

Caged for Christmas Part 2: Trained To Take Them

by Vanessa Lockridge


“Are you afraid to discover who you really are?”

One silk petticoat at a time, one two gossamer stockings at a time, and endless sensual touches. Each morning I wake to a new frilly maid’s uniform laid out for me, each skimpier than the last, finding myself completely transformed by silk and satin and steel.

When I catch glimpses of myself in the mirror — mascara-rimmed eyes, pink lips, delicate feminine posture, aching for what she can’t have — I barely recognize the person staring back. And the most terrifying part? I'm starting to prefer her.

But when my girlfriend Dani returns unexpectedly, I discover this wasn't just Julia's fantasy. It was their plan all along. And now it’s too late to stop it.

I've completed the copy and line edits for your story while enhancing the dirty talk elements around chastity, feminization, and small penis humiliation. Here's the edited version with my changes marked:
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Chapter 1: The Position

A check in the mirror to make sure everything is perfect — even though I never will be for her. Last time she'd found a chip in my nail polish and teased my cage for so long I thought I was going to explode. Of course, that's not something she'd ever allow, not now. Not until I'm finished with my training.

And even then, only the way she wants me to.

Even with short hair, I am undeniably girly. Julia was pleased at "how quickly I took to the feminine." My makeup is sultry and dark, just the way she likes it, my nails a pale, girly pink, just the way she likes it, and my outfit — oh, my outfit — is frilly and revealing, just the way she likes it. Good thing I like it that way, too. I can already feel her hands on my exposed skin, fingernails running up my silken stockings, flirting with the hem of my petticoats and panties.

There are lots of petticoats. A cloud of sheer white silk that my pink skirt floats atop of, trimmed out in lace and ruffles and frills. It seems like every time she gives me a new one they get shorter, and this one is a particularly tiny one, the skirt so short that my panties are on full display, wet spot included. There's always a wet spot, now.

The neckline on this one is high in the front, the eruption of lace tickling my chin and tied tight with a ribbon like a collar, ending in a fat bow behind my head. But that doesn't make it demure. It's a halter dress, exposing my naked back to the trailing ribbons from the bow, exposing me completely to her fingers and lips. Every hem and edge is trimmed in gorgeous scalloped white lace, and there's a cute little bow at the bottom of the back opening, right where she likes to slip her fingers in while I work to make sure the plug is doing what it's supposed to be.

And it always is. Today she promised to take me up to the next size. If I hadn't seen what she had in her own panties, I wouldn't believe a larger size was possible. As I primp in front of the mirror, swinging my hips and sending my skirts swishing around my panties and garter belt, I can feel the thick toy she put inside me last night still gently buzzing, grinding out its rhythm of pleasure against my sissy spot.

That's why I'm always wet.

"Samantha," came her drawling voice from down the hall. "I'm waiting for you, darling."

"Coming, Mistress," I chirped, popping my lips.

Hard to believe that just under a week ago, I was Aaron.

"Assume the position," Julia purrs when I trot into her bedroom.

As always, she's draped herself across the overstuffed armchair in the corner, and as always, she's wearing little more than gossamer and silk. I've never seen her long legs bare before, and today's stockings are an opaque white with pretty little bows running up the back. Atop it is a gauzy white robe trimmed with long lace, tied around her impossibly-tiny waist, wrenched in by a white satin corset. It's underbust, and this time her enormous chest is on full display beneath the sheer robe. Her nipples are hard, and I can't stop thinking about what else is, too.

"It's a very pretty dress," I say as I sink to my knees in front of her. She looks down at me with her legs crossed, fingers idly drumming on the armrest, utterly confident and in control.

"It's all held together by that bow in back," she says. "All it would take is one pull and the whole thing would slip right off of you. Don't worry, Samantha, that's not the plan for this morning," she adds, noting the look on my face at the idea of being stripped of my pretty dress. "But then you'd be all mine to play with."

"I'm already yours to play with, Mistress."

She raises her eyebrows but doesn't bother to hide her smirk. "Good girl."

I bite my lip. I love hearing that.

"Show me," she commands.

I squirm as I gather my dense layers of skirts against my chest. She doesn't need to see it. She only does it because of the reaction she gets from me. Holding the whispers of silk and lace in one arm, I hook my painted thumb into the frothy waistband of my panties and pull them down to reveal the tiny cage there. It's not even the length of my thumb and barely thicker. Pre-cum is constantly dribbling out of it.

"So nice and hard," she purrs. "Is that all because of your pretty dress?"

"And because of you, Mistress!"

She snorts. "And because of what's inside of you, darling."

Before I can answer, her stiletto slides across the floor and nudges my cage. Even if I wanted to, I wouldn't be able to silence the tiny squeal that comes out of me. More pre-cum spills out onto the old oak floors, some of it running down the shiny black leather of her shoe. I bend over immediately and lick it off before straightening and looking back at Julia. Her eyes are hungry.

"Shall we begin, darling?"


Chapter 2: What About Here?

"Oh, Mistress," I moan.

"Oh, sissy girl," she replies dryly. "Look at your goosebumps."

"Kiss me there again," I beg, and she does, and more goosebumps spill out across me.

The shiver that makes my muscles quake is muted, however, by the straps that keep me affixed to her four-poster bed. One each around my wrists and ankles, forcing me to stand upright but spread-eagle, my arms and legs straight and pulled apart, giving her complete access to me.

"You don't get to give me instructions," she says, drifting around in front of me. Her robe is tented with something far larger than I have. I stare at her cock, watch it bounce beneath the gauzy fabric, its taste already on my tongue. I think about my clitty, locked away, and the promises she's made about how I'm going to cum very soon. "You're just my plaything."

"Isn't it more fun when your toys surprise you?"

"You are plenty fun, sissy."

"Prove it," I breathe, knowing I'm pushing my luck. "Kiss me there again."

She gives me a look before she circles back behind me. There's a rustling sound and she bends forwards before hesitating, her lips close enough to my exposed back that I can feel the heat of her breath on my naked skin. I moan as tension runs through me, back arching, straps squeaking as I strain against them.

"Here?" Julia says, her words brushing against me where I want her mouth instead.

"There," I moan shakily. "Please, Mistress."

"Wouldn't you rather have me touch you somewhere else?"

An electric shock of pleasure as her fingernail glides down my back.

"Yes," I breathe. "You can touch me anywhere."

"I know," she whispers. "But you have some favorite spots."

She finds one, rolling my nipples beneath the pink satin of my dress, leaning forwards and letting her thick cock slip against my silk stockings, just enough to know that she's there, that she's excited, that I know what's coming next. I moan again.

"Where else?" I ask.

"Here?" Julia says, replacing her cock with her finger, gliding up my stockings to my thighs and the gusset of my panties. She pushes in gently, the pleasure there magnified by the thick plug buried deep inside of me, and more pre-cum soaks into my panties.

"Yes," I moan. "Yes, right there, Mistress."

"Is your cute little clitty leaking, darling?"

"Always, Mistress."

"Remember when you thought you had a cock?"

"I do, Mistress."

"Now you know what a real one looks like, don't you." She laughs. "That tiny nub could never please a woman. It was always meant to be locked away." She emphasizes her point by sliding it up beneath my skirts, thick and hot and hard against the pale softness of my panties. It feels wrong to have it there — too strong, too commanding for the simpering little sissy I've become, but that only makes it hotter. She could strip those panties off of me and have her way with me, and all I could do is stay her and moan and beg and squeal and let her, my clit locked away as she uses me the way I'm meant to be used.

"You're so big," I say.

"What about here?" she whispers, her mouth on my ear, her fingers tracing down to the small of my back, picking up pleasure like a snowball growing as it rolls down a hill, until she finally pulls away and gives me the kiss I've been desperate for, right at the bottom of my exposed skin, and the jolt of pleasure makes the straps groan beneath the moan that comes out of me.

"Yes," I gasp. "Yes, Mistress, right there."

"I could do this all day."

"Yes, please, Mistress."

She laughs. "You really are meant to be a sissy. But we have training to get to, darling."

"Are you going to be gentle?" I whimper, remembering the last time.

"Do you want me to be?"

Julia leans in, her fingers on my rear, nails sinking into skin and satin, her other hand sliding up my front and clutching my chin, pushing my head back, my neck curved and exposed. She has absolute control over me. I let out a tiny gasp and my clit lets out another tiny spurt that I know I'll be cleaning up with my mouth — and knowing that makes me spurt again.

"I don't think a girl like you wants me to be gentle," she whispers. "Do you?"

It's not really a question, we both know it. "No," I manage. "No, I don't."

"What do you want?" she teases, still holding me. The straps tremor with my body.

"I want you to use me, Mistress."

"Use you how?"

"Like a pretty sissy girl."

"Like a sissy slut."

And then she shows me what that means.


Chapter 3: Buttons

Panties are hard to remove with spread legs. Especially when those legs are tied to a bed. But Julia doesn't dress her sissy in run-of-the-mill panties made for girls. Julia trains sissies, and a sissy's lingerie is as easy to access as it is decadent. Buried beneath the rows of ruffles and frills, lurking behind ribbon tails, hidden below my petticoat, is a line of buttons that runs from the lacy waistband down between my legs.

Julia kisses my back and pinches my nipples as she luxuriates in undoing them, one at a time, each movement of her hand slowly loosening the satin covering my rear and exposing me to her. She giggles every time it happens because I let out a little moan each time. It isn't long before my legs are shaking and I'm lost in a haze of pleasure.

"You're so sensitive, Samantha," she says. "Is it from all that time locked up in your little cage?"

"Yes," I moan.

"Wouldn't it be better if I took it off of you?"

"Ohh," I groan, knowing the trap. "No, Mistress, please don't unlock me."


"Good girl," she giggles. "Can you imagine begging to keep your little shaft locked up a week ago? Back when you were still pretending you had a cock?"

"No, Mistress. It's better this way."

"It looks so much prettier in panties. So smooth in the front — no bulges. Not like mine. Not that you could make a bulge with that thing anyway.” She slips her throbbing shaft between my legs to emphasize her point. I startle from the sudden heat, her hands on my waist, the way my body instinctively bends over to present myself to her, limited only by the straps that pull my arms backwards. Julia laughs and pinches me playfully on the bottom and I moan and shiver. "Pretty little sissies have clitties, not cocks, and their panties should always be flat at the front."

"Yes, Mistress."

"You're going to forget what pussy feels like by the time I'm done with you."

"Oh, yes, Mistress."

"That's what you want, right, sissy?"

She gets to the last button and my panties finally fall open. Not off, of course. They stay on in the front, soaked and covering my clitty, a physical reminder of which parts of me she wants, now. My pleasure should only come at the behest of hers. A clitty only makes the sissy it's attached to feel good — what a waste of time.

"Yes," I breathe, barely believing I'm saying it.

Her hand rests on the base of the plug inside me, buzzing along with it, putting just enough pressure on it that I know she's touching it. "Because you don't want anyone to touch that little thing anymore. Not now that you know where your real pleasure comes from."

"Oh, do that again," I moan.

She pushes in again and a stomach-twisting pleasure rushes through me in time with the thrumming of the plug. I can feel it in my toes, in my belly, running down the curve of my naked back, framed in lace and frills, can feel it pushing pre-cum out of me.

And then it goes away.

"Oh, oh," I gasp, eyebrows arching.

"Shh," Julia says. "Don't worry, darling. I have something bigger for you."

I squirm and moan, half in fear, half in excitement. The last plug was so large it felt like it took hours for it to fit inside me. I can't imagine anything bigger.

Her cock brushes my leg as she reaches around to show me the plug. It's thick and long and shaped just like she is, with a swollen head and veins standing proud. A shiver runs through me that she swallows. I can feel it excite her, twitching between my legs as she readies me for her.

"I want you now, Mistress," I whisper.

"Of course you do," she murmurs. "But that will have to wait. One of your special Christmas surprises."

I'd almost forgotten it was the holidays. I would have if she hadn't reminded me of what she had planned for me, even if she never said it outright. I knew. You don't keep a sissy plugged nonstop for a week unless you're planning to fill her with something else very soon. Something even bigger, even more frightening.

"I'm going to unstrap one of your hands," she says. "I want you to get all the pre-cum in your little sissy panties and suck it off your fingers while I put this inside of you, darling. Can you be a good girl and do that for me?"

"Yes, Mistress," I moan.

My arm aches when she releases it, but I waste no time following her instructions. She watches me closely as I reach into my panties and find the hot pool of pre-cum there, scooping it up and letting the sticky liquid dribble down my fingers before I slip them into my mouth and suck them clean, one by one, tasting my salty arousal. It's only when I see her cock twitch that I realize she's not watching to make sure I do it right. She's watching because it turns her on.

"Good girl," she breathes.

She disappears behind me again and my body tenses with anticipation and nerves. I lick more pre-cum from my fingers, noticing how pretty my nails are, trying not to let my legs shake as she pulls my panties fully open.

"Now hold still, darling."


Chapter 4: Slut Training

"Oh, oh, oh, Mistress, oh, it's too big, it's too big!"

"Shhh, sissy girl, don't you want to make me happy?"

I screw my eyes shut. "Yes, yes!"

"You need to be ready for what comes next. And after this plug, you will be."

"Yes, Mistress."

"Relax, Samantha. Suck your fingers clean and focus on how good it feels to be fucked like this. I want to hear you say it."

"It's so big," I gasp.

"Say it, sissy."

"I want it big," I say, my voice shaking as the massive plug is slowly pushed inside me. Every part of my body feels like it's stretching open, pain eclipsing pleasure. "I want to be fucked like the good girl I am."

"Good sissy girl."

"Good sissy girl, Mistress," I moan, fingers bumping against the lock on my cage.

"That's the tip," she says happily. "Look at how hungrily your little sissy hole sucks it up."

It feels beyond my limit. But I fight it — I focus on the pleasure, letting it wash over me, trying to delight in how deliciously wrong it all is. I should be demanding she unlock me. I shouldn't be in a dress. I shouldn't want to take this massive plug just to please her. But instead I lick my fingers clean and moan as it bumps against my sissy spot. I flood my panties all over again.

"Good girl," she purrs.

I've never felt so filled in my life. It's a strange, foreign feeling, but as the plug settles into place, the fullness begins to feel normal, then comfortable again, and then finally the pleasure breaks through it all and I manage to take a shuddering, relaxing gasp of air.

"Oh, oh!" I gasp as pleasure crashes through me again. It's not just thicker; it's longer, too, and pushing against me so intensely that every time I shift my weight, my mind goes white with pleasure. I can't get the pre-cum onto my fingers and into my mouth fast enough. It's utterly overwhelming.

And then she begins to play with me.

"Doesn't that feel good?" she whispers, finding my nipples through pink satin, cock twitching against my leg. I can tell she's desperately aroused, too, because it doesn't take long before she starts thrusting against my stocking-glazed leg. I feel cool wetness there. Then it begins to dribble down my leg and I know it's her pre-cum now, as thick and sticky as my cum used to be when I was still allowed to have it.

"Yes, Mistress," I moan.

It's pleasure like I've never felt before. All-encompassing — not just my body, but my thoughts, too. The knowledge that I'm a sissy girl now, that I'm learning how to please her the way I should, that I don't get to fuck anymore, now I get fucked, now my body is meant to please her, and when she's done with me, I'll be a cock-hungry sissy slut, always in service to her, always on my knees, always in something frilly and lacy and pretty and perfect.

"This is where you belong," she growls into my ear as if she can read my thoughts.

"No," I whisper back. "I belong on my knees."

She spanks me, hard, grabbing my cheek and shaking me like a doll, but she doesn't disagree. Instead, she lets me down, and I collapse to the floor in front of her, muscles screaming, body a live wire of pleasure and pain and desire and submission.

"Suck it, then, slut," she hisses, her cock swinging above me.

I waste no time. Every movement shifts the plug inside of me, grinding out more pleasure and more pre-cum. I kiss her massive length, greedily slurping her pre-cum, leaving sloppy wet marks of lipstick along her while she moans and shakes above me.

"You tease."

"You like it, Mistress."

"I'll take whatever I want from you," she threatens.

"You want this, Mistress. Don't I look so nice and pretty for you?"

"You look like a slut in your little pink dress."

I meet her gaze as I take her cock into my mouth, sucking the thick pre-cum from it, relishing in her shudder of pleasure, her eyes never leaving mine. Not until I reach behind me, tongue swirling along her underside, and peel down my dress to reveal the tops of my cheeks. I wiggle them, eyelids fluttering at the wave of pleasure from the plug, then lean in deeper, swallowing as much of her as I can.

"All mine," she says, half to herself, as she looks down at me. Her prize. Her plaything.

Her sissy.

"Oh —" she grunts, body twitching. She tries to pull away but I clamp my hands to her hips and pull her back to me, cock sliding deeper into my mouth, sucking harder, faster, letting the sounds of her pleasure mix with the deep feelings coming from the plug inside of me. "I'm — I'm going to cum —"

I almost do, too, although it's not until later that I realize how close I came. Not until I'm bent over in the living room, dusting a bottom shelf I've already dusted six times this week, my pantied rear framed by my cloud of lace petticoats and garter straps, satin hiding the thick plug inside of me. It shifts, just enough to remind me of being on my knees for her in the morning, just enough that I can taste her eruption again and feel clit twitch crazily in response. It's only then that I realize that it wasn't the pleasure from the plug that brought me to the edge — not just that, anyway. It was all of it. The dress. The lingerie. The pain, the kneeling, looking up at her, embracing where I'm supposed to be, and finally letting all the pretense and expectations go. That was the moment that turned me into Samantha.

But it almost all goes away the next day.

"Sammi," Julia calls from upstairs after the doorbell rings. "Answer that for me, will you?"

It's a testament to how far I've come — or gone — that it doesn't even occur to me that I should be embarrassed to answer it in this outfit. A sheer white number, all gossamer silk with lace trim, revealing my cage and my hard nipples and ever inch of my skin beneath it, the frothy layers of skirt split open in the front to put my cage proudly on display, the panties translucent but open only in the back for easy access. It's the sissiest outfit I can imagine: putting me fully on display, emphasizing what I've become without giving me any access to what I want.

When I open the door, I realize why Julia put me in it.

"Wow, Aaron, look at you," my girlfriend Dani giggles. "She transformed you even faster than I thought!"


Chapter 5: Plugged and Ready

"D-Dani?"

She pushes her way inside and closes the door with her foot, letting her luggage thud to the floor. Her eyes never leave me. I'm not sure whether to be worried or confused that she doesn't seem surprised. If anything, she seems pleased.

No, I think as she begins to circle me and I feel like a debutante in the wrong part of town. No, not pleased. Worse than that.

She seems excited.

"Is that any way to greet your girlfriend after not seeing her for a week?" she says.

I'm frozen. Aaron tries pushing his way to the surface, shoving Sammi's confusion away. I lean forwards for a hug like I used to, immediately feeling awkward about it. Last time I hugged her I wasn't in stockings and stiletto heels taller than my hand is wide.

Dani recoils and puts her hand on my chest. "What are you doing?"

"I'm — uh — I thought — "

She takes a step back and lifts her tiny plaid skirt. She's not wearing any panties.

"Show me what my dear old Aunt has taught you."

I watch her look at my clit, straining against its cage, put on full display by my lingerie-cum-dress. As I sink down to my knees, Aaron disappears again and Samantha reasserts herself as the slut she is.

"Do you like my outfit?" I purr.

Dani laughs. "Why don't you find out?"

With ferociousness like I've never known from her, she grabs the back of my head and wrenches me between her legs. She's already wet, arousal dripping down her leg, her scent familiar and intoxicating. I kiss her thighs, nuzzling into them, licking and sucking along her skin until finally I reach my prize and lick it with the tip of my tongue, tasting her, feeling her shiver at my touch.

"Mmm," she moans above me. "That's better."

I lap away happily, eyes closed, listening to her sounds, relishing in knowing that I am pleasing her. This is why I exist now, why I have this dress on and this lock around my clitty. Is this what she's always wanted from me? Did Julia know that about her niece before even I did?

When I slip a finger inside her and begin to suckle on her clit, I feel her knees tremble. She begins to make small little gasps. I remember those, but it's never been like this. Every sound she makes reverberates through my body. Every moan makes my clit twitch, every shudder makes me tighten around the plug inside of me. She tenses above me — then releases all at once, an explosive orgasm running through her body. She lets out one final moan of pleasure and then slumps back against the door, breathing heavily. I stay between her legs, cleaning her up dutifully, kissing along her thighs until she laughs and pushes me away.

"That's the best you've ever eaten me out, slut," she says, dropping the last word so casually it would be shocking if it didn't make me so desperate to hear her say it again. "You've trained her well, Auntie."

"The truth is that I barely had to teach her at all," comes Julia's voice from behind me. "She took to it like a fish to water."

"Like a sissy to lace," Dani giggles.

"Like a slut to cum," Julia adds, putting her hand affectionately on my head when she reaches the bottom of the stairs. Her diaphanous robe is icy blue today, trimmed with feathers and ruffles, the lingerie beneath a dark purple and full of openings in all the places to expose her excitement. Dani doesn't seem surprised at all to see the thick cock prodding the blue robe.

They exchange polite kisses on each cheek, then much less polite kisses that turn into a full embrace, and then even more. Dani's hand follows the curve of Julia's shoulder and arm beneath the robe, then the curve of her corseted waist, and then the rigid line of her cock, slipping the blue silk along it and teasing the tip playfully. Julia's moan is muffled by Dani's lips, but even as Auntie is distracted by the pleasure, Dani's eyes are locked on mine as if to say look at what I can do. Look at what you're missing.

The wet spot at the front of my sheer panties grows.

"Is she plugged?"

"Of course," Julia says as Dani lets go. "And she's ready."

An enormous grin splits Dani's face. "Is she, now. What's your name, slut?"

"Samantha," I say thickly. My tongue feels fat.

"Pretty little Sammi on her knees for her Mistresses," Dani laughs. "How perfect. You were a terrible lover as Aaron, but so much better now as Sammi." The way her tongue curls around my new name makes me shiver.

"I didn't know you were coming," I say.

"Disappointed by your Christmas surprise?"

"No!" I say quickly. "Just surprised."

She bends over, and I catch a glimpse of Julia staring at her exposed rear as her skirt rides up. But then my vision is filled with nothing but Dani as she pinches my chin between her thumb and forefinger, tilting my head back just enough to emphasize the power she has over me now. My mouth opens a fraction and a tiny gasp of pleasure tumbles out. Dani freezes, staring into my eyes before letting her gaze slide along my body, taking in everything like she expected it all to be a ruse. Then her eyes snap back to mine.

"There's one more surprise for you tonight," she murmurs. "Though something tells me it won't really be much of one."

I swallow hard and let a tremor of pleasure run through me. "Tonight?"

"Tonight," Julia confirms.

My throat is dry as I swallow again.

"Why wait?"


Chapter 6: Cum-Covered Virgin

They dress me in a virginal white babydoll, each of them in black corsets, each with their own mighty shafts. Julia's twitches and drools as she takes me in, Dani's so realistic that I forget it's not flesh and blood when I look at it. Part of it is inside her, and when she has me touch the tip, she moans with pleasure as it buzzes against her. As I stroke it, she moans more, and when I lick it, her knees buckle.

"Don't cum too soon," Julia says.

"I can do it more often than you can," Dani says, though the testiness in her voice is dulled by the pleasure there.

"She's a champion cocksucker."

"Then I better keep her all to myself."

I kneel in front of them, sitting as straight as I can, hands in my lap, back curved. The picture of proper feminine comportment, surrounded by cocks and lace and toys and silk and the promise that tonight, they're going to take me, use me, ruin me, fuck me.

They kiss while I watch, Dani's cock bumping against Julia's, hands pumping the shafts, putting on a show for me. They're not kissing like lovers. Not quite friends, either — this is something darker, hotter. It makes me shiver and squirm and suck on my fingers until finally, they pull away, breathing heavily, faces flushed, eyes glassy with arousal.

"I want her here," Dani growls.

"Sammi," Julia says lightly, not bothering to look at me.

I crawl, and as soon as I'm within grabbing distance, Dani knits her fingers in my hair and pulls me up to her cock. "Suck it, slut," she commands before going back to Julia.

I open my mouth happily and wrap my lips around the tip of her strap-on, relishing in how heavy it feels against my tongue, how thick it feels filling my throat, how wet I get as I pleasure her. Dani moans like I've never heard before as I swallow all eight inches of the shaft, then pull back only to slide forward again, feeling the smoothness, hearing the buzzing deep inside Dani. My clitty aches. It strains against the cage. The resistance is a strange, delicious, horrible kind of pleasure.

When I shift, the plug shifts with it, squeezing out pre-cum and pleasure and cock-muted moans. Julia gazes down at me as I slurp, tugging at my head, her cock twitching and dripping, but Dani keeps me firmly attached her strap-on. "I'm not done with her yet. You've had her all week."

"You can have her whenever you want after tonight," Julia says with a smirk. She looks like she's about to say something else, but Dani shuts her up with another kiss, their hands finding each other's cocks, working them together while I suck the toy that belongs to one of them and watch through hooded lashes.

The buzzing gets louder as they grind their hips into each other, kissing deeply now, more passionately, less like rivals. Dani relents and I'm allowed to suck Julia's cock, to feel the heat and taste her arousal, looking up into her eyes and pumping her. Then Dani's there again, taking control, fucking my throat and pulling on my hair so hard tears come to my eyes, until finally she lets go, gasping, moaning, trembling —

— cumming, shooting her fake orgasm all over my face and chest and babydoll lingerie. It feels real enough to me. Degrading, delicious.

"Oh, fuck, Dani," I gasp as a tremor of pleasure washes through me.

"You like that, slut? Being covered in cum?"

"Yes!"

She slaps me and it hurts and it brings me right to the edge of climax.

"'Yes, Mistress,'" she snaps.

"Yes, Mistress," I say. "Sorry, Mistress."

"Slut," she says simply. "Cum-covered little sissy whore."

My body burns with pleasure and desire. There's no resistance now — no Aaron trying to fight his way free. Only Samantha, who wants desperately to be fucked by both of them at once, but who knows better than to ask for it, but might beg for it anyway. Mascara runs down my cheek in a drip of Dani's cum and it makes me feel delightfully slutty. I moan and wipe it off with a pink-manicured finger and swallow it, never letting my eyes move off my girlfriend's. It tastes exactly like the real thing, and when I realize I know what real cum tastes like, I shiver with a strange kind of arousal.

She kisses me without warning, sucking it from my tongue, making me kiss back hungrily, then pulls away again and looks at Julia, whose gaze is equally hungry. They share another wet kiss before Dani breaks free, breathless and flushed. "Fuck," she breathes. "You're so much better as Sammi than you ever were as Aaron."

It's a strange kind of compliment. I want to hear more like it. "Am I pretty, Mistress?"

"As pretty as a sissy slut should be. You're going to turn on all the boys I bring home." A strange kind of threat that turns into pleasure as I think about it. Dani sees how it impacts me and pushes further. "Oh, yes, you slut. Did you think that I was going to be happy with a little sissy girl and her caged little clitty?" She laughs, cold and derisive. "I'm going to get all the cock I want, and when I'm bored, when I've cum and they're still moaning for me to finish them off, that's when I'm going to trot you out, cage on full display in some trampy little outfit full of bows and frills, just like you like."

My clit twitches even as I know I should hate what she's saying. Both women notice. Both women giggle.

"I'll let you finish them off. Show them what a cock-hungry sissy is good at. And when you're full of and covered in their cum, I might even let them fuck that tight little ass of yours. Is that what you want, sissy? To suck off all my boyfriends and ride them while you're locked in your little clit cage and dressed in your pretty little whore lingerie?"

"Oh, fuck, Mistress," I gasp.

Dani smirks. "That's what I thought. You were made for this. Meant for this. That pretend little cock was always meant to be locked away. The only way you're ever going to get pleasure is from a cock in your ass and a dick in your mouth. And if you're lucky, both at the same time."

"Starting right now," Julia says, advancing on me.


Chapter 7: All of Her

The plug comes out easily, bent over the bed, this time without restraints, cum-stained babydoll sticking to my body, caged clit dangling between my legs. Dani is in front of me, cock stuffed in my mouth, kneeling and leaning back so she can thrust in and out at her own pace.

"Are you ready?" Julia says softly from behind me.

"Why does that matter?" Dani snorts.

"It's her first time."

"Then she better get used to taking a cock whenever I want her to."

My squeal is muffled by Dani's cock when Julia's slides between my legs. Instinctively, I close them, letting my silk stockings caress her throbbing shaft. She's hot and sticky between my legs as she begins to fuck them, fingers tightening around my sides, her pacing picking up. She shifts and her cock suddenly shoots upwards, thick tip knocking into my tiny cage and sending it bouncing and rattling. Dani laughs.

"It's so pathetic!" she cackles. "Barely even big enough to be a clitty. I can't believe he ever thought it was a cock!"

"Made for a cage," Julia giggles from behind me, snatching it and pulling it backwards between my legs. "A little slut who doesn't need a cock because she has nothing to use one on."

"Oh, she needs cock," Dani laughs. "She's aching for it, isn't she?"

She looks down at me with mock concern on her face. I nod frantically, mouth full of my girlfriend’s.

"Just a slutty sissy girl with no real use at all except as a toy," Dani says.

They kiss over top of me and Julia's cock slides between my legs again, Dani's toy filling her body while Julia fucks my thighs and pulls back on my hair like a handle. My moans are muffled by Dani's shaft in my throat, but when I finally have a moment to breathe I manage one word: "Please."

Julia chuckles and presses against my hole. Her cockhead is thick and soft and warm, as big as the plug but nothing like it — better in every way. She keeps her grip on my cage as she presses forwards, using my useless clit as a handle to pull herself deep inside of me a fraction at a time. Even with Dani's cock in my mouth, my squeals and moans are loud, my body trembling within silk and steel as I finally get used the way I was meant to.

"You're so tight," Julia breathes.

"Hopefully she stays that way," Dani says. "Good sissies don't get loose no matter how many times they get fucked."

"I might not let you take her," Julia moans as her tip suddenly pushes inside of me, setting off fireworks of pleasure. "She's too perfect to share."

Dani giggles and grabs the back of my head and shoves it deeper onto her toy. "Then we'll both keep her all to ourselves. One slut for two women to play with whenever we want. Is that what you wanted?"

I can't answer, but she knows. They both know. I'm already theirs. And when Julia slides slowly into me, filling me with her thick shaft, stretching my virginal ass out around her cock and pulling hard on my cage, I know that nothing has ever felt this good in my life, and that I'd do anything to feel it again. I want them both to fuck me over and over and over, I want Dani to parade me in front of all her boyfriends, and I want Julia to keep me locked away.

"Take that out of her mouth," Julia says. "I want to hear her."

Dani rolls her eyes but does it anyway. Immediately, I start moaning and gasping for air as Julia fucks me deeply, hands gripping my sides so tightly that her nails leave indents in my skin. Every thrust feels incredible, every sensation heightened by the tightness of my cage, the knowledge of my place, my lingerie, my sissiness. The harder Julia pulls on my clitty, the better she fucks my ass, and soon we're a chorus of grunts and gasps and squeals, each one of us using another, each one of us getting pleasure from it.

"Say it," Julia groans. "Tell me what I want to hear, sissy."

"You're so big," I gasp. "I want all of you. Fuck me, Julia, please fuck me!"

"You like my big cock stretching you out? Taking your sissy virginity?"

"Yes, yes!"

"You'll never use this again," she says, shaking my clit, the lock rattling. "This is just a reminder of who you are. A slut who doesn't deserve anything but cock and cum."

"Don't threaten her with a good time," Dani giggles. "Is that what you want, sissy? To be a little fucktoy for us?"

"Yes," I moan. My head drops between my shoulders and I look down at where Julia is fucking me, her thick shaft sliding in and out between my cheeks, disappearing deep inside me then pulling back out only to push back in again.

"Yes," Dani repeats mockingly. "Slut."

Already the pleasure is building to a crescendo, and Dani's derision and Julia's soft promises threaten to push me over the edge. I tell them that, let them know I'm about to cum, but the words come out as a desperate moan silenced by Dani's cock and her sweet sounds of pleasure. I suck it like it's the real thing and it isn't long before I can tell that she's getting close, too. As is Julia. I can hear it in her voice, sense it in the way her rhythm starts to stutter, feel it in the heat of her body, so much more intimate than any sex I ever had before.

"What's she saying?" Dani asks, her words almost silenced by the buzz of pleasure overwhelming all my senses.

"Take your cock out and listen," Julia grunts.

"Am — am — am I —" I stammer between panting breaths.

"A slut? Yes," Dani says, lining up her cock again.

"N-n-no—"

"Yes," she drawls, the tip bumping against my lips.

"Am I — am I —"

"Let her finish," Julia says softly, driving herself so deeply into me that all that comes out of my mouth is a tight squeal.

Dani sighs. "What, slut?"

I struggle to find the words, body overwhelmed by pleasure and submission and silk and steel. Julia is patient with me. She leans down, the weight of her body on my back, her lips next to my ear. I feel tiny beneath her. "Say it, Sammi. You can do it." She drives her cock into me and I don't think I can.

"Am I a — a — am I a good — a good girl?"

Dani bursts out laughing. Her fake cock drops from my face as she doubles over, then falls onto her back on the bed. It takes a second for Julia to start moving inside of me again. But when she does, the answer is obvious. My clit burns in its cage, but even so I feel myself teetering at the edge, seconds away from cumming hard with a real dick inside of me.

"Oh, fuck yes you are," Julia whispers before kissing my neck gently. Then she bites down and begins fucking me roughly, driving herself all the way inside my tight ass with every thrust. There's no gentleness or patience now. We're both lost in pleasure. All that matters is that we use each other.

And then I explode.

The orgasm comes suddenly and intensely, my vision blurring as Dani's laughter melts into moans and Julia fucks me harder than ever before. A scream bubbles up through my chest and tumbles out my throat. "Yes! Oh fuck yes!" The waves crash into me and wash everything away but pleasure and desire and submission, a million times better than anything I've ever felt before. And still they come, and Julia is close, too, gasping against my neck. I feel her thick shaft twitching and trembling deep inside me as she groans her pleasure into my ear.

"Fill me up, Mistress," I cry as she cums. “Make me your sissy slut!"

Her cum is an ocean. It seems to go on forever, wave after wave of hot spurts flooding my tight hole, filling me completely. When it finally stops, there's no space left between us — not even the width of a cockhead. Her whole body weight pins me down to the bed, pressing me into Dani, who giggles deliriously, her face covered in strands of her own hair. She's lost in pleasure. They both are. So am I. I can barely breathe, but somehow it doesn't matter. I'm happy like this. Completely used, completely submissive, completely owned by these two gorgeous women. My girlfriend and her ex-girlfriend. My owners.

They're still kissing when we come back down to earth again. My clit is still rock-hard in its tiny cage, and despite the orgasm, I'm still achingly aroused. It might even be worse than before.

"I don't get it," I moan. "I'm still — I still want you to fuck me."

Dani snorts. "Of course you do, sissy. That's what makes you the perfect plaything."

"Always ready for a cock," Julia says. "Desperate for one."

"No matter how many times you cum from your sissy ass, you'll never be satisfied," Dani says.

"Always in heat, nothing on your mind but cocks and cum and the prettiest thing you can put on to make someone fuck you silly."

"Sillier, anyway."

"You were meant to be this," Julia tells me gently as she finally pulls out of my body and climbs off the bed. "Meant to be a sissy."

"And now that's all you'll ever be."
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Her Feminized Sissy Secretary: Dominated in the Office

If you liked this book, you’ll love this story about being transformed into a sexy sissy secretary and getting used by your boss!
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I’ll do anything if it means I land this job — even when I have to visit her house to get the job. Even when she demands that I wear panties. Even when she makes me suck her.

And especially when she bends me over.

After years of dead-end jobs, I finally have the chance for something real. Sure, it’s a secretary position — but if it means working for the stunner Elizabeth Spears, it’ll be worth it. There’s nothing I won’t do to get the offer.

Even if it means wearing lingerie.

Whenever I’m in the office, Elizabeth wants me all dolled up and ready to be played with. And when she shows me the little extra she has packed into her panties, I know I’m in for some very hard work. Am I willing to spend my days in lingerie just to make her happy? Can I really bend over for her the way she wants?

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/feminized-sissy-secretary or…

Click here to read it right now!


Feminized Bride in Lace and Steel

If you liked this book, you'll love this story about fantasies being discovered and a wife embracing her husband’s need to be beautiful, sissified, and locked.
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Her fingers play across the front of my panties, teasing the cage inside. She grins at the sounds she can draw from me from just a simple touch. I ache with need for her — to serve her, to give her what she wants.

“I can’t believe how long it took you to tell me you wanted this,” she purrs, hand sliding down my stocking-covered legs. “Because now it’s the only way I want you.”

When Jenny discovers all my browsing history and sees the kinds of things I’m into, I think our marriage is over. But she’s willing to try a night with me in stunning lingerie, and she discovers a taste for feminization and domination that will drive us to the edge of our fantasies.

First comes a cage, so she can control my pleasure. Then she wants me in panties full-time, and when that’s not enough, she adds stockings too. But what she wants most of all is a perfect sissy bride — and that’s what she plans to turn me into.

Once she’s turned my fantasies into hers, how far can I go? Am I really willing to give up everything to become her perfect, feminized bride?

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/feminized-bride 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!
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“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
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	Shared Like a Good Sissy: Her Sissy for Christmas 3


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