

Sissy Maid Training: Caught in her Lingerie 3

by Vanessa Lockridge


The Pink Peony Sisterhood prefers their girls locked, teased, and desperate. But Lucille wants much more than that from me, and she’s going to take it.

Marilyn’s transformation never slows down: the outfits get frillier, the demands get higher, and the cages get smaller. But when she dresses me in a maid's uniform — all black satin and exposed garters — and sends me to serve the most demanding woman in the Pink Peony Sisterhood, I know I'm in trouble.

And that’s only where things begin.

When Lucille is finished with me, I’m going to be introduced to another one of the Sisterhood’s projects: Amber, Joanna’s one-time husband. They have a diabolical device for us to enjoy together, and the outcome of their game is going to shape me forever.


Chapter 1: The Outfit

“You didn’t think your job was just to look pretty, did you?”

“I mean...” I trail off and bite my French-tipped nail.

Marilyn gives me that raised-eyebrow look and I pull it away, replacing it with my glossy lip. Even that subtle moment of dominance is enough to make my cute little clitty twitch in my panties, buried beneath my frothy pink nightie with its glorious white lace trim and skimpy little shoulder straps, each tied in pretty bows over my shoulders. All of a sudden I am keenly aware of what I’m wearing and how I’ve been done up. I’m the picture of frilly femininity this morning, all silk chiffon and nylon stockings and tight cage keeping me firmly in check.

It’s been two weeks under Marilyn’s control and I am already utterly transformed. She has had to do very little to instruct me — in fact, she spends most of her time complimenting me on my “naturally feminine” qualities. It gives me a strange sense of pride to know how quickly I’ve become Jessica: a darling little sissy girl who always keeps her knees together when she sits, ankles tucked primly off to the side, gushing over bows and lace and aching at the thought of Marilyn’s special toy.

Just thinking of that night when the Pink Peony Sisterhood tied me down and fucked every last drop of sissy spurties out of me is enough to make my cage tight again. Marilyn’s outfit isn’t helping: she has abandoned her diaphanous robes in favor of skimpy, slippery shapewear and sleepwear: glossy black waspies with eight garter clips, low-cut, filmy nightgowns that cling to her curves. Always with stockings and heels. She is stunning enough to drive anyone wild, doubly so when my own outfits are as pretty as hers are seductive, and triply so when I am firmly locked away.

The black satin dress laying on the bed across from me is no less girly than any of my other outfits. It’s a sweet little eruption of white lace trim, black ruffles, and cute satin bows. Really, it’s less about the dress — it does come with a divine and enormous petticoat and a cute headband, after all — and more about what it symbolizes.

And who is going to see me in it.

“Even pretty things like you have to do more than look nice and make those darling little noises when they get filled up,” Marilyn purrs. “And wasn’t it nice of Lucille to offer to teach you?” She chuckles to herself as a chill runs through me. “Honestly, I’m surprised it took her this long. The way she looks at you.”

“Is she going to be...” I trail off, at a loss for words.

“Gentle?” Marilyn asks with a sly smile. “You didn’t seem like you wanted to be treated gently, dear.”

My stocking-covered toes curl in my peep-toe stilettos and my cage twitches in my panties. “She scares me.”

“Oh, she’s a pussycat,” Marilyn says with a dismissive wave of her hand. “Well, a cat, anyway.”

“She won’t hurt me?”

“Heavens, no, Jessica! What kind of woman do you think we take in the Sisterhood? No. But she will certainly teach you everything you need to know about being a proper sissy girl, that I’m sure. And it starts” — she crosses to the bed and picks up the dress — “with this.”

My throat goes dry. A maid’s uniform, clearly designed more for putting me on display than helping me work. I can tell even without putting it on that the petticoat won’t cover my panties, and the matching pair covers me fully in the front but completely open in the rear, save for a pretty bow at the top with ribbons trailing down over my soon-to-be exposed cheeks. It’s a dress where the work of housekeeping is a pretense, and the work of service is the point.

“It’s pretty,” I squeak.

“Isn’t it just?” Marilyn gushes. “I cannot wait to see you in it, Jessica, dear. Lucille is going to devour you in it.”

I squirm in the chair and try not to imagine the expression on Lucille’s face when she lays eyes on me, dressed like a frilly little cupcake frosted with lace and ruffles. Marilyn drapes the dress back on the bed, but my relief is short-lived. She crosses to the nightstand and pulls a small box from it — one that is upsettingly recognizable from the last time I saw one just like it.

When she locked my cock away and turned it into a sissy clitty.

“Of course,” she says. “A new dress isn’t the only thing you’ll need to satisfy Lucille.”

“Satisfy?”

“Stand, Jessica and remove your panties.”

My legs quake as I obey, hooking my thumbs in the lacy waistband and pushing them down until they slide down my stocking-covered legs and form a lacy pool around my ankles. Now the only thing hiding my cage and the swollen shaft inside is the sheer pink layer of my nightie, and if anything, I feel like it’s more obvious now than if I wasn’t wearing the pink chiffon garment at all. The cage is barely the length of my thumb and not much thicker, formed from slender metal bars bent in a graceful curve. I feel the weight of it with every step. But despite its apparent fragility, it has been cruelly capable at keeping me from playing with myself, no matter how many times I’ve tried. It is a ruthlessly effective tool to ensure that the only pleasure I can get comes, as Marilyn likes to say, the way a sissy girl’s should.

“Oh my,” Marilyn says, her gaze shifting from my cage to my eyes as she sinks to her knees in front of me. “Is it like this all the time?”

“Yes,” I say, trying to stifle the whine in my voice.

“Poor thing,” she says without a trace of sympathy in her voice. If anything, there’s a subtle note of glee. “Well, dear. Shall we take it off?”


Chapter 2: Even Smaller

“Doesn’t that feel better?”

She has already totally overwhelmed me with her hands moving constantly across my throbbing shaft. It hasn’t been out of a cage since that first day, weeks ago, when she caught me in her frillies. Already it has become hypersensitive, no doubt due to the constant sensual thrill of the lingerie she dresses me in and the special way the Pink Peony Sisterhood treats their girls.

And Marilyn is uniquely skilled. She manages to move her hands in a way that feels like endless motion up my shaft, with special attention paid to the underside. Already I’m twitching and moaning in her grasp, legs quaking, eyebrows arched as I do my best to fight back my quickly-rising orgasm while reveling in the rare pleasure of someone actually stroking me there.

“Yes, Miss Mary,” I gasp in a girlishly high-pitched voice that comes out of me unbidden. “Please don’t stop.”

“Oh, I’m afraid I must, dear. But don’t worry. I’ll go a little longer, but only if you do something for me.”

“Anything!”

“It’s nothing serious. I just have a few questions for you.”

“Yes, Miss Mary!”

“There’s a good girl. Now, Jessica, tell me. Have you enjoyed your time in my lovely, frilly things?”

“Oh — oh yes, very much!” I choke out.

“I can tell,” she purrs, rubbing the palm of her hand in a circular motion over my velvety tip, lubricating her next strokes with my pre-cum. “And it’s been very nice spending time at my little girl’s group, hasn’t it?”

I shiver. “I was a little — little nervous at first.”

She drizzles her fingers on the underside of my tip and my eyes fly open, landing, to my dismay, on the small wooden box sitting next to the maid’s uniform.

“That’s very understandable. But you have done such a good job, haven’t you?”

“Have I?”

“_Very_ much, dear. The girls are so very impressed with you. I am very impressed with you. Does that make you happy to hear?”

“Yes, Miss Mary.”

“Good girl,” Marilyn purrs, her voice thickening with arousal. “I know it was new and unexpected for you, but tell me the truth, Jessica dear. Have you enjoyed learning how to be a good sissy girl for them? Taking pleasure in your tight little hole the way you were always supposed to, and not with an awful man’s cock?”

I shudder beneath her grip and at the implication that even unlocked, I am neither man nor do I have a cock. I am utterly transformed into a sissy.

And with it comes expectations.

“Yes, Miss Mary,” I squeak out.

“I want to hear you say it, dear.”

“I’ve — I like how the girls treat me.”

“Principals, dear. They’re my girlfriends. To you, they are Principals.”

I swallow and try to focus on her words as the pleasure mounts.

“I — I liked what they did that night.”

“What did they do, dear?”

“They —” the words stick in my throat and Marilyn pauses, looking at me expectantly. I try to force them out. “I liked when they bent me over and — and took me like — like a sissy girl.”

“You liked being fucked,” Marilyn says roughly, beginning to stroke me again, slowly this time, focusing on the underside of my tip. “You liked being bent over and fucked like the pretty little sissy slut you are.”

“I want them to fuck me again, just like that,” I confess.

Marilyn shivers with excitement. “I’m certain that can be arranged, dear. But first Lucille needs her turn with you, and you are going to satisfy her. Be the perfect girl for her. And to do that...”

She lets go of me and I can’t stop a disappointed moan spilling out of me. Marilyn flashes me a look and I make no further sounds except for a tiny squeak of fear when she turns and opens the wooden box, showing me inside.

“If there’s one thing Lucille likes in a sissy, it’s a tiny, perfectly-contained clitty,” she says softly, lifting the small metal dome for me to examine. “And I have to say, I am coming around to her taste.”

Just seeing it makes my blood run cold. It’s tiny. It seems impossible that I’ll fit inside, especially in this state. The entire cage is solid steel with a slit at the front, just slightly smaller than the tip of my clitty. Once locked onto me, it won’t even poke past my package dangling beneath. It will seal me utterly inside beneath smooth metal that makes it clear there’s nothing worth paying attention to inside. At least the cage I had before had openings between the bars — there was some muted pleasure available there. But this...

“Good girl,” Marilyn says. “I expected you to object, but you know better than that, don’t you. You already understand that your shaft isn’t meant for pleasure. Your hole is.”

I squeal as she plants her lips on my throbbing tip, leaving a carmine red lip print that she quickly disappears behind the cold steel. “Just a sexy little secret for the two of us,” she explains with a wink and a smirk.

Then she locks it, tucking the tiny silver key into the cup of her black lace bra, gives it a tender pat, and pulls my panties up into place.

“What do you say?”

“Thank you, Miss Mary,” I grit out, feeling myself not just throb, but fight to get out of the tiny cage.

“Good girl,” she repeats. “Now, let’s get you dressed.”


Chapter 3: Lucille

She doesn’t walk so much as flow, her hips sliding from side to side in a hypnotic rhythm with every click of her heels. Her curves are wrapped in black silk that exposes little but somehow makes her even more stunning. All I want to do is see what’s behind that high neckline, what’s lurking behind that flash of lace, if she wears garters or stay-ups. The glossy hem of her skirt dances wildly around her knees as she strides through the house.

“Dusting, mopping. The books need organizing — the last girl made a mess of them — and of course there will be personal service I expect of you,” Lucille is drawling as I do my best to keep up. Her heels are even taller than mine, but somehow she’s faster than I am.

“Personal service?” I ask meekly, trying to ignore the stirring in my cage.

“Beverages, girl. Handling my calls. Assembling my clothes for the day.” She pauses and gives me a smirk over her shoulder. “Why, what were you thinking?”

My cheeks feel hot. “That sounds fine, Miss Lucille.”

She gives me a long look. I can feel her eyes peeling back my layers, starting with the black satin, burrowing down inside of me.

“’Lucille’ is fine, girl. Your tone should communicate your respect.” She stops suddenly, spinning in her heels, and catching me with one finger under my chin that freezes me in place. “I may be a strict woman, Jessica, but I am not a cruel one. There will be rewards for satisfactory work.”

“Like what?”

“Your appearance, for one.” She examines me quickly, peering from side to side, her gaze lingering on my exposed garter straps, then meeting mine. “Delicious. Marilyn has a taste for frills that, I must say, I am coming to appreciate.”

Something spins in my chest. “You like my dress?” I ask softly, fluffing the edges of my frothy petticoat while subtly looking up at her.

Her reaction is instant, though I can tell she’s trying to hide it. The fact that I can turn her on with that simple suggestion of submission gives me a dark thrill. A smarter sissy would know not to push her luck, but the last two weeks, coupled with Marilyn’s ministrations this morning, have given me the foolish kind of confidence that comes with arousal.

“I do,” she breathes, beginning to turn to continue the tour.

But before she can, I take a half-step forwards. “It makes me feel very excited,” I breathe. “Do you want to see?”

She does, I can tell. I can also tell she doesn’t want to admit it. So I take her out of the equation entirely, slipping my hands along the ruffled hem of my skirt and gathering the dense white layers of my petticoats in my arms until my tiny satin panties are on display. They are perfectly smooth and flat at the front. When I look up at Lucille, she’s staring at them.

“Miss Mary told me how you prefer your girls,” I say, biting my lip.

“Did she? What did she tell you?”

“Tiny,” I say, hooking my thumbs in my panties and peeling the frilly waistband down. Lucille’s breathing hitches. “And locked,” I continue, rolling the panties down just enough that she can see the top of the chastity cage ring. I look up at her with wide eyes and deliver my killing blow. “And desperate.”

It works — almost too well. The rest of her fingers snap to my chin, shoving my head back as she pushes me roughly against the wall, the picture frames rattling as I thud against it. Her hand moves to my cheek, pressing my face against the wall while she leans in close, her body pressed against mine so tightly I can feel her chest rising and falling as she breathes. I let out a tiny moan, half out of fear, and half intended to drive her even wilder. It makes her nostrils flare.

“Is that right?” she hisses in my ear. “And is that what you are, sissy?”

“Miss Mary said I belong to you today,” I whisper. “You can take a look yourself.”

She fixes me with a look, clearly trying to decide if this is an invitation or insubordination. Her free hand slithers under my frothy skirts, slipping against the skin of my belly, sharp nails digging down into my panties until she finds her prize buried behind the satin. Her eyes widen when she feels the tiny nub of a cage, sucking in a sharp breath.

I moan as she touches it, suddenly very aware of the power this woman has over me and how vulnerable I am to her. My dress hides nothing — in fact, it does the opposite; putting me on full, delectable display for her, exposing all the parts she’d want to use and decorating them with lace and ruffles and bows. But if my clothes are a suggestion of my status, my cage is a confirmation. As Lucille’s fingers explore it, all I can think about are the things I know she wants to do to me. Why was she the only one of the Sisterhood not to touch me, kiss me, fuck me?

“You can have me,” I murmur.

“I know,” she snarls, leaning in close to my ear, mouth open, searching for words — words she either can’t find or doesn’t think I deserve. She nips my earlobe instead, squeezing my cage, then stepping backwards. Even without her hand on my cheek, I feel pinned to the wall. My chest is heaving with my breaths coming short and quick.

Lucille seems almost equally stunned by what just happened. She staggers backwards, cheeks flushed, a hand over her chest. She stares at me for a long moment before swallowing and pointing to a doorway off the room.

“Laundry,” she says, voice tight. “Find me when you’re finished.”


Chapter 4: Domestic Service

It appears the entire Pink Peony Sisterhood has donated their dirty laundry to my training, though it’s all so delicate and beautiful that it’s difficult to be too upset about it. Silky panties in pastels, creams, and sultry jewel tones; garter belts, shapewear, slips. All bearing the clear marks of pleasure, some looking sissier than others. One pair, a slender lace thong in powder blue with pretty bows at the front and back, I recognize: Betsy wore them the night they took my sissy virginity. Even thinking about that night makes me strain in my cage. I lift them, looking for stains, and the scent of her arousal, still clinging to the slippery fabric, brings me back. The moans, the strap-ons, the way they used me until I came, screaming from the pleasure and begging for more.

“What are you doing?” comes Lucille’s voice from behind me. I startle and clench the panties to my chest and turn but her voice stops me before I can. “Don’t!” she snaps. “I didn’t say turn. Stay right there, girl.”

“I’m almost done,” I say innocently, although my voice has a tell-tale quaver to it. “I was just thinking about the Sisterhood.”

“Looking for another fucking?” It’s a shock to hear her say it so openly. I search for an answer, but my silence is confirmation enough to her. I hear her chuckle and realize she’s right behind me. “Don’t stop.”

I pull a glossy white pair of bikini panties from the laundry basket. They have ruffles along the leg openings and a lace panel at the front and a visible wet spot at the front. “Whose are these?”

“Mine,” she whispers. “Do they smell as nice as Betsy’s, girl?”

“I —”

Her arm snakes out from behind me, fingers tightening around my hand, forcing the panties up against my face. I inhale instinctively, my senses suddenly overwhelmed by her heady aroma. Feminine, yes, but dark as well. Musky and salty — not dirty, but not quite clean, either. I take another breath and shiver at it. Behind me, Lucille chuckles.

“Naughty girl,” she hisses into my ear. “Naughty, panty-sniffing sissy. Lick it.”

I obey with quivering hands, sticking my tongue out and pressing the tip against the dark stain in the ivory satin. Lucille sucks in a breath and leans forwards, pressing her body against me. I feel her breasts against my back, her nylons buzz against mine.

And I feel something else slip between my legs.

It’s thick and hard and, to my surprise, hot. It throbs there as I freeze, my tongue on her panties, her hands slipping down the satin of my bodice until they rest at the top of the skirt. My heart is hammering in my chest. I haven’t felt this surprised since Marilyn caught me in her frillies the first time.

“Keep doing your chores, maid,” Lucille says.

With quivering hands, I drop the panties into the whites pile and collect another pair from the laundry: blood red lace, sheer to the point of being almost see-through. They join the other colored delicates while Lucille begins to rock slowly forwards and back, thrusting herself between my thighs, on the strip of skin above my stocking-tops. The movement begins rough and dry, but soon her arousal has lubricated me, leaving me sticky and slippery for her. My stomach turns and my clit twitches in my panties.

“Lucille —”

“Laundry, girl.”

Pink panties, next, full coverage. A pair that I recognize from Marilyn’s delicates drawer. That makes my clit twitch again and some of my own arousal dribbles out into my panties. I let out a tiny gasp, then a louder one when Lucille’s tip thrusts forwards and bumps against my satin-wrapped package, knocking my clit and sending bolts of electric pleasure through me. Her cock feels enormous between my legs. How could I ever have imagined I had one of those, when my clit fits so naturally into my tiny cage?

“Why didn’t you fuck me that night?” I ask, discovering that it almost hurts that she didn’t.

“Laundry.”

Another pair of blue panties: blue boyshorts made entirely out of alternating lines of ruffles and lace. A blue satin rosette sits atop a bow at the front, and I notice the bottom has a lace-trimmed opening for easy access. As Lucille slips between me, her pace slowly increasing, I wonder if things would be different if I was wearing crotchless panties. Would that cock find its way upwards, where the strap-ons had been before? Would she pretend it was an accident or would she push me over the counter and fuck me?

I go for the laundry basket again but my hand doesn’t make it. Instead, perhaps driven by the fantasies, the arousal, the dress, or the denial, it finds its way under my skirts, lace brushing against my arm as my fingertips brush against my cage. It is surprisingly pleasurable, although less from the physical sensations as much as the emotional. In my frills, subjugated to this dominant woman as she uses my body however she wants while all I can do is squirm and moan and hope for more. I can’t, I know, even ask for it, lest she stop. Lest I be punished.

“Are you playing with yourself?” Lucille growls.

“Yes,” I admit, wiggling my tiny cage as if it were a real clit, not one formed from steel.

She thrusts roughly forwards, nearly knocking me off balance, the tip of her cock peeking out from under my panties and skirts. I get a bare glimpse of its velvety head before it slides back, slipping against the satin and my slippery thighs. I rub myself more furiously, feeling the pleasure in my legs and arms.

“Don’t stop,” she says. “Get yourself all nice and hard in your little cage for me.”

“Yes, Lucille,” I moan, letting myself fall back against her. She wraps an arm around my belly and uses it for more leverage, driving herself faster and faster between my thighs. Her other hand joins mine at the front of my panties, fingers wrapping over top of my own. Her chin tucks into my neck, her grunts hot and delicious on my ear. Then the hand in my panties moves downwards, pulling open a lace-trimmed leg opening, and her cockhead slides inside.

“Oh,” I gasp, her hot cock smearing pre-cum in my panties, on my package, my cage, soaking me with her arousal.

And then she explodes. Her teeth grit against my ear, lips pulled back into a snarl of pleasure and power, guttural sounds spilling out of her. The arm around my waist moves up so her hand forces up my chin, bending my neck backwards against her. Her nails sink into the delicate skin and I gasp. All the while, she pumps rope after rope of cum into my panties, flooding them until they can contain no more and it begins to spill out, dripping down between my legs. Already my stockings are beginning to soak.

Then all at once she pulls away, leaving me staggered and stained. Her heels click out of the laundry room, but she pauses by the door before she leaves.

“Finish your chores in my mess,” she instructs. “Then come find me.”


Chapter 5: Her Taste

I feel it rubbing between my legs with every step. I feel it shift in my panties when I bend to dust the bottom shelves in her den. I feel it work its way into my cage until my hard little clitty is swimming in it, still confined to its steel prison. It works its way all over me until I’m dripping, soaked, completely coated with her. Her proof of ownership. Of use. Of power.

It’s so arousing to be totally dominated like this. She can — and will — use me however she wants, anytime she wants, and not only do I have to say yes, I want to. I almost came on the spot as she fucked my thighs with her throbbing shaft, playing with myself as if it was a real clit and not just another tool for torture and submission, feeling a real cock get so dangerously, deliciously close to where I want it.

The mere fact that she has a cock is almost secondary. It was a surprise, but a welcome one, and in that moment in the laundry room, it became an obsession. All I can think about as I work, strutting through her elegant home, soaked in her cum, is her cock. How badly I want that heat buried inside of me. What I’ll do to get it from her. And what other secrets the Pink Peony Sisterhood is hiding. And as my dress swishes around my hips and another dribble of slickness runs down my thigh, I feel the last traces of Jesse disappear. I am Jessica, sissy plaything.

And a cock-obsessed, clit-locked, cum-drenched slut.

When I finish my chores, my legs aching from the heels, back burning, arms exhausted, I find her in the lounge, sprawled out on a pink daybed. She’s changed out of her tight black dress and into a black satin robe with voluminous sleeves that button in long lace cuffs at her wrists, her long legs emerging from underneath, still glazed in sheer nylon. The hem of the robe is just long enough and the neckline just narrow enough to keep her secrets hidden. Garters or stay-ups? Panties? And what else she’s hiding beneath. I try and fail to keep my eyes away from the secret spot between her legs. I only caught a glimpse of her swollen cock as she fucked my legs with it. Now I’m burning to see it in its full glory, hot and erect, dribbling pre-cum as it awaits my hole.

“I have to say,” she purrs, setting down her magazine and placing her glasses on top of her head in a surprisingly frumpy way. But far from making her look approachable, the contrast with the rest of her razor-sharp appearance somehow only makes her more attractive. “That hearing your heels click around out there and knowing what you have in your panties...”

She sucks in a shuddering inhale.

“What’s in yours?” I ask.

Her eyebrows go up. “You’re very forward. Mary teach you that?”

“I can be when I know what I want.”

“I’ve heard. Isn’t that how you wound up in panties in the first place?” It’s embarrassing, but she doesn’t give me a chance to answer. Instead, she smiles wickedly and spreads her legs, black silk parting with them. She’s already hard beneath the robe, the tip bouncing like a conductor’s baton in time to the steady rhythm of her heart. I buck in my panties, too — or at least as much as I can in a cage that tiny. “What would you like me to do with this?”

“Fuck me,” I say quickly, and then feel a sudden flash of self-consciousness. My eyes fall to the floor as she lets out a high, bright laugh.

“You are forward. Well, Jessica, I’m afraid to say that you have not yet demonstrated that you deserve my cock.”

I squirm and feel a rush of disappointment. It’s shocking. Not that she won’t let me, but that I’d be so upset not to. All this time in skirts and steel with Marilyn and the Sisterhood has transformed me.

Or has it simply allowed me to be who I always was?

“But,” Lucille says crisply. “That doesn’t mean you don’t deserve a reward.”

She shifts slightly on the daybed so the tip is pointed at my mouth. I glance up at her as hope flickers in my chest. “May I?”

“On your knees.”

Her feet drop off the side of the daybed as I sink to my knees, then crawl towards her, ass wiggling in the air, skirts rustling around me. Lucille looks down at me, legs open, cock bouncing, with a look of absolute dominance. Nowhere is she more in her element than lording herself over a sissy, doling out her own pleasure as a reward, denying the frill-drenched girl beneath her any of her own, save for what she gets by serving. By being a good girl.

I waste no time, locking eyes with her as I run my tongue from the bottom of her long shaft to the tip, swirling around, hesitating for a single moment, then slurping it between my glossy pink lips. Lucille shudders and moans but keeps her gaze even with mine. It’s a challenge: can I give her so much pleasure that she loses the implicit power she has? She opens her mouth to speak, no doubt to give me directions, so I change the sound that comes out. Instead of words, she moans and shivers as I begin to pump her with one of my hands while slurping my lips down her shaft, keeping my mouth and strokes in rhythm with each other.

She tastes like she smells: animalistic, dark, delicious. I’ve never sucked a cock before, but I know the instant I feel it on my tongue that this is where I belong. It feels natural. It feels right. I know what to do; where to kiss, where to suck, when to go fast and when to hold and draw the moment of tension out like a strand of spun sugar. I know how to moan for her, how to pose to give her the best view, to make her feel that she is utterly, totally in control of me, how much I want it.

“Fuck,” Lucille groans from above me. “Oh, fuck. Mary landed a good one.”

I wriggle my hips in thanks, sending layers of tulle and lace dancing. Lucille groans again.

“Are your panties still wet?”

I answer by reaching inside them, collecting the combination of her climax and my pre-cum, and hold my fingers up for her to see. Then I lick them clean, one finger after another, savoring the taste. I pump her cock with my free hand, knowing that my pleasure is secondary, and demonstrating my submission to her is no excuse to stop satisfying her. I pull my lips from my pinky with a pop, give her a glance, then return to her shaft.

“Fuck,” she moans. “Oh, you little slut...”

She thrusts forwards, hitting the back of my throat, making me gag as I struggle not to choke on her enormous length. She pulls away long enough for me to catch my breath, then does it again. This time, I don’t even try to control myself; I let myself make all the sounds I know will drive her wilder, drooling and gagging over her enormous cock until I feel it twitch in my mouth.

“You better be ready, girl,” Lucille snarls.

I meet her gaze and let it burn into her eyes as she cums. Her face goes through waves of emotion: arched eyebrows, mouth falling open in a gasp, eyes screwing shut, then everything falling back open in a pure expression of pleasure. For that brief moment, I can see vulnerability there, see behind the sharp edges she presents to the world. She is soft and beautiful and tender behind that armor.

And then the orgasm is over and she is all steel and razors again and I’m swallowing her cum as fast as she can pump it into my throat. To her astonishment and my deep satisfaction, not a single drop leaks out of my lips. I suck and tease the entire time to draw as much cum out of her as I can. I don’t let her go until she’s limp in my mouth, then rise, leaning against her to give her a sticky kiss that she returns with gusto.

“You,” she breathes when she finally forces us apart, “are a one in a million cocksucker.”

“Thanks,” I beam, wriggling in front of her. “Does that mean next time you’ll fuck me?”

“Oh no,” she says, that smirk crawling back over her face. “The Sisters have something much more interesting planned than that.”


Chapter 6: Getting Ready

“_What_ did you do to these _panties?_” Marilyn gasps when I slip out of them, tonight’s outfit laid out on the bed for me.

I don’t know how to explain, so I just shrug. “Lucille did.”

Marilyn clicks her tongue and shakes her head. “She does have a way.”

I glance up at her as I undo my garter clips, suddenly struck by a thought. “Marilyn, have you and her ever...”

“It’s not polite to ask, Jessica.”

“Sorry, Miss Mary,” I quickly say, slipping my stockings off and scooping up the pair set out for the evening.

“Truth be told,” she says after a long moment. “I’m not really her type. We in the Sisterhood...” She shoots me a look that makes me feel special and tiny. She doesn’t have to be looking at my face to see the reaction it has on me. “You really are something, Jessica. Still excited, even after your morning with Lucille?”

I bite my lip and clip the last garter tab into my opaque white stockings. They are deliciously slippery, with a frilly band of white lace around the top and a line of cute little bows running down the seam in the back. The provided garter belt is straight out of the 1950s — all white satin with a beautiful sheen, made from overlapping panels that give it structure and force my waist to narrow. Every edge is trimmed with white lace, and there are small layers of tulle that arc over my hips, emphasizing my figure.

“White, again?” I ask, a little nervous, considering what happened the last time I wore something so overtly virginal.

“Oh, yes,” Marilyn purrs excitedly. “We have something very special in store for you tonight, dear.”

My thoughts spin out and my chest tightens as I put on the dress and try not to think too much about what those plans might be. Tonight, I’ll be dressed in nothing but ruffles. No bra — instead, my naked upper body emerges from an eruption of densely ruffled white tulle like someone in a bubble bath made from silk. The bodice stops just below my nipples with a fringe of lace brushing them, keeping them constantly hard and only barely hidden from view. The band of ruffles extends straight out to encircle my upper arms, enveloping my shoulders in another frilly eruption of tulle. The vertical pleats of the bodice narrow at my waist, where a white satin ribbon is tied with a pretty bow over my hip, before the skirt flares out like a ballerina’s tutu. There is no attempt to hide my panties — the skirt is so short that even my garter belt is visible.

“Divine,” Marilyn says. She is unable to keep her hands off my bare skin as she drapes a diamond necklace on me. I respond to her, leaning up and forwards for a kiss that she almost gives me before pulling away. “Don’t tempt me, or we’ll never make it to Angelique’s.”

“We could stay here instead.”

She giggles. “You sissy. Don’t you want the girls to see how pretty you are? Don’t you want to see what delicious things we have planned for you?”

“Yes, Miss Mary.”

---

“Oh she’s just _perfect,_” Angelique gushes. “Solange?”

“She outdid herself, didn’t she? Look at the matching panties she made.”

Marilyn lifts my skirts unnecessarily so the gathered Sisterhood can see the frilly, strappy pair provided. Like all the panties she has dressed me in since locking me in a cage, this pair conceals the front behind satin, lace, and beautifully feminine decoration, while exposing and providing easy access to my rear. It is underwear with a clear agenda and message: my clit is irrelevant. My hole is what’s important.

As the girls coo and gush around me, I search the sunken living room with its enormous windows looking out over the twinkling lights of Boltwood Crossing, searching for the one woman I want to see most of all.

“Is Lucille here, ladies?” I ask, trying to sound demure and keep the excitement out of my voice.

They exchange knowing chuckles. “I’m afraid she’s indisposed,” Joanna says. “I guess she really worked you hard, hmm?”

“Not as hard as I’d like.”

The chuckles turn into real laughter with approving comments of what a slut I am, a naughty girl, a perfect sissy.

“Don’t worry, cutie,” Joanna says, wrapping her slender fingers around my chin. “We’ll have something for you to suck tonight.”

She takes my hand and leads me into the center of the living room, the rest of the Sisterhood arranging themselves on the couches and chairs at the perimeter. Marilyn settles into the one they bent me over last time, her skirt already riding up high enough that I can see the satin edge of her garter belt, her fingers flirting with the lacy hem of her skirt. The room is already heavy with arousal — and a sense of buzzing anticipation. I can’t help but feel awkward standing in the center of the room, all eyes on me, knowing they’re waiting for something.

But what?

“Tonight, girls,” Angelique says, breaking the tension, “will be a little less active than last time. Feel free, as always, to enjoy each other. But I suspect you will find the entertainment to be rather distracting. Joanna?”

All eyes shift to a spot behind me. I turn, too, and gasp at what I see. Joanna is wearing a short blue silk dress that clings to her curves and emphasizes her breasts. In her hand is a slim black leather leash, and it’s connected to the beautiful girl behind her. I watch, my cage growing tighter, as Joanna leads the girl into the room with a metallic clinking noise accompanying the click of her stilettos. She’s dressed in all white lace, with a sheer lace nightie drizzling over her. Her lace garter belt is connected to her sheer white stockings, and her heels are even taller than mine. She has no panties — they’d get in the way of the leash connected to her tiny, dripping chastity cage.

“Girls,” Joanna addresses the room. “Meet my husband, Amber. Jessica, tonight you and Amber are going to get to know each other.”

The sissy steps forwards, her pink, glossy lips slightly ajar, a hunger in her eyes. Joanna beams at us, then goes on, uttering a single word that makes prickles spill out over my skin.

“_Intimately._”


Chapter 7: Amber

“It’s been nearly nine months since this poor girl has had any release at all,” Joanna fawns as her husband — her sissy husband — struts towards me. “No milkings, no unlockings — I haven’t even had her ride my strap-on.”

The Sisterhood makes impressed, slightly shocked sounds. All I can think about is if that’s what’s going to happen to me: if Marilyn plans to keep me permanently locked and desperate, subjected to the endless arousal provided by my clothes and my submission, her demands and her satisfaction. And yet, despite how terrifying the idea is, a dark part of me is deliciously excited by it.

Amber is a sissy in heat. She looks like every centerfold pin-up, her mouth half-open, tongue slipping across her teeth, every step and sway of her hips communicating sex, desire, and — more than anything else — need. A constant stream of pre-cum pours from her cage, soaking the front of her lace nightie and leaving drops on the floor behind her.

“Her chastity tears never stop anymore,” Joanna says proudly. It sends a cold jolt up my spine.

When she reaches me, Amber wastes no time getting started. She envelops me in an embrace, her hands sliding over my body, fingernails finding the edges of my dress and the sensitive spots on my skin. Instinctively, I lean in for a kiss, our glossed lips slipping sweetly over each other, our tongues beginning to dance. The Sisterhood coos around us.

“Look at them _go,_” someone giggles.

“If this is what a sissy is like after nine months, what would she be like after a year?”

“Two?”

“Forever,” Marilyn says.

Amber pulls backwards, her head lolling to the side to look at her wife. “Joanna, darling,” she purrs, her voice low and thick, “may I touch her cage?”

“That’s up to Mary.”

Amber breaks the embrace and trots to Marilyn, dropping to her knees and draping her fingers over Marilyn’s thighs. The depths of her sissyhood are so apparent it’s almost a shock to see. She acts like the only thing in the world she wants is to be subjugated and serve. Is this what my future is?

Why do I find that so exciting?

“Miss Mary,” Amber purrs. “May I kiss your sissy’s cute little clitty?”

“Start with mine,” Marilyn says, spreading her legs and pulling her skirt up to expose her crotchless panties. The opening is framed with lace, but I only catch the barest glimpse of it before Amber dives in, Marilyn clamps her hand on the back of the sissy’s head, and the moans begin. Amber eats her out with all the passion of a girl expecting a reward for it, even though the outcome is just more service — and probably worse. If her caging sentence is any indication, any pleasure for her is rare.

She keeps her knees together, the lines of her garter belt and straps framing her perfect ass and emphasizing its feminine curves. She wiggles it as she pleasures Marilyn, putting on a show that has the rest of the room gasping, groaning, touching themselves through their skirts. I can’t believe what I’m seeing: this beautiful man transformed into something so soft, so female, so desperate. And now here he is, servicing his mistress as he prepares to service me.

“Good,” Marilyn judges before she reaches climax, pushing Amber away. “Go tease my girl, now.”

Amber crawls to me, biting her lip as she looks up at me, her body wriggling. When she reaches me, she kneels primly, slipping her hands up my stocking-covered legs to my panties, which she pulls down in one smooth motion. The Sisterhood gasps when they see the size of my cage, and someone — perhaps Betsy — makes a comment about Lucille’s tastes. Then it disappears into Amber’s perfect mouth.

There is physical pleasure, muted and teasing, more of a suggestion than the real thing. I can feel her tongue thumping and bumping over the solid steel of the cage and I know that I would be feeling something if it wasn’t there. That I can’t is perversely arousing in its own right. This whole thing is a performance of our submission: that Amber would so desperately want to do this, that I would allow her to, both of us knowing that climax is impossible.

All of it makes me desperately hard.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasp as she kisses and sucks. If I was uncaged, it would be the best blowjob I’ve ever received. Instead, she just teases me with what I could have had. But even that feels incredible, and when she finishes sucking on me, stands, and kisses me deeply while her hand finds the diamond necklace around my neck and tugs it lightly, it is almost enough to push me over the edge. Almost.

“Now, for the main event,” Angelique says.

I stiffen. There’s more?

Marilyn and Joanna rise from the couches and come to us, silver keys in hand. I tremble when they unlock our cages, our clitties finally growing to their full, free length. Mine disappears up into the cloud of tulle, the tip stroked and teased by the soft material. Amber looks like she’s going to burst just from that. Her clitty is barely bigger without a cage than with it, so hard it’s almost purple, throbbing with her heartbeat.

But the freedom is short-lived. From her substantial bosom, Angelique produces a slim silver cylinder with a grid-like network of silver bars. It’s open on either end, with two tabs. Tabs that look familiar. Tabs that, I realize in mounting horror, fit into the steel rings Amber and I still have squeezing our packages and clits.

They put her into it first, her stiff clitty slipping inside the open end of the cylinder before it’s locked on to her. My stomach flutters as Marilyn grabs my hard shaft and, using some of Amber’s pre-cum as lube, slips me into the other end of the double-sided chastity cage. She slides it all the way down my length until my tip is touching Amber’s, our pre-cum mixing and smearing across our shafts before dripping out between the bars. There are two soft clicks, and we are sealed inside.

A final object is revealed, buzzing happily in Angelique’s hand.

“Now then, girls,” Angelique says cheerfully. “It’s time for the competition to begin.”


Chapter 8: Locked Together

The Pink Peony Sisterhood is equally delighted and excited by the sight of two sissy girls with their clits caged together. Amber and I are so close that my skirts constantly brush against her, making her twitch and gasp. That, in turn, tugs on my cage and squeezes more pre-cum into it, my arousal constantly mounting. Amber is beautiful and soft and sweet. I can’t help but kiss her.

“Good girls,” Betsy giggles. “These sissies can’t stop themselves, can they? Nothing in their heads except sex and denial.”

Amber is already subtly thrusting her hips, her shaft slipping along the inside of the cage and bumping into mine. Pre-cum spills out from the gaps in the grid, smearing our crotches, running down our thighs and sticking them together. It only gets worse when we kiss, tongues entwined as we moan into each other’s mouths. She’s a sissy — she wants this. And she wants it because she knows it makes me harder. The thought turns me on even more.

“The rules are simple,” Angelique says. “Each of us will take turns with the vibrator. You may put it wherever you want, but don’t be too selfish, girls. I think you’ll find it’s more fun to use it on our guests of honor. One of them will have an orgasm tonight, and they will regret it.”

Marilyn takes first crack with the vibrator, slipping between my legs and placing it against my ass, letting it buzz while my muscles tense up from the sudden stimulation. Then Amber moans louder than she has before and Marilyn moves away. Joanna replaces her, giving Amber the same treatment before sliding over to me and holding the buzzing toy in place for longer. My body is tense, tingling, and shivering, pleasure pulsing through me even though the sensation is only half-realized. A climax is so close I can almost touch it, but not quite.

“Whoever cums first,” Angelique explains after this first round, “is the loser. That girl’s Principal decides their punishment. For your sake, Jessica, I hope Amber wins.”

As the vibrator returns, all I can think about is what nine months in a cage does to a girl. Amber is a sissy mess: desperate and dripping. She must be unable to think of anything but her constant denial, fully knowing that her release is subject to the whims of her wife. If Joanna decides that Amber never deserves an orgasm again, no matter how many times she’s fucked or teased or toyed with, then Amber will simply spend her life in chastity.

The thought makes me harder than ever, pre-cum spilling down my thighs and over our shared shafts. My hips start thrusting on their own while Betsy presses the buzzing device up into my clitty.

“I think she likes that idea,” Joanna giggles, her lips at my ear. “Is that what you want, sissy? Nine full months in chastity like my lovely husband?”

“No,” I moan, but I shiver anyway, the vibrator clattering over the steel. I tell myself that’s why I’m so hard. Real pleasure on my clit for the first time in days, given to me in the most humiliating way possible. If a sissy was to be allowed to touch her clitty for pleasure, this would be the way, and that subjugation is deeply arousing.

But not as much, I confess to myself, as the idea of Joanna’s chastity.

“This is it,” she purrs. “Your last chance at pleasure for...how long? A week? A month?” She gives me one final, firm push and pulls the vibrator away. “Or maybe forever.”

Amber is moaning, now, her face taut with pleasure I know she’s struggling to fight against. She looks so desperate, I want to tell her to cum, but that’s almost meaner than telling her not to. It’s a deliciously cruel thing to do, to transform what we denied sissies want most into the instrument of our torture. Both of us could cum in an instant from the barest touch on our clits. To make us resist that pleasure, to deny ourselves the way Marilyn and Joanna forcibly deny us, is exquisitely terrible.

“This is taking too long,” Betsy complains.

“You know how to speed it up,” Angelique says.

Betsy rises and takes the vibrator from Joanna, pressing it against us to draw out as much slippery pre-cum as possible, letting it pool in her hand. Then she kneels and slips a slicked finger into Amber’s tight hole. The sissy gasps, her heavy eyelids snapping open, a rush of pleasure crashing through her. She lets out a taut moan and everyone can tell she’s close.

That’s not enough for Betsy, though. She slicks the fingers of her other hand and probes between my cheeks until she finds my hole, sliding inside and immediately grinding against my sissy spot. Fireworks erupt behind my eyes and my clitty begins to buzz dangerously. It won’t take long before I lose.

Betsy finger-fucks us both, our clits twitching inside their prisons while our balls tremble, full of cum waiting for release. Her fingers grind harder against that perfect button deep inside me, the one that makes me so hard even just thinking about it. My whole body is rigid, my legs quivering, my teeth gritting together, but somehow, somehow I manage not to cum.

Amber is less lucky. Betsy’s fingers must be driving her insane. She whimpers as her hips roll forward, humping the cage in an effort to get away from those teasing fingers. That movement must have been enough for her dam to break. With a squealing sound somewhere between horror and ecstasy, Amber spurts hot sissy cream into our combined chastity cage, soaking my clit for the second time that day in someone else’s cum.

The room erupts into laughter and applause. Joanna and Marilyn look delighted. Amber looks utterly spent as nine months of energy drains out of her. Her face is a mask of pleasure for a moment until the fear and horror sinks in, but her torment is not over yet.

“Clean her,” Marilyn instructs. “With your mouth.”

There’s a click and I’m free, sticky strands of cum running from the shared cage to my still-pulsing clit. I instantly drop to my knees and start to kiss and lick her clean, my tongue probing between the bars, slurping down the salty, acrid liquid arousal. Amber moans softly and twitches at my ministrations, her body still overwhelmed with pleasure even if her dread is slowly mounting.

The sentence is rendered while I work. “Joanna can decide the duration,” Marilyn says. “But she will be caged. Plugged full time. Milkings to be provided weekly, while she’s on her back, with her spurties landing straight on her face.”

Joanna giggles delightedly. “Oh, Mary. It’s almost too nice. I’d never give her the milkings, of course, but you always find such a perfect little twist. Does that sound good to you, Amber, dear?”

The spent sissy nods weakly and moans softly. Joanna beams, then her gaze shifts to me.

“You know, Mary, with a plan like that... I’m not sure she’ll ever need to be unlocked again.”
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The Princess wants me in her bed. The Queen wants me under her control. And both of them want to see just how far they can push their newest servant before she breaks.

One week into my new position as a royal maid, and I've already broken the most important rule: don't let the Princess seduce you. But the Queen doesn't want to fire me. She wants to punish me.

The Queen works my body like an instrument, pushing me to the edge of release only to lock me back up in something so small I can barely breathe. Every lash of her crop teaches me obedience. Every stroke of her hand teaches me desire. And the collar around my neck?

That's teaching me exactly who I belong to now.
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"That doesn't belong to you anymore," she said, smacking my cage dangling between my legs. "This is mine now."

"Yes, Madame," I said as I pulled up my panties, my dense petticoats settling over them, my skirt so short that they were still visible.

"Now you're my sissy maid, girl," she smirked, shoving on my shoulder. "So get on your knees and do your job.

It was supposed to be a simple summer job, a housekeeper at a country estate. I was going to be the only guy there, surrounded by pretty girls in pretty clothes. What more could anyone ask for?

But that was before I knew about the uniform, and why everyone there was dressed like a maid. It turned out that the uniform was mandatory for everyone at Belmont Manor — even for me! Panties, a tiny skirt, a massive pettioat — and a tiny chastity cage in my panties.

How else can Madame Belmont keep her girls ready and eager to please?

Because she has something special between her legs, and she insists on using it whenever and however she wants. Am I read to be her next prospect? Am I really ready to be trained and used the way she demands?

Can I really become her sissy chastity maid?

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/sissy-manor-1 or…
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“You’ll look so pretty in white,” Juliette beamed at me, holding up the silk gown. “And these panties are perfect to show off your cage.”

“Is that what she wants?” I asked, voice quivering as I thought about dressing up for Theresa.

“She loves her sissies looking as pretty as possible,” Juliette grinned. “And don’t you want to make her happy?”

My friend invited me to her aunt Theresa’s country estate — but ditched me after I got there. Worse, my luggage never arrives, and the only clothes in the closet are panties, dresses, and stockings. At least there’s a stunning maid to distract me from all of this.

But she just wants to see me in those panties.

Theresa expects us in our sissy best at all times — because she’s going to use what she has between our legs to turn us into the best sissies we can be. And to make sure we follow her rules and commands, she keeps us locked tightly in our little silk panties.

Is this really how I wanted to spend my summer? And why does Theresa insist on dressing me in white? What’s she planning to do to me?

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

Click here to read it right now!
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“My, my, aren’t you a pretty little thing all dressed up like that,” she purred, eyes flashing.

My skirts swished around me, a spray of white silk and black satin. Buried within my tiny panties, I was already straining in my cage.

“And now that I have you locked, I think our fun can begin…”
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