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by Vanessa Lockridge


“You're going to look so pretty locked up for me," Marilyn whispers as she slides the cage around me. "And soon, you won't even want it off.”

They dress me up in a white chiffon confection, cooing and teasing, my panties and everything else on display. Then the women of the Pink Peony Sisterhood bend me over a chair and give me the kind of pleasure only a sissy girl is allowed.

I love every second of it.

Every day brings new lessons in submission: learning to curtsey, how to satisfy, and — if I’m a very good girl — how to find my pleasure the way a sissy should. Not from the useless thing between my legs, but from being used, from being pretty, from being theirs.

And this is just the beginning.
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Chapter 1: The Last Touch

Marilyn is standing in front of the mirror when I walk in. She put me in one of the tiny babydoll outfits she loves to see me in — the sheer kind, with the tiers of ruffles and the cap sleeves and a skirt that barely goes past my belly button. No panties this morning. I knew what that meant the moment I got up. Stockings, of course, and a garter belt that’s an eruption of lace and ruffles, finished with a pretty bow at the front and another over my rear. All of it in a darling pale blue that matches the shade of my stilettos.

“Nice and hard, as always,” Marilyn says with obvious delight.

Her gaze meets mine in the mirror and I give her a curtsey, fanning out the skimpy skirt and failing to suppress a shiver as my garter belt tugs on my stockings. Even after a month, I’m still not used to their silky embrace.

“You look beautiful,” I say.

She’s wearing a long, sheer nightgown that melts into loose ruffles below her knees. It clings delicately to her curves, glazing her in sheer silk, exposing just as much as it covers. The halter top is tied in a large bow that trails down her exposed back. The opening is trimmed in wide, flat lace, curving down her entire back and reaching nearly to the top of her cheeks.

I don’t waste any time moving to kiss it.

“Oh, Jessica,” she breathes as I press my lips on her naked skin. Each time I move, I leave a glossy pink lip print behind.

I start on my knees, my throbbing shaft pushing up into the gauzy nightgown. With every kiss further up her back I let out an excited giggle that grows higher-pitched with each step until I’m panting through them; by the time I reach her shoulders, I can barely breathe at all. My body trembles uncontrollably when I try to stop myself from cumming right there on the spot — | I have better self control now, but it still takes effort to follow her rules.

“I have something special planned for you this morning,” Marilyn says when she turns. Her nipples are hard, the fabric pouring off of them like sheer white waterfalls. I lean in to kiss them but her hand intercepts me, hooking around my jaw and pulling me back up to standing. “To take you even further along your sissy journey. To make you into the lovely girl I know you’re just aching to be. Does that sound nice, Jessica?”

Before I can answer, her hand wraps around my shaft and begins to slowly stroke. A shiver of pleasure washes through me so suddenly that I stumble; it’s only by grabbing onto Marilyn’s waist that I manage to stay upright. Even if I wasn’t already rock hard, that would have done the trick! But she knows just how to get me going: a few more pumps of my cock and she’ll make me explode all over myself.

“Yes, Miss Mary,” I breathe. She pulls me into a fold of her silk nightgown and begins to stroke me with it. The sensation is enough to make me lose control and begin to moan again, louder with every passing moment.

“Good girl,” she says. She doesn’t let go; she just keeps stroking me gently, pushing me closer and closer until I’m almost ready to cum without warning, then slowing down again before I tip over the edge. “I’m afraid it might be a bit... uncomfortable for you. But I promise, it will be worth it, and it will make me so proud of you. It will be so much fun for the both of us.”

I squirm in pleasure and mounting fear in her grasp. My babydoll swings around me, the lace hem brushing against the small of my back and my waist. Marilyn leans forwards to kiss me and I let out another happy moan. Her tongue slips inside my mouth as her hand continues to move along my shaft, teasing me with soft caresses that are bringing me close to orgasm but not letting me get there. There’s nothing I can do about it; the longer it goes on, the harder it is to focus on anything else at all except the building pleasure inside me.

“Are you going to be a good sissy girl for me?” she murmurs when she breaks away from me. “A perfect girl? Let your Miss Mary give you what you deserve?”

“Yes, yes,” I gasp. My whole body is trembling now. Another few strokes like this and I’ll spurt everywhere. She knows it, too: that’s why she stops and lets go of my cock just before it happens. All I can do is watch as it bounces around angrily between us, tiny and dribbling, twitching every time she touches it. But no matter how desperately I want it — no matter how much it aches for her touch again — Marilyn has other plans.

She pulls away and takes me by the hand instead, depositing me on the bed before going to her nightstand. My mind races as she searches through it. Is she getting out another dildo? Some kind of strap-on or harness? Maybe some more beads...

But instead she withdraws something I don’t recognize at first glance. When I realize what it is, my heart stops. A cold shiver runs down my spine that’s so powerful that I’m left shaking from head to toe when it finally subsides. I’ve never been afraid like this in my life but all at once I feel terrified. It doesn’t help that I’m already aroused. My cock jumps up with excitement against my babydoll despite my fear.

“Isn’t that funny,” she says, tapping my throbbing cock through the silk when she sits on the bed next to me. “That’s exactly what this is meant to deal with.”


Chapter 2: Caged

“Will it hurt?” I whimper.

“It might be uncomfortable for a while,” she says, kissing my neck and stroking me through the babydoll while I stare at it. “But before you know it, you won’t even want to take it off.”

“And I have to?”

“You have to.”

“What if I say no?”

“Then all these lovely clothes will go away,” she purrs, sucking my nipple through the sheer fabric and drawing out a moan from me. “And you won’t get to be my sweet little girl anymore. You don’t want that, do you, Jessica?”

“No, Miss Mary,” I moan. My toes curl against the floor in my stockings.

“No,” she repeats. “You want to be my good sissy. And good sissies do exactly what their Misses say, don’t they?”

“Yes, Miss Mary.”

“Yes. So when I want to lock your little clitty in a cage, what do you say?”

I squirm beneath her. My heart is beating so hard it feels like it might burst out of my chest. But when Marilyn presses another kiss on my lips, all that anxiety washes away; when she reaches between my legs and begins to stroke me again, the fear begins to melt away. All that remains are the silky touches of her hand on me, caressing my shaft through my babydoll and bringing me close to climax but never letting me cum. It’s too much. Even if I wanted to say no, there’s no way I can focus long enough to do it — let alone fight her off. She knows I’m not strong enough for that. She knows how badly I need this.

“When I want to lock your little clitty up in one of these lovely cages...” Her fingers tighten around my cock, giving it a squeeze until I squeak in response. It barely peeks out from beyond her fist. The sound makes her laugh quietly as she moves in to suck at my nipple again. “...What do you say?”

Another whimper escapes me. My vision is blurry now with arousal. She knows I won’t last much longer like this: I’ve told her that before, about how much I love how she teases me until I’m desperate for an orgasm... and just when I think I’ll finally get it, she takes it away. How can I be expected to resist when she keeps doing this?

“Y-yes, Miss Mary.”

She lets out a quiet, satisfied moan. “You’re such a good girl for me,” she says, squeezing harder as she begins to pump her fist along the length of my shaft faster than ever. The pleasure hits me so hard that I begin to lose control of my own body; I start thrusting forward uncontrollably in time with her strokes, pushing myself up into her grasp. “Oh, are you going to make your spurties, darling?”

I screw my eyes shut and nod.

“Good girl,” she giggles. “Should I help?”

I can’t imagine how else she would — until she slips off the bed and pushes my legs open, her hand on my cock the entire time, until she replaces it with her mouth. Her lips press against my skin as her tongue swirls around my tip. The sensation is too much. She’s never done this before. There’s no way I can fight the pleasure. And yet, even as I thrust and she kisses and licks and teases, that’s all I get: teased. If she was skilled with her hands, she is a master with her mouth, keeping me right on the barest edge of climax without letting me cross over.

“Just think how pretty your cage will look in all your sheer panties,” she breathes, pumping my slick cock with her hand. “Tell me how much you want it, Jessica, dear.”

It shouldn’t turn me on like this to do it. “It’ll make me such a good girl for you,” I half-moan, half-whimper. “Being locked in a little cage. Being yours, Miss Mary, as you make me into your perfect little sissy girl.”

“That’s right.” She doesn’t stop teasing my shaft; instead, her other hand moves lower, cupping my balls, squeezing them gently through the babydoll fabric until another moan escapes me. “Because as good as all these pretty clothes feel, I know how distracting they are, and how much work they are for me. I can’t keep making you have your spurties this many times every day, can I?”

My balls feel so full that they ache, and I can tell she knows. She can tell just how badly I need to cum right now but I’m not allowed until she says so.

“I could — I could do it — do it myself —”

“Oh, Jessica,” she giggles. “If I let you do that, you wouldn’t do anything else, would you? No, you’d spend all your time trying on pretty things and touching your little clitty and I’d never see you again. It would be so sad! And all the girls would miss you too, of course. No, dear, this is the only way to manage a sissy, I’m afraid.”

My body is covered in sweat as I squirm beneath her ministrations. Her hands are everywhere at once: sliding across my skin, stroking me, fondling me — even brushing up against my hole every time I thrust forward and push myself further into her grasp. The sensations keep piling up on each other until all that remains are moans of pleasure escaping me faster than I can think.

“I can be — I can be good, a good girl,” I stammer. “You don’t — you don’t have to lock me up.”

“Can you, Jessica?”

“Yes! Yes!”

“Were you a good girl when you put on my sweet, frilly lingerie that first night?”

My eyes flutter closed as her touch takes over all of me. The room spins around me; for a moment it’s just us here together, with nothing else. She doesn’t need an answer, either, because she knows already. She knew from the start what I’d say yes to... and how far she could push me to get there. And now I’m at the point where I know it too: all she has to do is ask, and I’ll give her anything. Whatever she wants. No matter how much it might hurt or humiliate me — no matter how afraid it makes me feel.

“No,” I groan.

“No,” she repeats. “No, you weren’t a good girl at all. And I can only trust good girls.”

She kisses me softly. A shiver runs through me, starting somewhere in the base of my spine and traveling outwards until every part of my body feels like it’s glowing with pleasure.

“But I was a good girl at the first girl’s night. And I have been ever since!”

“You have,” she whispers, kissing me again, rising up and pushing me backwards onto the bed. Her weight presses down on me. “You are a very good girl, Jessica, and this will help make sure you stay one.”

From the headboard, she produces two black leather cuffs attached to matching straps. They are surprisingly harsh against the soft fabrics of the bed and our outfits, black leather slashing against delicate chiffon and beautiful lace. The contrast is frightening and strangely arousing — at least until she fastens them around my wrists. I gasp as she tightens each of them. When I pull at them experimentally, they clink dully against the metal that holds them to the wooden slats beneath us. My heart races. Suddenly, all of this feels so real — and so dangerous. But just as I open my mouth to speak, Marilyn presses her finger gently against my lips.

“Shh,” she breathes, slipping between my legs to sit before me. Her hand wraps around my cock; even though it’s slick from her saliva, I can still feel the friction of skin on skin. “This won’t hurt a bit.”

The metal ring is cold when it first touches my skin, but by the time she settles it around the base of my shaft and balls, it’s warmed to my body temperature. The cage is next. It seems far smaller in her hand than it did on the nightstand. Impossibly small. How could I fit in it? She squeezes it around me, my cock softening, arousal draining out of me to leave a sick fear in its place. It feels unreal. How could this be happening?

How could I let it be happening?

“Do you want to know the real reason I’m doing this?” she whispers in my ear.

The padlock clicks, the sound muffled by our bodies, sealing me inside. Her hand slides back and forth over my cage; somehow I’m swelling against it already. It’s tight and uncomfortable, but not painful.

“Why?” I whimper.

“Because I think you’re so much hotter when you’re locked, desperate, and mine.”


Chapter 3: Begging to be Hers

“How does it feel?”

All I can do is moan beneath her. I want to rip off the straps, wrench off the cage, do anything so I can feel her lips on my cock and not on the metal containing it. Her mouth is so close I can almost feel it. Instead all I get is the teasing touch of lace and ribbons on my skin, her nails digging into my skin, the brush of her nose against my thighs.

“You were so close to cumming, dear,” she murmurs. Her hot breath sends a shiver of constrained pleasure through me. “You must be so very desperate in this.” She taps the cage, red-manicured finger clacking against it.

“Yes,” I groan.

“Poor thing. I know this is the hardest part. The denial. That’s why I had to tie you up, Jessica. A sissy’s first time is so hard — she can barely contain herself. This is for your own good, trust me. Don’t worry, soon you’ll be used to it.” She slithers up my body, nylon nighties buzzing deliciously together, and whispers into my ear. “Soon you won’t even want to be unlocked.”

Our legs intertwine. Stockings on stockings, arousal on arousal. My muscles tense until I’m pulling so hard at the straps that they’re digging into my wrists. Marilyn kisses my neck, my jaw, along the frilly line of my neckline. All I want is her touch, but not there, not on my nipple, not on my cheek —

“Please,” I gasp.

“’Please,’ what?”

“Take it off.”

Her fingers curl cruelly around the hem of my babydoll. “But I thought you liked it, Jessica!” The drawn-out s shoots straight down my spine.

“No, no, no.”

“You want to stay my pretty little girl?”

I nod frantically.

“Say it.”

My cage twitches and the padlock clinks. “I want to be your Jessica, Miss Marilyn.”

“You’ll do anything I tell you to do if it means you can wear your lovely frillies. You want to do anything I tell you, don’t you? Don’t you want to be my darling obedient little sissy girl?”

I shudder. At the pleasure? The denial? The touch of the babydoll?

“You’re mine to play with, Jessica. To dress up like a sexy, slutty little plaything, just for me and my friends. In all sorts of lovely little dresses and nighties and lingerie. Satin panties and silk stockings and negligees that show off just how deliciously excited it all makes you. You’ll do it because you’re a good girl, aren’t you?”

“Y-y-yes!”

“I want to hear you say it, Jessica, dear.”

“I’m your — your good girl, Miss Marilyn.”

She shifts one leg over me until she’s straddling me, her nightie a sheer haze surrounding my cage. I watch through it as she begins to rub herself against me, and even with the steel locked around my shaft, I can feel how wet she is.

“Yes, yes you are,” she moans, planting her hands on either side of me. “A perfect little sissy girl with a darling little clitty all locked up, just for me. Just for me.”

Clitty. The word shakes me to my core. I pull against the restraints again and succeed at nothing but cutting them deeper.

“You like it when I call it that,” Marilyn breathes. “I can feel you twitch underneath me.”

“I have a cock,” I moan. Somehow this is the line: the lingerie, the dresses, the fingering — all of it was deliciously wrong and achingly pleasurable. As long as I had that last bit of plausible deniability, it was nothing more than illicit fun. But this goes far beyond that. With the last proof of my masculinity locked in a cage, transformed into a clit, how can I claim to be a man?

“Do you,” she murmurs, grinding against me. She leans down until her lips are right in my ear again and starts to whisper. “Are you sure?”

“Yes!”

“Do you think boys get this hard in their pretty frillies?” Then she lets out a moan. “There it goes again, right on my clit. There’s no need to lie, Jessica, dear. I know what you need.”

“I am a boy.”

“Not anymore. Boys don’t get to wear stockings.” Another moan as my body gives me away. “And you love your stockings. These are so cute, with the frilly lace around the top. I love seeing you in lace and sheer silk, Jessica.” She gasps and grinds against me again. “You’re going to make me cum like this, dear. Just our clits together. Your body is mine to play with now. With that cage on, you can’t even get pleasure like a boy anymore!”

My heart thunders. It’s the only thing I can hear over the sound of her perfect, awful words.

Her lips trail up the side of my neck and send a shiver of pleasure through me despite everything else I feel. When she pulls back and kisses me on the mouth again, it’s not soft and gentle: instead it’s deep and hungry, her teeth nipping at my lip. She knows I’m lying to myself. The fear and panic coursing through me mixes with the pleasure until they’re indistinguishable from one another.

“No,” I gasp between kisses.

“That’s okay, though,” she says. “Because my good sissy girl Jessica doesn’t want pleasure like a boy anymore, does she?”

It’s a test. Say yes — is it a lie? — and tell her I want the cage off, and I know this will all be over, almost before it even began. Insist I’m a man, that I have a cock, and it all goes away. No more dresses and skirts. No more Miss Marilyn whispering in my ear. No more girl’s nights. It would be so easy. Just a single word and I could make the desperation end. Is the touch of silk and her adoration worth what I have to give up? What I have to become?

“No,” I whisper. “I don’t.”

A tremor of pleasure wracks her body. Her fingers tighten around my arms, nails digging into the sides of them so deeply that it hurts, her legs squeezing my pelvis. I can see her arousal spilling over my cage and soaking my panties. The curve of her back is so arched that it seems to be choking off every sound she wants to make. The light spilling across her face finds the edges of her features: the sharp red line of her lips, the softer curve of her jaw, the immaculate cat-wing eyeliner. For a burning moment, the world freezes, and I think about what I just said. What I just committed to.

She screams when she cums. The sound is high and surprisingly girlish for a woman like her. There’s something almost innocent in it — almost like the squeal I made the first time she wrapped me up in a silken nightie and stroked me to climax. It is, I slowly realize, the sound of an orgasm built from pure, untainted pleasure. This is what she wants. What she’s always wanted: me in silk and steel, tied up beneath her, admitting that I want to be her sissy girl more than I ever wanted to be a boy.

“Good — girl —” she gasps out. Her orgasm is a rising wave and it’s still building, her body still shaking.

It’s a rush. It feels like nothing else in the world to know that I did this to her. That simply by being her Jessica, I can make her cum. Not with my locked little clitty but with my submission; not naked and above her, but wrapped in satin and nylon and lace, buried beneath her, completely vulnerable to her will and desire. My body gives itself away: as if on cue, every part of me reacts all at once. My nipples tent the sheer babydoll, my muscles clenching so tightly they ache. Pinpricks erupt out over my skin where my hair used to be before she shaved it. My clit is so tight in my cage that I’m not sure which one will erupt first.

But it’s not quite enough.

When she finally comes down, she thrills in testing my reactions. Nails on my ribs draw out squeals and twitches; lips on the lower curve of my belly |make me buck and shout; a fingertip over my nipples make me shiver and moan. The pleasure is still there — more intense than ever now that I’ve admitted to myself how badly I want this, how desperately I need this — but it’s not what I want. What I crave. The orgasm that was building when Marilyn started grinding against me has died away now, leaving only an emptiness that aches for more.

“You’re leaking,” she giggles, peeling back my nightie and exposing my cage. I’m furiously hard inside of it, but it barely seems to be full. A stream of pre-cum spills down it. “Nice and wet, just like a good girl.”

I bite my lip and nod. My hips jerk again.

She dresses slowly. Teasingly, making sure I watch as she covers herself in beautiful, sheer things that emphasize her curves and beauty. And when she finishes, with stockings and a diaphanous robe that floats around her like a dark blue cloud, she kisses me again. There’s still passion, but it’s not sexual. The desire is about me and who I am to her now. What she can do to me. What she wants from me.

“Good girl,” she whispers as she finally removes the straps from my wrists. “Who are you, now?”

“Jessica.”

“My perfect, delicious Jessica.”


Chapter 4: Milked

“Divine,” Angelique says simply when I am presented. “Has she learned service yet?”

“Not yet, but you know how sissies react to these uniforms.”

“You didn’t have to give it to her yet.”

“I guess I’m a softie, then,” Marilyn chuckles. “Isn’t that right, Jessica, dear? Do you like your pretty new outfit?”

My clit hasn’t softened since I put it on that afternoon — though that might be because of the cage, and the events of the morning, and how every fiber of my body is buzzing with some foreign pleasure that is as wonderful as it is terrible. All I can think about is the denial, except when I think about how beautiful Marilyn is, except when I think about how beautiful my dress is.

A maid’s outfit, made by someone with no sense of the word “excess.” My legs are encased in stockings, of course, made from sheer black nylon with lace tops and pretty white bows on the backs. “A pretty little surprise for anyone lucky enough to see you from behind,” Marilyn had said. Garter straps tug them up underneath the frilly white cloud of my petticoat. The undulating layers of silk are so dense that it almost doesn’t move when I walk, the ruffled tiers of the skirt floating atop them like a boat on a pond. Each row of black satin is trimmed with frothy white lace punctuated with pretty black bows. The pinafore sits atop them and is wrapped around my chest, too, the ruffled straps crossing at my back and tied in an enormous white bow. My arms emerge from enormous balloon sleeves trimmed with white lace. Only a fraction of my arms are exposed, however; Marilyn insisted on white satin gloves that go up past my elbow. A black ribbon around my neck and a pretty black bow in my hair are the frosting on a frilly satin cake.

Angelique is right — it is divine. It swishes and sways with every step, the heavy layers of soft fabric dancing around me. Petticoats tease my legs as the bodice squeezes me. All of it is a constant reminder that I am Jessica now. And all of it keeps my caged clit intensely, furiously hard.

“It’s lovely,” I murmur, feeling my cheeks redden as Angelique examines me. “Thank you, Miss Marilyn.”

“No panties?” Angelique says with a barely-concealed grin. “The poor girl is dripping!”

“Again?” sighs Marilyn. “Solange says she won’t finish with those until Friday, but she’d let me take the dress now.”

“And you were obviously unable to resist that. But you mean to tell me you don’t have any black satin panties?”

“None that go with that dress!”

Angelique shakes her head with a knowing smirk. “You don’t always have to be a perfectionist, Mary. Sometimes keeping your floors dry is worth putting her in the ‘wrong’ panties.” Her gaze snaps up to me so sharply it makes me startle. “Come over here, girl. Let me deal with this.”

“Oh, Angelique, there’s no need —”

“It would be my pleasure, Mary.” The grin finally blossoms on her face. “Really, I can see why you’ve been having so much fun with her. She really is a beauty. And the sounds she makes...”

I mince over to them. Angelique is sitting in the velvet armchair next to the fireplace while Marilyn is sprawled out on the couch. I make sure to give her a full view of my rear framed by the petticoat — and a view of the little white bows on my stockings. “Can I help you, ma’am?”

Angelique chuckles. “Did you teach her that?”

“I didn’t have to.”

“You really are a natural, girl.”

I gasp when she touches the tip of my cage, letting the pre-cum drool out of me into her cupped hand. When she has enough, she lifts it towards me and raises her eyebrows expectantly. I balk. She can’t be serious.

“As a heart attack,” she says.

Hesitantly, I bend towards her hand. Marilyn makes a happy sound as more of my naked rear is exposed to her.

“All of it?” I squeak.

“You don’t want to find out what will happen if you don’t,” Angelique says, her voice as pleasant as ever.

It’s wrong. I shouldn’t want this.

But I do.

I stick out my tongue and begin lapping up my own slick pre-cum from her palm, my mild saltiness mixing with her heavy, floral perfume. It’s an electric kind of thrill, just like every time I look at my reflection in a dress too pretty for words. It only grows stronger as Angelique watches me, the corner of her mouth rising slightly higher than the other, until my tongue reaches its last destination: between her fingers. The taste disappears when she wipes her hand over my face, smearing my arousal over my lips.

“Good girl. Sit.” She pats her thigh. Her pencil skirt has ridden up high enough to expose her garter tab through the slit.

My dress rustles and petticoats sway as I obey, the dense layers of frills threatening to engulf her. She reaches beneath them and I squeal when I feel her knuckles knock on my cage. For an instant, I let myself believe she’s going to unlock me and I’ll finally get the relief I burn for. But instead she puts a firm hand on my back and pushes me forwards so I topple across her lap in a great spray of white silk and lace.

“Stay,” Angelique says coolly.

Her fingers work at my cage, collecting more pre-cum, but instead of plunging them into my mouth, she slips them between my cheeks.

“Oh!” I gasp. There is no preamble like there was at the Pink Peony Sisterhood meeting. There’s almost no sensuality to it: just a simple, practical movement, two fingers curled inside me, thrusting gently in and out, fingertips pressing on my sissy spot. There is pleasure, of course — how could there not be, with my dress and cage — but the pose and her clinical simplicity make it obvious that pleasure is not the point.

“Really, Mary,” she says as she works. “Milking a sissy solves so many problems.”

“I enjoy an overheated girl in her frillies.”

“It would solve the dripping problem. And it’s not like this one is going to be any less aroused afterwards. Goodness, you could show her a polyester slip and as long as you told her she could wear it, the girl would be begging for it on her knees.”

It’s humiliatingly efficient. The pressure builds until I’m whimpering and gasping; despite her objections, Marilyn can barely contain her pleasure as she watches. I squirm against Angelique’s lap and feel her stockings slip against my dress and petticoat. I can’t escape my own arousal no matter where I look or what I think of: whether it’s her eyes watching me intently as I twitch and moan, or my own reflection in the mirror across from us, draped over her like an oversized ragdoll with a silly face smeared in pre-cum, dress askew, petticoats in disarray, and mouth in a perfect O of excitement to be dressed and used like this.

“Are you close, Jessica?”

“Yes,” I moan, eyebrows knit together, nodding so frantically it makes my skirts swish.

Marilyn laughs delightedly.

“Into my hand, darling. Don’t get any of your silly little spurties on that lovely dress. You’d hate to have to clean it, and that wouldn’t even be the worst of your punishment. There we are. Let it all go. Don’t hold back. Just think about how pretty you are. What a lovely sissy girl you are now, and get all those awful boy juices out of you.”

I gasp and twitch over her leg as the pleasure and pressure merge into a buzzing sensation inside of me. My clit is so hard in its tiny cage that it hurts, but instead of making me less aroused, it only makes it worse. Every part of my body tenses for one long, blissful moment, then —

“Oh!” I scream.

Thick ropes of cum erupt from my cage into her waiting hand, but she doesn’t stop working my sissy spot. Her fingers move at the same rate, the pressure maintained there as I twitch and explode and drain myself. Marilyn moans softly as she watches us. It’s not enough: Angelique keeps fingering me, coaxing more of my pent-up seed from me. It’s a shock that I can cum at all in a cage, much less like this. It’s not so much being pleasured as it is a procedure. The whole thing has hardly lasted more than a minute.

When the last drops drip from me, I can barely see straight. My whole body feels light and heavy at once. She doesn’t stop until she has squeezed out every drop of what made me a man, leaving only an exhausted, whimpering sissy girl who can think about nothing other than being wrapped up in lingerie.

But Angelique has other ideas.

“Clean,” she commands firmly, thrusting her hand in front of my face. There is far more cum there than there ever was pre-cum, and this time the arousal is far less intense. The illicit thrill is gone. Now I only feel humiliation as I lap up the acrid fluid, licking her hand until she decides I’m done.

“Good girl,” she says.

And that’s all it takes for me to swell in my cage again.


Chapter 5: All In White

Angelique’s house seems to glow in the late evening, throwing out golden light from its windows. Through them I can already see the women of the Pink Peony Sisterhood: Lucille in a tight black satin dress, shoulders exposed; Angelique in an ivory A-line gown with a petticoat peeking out from beneath it; Joanna wearing a pair of oversized trousers with a silk blouse tucked in, the buttons undone to put her black lace bra on display; and Betsy, her hair in another elaborate updo and dressed in little more than a bustier and stockings.

It won’t be long until I’m framed in those windows, too, subject to whatever they have planned. My clitty twitches as I think about it even as my stomach tightens into a ball. Angelique promised me a surprise tonight, and as much as I didn’t want to think about what it could be, a girl’s thoughts wander. And even before Marilyn dressed me, I was certain I knew what it was.

“Will they be gentle?”

“If they want to be,” she answers, one hand on the small of my back as she leads me up the walkway to the front door.

It’s a set of French doors inlaid with a wooden peony. When Angelique pulls them open, I can see straight through the living room, out towards the sunken conversation pit and through the enormous wall of glass on the other side. The glowing pool throws dancing caustics up onto the white brick wall of this modernist palace, the twinkling lights of Boltwood Crossing beyond.

“My, my!” she says with a thrilled grin. “Aren’t you a pair tonight!”

She takes my gloved hand and leads me in, taking my coat as I shrug it off my shoulders. Just that simple gesture is enough to give me a strange thrill: there’s something so feminine about being treated like this, even in a house full of women, and even if I’m not really one of them. I’m not even sure if I want to be — Jessica has a taste for frills, and life as a sissy means every day is drenched in them. And even if she won’t admit it, Jessica likes the submission and the pleasure that comes with it.

“They’re here, girls,” Angelique calls to the tittering group.

They go silent, the sound a yawning emptiness of expectancy. I give Marilyn a nervous glance. She smiles and presses me forwards, my dress swishing around my thighs as I enter the lion’s den. The instant I see what they’re all wearing — what I couldn’t see through the window — my stomach tightens into a knot.

“Oh, Marilyn,” Betsy gasps, her hand fluttering at her breast. “You’ve outdone yourself.”

I give them the curtsey I’d been practicing all day, but I’m so nervous now that I wobble at the bottom, my stilettos providing no support. It doesn’t seem to matter. All the women are staring at my dress.

White lace and tulle and silk, trimmed every opportunity with ruffles and delicate lace until it’s a cloud of girlish sweetness more than a garment. Of course, anything this sweet wouldn’t be so short. The collar is high around my jaw, my head blossoming from frothy petals of lace with a white satin bow at my throat. Sheer lace sweeps out from there in a curtain of intricate white peonies. The layers underneath are tulle to give it volume without a petticoat. They sway and whisper deliciously with even the tiniest movement. The skirt ends just below my rear so that when I walk or sit or move, my panties are on full display, the hem erupting with ruffles and bows. Save for the length, it would almost be demure if it wasn’t for the swooping cutout behind, exposing my entire back and pantied rear, the two lace-trimmed halves of the dress meeting at my neck with another white satin bow.

And then there are the accoutrements: bikini-style panties with side-ties that are begging to be undone, the front white satin so smooth it seems impossible my cage would even fit, the rear more white lace that exposes the line between my cheeks and hints at the prize inside. No garter belt, which was a disappointment until I saw my stockings: the most delicate, sheerest nylon covered in peony petals and tiny white jewels that throw twinkling light around the room. Elbow length white satin gloves finished with pretty bows. And white stilettos with small ankle straps and leather bows over the heels.

“It was all Solange,” Marilyn says modestly, as if she didn’t give the dressmaker precise details of what she wanted for me. There was something deeply thrilling knowing that a dress was being made just for me, to her exact specifications, meant to emphasize the features she likes about me. To make me look sexy to her, in a way I never could have been without her. The way they spoke about me, as if I was just a little plaything; a doll to dress and to use.

“And all in white,” Lucille drawls from her perch on the couch. “How appropriate.”

“Appropriate?” I ask softly, my stomach tightening, knowing already without being told exactly what these women have planned for me.

When Marilyn puts her hand under my elbow and lifts me from my curtsey, I see it. See them.

“To take your sissy virginity, cutie,” Joanna giggles, thrusting her hips forwards and sending the thick strap-on she’s wearing wobbling in the air.

“But don’t worry,” Betsy says, turning to reveal hers, bending the ruffled waistband of her panties, bright blue but shaped like a real cock. “If you ask very nicely, I’m sure Mary will still let you wear something white, even once we finish with you.”

“Now,” Angelique says, her skirt crunching softly as she pulls it back to reveal a thick, black phallus jutting from her panties. “Who would you like to start with?”


Chapter 6: How A Sissy Serves

They give me two at once; Joanna beaming down at me while I sink to my knees, skirt flying around me, Betsy’s blue cock bumping against my elbow. It makes me jump, makes my clitty twitch, makes my hole tighten.

“Get it nice and wet, Jessica,” Joanna instructs as she thrusts at me with her strap-on like it’s a rapier. It’s pale pink, almost the color of skin, with a subtly molded head that even has a slit at the tip. I can’t help but stare at it. It was one thing to fantasize about this sort of thing — to imagine what it would be like to be exactly where I am now while I was safely behind a screen or in my bed. Now it’s real, now it’s happening. The way they’re looking at me sends little shocks through me, making my clit throb and ache and leak inside its cage.

It’s easier than I thought it would be to lean forwards and part my lips around her toy. I look up at her as I do it, my eyebrows arching, and I know I’m the picture of submissive perfection from the expression she gives me: delighted surprise. Her hips roll towards me in small movements, gently fucking my mouth until she finds my tongue. Even though it doesn’t move like the real thing, there is still some pleasure knowing what this would be if it were actually connected to her body. Knowing how excited she must be. Knowing that I’m not just here for her fun; I’m giving her fun. A girl wants to please, especially when she’s wrapped up in this many ruffles and bows.

“Good girl,” Marilyn purrs. She’s sitting on the couch across the room next to Lucille, one arm draped around her bare shoulders. “Just like that. Don’t be afraid, Jessica, dear. They’re going to feel so good.”

Lucille is wearing a black satin gown that clings to her curves with a gathered satin bodice that wraps around her chest and arms. The skirt is long but with a dramatic slit that exposes her leg and a tantalizing glimpse of lace stocking top. She looks quietly amused as she watches me, though there’s an intensity burning in her eyes that makes me even more nervous than the waggling cocks surrounding me.

“So natural,” Lucille says.

There’s a hand on my chin, gentle but firm, and as I trace up the arm, I see Betsy smile down at me. She pulls me from Joanna’s cock to hers, giving the other woman an apologetic kiss as she does. Just that glimpse makes me twitch again. The Pink Peony Sisterhood is a place of pleasure and sensuality — and they’re going to use me as their toy.

The instant my lips close around Betsy’s strap-on tip, her hand moves from my chin to the back of my head, grabbing my hair so tightly I can feel her nails digging into my scalp. I try to yelp but my mouth is too full of her cock. She stuffs it as far into me as she can, giving me a wicked grin as she does. I try not to gag on it, fighting the reflex so intensely that my eyes begin to water. Still, I take it, sucking and swirling my tongue around it.

“Oh, Betsy,” Angelique says with a shake of her head, as if this is just one of those things that Betsy does. “Be gentle with the poor thing.”

“Why?” Betsy says. “Look how much she’s taking!”

“You’re going to ruin her make-up,” Marilyn says. I can’t see her now, but I can hear the twang of pleasure in her voice and wonder what she and Lucille are doing now. “And I spent a long time on that.”

“I think a sissy looks better with smeared make-up,” Betsy counters, then grins down at me. “Don’t you agree, Jessica? All dolled up like this, and we’re just going to ruin you.” She thrusts forward hard enough to send me tumbling onto my rear. The hem of my dress rises even higher than normal and there’s a murmur of delight from the women watching us. “Oh, look at that wet spot!”

Angelique puts a steadying hand on Betsy’s arm. “Be gentle,” she repeats. “She’s not like your husband.”

“He likes being roughed up,” Betsy sniffs. “You like your girls too delicate, Mary.”

It only takes Angelique’s eyes to quiet Betsy back down again, her expression changing from amused to chagrined.

“Fine,” she says.

I’m still stunned by what she said — by how casually she admitted she had a husband she dressed as a sissy girl, and the insinuation of the things she does to him. It was something I never considered before coming here; I had assumed I would always be the only one like this. How many other sissies are there in Boltwood Crossing?

“My turn,” Angelique says softly. “How did you feel after your milking, Jessica, dear?”

Betsy obligingly removes her strap-on from my mouth. My voice is coarse when I answer. “Excited,” I manage. “I wanted more.”

The women all giggle at that.

“Well, now we’re going to give it to you. Would you like to be petal-pressed or have a seam check?”

I balk at her, thoughts racing, clit twitching. The women stare down at me expectantly, their faces barely concealing how delighted they are at my confusion. There is a soft moan from the couch. I can’t tell if it comes from Marilyn or Lucille until I hear Lucille’s voice say something low and encouraging. For some reason, it gives me a pang of jealousy.

“Seam check,” I finally say, picking the one that feels the least likely to make my eyes water again.

Angelique’s smile grows wider as if this is exactly what she hoped for. Her eyes flick towards Joanna and Betsy. They both nod excitedly before taking position on either side of me.

“Up!” Joanna snaps. “Come along now.”

I barely catch a glimpse of Lucille and Marilyn as I am led to one of the lounge chairs flanking the fireplace. They are lost in a deep, passionate kiss, with Marilyn’s hand slipped inside the slit of Lucille’s dress. Lucille has her hand resting on Marilyn’s cheek as they kiss. Their faces are flushed, their pleasure obvious.

For a moment, I think I’m going to be seated in the chair. Instead, I’m brought around behind it and shoved roughly over the back, my dress flying around me. I let out a tiny squeal as I find myself staring at Lucille and Marilyn. Lucille finally notices me and breaks the kiss, staring me down with a hungry smile while Marilyn sits back with an expectant, excited smirk.

Then everything happens at once, so quickly I barely register it before it’s done. Betsy snatches my wrists and pulls me forwards, wrapping a ribbon around each one before tying them to the legs of the chair. Someone is doing the same thing with my ankles behind me, forcing my legs apart and bending me tightly over the back of the chair. The pose forces my pantied rear into the air, covered only by the sheer layers of my skirt, and once I am tightly in place, those are pushed aside to finally expose me.

“Oh, look,” I hear Angelique say. “Side ties. For easy access!”

A jolt runs through me as I finally manage to take in what’s happening. What’s about to happen. My chest is tight, breathing coming quick and fast, my vision closing down to a single point. I’m about to get fucked — and there’s nothing I can do about it. Tied like this, I am completely at the mercy of this group of women. Even if I wanted them to stop it, I know they won’t. My protector, Marilyn, is clearly enjoying this. She wants this for me.

And so I want it too.

Someone tugs at the ties on the sides of my panties and I feel the back fall away, my caged clit pinned between my body and the chair, my cheeks parted. I can’t help but moan, a sound driven by fear as much as arousal. The women titter. My cage dribbles.

Then something cool and slick is pressed against my hole.


Chapter 7: Taking Them

“Oh,” I gasp, eyebrows arching, my body instinctively straining against the ribbons. The chair groans but stays firm, my restraints holding fast.

Whoever is about to fuck me is enjoying my reactions. She presses forwards just enough that my hole begins to part for her but not enough to drive inside. My stomach tightens and I begin to shake, squeezing my eyes shut as another girlish moan spills out of me to the audible delight of the Sisterhood. In the air, stretched in front of me, my hands are balls, nails digging into my palms.

“You’re going to do wonderfully,” comes Marilyn’s soft voice in my ear. “You’re being such a good girl for me, Jessica. And good sissy girls burn to be fucked, don’t they?”

“Yes,” I choke out as the strap-on behind me pushes in a little deeper.

“Yes,” she repeats. “Just relax and let your body take the pleasure it wants. The way that it’s supposed to.”

“From — from being — being fucked,” I stammer.

She kisses me tenderly and softly, one hand on my chin, the other interlocking with my fingers. I squeeze them as tightly as I can while the strap-on squeezes in. It’s far larger than Angelique’s finger, the sensations of pain and humiliation mixing with pleasure and excitement. I’ve never been fucked before. I’ve never worn a dress like this. Never been dressed to thrill and excite, to make people want to fuck me, and then to let them use me however they want. It is utterly intoxicating. Marilyn was right: this is where I belong. Where I’ll be happiest, because even if it means surrendering myself in ways I would have never imagined, there’s something deeply thrilling knowing how much more pleasurable life can be when you give up control. When someone else is telling you what you need.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” comes Joanna’s voice. “You’re going to love her, Lucille.”

“I’m certain,” she says.

The strap-on sinks into me fully. I moan loudly as my body begins to quiver uncontrollably. The pain gives way to sudden pleasure, a cool breeze on a sweltering day. Joanna begins to roll her hips against me the same way she did when she was fucking my mouth, driving deep inside before pulling out so far only her tip is still pressed inside, and I realize it’s my own spit slicking the shaft, that I’m in virginal white, being taken, being used, that there’s no going back after this but most of all I don’t want to go back, I want this, I want to be Jessica, I want them to do everything and more to me.

“Yes!” I squeal. “Oh, fuck, yes! Fuck me!”

Joanna obliges.

“I swear I can — can feel how tight — tight she is —” Joanna’s voice is coming between gasps, dripping with pleasure and arousal, her hands tight on my hips. “You should — should have given her a — garter belt!”

“I think she looks very pretty without one,” Marilyn says curtly.

“I need — a — handle!”

The thought of her grabbing the delicate strip of lace and satin and using it so she can roughly fuck me like this forces out a spurt of pre-cum into my panties. Pressed against my belly, I can feel the sticky warmth and know it will not be the last.

And if I’m lucky, soon, it’ll be the real thing.

Joanna’s hips buck up hard enough to force me onto the balls of my toes as she fucks me faster, grunting, fingers digging into my sides so hard I’m certain they’ll leave marks. All around us, I hear the wet sounds of tongues and mouths and bodies meeting, breathy moans and soft giggles and murmurs of delight as the Sisterhood watch while Joanna takes my virginity in front of them. They are all getting off on this almost as much as I am. My body begins to shudder even harder at the realization and then there is nothing but pleasure and surrender.

I moan louder and longer than ever before, and soon Joanna joins me. With a violent jerk forwards that forces the entire length of her strap-on into me, my eyes flying open, my mouth gaping, my squealing moans of pleasure caught in the tightness of my throat, she screams. I can feel her shake behind me as the orgasm takes her. And even though she isn’t coming inside me, just knowing I made her come like that, watching it happen right here next to me, sends another jolt through me and more pre-cum trickling into my panties.

Joanna stays buried inside me for some time while I pant against the chair back. When she finally withdraws with a wet pop, Betsy steps up to take her place. Unlike Joanna, she wastes no time, sliding her shaft into me with no preamble, no teasing. Her thrusts are immediately long and hard, giving me her entire length before drawing fully out, her tip resting on my hole. Then she drives in again, over and over, each movement making me groan and shake and fight against my restraints. But I don’t want to be let free, I realize.

I want more.

“Fuck me, please, please,” I moan. “I — I want you to fuck my sissy spurties out of me. Please, ladies!”

The room erupts with laughter. Even Betsy giggles between her groans. “Where did you find this one, Marilyn?”

Marilyn strokes the side of my face tenderly and kisses me softly, smiling at me as she pulls back. The smile is full of promises: of what’s to come. Of who else will have their way with me. And most importantly of all, it’s a promise that I’m not done; that there are more orgasms waiting for me, if only I can be a good girl for them.

“Lick,” she commands, shimmying out of her dress and exposing her soaked panties to me. The angle is awkward, but she is persistent, and soon she is grinding against my tongue, my head bent backwards. It makes my neck ache, but that doesn’t matter — it’s not my job to be comfortable, it’s my job to serve them, to pleasure them, to satisfy them however they demand, no matter what they ask for or how they take it. Each of Betsy’s thrusts bumps me forwards, my fingers splaying, my cage dribbling.

“What do you think, ladies?” comes Angelique’s voice when Betsy’s first, then second, then third screaming orgasm finishes and my belly is sticky with my own denial. “Should we give the pretty little thing what she wants?”

“I want to know if she can,” Lucille says softly from the couch. She hasn’t moved from that spot all evening, but I’ve felt her eyes on me. “Not many sissies can do it without someone playing with their clitties. Especially not beginners.”

“I milked her just this morning,” Angelique says. She’s behind me now, about to take Betsy’s place. She has the biggest strap-on of all. My body instinctively tenses when I think about its bulk and I have to consciously calm myself down. “She was positively gushing.”

Lucille makes a skeptical sound. “I want to see it.”

“Of course you do,” Angelique teases. “Don’t you worry, Lucy, dear. I’m certain Mary will give you a turn soon enough.”

She lines her strap-on up between my thoroughly-used cheeks. My body aches, from my crooked neck to my stretched hole to my throbbing, dribbling clitty. I should want it to stop. I should be begging to be unlocked, to let me play with myself — but why should I want to? Why should I be so hard, so turned on by this humiliation and reversal, by being used as a toy in silk and lipstick and stilettos? My dress brushes against me, my stockings hug my legs, a dribble runs down the inside of my thigh, soaking into the nylon.

“Please make me cum,” I beg before Marilyn’s wetness returns to me, this time without the silk panties in the way.

“If Mary says it’s okay,” Angelique purrs. “I would be delighted.”


Chapter 8: Sissygasm

Angelique slides into me in one smooth motion. I moan again; it feels even bigger than it looks and each time she stuffs the entire length inside, I feel like I might burst. Her pace is faster than Joanna’s, though slower than Betsy’s — enough for me to feel its entire length as it enters my eager hole before slowly pulling out again, leaving me aching and empty for a few moments before filling me once more. It takes me far longer to adapt to her than either of them, but when I do, the pleasure begins to mount, little by little.

It’s not like Joanna or Betsy. Not even like Angelique’s finger. It’s better, somehow. Maybe it’s the power I know she wields, or maybe it’s the knowledge that the more they fuck me and the more I wear these pretty things, the more my pleasure will be conditioned to their tastes. Soon, I can almost hear Marilyn whispering in my ear, you won’t want to cum any other way. I won’t want the cage off. I won’t want to wear anything but frills. I won’t want anything but a cock in my ass.

I won’t be anything but a simpering, desperate, pretty sissy slut.

The idea terrifies and excites me at once. I’m helpless; I can’t stop it if I wanted. The Sisterhood has me right where they want me: bound, drenched in silk, fucked silly by one woman after another. All I can do is take it.

“I think our darling Jessica is about to pop,” Marilyn murmurs into my ear as her wetness covers my tongue. “Does she deserve it, ladies?”

There are sounds of approval from all over the room. Even Lucille nods slightly. I can’t tell why she keeps staring at me like that, or why she hasn’t joined in. She is elevated, somehow; a part of the Sisterhood but separate from the rest of them. They don’t defer to her, exactly, but they respect her. And even if she doesn’t say it, I can tell that she wants me in a way that none of the other women do.

“I want to try something, first,” Angelique says, her voice quavering with pleasure. “To see how far she’s come.”

Her movements stop, her strap-on buried halfway in my ass, and she lifts her hands from my hips. I let out a whining moan of dismay as my pleasure begins to slip away. Almost instinctively, I push backwards, driving her cock further into me and bringing with it a gush of warmth and pleasure. I gasp happily as the women around me buzz their delight.

“There you go,” Angelique purrs. “Push back onto me, just like that. Good girl. You do the work. Show us how much you love having a cock inside of you.”

Lucille’s eyes are fixed to mine as I begin to pound myself backwards. I can control the pace, but not as much as I want. The restraints are too restrictive, limiting my motion to a few desperate inches along the cock. It becomes more a tease than a fuck. Soon, I’m begging.

“Please, fuck me. Please!”

“You’re doing wonderfully,” Marilyn says. “What a lovely girl you are, working her cock so well.”

“It’s not — not enough!” I gasp, pulling at my restraints. “These — they’re in the way!”

“What do we think, ladies?” Marilyn asks the room. “Should we allow her to be released?”

“Just her legs, I think,” Lucille says.

“Angelique?”

“Normally I’d say no, of course, but she does look very pretty like this. Girls?”

My ankles are quickly undone. It gives me just enough freedom to rock backwards onto Angelique’s strap-on, burying it completely inside of me, the leather straps connected to my wrists creaking and the chair groaning from my effort. Even a week ago, it would have seemed absurd that I’d be fighting to get a cock deeper inside of me.

But that was before Marilyn.

She kisses me now, slowly and sweetly, her tongue working to draw out my pleasure as I bump against Angelique’s thighs. The world seems to disappear. It’s just the strap-on, the clothes, and Marilyn. I told myself I was doing this for her, but we all know the truth. I want this. I need this.

“I want to cum,” I moan, trying not to beg or whine. “I want to cum with a cock in my ass. Please!”

“In your lovely lingerie?”

“Yes, in my — my pretty things.”

“And your beautiful dress. White and innocent and divine.”

“I want more!”

Marilyn chuckles. “Of course you do, darling. Your head should be full of nothing but thoughts about pretty clothes and thick cocks.”

My entire body begins to tremble. The thought excites me so much I can barely control myself. “Oh, yes,” I manage between thrusts.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you? A big fat cock in your tight little bottom while you wear a pair of silky panties.”

“Panties! Panties! Puh — panties!”

Angelique slams into me suddenly, hard enough to take my breath away, forcing me onto my toes as she comes again, grunting and gasping against the back of my neck. Marilyn’s hand is still tangled in mine and she squeezes tightly, pulling me up from where my chest is pressed into the chair.

“Good girl,” she purrs, kissing me softly. “Now hold yourself right there while Angelique fills you up.”

I let out an incoherent string of sounds that must convey something, because she nods before giving the signal for me to begin moving once more. She is slower this time, making it easy for me to keep pace with her. I rock forwards, letting her pull halfway out of me, and then back down as she sinks deep inside once more. The sensations are different now; the pleasure is not sharp but diffuse, a warm glow throughout my lower body. As each thrust pushes me towards orgasm, my movements become more desperate, trying to force it faster even if it means less pleasure than starting slowly and carefully. My eyes squeeze shut. I can no longer see Lucille or any of the other women in the room. It’s only Marilyn, looking at me lovingly, holding my hands tightly, smiling as she coaxes my first sissygasm out of me.

My cage dribbles into my panties as I moan loudly, shaking, gasping, fighting to keep the rhythm going. “Yes,” I beg between ragged breaths, “yes! Cum — cum in — oh, fuck!”

It hits hard and fast, the sudden warmth washing over me, turning my legs to jelly. My hips buck backwards against her strap-on and this time I don’t rock forwards. I hold there, feeling my body begin to tighten and clench around her shaft as pleasure begins to crest. My arms tremble and shake until they finally give way and I slump forwards over the back of the chair.

“Oh, oh!” I gasp, my voice high and girlish.

It’s not like when I used to touch myself. It’s better. It envelopes my entire body, a rising tide instead of an explosion, until every thought is pressed out of mind and I’m a squealing, shivering sissy having her orgasm the way she should. Not from her useless clitty, locked away and buried behind a mass of all her skirts, but from her ass, from a cock fucking her.

“Cum, Jessica,” Marilyn whispers, her tongue playing with the sibilants, the sound slicing into me.

I erupt into my panties, the stickiness of my pre-cum overwhelmed by the sudden gush of cum that comes shooting out of me. My legs shake furiously, uncontrolled, uncontrollable, and I sink to the floor in a mess of cum and skirts and screaming, arms stretching over the back of the chair. Behind me, Angelique slides free as the last shudders of my orgasm run their course. When it’s finished, I lie there for a moment, panting.

Marilyn kisses me gently on the side of my face. “You were wonderful, darling,” she purrs.

I want to speak. To say thank you, to beg for more, to ask what comes next — to say anything at all. But all I can manage is a groan and a gasp and a nod. She chuckles before helping me sit up, pulling me against her body. Her lips find mine once more, then her fingers are undoing the ribbons holding me fast to the chair and finally they are working at my wrists, freeing me completely.

“There you go, darling,” she says softly. “There you go.”

“Impressive,” Lucille says from the couch. She finally rises and crosses the room, midnight skirt swishing around her legs, arms crossed as she peers down at me quivering on the floor. “Alright, Marilyn, I believe you.”

“You want her?”

“I’ll train her, if that’s what you mean,” Lucille says. “Send her to me tomorrow morning. I’ll provide the outfit.”
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“Nobody can ever find out that you are not a girl,” she says, her red nails trailing over my new black satin lingerie. “You will serve me exactly the way I want, whenever I want, without question.”

All I wanted was a job. And I got one, but it came attached to Harper Steele, and she has very specific ideas about what her new sissy secretary should wear under her tiny skirts. Now I’m Amy, and i’m bent to serve Harper however she wants.

The worst part? I love it. I love how the satin feels against my skin. I love the way Harper looks at me when I'm dressed in frills and bows.

And I'm starting to love how it feels when she makes me kneel.

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/locked-in-the-office-1 or…

Click here to read it right now!
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If you liked this book, you'll love this super hot story about being transformed into a beautiful, sexy sissy — Our Sissy Honeymoon.

[image: ]

"Putting you in lingerie was the best idea I've ever had," she purred as she ran her hands down my stocking-covered legs. "You are the perfect sissy. My perfect plaything."

"I look good?" I asked nervously — hopefully.

"Yes, sissy girl," she breathed, pushing down on my shoulder until I sank to my knees in front of her, the thick shaft pointed at my lips. "Now, show me how a bride treats her Mistress."

We had walked by the lingerie shop a hundred times on our honeymoon, but I never would have guessed the idea it gave Katrina. I loved seeing her in lingerie, so I was happy to get the bra and panties we saw in the store window — and shocked when she said it was for me.

Katrina is stunning, funny, and smart — I'd do anything for her, even if it means putting on panties. But I had no idea how far her fantasies go, or how quickly she'd show them to me. I may be willing to put on stockings for her, but am I willing to go as far as she wants? Can I really give myself up to her so completely that I become her blushing sissy wife?

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/our-sissy-honeymoon or

Click here to read it right now!


Feminized For Her Friends: Locked and Shared Sissy

If you liked this book, you’ll love this one!

[image: ]

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…

Click here to read it right now!


Pretty in Panties

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

[image: ]

“You’ve been a very naughty girl,” she purred, dragging her finger along my stocking-covered legs. “Do you think another thirty days locked is enough?”

I moaned, half in frustration, half in pleasure as the plug buzzed inside of me. My cage was furiously tight in my panties, buried beneath my skirts.

“You’re right,” she grinned. “Let’s make it sixty instead.”

Collects five of Vanessa’s hottest books about being transformed into a stunning sissy by dominant women:

	The Sissy Gift
	Feminized Bride in Lace and Steel
	Tangled in Ivy
	Caught, Locked, and Feminized
	Her Feminized Sissy Secretary


Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/pretty-in-panties or…

Click here to read it right now!
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