

Caught in her Lingerie: Punished and Transformed into a Sissy Plaything

by Vanessa Lockridge


“You look so pretty in pink, Jessica. Don't you want to stay this way forever?”

Look, I know it was wrong to look through her lingerie drawer like that, and I know I shouldn’t have put it on. But it was so gorgeous, how could I resist? So when Marilyn catches me in her pink babydoll, stockings pulled tight, trembling in heels I can barely walk in, what she does to me is a total shock. She doesn't throw me out.

She calls me Jessica.

Now, each day brings new lessons in femininity: how to walk in heels, how to curtsy, how good girls earn their pleasure. She dresses me in the most exquisite things and teaches my body responses I never knew it could have.

But all of it is just training for what comes next.
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Chapter 1: Marilyn

She must know I’m coming, but there she is anyway, framed in the heavy molding of the open doorway. One leg straight out as she sits on the bed, fastening the garter clip on the other. Brilliant red heels on. They should be too much for a woman her age, but she oozes allure, and the stilettos only make her look better. It’s hard to believe this is the woman I’ve known almost my entire life.

The garter straps curve along the underside of her leg before disappearing beneath the lacy edge of her panties. They’re just visible beneath the sheer petticoat she wears, her skirt floating atop it, both pulled up high enough to give me a clear view of, well, everything. I drink it in: the sheer balloon sleeves, the frills and ruffles along the skirt, the tiny white ribbons that fasten her gloves shut. She’s a picture of old-fashioned beauty, riding the line somewhere between aging debutante and pinup centerfold.

“Sorry to bother you, Marilyn,” I say softly, knocking on the open door to announce myself.

If she’s surprised to see me, she does a masterful job hiding it. “James,” she says, drawing out the s between carmine lips.

She sets her foot on the floor, tucking her stocking-covered knees together and making a show of drawing her skirts over her thighs. Slender hands with matching red nails smooth the silk crepe out as she throws her shoulders back and her considerable chest forwards. It’s only then that she actually turns to look at me.

“I hope I’m not early,” I say. My throat is suddenly very, very dry. “I saw the note on the door downstairs and let myself in.”

“Good boy,” she says. “You’re not early at all. I was just about to head out for my ladies’ group, but I’m glad you caught me before I did.” She gives me a smile that’s either knowing or simply bemused, then rises from the bed and clicks across the room to me. “Shall I show you to your room?”

“If it’s not too much trouble,” I say.

And then I make the mistake that will screw up the rest of my life.

It isn’t really my fault — Marilyn has left the drawer open. Later I’ll wonder if she did it on purpose. If all this has been an elaborate trap for what she has planned for me. But between her lingerie and the scent of her perfume and what I see, I’m not exactly thinking straight. The nightstand in the corner — the one that looks like it walked right out of an enchanted French château — is open, the late afternoon sunlight making every pair of sheer panties and frilly thongs glow. I can’t stop myself staring at it. Pinks and blues and pale yellows. Soft fabrics, garments I don’t even know the names of despite being more well-versed in lingerie than your average guy.

“Are you coming, James, dear?” I snap out of it and my eyes shift back to her. She still has that smile. “See something you like?”

“Oh, uh, you have a beautiful home.”

“Very kind of you to say. I figured if I was going to settle down, I might as well make it a place that reflected me and my... desires.”

I’d grown up visiting Marilyn. She was a family friend of my mother’s or something, always jaunting off to some exotic locale or dining with royalty in the Swiss Alps or taking the Orient Express to the far-flung parts of the world. I never understood how they knew each other. But even if she was older than my parents, I never really saw her as old. Experienced and elegant. Knowledgeable. The kind of woman who knows exactly what she wants and precisely how she’s going to get it.

“You’ll be here for the duration,” she said, pushing open the door with her hip and sending her skirts rustling. I tried to ignore them.

“I really appreciate you putting me up,” I said, dropping my bag on the bed. “I hope I won’t be a bother.”

“Really, James, it’s simply wonderful to have you. I know you boys must go sow your wild oats or whatever, but you’ve always had a place here. I’m glad you’re finally here to take it.” She checked the glittering silver watch on her slender wrist. “I hate to say hello and dash out on you, but the girls are expecting me. Do you think you can manage?”

I give her a grin and try not to let my thoughts wander to what’s in the room next door.

“I know how to take care of myself.”


Chapter 2: The Top Drawer

I know I shouldn’t. I tell myself it won’t be a big deal — I’ll be careful, and she’ll never have to know. I’ll put everything back exactly the way I find it, right down to leaving the drawer open.

It’s a stroke of luck that everything inside is my size. A treasure trove of femininity: lingerie softer and more beautiful than I can imagine. I have my own tiny stash at home, of course, and it’s been a bit of a sadness not to bring it with me. I suppose that’s part of why I’m sneaking into Marilyn’s room in the first place: the joy of realizing that perhaps I won’t have to be without the touch of silk.

And Marilyn has the same taste as me.

All of it is stunning. Impossible to choose. I have to remind myself that I have all the time I need to explore and enjoy it. Marilyn’s meeting will keep her out of the house until at least 10, which gives me hours to play. Really, the only trouble will be pacing myself.

So many colors. Lacy things, frilly things, dripping with ribbons and bows, each made from the finest, most delicate fabrics. There are thongs and tangas and bikinis, panties with lace fronts and panties made entirely of sheer silk. All are in magnificent three-piece sets. Some even come with matching stockings. I run my hands over the soft fabric and hold them against my bare chest. The silks slide across my skin, smooth as water, while satins feel cool and sensuous.

I start with the beautiful pink set with the frothiest white trim. Stockings first, of course; sheer and nude with a frilly band of ruffles and lace at the top and pretty little bows set at the backs of the thighs. I shiver as I roll them up my legs, desperate to feel their silken slipperiness on my throbbing shaft, promising myself I won’t, and giving in anyway, squeezing my legs together and rubbing myself between my them. I can’t stifle the gasp that comes out of me any more than I can stop the pre-cum oozing out onto them.

It’s too late to worry about that. The garter belt next. Six straps and practically an entire outfit unto itself. Tall and with a gentle squeeze, sealed at the back with a long column of white satin-covered buttons. Sheer pink silk stretches between the firm boning, each panel covered in romantic white lace embroidery. White lace trims every edge, run through with a pink ribbon that matches the bows set over the front, each garter strap, and the clips themselves.

When I bend over to step into my panties, I bend at my waist and feel the garter belt tug my stockings up my legs. Another gasp slips out of me, along with a little more wet excitement. It feels wonderfully naughty to bend like that. A good girl would squat so she doesn’t expose herself to the world. But good girls don’t put on lingerie like this, do they?

The panties only make me feel steamier. Sheer pink like the garter belt and high-waisted so that when I pull them into place, I’m completely covered in silk from my waist down. More beautiful floral embroidery covers the front, the stems of the lace flowers becoming the slim waistband that circles to the thong back. A large pink bow nestles there, above my cheeks, below the garter belt, like I’m a pretty little present to be unwrapped. Except, no matter how tented my panties are, I don’t think I want anyone to take them off.

Then a choice must be made. But it’s not really a choice at all: a bra, or the matching divine nightie?

It’s so short it barely covers my garter belt, putting my panties and my throbbing shaft on full display. The ruffled hem swings around my waist, the long lace trim fluttering with every tiny movement. It’s really more like a tiny dress — the empire waist is right below my nipples, wrapped with a pink ribbon tied in a floppy bow at my back. My arms emerge from a spray of lace trimming the balloon sleeves. It’s an outfit that makes me achingly, deliciously feminine even as it emphasizes exactly how exciting I find that idea.

The urge to play with myself is overwhelming, but I’m not that naughty, not yet. I still need shoes, after all. I find them in the closet next to a row of beautiful satin gloves. I slip on a white pair with frilly trim around my wrists, then scoop up a pair of glossy white stilettos. When I fasten the ankle strap and its pretty leather bow, I stick my leg out just like Marilyn did. When I look at myself in the mirror, any pretext of masculinity is gone. Even my hair seems girlier. I wonder what I’d look like with a little make-up on, but then I catch sight of the curve of my garter straps over my cheeks, just like Marilyn’s, and my self-control finally gives way.

I go slow, like a good girl does, running one finger up and down myself through the panties. They feel divine. Better than anything I’ve ever worn at home. I’m wrapped in silk and lace and femininity like I’ve never thought I could be. Already there’s a wet spot at the front of the panties — so much for putting everything back like I found it — but I don’t care. I lay back on her bed and pull my legs back, relishing the sensation of the garter pulling my stockings over them, and be a beautiful sissy girl.

This is just my first outfit of the night. As much as I want to let it all out right here, I know I can’t. It would be such a waste of an opportunity. There’s a flirty little red number waiting for me, and something sultry and slinky and black after that. I might even be able to sneak it into my room and wear it to sleep.

A shudder of pleasure runs through me that sends my skirts bouncing and whispering girly nothings. That makes the pleasure build and I shiver again, swirling the silk over my shaft and letting the moans spill out of me unabated. I want someone to take me like this. Another sissy next to me, rubbing our beautiful dresses against each other? My stomach twists and my cock twitches and I bring myself perilously close to eruption. With some effort, I manage to stop, sitting up on the bed, hand still in my panties, and then open my eyes.

“Well, well,” Marilyn says, again smirking, again framed in the doorway. “I really expected you to go straight for the blue one.”


Chapter 3: Such Beautiful Things

“Marilyn!”

“Pink really is more your color, though, isn’t it?”

Her heels click into the room. My eyes are glued to hers as they pierce into me. I wish I could make my body move, but I’m frozen in place, dressed to the nines in lingerie. Her lingerie. That would be bad enough if I wasn’t so damn hard. The babydoll puts the tent in my panties on full display, framed between the garter straps, the sheer pink fabric straining to contain me. I watch her eyes slither up from my stilettos, over my nylon-clad legs, to linger on my arousal before meeting my gaze again.

She tilts her head expectantly. “Well?”

“I — I —” My mouth opens and shuts like a fish gasping for air. But while my stomach ties itself into knots, my cock seems to only get harder, twitching and rubbing against the panties and leaving a smear of pre-cum there. Marilyn’s grin widens as it happens, and to my horror, that only makes things worse. “Please,” I finally manage in a half-choked whisper.

“’Please,’ what, dear?”

I have no idea what to say — what to do — what she could possibly have planned. My heart thuds dully in my ears. All I can do is wait and accept whatever punishment she decides is appropriate for this violation. She’ll kick me out, certainly, and tell my family. My friends will find out. The thought of the humiliation I’ll suffer makes me start to feel sick.

She takes another step towards me and the sound pierces through the fear. I squeal and twitch, taking a step backwards, teetering in my heels, pink and white silk and lace flying out around me. The shock of discovery gives way to panic. I start to fall over — but something catches me by my arm and pulls me back up. Suddenly my stocking-covered legs are enrobed in satin, sheer white fabrics swishing between my ankles. My head swings around and I’m staring at Marilyn as she holds onto my wrist, tugging me towards her against her dress.

“’Please, touch me here?’” she murmurs, slipping one of her hands around my waist, just beneath the swish of the babydoll.

I let out a tiny gasp and start to shake beneath her grasp.

“Or here?”

The hand slides down, fingers tracing the curve of my back, following the line of the garter straps, tracing the frilly edge of the panties. She pulls me in closer, surrounding me in soft, cool satin, my tented panties pressed against her. I lean back to look up at her as she embraces me.

“Did my pretty things get you all excited, James?” she says. She draws out the s again as her fingers find the tip of my cock in the panties. “Oh, so wet already!”

“I’m — I’m sorry —” I manage, my brain still not fully processing what’s happening, even as she begins to rub through the sheer silk.

“It’s quite alright. You look lovely, dear. Oh, and they feel so nice, don’t they?”

“Mari — Marily —”

“Shhhh.” She presses a finger to my lips. “You picked out a very pretty babydoll. Did you need to wear the matching lingerie with it?”

“Yes,” I moan. Why am I admitting this? The pleasure scrambles the fear in my brain.

“Pink is such a girly color. It suits you. Should we keep you in pretty pink things the whole time you’re here?” She swirls her fingers over my tip and a convulsion of pleasure wracks my body. Marilyn takes it as an invitation to continue. “Oh my, it seems like that’s a very exciting idea for you. Is that what you want, dear?”

“Yes...”

“Of course, I have lots of other delicious frillies to dress you in. Dresses, too, even prettier than this. Are you going to be my sweet little sissy girl?”

“Oh, yes,” I moan, brain flooded with confused pleasure.

“Yes, of course you are. You just couldn’t resist such beautiful things. Oh, and the gloves!” She scoops one of my hands up in hers and runs her thumb over the back of the lace glove. “So feminine. Just like you.”

It’s only then that my thoughts start to coalesce into something resembling coherency. But when I open my mouth to do something more than moan or say yes, she takes the opportunity to lean in and kiss me, slowly and tenderly. She tilts me back just enough that I’m completely under her control. Her tongue presses into my mouth, probing mine, as she begins to stroke me through the panties, pumping up and down my entire length. I shudder in her grasp and send my frills dancing across my rear.

Marilyn pulls away from me slowly. I try not to whimper at the loss of contact, but it doesn’t work; I don’t have any time to catch my breath before her lips are on my neck, kissing downwards towards my collarbone, and all I can think about is how close her mouth is getting to my aching hardness.

“Oh, James,” she whispers against my skin, “I’ve been waiting for this so long.” Her other hand slips around my waist to pull me closer, rubbing my shaft between us through my panties. “Ever since you were old enough, I knew you’d be a little sissy slut for pretty things.”

“Oh,” I whine again, trying to find words and failing miserably.

“Is this what you want, my sweet little sissy?” she purrs, peeling my panties down so my dribbling cock is free to rub against the slippery satin of her dress. “Your poor body has been aching for the soft touch of all these girly things, hasn’t it? Aching to submit, to surrender, to let a real woman take control of that needy little body.” They’re not questions. She took one look at me and knew exactly what I wanted. What I was.

I nod and she pulls me against her, kissing me again.

And then I begin to thrust.


Chapter 4: Milked

“You’re so hard,” she purrs, arms wrapped around me. “I’ll take care of your girly needs.” My hips buck forward on their own — I can’t believe that this is happening. Her dress is exquisite, and when I think about the petticoat beneath, the lingerie, the curve of the garter strap and the lace trim on her panties, I just need more.

Marilyn chuckles knowingly. “Mm, yes, that’s a good girl. And you’ll make a very good girl, won’t you? All dolled up like this?”

“Yes!” The word comes out as an urgent cry. I press myself into her dress harder and she gives me a squeeze back, fingers dancing across the top of my ass before sinking in and grasping hard.

“That’s a good girl,” she says, voice dropping even lower. “A very good little sissy girl.”

Her fingers tense again and this time I feel her nails dig in through the sheer fabric of the panties. She presses into my cheeks and pulls them apart while pushing herself forward, sending another rush of silky pleasure surging through my cock. I moan and she kisses me again, deeper and hungrier than before, her lips sealing over mine as her tongue plunges into my mouth. This is beyond any fantasy I’ve ever had. My legs turn to jelly under Marilyn’s expert touch, barely able to hold me upright without her.

“So pretty,” she whispers into my ear when she breaks the kiss. “This babydoll puts everything on display, doesn’t it? It exposes all your most sensitive parts.”

I’m too lost in the sensations to fully understand what she’s saying: her dress against my throbbing cock, her petticoats brushing against my stocking-glazed legs, the swish of my babydoll around me, the squeeze of the garter belt and its tug on my nylons. I suddenly become utterly aware of what I’m wearing and what’s happening, but instead of making me stop, it only makes me want more.

And then she slips her finger inside of me.

“Oh, oh!” I squeal. “What are — what are —”

“Shh,” she says. “Exactly what a girl needs.”

She pushes in and out very gently, my hole tightening around her. It’s pleasure like I’ve never experienced before, thundering through my belly before settling at the base of my cock. Even as she starts to finger me, I can’t seem to stop thrusting into her dress any more than I can stop myself moaning. I know I shouldn’t want this — but I do.

“Be gentle,” I whisper.

“Oh, dear, of course I will,” she coos. “I don’t want to hurt such a sweet, lovely thing.” She pushes in deeper, past the tightness of the ring that gives way easily once she passes. Her hand is warm and smooth inside of me. There’s a moment where she just leaves it there while I pant and gasp and squirm between her grasp and her dress, until at last I begin to settle down. She smiles.

“At least not _yet._”

Another knuckle in, deep enough now for her to press outwards and send little sparks up my back. My body stiffens as a new sensation joins the fray, one I’ve never felt before. When her fingers curl to brush against something inside of me, all those other feelings fade away; pleasure surges through me like electricity shooting up my shaft, and when I cry out this time, it isn’t with surprise, but ecstasy.

“Oh — oh — Mar — Mar —”

“Miss Marilyn,” she murmurs. “That’s your sissy spot. This is where good girls feel pleasure — not from that useless little clitty. Doesn’t that feel divine? Don’t stop rubbing yourself, dear. I want you to make your big sissy mess right into my dress while I finger you. This is the best pleasure a girl can get. All wrapped up in a frilly little outfit, like a present, just for me. But you don’t want me to unwrap you, do you, dear?”

“N-n-no, M-Miss Marilyn!”

“No, of course not. You want to feel all this lovely satin and lace. It gets you so excited, I know. No, Jessica, I’ll leave you just the way you want. And I’ll show you all the special pleasures that girls get to have and boys can only imagine.”

She drags out the s in Jessica, too, and it sends pinpricks up my back. The next time her fingers brush against my sissy spot, I let myself go completely and start thrusting into the satin folds of her dress hard enough that each stroke pushes me up on my toes. My moans have turned into high-pitched, girlish squeals. Her smile widens and she pulls me close to her as she starts finger-fucking me in earnest. A deep shudder wracks through my body; the garter belt and stockings pull tighter on my legs; my breath comes hotter and faster until it’s like there’s nothing else in the world except Miss Marilyn and me.

“Good girl,” she coos into my ear. “Good girl, good girl. Cum for me. Show me how excited these pretty things make you.”

“M — Miss Marilyn!” My hips buck forward as if possessed.

“Just think, Jessica,” she whispers straight into my ear. Straight into my thoughts. “Maybe we’ll put you in a darling little nightie with pretty bows and ruffled trim? Something with so many slippery layers of nylon that you’ll feel like you’re on a cloud. Of course, they’ll have to be see-through so I can see exactly how excited they make you. It’s very important to me that my Jessica always feels especially sissy and sweet all the time. That means nothing but the girliest, most delicious outfits for you. Once we get you out of your nightie in the morning, I have the most beautiful dress I have been dying to see you in. The petticoats are so dense you almost can’t hear yourself when they get moving. You’ll be the prettiest girl I’ve ever played with, Jessica. All you have to do is make your sissy spurties right into Miss Marilyn’s dress.”

My body seizes up in one final convulsion; every muscle tenses at once. She wraps both arms around me tightly as she finger-fucks my girly spot even faster, cooing soft nothings into my ear as I let out one desperate squeal after another. But despite the pleasure, the overwhelming power of her soft monologue in my ear, the fantasy of it all — my body just won’t let go.

“Good girl,” she breathes.

And then I explode. The first wave of ecstasy washes through me like a storm surge: intense and wild, powerful enough to take me by surprise, even though I’m expecting it. The second is bigger than the first; the third larger yet. With each spasm of release, it feels like she’s dragging another load from me. I thrust over and over again, sending more and more spurts across her dress until my balls finally give up their load. Every thrust forward makes a little more cum shoot into her satin folds. My body jerks uncontrollably between Miss Marilyn’s firm embrace and the unrelenting pressure of her fingers against my sensitive spot, and every time, the sensation overwhelms my mind and forces my body to give in to the pleasure once again. Each eruption makes my head swim and my hips jerk. I don’t think there’s any part of me that doesn’t feel good — really good — for one endless moment.

And when I open my eyes, the look on Miss Marilyn’s face tells me exactly how pleased she is with me, too.

“Well, now,” she purrs. “My sweet little Jessica is going to be just perfect.”


Chapter 5: Meeting the Girls

“But they’ll know!”

“Of course they’ll know, dear, that’s the whole point of a girl’s night.”

I squirm on the velvet stool, keenly aware of how exposed I am beneath my new dress. The satin panties barely cover my cheeks, and, despite how dense the frothy petticoat is, it’s so short that the tent at the front is on almost full display. Long pink garter straps stretch up my thighs and disappear into the cloud of white lace and silk that keeps my frilly skirt aloft. Ruffled tiers of sheer silk and solid satin alternate up to my bodice. The balloon sleeves engulf almost my entire upper arm, exposing only a fraction of skin above the tops of my long pink gloves. Bows and frills are everywhere: marching along the hem of the skirt, on each garter tab, tucked beneath my chin, at the bottom of each sleeve and the top of each glove. Even my shoes have them: a bow over each toe, with two more on the ankle straps.

“I don’t — I don’t know if I want other people to — to see me like this.”

“Nonsense, Jessica,” Marilyn purrs as she brushes blush onto my cheeks. “Haven’t we had fun together these last few days?”

“Well, yes, but —”

“Haven’t I shown you all the delicious ways your body can be pleasured?”

“Yes, but —”

“My friends are dying to see if my stories about you are true.”

“You’ve told them stories?” My voice is colored with the high tightness of panic.

“Of course, dear. What do you think we do at girls’ nights?”

“Not — not that!”

“You look darling. They’ll eat you alive.”

I squirm beneath her. That’s what I’m worried about.

“How many are there?”

“Five, and I know they’ll all want to play with you.”

My stomach tightens. “Play?”

“Doesn’t that sound wonderful, dear?”

“I don’t know...”

She sets the brush down on the vanity and I glance at myself in the mirror. There’s only a hint of masculinity left — enough to be a reminder that I’m a sissy, but not so much that it detracts from the undeniable beauty of my face. Carmine-red lips that seem permanently pouty, with large eyes that flash with pink glitter when I blink.

“You really don’t want to go?” she asks, her hand sliding up my stockings and leg. Her finger brushes the tent in my panties. “It seems like all of this is very exciting to you. Or is this pathetic little nub just confused about what it wants? Don’t worry — I’ll tell it exactly what to do.”

“It is,” I admit. “I’m just... It’s one thing when it’s you and me. But everyone will know! They’ll think that I’m — I’m —”

My words stammer into moans as she runs her finger up and down the underside of my shaft through the satin panties. A shiver of pleasure runs through me.

“That you’re a delicious little sissy girl, aching to be kissed?” She demonstrates with a luxurious press of her lips to my neck. “That you’re so much fun dressed in your frillies?” Her other hand squeezes my rear and sets my skirts dancing around me. “That there’s nothing you want more than to be a pretty, delicious plaything for a bunch of gorgeous women who only want you to feel your sissy best?” My cock twitches against her hand and she pulls back from me with an enormous grin. “I think you want that very, very much.”

“What are they going to do?”

Marilyn chuckles. “Whatever they want, dear. That’s why you’re dressed like this.”

“Whatever they want? What if they want —”

“Oh, Jessica, you know that good girls like it when people touch them there. You make your biggest spurties when I play with your sissy spot.”

My cheeks go hot. Even though she’s told me countless times by now, it never ceases to embarrass me. But then again, even when I try to push the thought out of my head, I can’t deny how good it feels... or what a rush it gives me every time Marilyn calls me her good girl.

“I — I don’t...”

But my voice falters as she leans forward and kisses me softly on the neck once again. And then again, a bit higher up. She follows a line across my cheek, pressing gentle kisses one after another until finally reaching my lips, where she lingers longer. A soft moan escapes from my throat as I kiss her back hungrily. Her fingers dance along my shaft through the satin panties, drawing little shapes up and down until my legs start to twitch uncontrollably.

When at last she pulls away, I’m breathless and aching for more. My body trembles with pleasure and the fear subsides; instead of trying to push it down, I give in to its deliciousness and let it settle inside me like a warm glow. Miss Marilyn always knows exactly what I need. Even when it scares me, I should trust her to take care of me.

“There’s nothing to be scared of,” she coos. “You want to wear pretty things for these ladies because you know how much fun they’re going to have making you feel extra special, don’t you?”

I nod slowly. It feels right: I want to make them happy. I want to make Marilyn happy. And deep down, even though it makes my heart beat faster and my belly tighten into a ball, I know the truth. It makes me happy, too.

“Good girl.”

The praise sends warmth rushing through me. The smile on my face widens; the butterflies in my tummy transform from nervous fluttering to something warmer and happier.

“We’ll just see how far you get, then,” she says with a wink. She taps me gently on the tip of my nose. “Let’s go!”

She helps me out of the chair and takes my arm, leading me towards the door. My heart pounds in my chest — this is happening so quickly! We reach the doorway and my legs turn to jelly beneath me.

“Miss Marilyn,” I ask suddenly, “what if they don’t like me?”

Her hand wraps around my waist as she draws me close and plants a delicate kiss on my lips. It feels so comforting that my fears melt away instantly. When she pulls back again, her smile seems wider than before.

“They’re going to love you, Jessica.”


Chapter 6: On Display

“She is just darling!”

“Oh, Marilyn, you have outdone yourself. My heavens!”

“Look at that dress!”

“Look at her sweet little panties.”

“Look at that wet spot!”

“I want her first!”

I can feel heat rising in my cheeks as they surround me: all five women are looking straight at me; some giggle, while others stare wide-eyed. But their eyes aren’t the only thing wandering — their hands follow suit. One woman’s fingers slide up the back of my neck and through my hair; another takes my wrist in her grasp and runs her thumb along the inside of my glove, brushing against bare skin where it dips below my sleeve. A third cups one cheek and gives it a playful squeeze. All the while, I’m surrounded by an unceasing chorus of coos and compliments: each remark about how pretty I look or what a perfect sissy I am makes my blush grow hotter.

Marilyn beams at me from the side of the room where she’s perched on a settee, watching intently as her friends inspect her new acquisition. Even though it embarrasses me to be examined this way, Miss Marilyn was right: each time one of them tells me how pretty I am, warmth floods through me and the pleasure grows deeper. They really like seeing me dressed up like this. Their approval is overwhelming, almost intoxicating. I’m suddenly giddy with happiness; everything about me feels soft and feminine and warm.

A pair of lips presses against my neck; another finds my cheek. Hands run along my arms, squeeze my butt, dance across my thigh. I shiver and moan beneath their ministrations, and every time I let out a sound, they react with giggles and delighted gasps.

“She’s so hard in these!” giggles one woman with a mane of curly brown hair that bounces around her shoulders. Her fingers have barely left the front of my panties since Marilyn introduced me. “Is this all from your pretty clothes, Jessica, darling?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I squeak to another round of giggles and chattered approval.

“She always finds the sissiest boys!”

“He took to it so quickly.”

“They always do! Put a pair of panties on a sissy and they’ll never get soft.” That one belongs to a woman with high cheekbones and a predatory, feline appearance. She pinches my cheeks between her fingers to pivot my head to face her. “Isn’t that right, Jessica?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I repeat.

“Lucille,” she says. “Madame Lucille, if you prefer.”

“Yes, Madame Lucille.”

She tries to fight her grin and fails. “Did Mary teach you those manners or are they natural?”

“All natural, Madame,” I say, my voice thickening as a woman with silvering blonde hair runs her fingers over the lacy edges of my panties. “Just like the rest of me.”

The words slip out before I can stop them, but their reaction makes me glad. A collective coo fills the room; all the women’s faces light up. The hand on my bottom grips harder. One woman leans in closer; I feel her hot breath on my neck and smell her sweet perfume.

“And just how wet do these pretty things get you, Jessie?” Lucille purrs, squeezing my bulge through my panties. She’s barely even touched it, but already it feels rock hard beneath her grasp. My body shudders at her touch. “Is it the lovely frillies, sissy, or is it how submissive they make you feel? How completely powerless and feminine? Tell us how much you need to be dominated.”

“Lucille, give the poor thing a break. She’s barely been here for ten minutes and already you’re psychoanalyzing her,” says a redhead with enormous breasts barely contained inside a dress that’s barely more than a lace-trimmed slip. She turns to address the gathered women. “Girls, girls! Calm down, for heaven’s sake. There will be plenty of time for that. I, for one, would like to start the evening properly, wouldn’t you?”

There’s a collection of good-natured groans and mutters, but the women return to their spots on the sofas and chairs arranged around the room. Lucille goes last, her eyes locked to mine, fingers slithering off of me before she settles on the edge of a couch, cross-legged, stocking-covered calves emerging from her tight black skirt.

The redhead puts her hand on my back and leads me to the center of the room, facing the women. “I’m Angelique, you sweet thing. Now, the girls here are very excited to see Mary’s newest girl. Are you ready to give us a show?”

“A — a show?”

“Just for us girls.” She trots across the room and settles onto the settee next to Marilyn, brushing her satin skirt out over her legs before she looks back up at me. “Nothing to worry about, just a little sissy fun. Don’t you want to show us how pretty you are?”

I glance at Marilyn, who gives me a firm nod. A tremor of fear courses through me. I suddenly feel very vulnerable. I’ve never had this many eyes on me before, much less dressed like this. I had convinced myself that being Jessica, dressed in her sissy best, would give me a kind of protection. A dress like armor, and a new identity to keep myself safe. But now, exposed before so many people, all those feelings of shame come rushing back. My heart beats faster; my mouth is dry as cotton. What if they laugh at me? What if they think it’s weird or disgusting or wrong? I’ve spent so long telling myself it wasn’t...

“Take your panties down, darling. Show us that pathetic little clitty. It’s so much smaller than a real man’s cock, isn’t it? Now play with it,” Lucille purrs.

“Until one of us says to stop,” Marilyn says.

“No spurties without permission!” Angelique giggles.

The women all titter at once. My body trembles beneath their stares — but deep inside, something shifts. I look again at Marilyn, who nods firmly once more.

These are her friends, I think. If they didn’t want you to do this, they wouldn’t let you. And Miss Marilyn wouldn’t make you do anything she didn’t know was safe for you.

I close my eyes and take a deep breath in through my nose. It takes every bit of bravery I can muster to force the next word from my lips: “Yes, ma’am.”

My hands fumble as I reach underneath my skirt; each second is an eternity until finally I grab hold of my panties. As I roll them over my hips, I feel the satin gliding against my skin, and as it reaches the tops of my thighs, a wave of pleasure surges through me when I feel myself exposed to everyone’s gaze. When the underwear finally falls around my ankles, a moan escapes my throat despite my best efforts to control it. My cock, finally free of satin, sticks straight up into the lacy softness of my petticoat. I shudder and the skirts dance around it, drawing out another moan and another shiver of pleasure and — from the gathered crowd — giggles of delight.

I take it all in for a moment. The women watching me, their expressions ranging from excited to eager to hungry; my frilly dress above the cloud of my petticoat. My stockings, my make-up, my twitching cock. My heart feels like it might beat its way right out of my chest. It takes everything I have to keep going... but then Miss Marilyn flashes that smile at me, the one that makes me feel like she’ll keep me safe no matter what happens. Like I can be anything I want to be when I’m with her. A good girl. A pretty sissy. Hers.

And so I start to stroke.


Chapter 7: Ready to be a Good Girl

The room fills with sighs and giggles and whispers as they watch me play with myself for them. I try to ignore how embarrassing it is; instead I focus on the pleasure: my hand wrapped around my shaft; the soft lace brushing against it; the silky feeling of my girly panties dangling around my ankle. Each movement makes me let out a little moan or sigh.

“Oh, my, she is so responsive.”

“Very nice, Jessica,” says Angelique as my fingers wrap around my shaft. “And how does your little clitty feel?”

It takes a moment for me to realize she’s talking about my cock; once I do, my blush intensifies tenfold. It shouldn’t be embarrassing anymore — Miss Marilyn has played with it countless times by now — but something about the word, or perhaps her voice saying it aloud... My knees buckle beneath me as my body seizes up with pleasure. I stumble backwards, catching myself on a table, panting and whimpering.

“You didn’t cum, did you?” asks another woman with jet black hair pulled into a tight bun.

I shake my head from side to side as fast as I can. “No, ma’am.”

“Oh _my,_” Angelique giggles. “Is that all from how pretty your clothes make you feel?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I squeak.

There’s an appreciative hum among the women as I return to stroking. Every part of me feels electric. I’ve barely started playing with myself and already they’re enjoying this show! My heart swells at the thought; each time someone lets out an exclamation of delight or appreciation, every giggle or moan or murmur of satisfaction, it just makes me want more. Every time they tell me what a good girl I am or how happy they are to see me enjoying myself this way, warmth rushes through me. The butterflies in my stomach grow fuzzier until there’s only an excited flutter — and as their excitement grows, so does mine. It’s almost too much to take: all those eyes staring at me while I play with my cock like this! But every moment is better than the last. I don’t ever want them to stop looking at me.

“Stop, Jessica!”

I do, pulling my hand away and letting my cock bounce angrily in the lace. A stricken moan escapes my lips, disappearing into the giggles of the women.

“Just the tip!”

I comply and they laugh again as tight sparks of pleasure roll through me.

“Swirl yourself in little circles, just like a girl!”

Again I follow her instruction; this time they clap and cheer before launching into another barrage of suggestions: rub slowly up and down the underside; just one finger; pump yourself right to the edge. With each command I get wetter, harder, more desperate. My hips thrust forward on their own; I try not to whimper but the sounds keep coming anyway, louder each time until I can barely control them. When I open my eyes and look around, each of the five women seems entranced by the show. Their smiles are broad, their expressions filled with lust or wonder or delight. Marilyn’s grin is enormous — and Angelique beside her looks like she might explode at any second.

“I want to see her hole.”

“Of course you do, Lucille. Bend over, sissy!”

Another taut sensation of anxiety in my chest. I hesitate for the barest moment before spinning in front of them and bending over. My dripping cock disappears up into my dress as my rear is framed by white silk and pink garter straps. The feeling of cool air rushing against it makes me shudder with pleasure, followed quickly by the heat of embarrassment coursing through me. I know how slutty I must look.

“What a slut! She didn’t even try for modesty.”

There’s a flush of embarrassment. I didn’t even know how else I would do it — they wanted to see it! What did they expect? But that rush of humiliation isn’t just shame; instead of pulling back from the women, I feel myself growing harder, more eager. Every new sensation sends another bolt of pleasure racing through me.

I don’t recognize the sound until she’s on top of me: the clicking of heels. There’s the sudden sensation of fingers slipping along my crack before dipping inside of me; her touch makes my whole body tremble uncontrollably. A fresh rush of excitement hits me. I squeal as they probe at my entrance, bending further down and grabbing my ankles to keep from falling over.

The room erupts in approval. They’re really enjoying this! All this attention is making me so hard I’m throbbing now; all that matters to me anymore is pleasing these ladies, showing them what a good girl Jessica is, how happy she can make them...

“She likes being played with,” says Angelique. “Have you milked her, Marilyn?”

“Countless times,” she answers.

“Oh, that means she likes it, girls,” Angelique says excitedly, as if this is some grand revelation. “Can she make her spurties that way?”

“Just from her sissy spot? I haven’t tried.”

“Of course you haven’t,” comes Lucille’s drawl. “You’re such a softie, Mary.”

“I like my girls to enjoy themselves!”

“I like to enjoy them myself.”

“Should we try tonight, ladies?” Angelique interjects. My muscles tighten at the suggestion, including around her finger, and she laughs. “It seems Jessica likes that idea.”

“That sounds like fun!” says another voice behind me. “Do you think she’ll spurt for us?”

“Tell everyone what a good girl does,” Marilyn pipes in.

I hesitate; I don’t want to admit it out loud again but when one of the women slips a finger deeper inside of me, my mouth takes over and blurts out, “Good girls wait until they have permission before they cum, ma’am.”

“And are you going to be a good girl, Jessie?” Lucille asks with a laugh. Her hand appears between my legs and wraps around my shaft; the warmth sends shivers up my spine. “Are you going to hold your little sissy orgasm until we say so?”

“Yes, Madame,” I say. I’m unable to keep the anxiety out of my voice.

“Well, you heard her, girls,” Lucille says. “Mary, I suppose you want us to start with something small.”

“Oh, no, darling,” Angelique says before Marilyn can speak. “Oh no. Sissies don’t spurt from little ones. No, no, tonight we’ll use something _big._”


Chapter 8: Spurties

“Get it all nice and wet, darling. Think of it like a real cock, if that helps.”

Angelique holds the thick dildo against the front of her dress, about where a cock would be if she had one — and this one is realistic enough that it could be confused for one. It’s long and thick and covered in veins. My stomach flutters at the sight. But even though I know what comes next, there’s still nothing that can prepare me for how it feels as the silicone tip slips inside me: hot sparks race up my back; my cock twitches involuntarily as Lucille lets out an excited giggle.

“Touch your clitty, too,” the woman with the bun says. “So your body learns how good it feels to suck a cock.”

I’m kneeling in front of Angelique, my skirts resting on my thighs. My hand slips down through them until it finds its way to my shaft. At first the sensations are too much; the second my fingers brush against my tip, the pleasure makes me let out an embarrassing squeak of delight and I almost lose my balance. Another chorus of giggles rises up around me as I regain my grip on myself — both literally and figuratively — but by now all those sounds are making me feel warm and tingly instead of nervous.

“Kiss it, first.”

I must have hesitated for too long, because she grabs my chin and pulls me forwards up to the tip of the cock, holding me there until I comply with a kiss. The room fills with sound again, but it’s not giggles, this time. Now it’s heated gasps and a hint of moans. I glance around the room and see hands beneath skirts or between legs — and not all of them belong to their owners.

“You have such a lovely little sissy hole, Jessie. It’s what you were made for, isn’t it? To be filled, fucked, used. You’re going to take my whole big cock for us tonight, just like a good girl would,” Angelique murmurs, tilting my head back to her.

“Oh, I can’t wait to see her get fucked,” giggles one woman.

“Me neither,” purrs Lucille.

My kisses on the shaft turn into tentative sucks of the tip. I experiment with licking along its length to the delight of the gathered women. I expected to feel silly like this, but instead I feel more aroused than ever. My dress brushes against my skin, my cock throbbing in my grip, every inch of me coated in silk or lace or satin. Of course sucking a cock feels good like this. It’s right.

“Oh,” I gasp as a tremor of pleasure washes through me.

“Good girl,” Angelique murmurs. It’s almost enough to push me over the edge. “On your back, now.”

Anxiety, again, but this time it’s buried beneath my skirts and my pleasure. As I lay back, my skirts pool out around me and pile in front of me, blocking my view of what’s happening between my legs. All I can do is feel and listen and watch the reaction of the women, all of whom are openly touching themselves and each other. Even Angelique has a hand between her legs as she kneels to press the tip of the dildo against my hole.

She pushes my legs up and back, pivoting my pelvis and opening me up to her. Her hands slip across my stockings until they come to rest on my thighs; one moves further down towards my ass before finding my cock again. I let out another involuntary squeak when she touches it. I’ve never felt like this before. Is this how girls feel for their first time?

I don’t even have a chance to answer that question — Angelique thrusts inside of me and there’s a rush of sensation: pain but also pleasure, something foreign but exciting. There’s so much pressure, so many feelings at once that I nearly scream with delight as soon as the sound escapes my mouth. My cock jumps in her grasp. The women are gasping along with me now, fingers pumping in and out of pussies or rubbing furiously over them. Marilyn leans over to kiss Lucille, who eagerly reciprocates; one of the other women joins in to lick Marilyn’s neck. Another pair of lips presses against mine for a moment; the scent of perfume fills my nostrils before a tongue finds its way into my mouth.

As she slides the shaft into me, I let out a strangled moan and my eyes flutter closed. Sparks erupt inside of me that mount into an inferno of pleasure that spreads out to my fingertips and toes. The sensations threaten to overwhelm me: Angelique pressing into me with slow, steady thrusts; Lucille watching with eager hunger in her gaze; Marilyn beaming at me from across the room. There’s no end to the pleasure I’m feeling now, both physical and mental, until all I can think about is how good this feels and how badly I want more. How desperately I need it.

“Are you going to spurt, sissy?” Angelique murmurs through hot breaths.

“N-not without... without...”

My voice trails off as another shudder rolls through me; even without words, everyone understands what I’m saying.

“Oh, don’t worry, Jessica,” Marilyn says breathlessly, breaking away from a kiss. “I won’t make you wait too long.”

I’m not sure if it’s the thought of getting permission to cum or the look on her face as she speaks or the sight of my high-heels dangling in the air, my vision framed by my stockings, that pushes me closer to my edge, but something does. My whole body tenses up in preparation for an orgasm, but just as I start to lose control — as the world around me grows hazy with bliss and my heart feels like it might beat right out of my chest — Lucille growls, “Stop!”

Angelique’s thrusts end suddenly, pulling the dildo out of me all at once; there’s a flash of disappointment until I remember: good girls wait for permission before they cum.

Marilyn gives me a sympathetic smile. She looks like she might explode from her own pleasure, as do all the other women in the room. The woman with the bun leans against Lucille, who eagerly sucks on one exposed nipple while Marilyn slurps another. There’s so much arousal in this room that I feel dizzy from it. My cock twitches angrily in front of me as my balls tighten, threatening to erupt again, even though I know better now.

“Good girl,” Marilyn coos across the room. “I knew you could be patient until Angelique milks you dry.”

Angelique doesn’t waste any time: she pushes back inside of me without hesitation and resumes her rhythmic thrusts. The sensations hit me like an explosion each time: I never thought having something in there would feel this good! Even if I’m not allowed to cum yet, I don’t want it to stop either. Just the sound of Angelique panting is enough to drive me crazy; feeling the shaft gliding along my insides makes everything else fall away until all that remains is pleasure. All that matters anymore is how good this feels, and showing them just how much I enjoy getting fucked.

My legs slip down around Angelique’s waist. The dildo slides in deeper with every push inside of me now, brushing up against some new place deep inside me; the feeling makes my vision blur. My eyes close as my hips roll forward of their own volition. A strangled moan escapes my lips; there are answering gasps and murmurs around me from the watching women. My hands clench around fistfuls of fabric beneath me until my knuckles go white; my body shakes and quivers but I do my best to keep from losing control again.

“Don’t hold back,” says Lucille from somewhere far away. “I want to hear you spurt.”

Another shudder courses through me at her words; before I can even react, Marilyn adds breathlessly, “Give us a little show, darling.”

“I need — I need —”

“Make your spurties, Jessica,” Marilyn says to the delight of everyone in the room.

The second she says it, my whole body goes rigid. It’s all too much: the sensations between my legs, the sound of Angelique groaning as she plays with herself with one hand and fucks me with the other, the feel of my petticoat and dress and stockings against me. All that pleasure comes crashing down on me at once and I find myself moaning louder and louder, the pressure building into tightness like that first night in the babydoll with Marilyn, rising, struggling to go through —

“Oh, oh, oh!” I squeal.

My hips thrust forward without control. A torrent of cum sprays out of me in hot waves, landing first on my skirts, and then on my face and all around. My vision goes white. I’m screaming now; Angelique’s gasping right along with me. I can barely make out the sound of the women watching us climaxing alongside us through the ringing in my ears. It takes so long for the last drops to squeeze out of me that by the time they finally do, I’m completely spent.

“I don’t know if I’ve ever seen anyone spurt that much,” says Lucille quietly.

“And she never needed to touch her clitty,” Marilyn says with obvious approval.

The room bursts into excited chatter again as I lie there panting. They’re talking about what a good girl I am and how pretty it was when I came but I’m too dizzy from bliss to focus on anything other than breathing. Everything feels tingly and fuzzy — even more so than usual — until my head begins to clear. The first thing I see is Marilyn beaming at me. My heart flutters and fills my stomach with butterflies.

“Come here, darling,” Marilyn whispers. “Was this a good girls’ night?”

“Yes, Miss Mary,” I gasp, still struggling to catch my breath.

“Just wait until the next one.”
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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.

Will submitting to her desires mean sacrificing the man I used to be? How far will Grace push our thrilling game of domination and submission? And if I do, will I ever want to go back to the way things were?
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“You were made for these,” she purred as she slipped the panties up my stocking-covered legs. I shivered, aching for her touch. “I can’t wait until you’re finally dressed the way you were meant to be.”

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

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

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

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/society-of-silk or…
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Putting me in stockings, dresses, and aprons isn’t enough for her. She needs me locked, too — so she can keep me dripping and desperate.

Elsie transformed me into a locked, pantied sissy ready to serve and please her however she wants. But just satisfying Elsie — as well-endowed as she is — isn’t enough. She needs to introduce me to her friends so they can see how well she’s trained me.

And they’re all very eager to show me what a sissy is for.

But once I pass their hard tests and am welcomed into the Sissy Salon, my days of servitude are only beginning. Elsie is going to lend me out to whoever wants me, and I’ll have no choice but to do exactly what they want. In my tiny panties, frilly dresses, and steel cage, can I be the sissy she taught me?

And what happens if I realize I never want to go back?

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/feminized-for-her-friends or…
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“I knew exactly what you wanted,” she purrs, letting her fingernails drag over my skin. They tease the lacy edge of my dress. “And I gave you exactly you needed.”

I bite my lip as I think about what she locked away from me — and how good it makes me feel.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I answer, and take another step into her silken world.
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