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Chapter 1

Finding a Trainer

As I sat in front of my computer, the blue glow of the screen gently lighting up the otherwise dark room, I looked down at my body. I was instantly filled with shame and disappointment. I had never been into sports or working out and my body was proof of that. I was flabby and weak, and the combination was hurting my confidence and my chances with women.

Lately, I had become tired of being single and alone so I had made a point to be more outgoing and talk to more women. But no matter how hard I tried, it seemed as if I could never get the time of day from them. For this, I blamed my body.

I sighed as I poked my flabby belly and watched as my finger pressed in and then my belly jiggled as I pulled it out.

Why did I ever let myself get this way? I guess it doesn’t matter because I don’t have to stay this way. I can still get in shape.

Despite wanting to get in better shape for a while, I felt like this was my turning point. I knew I could do it.

Maybe I just need a little help. A little guidance. Someone to help keep me accountable.

I decided to look online for a local physical trainer. I didn’t want to go to a big gym and be seen by lots of people as I struggled to do basic exercises or be one of a large group in some fitness class that I could easily just disappear from. I wanted a one-on-one, personal trainer that would whip me into shape. Literally if need be. So I started browsing classified ads to look for exactly that.

At first I found a lot of gimmicky ads. Some promised that they would get you into shape in just one week, some implied that they would provide you with steroids to boost muscle growth, and some were insanely expensive. Finally, I found an ad that appeared to be exactly what I needed. It read, “Training for Sissies! Let us spank you into shape! Must be willing to do everything we say.”

This sounds perfect! They sound like they will definitely hold me accountable and it’s targeted towards wusses like me.

Reading the ad made me excited and gave me a feeling of hope. My gut told me that this was the answer to all of my issues and that these trainers would transform me into a better version of myself. A version that would bring me true happiness.

I quickly sent a text message to the number listed in the ad. I said, “Hello! I saw your ad for training in the classifieds and I am very interested and would love to start ASAP!”

I hit send and instantly felt like a weight was lifted off my back. I was finally doing what I needed to in order to improve myself.

A few minutes later I received a response that read, “Very well. Meet us at 6969 Domingo Blvd tomorrow at 9am sharp. Do not be late.”

Reading their response made me swell up with enthusiasm. I was so energized that I felt like I could get started early by going out for a run this very second. However, just as I stood up, I received another message. “We do not allow body hair in our facility. You must shave before arriving,” it said.

I was taken aback by the second message and had to read it multiple times to make sure I was reading it correctly.

No body hair allowed? That’s a bizarre rule. Is that a cleanliness thing? Or maybe hairless bodies have been proven to perform better for all athletics? Swimmers and cyclists shave their bodies, right? And it seems like most buff guys all have shaved chests. I guess it’s not that weird.

I was still a little put off by the request, but in the end I decided to do it. Devoting my time to shaving my body would encourage me to follow through with the program and show them that I was taking it seriously. The ad did say that I must be willing to do everything they said. Maybe this was an elaborate test as initiation?

Whatever the reason, there was only one way to find out. I hurried to the store to buy razors and shaving cream and then got to work on the first step of my body’s transformation.

✽✽✽

When I had finished shaving my body, I was surprisingly tired. And not just because I was out of shape, but because it took a lot more work than I had expected. I turned on the shower to rinse off the remaining shaving cream from my now hairless body. The touch of the water was extremely cold and sensitive, far more than ever before. The sensation of my hands on my bare legs was surreal. They were now smooth and soft, like a woman’s. It was different feeling, but not in a bad way.

While I was at the store, I also took the time to purchase healthy groceries as I was motivated to get a kick start on my new lifestyle. I no longer had time to go for a run or get started working out after taking so long shaving my body, but I figured the least I could do was make myself a healthy meal. So I whipped together a quick salad and while it wasn’t as good as the pizza I had been planning on eating, I knew my body would be better for eating it.

I soon went to bed with my heart racing and my mind swarming with possibilities of what my new trainer would have me do and what their facility looked like. Would I be taking a sledge hammer to a truck tire in an old warehouse that they’ve updated into a gym? Would I be lifting weights in the garage of their house?

I knew I could quickly find out by searching the address online, but I decided I would leave it a surprise. Looking it up now would just give me time to find faults in the location or see bad reviews and then I would never get started. I needed to go in with an open mind.

As my curiosity died down, I finally drifted off to sleep with a smile on my face and hope in my heart that tomorrow would be the first day of my new, improved life.


Chapter 2

First Day

I made my way towards the provided address, anxious to start my first day of training. The street contained a long row of tall buildings, however, the specific address appeared to be located at the bottom of a staircase underneath the buildings.

Walking down the staircase gave me the creeps. It was dimly lit and seemed in ill repair with dirt and trash covering the steps. When I made it to the door at the bottom of the steps, there was no signs or anything letting me know that it was a gym, but next to the door was poorly painted white numbers which matched the address they had provided me.

How do they expect to get new clients when they have no logo or signage advertising their business?

Seeing their lack of signage actually felt good. It wasn’t going to be a popular, crowded gym in which I would feel self conscious working out. I looked down at the black gym shorts and dark blue athletic t-shirt I was wearing and felt ready to begin. So I reached out my hand to knock on the door as I exhaled a deep breath.

The door was old and was made out of a heavy metal. My knocks echoed through the stairway behind me. Suddenly, a rectangular slit slammed opened in front of me as two dark, sultry eyes now stared at me through the opening.

“Who is it?” asked the person on the other side. The voice was feminine yet very firm and strong. I could tell that they would not take ‘no’ for an answer.

“Hi, uhh, it’s Daniel. I texted you yesterday about training and you said to be here at nine today,” I replied.

The door’s slit quickly slammed closed and I heard muffled speaking on the other side. The door’s locks made a loud clunking noise as the bolts were removed and then the heavy door slowly opened. Once the door was opened wide enough, a hand waved me in. After I stepped inside, the door quickly slammed shut behind me.

I turned to look at the loud crashing sound behind me and saw a tall, slender woman wearing all black locking the door. When she noticed me looking she flashed me a grin and then stood upright. She walked around me and joined another woman who was shorter, but equally as slim.

The ceiling lights flickered behind them in this large, sparsely lit room. I tried to look around, to see what kind of equipment I might see, but it was hard to see much. Oddly enough, I thought I could see that the brick walls of the room were covered in chains and there was a bed at the back of the room.

Why would there be a bed?

I quickly realized that the two women were staring at me with their hands on their hips. I looked at first one who had greeted me. She wore tight black leather pants with black high heels below them. Up top she wore a matching black tank top which seemed surprisingly tight for someone who would be working out. It also held down her breasts, though I could still see sizable mounds coming out from her chest. Her dark black hair was tied up in a bun and her makeup was perfectly done. Her lips were painted crimson red and her eyes thick with black mascara and eyeshadow.

My eyes next went to the woman standing beside her. She was wearing a short black leather skirt with a matching black leather bra above it, leaving her midsection very exposed. Below her skirt she wore sheer black thigh high stockings which flowed into tall, black stiletto heels. Her black hair was hanging down at shoulder length and she also wore red lipstick and black mascara. I could see her flat abs on her exposed stomach and felt encouraged that I was at the right place. Even if, for a physical trainer, her outfit seemed very odd.

Because I had texted with them to schedule my appointment and never heard their voices, I hadn’t realized that I would be trained by women and I wasn’t sure that they realized that I would be a man. Perhaps that’s why they were insistent on me shaving my body?

Each woman looked fierce and intimidating. I waited for them to start talking, but they just stared at me, sizing me up with their arms now held behind their backs. I decided to break the silence. “Hello, I’m Daniel. I’m excited to get started training with you both. I think I’m ready for whatever you want me to do. I even shaved my body, just as you requested,” I said. I pointed at my hairless legs as I said the last part to show them.

They both snickered at my words and then looked at each other. The shorter one snapped her head back at me. “If you are a sissy. Your name will be Danielle,” she said flatly.

Danielle? I guess this is their tactic to whip me into shape? By calling me a girl to motivate me to become a man? Alright, I can play along.

I shrugged and said, “Okay, I am Danielle.”

The other woman glared at me as she said, “You are a very fat sissy. You will require a lot of work.”

I sighed as I looked down at my pudgy body. She was right. “Yes,” I let out. “But that’s why I’m here. I’m hoping you can whip me into shape.”

The tall woman leaned over to the shorter woman and whispered into her ear. I tried to listen in, but couldn’t make out any words. When the conversation appeared to be done, the shorter woman nodded her head and said, “Yes, I agree.”

“Before we begin, we have three basic rules that every potential… client of ours must agree to before we accept them,” the tall one said.

“Alright. What are they?” I asked.

“Rule number one is that you must not tell anyone about us. Privacy is very important to us and our other clients,” she said. I nodded my acceptance and she continued, “Rule number two is that you must do everything you are told without question. Disobedience, complaining, and arguing will result in severe punishments.”

Punishments? How would a physical trainer possibly punish me?

“Rule number three is the most important,” she started. She walked over to a cabinet against the wall and opened it wide. She reached in and I heard rustling of objects as she looked for what she wanted. She must have found it because she returned to where she was standing with a pleased look on her face.

She then extended her arm towards me holding a small pink object. “Rule number three is that you must always wear this,” she said with a grin stretched across her face.


Chapter 3

Getting Started

I leaned forward to get a closer look at the object in her hand. It was small, pink, and plastic looking and somewhat resembled a penis.

“What is that?” I asked.

The shorter woman crossed her arms and said, “It is a chastity cage. We’ve found that our male clients are too easily distracted by their genitals. We insist that they wear these cages so they can focus on their more important tasks such as their transformation.”

I suddenly felt uneasy as I looked at the cage in the woman’s hand. “Are you saying this thing goes on my dick?” I asked.

“Yes,” the woman said flatly.

They want me to wear something on my dick? This is getting weird fast. I wanted to go all in with this training, but this may be too much for me.

“I guess I don’t see how that will help me get in shape,” I replied as I scratched the back of my head.

“I’ve already explained the reason and I will not repeat myself,” she said.

I thought back at her reason. She said that men tend to get distracted by their genitals. Sadly, that was true. I had wasted many days and nights watching porn and jerking off rather than doing what I was supposed to be doing.

I’ve already shaved my entire body and come out here… What’s the harm in trying this cage. Who am I to dispute their training methods? They’re clearly in much better shape than me.

I let out a short sigh and then accepted their rule, “Okay. I’ll do it.” I stepped forward and took the cage from her hand.

“Very good,” said the tall one. “Put it on and then we can get started.”

I looked around for a bathroom, but couldn’t see any in the dimly lit room. Before I could ask them, they both suddenly turned around as if telling me to do it right here and now. I turned around as well and peaked over my shoulder to make sure they weren’t looking. When I was sure, I unzipped my pants and opened them just enough to pull out my dick. After a moment spent figuring out how the device worked, I put it on and connected the two pieces. I noticed that there was a small lock and that the cage wouldn’t stay connected without it. Putting the lock in and turning the key made me nervous, but so far the cage felt fine. Or at least it didn’t hurt.

I pulled my pants up and turned around as I said, “Okay, it’s on.”

Both women turned back to look at me and the tall one again held out her hand. “Your keys,” she said.

I didn’t like the idea of suddenly handing over keys to my dick to complete strangers. “Why don’t we try it out for today and if I like it then I’ll consider giving you a key?” I suggested. “I mean, I don’t even know your names. I can’t surrender these keys to you if I don’t even know you.”

The women didn’t flinch. “Your keys. Then names,” said the tall one.

They drive a hard bargain. I guess I’ll have to put my faith in them if I want to better myself.

I closed my eyes and took a chance. My arm reached out and dropped the keys to my new chastity cage in her hand.

“Very good, Danielle,” she said. I opened my eyes just in time to watch her stuff my keys in her bra. “My name is Scarlett and this is Ruby.”

“Nice to meet you both,” I said.

They both nodded at me and then Scarlett continued, “Our training is no nonsense. You show up late, you disobey, argue, or complain, or you beg for your dick’s release. You will be punished. Multiple failings will get you kicked out. Do you understand?”

“Yes, of course,” I said, agreeing.

“Our training is also… unorthodox to some, but we assure you, you will achieve results.”

“That’s what I’m here for.”

Scarlett nodded at Ruby who then walked away. “Today you will be put through various exercises to test your commitment to both improving yourself and to us,” she said.

I interrupted enthusiastically, “I’m ready for whatever you throw at me.”

She glowered at me for a moment and then continued, “No matter what you think of any of our training, you must trust us and do as you are told. Do you understand?”

This time I just nodded my response which Scarlett seemed to appreciate. Soon, Ruby returned with a bag.

“In this bag is what will be your standard uniform, though some days will call for special uniforms depending on what your training will be,” Ruby said as she handed it to me. “You may change behind the divider.”

She pointed towards the corner of the room which contained a folding divider. I took the clothes, walked behind it, and set the bag down on a chair before getting undressed. While I was naked, I took the chance to really inspect the chastity cage I was wearing. It was wrapped around my balls and seemed pretty secure. I couldn’t help but wonder what would happen if I became aroused while wearing it.

I picked out the first piece of clothing which was a pair of pink leggings. It was a little odd, but I know plenty of guys wear compression tights when they workout so maybe that’s what they were. I decided to look through the rest of the clothes before getting dressed. Also in the pile was a tank top, sports bra, and thong. Every piece was bright pink.

I guess they’re really testing my dedication. That or they really want to play up the whole “I’m not a man, I’m Danielle” thing.

To be honest, I was a little curious how it would all feel to wear. Plus, I figured that women always wear outfits just like this to workout so it couldn’t be that bad. So decided to play along and put it on.

I started with the thong, pulling it all the way up until it flossed my butt crack. Next, I put on the leggings. I could tell they were meant to be high waisted, but every time I pulled them all the way up, they just slipped down off my belly. The sports bra was next. I put each arm through as I pulled it over my head and down onto my chest. It fit well and actually seemed to support my flabby chest comfortably. Last, I put on the tank top to cover my torso. I was glad to find that it was loose fitting.

There wasn’t a mirror anywhere near, but I could only guess how silly I looked. However, I knew that no one else was here to see me so I shrugged it off and made my way back towards my new trainers. As I approached them, I felt myself starting to shake nervously, finding myself more self conscious than I had thought I was. While there was no one else in the building, I was still dressed in a pink woman’s workout outfit in front of these two gorgeous ladies.

If I can start to feel confident wearing this in front of Scarlett and Ruby, then I can learn to become confident in front of any woman. This is going to be a great learning experience.

I had expected them to laugh at me when I returned, but they still wore serious expressions on their faces. I was relieved for that, but now I was growing anxious for what was to come and whatever their unorthodox training would be.

“Let’s get started,” Scarlett said.

It was time to find out.


Chapter 4

First Lessons

“First we will work on that pathetic body of yours while also improving your mindset,” said Scarlett with a look of disgust on her face. “Get on all fours.”

The longer I was in the room, the more I was starting to notice that there really wasn’t anything that looked like gym equipment. There were no treadmills, ellipticals, or other cardio machines. Nor were there any strength training machines. I couldn’t even see any dumbbells anywhere. What kind of gym was this?

I got on all fours as I was told. Ruby then walked over to me and put something around my neck. I felt it tighten and suddenly became alarmed, my hand reaching up and grabbing it, trying to loosen it around my neck. It felt like a leather strap. Then I heard the rustle of a chain and looked up to see Ruby handing Scarlett a chain leash that was attached to my leather collar.

I wanted to burst out and complain, to question why I would need to wear a leash, but I knew that would be breaking the rules. I had to just trust their process and see where it took me.

Scarlett started walking, the clicking of her heels echoing through the loud room. I wasn’t sure what she wanted me to do, but quickly figured it out as she tugged my leash and beckoned me to follow. I started crawling after her on all fours.

“Beg me, Danielle. Beg me to train you,” she commanded me as she gave my leash another firm tug.

She had warned me that their training would be unusual, but never would I have expected this. I crawled faster, trying to cut down the tension on the collar so she couldn’t pull it as hard. And then I begged, “Please train me, Scarlett. Please!”

Her eyes glared at me and she responded with a grunt and another tug of the leash.

I had to assume she wanted more so I continued to beg, “I’m desperate. I’m tired of living like this… unhappy and lonely. I know there’s a better version of myself inside that is waiting to be unleashed, but I need help. I need training. Please! Please train me!”

Scarlett’s heels came to a screeching halt. She turned to look at me and gave me a nod. “Very good. Don’t worry, I will get that sissy out of you,” she said.

I started to get up, assuming the lesson, initiation, or whatever that was had been completed, but as I did I felt a quick and sharp pain across my ass. I settled back down to the floor and reached back to rub my now sore ass.

Two more heeled feet stepped beside me and I looked up to see Ruby staring down at me, holding a long leather stick in her hand.
“We did not say that you were done crawling, sissy!” she shouted at me.

I put my head down to await my next prompt. Once Scarlett started walking again, I resumed my following on all fours. And I continued doing so for what felt like a long time.

By the time Ruby came up to unstrap my leash and collar, I felt exhausted. My knees sore, my hands cold from the cement floor, and my body sweaty. I was surprised to admit it, but that felt like a solid workout. My heart rate was elevated and it had really made me sweat.

I stood up and wiped the sweat off my forehead and let out a sigh. I noticed I had a smile on my face as I looked at Scarlett in front of me. I was doing it. I was finally taking the first step towards bettering myself.

“Crawling is good for two things,” she said. “Obedience and cardio.”

I nodded my agreement.

“We will not have enough time during our sessions to do all of your necessary training and also fix all of your… many body flaws. We will expect you to do at least an hour of cardio every day outside of your training with us. Running, walking, or crawling. That will be your choice, but our requirement.

“We will also expect you to adhere to a strict diet. If you obey us, your disgusting, fat man body will quickly transform into one that’s slender and sexy,” she said.

“Yes, of course,” I said.

“If we discover that you’re not dieting or not working out. There will be severe punishments.”

This was everything I wanted. Someone to hold me accountable and push me to get in shape. “I understand,” I said excitedly.

“We will meet once a week for three hours and you will pay us $300 per session. This will cover our fees as well as the cost of the uniforms we will provide you,” she continued.

That’s a little steep, but I think I need to give it a try.

“Alright,” I agreed.

“If you have any questions, this is will be your last opportunity to ask.”

My brain raced, trying to think of questions. It finally settled on one that felt pressing and concerning. “What about the keys to this chastity cage?” I asked.

“What about them?” Scarlett replied.

“When do I get them back? Do I give them to you at the start of a session and you give them back at the end?”

Her face remained emotionless as she stared at me. “No. You will receive your keys back when we deem you worthy of them,” she said. “As we said earlier. Your silly male genitals will only distract you from your training.”

Having her hold on to the keys to the cage around my dick was terrifying, but I felt my dick reacting to the idea. Here was this gorgeous, dominating woman, holding power over my dick in an effort to help me improve myself. It was the most attention any woman had given my dick in a long time. And I knew she had a point. Instead of wasting time jerking off, I would rededicate my time to work out and make healthy meals. Not being able to touch my dick for a little while could be a worthy sacrifice if I did everything she wanted me to.

“Alright, I can accept that,” I said.

“To fully accept it, you must sign our contract and confidentiality statement,” she said as Ruby held out a bundle of papers and a pen.

I took the papers quickly scanned the first page which talked about the cost of the sessions, agreeing to a 10 session commitment, etc. The second page was all about confidentiality and how they would agree to not disclose my participation in their training and I must agree to do the same for them. There were a few more pages, but I assumed it was all just legal mumbo jumbo so I set the papers down on the hard cement floor and signed them.

“Here you go,” I said, handing the signed papers to Scarlett.

She took the papers and pen and quickly signed them as well. A smile formed on her face as she tucked the papers under her arm. “It’s time for your next lesson,” she said.


Chapter 5

Punishment

My hands were suddenly pulled behind me and I felt rope binding them together. Already, I knew better than to resist, but I had to fight my instinctive urge to do so. I glanced over my shoulder and saw Ruby fast at work tying my wrists together.

When I saw her step away, I tried pulling my arms apart to test the strength of the bind and found them very tight and sturdy. I wasn’t getting out of these constraints alone. My heart started beating harder as I struggled more with the rope, trying to loosen them enough to feel comfortable and safe.

“Stop fighting!” Ruby ordered me as she smacked me with her leather stick.

“Ow!” I shouted as I again felt pain throbbing across my butt cheek. “What was that for? And how can I possibly do any training while my arms are tied behind my back?” I asked indignantly.

Ruby gasped and Scarlett’s eye’s bulged open. I immediately knew I had broken their rule.

“To the bed!” growled Scarlett.

Ruby grabbed my bound wrists and pushed me forward, towards the bed at the back of the room. My heart was pounding even harder now as I worried about what they were going to do to me and how they would punish me.

The bed had a dark black wood frame with four tall posts on each corner. It was draped with large red curtains and the bedding was dark gray. When we approached it, Ruby pushed me onto it so that I laid helplessly on my stomach. I felt cold hands touch my waist as they grabbed the sides of my leggings and pulled them down to my knees. I was shocked that they had just exposed my ass like that and even more afraid.

A hand touched my ass and started rubbing my cheek tenderly. Despite my fear, I felt my dick coming to life and enlarging in its cage.

Scarlett walk to the side of the bed. She reached down and grabbed the hair on the back of my head, lifting it up off the bed. “You broke rule number two and for that, you will be punished,” Scarlett said. She dropped my head, letting it fall back onto the bed.

My teeth were clenched tight as I awaited my punishment, expecting more strikes to my ass cheeks. I watched Scarlett walk to the wall where there was an array of long objects hanging. She selected one and pulled it off the wall before returning to the side of the bed. She handed the long, flat object to Ruby and then lowered herself onto one knee so that she was closer to my face.

“Do you understand why we must do this?” she asked me.

“Because I broke your rule?” I answered.

She nodded. “Partially, yes. But also because we need you to learn your place. Obedience is the most important trait of a sissy.”

What? Why would I want to have a trait of a sissy?

I started to ask, but before I could I felt the hard smack of the object across my ass. My eyes opened wide with shock at the pain streaking across my cheeks.

“Ouch!” I yelled out.

“No complaining!” she yelled at me. Her head whipped to the side. “Again!”

Again, Ruby smacked my ass. This time harder. My butt cheeks radiated pain as I fought my urge to scream.

“Better,” Scarlett said. “Don’t worry, I see great potential in you, my little Danielle. We’re going to make you a perfectly obedient sissy.”

There it was again. She said she was going to make me a sissy. I couldn’t refrain from speaking. “But I don’t want to be a sissy. That’s why I came here, for a trainer to get me into shape. To become more manly!” I let out.

Scarlett looked back at Ruby and then they both laughed loudly. “Oh, you stupid, naïve man. You just signed up for sissy training. We will not be helping you become a man, we will be transforming you into a feminine, submissive sissy.”

“What? No, no, no. That’s not what I wanted,” I said frantically as I started struggling with my hands, trying to break free. “Untie me and let me go!”

Another hard smack hit my ass, making me flinch.

“Oh, no. I’m afraid we aren’t done with you. Plus, you signed a contract. You’re obligated to 10 classes,” said Scarlett.

“You can have the money, just give me my key and let me go.”

“I’ve signed the contact as well and I cannot allow myself to be so dishonest. I couldn’t just take your money like that. You will have to commit to your training as you said you would.”

I continued struggling. “But I don’t want to be a sissy! You can’t make me!” I yelled.

Scarlett snapped her finger at Ruby and she smacked my ass once more before hurrying off. “Oh, but we can, Danielle. You signed a contract explicitly requesting sissy training. We will just be providing the service requested of us,” she said to me.

My wrists were starting to hurt from my straining against my ties, my breath growing heavy from exerting myself. I decided to take a break to let myself recover while I tried to think of a way out of this situation.

I heart Ruby’s footsteps behind me and instantly felt my ass firm up in self defense. Instead of hitting my ass, however, this time she grabbed my tied wrists and pulled me down from the bed, onto my knees. I tried to stand up, but she firmly pushed me back down and kept her hands on my shoulders.

She tossed something to Scarlett who promptly set it down in front of my face. It was a large, thick, dildo that was shaped and colored like a penis. I stared at it in surprise as fear grabbed ahold of me.

“What the hell is that for?” I demanded.

Scarlett sat down on the bed next to me and pointed the dildo towards my mouth. “This is your next lesson, of course. Any good sissy knows how to properly suck dick,” she said.

“No. Not happening!” I said adamantly as I shook my head to reinforce my stance.

“If you want to consider it in terms of your desired physical training, then know that it will improve your lung capacity and help you learn to breath out of your nose which is key to most cardio,” she began. “Do understand this, Danielle. We do have one shared goal and that is to make you leaner. Stick with us and you will lose that gut of yours and watch your body transform into something more befitting you. In fact, if you do everything we say, I guarantee you will be happy with your body by the end of our sessions.”

Now I'm intrigued. If they can guarantee results, then maybe it will be worthwhile to try.

I looked at the dildo in front of me hesitantly. It was large and thick. Much bigger than my own. I took a deep gulp as I thought about what it might feel inside of me.

“Do I really have to suck this?” I asked. I desperately hoped she would change her mind.

“Yes. Suck the cock, sissy,” Scarlett said flatly.

My shoulders slumped as I processed what I was about to do.

It’s not a real cock. There are two beautiful women ordering you to do this. There’s no man in sight. Do it for them. And for yourself.

I let out a deep breath and then opened my mouth wide and pushed it forward, onto the dildo. My mouth wrapped around the fake cock as I moved my head back up the dildo. I looked at Scarlett and she gave me an approving nod so I continued, moving my head back down and feeling the dildo’s veins run along my tongue.

I was surprised to feel my dick start pressing against the walls of my chastity cage, clearly getting excited by me sucking the dildo. My dick wasn’t the only one getting excited. The more I moved my head up and down on the dildo, the more I found myself getting into it. I quickly feel into a groove and my mouth started salivating as I sucked on the dildo.

“Very good, Danielle. You’re a natural cock sucker,” Scarlett said enthusiastically as she watched me. “Now take it deep. Gag on the cock.”

I looked at her as I took the dildo as deep as I could in my mouth, trying to resist gagging, but eventually conceding to it. As I did it, I noticed Ruby moving behind me, but ignored her as I focused on my sucking.

“Remember to breathe out of your nose when your mouth is full,” she instructed.

I nodded as I pulled the dildo out for a moment to catch my breath. I focused on the dildo’s head while I regained my energy and then I tried taking the dildo deep in my mouth again, remembering to breathe out of my nose as I did. This time as I was preoccupied with deep throating the fake cock, I received a sudden surprise.

I felt my thong brushed to the side and then something wet touched my asshole. I tried to turn around to look, but the object suddenly pressed in, penetrating my asshole and pushing its way in. I flinched toward, deeper onto the dildo which caused me to gag more. I pulled my mouth off of the dildo and turned to see Ruby squatting behind me. The object pushed in further until I could feel her knuckles against my butt cheeks and I knew it was her finger.

I wanted to yell at her, to tell her to take it out, but it started feeling good as she pulled it back and pushed it back in. I resisted my urge to be mad and let her continue as I turned back to the dildo. My dick was throbbing now, enjoying these new experiences.

As I hungrily put my mouth back around the dildo and enjoyed the pleasure of Ruby’s finger pushing in and out of me, I couldn’t help but wonder…

Maybe I was meant to be a sissy.

I wasn’t even sure what being a sissy entailed, but I had a feeling I would soon find out. And if it was anything like this, I would enjoy it.
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Secret Sissy: Urges

When Michael’s girlfriend Serena discover’s his secret collection of women’s clothing in his closet he is forced to admit his love of dressing up in sexy lingerie. At first Serena believes he’s lying to cover up for his infidelity so she gives him an ultimatum to wear a chastity cage or break up.

Michael agrees to lock himself up in chastity, hoping to not lose the woman he loves. However, his lust for wearing women’s clothing soon takes over him again and when Serena discovers him wearing panties, she realizes he was telling the truth and does like dressing up and feeling sexy.

Serena decides to test Michael’s desires for crossdressing by fully feminizing him and taking him out for a night on the town as a woman. How far Michael is willing to go not only surprises her, but him as well.

Every Office Needs a Secretary: First Time Feminization

After months of struggling to keep their business afloat, Eric and his business partner, Amy, finally managed to arrange a meeting with a potential investor. But before his arrival, they learn of an odd requirement their potential investor has for businesses he finances. They all must have hired a secretary.

With only hours to spare before he arrives, Eric and Amy are stuck scrambling until Amy has the idea to turn Eric into Erin, the office secretary. Once Eric begrudgingly agrees, Amy sets out to feminize him in preparation for the meeting.

Once Eric becomes Erin, he soon finds out how far he’s willing to go to keep his dreams of running his own business alive.
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