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Chapter 1

New Training Plans

When I first sought out a personal trainer to help me get in shape, I never expected to accidentally sign up for sissy training. Back then, the sissy lifestyle wasn’t even on my radar. I had no idea there was a whole population of men who lived to serve others in any way their masters and mistresses desired. I wished I had known sooner, however, as now that I was five weeks into my sissy training program, I never wanted it to stop.

Despite my accidental enrollment into sissy training rather than physical training, my new trainers, Scarlett and Ruby, had promised me that they would still help me get in shape as part of my sissy training. In fact, they had guaranteed it. They were both no nonsense women who were going to hold me to a strict training and diet regimen which was exactly what I was looking for with my training. However, in order to get the physical training I also had to partake in their sissy training. During the first session, they made me give a pretend blow job to a dildo which, at the time, made me feel uneasy. Or at least I felt uneasy because I didn’t want to admit how much I liked it.

At my second training session, they taught me new workouts to help me get a more feminine figure, dressed me up in a fluffy pink dress, and taught me how to strut in high heels. There was no denying that I enjoyed that training and they could tell. They decided to escalate my training to really teach me how to become a cock receptacle. To do this, they both wore strap-ons while Scarlett fucked my mouth and Ruby fucked my ass. The feeling of having both of my holes filled with fake cocks turned me on so much that I couldn’t help but cum in my chastity cage.

For the third training session, they had given me butt plugs and required me to wear them a little bit each day along with a dildo which they required I practiced sucking each day. At the fourth session they taught me how to apply makeup and dressed me up in new girly outfits, all of which I loved. Then, at the fifth session, they had me completely dress myself and apply my own makeup and then had me practice serving them food and drinks.

Outside of my training with them, I continued my workouts and was having great success with them. Everyday they required that I do an hour of cardio along with a set of exercises to tone my butt and waist. “A good sissy is skinny, fit, and flexible with a round ass and hourglass curves,” they would remind me every week - and that had become my new fitness goal. I had already lost a couple dress sizes and was feeling more energetic, confident, and sexy. Not to mention happy.

They had also added the requirement for me to wear more and more women’s clothing during my every day life. At first it was just wearing a waist trainer to help form my feminine curves. Then, they made me start wearing bright girly colored panties every day. And the last time, they sent me home with some small bras that I was to wear. Each new assignment made me nervous to wear underneath my normal clothes when I went out in public. But soon my arousal from wearing them surpassed my anxiety and I looked forward to it. Putting on my girly clothes quickly became the first thing I did every morning.

However, while I was very happy with the work I was doing outside of my sessions with my trainers, I was growing more disappointed with their actual training. While I enjoyed and looked forward to the fuckings, the rest of it seemed a bit half assed. I knew there was far more to this sissy lifestyle that they weren’t teaching me and I longed for more.

As my next, sixth, training session approached, I was considering discussing it with them. I didn’t want to come off as disobedient or ungrateful, but I thought I could find a way to broach the subject that would make them proud and show them how eager I was to advance in my training.

However, two days before my next session, I received a package in the mail and upon opening it, I quickly discovered that my sissy training would be taking another leap forward without me needing to talk to them.

The first thing I found in the package was a note. It read:

Danielle,

Your training has progressed faster than we could have ever imagined. You truly are a natural sissy. Because of this, we have been forced to think outside the box to provide you with lessons beyond the normal scope of our introductory training.

Your next training session will be at a new location. Its address is provided at the bottom of this letter. You are to arrive at this location at your normal time, fully dressed in the provided uniform with full makeup as we have taught you.

Know this - when you are in public or at another assigned location as a sissy, you are a representative of ours. As always, failure to comply, obey, or hold yourself to our standards will result in a severe punishment.

S+R




Training at a new location? What could that mean?

I set the letter aside and eagerly began to unpack the box to find clues for what my next training would be. It didn’t take long to figure it out as the first item I pulled out was a black dress with white lace trim and a white collar. Below it was a fluffy white petticoat and a white apron.

This looks like a maid’s outfit. Are they going to make me clean?

I set the dress and apron down and continued going through the box. Also inside were the black high heels that I had worn during my previous training with them, black thigh high stockings, a black lacy bra, a brunette wig, and a small pouch of makeup supplies. At the bottom I also found a small headband; it was black with white lace. Seeing that made me certain that this was a maid’s outfit.


Chapter 2

Becoming a Sissy Maid

That Saturday, I woke up early to start my normal routine for my sissy training days. I had a healthy breakfast of eggs and fruit along with a cup of coffee to give me plenty of energy for the day ahead. Then, I took a shower and shaved my legs, body, and face to become sissy smooth. The major difference today was that instead of my normal sissy training uniform of a bright pink sports bra and leggings, I had my new maid’s uniform to wear.

I laid out my uniform on my bed, separating every piece neatly. They had provided me everything I would need except panties, but I had plenty of those already. I picked out a black thong that I thought would complement my outfit and pulled it on, tucking my chastity cage down as I tried to make my crotch look smooth and feminine. Next, I picked up the black sheer thigh highs and slipped them on, one by one, feeling the smooth touch of the stockings along my bare legs.

The lacy black bra was next. I put my arms through the straps and connected it in the back. It was a B cup with lots of padding which lifted up my flabby chest and make me look as if I had real women-like breasts. The final undergarment I would put on was my waist trainer that I wore on most days. I wrapped it around my waist and connected each hook on the tightest setting to help improve my increasingly feminine curves. I was delighted to feel the waist trainer fit easier these days, proving that I had been losing weight.

With my lingerie on, it was time to put on my dress. I stepped through the dress and pulled it up before putting my arms through the sleeves and zipping it up in the back. It fit me well; it was snug around my body and then flared out past my hips. I slipped the petticoat up and under the dress, puffing out the flared dress more. The final piece of my outfit was the apron. I picked it up off of my bed and looped it around my waist, tying it in the back. It was all white with a lace trim and was the perfect length to cover my dress.

I can’t believe I’m dressed as a maid. Are they really going to make me clean someone’s house?

Now that I was fully dressed, it was time to apply my makeup and put on my wig. I walked back into my bathroom with my wig and makeup supplies. I had only done my own makeup a couple times before and wasn’t very good at it yet. My trainers seemed to agree as they only gave me a few containers of makeup to put on to keep things simple. They included foundation, mascara, eye liner, and lipstick. I applied each one carefully, being willing to wipe off any mistakes I made along the way and start over. When it looked acceptable, I forced myself to stop and put everything away because I was running low on time.

At last, it was time for the wig. I had only worn this wig for them once, briefly. I wore it the last time they pegged me as they said they wanted me to experience what it would be like with long, feminine hair. It constantly stuck to my sweaty face and always seemed to find its way to get on the dildo and then into my mouth as I sucked. I understood that long beautiful hair can make a woman look sexy and elegant, but by that first experience, it seemed very annoying and cumbersome. I knew I didn’t have a choice, however, so I put it on as I watched myself in the mirror.

With my look now complete, I stood up and walked to a full sized mirror to admire myself. Every time I looked at myself, fully dressed up in women’s clothing, it alarmed me. I had allowed my trainers to convince me to dress up so easily and willingly and each week I was looking more feminine. I was always startled by my appreciation for the feeling of being dressed like a woman as well. I would have thought I would be used to it by now, but every time I dressed up and saw myself in the mirror, it gave me a rush of pleasure and sexual energy. It was like for that moment I was another person with different needs and desires.

I ran my hands down my new body and outfit as I admired my new curves and waistline, finishing by pushing my chastity cage down more. I hadn’t touched my dick in six weeks now, but as each day passed, I found myself missing it less. I had discovered new methods of pleasure these days and I felt as if I no longer needed it. All I needed was my mouth and my asshole. Or rather, my sissy pussy.

It was nearly time to go now so I ordered myself a taxi. I used to take the bus to get everywhere, but I was still too shy to be seen by so many people in public while I was dressed in my sissy clothing. So these days I ordered taxis so I only had to be seen by one person. It would still be an awkward ride, but living in a big city, I doubt I was the only man dressed in women’s clothing that they would see.

As my taxi arrived, I slipped on my high heels and hurried out the door. The driver gave me a bemused look as I entered his car which I countered with a smile. At last, I was finally on my way to the address my mistresses provided me. I would soon learn what that location was and what my new training would be.


Chapter 3

Filled Again

When my taxi pulled up to the address provided, I thanked the driver and rushed out of his car to the front door. The address belonged to a house in a residential area. Luckily, it was the last house on a dead end road, though there were still several other houses easily in view. As I knocked on the door, I kept my head down so that my wig fell across my face, preventing any casual bystanders from seeing my face, the part of me that would easily give me away, despite the makeup I covered it with.

The door eventually creaked open, revealing Ruby. She was wearing a long, flowing black robe with her signature black stilettos. She had a devious grin on her face as her hand blocked the doorway and thus, my entrance. I stood patiently, waiting for her to let me in, but she was preoccupied by reviewing my outfit and appearance.

“Good, you showed up. And in your new uniform. Come in, maid,” she finally said as she lowered her arm.

I hurried inside while she slowly closed the door behind me. The front room of the house was dimly lit as the windows were all blocked by closed blinds and curtains. It had a cream colored carpet with a brown sofa and matching chairs. They all had a dingy look, not necessarily in a gross way, but in showing a definite need for cleaning.

I guess that really is why I’ve come here today.

“Follow me,” Ruby said as she began walking out of the room and down a hallway. I followed close by, eager to see the rest of what I assumed was her house. She stopped in front of the first room on the left side of the hall, and motioned her arm in a way to tell me to enter. “You will find the rest of your uniform in here. I trust you will know how to put them on. Or in.”

I peered my head around the doorway of the room to see that it was a bathroom. Hesitantly, I walked in and looked around for what she was talking about. I quickly found three items on the counter that were clearly meant for me. There was a small bottle of lube and two black penis-shaped objects. One of these objects had a long, curved base to it and I instantly recognized that it was a butt plug. The other had a long strap attached to it and as I only had one more hole to fill, I assumed it would go in my mouth while the strap wrapped around my head to hold it in.

Ruby crossed her arms and stared at me from the hallway. It was awkward having to slather the plug with lube and insert it inside of me with her watching, but she had fucked me several times before, so it wasn’t anything she hadn’t seen before. The plug felt good inside of me. It wasn’t nearly as long as the dildos they typically fucked me with, but it was long enough for something that would stay inside me for awhile and it was longer and thicker than the one I wore in my free time.

Next, I grabbed the other object and put it inside my mouth. It was about four inches long and looked like a little penis, though in all honesty, it might have been bigger than my own, even back when it was allowed to get hard. I could feel the ridge of the penis head and the bumps of its veins as it slid inside my mouth and to the back of my throat.

I started to pull the straps around my head when Ruby suddenly stepped closer and took the straps from me. She pulled them tight which forced the dildo further into my mouth and caused me to gag. My eyes watered as I tried to adjust my mouth and tongue around the fake dick snuggly inside me. Ruby looped the straps through the hook and then I heard a click sound as she stepped away.

“Scarlett and I had a discussion. We decided that at your current level of sissiness, you should have both of your holes filled at all times. For maximum training,” she said as she continued to grin at me, clearly enjoying the discomfort I was in.

I was still struggling to stop myself from gagging and now I was struggling to breath as well. I tried to calm myself as I reflected back over my old lessons. One of the first things they taught me about sucking dick was to breath out of my nose. At this moment, my mouth was too full to be used for anything but sucking so it made sense. I started taking big breaths in and out through my nose and was finally able to relax.

Ruby glared at me, watching me work through my issue and nodded when she noticed I had overcome the challenge. “Very good. Your uniform is now complete and it is time to get started on your training. If you haven’t figured it out already, you will be cleaning this house today. If you do a good job, you will be rewarded. If you fail, you will be harshly punished. Understand?”

I nodded my understanding and consent.

“Good. The owner of the home will be home soon and he will be displeased if sufficient progress hasn’t been made so you had better get to work,” she added.

I nodded again.

I guess this isn’t her home afterall.

With that, she walked away. As she did, I suddenly jumped as I felt a surge inside my ass. “Oh!” I shouted. I heard Ruby start laughing as she continued down the hall and I realized that the butt plug inside me was now vibrating. She had turned it on as she left. It took a second to get used to the feeling, but I quickly started to like it. A lot.

I started walking the hallway, looking into each room to get an idea of the task ahead of me. There was a bedroom across from the bathroom I was currently in and I presumed there was another down the hall that Ruby had just shut herself in. A little further down was the kitchen which had an attached laundry room. I considered myself lucky that it wasn’t a particularly large house, but it would still require a fair amount of work to make it clean.

I couldn’t help but wonder how cleaning someone’s house was sissy training, but I knew I couldn’t ask. I just had to do what they said.

So without further ado, I got started cleaning this stranger’s house.


Chapter 4

New Master

I soon found a closet that stored all of the house’s cleaning supplies. I pulled out what I needed and got started. I was never much of a cleaner so I was worried that there might be things that were above my pay grade, so to speak, but I would just have to handle those if and when they came up. For now, I decided that I would try to tackle cleaning the components of the house that would be the most noticeable.

I first decided to vacuum as the carpet throughout the house looked like it was in desperate need of attention. By the time I had finished, the carpet looked a few shades lighter. I was actually pretty grossed out that the owner could let their house get so filthy. But I had no idea who the owner was, so I tried to reserve my judgements.

Next, I decided to clean the kitchen. I knew, from personal experience, that a clean kitchen not only drastically makes the house as a whole feel cleaner, but it can be a huge relief. A kitchen is where you go to get food and drinks to make yourself feel better. When it’s dirty and cluttered, it makes that experience stressful and less pleasant. I cleaned the kitchen by washing the dishes, loading the dish washer, scrubbing the countertops, wiping down the appliances, and then mopping the floor.

By this point I was starting to sweat and feel exhausted. An hour had passed and I had been moving nonstop. In that time I had already cleaned this house more than I had cleaned my own in the last month. I felt ridiculous doing all of this for a reason I wasn’t yet privy to and for a person I didn’t know.

I dearly wished I could have a drink of water, but the tight dildo gag in my mouth prohibited me from putting anything else in me. So instead, I wiped the sweat off of my forehead and got back to work.

I went into the open bedroom and picked up all the dirty clothes off the ground and put them into the hamper. Then, I neatly made the bed, another thing that I never did for myself that I was now doing for someone else. After the first bedroom had been cleaned, I wanted to work on the second one so I walked down the hall and knocked on the door.

Ruby opened the door looking annoyed at me. “What?” she snapped.

I tried to mumble out some words, but quickly stopped as there was clearly no use in trying with my mouth gagged. Instead, I pointed around the room, trying to explain to her with my hand movements that I wanted to clean.

She followed my gestures and picked up on what I was trying to say. “You want to clean in here? Very well,” she said. She turned and walked back to the bed where she picked up her phone and laid down on her stomach. Her firm, plump ass was sticking out from her slender body. I stared at her for a moment as I realized that she was now only wearing a black lacy thong bodysuit. The bodysuit had garters hanging from it which where clipped to sheer black thigh high stockings, just like mine.

Is this what I could look like if I completed my training? I wonder what it would feel like to be such a sexy woman? To feel so wanted. So desired.

Just thinking about being a sexy woman made my dick start swelling up in its cage. I tried to ignore my growing arousal by getting back to work and trying not to look at Ruby.

However, she soon drew my attention back to her. “Do you understand why you are acting as our maid today?” she asked me.

I glanced at her, afraid to say the truth. That I didn’t understand. But I also really wanted to find out. I decided to be honest and shook my head, informing her that I didn’t understand the point of my training today.

“A good sissy is a subservient sissy. A sissy who does all the cooking and cleaning for their master. They live to serve their master. To pleasure their master,” she said. “Becoming a sissy maid is a crucial aspect in becoming a full fledged sissy.”

I stared at her for a moment and then nodded my understanding. In the end, cleaning wasn’t so bad as long as I got to do it dressed like this. Though the vibrating butt plug definitely made it worthwhile as well. She returned to her phone so I assumed she was done talking. I returned to cleaning by picking up the rest of the clothes off the ground.

Moments later, I heard the front door open and footsteps starting down the hall. With the sound of each step, fear grew stronger and stronger within me.

Who is this going to be? Is it Scarlett or someone I’ve never met? Will they think I've done a good job cleaning? And what will they think when they see me?

The door slowly began to open and I knew I would soon find out the answers to my many questions. I tried to remain calm and continue working, but I couldn’t stop watching the door open. The opened door revealed a man standing in the doorway. He was tall and fit with large shoulders and arms. He was wearing faded blue jeans with a fitted olive green shirt, tight enough to show his muscles underneath. I was taken aback by the sight of the man. My training had always been with my two mistresses and had never involved a man before. Was he going to interact with me or was he only here to comment on my work cleaning his house?

Ruby pushed herself up with her arms and leaned forward towards the man. “Welcome home, Keith,” she said with a smile, possibly the first I had ever seen from her. He leaned down towards her face and they each gave each other a kiss on the cheek. “What do you think of my sissy’s work so far?”

He glanced over at me and raised an eyebrow as he looked me over. “Well, it definitely looks a lot better than before I left,” he said. “And they’ve done a better job than your last one did.”

Last one? They’ve had other sissies clean his house before?

Ruby looked over at me and said, “I have to agree. This sissy has a special quality about her. She’s a quick learner. And is always eager to please.”

Hearing Ruby complement me to this man, Keith, filled me with pride and caused me to blush.

“How is she in the matters I would care about?” Keith asked Ruby.

Ruby looked back at him and grinned. “I think you will be more than satisfied,” she said.

Wh-what are they talking about?

The feeling of fear was returning to me. Was she going to make me do something with this man? I took a deep swallow as I continued trying to appear as a good, obedient sissy.

“Then why don’t we get this party started?” he said, eagerly.

“Indeed. Let’s have some fun,” Ruby replied as she reached for his pants. She grabbed the waist and looked at me with a devilish smile as she began unbuttoning his pants.


Chapter 5

Learning to Be a Woman

Once she had unbuttoned Keith’s pants, Ruby sunk her hands into the sides and pulled them down, taking his underwear down with them. My eyes opened wide in shock as his large, meaty cock flopped out on full display for me to see. He appeared to have no issues with me seeing it.

“Does your cock look like this, sissy?” Ruby asked me.

I slowly shook my head from side to side.

Her hand reached out and grabbed it and she began to stroke it. “That’s right, even before we turned you into a sissy, you just had a tiny, insignificant little dick, didn’t you?” she said.

This time I nodded my answer. She was right. I had a very mediocre penis.

“You silly men are all the same. You blame all your problems on your other issues while never admitting to the root problem. Having a small dick. You blame your lack of confidence on being overweight, but you’re overweight because of your own self pity and you pity yourself because you have a small dick. Sadly, there’s no cure for a small dick. Is there, sissy?” she continued.

I hung my head and shook it. She was right on both accounts. There was no cure for having a small dick and having one was likely my root issue.

“Wrong!” she suddenly shouted, catching me off guard. “While there may not be a cure per say, there is a solution. Men with small dicks need to embrace their inadequacies and understand the truth. These small dicks serve no purpose. They don’t pleasure anyone. They should be locked in a cage and never used. And the men should be made into sissies.”

Is she serious? Did she really think all men with small dicks should be sissies? In my case, I guess it was true, but that was a stretch to include every man, right?

I just stared at her, watching her hand stroking Keith’s cock. Somehow it was growing even bigger as he grew aroused from her touch.

“That’s why I have made it my life’s mission to convert men with small dicks into sissies," she continued. “Today, you take the next step in your sissy training. You will learn how a woman gets fucked.”

The level of fear in me was at an all time high. My heart was trying to beat out of my chest and my breathing was heavy.

She’s going to have him fuck me?!

Keith kicked off his pants and removed his shirt as he prepared for his role in what was about to happen. To my surprise, Ruby pushed herself up on all fours and began to turn around.

“Watch and take notes, sissy. Some day this may be you,” Ruby said as she smirked at me.

I felt a large feeling of relief as it became clear that Ruby would be the one getting fucked, not me. She was now positioned so that her ass was facing Keith and she backed up until her legs were surrounding his. He grabbed her bodysuit and unsnapped the hooks, revealing her pussy. I tried to take a peek, but my eyes wouldn’t let themselves be removed from Keith’s manhood.

He grabbed his cock and aimed it at Ruby’s pussy and slowly pushed it in. Her mouth dropped open wide as her eyes snapped shut. The look on her face was of pure, raw pleasure and in that instance I wished I was her.

Keith pushed his cock in all the way and then pulled it out, slowly. He continued to move it in and out, increasing in speed and power. Ruby was biting her lip, her face showing a look of ecstasy.

My own dick was struggling to get hard in its cage, pressing against its walls with all its might. I wasn’t exactly sure what I was meant to be learning, but watching them fuck in front of me was extremely sexy.

Ruby then started thrusting her ass backwards at the same time that he thrusted his cock forward. Their skin on skin impact made a loud smacking noise and her moans grew louder. Keith’s breath was getting heavier as he continued to pound his cock in her. His hands were on her hips to help her push backwards.

So, I guess if I’m getting fucked, I shouldn’t just lay there, I should push back at the same time, almost like I was fucking his dick with my ass. I guess that’s good to know.

Keith started grunting. Ruby immediately stopped moving and shouted back at him, “Stop! Don’t you dare cum!”

He let out a sigh as he stopped thrusting and removed his large and now glistening cock. I watched as a bead of sweat dropped off his forehead and onto his strong, hard chest.

“Danielle will finish you,” Ruby then said. My eyes darted to hers as I tried to give her an angry stare.

She wants me to finish him off? But how? Or wait, that doesn’t matter. I can’t finish off a man! Can I?

“I hope you appreciate the sacrifice I’m making for you, Danielle,” said Ruby as she crawled out of bed. “I would love nothing more than to allow Keith to continue fucking me and fill my pussy with his seed, but instead... I will allow you to taste it.”

My heart was pounding again. Was this really happening? Would I let a man do this to me? I tried to talk, to argue with her, but my mouth was still stuffed full of the fake dick.

“Kneel down, sissy,” she ordered me. I begrudgingly did as I was told. As long as I still had this gag on, nothing could happen.

Then she unhooked the gag and let the straps fall before she pulled it out of my mouth. Keith’s cock started approaching my face as he stepped closer. My dick was throbbing in its cage now, extremely aroused on by the situation I suddenly found myself in.

“This is your first step towards becoming a real sissy,” Ruby said. “Now take the cock in your mouth.”

I looked up at her and she nodded with intense eyes. I turned back towards the cock in front of me. The feelings swirling inside of me told me that I wanted to feel it in my mouth. I wanted to taste it. But my brain didn’t want to admit it. After staring at it for a few more seconds, my brain finally resigned to the fact that it was going to happen.

I closed my eyes and leaned forward. My lips touched the cock first and then my tongue, as it quickly filled my mouth. To my disappointment, I could only fit half of it in my mouth. So my hand reached up and grabbed the remaining exposed shaft so I could feel all of it.

The cock felt warm inside of me and I could taste what I presumed was Ruby on it. I pulled my head back and let my tongue slide along the bottom. I pushed my head back down, again taking as much as I could deep in my mouth. I continued moving my head up and down on the cock, learning what a real cock tasted like. What it felt like.

It was now very erect and very hard. It occasionally pulsed in pleasure. At the same time, it was also soft and fleshy, unlike my dildos. I started stroking the shaft with my hand, timing it to the movements of my mouth. Pleasuring the entire cock.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing so I forced myself to open my eyes and see. I watched as Keith’s cock went in and out of my mouth. There was no denying it, I was sucking a man’s cock. My own dick started throbbing more at the reality. Glancing up, I saw Keith’s hard abs, his large pecs, and his head arching back in pleasure. His hand reached down and grabbed my head, first stroking my hair and then forcing it down on his cock.

I gagged as his hard cock filled my mouth and throat. His hand held my head firm for a few more seconds before he let go and I was able to empty my mouth of his cock to catch my breath.

I started stroking his cock vigorously while my breathing calmed. As I watched myself stroke his cock back and forth, my mouth became jealous of my own hand. Keith started moaning louder as I continued.

I heard Ruby move to my side as she watched. “While I’d love to see your face covered in cum, you were meant to give him a blow job not a hand job! Take that cock back in your mouth. Now!” she shouted. I didn’t need her to demand it, I was ready for more. I hungrily consumed his cock with my mouth once again, now moving my mouth faster.

I could tell he was getting close. His shaft was pulsing and his head enlarging. Keith let out a breathy sigh as a wave rippled through his cock from its base to its head, ending with cum shooting out and into my throat. It kept pumping, more and more cum inside of me as I felt Keith’s body relax.

I slowed down my sucking and let him finish filling me with his load. When it stopped, he pulled his dick out. He sat down on the edge of the bed then let his body fall backwards into it with a sigh.

“Don’t you dare think of spitting that out, sissy,” Ruby hissed at me. I stared up at her and saw a threatening look on her face. With a large gulp, I swallowed. “That’s a good sissy.”

I came up to standing and then sat down on the bed next to Keith. My knees were sore from kneeling for so long, and my jaw and neck were beginning to ache. As I massaged my jaw, Ruby swatted my hand away and grabbed my face.

“Congratulations, Danielle. You’ve passed your first sissy test. You’re one step closer to becoming a real sissy,” she said.

My body surged with pride for passing a test that I didn’t even know I was taking. I looked down at Keith and saw a satisfied grin on his face and locked that look into my memory. That was the look of a satisfied master, a look given by a subservient sissy’s mouth. My mouth.
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After allowing his marriage grow stagnant, Brad is faced with a tough decision. Wear a chastity cage or lose his relationship with his wife, Melissa. Melissa has issued him this ultimatum after years of growing unhappy in their marriage and because she believes that wearing a chastity cage will help turn Brad back into the loving, supportive man she married.

When Brad agrees, Melissa begins to give him daily chastity chores. Motivated by his desire to prove his devotion to his wife, Brad performs his chores diligently even as Melissa begins to add to his list of chastity chores. To further test his love and growing obedience, Melissa decides to tell him to dress up like a French maid for a deep cleaning of the house. When Brad not only agrees but seems eager to dress up again, Melissa understands that Brad was meant for a different life and takes it upon herself to unlock his hidden desires.

The Sissy Maid Bet

Sean is a passionate football fan. However, his wife, Christina, is anything but and believes watching football is a waste of time and interfering with their relationship. In order to allow Sean to keep watching the game he loves, she makes him agree to wear a chastity cage and devote all of his free time to her.

The cage isn’t enough for Christina and she soon starts implementing chastity bets on each game to make things more interesting for her. If Sean wins the bet, he gets a reward, but if he loses, he gets punished. The bets are simple enough... until the championship game comes around Christina wants to place a championship level bet - if Sean wins then he will get a night of passionate sex, but if he loses he has to become her sissy slave.

When he loses the bet, Christina wastes no time in starting her plan to transform her husband to a submissive sissy slave. Through feminization, crossdressing, and domination, Christina unveils her plan to not only turn Sean into her sissy slave, but eventually, her sissy maid.
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