
        
            
                
            
        

    
Bent Over and Taken: My Neighbor’s Secret Satin Sissy 2

by Vanessa Lockridge


In this dress, I belong to her completely. Now she owns every part of me.

Especially the parts she locked away.

When Matilda Jameson whispers in my ear that she's been thinking about me all day, I know I'm in trouble. Two weeks in her cage has left me desperate. Two weeks of stockings and satin against my skin has left me changed.

Two weeks, and I’ll do anything she asks.

Every day, I dress in lingerie only she knows about, telling myself it's because she might surprise me with an inspection. But deep down, I know it's because I've never felt more alive than when she looks at her Ashlee.

Tonight, she has three surprises waiting. And by morning, I'll never want to be anyone else again.
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Chapter 1: The Garden Party

“I’ve been thinking about you all day, Ashlee.”

Matilda Jameson hisses the last word into my ear as her fingers crawl along my shoulders and belly, searching for what she’s instructed me to wear beneath. She finds her prize: the scalloped edge of a bra strap, the sturdy bones of the waspie that’s giving me an hourglass figure beneath my polo shirt. The hand slithers down my back, squeezing my pantied ass as it goes, and snaps my garter strap all before I have a moment to even realize what’s going on.

I want to tell her to leave me alone — that someone might catch us here, that someone might find out what I’m wearing! But all that comes out is a gasp and a moan that’s far too girlish for a guy named Fletcher to make.

Which is exactly what she wants.

“Miss Jameson...” I manage, looking around at the friends and neighbors milling around her garden and yard. The early afternoon sun is threatening to become an evening sunset as people lounge by the pool, eating canapés and exchanging smalltalk. “Did you hear about what the Andersons did to their mailbox?” “I heard she got a tennis scholarship.” “Thanks, it’s Cartier.”

She can’t do this, not here. But her hand is already slithering around my front, fingers finding my nipples beneath my shirt, within the soft silk of my bra, pinching and rolling until another moan tumbles out of me and they stiffen. They’re not the only thing that’s hard, now, although they’re far less constrained.

“You’re such a good girl, wearing your pretties for me. I can’t wait to see these yucky clothes off of you so I can have my sexy plaything all to myself.” She steps around me, letting her fingers trail over my skin. “I have such a fun night planned for you.”

“What about Brooks?” He’s my friend and Matilda’s son. Surely he’ll be home.

“He’s going out tonight,” she says with a shrug. “Which means it’ll be just us two girls in the house. We’re going to have so much fun together!”

Her eyes flick down to her feet and mine follow. She’s pulled back her floral maxi skirt to reveal her wedges and new anklet with its single charm: a tiny silver key, just the right size for the lock tucked into my panties. When I look back up to her eyes, she’s biting her lip and her eyes are wide with excitement.

“It’s so close. You could just reach out and take it, and then you wouldn’t need to be so frustrated anymore.”

My cock twitches against the metal bars of my chastity cage, still throbbing from the way she played with my nipples, leaking pre-cum into my silky satin panties. The ones that match her dress perfectly. My balls feel tight and ready to go, aching as they pulse. My clit pulses with them. I can only hope the wet spot that’s surely staining the pretty flowers on my panties doesn’t spread to my khakis.

“Are you going to unlock me?”

She raises her eyebrow and I twitch again, squirting more pre-cum into my panties.

“Please unlock me, Miss Jameson,” I try again.

Her grin tells me all I need to know. “If you pass the inspection, maybe I will. But I think you’re so much more fun like this, don’t you?”

She doesn’t give me a chance to answer before she disappears into the crowd, leaving me aching, wet, and desperate. When I feel hands thump against my shoulders again, I nearly jump out of my skin.

“She boring you, dude?”

I laugh and it sounds more nervous than I intended. I turn to Brooks and try to put his step-mom — and what she’s doing to me — out of my thoughts. “Just being nice. She’s been driving me around since you can’t be bothered to.”

Brooks laughs. Even when he’s a dick, he’s hard to hate. “Bet you don’t hate that.”

“Better than buying my own car.”

He snorts. “Right, dude. That’s why you like it.”

“You’re busy tonight? Finally convince a girl to go out with you?”

His trademark smile falters for just a moment before it flashes back up on his face. “You know I like a girly-girl.”

“Fletcher!” I whirl at the sound of Matilda calling for me across the yard. A shiver runs through me as she beckons, waving for me to follow her back inside.

“Be right back,” I say over my shoulder.

“She’s a dangerous woman to keep waiting,” Brooks says as I leave.

When we’re in the house and alone, she doesn’t even wait a moment before her hand is shoved into my pants and around the base of my throbbing caged clitty again, giving it a gentle shake that has me whimpering and squirting another spurt of pre-cum almost immediately. She touches it like she owns it, which shouldn’t be as hot as it is, but knowing that she owns me is even better. I out look through the windows — the blinds aren’t closed enough. Anybody could look in here and see what’s going on.

“Shouldn’t we go upstairs?” I ask.

She glances at the windows. “Afraid someone’s going to see who you really are, Ashlee?”

“Yes!”

“Would this make you feel better?”

With a single tug on the pretty bow tied at her waist, her dress falls open and away, revealing the extravagant lingerie she’s wearing beneath. It matches her dress, which means it matches my lingerie, too. She grins at me as her fingers play at the lace-trimmed edge of her tiny panties. They’re floral print satin in a bikini style, with tiny straps running high over her hips, tied at the side. One quick tug is all it would take to pull them off and bury my face between her legs.

I take a step towards them, hand outstretched, but she smacks it away and makes a clicking noise with her tongue.

“Ah, ah, naughty girl.”

“Please,” I breathe, clit throbbing in its cage. “It’s been two weeks, Miss Jameson.”

“Then you better hope you don’t disappoint me.”

She shrugs off her dress so she’s wearing nothing but lingerie, stockings, and high-heels, then claps her hands together, a wicked grin spreading her perfect lips. Her look is all hunger and desire for her plaything, her sissy, her toy.

“Inspection!”


Chapter 2: Someone Could See

“Here?”

“Right here, pretty girl.”

“Someone could see!”

“Lucky them.”

“What if Brooks sees?”

Matilda shrugs as if that’s not even something to worry about. “I tell you what,” she says, cocking her head and putting her hand on her curvaceous hip. “If it makes you feel better, we can go do this in my room where nobody will see, and you can have me all to yourself.” The hand moves down to the side-tie of her panties, fingernail slipping suggestively inside.

I’m practically drooling at the sight of her, but before I answer, she holds up her finger.

“_But,_” she continues. “If we do, your little clitty is going to stay in your panties the whole time.”

My stomach tightens. She can’t really mean that, right? “But you said —”

“I said I’d unlock you if you were a good girl for me, Ashlee, and telling me where I’m allowed to play with you isn’t being a very good girl.”

“But what —”

“We can do your inspection here,” she says with a pout. “And you could have a chance to make your sissy spurties. Or we can go back upstairs and make it all about me.”

Like it hasn’t been about her from the start. But the way her fingers are playing between her legs reminds me how good it feels when they’re working on my body, too. And she’s already given me so many amazing orgasms while I’m locked up — who’s to say she won’t let me out now that I’ve learned how to cum like a sissy girl should?

She’s just being mean, but even though I know she is, I take the bait anyway. Her eyes light up when I start undoing my belt and let my pants fall around my ankles, revealing my matching waspie and panties. Floral satin trimmed with black eyelash lace, but where hers is skimpy and tantalizing, mine is old-fashioned and girlish. The waspie is tall enough to be a girdle, especially with how it tucks my waist in, and my panties are full-coverage in the front and high-waisted, even if they do have a tiny thong back to provide her with the kind of access she wants. Dark stockings, too, just like hers.

I pull my shirt up and over my head to give her the full picture, no boy clothes in sight, but when I toss it to the side, she’s not making the face I expected. The predator’s grin has been replaced by a frigid glare, the seductive pose now a frustrated glower. My chest tightens. Now I’m sure she won’t unlock me.

“What?” I ask. My cheeks heat as soon as the words leave me. “What did I do wrong?”

“I thought after all this time — after I spent so much time teaching you how to get dressed properly, you’d be willing to put in an effort to do it right!”

“I was rushed! I had to do it in my room. Someone —”

“Might have seen you,” she finishes icily, walking a wide circle around me. “What about what I wanted, Ashlee? If you even still are my Ashlee.”

I’m surprised at how painful it is to hear it. Not that long ago, I never would have wanted to be Ashlee. This is the first time since she put me in panties and stockings that I’ve even considered that it could all end. And if it does, she could reveal so much about me...

“I am!” I protest, voice shrill and girlish and desperate. “I want to be your good girl.”

“Like this?” She reaches out and plucks at the back of my bra. I squeal when it snaps it against my skin. “Half of these hooks aren’t clasped, and the ones that are don’t match. Straps at different lengths.” Her hand finds the waspie and gives it a rough tug to the side. “Crooked waspie. Most of these hooks are undone, too, Fletcher.” Hearing that name stings almost worse than the strap. “At least you managed to get your panties on right. But your stockings.” She clicks her tongue. “Crooked seams. Disconnected straps, and the ones that are on there are a disorganized mess!”

With every infraction, my embarrassment grows, but it’s not because I don’t want to be in these pretty things. It’s because I did it so wrong — because I failed to be her good girl. I’ve almost forgotten about the party attendees outside. Now my focus is on trying to fight back the tears welling up in my eyes.

“I’m sorry, Miss Jameson,” I say softly, my eyes burning a hole in the floor.

“Sorry?” she repeats, grabbing my chin roughly with her fingers and tilting my head upwards. When she looks at me, all I see in her eyes is disappointment, which cuts deeper than anything else she could have done. I feel like such an idiot for doing it wrong. Like a silly little girl who doesn’t deserve to cum, and certainly doesn’t deserve to wear lingerie or panties or stockings ever again. “I think you’ll need to try harder if you want to impress me, Ashlee.”

“I will, Miss Jameson.”

“How are you going to make it up to me?”

I bite my lip. “Please punish me, Miss Jameson.”

She shoves her head forwards, twisting her ear toward me. “I don’t think I heard you, _girl._”

“I said, please, please punish me for being so naughty, Miss Jameson.”

She blows air out through her nose and crosses her arms, letting me squirm even though I’m sure she’s already made her decision.

“Since you asked so nicely. Fix yourself, then come upstairs to my room so I can deal with you the way you’ve earned.”

Without another word, she disappears up the stairs, leaving me alone in feminine disarray and with the crushing knowledge about how my afternoon is going to end. If we go upstairs, my clit’s going to stay in my panties.

I’m going to stay locked.


Chapter 3: Naughty Girls Get Punished

I’ve always wondered why rich people have such big, dramatic bedrooms. Who needs all that space in a place you spend so little time? If you need square footage anywhere, it’s the bed. To me, the worst offender is the couch at the foot of the bed. Why would you sit there instead of in your living room?

But I’m about to find out.

“Better,” Matilda says flatly when I enter her room, having slipped into the stilettos she left outside the door. She’s sitting on the couch, her lingerie immaculate as always, ankles crossed and one arm sprawled out across the back like lounging royalty. With a flick of her head, she gestures towards the vanity. “Do your make-up. Heavy mascara and eyeshadow, the way a slut would do it.”

When I hesitate, she snaps her fingers and points again, wide, angry eyes drilling into me. I spring to it, trying not to let her heavy gaze distract me from the job. It will have to be perfect if I have any hope of making her happy with me. Of getting her to unlock me so that my clitty can stop throbbing inside its metal cage. When it feels like it’s too much for me, I take a glance in the mirror over her shoulder and nearly choke when I see how far her hand has wandered between her legs. How her eyes are half-lidded, tongue running over her bottom lip, as she watches me work on my makeup.

“Done, Ashlee?”

I bat my lashes at her, hoping she catches the smokey glitter on my eyelids and the sultry red shade I put on my lips. She smiles and bites hers before letting out a soft moan and beckoning for me to come closer with two fingers.

“Do you like it, Miss Jameson?”

“You do look like a slut now,” she hisses. “Maybe being one will teach you how much nicer it is to be my good girl.”

A ripple of anxiety runs through my belly. “Yes, Miss Jameson.”

She pats the couch next to her. “Sit.”

I take mincing steps to her, letting my hips swing and the waspie tug the stockings across my shaved legs — another one of her expectations. As I sit, her hand finds its way to the back of my neck, resting there with the subtle implication of power and control over me. I draw in a shuddering breath and smell her perfume. My clitty squirts more pre-cum into its prison. She turns to me, slowly, lips parting, and I move to meet her kiss.

But there is no kiss.

With surprising strength, she throws me sideways, sprawling across her lap. I yelp and struggle but she plants a firm hand between my shoulder blades that keeps me on my belly. My rear is high in the air now, caged clit grinding into the side of her thigh. One stiletto is dangling from my toes. It’s a shock that drives a sudden fear deep into my belly. But in its own way, it’s exciting.

“Naughty girls get punished,” she says.

The first spank is such a surprise I don’t react until the second comes. Her aim is perfect, hitting the same spot with precision force. The thong back of my panties provides me no protection. I squeal as the pain reaches my brain, legs flailing, body resisting uselessly against the hand holding me down. Another slap lands right on top of the last, then another. They come quick and sharp and make me moan and cry out for her to stop. She does neither of those things.

“What did you do wrong, Ashlee?”

“I got dressed without paying attention!” I wail, squirming again. The shoe flies off my foot and tumbles to the floor with a clatter.

“And why didn’t you pay attention?”

Smack!

“Because — Because someone might see me.”

“Wrong!”

Smack!

The pain is bright and hot now. I can feel it in my guts. In my balls.

“Because — I’m a — bad — girl!”

“Wrong again, slut! You’re not a bad girl, you’re a naughty one!”

Her spanks become even harder. Her voice is loud enough that anyone outside could hear if they were standing just next to the window.

“Do you understand the difference?” she snaps. “I don’t punish bad girls! I reward them.”

“Yes, Miss Jameson,” I gasp. It feels like all the air has been punched out of my lungs, but I have no idea how long it’s been going on or if there’s still more to come. The pain is so intense now that tears are running down my face. My carefully-applied make-up smears over my cheeks, and it’s only then that I realize this was all a part of her plan from the beginning. Focus on the eyes so that when I cry, she can see it smeared and ruined on my face and know how much power she has over me.

Another sharp spank lands on top of the last few.

“And naughty girls get punished! Because being a good girl means doing what I say, and when you don’t do that —”

She leans over and reaches between my legs. The fingers close around the lock for my chastity belt, jingling the key.

“This doesn’t come off. Is that clear?”

Her tone sends another shudder through me.

“Yes, Miss Jameson,” I whine as she tugs me back upright, shoving me off her lap and pushing me to my knees in front of her on the ground. She spreads her legs wide enough for me to fit myself between them, reaching out with both hands and grabbing two handfuls of my hair to pull me towards her wet, slick pussy.

“Now make me cum, girl, to prove you’re at least good at something.”


Chapter 4: Remember how to be a Good Girl

Her first orgasm is only a prelude.

The pain is still radiating from my bottom, but the teasing might be worse. She was so tender as she laid me out on the bed on my back, pulling my panties down and tucking them under my aching balls before giving me a sweet kiss on my cheek as if all was forgiven. I was foolish enough to believe it.

The first strap went around my ankle, the second my wrist.

“Miss Jameson, what are you —”

With an easy yank, she pulls one hand above my head while using the other to wrap a leather cuff around my opposite ankle. It’s so tight that trying to struggle only makes it tighter until she finally has me bound with each limb held firmly in place. I’m spread-eagle on the bed in nothing but my lingerie and a single stiletto. She collects the other from the floor and carefully fits my foot back into it with a satisfied smile.

“There,” she says happily. “Now you’re all ready. Isn’t it fun? Knowing that I could do anything I want to you?”

“You always do anyway.”

“That’s because you like it, Ashlee. But like this, there’s nothing you can do to stop me. This time you’re not letting me do it to you. You don’t have a choice.”

It sends a cold jolt of fear through me. Like a prey animal suddenly realizing that the safe place it wandered into is really a trap about to snap shut around its neck. My cock throbs in its cage as it squirts pre-cum onto my already-soaked panties. My clit aches even more for release than before. She knows it — her eyes keep flicking down to where the satin panties are soaked with need for her touch, or for anything that might help soothe the burning ache between my legs.

“What are you going to do to me?” I whimper.

She gives me a smile so sweet it almost feels genuine. “Anything I want, baby girl.”

The first thing she does, to my horror, is take a picture of me, with one of those old-fashioned cameras that spits the picture out of the front. She leans it up against the lamp on her nightstand as it slowly fades from black, but before it does, she turns my attention back to her. With slow, teasing movement, she tugs at the tie of her panties one side at a time until they fall away and reveal her perfect pussy beneath. My clit responds instantly and she giggles.

“It’s such a shame,” she purrs. “I was so excited to see your lingerie. I was planning on taking that cage off and letting you be inside me.”

I let out an agonized groan that’s quickly silenced by her straddling my face. She grinds against me and smears my lipstick over her lips as I waste no time burying my tongue deep inside her, slurping loudly, hungrily, showing off for her how apologetic I am for letting her down. I’m too excited by the idea of finally getting to taste her again to feel bad about it, especially after how humiliating that spanking was. The taste of her has never been so overwhelmingly perfect, even when she comes with a moan and shoves herself down harder on my mouth.

“Most sissy girls are so well-behaved once I lock them up,” she gasps from above me, voice muffled by her stocking-glazed thighs. “But you need a little extra practice.”

She talks about it like she’s done it before. But how is that possible? Who else could she have dressed in lingerie, used like her personal plaything?

But my thoughts are cut short when I feel a familiar — and torturous — buzzing and let out a squeal that disappears between her legs. I can still feel her giggling, though, as she works the vibrator up and down the tiny length of my cage. Every time it reaches the tip it sends enough muted pleasure through me that more pre-cum comes erupting out. I can feel the pool of it collecting in my panties.

“I’m not going to let you cum, Ashlee,” she purrs. “I’m just going to tease you until your head is spinning. So you remember how to be a good girl for me.”

“Yes, Miss Jameson,” I say between her legs.

My tongue is starting to ache from work but I don’t dare slow down. She moans above me, and this time I can feel every quiver and tremble as they course through her body. The second orgasm is even stronger than the first, shaking and shuddering above me even as she keeps the vibrator pressed to my cage, meticulously managing my pleasure to keep right on the very edge of climax. I squirm and struggle uselessly against the cuffs, back arching, legs straining, moans and gasps and squeals lost inside her.

She slides off of me, smearing my already-ruined make-up with her soaking lips, then kneels next to me on the bed with her knees tucked into my side. The vibrator stays in place the entire time.

“We’re done when your panties are dry,” she murmurs, scooping the pre-cum up and holding her hand out for me to lap up.

I do it, ashamed at how eager I am and how much it turns me on to do it. When it’s empty she returns to the pool beneath my cage and collects more. The problem is that I keep squirting more. We might be here all day.

But we don’t get a chance to find out.

A soft knock comes at the door and Matilda rises from the bed with a frustrated sigh, giving me a glance as if I have anything to say about it. I’ve learned my lesson. My job is only to lie there and take what she has planned for me. Her heels click across the floor until she opens the door just enough to look through it but not to reveal me tied to her bed inside, the vibrator still buzzing on my cage.

There’s a short conversation, and when she turns back to me, her smile has disappeared.

“It turns out Brooks is staying in tonight,” she says, not trying to hide her disappointment. “Which means you need to go.”

She unties me slowly, one limb at a time, until finally I’m freed and sit up with aching muscles. “I’m sorry, Miss Jameson.”

“Consider yourself forgiven, Ashlee.”

There’s a spark of relief inside of me.

“When can I see you again?”

“When I want to.”

“Admit it, Miss Jameson. You always do.”

A smile plays at her lips.

“I’ll let you know. In the meantime” — she pulls my panties up, my pre-cum squishing against me — “stay dressed up for me tonight, okay? And put on something cute for tomorrow.”

“Yes, Miss Jameson.”

“If you’re a good girl this time, I have an extra-special surprise for you. Can you do that?”

“Definitely, Miss Jameson.”

She gives me a sweet, short kiss, then helps me clean off my smeared make-up before I change into my clothes and Ashlee is replaced by Fletcher. The last thing I see before I leave is the photo on the nightstand of a beautiful girl in gorgeous lingerie tied to the bed, her make-up tear stained even as her body is wracked by excitement.


Chapter 5: Twenty-Seven Minutes

The text comes with a simple message and a pair of pictures: “Black or red?”

It’s an easy choice. “Red!”

She sends a kissy face back with a promise that I’ll get to see it in-person very soon. “Along with a little something extra.”

I can’t think of anything else for days.

All I wear is lingerie, now, except when I have to put my guy clothes on top. Matilda didn’t tell me I should except after that first day, and even though everyone else sees me as Fletcher, it’s Ashlee who wants to be a good girl. Fletcher can’t get the two sides of his bra hooked correctly, but Ashlee doesn’t need instructions to be in a proper three-piece set every day. Fletcher told himself that he was doing it just in case Matilda wanted a surprise inspection. But Ashlee’s doing it because of how pretty it makes her feel.

That’s why she’s so excited when the box arrives, and Fletcher is so nervous.

I scramble to get it off the porch before anyone else in the house sees it and I have to come up with some explanation for where it came from. It’s heavier than I expected a box that size to be. When I see it’s from Matilda I know there’s only one thing that could be inside.

My phone buzzes. “Did you get it?”

“Yeah, what is it?”

“For you to wear tonight. But don’t look until right before you come over.”

“Yes, Miss Jameson.”

“Good girl, Ashlee.”

So I sit and stew about it all day. I’m sure there’s lingerie in that box — what else could it be? — but why won’t she let me look at it? Is it just to keep teasing me, or is it because there’s something in there she knows I won’t like? Or worse — that she knows I’ll like. What if it’s a dildo like the one she so enjoys using on me? What if it’s another chastity cage? What if it’s something worse?

But my questions remain unanswered. No matter how many times I ask, she doesn’t give me an answer, just another picture of her in some state of undress, which I take as encouragement. She’s running errands all day, so I get a private look into what a hot woman like her really does wear under her clothes. Her dress isn’t demure, exactly, but it doesn’t advertise the crazy lingerie she’s wearing beneath. It’s definitely going to make me look at all the women around her differently. Are they wearing tiny tennis skirts with crotchless lace panties, too? Are they sending pictures to their locked up sissy playthings, too?

Or am I the only lucky one?

It gets late enough that I can’t wait anymore, and even though I’ve done everything she’s asked today — dressed pretty and shaved smooth from my neck down— part of me still worries that this might be the thing that disappoints her. She’s got everything planned out, and I don’t want to mess it up again. Last time she was going to unlock me and finally fuck me, so I’m sure that’s what’s going to happen tonight. And that means I have to be perfect.

“You can look in the box now, Ashlee.” I practically sprint to it. “Be here in thirty minutes.” The threat is implied. Last time she just teased me for letting her down. This time will be worse.

I consider it when I see what’s inside.

“No way,” I text to her, hands trembling.

“27 minutes, Ashlee.”

“No way,” I mutter to myself as I look at it all laid out on the bed.

It’s a dress. I can’t wear a dress under my clothes, and I can’t wear one out in public. Someone will see — someone I know will see me. Brooks will see me! Even with the make-up she gave me, that won’t be enough. Anyone who knows me will see right through it to the Fletcher underneath even if they’re distracted by how short the skirt is. And it’s not exactly the kind of thing a regular girl would wear out in public. Women don’t wear things with quite so many frills and bows these days.

I glance at the clock. Twenty-five minutes, now, and it’s clear she expects me made up, too. She doesn’t want to see Fletcher at her door. She wants Ashlee.

By some miracle, I make it to Matilda’s house without being seen — or at least without someone shouting at me. I ring the doorbell and fret on the front porch with the cool evening breeze wrapping around my stocking-covered legs, trying to stay upright in the teetering heels, certain that anyone who walks by is going to get a perfect view of a silly boy in a ridiculous dress.

But what happens is far, far worse.

The door opens. But it’s not Matilda in the doorway.

It’s Brooks.


Chapter 6: Fit for a Princess

My stomach lurches as he looks me up and down in total shock, mouth hanging open, eyes wide with surprise. I must look similarly slack-jawed, gaping at him like a beached fish, unable to find any words or make any sound at all besides a weak gasp. He takes a step towards me but stops short when he sees my feet, looking from one to the other before his gaze rises up again, this time taking more careful stock of what he’s seeing. His brow furrows slowly, eyes narrowing. It feels like an eternity passes before either of us can speak.

“Matilda?” he calls into the house, and it’s only then that I realize how loud my heart is thundering in my ears. “There’s a girl here for you.”

Matilda is hardly in a hurry as she descends the stairs, still wearing the same tiny tennis dress she’s been showing off to me in all the pictures. She pats Brooks on the shoulder and he gives me one last, lingering book before he disappears into the house and I can finally unclench my muscles. My breathing is still shallow and I still feel like I’m going to pass out. But at least he didn’t notice anything.

“You’re early, Ashlee,” Matilda says with a grin, pointedly looking at her watch. “Good girl.”

“He saw me!” I hiss to her.

“And all he saw was Ashlee, baby girl,” she says with a satisfied smile. “I told him I was having a girl from the club over to talk about her upcoming tournament.”

“Does everyone at your tennis club dress like this?”

The grin widens on her face as she pulls me inside and shuts the door behind her. “Only the interesting ones.”

“Matilda?” Brooks’ voice comes from somewhere inside. “I’m headed out! I won’t be back until late!”

“Have fun, darling!” Then she turns back to me. “Just you and me. All alone. What ever should we do?”

I bite my lip, trying to put the shock out of my mind. It’s not hard when I know what’s underneath her little pleated skirt. “You could show me that red lingerie in person.”

She beams. “I could. I bet you’d like that.”

“Have I earned it?”

“That remains to be seen.” She leans in close so her breath is hot on my neck, then looks up and whispers into my ear. “Inspection.”

This time when she circles around me like a cat stalking a cornered mouse, there’s no disappointment or frustration, no pinches of incorrectly worn clothes. Only satisfied sounds and bitten lips, hands that can’t control themselves as they brush my skirts and skin.

“It looks very pretty on you.”

My chest buzzes. “I feel pretty.”

The dress is white and short and dripping with girly accoutrements that push it from pretty into stunning. A petticoat puffs out the skirt so much that it nearly stands straight out from my hips while staying so short that my baby blue panties are on full display with every step. The back is open in a lace-trimmed heart shape with a fat satin bow at the bottom, right where the skirt connects. Tiny blue ribbons march around my waist, the ends trailing over tiered ruffles that march out to the hem, where they meet the frothy lace trim and another line of pretty blue ribbons. The neckline is wide and high, just barely exposing my collarbones before they disappear beneath enormous sheer balloon sleeves over my shoulders. Delicate lace embroidery studded with pearls cover the bodice.

It’s a dress fit for a princess.

“That’s just the beginning of things I have for you.”

“Three surprises?”

She smirks. “Just like last time. That’s number one.”

“I can’t wait to see the rest.”

“Me neither.”

She leads me up the stairs. Her skirt swishes around her hips, giving me a perfect view of the panties she’s not wearing beneath, but I’m not disappointed. I want to see her in red and finally get a full view of the outfit she’s been teasing me with all day. And so far, Ashlee seems like she’s satisfying Matilda.

“A bit of what you’re going to wear?” I say when we slip into her bedroom, pointing at the four red circular straps laying on the couch. They’re supple leather, in two pairs of different sizes, studded with steel and O-rings.

“A bit of _yours,_” she says, picking them up and extending them to me. “These two are for your legs. These are for your wrists.”

I’m not sure whether to be excited by the idea or not — but my body knows. Just seeing them makes my clit twitch.

“You’re going to tie me up?”

“Not exactly.” She takes a step forwards, her stocking-clad leg buzzing against mine and forcing out a girlish gasp from my lips. Her hand runs tenderly through my hair, her lips are soft on mine, her entire demeanor is sympathetic and sweet. Then all at once it vanishes: her fingers tighten and wrench my head to the side, teeth snap down on my exposed neck, her voice sinks to a low growl. I shiver in her grasp. “You’ll do it because you’re my good girl, right, Ashlee?”

“Yes, Miss Jameson,” I whimper.

“You’ve already made me so happy looking so very pretty for me. Doesn’t your white dress make you feel so sweet and innocent?”

“Yes, Miss Jameson.”

Her grip tightens. “So nice and... virginal?”

It sends a jolt through me. Surely she can’t mean —

“Is that what my surprise is?” It comes out as a tense squeak.

“Once you put on your second surprise, baby girl, you’ll get to find out.”

My arms tremble as she puts the red leather around my wrists, but I let her do it anyway. Even my legs shake as she fastens the thick straps around my thighs, kissing the bare strip of sensitive skin just above my stocking tops and giving the front of my panties a caress. All of it is so much, so overwhelming. The gasp that comes out of me is somewhere between a moan and a sigh.

“Arms at your side.”

I can barely squeeze them there for the thick layers of silk and satin holding up my skirts. Matilda is still kneeling in front of me when she reaches into the neckline of her tiny tennis dress and pulls out two metal bars with clasps on either end. Deftly, and without an eye towards me, she fastens each to a wrist strap, the connects those to my thighs, pinning my arms down at my sides. When I instinctively and fruitlessly struggle at them, Matilda slowly rises and pulls me into a restrained kiss.

“Now,” she whispers. “You’re ready for your final surprise.”


Chapter 7: What Are You Going to Do?

She makes me wait a long time, but not without something to pass it.

“Oh, fuck,” I moan. What did I get myself into?

Every crest of vibrations over my cage, the toy stuck between it and my panties, sends a tremor of pleasure through me. I can’t help but rub my stocking-glazed legs together, relishing the stretch of them over my legs and the slippery sweetness of them against each other. I can’t help but delight in the weight and gentle squeeze of my dress and the whispers it makes every time I shake. I can’t help but enjoy knowing that Matilda wants me exactly like this: utterly feminized, desperate for her, aching to do anything she wants.

I even can’t help but enjoy my restraints.

There’s nothing I can do with my arms or hands and even walking is a challenge with them shackled to my thighs. The red leather looks fierce against the soft white of my dress and lingerie, like an outcropping of industrial facilities in the middle of a park. If my clothes and my cage are symbols of my submission, then the leather is a mark of her power. I’m far more restrained like this than I was when she tied me to her bed. There, she could do anything she wanted to me, but tied like this, she’s not taking. I’m offering.

I try to move around to look at myself in her mirror, but the best I can do is catch quick glances over my shoulder at it, each time getting an image burned into my mind: Ashlee in a gorgeous little princess dress, her face painted sweetly with blush and lipstick, her eyes made up perfectly, her hair pulled back and pinned up to make room for two big pearl earrings dangling from her ears. Innocent and girlish, yes, cut through with passion and need and desire.

“I’ve been thinking about this for a long time,” comes Matilda’s voice from her bathroom, low and drawling.

The lights in her bedroom are low so I can only see her silhouette, the edges of her lingerie glowing in the dim light from behind her. But I don’t need to see her face to know how she’s staring at me.

“About me in a — a dress?”

The barest hint of a smile shrouded in the dark. “That’s just a bonus.”

“A bonus for what?” My heart is racing and I realize I’m straining at the leather.

“For what I’m going to do to you, Ashlee.”

“What are you going to do?”

She takes a step forwards, exaggerating the sway of her hips, letting me catch just a glimpse of what she’s wearing. A dress of some kind, sheer and short, with see-through sleeves that balloon around her arms before tightening down around her wrists. But there’s something else there, too, that I manage to see the barest outline of — something I must be imagining. I’ve been between her legs. I know what she has there, and what she doesn’t.

“I’m going to make you into the girl you were always meant to be.”

The metal of my restraints make a gentle clatter just as she steps fully into the light. Her make-up is dramatic and angular, brows curved high on her forehead, eye makeup as sharp as a razor. Lips blood-red and matte, cheekbones a knife’s edge. Her hair is curled and has fallen over half of her face as she stares at me with dark, half-lidded eyes, observing me more than desiring me. Trying to decide if I’m worth her time.

But despite her beauty, it’s not her face that I’m staring at.

Her dress is red, sheer lace, loose enough to float around her but tight enough to cling to her hips and drape across her rigid nipples. It matches her elbow-length gloves and the glimmer of red around her eyes. The tiny skirt barely covers her naked rear, but from the front, it’s not her perfect pussy, dripping with excitement for me. Instead, pushing the lace to the side and wobbling with every stop, is a rock hard cock.

“What —”

“Surprise,” she purrs, wrapping her fingers around it, red lace against pale flesh. The pink head is velvety and already glistening with her excitement. “Are you going to be my good sissy girl?”

I can’t answer her question because my mouth is already stuffed full of cock.

She didn’t tell me to open wide for it. She didn’t tell me to get down on my knees or get ready or even give me a second to take in the fact that she has a cock! Once instant she’s advancing on me with it, the next it’s parting my painted lips and sliding against my tongue. My first instinct is to pull away, but Matilda’s hands are in my hair and there’s no escaping her. And as I suck it, surprised at how realistic-looking a strap-on like this could be, I realize how natural it feels to be like this.

And that only excites me more.

“Good girl,” she breathes when she starts thrusting into my mouth, holding my head against her and pulling it back so I can look into her eyes while I suck her cock. Her gloved fingers wrap around my neck, stroking the hollow of my throat, tracing my collarbone, feeling the softness of my skin. “You look so pretty with a cock in your mouth.”

It’s not a compliment I ever thought I’d want to hear. But when she says it like that, it’s the only thing I’ve ever wanted. Here in my white frillies, hands bound at my side, servicing the thick strap-on of the woman who’s transformed me into her pretty little plaything, I am finally exactly where I belong.

“Thank you, Miss Jameson,” I moan when she allows it to slip out of me.

Her hand slips between the front of my panties and my cage, squeezing both together. I gasp and she slips her cock back in my open mouth. I suck reflexively as she teases my caged clit through my satin panties. My whole body feels like an exposed nerve, hypersensitive to every touch, every word, every moment we’re together.

“You’re welcome, Ashlee. Get that all nice and wet for me. Show me how much you love pleasing me. Show me how ready you are for me.”

“Ready for what?” I ask even though I know exactly what she means.

Her lips jag up into an angled smirk, lace-covered fingers wrapping one at a time under my chin, cock laying out across my face. I can feel the wet smearing my make-up. I know she likes it that way.

“I want to hear you say it.”

I squirm beneath her. I am completely at her mercy. It doesn’t matter if I ask — I know she’s going to take it no matter what. Maybe I want that. I open my mouth but before I can speak, she interrupts me.

“No. No, I want to hear you beg.”

My throat is dry.

“Please, Miss Jameson. Please, give me your cock. Please make me your good girl.”

“Say it,” she hisses. “Beg me for it.”

“Please, please fuck me with your big cock, Miss Jameson. Make me into your good sissy girl.”


Chapter 8: Deeper

“The dress stays on.”

“And the restraints?”

“Of course.”

It makes me shiver. Excitement? Terror? Both.

She gives me a long kiss, tipping me backwards as she towers over me in her heels. When we break apart, she stares down into my eyes, all simmering power and lust, just waiting for fuel to burst into flame. Then she turns me around slowly and finds the edges of my panties under my dress, hooking her thumbs into them and slipping them down over my garter straps. Her cock is rigid, pressing against my back between us, a reminder as much as a threat. My arm muscles tense uselessly, fingers balling into tight fists.

Now I’m totally exposed to her.

“You look so perfect like this,” she whispers in my ear. Her fingers follow the lines of my lingerie beneath my dress. “Tied up in your pretty white dress, ready to be used. To be _fucked._”

I let out a gasping moan.

“Nothing is sexier than a sissy girl’s naked ass framed by her lovely petticoats.”

Her fingers slip from my garter belt to my naked rear, then between my cheeks to her puckered prize within. This time my moan is a high squeal as I let her take what she wants from me. My restraints are so tight I can feel the leather digging into my skin.

“Be gentle,” I breathe.

“Where’s the fun in that?”

There is a firm shove between my shoulder blades and I topple forwards onto her bed. My skirts flare around me as I fall. With my arms pinned to my side, there’s no way to catch myself, so I hit it face-first, legs spread, vulnerable to her touch. The first is a spank on my naked rear that makes me yelp, the second is a sloppy kiss on my half-exposed mouth, and the third is a finger that slips right inside of me and finds a spot inside I never knew I had, transforming my whine of surprise into a gasp of pleasure.

“That’s your sissy spot,” she says as she massages it. Every movement squeezes pre-cum into my petticoat. “And when I’m done with you, the only way you’ll want to cum is from someone fucking you right here.”

“Yes, Miss Jameson,” I moan, not entirely sure why. “Yes, yes, Miss Jameson!”

“Would you like me to show you what that feels like?”

“Oh, yes, yes, yes!”

“What do good girls say when they ask for something nice?”

I bite down hard on my lip. Her fingers don’t stop moving inside of me. It takes everything I have to find words. “Please fuck my sissy spot with your big, hard cock, Miss Jameson.”

She gives it another kiss before removing her finger. For an instant I’m empty and exposed, but then her gloved hands are gripping me by the thighs and she’s sliding her fake cock against me. The tip knocks against my rear entrance, pressing just barely inside — but that’s enough to send ripples of illicit pleasure coursing out through me. It’s like nothing I’ve ever felt before. In that moment, a terrifying thought grips me: I know she’s right.

By the time we’re done, this is the only thing I’ll want.

“Fuck me,” I moan. “Please, Miss Jameson, please don’t tease me anymore. Please fuck me with your big, hard co — ohhh!”

The last word breaks into a sharp cry as she thrusts into me in one stroke, filling me up and splitting me apart at once. She wastes no time finding a rhythm; every movement sends new waves of pleasure rushing over me. Every muscle in my body tenses with her drive and relaxes as she pulls out, restraints rattling, legs flexing, mouth open in a silent moan. My cage squeezes against the mattress, pre-cum pouring out of it, throbbing and desperate to be free of its tiny constraint. Even so much as breathing makes me feel like I’m about to explode from the stimulation alone. And even though Matilda hasn’t touched me since we started fucking, when she grabs hold of my bound arms to pull me back against her, I gasp at how close I am to cumming.

“Oh fuck!” I squeal.

“Language, naughty girl!” she roars as she drives herself deep inside of me.

“Oh, I’m so sorry, Miss Jameson,” I moan, voice tight with pleasure. “I’m so sorry! Please fuck all the naughtiness out of me. Please, fuck me into being your good girl!”

She groans with pleasure behind me. Her hips pump against mine in an unsteady rhythm, losing control, unable to maintain a pace. Her climax is already building. It won’t be long until she finishes with me and leaves me, dripping and desperate, on her bed.

My only hope is to cum before she does.

“Deeper,” I groan. “Fuck all the sissy cream out of me, Miss Jameson!”

“Who said you could cum?”

To my shock, hearing that only brings me closer to the edge. Why would I want her to deny me?

“Please, please,” I beg. Every word is punctuated with a gasp as she drives her thick cock deep inside of me. My dress shakes, my lingerie squeezes, my stockings stretch. Is this how every girl feels when they’re being fucked? I never want to feel like anything else.

“You want it that badly, Ashlee? You’re not going to get your reward yet. Not unless I say so.”

“Please, Miss Jameson,” I cry. “I want to cum like a pretty girl! Please!”

She growls with desire. I know what I’m doing to her, even if it’s instinctual, even if it’s not an act like I thought it was. Playing in to the pleasure she gets from dominating me completely and denying me the pleasure she’s giving me. Her thrusts turn sharp, precise, slamming against my body as though trying to drive me into the mattress beneath us. But she’s not doing it because she wants me to cum; she’s doing it because she’s about to lose control of herself and I’m the perfect place for her to let it all go.

It only makes me hotter. It only brings me closer.

“Are you ready?” she whispers, lips brushing against my ear.

A spring coils inside of me.

“Yes! Yes!”

Her cock slams deep inside of me as she screams with her orgasm, the nails of one hand digging into my arm, the other hand curled around my restraints and pulling back so tightly it makes my shoulder burn. The pain only makes it better. The denial only makes it better. The clothes only make it better.

“Cum!” she roars.

My whole body tenses as the spring releases inside of me, sending a torrent of pleasure out through my legs and up to my fingers and down to my toes, exploding in every part of me at once. For an instant there’s nothing but white noise, then her words come rushing back. I moan like a good sissy girl does: loudly, passionately, desperately. Cum erupts from the tip of my cage onto the bed, into my dress, staining my stockings and the sheets and the delicate, virginal fabrics she’s dressed me in. It’s like no orgasm I’ve ever had.

She drives a few more pumps into me, each squeezing out more pleasure and cum and making me wince from the intensity of it all. Then, finally, we’re still together on the bed. Her cock is buried deep inside of me and my heart is beating so hard it threatens to burst free of my chest. I can feel Matilda’s pulse shuddering against my back. When she pulls away, her cock slips easily from between my cheeks, leaving me empty and wanting and full of new possibilities. My restraints go next and to my shock, I miss them, too.

Slowly, she peels my clothes off of me until only the cage remains. But far from feeling like an awkward boy in the presence of a goddess, I feel like I’m where I belong: a naked, vulnerable girl, owned by the woman who made me everything I am now.

“I think you’ll need that for a while,” she says, tracing her fingers across the front of my cage.

I shiver beneath her touch. “Yes, Miss Jameson.”

“Isn’t it better that way?”

I squirm, and that’s the only answer she needs.

“You’re spending the night, Ashlee.” A bright smile.

Not asking or inviting, but telling me what was going to happen.

And with another jolt, I realize I wouldn’t have it any other way.

“May I have a nightie?”

The smile widens into a grin — or a display of fangs. She knows I’m broken now. Bent to her will and her desires. But whose desires are they, really? I did’t ask her for a nightie because I wanted to make her happy — or at least, not entirely. I did it, I realize with a flutter of wings in my stomach and a twitch of my still-drooling cage, because I want to wear one. Because I want to feel pretty as I curl up next to her. So that when she sees me in the morning, she’ll have the same thud of desire for me that she does right now, wrapped up in pretty lace and tantalizing silk, every part of me bent towards pleasing her.

So that I can be nothing more for her than her Ashlee.


Get a special bonus story about Ashlee and Miss Jameson!

Join my newsletter to get this incredible book that I’m not allowed to publish on Amazon! Click right here or go to https://www.vanessalockridge.com/miss-jameson to get it!
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"I'm so hard," I moan.

She giggles. "I can see that."

"Do you want to let me out, Miss Jameson?"

There's a brief pause, then she pushes forward until her red lips hover tantalizingly close to my caged tip. "Is this what you're missing, baby girl?" She brushes them against the cage, and that alone is enough to make me shudder. "A kiss right on your clitty?"

"Yes," I moan. "Oh, fuck, I miss that."

Her eyes go wide in warning. "What did I say about cussing, Ashlee."

"I'm sorry, Miss Jameson," I say. "It's just —"

She takes my entire cage in her mouth. It's so small she has no trouble, the plastic all-encompassing so I feel nothing except the movement of her tongue bumping against it and the promise of pleasure denied. My eyebrows arch as I look down at her tormenting me. She's never looked more excited — or sexier. Her dress has ridden up as she's been bent over and I can see her neon fishnet panties following the curve of her perfect ass.

"Is that what you wanted?"

"Without the cage, Miss Jameson," I groan.

Her head is resting against my thigh, lips brushing against my package. A sharp grin spreads across her face. "But that's the only way your clitty ever goes in a mouth anymore."

Find it at https://www.vanessalockridge.com/miss-jameson or…

Click right here!


My Best Friend’s Secret: My Neighbor’s Secret Satin Sissy 3
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“Hey, Ashlee,” an all-too-familiar voice purrs from behind me. “Wow, you look even hotter than I expected in that nightie.”

Miss Jameson taught me everything about becoming her perfect sissy plaything. How to walk in heels. How to feel pretty in lace and satin. How to love the click of my cage locking me away. I thought I was special — her secret sissy neighbor.

But she has much bigger plans than that.

I feel more exposed than ever in skimpy lavender silk when I hear the voice I've known my entire life — but it’s not Brooks standing there. It’s someone even more special, who’s been taught the same things I have.

And when silk whispers against silk, we’ll discover what exactly happens when two sissy girls have a chance to play.

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/secret-satin-sissy-3 or…

Click here to read it right now!


Made to be A Perfect Sissy Girl: Dominated and Feminized
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The blue silk panties tease my skin as I kneel before her. She wants me like this — like no one else has. Not even myself. Irene from 4-B thinks I’m beautiful, and when she looks at me, I believe it, too.

And nothing feels better than surrendering to her.

A thousand fantasies turn real when the stunning Irene in 4-B invites me into her apartment. She is a goddess in designer clothes, but she wants me to serve her in lace and frills. After all, a “gorgeous sissy girl” belongs on her knees in the prettiest, girliest lingerie.

But just as I let myself believe that this could be something real, Irene disappears — but I know I can’t go back. One taste is not enough for either of us. I’ll do anything so I can be her pretty little thing forever.

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/made-to-be-1 or…

Click here to read it right now!


The Society of Silk and Satin: Feminized and Transformed into A Sissy

If you liked this book, you’ll love this one!
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“You were made for these,” she purred as she slipped the panties up my stocking-covered legs. I shivered, aching for her touch. “I can’t wait until you’re finally dressed the way you were meant to be.”

Rose's invitation seemed innocent enough — a quiet weekend at her country estate. But Thornwood holds secrets I never could have imagined, and my hostess has plans for me that will change my life forever. Each day I'm dressed in prettier, frillier things that keep me constantly aroused. Rose knows how to keep me right on the edge.

And she has something extra big that she can’t wait to give me.

But our private pleasures won't remain a secret for long. My debut into the mysterious Soirée de Soie is approaching, and Rose’s rival Lucienne has taken a special interest in me. Can I really become the sissy that Rose wants me to — and can I commit to a life in silk and lace?

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/society-of-silk or…

Click here to read it right now!


Her Chastity Sissy Maid

If you liked this book, you'll love this story about being transformed into a slutty, sexy, desperately horny sissy maid and learning how to serve a stunning, dominant woman.
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“Aren’t those stockings just lovely?” she purred as she ran her hand down my silk-covered leg.

“Isn’t this dress a bit short?” I flared it out, revealing the dense petticoat beneath. It barely hid my panties, revealing my lacy stocking tops with every step.

“That’s just the way I want you,” she grinned, pushing me backwards onto the bed.

If I had known what the job required, I never would have taken it. But a job is a job, even if Selena told me I had to put on a dress to do it. I’ve always thought maid outfits were sexy — who hasn’t? — but I never expected to be the one wearing one.

I guess she thinks they are, too, because she can’t keep her hands off me when I’m all dolled up. But she has some rules about what I’m allowed to do, and when I break them, she gives me a fitting punishment. I’d never seen a chastity cage before she locks it on me.

She must have done this before because she knows just how to torment me. I love the dresses and lingerie, but am I really willing to submit to her the way she wants? Can I give control to her and fully become her sissy — even if it means letting myself be used however she wants?

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/her-chastity-sissy-maid or…

Click here to read it right now!


Locked and Pantied Sissy Girls

If you liked this book, you’ll love my collection of five sweet sissies locked in delicious, desperate chastity!

[image: ]

“Look at those stockings, darling,” she purrs, her hands all over me. Ever since I put them on, she can’t seem to stop touching me. “Your legs are divine.”

“You don’t think I look —“

“No,” she cuts me off, fingers trailing higher up. “You’re exactly what I want.”

Five of Vanessa’s sexiest stories, all in one place:

	Feminized in Frills: Sissy Supermodel
	Sissy for the Girl Next Door: Feminized and Dominated by my Neighbor
	Her Sissy for Christmas: Dominated and Feminized
	Locked and Taken: Her Sissy for Christmas 2
	Shared Like a Good Sissy: Her Sissy for Christmas 3


Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/locked-and-pantied or…

Click here to read it right now!
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