroom. With the extra length of my nails, taking care of the most mundane of tasks became a struggle. It felt like I had to relearn how to do everything as my nails continued to get in the way.
Simply gripping a doorknob was now a challenge, as the nails dug into my skin when I made a fist. Pinching the zipper of my dress was impossible with the length of my nails getting in the way. I discovered that even pulling down my panties was a difficulty when I scratched myself in the bathroom. It felt like I was nearing a breakdown as I sat on the toilet seat and took a few minutes to compose myself.
Realizing that I had to move on with my morning eventually, I decided to jump in the shower and clean myself up. My makeup was a mess from my session with Rachel the previous night, and I knew that I could use another shave. I applied some hair removal cream around my body and used a razor to shave everything except for the hair on top of my head.
After stepping out of the shower, I dried my body before paying special attention to my hair. Following Jessica’s instructions, I squeezed the excess liquid out before dabbing it with a towel. Trying to learn a new routine with extra long nails provided to be especially difficult as it took well over a half an hour to take care of my hair.
Feeling a shiver from standing in my room nude, I turned my attention to my clothes. Picking out a pair of light purple bra and panties, I slid the underwear up my legs before putting my arms into the bra. Clasping the bra shut felt nearly impossible, as my nails continued to get in the way. After figuring out how to orient my fingers to grip the bra, I managed to clasp it behind me.
With my underwear on, I rolled the fishnet stockings up my legs next. Once my maid’s dress was over me, I found a way to pinch the zipper and bring it up my back. Taking a seat at the vanity, I stared at myself in the mirror.
Although I had watched Jessica do my makeup twice and Rachel fix it once, I still felt completely lost. I spent nearly a half hour applying and reapplying my foundation, but I could not make it look the same as when the girls did it. After becoming frustrated, I sat back in my chair and waited for Bridget or Rachel to check on me. I felt relieved when Rachel walked in.
“How are you feeling today?” She asked.
“Annoyed, mistress… my nails are getting in the way of everything and I just can’t figure out this makeup.” I complained.
“You’ll get used to the nails eventually. But just like your makeup, it’s going to take some practice.”
“Yes, mistress. It’s just that, most things in life have come easy to me. If I want to learn something new, I just do it. I don’t know why makeup of all things is so difficult?”
“Well, maybe because there isn’t just one way to do it. It’s about highlighting your best features and drawing attention away from others. Here, I’ll show you what I mean.”
Rachel spent a couple hours applying my makeup and explaining each step of the process as she went. I tried to take mental notes along the way, but there was too much information to absorb in one session. By the time she was finished, I felt like I had an idea of where to start, but I wouldn’t be able to match her precision.
“There, just take a mental picture and try to remember this when you do it again tomorrow.” Rachel said while standing behind me and making eye contact through the mirror.
“Ok, thank you, mistress.”
“Your welcome sissy. And I’ll let the curtsy slide this time since you’re sitting down.”
Hopping out of my chair, I stepped beside Rachel and gave a curtsey enthusiastically.
“Wow, you’re really getting into the sissy mood.” Rachel giggled.
“I just want to please you, mistress.” I responded.
“Then go and do some cleaning. Bridget and I have some errands to run today.”
“Yes, mistress.” I said with a curtsey.
I scampered out of the room and headed for the closet. Finding a duster, I made my way around the apartment and made sure to dust every piece of furniture in it. I could hear the door open and two sets of footsteps leave while I dusted in the living room. As I finished up the dining room, the butler entered with a shake in hand.
“Your breakfast, miss Consuela.” The butler said with the glass extended toward me.
“Thank you.” I said, while accepting it.
“And your medicine.” The butler stated while holding out the capsules.
After accepting them from his hand, I threw them in my mouth and gulped down the smoothie. Handing it back to the butler, I continued dusting the entire apartment.
Making my way through each room, I straightened up and cleaned everything off of the floors. However, the butler’s room was already immaculate upon my entrance. Focusing on the other rooms in the apartment, I pulled out the vacuum next and took it over every square centimeter of the penthouse.
Between dusting, vacuuming, and scrubbing each of the bathrooms, I was busy until late in the afternoon. The butler made another shake for lunch, which I gulped down before returning to work. By the late afternoon, my heels began telling me that I was finished for the day. Having no experience wearing high heels for such long periods of time, I found myself having some trouble getting used to the five-inch stiletto pumps.
Waiting in my bedroom, I sat with my legs together on the bed and rested my feet. After a half hour, I laid back on the bed and closed my eyes. Just before dinnertime, I could hear the girls returning. Jumping up from my bed, I walked out of my room and greeted them in the hall.
“Hey there, sissy. Did you clean like I asked you to?” Rachel asked while walking toward me, with Bridget right behind her. Each was carrying two to three shopping bags in each hand.
“Yes, mistress.” I said with a curtsey.
“Very good. Why don’t you go to your room and rest up before dinner.” Rachel suggested.
“Actually, I want to see her in the other room.” Bridget stated.
“Oh ok, that’s fine.” Rachel said, while walking past me.
After Bridget walked past me, I followed behind her. We walked through the living room and down the other hall to the sex dungeon. 
“Wait in there. I’ll be right with you.” Bridget said before walking to the master bedroom.
After stepping into the room, I planted my feet right in the center under the dim lightbulb. A few moments later, Bridget appeared in the doorway wearing a navy pencil skirt and a white blouse. Her legs were covered with black tights and black booties with a three inch chunky heel.
“I heard you had quite the night with Rachel last night.” Bridget said while closing the door behind her.
“Yes, mistress.” I said meekly.
“So you can get off with her and not me. Is that it?”
“No mistress. I’m… I’m sorry mistress.”
“Shut your mouth and bend over by the wall.” Bridget ordered.
Turning toward the back wall, I put my hands against it and bent over as instructed.
Bridget walked behind me and began caressing my back end roughly. Moving her hands up and down my body, she cupped my chest and squeezed before grabbing my crotch and griping it. I winced as I felt her putting pressure on my swollen balls, but I remained bent over in my position.
“Do you want me to do something about that built up pressure?” Bridget asked seductively.
“Yes mistress. Please, mistress.” I responded.
Bridget gave a sharp slap to my bottom before walking over to the dresser and pulling out the strap-on, vibrator, and lube. After sliding the straps up her legs, she stepped behind me and lifted the skirt of my dress. Pulling down my underwear, she reached between my cheeks for the plug. 
Without warning, she gave one hard tug and pulled the plug out all at once. I jumped and let out a squeal, because I usually needed to warm up before expelling the large butt plug. As I regained my composure, she applied some lube to the strap on and rubbed it around. Taking me by surprise a second time, Bridget thrusted forward but missed the opening. After poking my skin with the tip of the strap-on, I jumped forward again. Bridget gave me a hard slap before trying to penetrate me for a second time.
“Stay still sissy!” She yelled.
“Yes, mistress.” I responded meekly.
With the second thrust, she found the hole and plunged deep inside. I jumped forward and arched my back as I felt her jump right in and begin to hump me roughly. My breathing sped up and small whines began escaping me with each thrust from Bridget. After a few moments, she turned on the vibrator and pressed it against my chastity cage.
I could feel pressure begin to build immediately from the stimulation she was giving me. My member tried to grow, but met resistance from the cage. Even though I was unable to become fully erect, I could feel something building inside of me.
Bridget continued pumping with increasing intensity until her middle was slamming into my back end. I was having trouble holding my position as she gave everything she had. With the penetration, the vibrator, and my submissive appearance, I didn’t last more than a few minutes.
A small eruption was forced out of my member as Bridget rocked back and forth behind me. Small quirts continued to spout as Bridget kept the vibrator pressed against my cage and pumped the dildo in and out. My knees shook and my arms felt weak as my body spasmed uncontrollably. Bridget made sure to continue for several minutes until absolutely nothing was left.
The dildo was pulled out as roughly as it was inserted. Bridget slid the strap on down her legs and dropped the vibrator to the floor.
“Clean this up before dinner.” She ordered before walking out and closing the door behind her.
I rested my head on the wall and took a few minutes to regain my composure before fulfilling her request.




Chapter 15

Although Bridget managed to push me to a sissygasm, it was not quite as sweet as the one with Rachel. I felt an emotional connection and a build up before an orgasm was coerced out of me with Rachel. But with Bridget, it felt like it was forced out of me, whether I wanted it or not. It was like I was a piece of meat that was being used as opposed to a lover. Regardless of how I got there, I did feel a great sense of relief when Bridget was finished.
After cleaning up the mess we made and reinserting my plug, I marched to the dining room to find Rachel and Bridget enjoying a meal. A plate of Ribeye steak with green beans and mashed potatoes was sitting in front of each of the girls while the rest of the table sat empty.
In-between bites, Rachel informed me that the butler had prepared something for me in the kitchen. After thanking her and giving a curtsey, I walked to the kitchen and found the butler with yet another shake in hand. 
“Is this my dinner?” I asked.
“Yes, they have put you on a liquid diet until further notice.” He informed. “But it has everything you need so you will not become malnourished.”
After giving a sigh, I took the glass and gulped down my meal. Once I was done, I returned to the dining room and watched the girls finish their dinner from the corner of the room. When they were finished, I grabbed the plates and brought them to the kitchen. I set the plates in the sink and the butler dismissed me before cleaning the dishes.
After walking to the living room, I found the girls sitting on the couch flipping through channels on the large screen TV. As they were searching for something to watch, Rachel noticed that I was standing behind them.
“Oh, hey there, Consuela.” She greeted.
“At your service, mistress.” I responded.
“I think we’re just going to watch something and relax for the night. We had a long, long shopping day.” Rachel said with a giggle.
“Yeah, this one had to try on every bra in the store.” Bridget muttered.
“Excuse me, you spent like an hour looking at leggings that you’re probably never going to wear…”
“Yes I will.” Bridget snapped back.
“Whatever.” Rachel said while rolling her eyes. Turning her attention back to me, she dismissed me for the night. “You don’t need to stand around listening to us argue, go ahead and lay down if you want.”
“Yes, mistress.” I responded with a curtsey.
“Wait.” Bridget inserted. “Would if I need something? Consuela, stay here.”
Turning back around, I gave a curtsey as I responded, “Yes, mistress.”
“I said that she could be dismissed.” Rachel said, raising her voice.
“Well, I said that she isn’t.” Bridget said while setting down the remote. 
They stared into each other’s eyes while I nervously stood behind the couch. I wasn’t sure what was going on, but I wanted to stay out of it.
“She’s our bitch and if either of us wants to use her, we can. And I want to use her.” Bridget stated.
“She’s is sissy, not a bitch. And by use her, you just mean have her stand around waiting to get you a drink?” Rachel responded.
“If I want one. In fact, Consuela, go grab me a glass of water.”
“Yes, mistress.” I said with a curtsey.
Walking to the kitchen, I filled up a glass and returned moments later. Their voices continued to climb in volume as I waited to give Bridget her drink.
“If you want to use her, be my guest! I’m not stopping you!” Bridget yelled.
“I don’t want to, and neither do you. You’re just trying to torment her!” Rachel yelled back.
“Torment her? How could I be tormenting her when I got her to sissygasm even faster than you did?!”
“Well, who got her to do it first?! That’s right, it was me…”
“Just because you got lucky and got her to do it once doesn’t mean you’re better at it.”
“Yeah, you wanna bet?” Rachel asked.
“Bet what…”
“How about the loser moves to the island for a couple of months?” Rachel suggested.
“Alone?”
“No, the butler would still be there. But Consuela would stay here.”
“I’ll take that bet. Enjoy your time in the Caribbean.” Bridget said smugly.
“I will, when I come down to visit…”
“So, what are the rules?” Bridget asked.
“Well, we’ll take her into the other room and see who can bring her to a sissygasm first. The only rule will be that you can’t touch her cage or anywhere around her middle.”
“Ok, then the other person gets to watch to make sure everything’s fair.”
“Fine, we’ll flip a coin to see who goes first.”
It was strange to see Rachel and Bridget arguing over me and deciding rules for how they were going to fuck me. If I hadn’t enjoyed my sessions with them so much, I would’ve been more nervous about the outcome. Having already sunk deep into sissy mode, I was just excited to be the center of attention.
Rachel and Bridget walked to the sex dungeon without saying a word. I knew that I was supposed to follow, so I did. Before walking into the dimly lit room, Rachel grabbed a coin from her purse. While standing with Bridget, we watched as Rachel walked in with a coin in hand.
“Ok, call it while it’s in the air.” Rachel said.
“Tails!” Bridget shouted as the coin spun in mid-air.
Rachel caught the coin and slapped her hand against her wrist. Upon revealing the winner, Rachel’s face lit up with a gleaming smile. 
“Watch and learn.” Rachel said.
Taking a step toward me, Rachel grabbed me at the hips and pushed me toward the wall. It felt like we picked up right where we left off the last time, as she locked her lips with mine and shoved her tongue into my mouth. Her hands ran up and down my body as we made out passionately, despite Bridget staring angrily.
“You have ten minutes, then it’s my turn.” Bridget informed after pulling out her phone.
Rachel let out a giggle. “We won’t need that long, will we?”
I kept my focus on her tongue swirling in my mouth and let out a moan in response. 
Rachel grabbed my wrists with her hands and slowly brought them above my head. Finding the cuffs she used on me previously, she locked each of my wrists in the cuffs and let go. With my arms stuck above me, she began to run her hands up and down my torso.
Soft whimpers came out as she began to rub my chest and squeeze it. I could feel her playing with my nipples and giving light pinches as we continued kissing. My cage was feeling tighter by the second as Rachel pressed every one of my buttons.
Her hands eventually wondered down to my behind, where they caressed each cheek and squeezed firmly. Pulling up my skirt, she pulled down my panties and slid her fingers toward my hole. With some gentle tugs, the plug slid out. Dropping the plug to the floor, Rachel pulled away and grabbed a ball gag from the wall.
After forcing the ball gag into my mouth, she buckled it behind my head. Grabbing the strap-on from the drawer, she secured it around her waist before applying some lube. Rachel stepped close and turned me around before lifting my skirt and moving in. As I faced the wall, I could feel Rachel slide the dildo between my cheeks and press forward until it was completely inside.
Starting slowly, Rachel rocked her hips back and forth behind me. The dildo began pumping in and out slowly, but quickly picked up the pace. After several thrusts, it felt like she was at full speed and slamming into my back end.
My member was straining against its cage and doing its best to grow despite the chastity cage that it was stuck inside of. From all the stimulation that I was receiving, it felt like my member could burst at any second. A release was building inside, and I knew that it wouldn’t be much longer before it came. I bit the ball gag hard and moaned as Rachel continued pounding me.
Rachel and I both jumped when we heard the alarm going off from Bridget’s phone. I whined through my gag and stomped my heels as Rachel hung her head.
“That was ten minutes.” Bridget stated while walking over to me. After lifting my skirt, she could see that I was still dry. “It looks like you couldn’t get there. Should I show you how it’s done?”
“You and I both know she is about to burst. You can’t just jump in and take credit for my work.” Rachel argued.
“The rules are the rules, now step aside.” Bridget said.
“No, you have to wait at least a half hour to let her cool down.”
“You know what, fine. Then I’ll come in here and beat you anyway.”
Rachel pulled out and reinserted the plug after cleaning it. They both decided to leave me tied up while we set a timer for thirty minutes. As the timer ran, they left the room and closed the door behind them.




Chapter 16

With no clocks or windows, it felt like the minutes passed slowly. My only sense of time came from my shrinking member, that was now back to its flaccid state. After what I can only assume was a half hour, I heard the door open and the girls return.
“Ok, the timer is starting… now.” Rachel informed.
I listened as Bridget walked over to the dresser and pulled out a strap on. After securing it around her waist and lubing it up, she wasted no time pulling down my panties and ripping the plug out. As I heard the plug drop to the floor, Bridget plunged the dildo between my cheeks and penetrated me roughly.
In no time, the arousal that was drawn out from Rachel returned in full force. My member quickly felt pressure building as it strained against its cage. The liquid that was about to burst was working its way up again, but much faster. Although I was trying to fight the orgasm that was approaching, there was nothing I could do.
Bridget reached around to my chest and pinched my nipples as she continued pumping in and out. I squealed as pleasure and pain were both competing for my attention. With my hands tied, mouth gagged, and behind being penetrated roughly, I couldn’t hold back any longer.
A rush of liquid was forced out of me as Bridget bumped against my back end rhythmically. The whole room could hear the liquid dripping from my cage and splatting on the floor beneath me while Bridget had her way.
“Well, what do you know? She came.” Bridget said while pulling out abruptly. It felt like I had more to release, but it was of no concern to Bridget. She had won the bet, and that was all that mattered.
“I still don’t think it was fair. I got her to the edge, you just barely pushed her over it.” Rachel said.
“You’re the one that made the rules. But, you know what, I’m going to be the bigger woman and allow you to stay anyway, under a few conditions.”
“Yeah, and what are the conditions?” Rachel asked.
“I’m glad you asked. For starters, I get the final word on Consuela. If I want her to stand by my bedside all night, she will.”
“Fine, what else?”
“You have to move into Consuela’s room and help her with her maid duties for a little while. She did a terrible job cleaning the bathrooms and I think she could learn a thing or two from you.” Bridget explained.
“Is that all?” Rachel asked before biting her lip.
“Well, this should be obvious, but you should wear the proper uniform while performing your duties.”
“You want me to go back to being a maid and allow you to boss both of us around?” Rachel asked.
“Is that going to be a problem, or would you like to leave for a couple of months?”
Rachel looked at me with a concerned look. After letting out a long sigh, she agreed to Bridget’s demands.
After I was let down, Bridget escorted both Rachel and me back to our new shared room. She closed the door and locked it before leaving us alone.
“You didn’t have to do that.” I said to Rachel.
“With how she’s been acting, I don’t think I could’ve left you alone.” Rachel responded.
“I would’ve been fine. Sure, she’s gone a little mad with power, but I think it’ll pass.”
“I don’t know, I’ve never seen her like this. I couldn’t leave you here alone with her.”
“Why did you even make that bet to begin with?” I asked, while Rachel began undressing.
“I was hoping she’d lose and go blow off some steam. I thought maybe when she came back she would be a little milder.”
“Well didn’t that blow up in your face.” I laughed.
“Yeah, apparently.” Rachel said, while holding up a matching uniform to mine.
After stripping down to her underwear, Rachel slid into a pair of fishnet stockings. Pulling the maid’s dress over her head, she zipped it up behind her with relative ease. Having worn an identical dress for the last two days, I was shocked to see how well she filled out the uniform.
Her E cup chest was on full display with the low cut. The dress hugged her waist and showed off her delicate hour glass frame. As she slipped on her high-heeled pumps, her legs were greatly accentuated by both the shoes and the stockings. I felt completely inferior standing next to the perfect model.
After a few minutes, Bridget came by the room to check on us.
“Oh goodie, you’re already in your uniform.” Bridget stated.
“Yes, mistress.” Rachel said, while forcing a smile and giving a mocking curtsey.
“Don’t set a poor example or I’ll have to punish you.” Bridget threatened.
Rachel bit her lip and stayed silent.
“You’re going to need to put this on. It is part of the required uniform, remember?” Bridget said while throwing a chastity cage to Rachel. Swiping the cage out of the air, Rachel gave a curtsey in response.
“Goodnight sissies.”
Bridget closed the door as she exited and left us alone.
Rachel spared no time lifting her dress and pulling down her panties. Seeing her cage compared to mine, I had no idea how she was going to fit into it. As she revealed herself under her dress, I was shocked, as I didn’t remember how small she was.
“Has it always been that small?” I asked while she slid the cage over her package.
“No, it has definitely shrunk over time. That’s what hormones and permanent chastity will do to you.”
“Oh.” I responded.
Rachel had the cage on and locked in under a minute. Jumping into bed, she lifted the covers and gestured for me to lie next to her.
After turning off the lights, I jumped into bed next to Rachel. We pulled the covers up to our chests and laid on our backs. While staring at the ceiling, Rachel turned to her side and faced me.
“I’m sorry for screwing everything up. I feel kind of stupid now.” Rachel whispered.
“It’s ok, I’m actually happy you’re with me.” I said, while turning toward her.
“As long as I'm here, can we cuddle?” Rachel asked.
“Yeah, of course.”
We scooted close and wrapped our arms around each other. Our bodies became tangled as our stocking encased legs rubbed against each other. A small clink could be heard when our chastity cages met beneath our panties. As I felt her chest rub up against mine, I started to become jealous of how large hers was. I put my hands on her chest and sighed softly.
“Yours will grow too. Just give it some time.” Rachel said.
“How do you do that?” I asked.
“Do what?”
“It’s like you always know what I’m thinking.”
“Well, I have spent a lot of time waiting on you, serving you, and loving you. I just know you.” 
“It’s cute.”
“Thank you.”
Rachel and I giggled as we cuddled and spooned with each other deep into the night. Eventually, we fell asleep in each other’s arms. 




Chapter 17

Awaking to the sun shining through the window the next morning, I could feel Rachel’s arm around my chest. Her front was pressed up against my back as I blinked my eyes open. Lifting the covers off of me, I rolled over and slid out of bed. Rachel awoke to the sound of my heels against the floor and greeted me. 
“Good morning.” Rachel said groggily.
“Good morning, mistress.” I responded as I walked to the bathroom. After relieving myself, I walked back out with a smile on my face.
“I guess you aren’t my mistress anymore?” I giggled.
“I lost a bet with Bridget, not you. I’d prefer if you still called me mistress and curtseyed for me.” Rachel said after getting out of bed.
“Seriously?” I asked.
“Seriously.”
I sighed before dropping down for a curtsey. “Ok, mistress.”
“I’m going to shower and shave. Why don’t you try doing your own makeup this morning.”
“Yes, mistress.”
I took a seat at the vanity after cleaning off my face in the bathroom.
Doing my best to copy Rachel’s techniques the previous day, I started with the foundation before moving on to my eyes and lips. Although Rachel did a much better job in highlighting my feminine traits and disguising my masculine ones, I felt like it was a significant improvement from where I had started. As Rachel walked out freshly shaven and entirely nude except for her chastity cage, I turned to show her my work.
“That looks ok. But you need to be more careful with the eyeliner.” Rachel critiqued.
“Yeah, I felt like it started small, but it kept getting thicker when I tried to make both eyes match.”
“I’ll fix it for you after I get dressed.”
After sliding into a fresh pair of underwear and her uniform, Rachel cleaned my face and started over from scratch. I watched as she went through each step and explained herself throughout. I paid especially close attention when she came to my eyes and did my best to study her. Rachel finished by painting my lips and asking me to smack them together.
“Thank you, mistress.” I said excitedly.
“Your welcome, now scoot over.”
Rachel took a seat at the vanity and began working on her makeup. As I watched her run through each step for a second time, I felt like the process was sinking in. In less than a half an hour, Rachel’s face was put on and looked perfect to my eye.
Shortly after we were made up and dressed, the butler stopped by our room with our breakfasts in hand.
“Here is your breakfast.” The butler said while holding out shakes for Rachel and me. After we grabbed our shakes, the butler held out my medicine.
“Thank you.” I said, while accepting the pills. I threw the pills in my mouth and chugged the shake while Rachel enjoyed her meal. After handing the glasses back to the butler, we began our day cleaning the house.
I had no idea how much I had to learn about being a maid until Rachel opened my eyes. She was a professional and took notice of the smallest imperfections. There were countless techniques and tricks that she had up her sleeve while performing tasks around the apartment. I did my best to learn from her experience and emulate her as we went about our day.
As we cleaned the apartment from top to bottom, Bridget kept a close eye and watched us both intently throughout the afternoon. It felt like she wanted us to trip up and fail as she inspected our cleaning and looked for anything that she could nail us for. Thankfully, Rachel was a veteran and was not fazed by the scrutiny.
Later in the day when we had finished cleaning for the evening, Bridget sat down for dinner and ordered us to stand at her side. Having been put on a liquid diet the last few days, my mouth salivated at the sight and smell of a juicy pot roast and mashed potatoes. Except for two requests for a drink, Rachel and I watched Bridget consume her dinner in silence. After she had finished her meal, she ordered us to wait for her in the sex dungeon.
Rachel and I waited impatiently while Bridget returned to her room to change. Standing under the dim light, Rachel showed me the proper waiting position while standing side by side.
“Put your hands behind you with your left hand over your right.” Rachel explained, “Make sure to arch your back and stick out your chest.”
“I don’t have a chest…” I responded.
“Pretend you do and stick it out. Also, keep your feet together and your knees bent slightly. Oh, you’ll also want to leave your mouth parted slightly.”
“Like this?” I asked, while trying to follow her directions.
“Yeah, that looks pretty good.”
A few moments later, Bridget entered the room wearing only her purple bra and panties. She strolled over to the dresser and began pulling out a few items as Rachel and I kept still and silent. After gathering what she needed, Bridget walked up behind Rachel and locked a pair of handcuffs on her. Bringing a ball gag up to her face, she forced the gag into her mouth and fastened it behind her head. Bridget turned her attention to me next and gripped my arm tightly.
Pulling me over to the corner of the room, Bridget positioned me in front of the sex bench. This contraption was designed so that a sub could be tied down in a doggy-style position while allowing easy access to their front and behind. The user would be forced to remain bent over on their elbows and knees while their butt was held up in the air from a bar underneath their waist.
Bridget held my arm as she helped me kneel onto the device. Once my knees were in place, Bridget quickly fastened cuffs around my ankles and straps above my calves. With my legs secured, she guided my elbows and forearms down to the pads in the front. After fastening the cuffs around my wrists and the straps just above my forearms, she fastened one more strap around my waist where a metal bar was holding it up.
As Bridget walked over to the dresser to grab a gag, I realized just how immobile I was. My arms, legs, and waist were locked in place as I was frozen in the doggy-style position. Although my head and neck were able to move freely, I had to bring my head all the way back just to look forward. I discovered very quickly that it was easier to just let my head hang in front of me.
 My eyes stared blankly down at the floor as I watched Bridget step in front of me in a pair of purple stiletto pumps. As a metal ring gag swung past my line of vision and began pressing against my lips, I opened my mouth up and accepted it. After the ring gag was fastened behind my head, I could feel drool begin to build up immediately.
Bridget gave a pat on the head before stepping behind me and lifting the skirt of my dress. After pulling down my panties, she slid her fingers between my cheeks and grabbed hold of the butt plug. I let out a soft whimper as she pulled the plug out slowly. Once the largest part had made its exit, the rest slid out with ease.
Walking over to the dresser, Bridget set the plug down before rummaging through the drawers for a few more items. While tied down on the sex bench which was pointed toward the corner, I had trouble seeing what was happening behind me. I listened as Bridget moved Rachel around and helped her step into something. After a few minutes, I could hear Rachel being brought behind me.
While waiting in suspense, I could feel Bridget slide a small plastic tube between my cheeks and begin squirting cool liquid in and around my hole. My body flinched as I felt her push the plastic tube in a few inches before pulling it back out. As small droplets of lube began to drip from my behind, I could feel a phallic shaped object slide between my cheeks and plunge forward.
I moaned into my gag loudly as the dildo made a full entrance all at once. Straining to look over my shoulder, I caught a glimpse of Rachel pressed up against my behind, with Bridget directly behind her. Rachel’s eyes were closed tightly and her face appeared tense as she let out a loud moan through her ball gag. I had noticed that both Bridget and Rachel had a strap-on around their waist which was penetrating the Rachel and me simultaneously.
I turned my head and let it hang in front of me as Bridget began pumping behind Rachel roughly. With each thrust from Bridget, Rachel was sandwiched between us while her strap-on penetrated me deeply. When Bridget would pull out in-between thrusts, Rachel also pulled out slightly before being pushed against me again. I had no idea that Bridget had such strong legs as she found her rhythm and screwed Rachel and me at the same time.
It wasn’t long before I could feel arousal building within. As sensations spread from my back end to my trapped member, blood began rushing to my middle and creating pressure in my chastity cage. Although my member wasn’t receiving any stimulation, I felt a release beginning to build deep inside. As the sensations grew stronger and a release continued to creep closer, I felt like a true submissive who was being used.               While straining against my wrist and ankle restraints, my breathing sped up and my moans became higher-pitched. Saliva had been building behind the ring gag that was propping my mouth open and it was dripping to the floor beneath me consistently. I couldn’t take anymore with a rush of cum at the cusp of being pushed out. Just as I felt myself about to slip over the edge, the motions stopped.
Rachel halted behind me with her middle pressed against my back end and the dildo fully inserted. I began to get irritated as I attempted to shake my body and continue. With how tightly I was secured down, I barely managed to shake the sex bench. As I turned my head to see what was happening, I caught sight of Bridget strolling around to my front.
After releasing the straps of the strap-on, Bridget allowed it to fall to the floor as she stepped in front of me. Standing just a few inches away, she pulled down her panties and revealed her semi erect member. It was barely three inches and looked like it was having trouble growing. Having spent over a year locked in a chastity cage semi-permanently, it had trouble doing anything more than hardening slightly.
Bridget grabbed my head with both hands and held it upright as she stepped toward me. With my mouth propped open, I had no say if her member went into my mouth or not. I closed my eyes and braced myself as it slid through the ring gag and rested on my tongue. It felt like a large gummy worm as Bridget pushed her member all the way in and pressed her middle against my face. After hearing a snap from Bridget’s fingers, Rachel began pumping behind me once again.
Although the sensations in my back end were reigniting my arousal, I found Bridget to be very distracting. This small squishy thing began bouncing up and down in my mouth as she pumped in and out repeatedly. I could feel a sharp slap on the cheek as Bridget stared down intensely.
“Use your tongue, sissy.” Bridget ordered.
After letting out a moan, I attempted to fulfill her request. Playing with the floppy member, I pushed it around my mouth and sucked on it the best I could while wearing a ring gag.
As Rachel continued to pump in and out behind me, I could feel a release coming within reach. I closed my eyes and concentrated on my trapped member as the sensations continued to build and liquid slowly bubbled up. My whole body tensed up as small drops of pre-cum began dripping from my cage.
Another slap to my face pulled my attention back to Bridget as she reminded me to continue using my tongue. Swirling her member around in my mouth, I followed her order while turning my attention back to my swollen member. High-pitched whines escaped involuntarily as small squirts began to shoot out of my chastity cage. Droplets splatting on the floor did not slow anyone down as Bridget and Rachel continued their motions. My member throbbed in its cage for a few minutes before blood began to exit and it shrank back to normal size.
With my climax behind me, I opened my eyes and looked up at Bridget. Hoping to be finished soon, I played with her member in my mouth and did everything I could to bring her to a climax. However, after several minutes of tickling the underside of her Bridget’s member, it felt like nothing had changed. It was as squishy as when we started, and it had not grown even slightly. My back end was starting to feel sore, but she had not given an order for Rachel to stop. Feeling discomfort get the better of me, I began to let out low moans and whines.
Looking up to Bridget in front of me, I could see her open her eyes and glare down.
“What the hell is wrong with you? I was almost there.” Bridget stated angrily. “Now we have to start all over again.”
I let out a moan in response as she began thrusting against my face even harder than before.
Another several minutes passed and my uneasiness was growing by the minute. With the way I was tied down, my neck was feeling sore from how it was oriented. Although I was starting to feel some arousal from Rachel’s strap-on again, there was still a lingering discomfort. I strained against my restraints and began moaning increasingly louder as we continued.
Becoming annoyed with my lack of eagerness, Bridget gave another slap to my right cheek. I let out a loud whine in response as she continued without missing a beat.
“Oh my god, stop being such a baby!” Bridget exclaimed. “You know what, Rachel, come over here.”
Rachel stopped and pulled out before walking over to Bridget like she was told. With my butt still exposed and sticking out, I couldn’t help feeling empty as she stepped around to the front.
Bridget pulled her panties down to her knees before having Rachel step behind her. Guiding her by the hips, Bridget held Rachel as she moved her butt backwards into the strap-on. Bridget let out a long, deep exhale as Rachel entered her.
Moving back forward, Bridget pressed her middle against my face before ordering Rachel to screw her. Doing as Bridget asked, Rachel began pumping behind her fast and hard. In a matter of moments, I could feel blood rushing to Bridget’s member that was resting on my tongue. It grew slightly and became marginally harder as it bounced around in my mouth.
In no time, small drops of pre-cum began dripping into my mouth with each thrust from Rachel. I did what I could with my tongue, but it was becoming apparent that her climax was not coming because of me. I braced myself and closed my eyes as I felt Bridget grip my hair tightly. As her body tensed up and her member tightened, I knew that it was coming at any moment.
When the rush of liquid was finally released, I was surprised by the large amount of it. With the ring gag propping my mouth open, I was having trouble swallowing as I was filled with Bridget’s cum. I whined and moaned as Bridget gripped my head tightly and would not let go. Small droplets began spilling out of my mouth as the salty fluid and saliva mixed.
After Bridget finally pulled out, I let my head hang down and watched as a string of white slimy liquid stretched down from my mouth. As a pool formed beneath my head, a string remained connected between my lips and the floor. I moved my head back and forth while trying to break the connection, but it held strong.
Before leaving the room, Bridget removed the handcuffs from Rachel and ordered her to assist me. Rachel removed the ball gag from her mouth and followed the order promptly. Once she released me from the cuffs and straps holding me down to the sex bench, Rachel helped me off and removed my ring gag.
After taking a moment to relax my jaw and stretch out my neck, we grabbed some cleaning supplies and got to work. With the two of us working together, we had the room cleaned up and ready for the next use relatively quickly. Once we rinsed off the butt plugs, we lubed each one up and inserted them back inside our behinds. Although my back end was sore from being ridden, my body acclimated to the plug soon after.





Chapter 18

After a long day, it felt nice to lie on the bed and just relax. Rachel and I stared at the ceiling as we chatted.
“How are you feeling?” Rachel asked while laying beside me.
“I feel… better, mistress.” I stated.
“Better than what?”
“Well, my nails were pretty sore yesterday and this morning, and it’s still making everything difficult. My ears feel a little better, but they’re still annoying me right now. But on the bright side, this thing…” I said while gripping my chastity cage, “… Feels way better now thanks to you, mistress.”
“It was nothing. I was mostly just bouncing between you and Bridget.”
“Still, you were incredible.” I said, while rubbing her leg.
Rachel gave me a tap on the hand before turning her body toward me. “You forgot to address me properly…”
“Mistress.” I giggled while turning toward her.
Rachel rolled her eyes as she turned to her back and stared at the ceiling again. “You’re such a ditz as a sissy.”
I let out a sigh before responding, “Whatever… Mistress.”
After a few moments, Rachel turned back toward me. “You know, I really liked when we cuddled last night. Would you like to again?”
“Yes, please.” I responded with a smile.
We scooted close to each other and wrapped our arms around each other’s bodies. Tangling our legs beneath the sheets, I could feel our chastity cages rubbing against each other. 
Looking Rachel deep in the eyes, I leaned in and pressed my lips against hers. Our eyes closed as our mouths parted and our tongues played with each other. Bringing my hand up to her face, I caressed her cheek while she grabbed my rear and squeezed. Her chest pressed against mine as we held each other tight and continued to make out.
I let out soft moans as the attention to my behind began to arouse me. Following Rachel’s lead, I moved my hand to her butt cheek and gave a light squeeze. Forgetting how long my fingernails were, they dug in before Rachel let out a squeal. “Watch it with those talons.” Rachel said while raising her voice slightly.
“I’m sorry, mistress.” I apologized quickly.
“It’s fine…” Rachel said before continuing to making out.
As our lips locked a second time, I could hear footsteps in the hall outside our bedroom. Our eyes shot open while freezing in place. Aside from the sound of our breathing, the room was completely silent. After waiting a few minutes, Rachel shrugged before closing her eyes and moving her tongue around my mouth some more. However, my eyes stayed open as I listened intently.
Rachel tried to keep the romance alive, but she realized quickly that something was distracting me.
“What is it?” She asked.
“Didn’t you hear that a couple of minutes ago?” I asked.
“Yeah, it was probably the butler grabbing something in the kitchen.”
“I know his footsteps, and those did not sound like his.”
“So, maybe it was Bridget?” Rachel said nonchalantly.
“Yeah, and it sounded like it was right outside our door.”
“You think she’s listening to us?” Rachel asked.
“I don’t know…”
“I’m gonna go check.” Rachel said, while lifting the sheets from her. 
“No, I’ll check.” I said while sitting up from bed and putting my feet to the floor.
I stood up and took a few soft steps to the door. Although I was trying to remain quiet, I couldn’t keep my heels from clicking across the wood floors. As I came close to the door, I heard footsteps tiptoeing away from our room in the main hallway. I turned to Rachel before whispering to her.
“I knew it!” I whispered loudly.
“She was spying on us?” Rachel asked.
“Apparently.” I said, while putting my ear to the door. I waited a few minutes to listen for Bridget, but it remained silent. 
“That’s so weird, what is going on with her?”
“I don’t know, she was always a bit of an insomniac though.”
“Really?” Rachel asked.
“Yeah, I used to catch her sneaking around the island home in the middle of the night.”
“Oh, I didn’t know that. I guess I’m a pretty heavy sleeper.”
I continued listening another minute before Rachel called me back to bed
“Just come back to bed, so what if she is listening to us?”
“Yes, mistress.” I responded before walking back over to the bed and sliding under the sheets again.
Rachel put her arms around me and rubbed her legs against mine. Locking our lips together, she picked up right where we left off. As her tongue entered my mouth, I pulled away momentarily.
“Would if she’s listening to us?” I asked.
“You forgot to say mistress.” Rachel said, while giving a light squeeze to my package. Although my member was stuck behind the steel cage, my swollen testes were still exposed and quite sensitive.
“Mistress…” I said while flinching.
“Yes?”
“Would if she’s listening to us, Mistress?” I asked.
“Let’s give her something to listen to.”
Rachel pulled down my underwear before wandering her fingers around to my back end. Pinching the plug that was sitting inside of me, she began giving some light tugs. My behind stretched as it slowly expelled the plug into Rachel’s hand.
Rachel locked lips with mine as she pushed the plug back inside of me. After pulling the plug out a second time, she began using the plug to screw me. Pumping the plug in and out rapidly, I began feeling pressure build in my cage.
With a smile on her face, Rachel pulled away and slinked beneath the sheets. Moving down to my middle, I could feel her put her mouth around my chastity cage and begin sucking. Between the small steel bars of the cage, Rachel began poking her tongue through and tickling the underside of my member. I twitched in my cage as I felt a tickle.
Rachel giggled as she continued toying with my middle and drawing out a release. With the sensations from the plug and the teasing to my trapped member, it wasn’t long before something started bubbling up. She licked and sucked as she sped up the thrusts to my back end. My body strained and tensed while my eyes closed to bask in the moment.
After a few drops of pre-cum dribbled from my cage, a burst of fluid rushed out and into Rachel’s mouth. My breaths became small and short as Rachel tickled every bit of cum out of me. Once my member was finished throbbing, Rachel pulled her lips away and crawled back above the sheets on top of my body.
“That was incredible…” I said as she came face to face with me.
Rachel smiled in response before leaning down for a kiss.
As her lips met mine and parted, a rush of liquid exited Rachel’s mouth into mine. Rachel shoved her tongue into my mouth and began swirling the liquid around. I let out a whine as my own salty taste crept down the back of my throat.
Once all the fluid had exited Rachel’s mouth, she brought her lips together and gave a loud kiss. With my mouth full, I attempted to push Rachel aside so that I could walk to the bathroom and spit. While laying on top of me, Rachel grabbed my arms and held them down.
“A good sissy always swallows.” She said seductively.
I let out a moan and pouted in response. As she held me down with the taste already in my mouth, I decided to just give in. After swallowing the remnants of my orgasm, I opened my mouth for Rachel.
“Stick out your tongue.” Rachel ordered.
After I did as she ordered, she rolled back to her side of the bed and laid on her back.
“Goodnight sissy.” Rachel said, while closing her eyes.
“Goodnight, mistress.” I said, while taking a few deep breaths.
It wasn’t until late in the night before I calmed down enough to fall asleep. When I awoke the next morning to the sun shining through the window, my eyes popped open, but my body still needed to rest.





Chapter 19

Rachel had to practically pry me out of bed before helping me through our morning routine. After starting with a conjoined shower and shave, Rachel applied my makeup before doing her own. Once we were dressed and made up, she helped brush my hair and made sure there weren’t any knots in it.
The butler knocked on the door and opened it soon after we were finished getting ready. He handed my shake and medicine to me first, before handing a shake to Rachel. After gulping down our breakfasts, we made our way to the living room and began cleaning.
Later in the morning when Bridget awoke, she snapped her fingers while walking to the dining room. As the butler began preparing a French omelette, Bridget took a seat at the head of the dining room table while Rachel and I stood a few feet behind her in our ready positions. When the butler announced that breakfast was ready, I walked to the kitchen and grabbed the hot plate. After serving Bridget her breakfast, I took my place next to Rachel again and watched Bridget enjoy her meal.
Although I was eager to ask what she was doing outside of our room last night, this didn’t feel like the time or place to bring it up yet. Bridget pulled out her phone between bites and began scrolling while Rachel and I remained quiet and ready to jump at any request. Once she was finished with breakfast, Bridget ordered us to continue our cleaning duties. After giving a curtsey, we picked up where we had left off.
With two maids and a butler cleaning the apartment daily, it remained tidy. Regardless, Rachel and I dusted, vacuumed, and scrubbed down the apartment as if it were filthy. By the late afternoon when we were finishing up, exhaustion was catching up with me. My high heels felt uncomfortable after standing in them all day, my red acrylic nails still felt a little sore, and my eyes were struggling to stay open.
After cleaning the entire apartment from top to bottom, Rachel and I figured we should check on Bridget to see if she needed anything. I hoped that she would dismiss us for the evening so that I could sleep, but I figured that probably would not be the case. We walked to the master bedroom before giving a light knock on the door.
“Come in.” Bridget said from inside.
As we stepped into the master bedroom, I noticed that it was kept pretty much the same as I had left it, except for the closet. Peeking through the double doors that lead to the walk-in closet, I could see that all of my clothes had been removed and replaced with dresses, skirts, and other feminine attire. Every one of my shoes was gone, with high heels in various shapes and sizes in their place.
Walking out of the bathroom connected to the master bedroom, Bridget was dressed in a black latex catsuit. It tightly encapsulated her skin and showed off her every curve. Aside from some slits running up the sides of the suit, her body was covered from the neck down. Standing in a pair of four inch high heel boots that closely matched the color of the bodysuit, Bridget looked sexy and displayed confidence. Although I had seen her wear this bodysuit already, something about it seemed different.
“Go and wait for me in the dungeon.” Bridget ordered.
After we each gave a curtsey, Rachel and I exited the room and walked to the sex dungeon as we were ordered.
As we planted our feet in the center of the room, Bridget walked in behind us. Bridget strolled over to the wall and grabbed a ball gag before picking out a pair of handcuffs. Stepping behind Rachel, she fastened the cuffs around her wrists behind her back. After bringing a large ball gag to her mouth and inserting it, she fastened it behind her head.
“You’re dismissed for the evening.” Bridget said to Rachel.
Rachel looked at me before turning to Bridget. After receiving a stern look from Bridget, Rachel scampered out of the room and returned to our bedroom. Turning her attention back to me, Bridget took my arm and led me to the dresser.
After opening one of the drawers, Bridget pulled out one of the sex doll suits from inside. Made of a thick rubber material, the suit was designed to cover the wearer from the top of their head to the tips of their toes. When Bridget had first moved in with me, I had just received the suit as a gift from a friend and had her wear it. Seeing how constricting the suit was and how little it allowed her to do around the house, I hadn’t pulled it out since then. Apparently, Bridget had not forgotten about the sex doll suit and ordered me to strip.
I unzipped my maid’s dress and let it fall to the floor before stepping out of my heels and pulling down my stockings. After removing my bra and panties, I stood completely nude except for the chastity cage locked around my middle. Bridget held up the suit and had me step into it one foot at a time.
With a zipper running from the lower back to the neck, I was able to step in through the large opening in the back. As Bridget pulled the material up my legs one at a time, I could feel how thick the rubber was and how it was molding me to its shape. Once both of my legs were encapsulated by the suit, she pulled it over my waist and stuffed my caged member into a tube that pointed directly beneath me. After my member was secured in place, she helped slide my arms into the suit next. With gloves built in, the thick rubbery material hugged the entirety of my arms and compressed them.
The last portion of the suit to cover me was the built in face mask with a hole at the top for my hair to pop out. After putting my hair up in a high ponytail, Bridget helped pull the thick rubbery mask over my head before pushing my hair through the opening at the top. Bridget checked to make sure that the eyes and lips of the mask lined up with mine before grabbing the zipper on the back and pulling it all the way to the top.
After ordering me to stand still, Bridget opened another drawer and pulled out a few items. Stepping behind me, Bridget brought a steel collar around my neck and connected it to the zipper of my suit with a small lock. I heard a click as the collar was locked onto me and sealed me inside of the sex doll suit.
Bridget continued by fitting a steel waist band, with handcuffs attached, around my waist. After making sure it was snug without being too tight, she locked the waist band onto me. She locked my wrists into the handcuffs before pulling out a pair of ankle cuffs and locking them onto my legs.
Just when I thought she was finished, Bridget brought an inflatable gag to my mouth and shoved it through the small opening of the suit. My mouth felt full immediately; However, Bridget squeezed the air pump that was attached to the inflatable gag and inflated it until my cheeks were puffing out. When she was finally finished, I could hardly make a sound.
Bridget walked me to the back wall before attaching my collar to one of the chains dangling from the ceiling. After picking up my high heels off of the floor, she knelt in front of me and helped slide them back onto my feet. Once she was finished, she stood up and took a few steps backwards. Unable to move more than a foot in any direction, I stood still and waited while Bridget inspected me. She held her finger up to her lips as she scanned my body from top to bottom.
Except for the hair popping out of the top of my suit, not one part of my skin was visible. My feet and legs were encased in the shiny black material while I stood in my five-inch high heel pumps. With my member pointed straight down and stuffed into a tube with an opening beneath me, my middle appeared flat and smooth behind the rubbery material. Along with the opening between my legs, there was another circular opening that allowed access between my cheeks.
My torso felt like it was being molded to the shape of the suit with how my waistline was brought in and my chest was pushed up. Although I didn’t have a pair of boobs of my own yet, the suit made it appear as if I did with rounded cups over my chest. At the shoulders and elbows, it felt like the thick material was pressuring me to keep my arms bent in a particular way in front of me.
Although there was an inflatable gag stuffed into my mouth, it felt like the mask was squeezing my jaw and pushing my mouth closed. Along with the narrow opening to my mouth, there were two more small openings for my nostrils and thin slits for my eyes. Even though the only parts of my face that could be seen behind the mask were my eyes, eyelashes, and eyelids, I still had decent visibility. My hearing was not as satisfactory, however, since there were no openings for my ears.
Despite being locked onto the sex bench, this was the most constricted I had felt since becoming a submissive sissy. I pulled at my handcuffs and strained against the ankle cuffs as Bridget took her time checking me out. After shaking her head in approval, she left the room and closed the door behind her.
My moans and whimpers were almost entirely drowned out behind the inflatable gag. After a long night and tiring day on my heels, I felt like I was fighting to stay on my feet. As I bent my knees and tested the strength of the chain attaching my collar to the ceiling, I could feel my weight resting on the back of my neck. Realizing that it was more comfortable to stay on my high heels, I stood back up and let out a muffled moan.
Time passed slowly as I waited for Bridget to return. In the dimly lit room with no windows or clocks, I lost track of time rather quickly. With no openings in the suit for my ears, it made it difficult to hear anything outside of the sex dungeon. It must’ve been over an hour before I finally saw the door open to reveal Bridget wearing only a purple bra and high heel sandals.
My eyes went wide as I watched Bridget strut over to me with her member standing erect. It was quite a sight, as her body still appeared very feminine. Except for the long blonde hair on the top of her head, her body was smooth and hairless. She had the perfect hourglass shape, with a thin waist and wide hips. Her E cup chest rested in a push-up bra and her legs looked defined in her high heels. Bridget embodied the word she-male and had a confidence I had never seen in her.
Stepping in front of me, Bridget gave a smile before putting her right hand around her member and stroking it. After having it sit limply in my mouth while ejaculating, I was surprised to see that it appeared hard and to have grown slightly.
“Surprised?” she said with a grin. “I tried a couple of different pills and… Well, I think it worked, don’t you?”
I shook my head yes in response while my eyes stayed glued to her middle.
“It’ll take a while before it’s back to normal, or maybe even bigger than normal. But in the meantime, we can have a little fun.”
I moaned loudly into my gag, but it came out muffled and muted.
Bridget shook her head and laughed before grabbing my hips and turning me around to face the wall. With my arms and legs in cuffs, Bridget had all the power.
Reaching her fingers through the opening to my back end, I could feel her grab the plug and pull lightly. The plug slid out slowly until the widest girth was clear. Once it was past the opening, she pulled it out and set it on the dresser. After rubbing some lube around her member, she stepped behind me and poked herself into my suit.
Sliding between my cheeks, I could feel her meet my hole and push through with ease. As I felt her make a full entrance, I let out a low moan. With her body pressed against my back, she reached around to my breast and began giving some light squeezes. Using my chest for leverage, she began pumping back and forth behind me.
Although her member was not nearly as large as the strap-on, it was exhilarating to experience the real thing. Feeling the warmth from her member, the veins bulging, and the head sliding in and out, I began breathing heavily as an orgasm built. Pressure grew in my cage as Bridget thrusted into me with surprising speed and stamina.
After what felt like a short period of time, Bridget began tensing and straining while continuing to give hard pumps behind me. From the stiffness of her member, I knew that a release was imminent. I tightened my behind and pushed my back end into Bridget as she began to slow down dramatically. Just as I predicted, Bridget’s member pulsated while a rush of fluid entered me.
As the warm liquid pumped into my behind with her veiny, pulsating member penetrating me, I felt like I was at the cusp of an orgasm. My member strained against its cage as small drops of pre-cum leaked out of the hole beneath me. I rocked my hips and bounced my back end into Bridget as she regained control of her body. Just as I felt my release about to slip away, Bridget gave a hard thrust behind me and began screwing me again.
My body froze as the tension in my cage grew. I strained against my restraints while Bridget slammed against my behind with everything she had left. I could only manage small, shallow breaths as my legs went weak and my hole tightened. A high-pitched whine was barely audible when an orgasm was finally pushed out of me.
Dripping from the hole beneath my suit, a puddle began to form as liquid splatted on the floor. It felt like Bridget had taken complete control of my body as she continued thrusting until not one drop was left. Once my breathing returned to normal and my legs quit shaking, I stood up straight and let my head hang back.
“How was that, sissy?” Bridget asked before giving me a hard slap against my butt cheek.
I let out a whine, but very little could be heard.
“Better than Rachel, right?” Bridget said while pulling out.
I shook my head yes in response.
“Good answer.”
Bridget detached the chain from my collar before cleaning my plug in the bathroom. Returning moments later with the plug and a damp towel, she applied lube to the plug before inserting it back into my rear.             
After wiping the openings around the crotch of my suit with the damp towel, she put it in my hand.
“Clean your mess.” She ordered.
With my hands cuffed to the metal waist band around me and my ankles in their own pair of cuffs, I struggled just to drop down to my knees. As I knelt in front of the puddle, I strained to try and clean it. It felt like I had T-Rex arms as I couldn’t manage to reach the floor right in front of me. Laying on my shoulder next to the puddle, I finally managed to wipe up the mess.
With her arms crossed, Bridget smiled while watching me struggle to get back on my feet. She seemed to be enjoying the show and stood back as I twisted and turned my body. Sitting up on the floor, I tried to figure out how to reverse my steps to get back up. After much effort, I made it to my knees and took a few moments to catch my breath.
As I saw Bridget take a step toward me, I scooted toward the wall and propped my head against it. Putting my toes to the floor, I rocked backward while pushing against the wall with my head. After losing my balance and falling back to my knees, I gave another attempt. Pushing with everything I had left, I used the strength in my neck to balance as I stood to my high heels.
“Congratulations.” Bridget said insincerely. “Now let’s go.”
Taking me by the arm, Bridget led me out of the sex dungeon and back to my bedroom. As she opened the door, I could see Rachel sitting on the bed, still gagged and handcuffed. Her eyes went wide as she watched me walk into the room and sit beside her while dressed and locked up in my rubber suit.
“Good luck jerking each other off now.” Bridget said with a grin. “Goodnight girls.”
After exiting the room, Bridget closed the door and locked it. Rachel and I turned toward each other before exchanging equally confused looks.




Chapter 20

Trying to fall asleep while encapsulated in a rubber sex doll suit was as difficult as it might sound. With Rachel cuffed and gagged as well, we struggled just to lie back and rest our heads on the pillows. To state the obvious, there wasn’t any romance taking place between Rachel and me while we were locked up. It wasn’t until late in the night that either of us were relaxed enough to finally fall asleep.
With how exhausted we were, not even the sun shining on our faces could wake us. When Bridget came by later in the morning, she shook us awake while standing beside our bed.
“Good morning. I assume you two behaved last night?” Bridget asked rhetorically. While wearing a silk nightie, she put her hands on her hips and stared down at us.
“Would you two like to be unlocked?” Bridget asked.
Rachel and I each shook our heads yes enthusiastically. After helping us to our feet, Bridget walked Rachel and me to the sex dungeon, where she released us from our bondage. Although Rachel was freed in a few seconds and was allowed to return to our room, it took much longer to release me from my suit and cuffs.
Bridget started with the metal waist band and hand cuffs before releasing the ankle cuffs. After unlocking my collar, she released the pressure in my inflatable mouth gag and pulled it out. With my hands free, she allowed me to unzip the suit and peel it off myself. Once I had stripped down to only my chastity cage, she had me slide back into my high heels before ordering me back to my room.
Upon returning to the bedroom, I kicked off my high heels and went straight to the attached bathroom to join Rachel in the shower. After being stuffed into a rubber suit for the night, my makeup was a mess and I needed a rinse.
“I bet you’re relieved to be out of that suit.” Rachel said, while washing her hair.
“Yeah, it was pretty restrictive.” I replied.
“I never liked those suits. They make it impossible to do anything…”
“Except have sex.” I inserted.
“Yeah, that’s true. Did you at least enjoy her using the strap-on?” Rachel asked.
“She didn’t use the strap-on this time.”
“What did she use?”
“Did you see that bulge in her catsuit last night?” I asked.
“Now that you mention it, it did look bigger than usual.”
“Yeah, because it was…”
“What do you mean?”
“She mentioned that she was taking some enlargement pills.”
“Really? But those don’t work that fast?”
“No. But ones for erectile dysfunction can.”
“Oh… So she was hard enough to do you?”
“Yeah… And it was actually really good.”
“That… Must have been nice…” Rachel said with a hint of jealousy in her voice.
“It was… Don’t get me wrong, it was kind of annoying being locked in that suit all night. But that was like the quickest I came from being penetrated. I just felt so submissive and like she was in control of everything.”
Rachel nodded her head as she replied, “Mhm.”
“I guess I can see why some girls like wearing those kinds of suits.”
Rachel nodded in agreement as she finished shaving and washing herself in the shower. After she stepped out, I showered and shaved before drying my hair. Once we were both dressed in our uniforms, Rachel helped me with my makeup before doing her own.
As we were finishing getting ready, we heard Bridget walking to the dining room for breakfast. Rachel and I practically jumped before marching down the hallway to serve her. Bridget took her seat at the head of the table while Rachel and I took our places standing behind her. Waiting in our ready positions, we kept quiet and stared straight ahead. When the butler announced that breakfast was ready, I walked into the kitchen and took the plate from his hand before serving it to Bridget.
“Thank you” Bridget said with a smile.
I gave a curtsey before returning to Rachel’s side.
Once Bridget was finished with breakfast, she dismissed Rachel and me and returned to the master bedroom. Before returning to our chores, we walked into the kitchen, where the butler had prepared our morning shakes. I took my medicine and drank my breakfast while Rachel enjoyed her meal. After handing the glasses back to the butler, Rachel and I began our cleaning duties.
It felt tedious to clean and dust pieces of furniture that didn’t need it, but I kept my complaints to myself and followed Rachel’s lead. Although we took a break for our liquid lunch, we stayed on our heels throughout the day and kept busy throughout. Later in the afternoon, about fifteen minutes before dinnertime, we put away the vacuum and quit cleaning for the day.
After taking a short break to use the bathroom and check our hair and makeup, we made our way to the dining room to wait for Bridget. The butler served us our diner in shake form while we waited. Bridget strolled into the dining room a few minutes later while wearing a black pair of leggings and a loose fitting top. She took her seat and snapped her fingers to announce that she was ready to eat. Like magic, the butler had her meal hot and ready in the kitchen. I grabbed the plate from the butler before serving it to Bridget in the dining room.
As I leaned down to set Bridget’s plate in front of her, she reached behind me and gave my bottom a slap. I jumped and stood up straight beside her. Not knowing what to do, I gave a curtsey.
“Thank you, mistress.” I squeaked.
Bridget shook her head and smiled before digging into her meal. Taking a few steps backwards, I took my place next to Rachel.
When Bridget had finished eating, she ordered us to meet her in the sex dungeon. After cleaning Bridget’s place at the table, we went to the other room, as we were told. Bridget stood in the center of the room with her hands on her hips while waiting for us. Although the room was dimly lit, I couldn’t help but notice the growing bulge in Bridget’s leggings. Looking over at Rachel, I could see that I wasn’t the only one to notice.
After ordering us to stand in front of her, Bridget grabbed a gag and handcuffs from the wall. She stepped behind Rachel before placing the cuffs around her wrists and locking them behind her back. As she brought the gag up to Rachel’s lips, Rachel gave a long sigh before accepting it in her mouth. Bridget dismissed Rachel for the evening and ordered her to return to her bedroom. Once she left the room, Bridget turned her focus back to me.
Pulling out the sex doll suit from the previous night, Bridget ordered me to undress myself. After stripping everything off, except for my chastity cage, I stepped into the rubber suit with Bridget’s help. Getting dressed in the constricting sex doll suit a second time felt much easier than the first. Bridget zipped up the back and locked the collar around my neck in a relatively short amount of time.
Once the metal waist band was locked on, she secured my wrists in the cuffs attached to the waistband. After locking the ankle cuffs onto my legs, she grabbed the inflatable gag and shoved it between my lips. As she squeezed the air pump that was attached to my gag by a cord, my mouth became full while my cheeks puffed out to make room.
Bridget helped me step back into my high heels before making a circle around me. Making sure that everything was tight and secure, Bridget pulled at my cuffs and checked each of the locks. When she was certain that I couldn’t possibly escape, she took my arm and led me out of the room.
Walking down the hall, Bridget took me to the master bedroom and brought me inside. After closing the doors behind us, she ordered me to wait for her on the bed. I attempted to give a curtsey, but nearly tripped with my arms and legs in metal cuffs. Bridget shook her head before walking to the bathroom.
I shuffled my feet over to the bed and took a seat at the edge. After laying back, I rolled over and scooted toward the middle of the bed. I tried to get comfortable while waiting for Bridget to finish in the bathroom, but I quickly realized that comfort wasn’t an option in this sex doll suit.
While laying on my back, I watched as Bridget stepped out of the bathroom completely nude. My eyes were glued to her middle as it was pointed straight toward me. It wasn’t overly long, and the girth was close to average, but Bridget made the most of what she had.
I pulled against my restraints and shifted on the bed as Bridget turned off the lights and strutted over to me. Stepping next to the nightstand, Bridget pulled out a bottle of lube and began rubbing it onto her member.
“Are you ready?” Bridget asked.
Shaking my head yes excitedly, I attempted to turn over to my back. With the way my arms and legs were cuffed, I could barely manage to lie on my side. Bridget helped me spin the rest of the way so that my back end was exposed.
Reaching between my cheeks, she pulled out my butt plug and set it on the nightstand. Bridget sat on top of me and put her hands on my hips as she guided herself through the opening to my suit. Sliding into me with ease, she began pumping behind me and found her pace quickly.
Although it wasn’t quite as exhilarating as the first time she entered me, a release started to build almost immediately. I rocked my hips against Bridget while she slammed into my back end repeatedly. As moans began to escape Bridget, I let out high-pitched whines that barely made a sound through my gag.
After just a few minutes, I could feel Bridget’s member tense up before pulsating inside of me. Fluid pumped into my back end as her movements slowed and her breathing became irregular. With a desire to find my own climax, I continued rocking my hips and pushing her member in and out of my back end. As the throbbing slowed to a stop, I could feel Bridget relax her body and stretch before beginning again.
Pressure continued to build in my chastity cage, as I could feel a release bubbling up. Despite climaxing once already, Bridget humped my back end with surprising intensity. As I felt myself coming within reach of an orgasm, Bridget’s member began to tense up for a second time. She continued to speed up her thrusts until her member released the tension and orgasmed again.
While feeling her member pulsate and pump fluid into my back end, I slipped over the edge and found a climax of my own. Even though her thrusts came to a halt, the throbbing of her member and the feeling of warm fluid entering my behind were enough to bring me to an orgasm. I basked in the sensations as fluid squirted out of my cage and through the tube that was pointed directly beneath me. I could feel Bridget squeeze my chest while we both struggled to catch our breath.
After we had both came down from an intense climax, Bridget pulled out and rolled over. She laid on her back for a few minutes while catching her breath and calming down. When she was ready, Bridget grabbed the plug from the nightstand and went to the bathroom to clean it. After lubing it up again, she inserted it back into my rear.
Bridget gave my behind a hard slap across the cheeks before rolling me onto my back.
“Goodnight, sissy.” Bridget said with a smile.
Even with the room being silent, my moan could barely be heard through the inflatable gag. Bridget giggled before laying on her back and pulling the covers over her.
I stared at the ceiling with my heart racing. After the exhilarating love making from Bridget, I struggled to calm myself down and rest my eyes. Yet another night came and went where I struggled to fall asleep.
Awaking early the next morning, Bridget laid on her side with her right arm propping her head up. I jumped as I saw her staring at me with a big smile on her face.
“How did you sleep?” Bridget asked.
I bit the gag and let out a muffled moan.
“Let’s get you up and ready.”
Bridget stood up from the bed before helping me to my feet. After walking me to the sex dungeon, she unlocked my collar and cuffs before helping me out of the suit. Once I was undressed, she escorted me to the bedroom where Rachel was waiting for us.
Bridget unlocked Rachel from her gag and hand cuffs before exiting the room and leaving me alone with her.
“What did she do with you last night?” Rachel asked, sounding concerned.
“She let me sleep with her.” I explained.
“Like in bed?”
“Yeah. She made love to me, then went to sleep. It was actually kind of nice.”
“Oh…” Rachel said, sounding surprised. “Well, at least you’re ok…”
“Don’t worry, I’m more than ok.” I responded.
Rachel paused and looked at the floor for a few moments. Before I could ask her what was on her mind, she scampered to the bathroom and began getting ready for the day. I tried to ask her if everything was alright a few times throughout the morning and afternoon, but I was met with a consistent, “I’m fine.”




Chapter 21

Over the following days, a routine began to develop for Rachel and me. We would serve Bridget her breakfast in the morning before working tirelessly to clean the apartment from top to bottom each day. After serving Bridget her dinner, we would accompany her in the sex dungeon where she would cuff and gag Rachel before dismissing her for the evening.
Bridget would have me strip down naked before helping me into the sex doll suit and locking it on. While I was cuffed, collared, and gagged inside of the thick rubbery suit, she would take turns riding me in the sex dungeon or the master bedroom. Wherever she decided to make love, I spent every night locked in my sex doll suit while sleeping by her side.
When the sun arose, Bridget would bring me to the sex dungeon and release me each morning. She would walk me to the bedroom where Rachel spent the night alone before releasing her from her gag and handcuffs. Rachel and I would shower, shave, put on our uniforms, and do our makeup before starting the whole process over again.
As the days turned to weeks, I began to notice that our new routine was taking a toll on Rachel. Although I was feeling fulfillment in my sex life like I had never experienced before, Bridget would push Rachel aside each night while she had her way with me. On a few occasions, Rachel looked like she was on the brink of tears.
After dinner one evening, Bridget ordered us to wait in the sex dungeon for her. As we walked down the hall, I could sense something stirring inside of Rachel. Taking our places in the center of the room, I pulled at her skirt as we waited for Bridget.
“Are you ok?” I whispered.
Rachel looked over before responding, “I’m ok…”
“Are you sure? It seems like something is bothering you?”
“I’m fine.” Rachel said before staring straight ahead silently.
I let out a sigh as I stared at the door with Rachel.
Moments later, Bridget walked in wearing a pair of pink leggings and a long sleeve top. Although she used to spend most of her time in dresses and skirts, it seemed that her new favorite piece of clothing was leggings. Rachel and I guessed it had something to do with her growing member that showed through the tight material.
As Bridget grabbed a ball gag and handcuffs, I could see that Rachel was becoming jittery. Bridget stepped behind Rachel and fastened the cuffs behind her back before bringing the ball gag to her lips.
“Wait.” Rachel pleaded with the ball gag centimeters from her mouth.
“What is it?” Bridget said, sounding annoyed.
“Do you really have to tie me up and gag me again night?” Rachel asked. “Conner didn’t make me sleep in handcuffs.”
“So? Conner isn’t here anymore. It’s just you, me, and Consuela, and I can do whatever I want.”
“I’m just asking if we can try something different.” Rachel pleaded.
“Why don’t you try keeping your mouth shut.” Bridget said while forcing the gag into Rachel’s mouth.
Rachel moved her head back and spit the gag out. “Look, I didn’t agree to this when I said I would become a maid again. I think you’re starting to take this a little far.”
“No one’s forcing you to stay here.” Bridget responded.
Rachel looked over at me as she stayed silent.
“You’re the one that made that stupid bet… and lost…” Bridget said with the gag still up to Rachel’s mouth.
“It was a stupid bet…” Rachel muttered.
“Yeah, and you could be relaxing on a Caribbean island right now, but you chose to do this instead.”
“I didn’t know it would be this bad…”
“Whatever, I’m done arguing about this. Are you gonna play along, or do you want to leave for a couple of months?”
Rachel looked over at me with longing eyes. “I can’t keep doing this. Just let me go.”
Bridget paused for a few moments with a surprised look on her face.
“Let me go!” Rachel yelled.
Bridget set down the ball gag and removed the handcuffs.
Rachel stormed out of the room and left Bridget alone with me.
“She’ll be back.” Bridget said before grabbing the sex doll suit and having me step into it.
As I was dressed and locked into my new nighttime attire, I became concerned for Rachel. I had never seen her so worked up and I was worried about where her mind would go when spending two months alone. It felt like I was on autopilot as Bridget led me to her master bedroom while dressed and locked in the sex doll suit.
After laying on the bed together, Bridget turned me over and pulled the plug from my rear. Entering me moments later, my mind became distracted by the sensations coming from my behind. As Bridget was pounding me at full force, I could hear the faint sound of a door slamming. It wasn’t until late the next morning that we awoke to discover Rachel had already left. 




Chapter 22

Bridget was furious as we stood in the doorway of the guest bedroom where Rachel had slept. After seeing that she left, I figured that Bridget would be excited that she won whatever competition she was having with Rachel. Instead, she bit her lip and stomped her foot before storming back to the master bedroom. In her fit of frustration, she neglected to unlock me from my sex doll suit.
Standing in the doorway of the guest bedroom, I looked around as I tried to figure out what I should do. Usually, Bridget would let me go before allowing me to shower and change into my maid uniform. Rachel would do my makeup and we would begin our day cleaning. Typically, it wasn’t until late in the morning that Bridget would exit her bedroom and sit down for breakfast.
After contemplating my next move for a few minutes, I walked to the master bedroom to look for Bridget. Finding the door closed and locked, I let out a moan of frustration. As I tried to stomp my heel, the ankle cuff prevented me from lifting my leg more than a foot off the ground. I lost my balance and fell forward into the door before regaining my balance. As I stood up straight, I let out a long exhale.
I could hear Bridget storm over to the door moments later and swing it open. While standing in the doorway nude, she put her hands on her hips and glared.
“What?” she said aggressively.
As I stood in my sex doll suit, I figured it should’ve been obvious what I wanted. I attempted to moan through my gag, but very little sound came out.
Bridget rolled her eyes before turning around and walking away. As she made her way to the bathroom attached to the master bedroom, she yelled back to me.
“Put the sheets in the laundry and start cleaning. I’ll let you out when I’m done.”
Bridget closed the bathroom door behind her and left me alone in the bedroom. Although I had gotten used to sleeping in this thick rubbery suit, I had never done any chores while wearing it. With my hands cuffed to the metal waistband locked onto me and my ankles locked in their own cuffs, I had no idea where to start.
Walking over to the bed, I bent over as I pulled up each corner of the sheets individually. After dragging the sheets to one side, I attempted to roll them into a ball. As I bent over to pick up the sheets, my heels slipped, which caused me to fall face first on the bed. I shook it off before struggling back to my heels and trying again. Unable to put my arms around the sheets, I gripped what I could and dragged the rest across the floor.
After completing one simple task, I was already exhausted. Walking back to the master bedroom, I checked on Bridget to see if she was finished showering yet. I put my head against the door and could hear that the water was still running. Letting out a sigh, I walked to the closet and grabbed the duster.
Making my way around the living room, I dusted each piece of furniture and fixed any pillows that weren’t sitting properly. Moving at a snail’s pace, it felt like tasks took more than twice as long to complete with the way I was constricted. After finishing in the living room, I started moving through each bedroom and dusting every piece of furniture in sight.
Nearly an hour later, I finished dusting and returned to the closet. After putting the duster back in its place, I walked back to the master bedroom and checked on Bridget in the bathroom again. Stepping close to the door, it sounded like the water was still running. Starting to become concerned, I turned the knob and opened the door.
Bridget whipped her head in my direction as she laid in the bathtub with the water running. The water level was up to the overflow drain as the water continued to flow out of it. With the jets on, bubbles spread across the top of the water, and sweet smells in the air, Bridget was enjoying a relaxing morning until I walked in.
“What the hell are you doing?!” Bridget yelled. “Get the hell out of here and go clean, maid!”
I shuffled my high heels backwards as I closed the door to the bathroom.
Making my way out of the room hastily, I walked to the closet and grabbed the vacuum cleaner. Realizing that I had upset Bridget, I wanted to do what I could to show her I was being obedient. I plugged in the vacuum and turned it on before making my way through each room.
Roughly thirty minutes later, while I was vacuuming the living room, I could hear the door to the master bedroom slam shut. I began feeling some anxiety creep up as I continued vacuuming. Figuring it would be best to steer clear of Bridget until she was ready, I made my way through every other room in the house.
As I was finishing up in the butler’s bedroom, I could hear the door open to the master bedroom and Bridget walking toward the dining room. I turned off the vacuum and scampered down the hall moments later. After stepping into the dining room and finding Bridget seated at the head of the table, the butler brought Bridget’s dish over and set it in front of her.
I was confused because this was usually my duty each morning. The butler ignored my presence before walking back to the kitchen and closing the door behind him. After seeing Bridget glare at me, I shuffled around the table and took my usual spot behind her. I watched as Bridget consumed her meal in silence and scrolled on her phone.
When she was finished, I stepped over and took the plate from in front of her. Bridget nodded in approval before I brought the dish to the kitchen and handed it to the butler. After returning to the dining room, Bridget stood up and faced me.
Bridget grabbed the air pump attached to my inflatable gag and released the pressure. After enough air was released, she pulled it from my mouth. She snapped her fingers before the butler appeared moments later with a shake and my medicine in hand. Taking the medicine from the butler, she put it in my mouth and held the shake up to my lips.
I struggled to drink the shake, with Bridget holding it up for me. But I managed to get it down without spilling anything. After handing the glass to the butler, Bridget shoved the inflatable gag back into my mouth. I began moaning into the gag as she squeezed the air pump and inflated the gag back to its full size. With my cheeks puffing out, I could hardly emit a sound.
“Maybe this will teach you to not barge in on me while I’m relaxing. If you behave, I’ll let you out of the suit tomorrow. Now go clean.” Bridget said.
My eyes went wide as I heard that she expected me to stay locked up for the entire day. Having spent many nights locked up in the sex doll suit, I was well aware of how uncomfortable it could be with extended wear.
I stomped my heels and moaned as loudly as I could, but Bridget was not going to accept my defiance. Giving me a slap across the face, she ordered me to clean a second time. Realizing that I was at the complete mercy of Bridget, I bit the gag and motioned a curtsey. Bridget glared at me as I exited the room and returned to my cleaning duties.
Bridget returned to the master bedroom and closed the door as I continued vacuuming the apartment. While vacuuming the dining room later in the afternoon, I could feel my bladder becoming full. I was nervous to use the bathroom while locked in my suit, but I knew that I had no choice. After turning off the vacuum, I walked to the bathroom and sat on the toilet.
Although I had experienced orgasms where fluid would find its way out of the tube beneath me, it was usually just small squirts with not much liquid coming out. As I sat on the toilet and relaxed my bladder, a heavy stream began pouring beneath me. To my relief, everything flowed out of the tube that my chastity cage was stuffed into and ended up in the toilet. After standing up, I grabbed some toilet paper and attempted to wipe myself. Straining against my handcuffs, I could just barely manage to wipe the opening beneath me. Once I was clean, I dropped the toilet paper in the toilet and flushed.  
Feeling relieved, I made my way back to the dining room and resumed my cleaning duties. Except for a small break in the early afternoon when Bridget released my gag and fed me my lunch shake, I cleaned until late in the afternoon. By the time I was finished scrubbing the bathrooms, I was exhausted.
After taking a quick break to rest my feet before dinner, I made my way to the dining room and waited for Bridget. Standing in my place, I stared straight ahead as she walked in. Once she was seated, I walked into the kitchen and grabbed the dish from the butler before serving it to Bridget. As I set the dish on the table, she gave a warm smile and thanked me.
I made the motion of a curtsey by pinching my fingers together and bending down before stepping back into my place. Once Bridget was finished with her dinner, she released my gag and helped me with my dinner. Having been on a liquid diet for over a month while taking my medicine, the results had already begun to show themself.
My arms had shrunk noticeably while my legs looked much more slender. Bridget had to adjust the metal waist band and tighten it over the last few days because my stomach had come in a few inches. The little body fat that I had left was making its way to my chest and growing ever so slowly. Although I couldn’t say that I had boobs, small mounds were starting to present themselves on my chest. Between the diet and the medicine, my body had lost much of its muscle mass while putting on fat around my thighs, hips, and chest.
Even though the butler usually had my drink prepared and waiting for me, I had observed him making it a few mornings when I had woken up earlier than usual. Combining soy-milk, flaxseed, chia seeds, walnuts, peanut butter, fresh fruits, yogurt, and even a raw egg, I was astonished that I did not feel nauseous after drinking it. On the contrary, I had grown fond of my meals and eagerly anticipated them when I was hungry.
After I finished my dinner shake, Bridget pulled the glass away and handed it to the butler. Bringing the inflatable gag to my mouth, I sighed before opening up to accept it. Bridget stuffed the gag in and inflated it quickly. Once my mouth was full, she took my arm and guided us to the sex dungeon.





Chapter 23

Bridget pushed the door open to the sex dungeon and led me to the back wall. Grabbing one of the chains dangling from the ceiling, she connected it to the front of my collar before walking to the dresser and picking out a rope and an ankle cuff. After walking back over to me, she knelt at my feet and released the cuffs attached to my ankles.
I let out a sigh of relief as my legs were freed. However, the freedom was short-lived as she connected a single ankle cuff to my left ankle and locked it on. With a metal loop attached to the ankle cuff, Bridget ran a rope through the loop and tied a knot.
Bridget used the rope that was tied to my ankle cuff to pull my leg up behind me until the back of my left thigh and calf were touching. While holding my leg tightly in place, she tied the rope around my leg and ran it through my metal waist band. After tying it off in a knot, my left high heel was pointing straight up behind me while I struggled to balance on my right foot.
I pulled at my restraints and let out muffled moans as I struggled to balance on a single high heel stiletto. Bridget stepped behind me and gripped my hip as she reached into the back end of my suit and pulled out the butt plug. After setting it on the dresser, Bridget pulled down her leggings and exposed herself. As she applied lube to her erect member, I watched intently while she stroked her rod.
Over the last month, I was not the only one to experience some changes to my body. Bridget had been taking enhancement pills along with erectile dysfunction medicine daily. With a new diet that was aimed toward testosterone intake, Bridget had put on some muscle, and her package had grown noticeably. Although Bridget’s breast implants and feminization surgery still made her appear feminine, her body was bridging the gap between her male and female self.
Bridget stepped behind me and put her hands around my hips. With a firm grip, she held me in place as she guided her member into the opening of my suit and between my cheeks. I could feel the head meet my opening before sliding through with ease. Her body pressed against mine as she pushed against my back end and made a full entrance.
After a brief pause, Bridget pulled all the way out before plunging right back inside again. She began pumping back and forth while focusing on pulling herself entirely out in-between each thrust. The sensations from feeling her veiny member entering and exiting my back end rhythmically sent shivers up my spine.
It wasn’t long before I could feel Bridget working up to a release and her member tensing up. I clenched my cheeks and tightened my back end as her movements became jerky. While still humping aggressively, a rush of warm liquid began pumping into my back end. I pulled against the rope keeping my foot in the air and strained against my hand cuffs as I felt my back end being filled with Bridget’s fluid.
After plenty of practice over the last month, Bridget had become more proficient during our lovemaking sessions and improved in humping during and after she had already orgasmed. With the pills that she was on, climaxing multiple times during the same session was not out of the question. Regardless of how many times that she relieved herself, she would always work me up to at least one release.
As Bridget came down from her orgasm, her thrusts returned to their regular intervals while her hips regained their strength. In no time, she was slamming into my back end again and making me feel like her submissive sissy. I bit the gag and let out high-pitched whines as a release began building inside of me. After a month of full-time chastity and hormone treatment, my member had lost some of its strength and had learned to climax without growing hard. It felt like my member had even shrunk slightly as I had quit noticing tightness in my cage.
My breathing became irregular as my legs became weak. I began resting some of my weight on the chain attached to my collar as Bridget pushed an orgasm out of me. Small squirts dripped from the tube pointed below me while Bridget continued pumping her hips back and forth. I let out a few long exhales before my breathing returned to normal and my legs regained their strength.
Bridget slapped my back end and pulled out soon after she could hear fluid splattering on the floor. After pulling her panties and leggings back up, she grabbed the butt plug and reinserted it into my back end.
“I’ll be right back. Don’t go anywhere.” Bridget teased.
I moaned into my gag as she left me alone while stuck in my sex doll suit with one foot stuck in the air.
I shifted back and forth on my right foot as fatigue from the day started to catch up with me. While aroused and waiting for an orgasm, it felt like the only thing on my mind was experiencing a release. The soreness in my feet and tired feelings would disappear until my only desire was fulfilled. But, once the climax was finished, everything that I had been ignoring would come back at full force.
I whimpered into my gag as I waited over an hour for Bridget to let me go. When she finally returned with wet hair and wearing a bathrobe, I figured that she had relaxed in the bathtub for a second time today. With my leg on fire from how I was forced to stand and balance, I began shaking as she stared at me in the doorway. Bridget rolled her eyes before walking over and uniting the rope that was holding my foot in the air.
As I put my left foot to the ground, I lifted my right leg and tried to ease some of the discomfort. Bridget slapped my butt before grabbing the ankle cuffs and locking them onto each of my legs. I moaned into my gag as my mobility was limited once again.
While still cuffed and gagged in my sex doll suit, Bridget released the chain attached to my collar and walked me to the guest bedroom. I was confused, as I had been sleeping with Bridget every night in the master bedroom. But, as she pushed me into the room and closed the door behind me, I realized quickly that our sleeping arrangement was over.
I hung my head before walking to the bed and pulling at the covers. With my hands cuffed at my waist, I struggled to slide under the blankets and cover myself. As I laid on my back, I closed my eyes and attempted to fall asleep.




Chapter 24

I awoke the next morning to Bridget standing over me with a key in hand. I let out a long exhale as she dangled it in front of my face and asked if I would like to be released. Shaking my head yes very aggressively, Bridget smiled and helped me sit up in bed.
After putting my feet to the floor, Bridget released my ankle cuffs before unlocking the waistband and handcuffs. Once my inflatable mouth gag was deflated and pulled from my mouth, Bridget ordered me to get ready and put on my uniform.
“Get yourself cleaned up and ready. You have an appointment this afternoon.”
“Yes, mistress.” I responded before peeling off the thick rubbery suit.
After throwing the suit in the laundry basket, I stepped under the shower and basked in the warm water flowing over me. Making sure to wash my hair thoroughly, I shaved and scrubbed my body from top to bottom. I stepped out of the shower and dried myself before walking to the closet and pulling out a clean uniform.
Once I was dressed in a fresh pair of panties, bra, and stockings, I slipped my uniform on and zipped it up my back. Although I was far from filling out the chest of the uniform, it felt like the push-up bra and small breasts that were budding added a new element to my look. I sat at the vanity and stared at my reflection for a few moments before starting on my makeup.
As I pulled out the primer and foundation, I began to get nervous. Usually Rachel would help with my makeup and touch up any imperfections. With Rachel gone for the time being, I would have to put on my face all by myself. I took a deep breath before starting with the primer and following what I remembered from my mornings with Rachel.
My hand shook as I applied the primer and foundation to my face. Seeing that it looked decent, I moved on to the bronzer and highlighter. After doing my best to contour my nose, cheek, and chin, I began working on my eye makeup. Working slowly and carefully, I used the eyeliner to make a thin circle around my eye before applying eye shadow and mascara. With my eyes complete, I picked up a tube of red lipstick and spread it around my lips.
Looking at the reflection in the mirror, my makeup was not quite up to Rachel’s standards, but it was the best I could do without spending all day. I shrugged my shoulders before standing up and walking out of the bedroom. As I made my way into the kitchen, I found the butler with my breakfast shake in hand while a plate of eggs and bacon sat under a warming light behind him.
“Good morning miss Consuela.” He greeted.
“Good morning.” I responded while accepting the drink and medicine from his hand.
“Back to the regular uniform?”
“Yeah, I guess so…” I responded.
“Are you ok in that suit? She puts you in that thing a lot.”
“Yeah, no it’s fine. It’s honestly not that bad when you get used to it.” I said before taking the medicine and chugging the shake.
The butler gave me a puzzled look before taking the empty glass from my hand and washing it immediately. As I heard Bridget walk into the dining room, I stepped out of the kitchen and took my place behind her.
Once she was seated at the head of the table, I stepped back into the kitchen and grabbed her breakfast. I served Bridget her hot plate before taking my place where I stood behind her. Bridget scrolled on her phone and enjoyed her meal in silence while I watched her finish every last bite.
When she was finished, I grabbed the empty plate and brought it to the butler in the kitchen before returning to the dining room. Seeing that Bridget had already left, I began my cleaning duties for the day. Starting with the vacuum, I began in the living room and worked my way through the entire apartment.
Later in the afternoon, the butler served me another shake before informing me that the driver was waiting downstairs. After enjoying my lunch, I made my way to the elevator and took it downstairs. As I stepped out of the building, I found the driver waiting by the curb.
He opened the door and held my hand as I sat in the back seat. Once he was seated behind the wheel, we made our way across town to Jessica’s salon. The driver parked out front and ran around to my door before helping me out. I marched across the sidewalk to the glass doors and stepped inside.
The receptionist greeted me with a warm smile while remaining seated behind the counter.
“Oh, hi there, Consuela. Jessica is waiting for you in back.”
I gave a curtsey before walking to the back of the store. Having been trained to curtsey every time I was ordered to do anything by Bridget or Rachel, it came instinctively. I bit my lip and made a face as I started to become embarrassed.
“Hey there.” Jessica greeted warmly as she opened the door to the back room. “What’s wrong, girl?”
“I curtseyed for your receptionist…” I responded softly.
Jessica let out a laugh before responding, “You really are taking this thing seriously, aren’t you?”
I shook my head yes in agreement before walking to the chair and sitting down as directed.
Jessica sat in a chair opposite of me as she pulled out her nail supplies on the table between us. I watched as she grabbed the same color as my current nails and set it in front of me.
“So tell me everything. How have you been the last few weeks?” Jessica asked excitedly.
“It’s been… pretty good.” I answered.
“Ok?” Jessica said, sounding skeptical already. “How are Bridget and Rachel?”
“Bridget has been pretty good… and well, Rachel…” I paused as I saw Jessica roll her eyes and stare at me.
“What?” I asked. 
“Please don’t say the words, ‘pretty good’ again, Ok?”
“Ok, fine.” I said, after taking a deep breath.
“Let’s start over. How are you?” Jessica asked while staring into my eyes.
“Confused, I guess.” Jessica nodded her head as I continued. “I mean, the last month has been incredible. Bridget has been making me feel like the sissy I always wanted to be and Rachel… Well, Rachel has been like the older sister I always dreamed of, helping me with my makeup and teaching me how to clean a house and be a proper maid. It’s been everything I ever wanted and more.”
“That sounds great. So what’s the problem?” Jessica asked while starting on my nails.
“They started turning me into a competition and fighting over me. I love them both but, it doesn’t seem like there’s enough room for everyone anymore.”
“I’m sorry to hear that.”
“Yeah, and now that Rachel left and Bridget won their little competition, I’m starting to miss Rachel.”
“What do you mean she left? Where did she go?”
“I don’t know. She was supposed to go to the island home, but the butler down there hasn’t seen her yet.”
“Does she have any friends or family that she would go stay with?”
“We were her best friends. But… she did have some family in Vermont?”
“Well, that’s a start. Are you going to contact them?” Jessica asked.
“I don’t know, I’ve been thinking about it, but I’m not sure what to say?”
“Just speak from the heart. I know Rachel has been really special to you.”
“She is.” I answered, while staring down at my nails.
“How has Bridget been doing since Rachel left?”
“I thought she would be happy, but honestly, it seems like she’s as upset as I am.”
Jessica shook her head as she finished filling in my nails where they had grown out. After having me stand up, she brought me to her chair, where she checked my hair. We continued chatting as she fixed up my extensions and made sure that they were still holding.
“Look, I know you’ve helped a lot of people and many of them have come and gone through the years. But I’ve never seen someone tug on your heartstrings the way Rachel has. It sounds like you and Bridget both need to talk to her and have her come back.”
I took a deep breath before answering. “You’re probably right. I should talk to Bridget when I get home.”
“I know I am.” Jessica said with a smile while staring at me through the mirror.
After finishing up with my hair, Jessica walked me to the front and opened the front door.
“Remember, I’m just a phone call away if you ever need anything.” Jessica said while holding the door.
“Thank you.” I said, while giving Jessica a hug on the way out.




Chapter 25

After a short drive across town, I arrived at the apartment building and returned upstairs. Upon walking into the penthouse, I marched to the master bedroom, looking for Bridget. As I walked through the living room, I found her lounging on the couch.
“How was your appointment? Did she touch up your nails?” Bridget asked while scrolling on her phone.
“Yeah, they look way better now.” I answered.
“Good, go ahead and finish your chores. I’m going to have dinner in about an hour.”
“Could we talk about something first?”
Bridget rolled her eyes before dropping her phone on her lap. “What is it?”
I walked in front of the couch and stood with my feet together and my hands behind my back while addressing her.
“The last month has been incredible. I’ve loved the attention you’ve given me and how…” I was cut off as Bridget jumped to her feet and stepped close to me.
“Did Jessica do that?”
“Do what?” I asked.
“Your makeup. It looks hideous.”
I put my head down and tensed up as I was put under the spotlight.
“No.” I answered, “I did it this morning.”
“Why the hell is your eye liner so thick? And the wings aren’t even at all.”
“Jessica didn’t say anything…” I responded.
“I don’t care if she was too nice to say anything. It doesn’t change the fact that we have standards here.”
“I don’t usually do my own makeup. Rachel would help with it most mornings.”
“Are you kidding me? You’ve been having her do your makeup this whole time?” Bridget fumed.
“Yeah, and that’s kind of what I wanted to talk to you about. I think we should ask her to come back.”
“Why would we do that?”
“Because I miss her and I think you might miss her, too.”
“She left us, ok? I didn’t tell her to go. She could still be here if she really wanted to be.”
“Yeah but, she was upset. You practically ignored her for a month.”
“That’s because I was focusing on you, you ungrateful bitch.”
“Excuse me?” I said, feeling taken aback.
“No, I’m done listening to this. Go wait for me in the sex dungeon.”
“No.” I said, holding my ground.
“What did you say?”
“No, I want Rachel back, and I’m not doing another thing for you until we talk to her.”
Bridget stood with her arms crossed. As she glared at me, I began to wonder if I could even stand up to her physically at this point. With the weight I had lost, mostly in the form of muscle mass, I had a feeling that Bridget could overpower me if she wanted to. I tried to bring the temperature down as I continued.
“Can we just try to call her?” I asked.
“Fine.” Bridget said while handing me her phone. “Call her.”
After finding Rachel on her favorites list, I called and listened as it rang. A few moments later, I reached her voicemail.
“Hey Rachel, it’s Consuela.” I said, while leaving a message. “I just wanted to check and see how you’re doing and when you’ll be coming back. I really miss you. We both do.”
“There. Are you happy?” Bridget said while holding out her hand for her phone.
“Not really. Can you let me know if she calls back?”
“Sure.” Bridget stated. “Now go clean.”
I dropped down for a curtsey before starting my cleaning duties.
After working my way through the bathrooms and scrubbing each one down, I washed my hands and waited in the dining room. The butler handed me my dinner shake and medicine, which I consumed immediately. Once Bridget was seated at the head of the table, I served dinner to her and took my place behind her.
Nearly a half an hour later, Bridget finished her meal and stood up from her seat. As I took the plate from in front of her, she ordered me to wait for her in the sex dungeon. I gave a curtsey before bringing her dish to the kitchen and following the order.
I found Bridget waiting for me in the sex dungeon with the sex doll suit in hand. Holding it out, she ordered me to step into it. After giving a curtsey, I complied with the order and began undressing myself. Once I was completely nude, except for the chastity cage around my middle, I stepped into the sex doll suit and began pulling it up my legs.
After stuffing my chastity cage inside of the tube that was attached to the suit and ran beneath me, I stuck my arms into the armholes and brought the mask over my head. Bridget helped zip the suit up my back before fitting the metal color around my neck. Connecting the metal collar to the zipper on my suit, she locked it on and sealed me inside.
Bridget fitted the metal waist band around me and locked it in place. She secured my wrists in the handcuffs attached to my metal waist band and locked ankle cuffs around my legs. Before finishing, she stuffed the inflatable mouth gag into my mouth and squeezed the air pump until my cheeks puffed out.
After spending every night in the sex doll suit over the last month, I had grown accustomed to the constricting feeling inside of the thick rubbery material. Bridget grabbed my arm and brought me to the back wall, where she attached a chain to the front of my collar. Bridget grabbed my high heels and slipped them onto my feet before stepping back.
I pulled against the chain attaching my collar to the ceiling as Bridget scanned my body from top to bottom. While holding her finger up to her lips, she looked me over intently. Seeing that I was dressed and locked up to her standards, she left the room and closed the door behind her.
Waiting patiently while tied up and gagged, I shifted back and forth on my high heels. Bridget would usually leave me tied up and waiting while she took her pills and grew an erection. It wasn’t uncommon for her to take an hour before returning to me. As time continued to pass, it began to feel much longer than usual.
My feet grew tired as I stood waiting for Bridget. With the chain attaching my collar to the ceiling, I couldn’t sit down or take a break from my shoes. I moaned into my gag and kicked my heels as I tried to get Bridget’s attention, but she would not come. It must’ve been over two hours before Bridget finally returned.
Dressed in a nightie and slippers, Bridget strolled in and removed the chain attached to my collar. After taking my arm, she led me to the master bedroom, where she helped me into bed and placed me face down on top of it. I stuck my butt in the air as she reached into my suit and grabbed the plug inside of me.
Bridget pulled the plug out gently before taking it to the bathroom and washing it. Walking back to the bed moments later, she grabbed the lube from the nightstand and began applying it to her member. Bridget knelt on the bed behind me and scooted forward until she was lined up with my bottom. I could feel her lay on top of me and guide her member inside of my suit as I laid motionless.
Bridget brought her hands up to my breast and began squeezing lightly while she entered my behind. As her shaft continued to push forward, she pushed and pulled on my chest. I let out an inaudible moan as Bridget pressed her body against mine and made a full entrance. Using my chest for leverage, she began pumping behind me while holding my chest tightly.
As she sped up and humped me harder, I could feel her pinch my nipples through the suit and twist them. I clenched my fists and strained against my restraints as she had her way with me. After no more than a dozen thrusts, I could feel Bridget tense up before a burst of fluid rushed into my behind. Pushing through the orgasm, Bridget didn’t skip a beat and continued thrusting.
I pushed my butt against Bridget and clenched my cheeks as the warm liquid jumpstarted my own arousal. With each thrust from Bridget, I began to inch closer to an orgasm of my own. I bounced my behind against Bridget and whined into my gag as a release built inside of me.
After a few more intense thrusts from Bridget, I could feel myself letting go and a climax being pushed out of me. Small squirts made their way through the tube beneath me and dripped from the opening. My muscles relaxed as I slinked down and laid limply on the bed. Bridget kept her pace and continued pumping against me for several minutes after I was finished.
When Bridget blew a second load into me, she finally stopped and pulled out soon after. We both breathed heavily as we laid on the bed side by side. Bridget stared at the ceiling for a few moments before turning me onto my back and leaning over me.
“Did Rachel ever do that to you?” Bridget asked.
I shook my head no in response.
“You don’t still miss her after that… do you?” Bridget said with a smile.
I laid perfectly still and didn’t make a sound.
Bridget tilted her head toward me and nudged my shoulder. “I asked you a question.”
I continued lying still as I thought about her question. Her smile began to fade as I thought about out how to answer her. Although I still missed Rachel, I knew that was not the answer Bridget was looking for. I wanted to make Bridget happy, but I had to be honest.
I turned my head and looked into Bridget’s eyes. I didn’t have to shake my head for her to know how I felt.
“I can’t believe after everything I’ve done. You still won’t choose me…”
I pulled at my restraints and moaned into my gag while Bridget turned over. She laid on her side with her back facing me while I looked over at her. I realized quickly that there was nothing I could do to change her mind while locked in this sex doll suit. After letting out a deep exhale, I laid my head back and struggled to relax. Without the plug filling my behind, the remnants of Bridget’s orgasm leaked out of me as I tried to fall asleep. It was late in the night before I finally drifted off into a slumber.




Chapter 26

I awoke late the next morning to the butler standing over me. As I looked to the other side of the bed where Bridget had slept, I could see that she was already gone. Turning my attention back to the butler, I could see that he had my shake and medicine in hand.
“Bridget asked that I assist you with your meals today.” The butler notified me.
After struggling to sit up in bed, I sat on the edge of it with my heels on the floor. The butler set the medicine and shake down before releasing the pressure from my inflatable gag. After pulling it out and setting it on the bed next to me, he grabbed the medicine and shake again.
“Where did Bridget go?” I asked.
“All that she said is that she had some business to attend to.” The butler stated while bringing the medicine to my mouth.
I accepted the medicine and drank the shake while the butler held it for me. After finishing, the butler grabbed the inflatable gag and brought it back to my mouth.
“Wait. What are you doing?” I asked.
“Bridget requested that you are kept in your suit exactly as she left you until she returns.”
“But when will that be?”
“She has not informed me of that yet.”
“But…”
“I’m sorry, miss Consuela, but this is what was requested. I can inform Bridget that you are refusing her order.”
“No, don’t do that.” I blurted out.
“I will not keep you like this against your will. Say the word and I will have a locksmith over to pick these locks.”
As I thought about the embarrassment of a locksmith coming over to let me out, I decided to allow the butler to gag me. He pushed the inflatable gag into my mouth and inflated it back to full size. After shaking his head, the butler left the room.
I laid back on the bed and closed my eyes while thinking about what to do. Usually, I would get started by cleaning before serving Bridget her breakfast in the dining room. I had no idea when she would return and decided to go about my day as I normally would.
Having limited experience cleaning while locked in the sex doll suit, it felt like my chores took much longer than usual. Dusting, vacuuming, and cleaning the bathrooms required double the effort while also taking twice as much time. With my hands cuffed to the metal waist band, it made it impossible to reach more than a foot in front of me, which altered the way I performed my tasks greatly. Aside from a small break to enjoy my lunch shake, I cleaned into the early evening.
After drinking my dinner shake, I was surprised that Bridget still had not returned. The longest she had ever left me was for several hours in the afternoon. Having been gone before I awoke and still not home after dinner, this was already her longest departure from the apartment.
I laid on the master bed and waited for Bridget to return. Feeling exhausted from a long day of cleaning in my constricting sex doll suit, I decided to rest my eyes. As I became increasingly drowsy, I drifted off to sleep and did not awake until early the next morning.
With a bladder full, I hopped out of bed and rushed to the bathroom. After relieving myself, I wiped beneath myself before exiting the bathroom. Seeing that Bridget still had not returned, I was starting to become concerned. When the butler came to help me with my medicine and shake, I decided I needed some answers. Once the inflatable gag was released from my mouth, I began asking about Bridget.
“Have you heard from her yet?” I asked immediately after my mouth was free.
“Yes.” the butler stated as he picked up my medicine and shake from the nightstand where he had set it.
“Did she say when she’s coming back?” I asked.
“She did not. My offer is still open if you would like to call a locksmith.”
“I don’t want to do that. You don’t have a key or anything, just in case?”
“No.” the butler said while holding the medicine close to my mouth. 
I accepted the pills and drank the shake with the butler’s help. After I was finished, he grabbed the inflatable gag and put it back into my mouth. Once it was inflated again, he left me alone.
The second day locked in my sex doll suit felt longer than the first. I continued asking the butler about Bridget during each of my meals, but his answers stayed consistent. He was in communication with her, but she would not tell him where she was or when she would return. It felt like I was being tested and that as soon as I asked the butler to help me escape, she would return soon after. Not wanting to fall into her trap, I continued to play along.
As another day came and passed, my paranoia that Bridget would return at any moment only grew. I kept on my toes and cleaned the apartment from the top down each day, while keeping my ears open for Bridget’s arrival. After another long night alone in the master bedroom, I was greeted by the butler the next morning.
With the passing of a few more days, it quickly became a week without any sign of Bridget. It felt degrading to spend such a prolonged period of time in the sex doll suit, as I could not shower or clean myself like I usually would. Bridget never reinstalled the butt plug after our last love making session and I had not received any sort of stimulation since then. Without the thrill and excitement of sex, spending 24/7 in a sex doll suit was not quite as much fun.
Although I wasn’t receiving any lovemaking, I did find myself becoming aroused from the way I was being kept. Without her even being in the same room as me for a week, I was still being dominated and controlled by Bridget. She held all the power over me and probably knew that I was enjoying our arrangement too much to screw it up. As time continued to pass, I did not come any closer to figuring out what she was up to.




Chapter 27

A full two weeks after Bridget left me alone in the apartment with the butler, she sent a message to him about her return date. The butler relayed the message to me after releasing my gag and feeding me breakfast.
“Hey sissy,” the butler read from his phone, “I hope you’ve been keeping up with your chores. I’m coming back next week and I have big news. You better behave while I’m away. I will know if you neglect your duties.”
“Is that it?” I asked.
“Yes, Consuela.” The butler responded.
“But, she’s going to be gone another week.”
“Yes, I read the message.”
“But…” I said while straining against my handcuffs that were attached to my waistband. “I’ve been stuck in this stupid outfit for so long already.”
“Yes, I am aware. What would you like to do?”
I pursed my lips together as I took a deep breath. After calming myself down, I responded. “I can’t quit now.”
The butler shook his head before stuffing the gag back into my mouth and inflating it to its full size.
Bridget neglected to send any more messages throughout the week leading up to her return. With my incessant nagging of the butler, and if he heard anything from Bridget, I could sense that he was becoming irritated with me. His answers became increasingly short as he performed his duties by making sure that I was gagged if I wasn’t drinking something or taking my medicine.
When the week drew to a close, Bridget sent another message to the butler, but she informed him to keep it from me. I was extremely agitated when I heard that Bridget had contacted him and he would not be sharing any of the details.
“What do you mean you can’t tell me?!” I shouted.
“I’m sorry.” The butler said while pushing the gag into my mouth. “You asked for this.”
After inflating the gag in my mouth, he took me by the arm. The butler escorted me to the bathroom, where he helped me step into the shower. As I stood with my arms and legs cuffed, he collected a sponge and a bucket of warm, soapy water.
I felt like I hit a new low as the butler gave me a delicate sponge bath and rubbed down my suit. Making sure to clean every hole and crevice, I stood still and silent as he cleaned me thoroughly. Nearly a half hour later, he finished with the sponge and began wiping down my suit.
After stepping out of the shower with the butler’s help, I caught sight of myself in the mirror. The suit shined like it was new, while I looked at myself from top to bottom. With the gag in my mouth and the suit covering most of my body, I looked brand new on the outside. But inside of the suit, it was a different story.
My makeup would have looked like a wreck if it were visible. Under the thick rubbery material, it was impossible not to sweat. Although I was growing accustomed to spending the vast majority of my time in high heels, my feet were tired and sore at the end of most days. My arms and legs were begging to be released from my restraints, and I was becoming increasingly tired of my mouth being filled with an inflatable gag.
The butler took my arm and guided me over to the toilet before grabbing the supplies for an enema. After inserting the plastic tube into my back end, he began filling me with water. When my behind felt full and I could not take any more, he pulled out the tube and let me sit on the toilet. He waited with me while the enema did its work and I expelled everything. Once I was finished, he helped clean my behind before informing me that I was to wait in the living room.
As I stood by the large glass windows waiting for the imminent return of my mistress, I imagined her bursting through the door and making love to me passionately. After cuddling in bed, I imagined her releasing me from the sex doll suit and spooning with me late into the night. My stomach fluttered with butterflies as a fantasy with wonderful thoughts and feelings swept me away.
When I saw the door open and three people walk in, I was puzzled. ‘Who did she bring with her?’ I thought to myself. As I saw that the first person walking down the hall was Rachel, I nearly jumped out of my heels in excitement. With Bridget walking close behind, Rachel walked straight to me and gave me a hug. I was in shock as Rachel let go and took a few steps backward to stand next to Bridget. Rachel smiled and turned toward Bridget before taking her hand.
I tilted my head as I saw Bridget lean toward Rachel and lock lips with her. While pressing their bodies against each other, they shared a passionate kiss as I stood motionless and watched. I was so taken aback by what was happening that I didn’t realize the third person walked next to me and stood at my side.
Jessica gave a concerned look as she scanned my body from head to heels. Her eyes went wide as she pulled at my handcuffs and touched my sex doll suit. I moaned into my gag as she shook her head and took a step back.
“I knew you were always a kinky one, but… Damn girl. This takes the cake!” Jessica exclaimed.  




Chapter 28

Feeling befuddled and shocked, I whipped my head back and forth as I looked around the room. Bridget and Rachel laughed while Jessica continued looking as confused as I was.
“Were you being serious that she spends every night in that suit?” Jessica asked.
“Yeah, and some days too.” Bridget informed.
“Is that true?” Jessica asked me.
With a gag in my mouth, I could only manage to shake my head yes to respond.
“Do you actually enjoy wearing that thing?”
I shrugged my shoulders in response.
“Don’t be so shy. She absolutely loves it when I screw her brains out in that suit every night I’m here.” Bridget said seductively. “Isn’t that right?”
I put my head down as I nodded my head in agreement.
“Whatever works for you, I don’t judge.” Jessica said.
“So.” Rachel said, inserting herself into the conversation. “You’re probably wondering what we’re all doing here, aren’t you?”
I shook my head yes while looking around at the three most important people in my life.
“I know you’re not one for marriage and commitment, and we’re both totally ok with that now.” Rachel started. Bridget nodded her head as Rachel continued, “We aren’t going to put anymore pressure on you or try to push you into anything you don’t want.”
“You’ve given so much to each of us that… We just want you to be happy.” Bridget stated.
“And that’s why we want you to be on board with what we’re about to tell you next.” Rachel said while looking over at Bridget.
I felt anxiety creeping up as I waited for them to get to the point.
“Bridget and I are going to get married…” Rachel informed.
I remained perfectly still as I listened intently.
“You see, when I left a few weeks ago. I was hurt.” Rachel explained. “I felt like there wasn’t enough room for me and that it was time to move on. If Bridget was the one that could make you happy, I would have to come to terms with that.”
“Then,” Bridget jumped in, “When you started asking for Rachel and I saw in your eyes how much she meant to you, I realized that I wasn’t enough for you on my own. Without Rachel, this couldn’t work.”
Rachel chimed back in, “When I checked my bank account and saw the millions of dollars you gave me, I decided to take a trip to the Mediterranean. I must’ve been asleep when you left your message for me, but I called back the next day. Bridget answered and asked where I was. After I told her, she flew straight to me and showed up at my hotel room door several hours later. We shared our feelings and told each other how we were both craving a deep and meaningful relationship. Knowing that you were never going to come around to marrying either of us, we both had to let that fantasy go.”
“We shared a few of the most wonderful and exciting weeks of our lives together. We traveled to Italy, spent some time in Spain, and eventually ended up in Morocco. As we reignited the flame between us, it became increasingly clear what we should do.” Bridget said with a smile. 
“We decided that we’re going to get married and continuing living with you as our sissy maid, or sissy pet, or sissy doll, or whatever kind of sissy you want to be. We’re forever indebted to you and want you to remain a part of this relationship.” Rachel said sincerely.
“We love you.” Bridget stated.
“We all do.” Jessica said chiming in.
“If you need to take some time to digest all of this, we completely understand.” Rachel said, while standing up and taking a step toward me. After releasing the pressure in my gag, she pulled it from my mouth. Jessica put her hand on my shoulder as I took a few moments to collect my thoughts.
When I was finally free to speak, I was at a loss for words. Although I wasn’t looking for marriage, a sick part of me didn’t want either of them to get married either. If it were up to me, I was content to keep things the way they were indefinitely. But, as I saw the joy in Rachel’s eyes and the excitement on Bridget’s face, I knew there was much more to this decision than just me.
“You three mean the world to me… and I want to stay your sissy. Please stay.” I said softly.
“You really want to keep going like this?” Jessica asked.
“Well, maybe we can explore some new outfits sometimes.” I said, while pulling on my handcuffs and waving my hands.
“Don’t worry, there are a bunch of other sex doll suits to try on you.” Bridget said with a grin.
“Let’s give her a break for a little while, ok?” Rachel said while pulling at Bridget’s arm.
“Fine.” Bridget said begrudgingly.
“You know I’ll support whatever decision you make,” Jessica chimed in, “but when I heard from Rachel how you were being kept, I just had to come over and hear it from your lips that you wanted this.”
“I do.” I stated. “I can’t believe how lucky I’ve been to live out my fantasy as a sissy doll and have three amazing people support me in their own unique ways. I just don’t want anything to change, and I need to know that you two won’t forget about me when you do tie the knot.”
“We would never. I promise.” Rachel stated firmly.
“We won’t forget about you.” Bridget said in agreement.
“Well then, I now pronounce you their sissy doll.” Jessica said before giggling.
“Thank you.” I said, while looking into Jessica’s eyes.
“Your welcome sweetie. I’ll let you three enjoy some time together.” Jessica said, while giving me a hug. “Let me know if you need anything.”
“I’m sure Consuela will be in for another appointment very soon.” Rachel said while walking over to give Jessica and giving her a hug. After saying their goodbyes, Jessica left the apartment and left me alone with my co-mistresses.




Chapter 29

Rachel walked Jessica to the door and closed it behind her after she left. Walking back to the living room, Rachel stood next to Bridget as they stared at me.
“What should we do with her?” Rachel asked.
“We could take her to the sex dungeon, take her to bed, or just have our way right in the living room?” Bridget suggested.
“It’s been a while since I’ve been in the sex dungeon.” Rachel stated.
“Let’s do it.” Bridget said while slapping Rachel across the butt. “Set her up however you like.”
Bridget walked down the hall to the master bedroom while Rachel stepped toward me and took my arm. After picking up the inflatable gag, Rachel escorted me to the sex dungeon. Stopping in the center of the room, Rachel looked around and thought about where to put me.
“Wait right here.” Rachel stated.
I motioned a curtsey before standing still as I was ordered. Rachel left the room and returned a few minutes later with a key in hand.
“Don’t get too excited.” Rachel said, while unlocking my metal waistband and handcuffs. After releasing my ankle cuffs, she lead me to the sex bench in the corner.
“Get on.” Rachel ordered.
While still wearing the sex doll suit with a collar around my neck that kept me locked inside of it, I put my knees on the sex bench as instructed. I bent over the bar that propped my butt in the air and brought my elbows to the pads in the front. Resting most of my weight on my knees and elbows, I kept still as Rachel fastened straps around my arms and legs. After attaching the bench’s built-in metal cuffs around my wrists and ankles, she tightened a strap around my waist that kept me secured with my back end pointed up. I let my head hang as I was stuck in a doggy-style position on the sex bench.
Rachel walked over to the dresser and grabbed a ring gag before stepping in front of me. As she pressed the large circular ring to my lips, I opened up and accepted it. Fitting the metal ring between my teeth, Rachel made sure that it was positioned correctly before fastening it behind my head. When she was finished, my mouth was propped wide open and ready for something to be inserted.
After pinching my cheek, Rachel left the room and closed the door behind her. Saliva began building in my mouth immediately, but the ring gag made it impossible to swallow. I kept my head tilted up as I tried to fight the drool dripping from my mouth. But, after a half an hour, I gave up and hung my head.
A puddle of drool formed beneath me as I waited for Rachel and Bridget to return. My stomach fluttered with anxiety as the suspense continued to build. Nearly an hour later, the door to the sex dungeon opened, and two sets of footsteps made their way inside.
I stared straight ahead at the wall as I felt someone approach from behind. Feeling their hands caress my rear, I tried to guess if it was Rachel or Bridget. From the firm squeezes and the way they spread my cheeks, I figured it had to be Bridget. When I felt something poke through my suit and press against my opening, my suspicions were confirmed.
Bridget pushed herself forward and made a full entrance with her lubed member fairly quickly. Although this wasn’t much faster than usual, it felt like I was stretching considerably to accommodate her erect rod. Between the pills Bridget had been taking to grow her member and the fact that I had not been entered in three weeks, I felt as tight as I was the first time she penetrated me.
I breathed heavily through the gag and let out high-pitched moans as Bridget rocked her hips and pumped behind me. I felt like I was about to tear in two as Bridget picked up her intensity and began humping me harder with each thrust. From the intense pressure in my behind, I began to work toward a release relatively quickly.
As I felt an orgasm bubbling up inside of me, Rachel stepped around to the front of the sex bench, with her member exposed. Wearing only a red-push up bra and strappy high-heeled sandals, she moved her middle close and guided her limp member into my mouth. It felt warm and floppy as Rachel rocked her hips and slid it across my tongue.
I closed my eyes as I used my tongue to tickle and play with Rachel. After rubbing the underside, I caressed the head and swirled it around in my mouth. Although I couldn’t close my mouth with the ring gag holding it open, I did my best to bring my lips together around Rachel’s member and try to suck.
As I felt Bridget tensing up, I knew that she was about to climax at any moment. After having felt her orgasm inside of me dozens of times, I became acutely aware of her tendencies and how long she would take to begin filling me with her fluids. I clenched my behind and braced myself as Bridget slowed dramatically while giving aggressive thrusts.
The sex bench scooted across the floor as Bridget gave hard humps behind me. Letting out moans and whimpers, I pulled against my restraints as Bridget drained herself inside of me. The feelings from her throbbing veiny member penetrating me, along with warm squirts shooting into my back end, was almost enough to push me over the edge. I kept my eyes closed tightly and tried to release the tension as I felt Rachel find a climax of her own.
Her limp member twitched in my mouth as small squirts shot to the back of my throat. I continued tickling her underside as every last drop was drained from her. Although her explosion was not quite as intense as Bridget’s, it was still exhilarating. I was at the cusp of my own orgasm as Rachel and Bridget pulled out and stepped away. 
“I’ll be right back.” Bridget said before leaving the room.
I moaned and whined as Rachel stepped around to my backside and left my line of peripheral vision.
I whimpered as I hung my head and watched saliva mixed with cum drip from my mouth. As I heard Rachel fiddling with something, I struggled to turn my head and look behind me. Catching sight of Rachel with a strap on, I began to get excited again. Rachel applied some lube to the phallic shaped object before stepping behind me and taking her turn with my rear.
Surprisingly, the dildo felt even larger than Bridget’s member as it pushed through my opening. I stretched even further as she pumped back and forth behind me. Sensations traveled straight from my back end to my member as I felt Rachel using the dildo to push fully inside and pull all the way out with each thrust. After just a few pumps, I was right at the edge of an orgasm again.
My eyes closed instinctively as Rachel’s movements sent shivers up my spine. As I was distracted by what Rachel was doing with my back end, Bridget snuck around to my front and plunged her member through my ring gag. With my eyes closed, I jumped as I felt her poke the back of my throat before pulling back out again.
“Don’t worry, I cleaned it up for you.” Bridget said while smiling and looking down at me.
I moaned and whined in response as I was penetrated from both ends simultaneously.
After nearly a half an hour of the most exhilarating sex of my life, a climax was finally pushed out of me. Rachel found my special spot and continued to prod it with her dildo as my member released all the built up tension from the preceding weeks. It continued throbbing in its chastity cage for several minutes, as I was in utter bliss. It felt like the new relationship that Bridget, Rachel, and I were forming was cemented that night.
In that moment, I knew that it didn’t matter who was getting married or what label we put on our shared relationship. The only thing that mattered was how we made each other feel, that day and everyday moving forward. As long as I had Rachel and Bridget with me, I would be happy. I became Consuela, and I was a proud sissy who devoted her life to serving her mistresses.




Books By This Author

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

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

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

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

In ‘Sissy in Training’, we meet a young sissy crossdresser named Demi and her best friend who goes by the name Brandi. While they are out at their favorite bar one evening, they meet a devilishly handsome man and his partner. The couple self describes as a master and dominatrix who “like to show girls like them a good time.” Although Brandi is turned off by their proposal, Demi finds herself curious and excited about spending the night with the alluring man. Upon arrival at the power couple’s home, Demi experiences the BDSM world in a way that she never knew existed. Over the course of the evening, Demi finds herself being pushed to her limits as she is dominated, controlled, and trained by the master and dominatrix. As it becomes later in the evening, Demi starts to wonder when or if they ever plan on letting her go. With a gag in her mouth and her arms tied tightly behind her, she is at the complete mercy of these two aggressive and sensual people. Feeling a mixture of excitement, fear, arousal, and anxiety, Demi can’t seem to figure out what will come next. Take a journey with Demi as she is dominated and becomes a ‘Sissy in Training’. 
Sissy Maid Camp
 
Have you ever fantasied about going to a camp where you would be trained to be a proper sissy maid? Do you wish a place existed where sissies are made to wear the highest of heels, a maid’s dress, and makeup at all times with other sissies?
In ‘Sissy Maid Camp’, our protagonist finds out exactly how much his life can change over a summer. After a double dinner date with his wife and her friend’s from work, the couple learns about a camp where men are sent to be trained and taught how to be a proper sissy maid. Being a curious closeted sissy, he is intrigued with the camp and decides to try it out. While at camp, they are taught how to do their hair, makeup, and nails. Along with their new beauty regimen, they are trained to cook, clean, and serve their mistress diligently. A set of rules are instilled in the sissies which requires them to stay quiet, curtsey, wear chastity, and act as girly as possible at all times. If a sissy disobeys or strays from the rules, they are punished swiftly. Although feminization surgery is not a requirement for camp, most of the sissies find themselves longing for a breast augmentation of their own. Over the course of the summer, our sissy learns that nothing will be the same when they return home from camp. They will continue to live as a sissy maid for their mistress permanently. Enjoy the tale as you witness the complete feminization of a young man into a sissy house maid eager to serve.
Cat and Mouse
 
Have you ever fantasied about becoming a personal sissy pet for a beautiful young woman?
In the story ‘Cat and Mouse’, we meet a young man named Bona who is down on his luck to say the least. After being unfairly accused of ratting on the mob family he works for, he comes within seconds of losing his life. When the mob boss’s daughter steps in and asks to have Bona as her personal toy, Bona believes he has dodged a bullet. As he is stripped of his clothes, shaved, painted with make up, and forced to wear a short latex dress and ballet heels, Bona begins to wonder if becoming Elaina’s new pet is better than the other scenario that he escaped. After being fitted for his new collar, leash, and chastity cage, he is locked in a small dark room with Elaina’s other sissy pet. Bona is teased and tormented by his new roommate as he is trained and feminized by his 19 year old mistress. To cement his new role, Bona is given a full feminization surgery complete with a set of DD breasts and facial reconstructive surgery. He is humiliated and paraded in front of his old coworkers while completely feminized as the sissy that he becomes. Will the sissy learn to accept their role and listen to what they’re told, or will they try to fight and run away?
My Body Swap With Candi
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to swap bodies with an escort for a week? Have you wondered what it would be like to leave your male body behind and inhabit a sensual and sexy woman's body?

In 'My Body Swap with Candi', our stubborn protagonist meets up with an escort at a motel. After visiting the motel numerous times and having plenty of 'sessions' with different ladies, he meets a very special lady named Candi. As he is 'getting to know' Candi, our protagonist starts to learn that this is no ordinary girl. He believes she is becoming delirious as they make love in her room. After they finish their session, he realizes that he has made a huge mistake and tries to escape. While trying to process what just happened, the protagonist receives a phone call that will change his life. As the story unfolds, our protagonist learns that he has fallen into a situation more complex than he could possibly imagine. The protagonist's consciousness is placed into Candi's body while her consciousness inhabits his body. He must learn to follow the rules and live out Candi's life while fulfilling her duties. Will he do as he is told and return to his male body, or be stuck as Candi forever?
Life In Her Heels
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to experience life as women have experienced throughout human history? To be told what you can wear, where you can go, and what you are allowed to do with your body?
In ‘Life in Her Heels’, the patriarchy is turned upside down when a charismatic female leader is voted into the White House. Running a campaign based on putting men and women on equal footing, the new leader of the country is voted into office with a large majority in both chambers of Congress. To right the wrongs of human history, the new leadership puts laws into place that force men to experience what women have endured throughout the history of the world. The protagonist of the story finds himself living through this historic moment and must adhere to the new rules as they are written. While living with his wife, the young man must follow the new federal dress codes by turning in his pants for skirts and shoes for high heels. He and his wife are assigned new jobs that greatly alter the power structure in their home and finances. When his new job requires him to alter his body, he struggles with the changes that are occurring and how to express what is happening to him. As he slowly changes from a man to a feminized sissy, it starts to become impossible to hide his growing “assets”. After an incident where he is unfairly blamed for initiating an encounter with someone in his apartment building, he is put on house arrest and required to where a chastity belt at all times. Eventually, the protagonist becomes unrecognizable to the man he once was and must come to terms with his new life as a submissive sissy to his wife who now owns him.
Coming Out As Amber
 
Have you ever thought about coming out as a crossdresser? Would your family and friends embrace and accept you or try to hide from who you really are? 

Every crossdresser’s coming out story is incredibly personal and significant for them. It can be filled with anxiety, excitement, and even terror when thinking about telling your loved ones. ‘Coming Out as Amber’ explores the coming out story of a young man who is afraid to show the world who he truly is. Because of his family’s beliefs, he has kept his crossdressing a secret and has only explored this side of himself when he is alone. When his family leaves for the weekend to visit his relatives, he pretends to be sick so that he can stay home and have some time to himself. Unfortunately, his plans are disrupted when his sister’s friend, Emily, makes a surprise visit to check on him. Confronted with the reality that he can’t keep this secret forever, David is forced to reconcile these two sides of himself. His day takes one twist and turn after another until he is finally face to face with his sister, mother, and father. This emotional journey explores how difficult it is to find the right time and place to finally come out. Eventually, it becomes more difficult to keep part of himself a secret, rather than coming out as Amber.
Maid To Be Mine
 
Have you dreamt of becoming a sissy maid for a dominating woman? Have you ever wondered how a man can go from a lazy couch potato to the sissy maid everyone wants in their house?
‘Maid to be mine’ explores the sissy maid lifestyle from the perspective of a woman who is learning about it for the first time. After the protagonist’s boyfriend loses his job and goes on unemployment, she allows him to move into her apartment to save some money. When she comes home to dirty dishes, an unmade bed, and crumbs all over the carpet, she decides that something needs to change. While discussing the chores around the house, her boyfriend confides that he has a fantasy about becoming a sissy maid that cooks and cleans for his mistress. Being brand new to the subject of sissies and forced feminization, she begins doing some research and reading stories on the web. Intrigued by the idea, she gives the female led relationship a try. She quickly learns that her sissy needs a set of rules to follow so that he fulfills his duties properly. On her way home from work, she purchases new panties and bras to replace his dirty old male underwear. To test if he is serious about the new dynamic in their relationship, she orders the new sissy maid to shave all of his body hair. After throwing away all of his old male underwear and replacing it with panties and bras, she provides a maid’s uniform that he must wear at all times around the house. While locked up in chastity and under the tight control of his new mistress, the sissy maid excels in his new role. When she tells her girlfriend about her new sissy maid, her girlfriend jokingly asks to have him clean her house to make some extra money. She happily agrees and begins sending her new sissy maid to cook and clean for her friends a few days a week. As you read along, it becomes clear how much attention a sissy requires and why they need an attentive dominating mistress. 
Past the Point of No Return
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like be turned into a real life sissy whore? To be completely feminized, chastised, and made to serve a mistress and master?

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

In the story ‘Paying Lip Service’, we witness the complete transformation of Billie Jean the mattress king to the BJ queen. After becoming indebted to a pimp in town with no way to pay him back, Billie is given a makeover and dressed as one of the prostitutes that works the streets. Knowing that they can’t trust Billie to not run away, he is tied up and forced to pay lip service to the clients who visit them. Realizing how long it will take to pay off his debts, Billie asks if there is anything he can do to charge more. The girls grant his request and have him brought in for a breast augmentation and lip fillers. Now further in debt, Billie will have to service even more clients before he has paid back what he owes. Billie’s journey takes one twist after another as he is lead down a path he may never return from. Will he ever be able to reclaim his old life or be stuck as the BJ queen forever? 
Becoming the Girl of His Dreams
 
Have you ever had a sissy dream that felt so real that you couldn’t distinguish it from reality? Have you ever wished that your dreams would become your new reality? 
In ‘Becoming the Girl of His Dreams’, we meet a kind hearted closeted crossdresser who works at a diner. The protagonist has a strange encounter with a mysterious woman who informs him that all of his dreams will come true. After brushing off the comment as some sort of vague encouragement, he returns home and falls into a deep sleep. In his dream, his nails are painted bright pink and become much longer and more feminine. When he awakes the next morning, he is shocked to find his nails matching what he saw in his dream. Thinking that someone is pulling a prank on him, he tries to hide his nails while at work and brush it off. With each passing night, he continues dreaming that he is being turned into a woman and finding those dreams manifesting in real life. From every bit of body hair magically vanishing from his body to a large set of boobs appearing on his chest, he soon finds himself unrecognizable to the man he once was. His hair turns blonde and grows a foot over night and permeant makeup is painted on his face that will not come off. Unable to process the changes in his fragile male psyche, he denies what is happening and tries to fight against the female dominator that keeps appearing in his dreams. Will the sissy find a way to reverse the changes or have to learn how to live as the woman that he has always dreamt of becoming?
Black(E)Mail
 
Have you been keeping your sissy life a secret? Have you ever thought about what you would do to keep your friends and family from knowing what you look at on the internet? 
In ‘Black(E)Mail’, a sissy finds themself on the other end of a hacker who is blackmailing them. With access to their internet browsing history and webcam footage, the protagonist finds themself following orders so that their secret doesn’t come to light. Still living with his parents who are very conservative, the sissy protagonist finds himself doing increasingly strange things to keep the blackmailers happy. Having to throw out all of his underwear and begin wearing panties and a bra is only the tip of the iceberg. The protagonist soon finds himself getting waxed, having his hair, makeup, and nails done, and walking around his local mall in a dress and high heels to practice looking feminine. As the protagonist follows the orders being given to them, they can only hope that everything will work out when it is finished. Enjoy this fast paced story that takes a secretive young man and turns him into a feminized sissy. 
How to Spend a Day as a Sissy (A Crash Course in the Sissy life)
 
Are you an experienced sissy looking for ways to spend your day while crossdressed? Are you new to the sissy lifestyle or just curious what a sissy might do all day?

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