

Caged for Christmas Part 1: Sissy Maid for the Holidays

by Vanessa Lockridge


“You're trembling, darling. Is it the stockings? The petticoats?” She smirks down at me. “Or is it from being on your knees?”

When Dani left me at her Aunt Julia’s house for the holidays, I was pretty sure I knew what to expect: a dottery old woman who I’d entertain for a few days. I was not prepared for Julia, a domineering beauty who lounges in corsets and stilettos while looking at me like I’m her next meal.

And I wasn’t prepared for what was in her closet.

One touch of her silky lingerie is all it takes to awaken something inside me that I've desperately tried to ignore. But Julia sees it, and she knows exactly what I need. It starts with stockings and a delicious maid uniform, a cage buried under the silk and lace, but she’ll take me so much further than I ever thought possible.


Chapter 1

"I'll be out a few days after, Aaron. It's not a big deal!"

"You're leaving me for a week with your batty aunt Julia out in the middle of nowhere, and it's 'no big deal?'"

"It's not the middle of nowhere," Dani said with a sigh. "She's just down the road from town."

"And how many people live in that town? Are there more people or cows there?"

Dani crossed her arms and sucked her teeth, one eyebrow gently cocked — the regularly-seen expression that told me I was pushing it too far. "You don't have to go. You could go see your parents for Christmas instead."

I shuddered. "Seven days?"

"After I stop off and see my parents in the city, I'll come right down to see you."

It was all I could think about as she led me through the house, heels clicking on the floor, red soles just visible behind the sheer pink robe that trailed after her. Well, it wasn't all I could think about, but if I let my mind wander there, I'd be in trouble.

"I hope I didn't catch you at a bad time," I said, not noticing the perfectly straight seam that ran up the back of her legs and ended in a strip of lace that ran around her thighs. "Dani told you I was coming, right?"

"She might have mentioned it, but it's not unlike Dani to do something like this unannounced. That's the dining room, and there's the sálon." Her hips slid from side to side. I did not pay attention to the arc of lace that trimmed the leg openings of her panties, and I certainly did not let my eyes follow the line of the garter strap as it disappeared beneath them.

"I'm really sorry to trouble you. You know, I'm sure I could find something in-town — oh!"

I almost ran headlong into her. She had stopped suddenly and turned while I'd been studiously not paying any attention to her. I didn't have a choice now, though, and even I couldn't help but notice the curve of her breasts as they struggled not to spill from the pink, ruffle-trimmed corset plainly visible beneath her robe. Even the most oblivious would have seen her glossy red lips and wildly curled hair piled atop her head like a golden bird's nest.

She looked down at me with a bemused smile. "Who said it was trouble?"

"I'd really hate to intrude, especially so close to the holidays." I did my very best to keep my eyes trained on hers and not on her lace-and-silk-drenched body. "If there's anything I can do…"

"I'm sure I can find some jobs for you."

I waited for her to say more, and when she didn't, I squirmed under her gaze. That little smile stayed therehere, as if she could peel back my clothes and discover my throbbing embarrassment underneath. But I supposed that anyone who lounged around their house in lingerie and stilettos probably knew what effect they'd have on a kid like me.

"Where will I be staying?" I finally asked.

The smile widened, as if this was a very amusing thing for me to say but she didn't want me to know that, and then she nodded. "Upstairs."

She left a trail of perfume that became more intense as we went up the stairs and found ourselves in the narrow second-floor hallway of the farmhouse. Though that was really underselling it — what might have once been a modest farmer's dwelling had been thoroughly redecorated and redesigned. It was sumptuous inside, every surface a glinting metal or a luxurious fabric or old-fashioned wood. Just looking at it felt like it was going to cost me.

My room was no different: not huge, but made to feel smaller by the enormous four-poster bed that dominated most of it. On the wall directly across from the the bed was a large oil portrait of a nude woman, her hips and thighs covered by a tastefully-placed blanket, who looked suspiciously like my hostess. Another painting in the same style hung above the ornate headboard. A different woman lay sprawled across a couch, one strap of her short satin dress slipping off her shoulder, the hem tugged up high enough to reveal a strip of garter belt. She was lit by a single dim lamp that revealed another woman, mostly in shadows, watching the woman on the couch.

Julia was leaning against the doorway, the light from the hallway silhouetting the wide curve of her hips and her wasp waist through a pink chiffon haze, watching me with narrowed eyes. "Will this do?" she asked.

"I'll manage." The room was nicer than any I'd ever slept in. I could probably pay my rent for however much she paid for the sheets.

"I'll leave you to unpack. Have you eaten?"

"Got a bite at the station."

She nodded. "Good. I'll come check on you and see how you're settling in."

"Thank you, err, Julia. Can I call you that?"

Her smile widened almost imperceptibly. "For now."

Then she disappeared in a swish of pink and the click of heels.


Chapter 2

The closet was already occupied. Its contents did explain why Julia was so unperturbed by meeting her in her underwear: it seemed like that was all she ever wore. Every inch of the considerable space — larger than my apartment bedroom — was stuffed with all manner of sheer, silken, frothy garments. Robes like the one she had been wearing, slippery-looking gowns trimmed with lace, all manner of nighties and delicates.

I was very careful not to think about Julia wearing them.

My cock didn't get the message, though, and the throbbing got worse when I accidentally brushed one of the gowns as I tried to make room for my meager collection of shirts. It was a sheer pale ivory, as long as the robe she'd been wearing, but the bottom half seemed to be nothing but ruffles and lace. The trim of a long sleeve practically reached out to bite me, the silky softness sending a buzz through me. It even made me gasp.

I'd never felt anything like it — I'd barely even seen something like it outside of an old movie where the dashing man walks in on the stunning Hollywood starlet who's still getting ready despite looking absolutely flawless. Almost as if she's happy to be walked in on, still wearing her slinky gown, her body on display beneath a mountain of silk and satin.

"Have you had time to get — oh, I see."

I whipped my head around so quickly I almost lost my balance, my chest tightening as I found myself looking straight into Julia's piercing eyes. She'd changed from pink to black, her lingerie glossy, her stockings shimmering. The robe was black satin and significantly shorter, barely reaching her thighs and giving me a full view of her panties, which I absolutely did not look at.

"That's very pretty, isn't it? You have good taste," she said softly when I couldn't say anything at all.

What was she talking about? I let myself notice the extent of her outfit for just long enough to confirm that, yes, she looked incredible in it, every curve emphasized, the garments gorgeous and expensive-looking. My pants twitched and I watched, to my horror, her gaze flick down to them. When her eyes came back to mine, she was smiling again.

"I, uh… Thank you?" I stammered. I wanted to disappear.

She tilted her head towards the ivory gown. It was only then that I realized I was still holding it. I dropped it like it was about to bite me and turned back to her, heart hammering. Why did I feel like I'd been caught? There was nothing wrong with putting my things away in the closet, no matter what it was filled with.

"It's vintage," she said. "Mid-century, from the set of Making Her Man. They used the most exquisite fabrics back then. It even comes with matching panties."

My guts twisted. Why was she telling me this — and why did I want to hear it? "It's very nice. You, uh, have a lot in here."

"Life is too short not to indulge in beautiful things like this. Don't you agree?"

"Oh, oh, uh…" I could smell her perfume again. It pressed down on me in the closet, which now felt oppressively small and claustrophobic. I sucked down a shuddering breath as I realized that she was in the doorway, now, trapping me with the gowns and robes. "I guess so."

Her eyes slid up and down me again, making me feel appraised. Inspected.

"I'm going to bed, darling." She looked like she was stifling another grin. "Don't stay up too late."

I did stay up too late. Despite the bed being soft, despite being exhausted, despite how little I'd noticed of Julia, she was all I could think about. And, like any man dealing with his girlfriend's unexpectedly hot aunt who just so happened to be dressed in lingerie in the room next door and, in fact, did not seem to own anything other than robes, three-piece sets, and stockings, I dealt with the situation accordingly.

Julia was there in my thoughts, always smirking at me as she peeled off her layers to reveal the stunning body beneath. She was the kind of woman who only got more attractive as she got older. The kind who carried herself with the confidence of knowing exactly what they wanted and what they were going to do with it when they got it.

Luckily for me, in my imagination, I was the only thing she wanted.

All of it was better when I moved from the bed to the closet. Her perfume still lingered in the air, intoxicating me. I pictured her in the doorway, all in black, untying her robe and letting it fall to the ground where it pooled around her stilettos. My cock was rock-hard as I imagined her sinking to her knees and inviting me towards her and her glossy red lips.

The ivory gown peeked out from a rack packed with sheer pastels. It was exactly the kind of thing Julia would wear. Exactly the kind of softness that I imagined her touch would be like. I gasped again when I felt how slippery and lovely it was wrapped around my throbbing shaft. Girlish and delicious. Like nothing I'd ever touched before.

My eyes fluttered shut and I let myself be surrounded by Julia. Her scent, her presence, her excitement, that crooked little smile. I sank into the clothes and let them embrace me the way she would embrace me. It was heavenly. Already I was close, but I knew better than to let myself get that far.

"Oh," came her voice, and for a moment it was another sensual part of her — until I realized I hadn't imagined it and my blood ran cold, eyes snapping open to find her there — actually there — still in black, still in the doorway, still smirking.

"Oh, I see."


Chapter 3

"It's not what it looks like!"

"Of course it is. What else could it be?"

"Look, look, I'm — uh, I'm really —" My thoughts were racing as fast as my heart was thundering. "I'm sorry, Julia, it was an accident —"

"An accident?"

She was blocking the door again. Three steps away, but it might as well have been a thousand miles.

"I, uh, I was, uh… I was just thinking about —" I caught myself before I said her name. Unfortunately, I was unable to find anything else to replace it. "About — about — about —"

There was a swishing sound as she took a step towards me.

"About what, darling?"

I felt like I was going to throw up. I stared up at her in silence, mouth agape, gown still wrapped around my throbbing shaft. Why was it still so damn hard?

"About — About —"

She took another step, letting her fingers brush against the gowns and nighties. Her eyebrows were raised, and if it hadn't been for that knowing smile, I could have told myself she didn't have any idea what I had been fantasizing about. But when she took that last step, close enough to me that I could feel her body heat and the only thing I could smell and taste was her, I knew it was foolish to try to deny it.

"You," I whispered, my throat dry.

"Me?" she breathed, feigning surprise. "You were thinking about me and you found yourself… like this?"

I had an answer queued up, but it died in my chest, the only sound escaping me a choked squeal as her fingers wrapped around my throbbing shaft. Her eyes drilled into mine as my body tensed and my mind went blank. Words were just beginning to fill it again when she began to stroke me with the gown, slowly and carefully, ensuring the frothy lace brushed against my thighs and belly.

"Were you thinking about my stockings?"

"Yes," I managed, and she rewarded me with a swirl of her fingertip on the underside of my quivering shaft.

"And my panties?"

"Yes."

"You seem very excited by them."

"I… I am." Again she rewarded me, pumping me in rapid succession with the slippery garment until I was nearly doubled over from the pleasure, moaning and gasping, struggling not to erupt in the delicate fabric.

"And by my lovely clothes," she murmured, slowing her stroking again. "They're very beautiful, aren't they."

"Yes," I said, too eagerly, desperate for her to finish me off.

"Put it on."

The stroking stopped and I blinked. "What?"

"If you like them this much, you should be wearing them, not rubbing yourself with them."

"You want — I should what?"

"Get dressed."

"I can't — I'm a guy!"

She gave me a sad smile. "And that means you can't wear these lovely, beautiful things?"

My chest tightened. "I won't!"

A transformation washed over her face, slow but sinister. The smirk melted away and her eyes narrowed. Gone, now, was the amusement, even the excitement; replaced instead with a hard frigidity that made me terrified and made my cock twitch. "You won't," she repeated flatly.

"If you want to keep —"

"It would be a shame if Dani heard about this."

"I — what?"

She released my cock and crossed her arms, tilting her head back and glaring down at me. "She would be disgusted, don't you think? Hearing that I caught her boyfriend red-handed, rubbing himself on my things like some sort of crazed animal."

"You wouldn't."

Her eyebrows raised. "Get dressed if you don't want to find out." She softened a fraction and extended her hand. "Put it on and we don't have to stop."

If it had felt good on my shaft, it was beyond divine on my body. Beautiful and slippery, sheer silk draped over my body, rendering me instantly feminine in a way I found thrilling and frightening. Ruffles teased my skin, lace teased my nipples, and Julia teased my shivering shaft. She had put me in the panties, too, which were an explosion of more sheer ruffles around my hips, trimmed in the front with a pretty bow.

"Beautiful," she murmured as she pushed me back onto the bed, casting off her black robe, one stocking-covered knee between my legs. She kissed me with a tender hunger, her hand curled around my cheek, nails flirting with digging into my skin. There was a tremendous power to her. I wasn't in charge of what was happening.

She was.

"You're not going to disappoint me, are you?" she whispered, breath hot on my neck as she kissed along its curve, first lips and then teeth finding the head of my clavicle and drawing a gasping moan from me.

"No," I moaned. "No, I won't disappoint you."

"You need to do exactly what I tell you."

"I will!"

"No objections?"

Her free hand had moved to my nipple. Her lips had moved to my ear. Her other hand still had a grip on my rock-hard cock buried in sensuous layers of silk. She stroked and teased me expertly.

"No!"

"Good girl," she whispered. "My little sissy plaything."

Good girl. The words crept their way into my brain, settling in along with the arousal, the soft pleasure, the weight of her on my body and her smell and the sound of her whispered voice. Sissy plaything.

"Yes," I moaned. It was a strange thing to say. It was the right thing to say.

"You're going to love being mine," she whispered, before she showed me why.


Chapter 4

"No sissy cream yet," she murmured, stroking me, kissing me. "I'm just getting started."

Nobody had ever treated me like this before. She knew exactly where to touch, how best to draw pleasure from my skin, from my thoughts. My back arched as her lips played at the lines of my ribs. A high, gasping little moan slipped out of me as her fingers curled on my chin, her thumb finding its way into my mouth where I greedily sucked it, feeling a strange pleasure from it in my belly.

"That feels so good," I moaned.

The hand on my chin shoved up, forcing my head backwards, bringing with it a drizzle of pins and needles down my back. "You were never meant to be in control. That's not what you want."

"I want you."

"You'll get as much as you deserve."

I put my hands on her cheeks and pulled her up to me, suddenly burning for a kiss, my stomach twisting. She allowed me to move her and hung over me, golden curls falling around us, eyes burning straight into me, her power manifest in every movement, every one of my writhing moans.

"Kiss me," I begged.

"Do you want me to?"

"Yes, please, please!"

The smirk reappeared. Then she disappeared. And I let out an agonized moan.

But instead of getting angry, instead of demanding she return and give me what I wanted so badly — instead, I felt more pleasure crash into me. She was going to do anything she wanted to me and I didn't get a say in it at all. It made me feel more vulnerable than I ever ever before.

She was tugging my panties down, now, looking up at me with wide eyes, her mouth just parted enough to see a flash of tongue. When the lacy waistband was down far enough, my cock sprung up between us and Julia giggled. "Look how excited you are for your pretty things." She leaned forwards and kissed the underside slowly, tenderly, sweetly. "A good sissy always gets excited by pretty clothes."

"Is that what I am?"

"That depends on how well you follow my instructions." Her hand was back on my cock, her lips so close to the tip that I could feel her breath on it. "Remember, no cumming yet."

"No cumming," I moaned, nodding, a shiver running through me.

She took her time. My body was a coiled spring waiting to be released by her lips on my cock. I looked down at it, framed by ivory frills, and thought it looked very feminine like this — and that made it twitch. Why did I want that?

"Tell me I'm pretty," I said softly, almost afraid of what would happen if she heard me.

"You're stunning," she answered. "My lovely little plaything, all dressed up just for me, because you know how much I love seeing you in pretty little delicates. Because I know a sissy girl like you can't help but be desperately excited by ribbons and lace. Go on. Ask me what I know you want to."

I squirmed beneath her and she kissed the underside of my shaft again. My toes curled. I wanted her to ravish me. To take me — and like this, in nothing but a sheer silk gown and panties, she could do anything she wanted to me. I never wanted to feel any other way.

"Is this the only time I can?"

"As long as you're here," she breathed. "You're my sissy toy."

Then she finally tongued me into her mouth. I let out a high squeal of pleasure that melted into a long groan. My hips began to thrust instinctively, but she held me down, pressing me back against the bed. She was in charge. This was about what she wanted for me. The hand worked its way up over my belly, my chest, back to my chin, fingers plunging into my mouth again.

A tremor ran through me as she sucked. Her tongue swirled around my shaft as mine twisted around her fingers. I groaned as the pleasure mounted. "I'm close," I said.

"What did I say? I don't want to see any sissy cream yet."

I screwed my eyes shut and nodded, hoping she would relent soon, certain she wouldn't. A darker thought, then: I didn't want her to stop, but not because I wanted to cum, not because I wanted the pleasure to continue, but because I wanted her to use me however she wanted, my desires be damned. I wanted this because she did.

"Oh, fuck," I said, twitching beneath her.

"That's so hot," she breathed, pumping my slick shaft before sliding it back into her mouth.

"I'm going to cum," I moaned, but it sounded more like a whine.

She shook her head and sucked and swirled.

"I'm so close. I'm so close," I gasped.

The tip of her tongue probed a spot on the underside of my head that made my head spin and butterflies erupt in my stomach.

"Julia, please, please!"

Mercifully, she released me — then began to stroke me, her head lolling to the side with that awful knowing smile on her face. "'Please' what?"

"Please let me cum!"

"I'm not stopping you. Didn't you say you were close?"

I was. She slid her hand down over my tip, squeezing it and setting off fireworks in my head that made my entire body shake and forced another squeal from my lips. And yet —

"I need permission!"

The smile finally parted into a grin. "You really are a sissy."

"Does that mean I — I can cum?"

"Of course not. You don't want to disappoint me, do you?"

I shook my head, eyebrows arching, the pleasure reaching a terrible crescendo. "No, no, no, I don't!"

But my body had other ideas.


Chapter 5

It tasted salty and acrid as I licked it from her fingers. She was meticulous, scraping every drop of my cum from my belly and feeding it to me. It almost would have been better if she had been angry. Instead she was caring and sweet, smiling down at me as I sucked her fingers clean of my own arousal. Already my cock was twitching.

"You did such a good job," she said softly. Kindly. "You held on for so long."

"I'm sorry," I whispered. "I did my best."

I was crushed. Far more than I had expected. The gown brushed sweetly against me and I did my best to remember it, knowing this would be the last time I would wear it, that everything in the closet would remain nothing but a fantasy.

But Julia, despite her threats, did not seem disappointed. If anything, she seemed excited. I let myself believe that it wasn't over. That I could salvage this.

"Can we… can I do this… again?"

"You broke my rule."

"I didn't mean to!"

"But you did." She looked at me apologetically for a long time before she spoke again. "You really did look fantastic in my delicates. A natural. I had such high hopes for you."

"I'm sorry, Julia."

"Of course you are, darling, of course you are. There are so many things we can't do now that you've shown me I can't trust you."

It was devastating. I knew it was ridiculous to be this sad about it — if anything, I should consider it a win that a beautiful woman had sucked me off like this. It was beyond my wildest dreams of anything that could happen to me. But there had been the promise of so much more, and now it was gone.

"Isn't there anything I can do?"

She blinked slowly at me, resting her chin on her upturned palm, red fingernails curling around her cheek. I was still flat on my back. "Are you sure you want to?"

My heart leaped. There was a chance. "Yes!" I said eagerly, starting to sit up before she pushed me back onto the bed. "I'll do anything you ask!"

"You've already broken my rule once. I'll have to make sure you don't do it again."

"I promise, I'll do better. I — I won't cum without your permission." She was already slipping off the bed and going to the closet while I spoke. "I'll do anything. I'll practice, I'll — I'll —" I stammered and trailed off, unsure what else I could say.

"I don't think I can trust you," she said, reappearing in the closet doorway, something in her hand. She crossed the room to me and sat down on the bed.

"You can!"

"I wish I could. But I know sissies like you. It's so hard for you to control yourselves. It's not your fault, but that doesn't mean it's something I need to tolerate." She was pushing my panties back down. My cock sprang up to its semi-erect state. "This is what I mean. Getting excited already. No, darling, I know how much you want to be a good girl for me. But you just won't be able to without a little… help."

The thing in her hand was actually two things. One was a metal ring that she pulled my package and squeezed my shaft through. It settled, tight but not uncomfortable, at my base. I looked down at it curiously. How would a cock ring help?

"But don't worry," she purred. "I know exactly what to do."

The steel was cold against my throbbing hardness, but it warmed quickly as she squeezed it down my shaft. I was impressed and horrified at how easily she compressed me into the tiny space. Her movements were precise and clinical, as if this was some matter-of-fact procedure, as if she'd done it a hundred times before. There was a click and a small thud against the steel bars, and when I finally dared to look down, the ivory frills and ruffles now framed a metal cage with my cock locked inside.

"There," Julia said cheerfully, tugging my still-wet panties back up into place. "Isn't that so much better?" She patted the cage and a twisted shiver ran through me. "Right where you belong."

I was speechless despite having a million questions. She seemed to understand them all anyway. She leaned forwards, the weight of her body pressing against me, her silk lingerie slipping against my sheer gown, my cock responding as best it could in its cage. A grin splintered her face for an instant as she felt it struggle, then she kissed me, slow and tender, brushing my hair, her other hand moving along my body. It was intensely passionate and I gave myself up to her, letting her kiss me, relishing the sensations of the gown and her hand and — though it made my stomach twist — even the binding tightness of the cage. My breath caught in my throat and she drew it out of me with her touch and her lips and her power.

"Do you like my pretty things?" she whispered.

"I… I do," I admitted, staring up into her brilliant blue eyes — so blue they were almost grey.

"Would you like more?"

I was quivering beneath her as the world narrowed to just us: Julia, dominant and resplendent in shimmering black; me, burning with new sensations beneath her, desperate for more but afraid of what it might mean.

"Yes," I whispered.

"Promise."

"I promise. I'll be yours."

"I know."


Chapter 6

I awoke with a start, the dream so intense that it had felt real. Light sliced in through the heavy velvet curtains, draping across the bedspread where it had all happened: caught, teased, locked, and teased again. I could still feel the silky caress of the ivory nightgown, though I knew that it was still in the closet, next to my shirts and pants. In the cold light of day it was all so ridiculous.

The realizations came through a bit at a time. A tightness on my crotch was not the morning wood I expected to see when I threw back the covers — the cage was real. The cage was real. I was already hard inside of it, the tiny thing barely half the length of my thumb and not much wider. Dread washed over me. My hands were shaking as I climbed out of bed and padded to the closet. It felt like it took a thousand steps to reach the door.

Inside was the same as I had found it. Almost exactly the same. It was as if I'd never been here at all. Gone were my bag and my clothes and everything else I'd brought, replaced entirely with sheer silks and lace trim and endless rows of ruffles. The only evidence of what had happened was the ivory gown, back on its hanger, hung from a hook on the wall next to the second thing that was different.

"Good morning, Samantha," came her voice from behind me. As always, she had cornered me inside, her body blocking the exit. "Are you ready to get started?"

"Samantha," I said softly, tasting the name. It made my body tingle. I wasn't sure if I liked it. "That's not really… me."

"Not yet," she said simply.

It should have been embarrassing to be treated that way, but she was so kind and tender as she prepared my body. The bath was drawn and perfumed, my legs shaved so carefully that there wasn't even a scratch on me. My nails were painted, and then my face, as I sat in front of the expansive vanity in her room, watching myself be transformed from me into Samantha. When she finished, you could have described me as pretty.

All of it made me achingly aroused — the kind of thrill that you feel deep down in your belly, the kind that bounces between terror and excitement, that transforms your body into a raw nerve.

Julia knew just how to work it. An "accidental" touch here, a gentle stroke there, her body just close enough to mine. It was a morning spent surrounded by her. There was no question that she was in charge and that I was simply to obey. She filled my vision, her perfume filled my nose, her touch transformed my body. As always, she was dressed in a bustier and a sheer robe. This morning it was all white and sheer and covered in delicate floral embroidery that hid as much as it revealed.

And when my mind wandered, it was always back to that second thing and the promise it made for my future.

"Now," she said softly, her voice barely more than a whisper that tickled my ear, her delicate hands resting on my naked shoulders. "You're ready."

"I'm Samantha?"

"Not yet. Not until you're dressed."

I swallowed hard and glanced at her. She was staring at me expectantly. "Samantha will need better manners than that."

"Did I do something wrong?"

"You will speak when spoken to. And you will acknowledge what I say with the appropriate etiquette. Do you understand?"

"I think so."

"Prove it."

I looked at her in confusion, vainly searching her face for some hint as to what she was looking for, even as the realization came bubbling up from the darker parts of my thoughts. From fantasies long-since dismissed and buried that were now beginning to see the light of day.

"I understand, Mistress," I said softly.

Julia beamed and seemed to grow even taller. "Very good, Samantha. Are you ready to get dressed?"

A cold jolt as I pictured what was waiting for me. How a single garment hold so much meaning, so much promise in it? I squirmed and tried to let the excitement overpower my nerves. My cage twitched and Julia smirked, and knowing that she knew exactly what this was doing to me only made me twitch again.

"Yes, Mistress," I answered. "Thank you, Mistress."

"Now that's a very good girl."

It made me twitch again.


Chapter 7

"Oh —" I gasped as she helped me slide the sheer white stockings up my denuded legs. It was a sensation like nothing I'd ever felt before; a silken embrace that stroked as much as it teased. My cage was straining to contain me.

"You have perfect legs for this," she said, trailing her nails up my nylon-glazed legs to emphasize her point and to draw another gasping squeal from me. She grinned at that, pressing her lips on the naked part of my thigh above the tall lace tops, and leaving a red lip print. "Just a little reminder of who you belong to, now," she said before drumming her fingers on my cage. "In case this isn't enough of one."

The garter belt came next; a tall, heavily boned thing that seemed more like a corset or a girdle for how it yanked in my waist and emphasized my hips. It was black satin trimmed with frothy white lace and with large bows on each garter tab. Julia showed me how to clip the first two in, then watched me carefully as I attached the remaining four.

"Your straps must be stick-straight at all times," she said. "Along with your stocking seams, do you understand? There will be punishments if your outfit is ever in disarray."

"Yes, Mistress," I answered, trying not to think about what kind of punishments there could be beyond the cage.

"Panties always go over your garter straps," she said, handing the black garment to me. "So you can slide them off."

"So I can use the bathroom?"

The only answer she gave me was a piercing look with eyebrows raised.

They were high cut, the waistband and leg openings trimmed with more matching frothy lace, with delicate lace embroidery on the front. The back covered most of my cheeks but left tantalizing glimpses of their undersides beneath rows of white ruffles. They nearly obscured the line of small, black satin-covered buttons that ran from the waistband down between my legs. As I settled the panties into place, Julia's fingers brushed over my delicates, tugging and straightening, lingering on those mysterious buttons.

"Normally I'd give you a matching bra," she said. "But I don't think you need one for this dress. I think it'll be rather more fun if you don't, actually."

My stomach roiled as she lifted it from the hook next to the ivory gown. Black satin, white lace, a white apron. Balloon sleeves with pretty white bows where my arms would emerge. White lace and black ruffle trim along the plunging square neckline, studded with small white satin bows and rosettes, a matching line along the hem of the skirt. All of it seemed to float atop a petticoat cloud of rustling white silk and lace.

"You want me to be your maid?"

She nodded, once, curtly, then unzipped the back and held it open for me to step into.

It was heavier than I had expected, and tighter when she closed it around me, sealing me inside the black satin confection. It was lined with slippery satin that brushed against my skin and teased my nipples, making them immediately hard and my cage immediately bounce in my panties. The skirt was so short that they were on clear display, though any bulge that might have been visible was kept in check by the steel cage inside. There was something perversely thrilling about being on display like this.

There were finishing touches: black stiletto heels with an ankle strap, a frilly headband, white satin gloves with a spray of lace surrounding each of my wrists. And then, almost without fanfare, I was Samantha.

Julia provided the celebration.

"Look at you," she said, her voice low and throbbing with desire as she prowled towards me. I was keenly aware of my long legs, protected by nothing but gossamer nylon; my visible panties and garter straps, and the revealing shortness of the dress that seemed designed to put me on display. Julia's hands found all of my most vulnerable spots while her lips met mine, kissing and teasing and stroking and brushing and holding me. I melted beneath her, still smaller than her even in my heels, giving myself to her wrapped in my frilly dress. When she finally pulled away, I was shaking, my heart pounding, my caged cock throbbing. All I wanted was for her to take me like that again, to let her control me, to let myself be utterly under her sway. "The picture of a good maid."

"Thank you, Mistress." I gave her a wobbly curtsey that she beamed at anyway. "It is my pleasure to serve you."

"Is it, now? And how can a silly sissy girl like you serve a woman like me?"

Pins and needles down my neck and back. I looked up at her and bit my lip. "Any way my Mistress desires." I dared to reach out and touch her neck, and when she didn't stop me, let my fingers trail down the curve to her collarbone and the lace hem of her robe. "In all the ways she needs." The finger explored further, tracing the strap of her bustier, working its way towards the soft curve of her breast. "Whatever ways she finds most… satisfying."

"You're a forward little thing, aren't you," she said, gently grabbing my gloved hand and pulling it away, draping it back around her neck as she wrapped her other arm around my waist. My petticoat whispered excitedly as she squeezed me against her body, my head falling back to look up into those white-grey eyes. "The first thing you can do for me is your chores."

I blinked. "Chores?"

Her lips twitched up into a smirk. "Why else would I have a maid?"

She watched me from the couch as I worked, her sheer robe pooled around her, legs crossed and pulled up to her belly as she lay sideways. I replenished her drink when it was empty, put out new pastries when she finished the others, followed her directions about what to put where and how to clean. But mostly I think I was there to be seen and commanded.

And so I put on a show.

"Those panties are very pretty on you, Samantha," she purred as I bent at my waist to pick something invisible up from the floor, making sure to expose my entire rear and frame it with my petticoat and skirt.

I glanced over at her, still bent. "Thank you, Mistress."

"They're very small at the front. I'm not sure you would have fit inside without the cage."

A twinge of dark excitement. "I'm glad they fit, Mistress."

"Are you tight in it?"

My throat was dry. "Yes, Mistress."

"It's all very exciting for a sissy, I know. Your first dress, all the pretty lingerie. Do you like being my pretty little Samantha?"

"Of course, Mistress."

"'Of course,'" she repeated, shaking her head and taking a snapping bite of an apple, her eyes locked on mine as she did. "You were meant for this. Show me."

I blinked and straightened, turning to face her. "Show you what, Mistress?"

A flash of white teeth as she took another bite. "Your excitement, sissy. Your clitty."

The word made me shiver as I pulled back my skirts and pushed down my panties. As the front peeled away, there was a gossamer strand of pre-cum running from the inside to the tip of my cage. It was almost as humiliating as it was exciting to see it.

"Look at how tight you are in that cage," she said with a broad grin. "Touch it."

"Mistress?"

"Touch it, Samantha. I want to see you play with yourself like the naughty girl I know you are."

With shaking hands, I reached down between my legs, skin sweetly tickled by the lace and silk of my dress and petticoat. It was almost a shock to feel how hot and sticky my cage was. The pleasure that began to build the instant I touched it spread out through my body. At first I stroked it like I had before it was locked, but the pleasure was better when I rubbed it in little circles, the way Julia had touched me in the ivory gown. As I worked it under her iron gaze, I felt my defenses give way, pre-cum dribbling out of the tip and covering my fingers.

"Lick them clean," she commanded from the couch. She took another bite of apple.

I obeyed, sucking each finger dry in turn. It was shocking, embarrassing — and helplessly arousing. When I reached my pinky, I squirted more pre-cum into my panties, a pool of excitement growing there. Julia watched me closely the entire time, her chest heaving, nostrils flaring. Her arousal was obvious, but she never moved towards me, never took me. All she did was watch.

"They taste good, Mistress," I said.

"Don't get distracted, sissy," she said dismissively, and picked up a magazine.

It didn't take long for the erotic charge of serving her to give way, replaced by the bitter realities of being her maid. My legs burned from the effort of walking in the heels, the cage rubbed, my back ached. I'd let myself believe that the pretend-cleaning she'd had me do in the living room was the extent of what she wanted. But after vacuuming, cleaning, and now finishing the laundry, I realized that she really did want a maid.

I was ironing when she found me, the click of her heels announcing her arrival behind me.

"You've been a very good maid for me today, Samantha."

"Thank you, Mistress."

"I think you deserve a reward."

I allowed myself to get excited even as the more rational part of my mind told me this was a trap. What else could it be? And yet — part of me wanted to spring it.

"A reward, Mistress? Yes, please."

I began to turn to face her, but she was suddenly on top of me, one hand on the back of my neck, forcing me to bend over the ironing board. The movement had so much strength behind it that one of my feet lifted off the ground and my skirts sprayed out around me. I squealed as she held me in place, belly digging into the ironing board, her mouth suddenly right next to my ear.

"Then hold still."


Chapter 8

I couldn't stop myself from trembling as she undid each of those black satin buttons, one at a time, and couldn't tell if it was from terror or excitement.

"The first step in your training," she said as if this was some kind of explanation.

"Training for what, Mistress?"

"Satisfying me."

"Satisfying you? How?" My cage twitched and dribbled.

"The way only a sissy girl can."

The panties were fully open now, my legs spread too far apart for them to slip over my garter straps and stockings. It was a strange feeling: cool air over my exposed cheeks, my throbbing, steel-wrapped cock buried in black satin, my legs spread, bent over the ironing board. Strange, and delicious.

"You may not have realized how serious I am about this, Samantha," she said from behind me. I turned my head to meet her gaze but she raised her eyebrows in warning and made a twirling gesture with her finger. I looked away, staring across the dining room table, to the wall where a portrait was hung. "But don't think for a single instant that I have spent all this time and effort with you simply for your benefit."

"No, Mistress, I understand. I'm here to do the chores and keep the house neat."

She snorted behind me. "You're here for far more than that, sissy. Why do you think I put you in that cage?"

I squirmed. "Because I broke your rule."

"Because you don't need it," she said, as if it was obvious. "Because sissy girls like you don't have cocks, do they?"

It was a shock to my entire body. I wanted to spin around and demand what she meant but I dared not move. Instead I stared at the portrait, at the woman in it, her voluminous white dress slipping off one of her shoulders.

"I have a cock, Mistress," I said quietly.

"That's not what I've seen," she responded tartly. "Even before I put it in the cage, it was barely large enough to be one. That was the smallest size I had, and I'm still worried it might be too large. Of course, I'll never know until you stop being so hard in it." She scoffed while my head buzzed. "Is it any wonder Dani sent you to me?"

My stomach dropped to hear it. I began to turn again but Julia snapped her fingers and my gaze snapped back to the portrait. It was only then that I realized the woman in it wasn't slipping the dress off herself. Dark hands were pulling at it, the crisp satin clenched tightly in one as it pulled it off her shoulder and down her arm.

"She sent me… to you?"

"She told me she had the perfect little plaything," Julia said with laughter in her voice. "And she was right."

I had more questions, of course, so many of them that I couldn't stop to focus on one. But they all vanished when I felt Julia's finger on my exposed rear tracing a path between my cheeks. There was no teasing now, no delay — just her fingertip pressing gently onto my tight ring and the moan that it drew from me.

"I want to hear you say it, sissy."

"Say what, Mistress?" I gasped as she pushed in just enough to barely spread me open.

"Do you have a cock between your legs?"

I groaned as the finger began to swirl, running along the ridges there, and foreign pleasure rushed through me. My cage dribbled again and my legs shook.

"Don't make me wait, girl."

This is what Dani wanted for me? All of this had been a trick, just to get me here, just to — what, exactly? Make me her Aunt's maid? What was her endgame, her goal; why did she want this? Is this how she wanted me?

"You haven't crossed me yet, Samantha, and I am certain you will regret it if you do. Answer my question. Do you have a cock between your legs?"

The finger froze and the pleasure with it. I fought to draw the words up from my belly, body taut and quivering. "No," I finally managed. My voice was weak. My shaft was throbbing hard.

"No," Julia repeated softly. "That's right, sissy. What do you have?"

"I — I have a — a —"

I couldn't say it. In my head, I could hear my voice say the word, and my body responded to it as if I had, with cold goosebumps and a tremor and another twitch in my cage. My mouth was open, but my throat was tight, my words locked behind it.

The finger slipped inside.

"Oh, oh!" I gasped, eyebrows arching. "I have a clit!"

Julia chuckled behind me. "That's very good, sissy. And that's why it stays in the cage. Do sissy clitties get stroked?"

"No, Mistress," I moaned.

"No, they don't. Only big, hard, manly cocks get stroked. Do you have a big, hard, manly cock, Samantha?"

"No, Mistress, I don't. I — I have a — a clit!"

"A lovely little sissy clitty. Say it."

"I have a lovely little sissy clitty, Mistress." The words were like a spark to a fire. My cage — my clit — throbbed and spurted more pre-cum into my already-soaked panties. My knees shook, worse when she pulled her finger out and the stomach-turning pleasure left with it.

"Sissy girls don't get pleasure from their clitties," Julia said, as if she was explaining the color of the sky. The woman in the painting stared out at out me, eyes wide in terror. Someone had pulled up the hem of her dress, exposing a long leg with a lace stocking top wrapped around it.

"Where do we get it from, Mistress?"

I blinked in shock. The woman in the painting was just like me. There, nestled behind the satin folds of her gown, was a clit just like mine. It was unmistakeable — the same shape, the same tiny cage, the same padlock. I looked at her face and realized it wasn't fear in those eyes.

It was excitement.

"From being fucked, silly girl," Julia said as something thick and cool spread open my cheeks.


Chapter 9

There was pain, but it was immediately overpowered by the pleasure and the dark, sweet, illicit knowledge of what was happening. Yesterday morning I had been Aaron — a man, and now here I was, moaning in pleasure dressed in a tiny, frilly maid's outfit, my panties opened, my stockings teasing my skin, my cock transformed into a tiny locked clitty.

And now this.

"Just relax and take it," Julia breathed, one hand on my back, the other on the thick plug she was sliding into me.

"It's so big!" I gasped.

"Be a good girl for me. It's nothing compared to what you will be taking."

It felt like it was splitting me open. My insides stretched to accommodate it. The pleasure that came with it was like Julia's finger in me but ten times over. And as she pushed and it finally slid in past its widest part, my body welcomed it inside, sucking it in until it nestled against a part of me that made my knees shake and a low , grunting grunt of a moan come out of me. My clit twitched wildly, squirting pre-cum, my world closing down to nothing but my pretty dress, my girlish lingerie, and the plug.

"Oh, fuck," I moaned.

"Good sissies don't swear," Julia giggled from behind me. "Do you feel where it's pressing?"

"Yes," I managed. Even speaking made my body move too much. The plug shifted and another hot jolt of pleasure burst out through me.

"That's your sissy spot, Samantha. And if I ever allow you to cum again, it will be because of that."

The idea of having an orgasm like this was so shocking that I almost missed the implicit threat dangling there. If she allows me to cum again? Does that mean I'm going to be in this cage — for how long? And yet, even as I tried to think through what all this meant, the pleasure washed it all away. I let out another shuddering moan and collapsed over the ironing board.

Julia laughed. "You were never meant to be a man. Not with that tiny excuse you called a cock. Not when you respond so much better to pleasure where it belongs. Sissies like you were meant to be fucked, and only some of us have what it takes to do it."

Her words made a twisted kind of sense. "Yes, Mistress," I moaned, trying to stand, feeling the plug shift inside me, feeling more pre-cum erupt out of me. The pleasure was intense, but frustratingly on the wrong side of enough to have an actual orgasm. I found myself reaching behind, a jolt of shock as I felt the thick, hard base of the plug sticking out from between my cheeks, then began to press on it. The reaction was immediate. A squeal, a shake, a squirt, pleasure. That could be enough to cum.

"Ah, ah," Julia said, taking my hand away. "This isn't about your pleasure right now, sissy. If it was, I could have kept that cage off of you. Wouldn't that be lovely? You could spend all your time in those lovely frills, rubbing yourself against them in your girlish little ecstasy. But that's not what a sissy is meant to do. You need training. You need to be kept under control."

"What is a sissy meant to do?" I moaned.

"This," she said, taking my hand and pulling me slowly around to face her.

Her panties were off but her sheer robe was closed tight. There was a shadow of something beneath it that didn't make any sense, pushing forwards into the silken fabric, leaving a small dark mark where it brushed against it. As I turned, Julia gave me a small push, a physical suggestion, and I sank to my knees in front of it. As I reached to part the lace edges of the robe, it bounced and spread them it for me.


Chapter 10

"You have a —" I said, looking up at her from my knees, dress brushing my stocking-glazed thighs and tickling my exposed rear.

"A real one," she said, her voice husky with desire. "Not a clitty like yours. Not something that belongs in a cage. A cock, like you've never had."

I shivered. "A cock…"

"This belongs inside of you, sissy. And you know it. You've been getting wet all day thinking about it, even if you tell yourself it's because of the pretty clothes. But all along it's because you've known it was coming to this. You on your knees in your frillies, desperate to serve a cock the way you're supposed to. No more pretending. Now you're where you belong. Kiss it."

"Yes, Mistress," I said quietly, trembling, terrified, my panties soaked. I was wet, just like a girl, and the pre-cum that had been pouring out of me since I got dressed was nothing compared to the gush that was filling the black satin now.

I hesitantly pressed my lips to the velvety tip. It was like a knuckle, already dewy with her pre-cum, as thick and opaque as my own cum had been. This is what a real cock looked like. As big around as my fist, bouncing in time with her heartbeat. I imagined sucking it, and then I imagined more, and my body tightened around the plug inside of me and I understood why Julia had said it was just the beginning.

"Lick the pre-cum off," she instructed, and I did, letting her floral perfume mix with the earthy musk. I lapped it up, her cock bobbing in time with her moans. Every lick and kiss seemed to trigger another dribble of pre-cum that I dutifully cleaned, only for more to take its place. Soon the movement of her cock was so wild I had to grab it to keep it in place.

Julia let out a long, low moan as I did. "Good girl. You're a natural."

It should have made me horrified to hear it. I shouldn't want to be on my knees sucking a cock like this. I shouldn't want the plug in my ass. I shouldn't want the pretty clothes. But Samantha did. And Samantha wanted nothing more than to please.

"May I kiss your shaft, Mistress?"

Julia glanced down at me with raised eyebrows. "You may."

The thing that surprised me most was how hot it was. Thick and hard like mine had never been, heat radiating off of it. It was almost comforting to kiss it. And it was delicious to lick. Soon I was sliding up and down her great length, swirling my tongue on that special spot on the underside where she had teased me, kissing and sucking and teasing. I found her package, heavy with her scent, and probed it tenderly with my lips and tongue while I pumped her with my hands.

My plug shifted inside of me as I moved, squeezing against my sissy spot, the tips of my stilettos digging into my rear, garter straps tugging on my soft stockings. The pleasure of it all was magnified by being on my knees beneath her, this beautiful Goddess of a woman, sucking her cock while my clit was locked away where a sissy's belongs.

I moaned as I pleasured her, my hand finding its way to my lap. Even through the dense layers of my petticoat and panties, the pressure on my cage was enough to bring me to the bare edge of climax.

"Not your clitty," Julia said softly, knocking my hand away with the toe of her stiletto.

"Please," I moaned. "Please, I need to play with myself."

"Is this too much, sissy?" she said with a grin. "Is it overwhelming to finally be where you belong?"

"Yes!"

"Do you think you could cum from this?"

I screwed my eyes shut and grasped her cock with both hands so I wouldn't be tempted to touch myself again. Julia gasped and staggered as I pumped her, my lips wrapped around her tip, sucking the endless stream of pre-cum and swirling it with my tongue. She was hot and delicious and so powerful. All I wanted to do was be like this for her, vulnerable and submissive beneath her, my body buzzing and alive with pleasure.

"Yes, Mistress," I admitted.

Julia shook her head with that smile. "You play with your plug, then, but no sissy spurties. Do you understand?"

Sunlight breaking through endless rolling grey clouds. "Oh, yes, Mistress, yes! Thank you!"

And just as I reached behind me, beginning to thrust the thick plug in and out, she thrust herself into my mouth. She was so big that it wrenched my jaw open and it was all I could do to keep my teeth from scraping her.

There was something deeply delicious about having her inside me like that. I looked up at her with wide eyes as she stared down at me with her piercing pair. Her hips began to rock as I sucked and swirled, my hand working my plug, pre-cum spilling into my panties. My clit burned for escape, but all I wanted was to suck Julia dry.

"Good girl," she said. "I'm going to cum very soon. Does it frustrate you, darling, that you can't?" I moaned around her cock and thrust the plug into me. Julia laughed, the sound interrupted by a grunt. "There's nothing more exciting than a pretty sissy on her knees, desperate to cum, knowing she can't. But I can."

Her legs went taut, thrusting her hips forwards and her cock deep into my mouth. I almost gagged but was proud of myself for not.

"I can cum whenever I want," she groaned. "That's the deal. You wear my pretty things and I treat you the way you need to be, to give you the pleasure you want but would never ask for. Silk and lace. Teasing and denial. Serving me on your knees and on your back."

Her cock bucked in my mouth as I sucked. As I pumped the plug inside of me, for just an instant, I imagined it was her there instead.

"And in return," she breathed, "I can fuck you any time I want, any way I want, and you'll always say yes, because you're going to be so horny all the time that you'll be begging me for a real cock. For my cock.”

She finally erupted with a tight gasp and a final thrust of her hips. Hot cum exploded out of her, thicker than I thought was possible, one of her hands on the back of my head, fingers knitted into my hair to keep me locked in place. I swallowed as fast as I could but it wasn't fast enough. I coughed and gagged and it splattered out of my mouth, landing on her cock and shoes and the floor. All the while I sucked and pumped her.

When she finally finished, she staggered back, a thick cord of saliva and cum stretching from my lips to her cock. She scooped it off with her finger and plunged it into my mouth.

"Now clean up the rest with your tongue," she commanded, gesturing to the splashes on the ground.

I started with those before moving to her shiny black stilettos, tongue working over them until they were clean and polished. There were small splatters on her stockings which I carefully sucked off with pursed lips. And then finally, the last streaks still clinging to her now-softening cock, though I could feel it stirring as I licked it clean.

"Very good, Samantha," Julia breathed. "Very good. Dani was right, you were suited for this."

I shivered, trying to decide if Dani sending me here was a betrayal or something more, something better. But it didn't matter, because Julia had other plans, some last threat before she sent me away.

"Tomorrow we start on your training," she purred. "Because when Dani gets here, I'm not the only one who will want to fuck you."
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"No sissy cream yet," she instructs, her hand working mercilessly over my trembling body. "Good girls wait for permission."
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“You're my pretty little housewife now,” Grace purrs as she slides the satin up my stocking-clad legs. “And I expect you to look and act the part.”

What started as a fantasy to please my wife has awakened something deep inside me. And I don’t know how far she wants me to go.

I shouldn’t have taken so long to find a job — maybe then I could have said no to her. But now that I’m in the house all day, Grace has ideas for what I should be doing. And what I should look like.

Each day, Grace ups the ante with more lingerie, more makeup, more teasing. Now my days revolve around dolling myself up and serving as her domestic pet. The deeper I slip into this new role, the more a frightening realization takes me over: she wants me like this.
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“I love you in this,” she breathed, running her fingertips over the pink silk of my dress. “Are you as excited as I am?”

I gasped as her hand found its prize beneath my petticoat, throbbing in my panties. I don’t even have to answer — she knows I love it, too.

“There’s just one last thing you need, darling. Something to keep your mind where it belongs — on me.”

It was just supposed to be a one-time thing. A little experiment at my wife Adrienne’s behest — a way to spice things up. I put on this frilly dress and panties, she tells me how pretty I am. How was I supposed to know how far she was going to take it?

And how much I was going to want her to?

Soon, she’s not just my wife, she’s my Mistress. She has big ideas about who I’m going to be and what I’m going to do, but she can’t do it all alone. Fortunately, her friend Betty knows what sissy girls like me need, and she’s very excited to teach us everything she knows.

Including little steel cages.

How far is this going to go? Does she really want to keep me locked and in skirts for six months? What if she likes me more as Kaylee than as Philip?

Find it at books.vanessalockridge.com/my-wifes-locked-sissy-maid or…

Click here to read it right now!


Becoming her Sissy Housewife

If you liked this book, you'll love this super hot three-part series about being transformed into a beautiful, sexy sissy housewife!

[image: ]

“This is how I’ve always wanted you,” she breathed, lips brushing my ear.

I strained in my cage, body aching for her touch. To be unlocked, to be released. My dress and petticoats rustled as she circled me, fingers gliding across the satin bodice.

“Now get on your knees and serve me.”

My wife Veronica wanted things from me I never knew I could do. It started with me putting on lingerie — and in the end, transformed me into a perfect sissy housewife. Now my life is nothing but lace, silk, and the constant torment of the chastity device.

When she takes me as her bride, I fall head-over-heels into a world of femininity and denial that is as exciting as it is agonizing. When we move to Coopersville, I’m surrounded by sissies and stunning, dominant women. And when Veronica is up for a promotion, it’s up to me to make sure she gets it.

It’s the perfect sissy life, full of silken thrills and steel denial, all driven by the dominant hand of my wife — and the sissy world around me.
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	Shared Sissy in Lace and Steel
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