

Trained to be Taken: Caught in her Lingerie 4

by Vanessa Lockridge


Bad girls get punished. Good girls get locked forever.

I shouldn’t want this — and I definitely shouldn’t be dreaming about getting even more. Miss Mary will give me everything I can imagine and even the things I can’t. All I have to do is stay locked, stay pretty, and stay a good girl.

Then I broke her one rule.

Now I'm being given a smaller cage. A prettier dress. And a lesson I'll never forget, delivered in front of an audience of women who love nothing more than a sissy who's learned her place.
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Chapter 1: Practice

“It’s every girl’s fantasy, dear, and you’re no different.”

“Yes, Miss Mary.”

“The frilliest day of your life. When you give yourself away! Just think of it — all those delicious ruffles on your dress, those bows, the lace and pearls. You’ll be just the picture of a princess, all demure and innocent, but underneath all those layers of silk and chiffon, you’ll be wearing something deliciously naughty. After all, a bride’s job is to titillate and excite, especially when her little clitty is locked up in such a small cage. Do a good job and you might even be allowed to make your spurties from it! Oh, yes, see? There’s a good girl.”

The thick tip of the dildo pushes open my hole again. Every time it does, the ring of muscle stretches and sends a jolt of pleasure down my back. Marilyn works it slowly, never so fast as to bring me to orgasm; just enough to make the daily dribble from my cage turn into a waterfall of pre-cum that spills down and lubricates the dildo as she slides it in and out. She hasn’t let me cum in two weeks now, telling me that this is the goal for any sissy girl: being wet enough all the time that you’re always ready for a cock.

This has been the routine every morning of those two weeks: Marilyn dresses me in something achingly gorgeous that gets me leaking right away, connects my legs to the spreader bar, and hoists it up in the air, tying off my wrists to the headboard. As she plays with me — sometimes with a finger, sometimes with a toy, and never once touching my caged clit — she spells out some sissy fantasy just to see which one triggers the strongest reaction in me.

And, as we discovered yesterday, imagining myself as a bride seems to do the job.

“Are you imagining what it’ll be like when your lover undoes each of those buttons down the back of your gown? Don’t have a little accident like yesterday, darling. You were very close to breaking my rule, weren’t you?”

“I’m sorry, Miss Mary,” I moan.

My legs are already shaking from the pleasure. Today, in keeping with the theme, I have been dolled up in a white cap-sleeve babydoll with a wide Peter Pan collar trimmed in lace and fastened at the neck with a satin bow. The silk chiffon drizzles across my nipples, sheer enough to show how hard they are. Marilyn ensures they stay that way by pinching and caressing them or by brushing the nightie across them, giggling at my gasping moans and shivers. No panties, of course, but naturally there is a garter belt. This is white satin with cute blue bows studding the straps that are the same shade as the ribbon run through the lace tops of my white stockings.

“I have long suspected that every boy is jealous of all the pretty things girls get to wear,” Marilyn says, pushing the dildo in up to its hilt and putting a reassuring hand on my thigh. “Oh, you are doing so well, Jessica, darling. And nowhere is this more apparent than bridalwear.”

The spreader bar — a thick metal rod, as long as my armspan, wrapped in pink velvet with straps on each end through which my ankles are fastened — rattles as I shiver with stymied pleasure. Marilyn has it suspended from the top newels on her four-poster bed, keeping my legs straight, separated, and pulled up at an angle that gives her total access to my hole. And to make sure that I don’t attempt to take things into my own hands, she has tied them to the other side of the bed, rendering me utterly helpless. Completely at her mercy.

“Admit it, dear. You’ve longed to be dressed in a bridal gown, aching for everything that comes with it, haven’t you?”

I shudder. How is she so good at knowing those deep secrets? The ones that I never knew I had until she dredges them from the dark of my unconscious.

I bite my lip to fight off another moan as my hole gobbles up the dildo. “Yes, Miss Mary.”

“Tell me.”

“I — I — oh — I want to put on a pretty, sexy, sheer little robe as I get dolled — dolled up,” I manage. Marilyn has sped up the pace of her thrusts, beaming at me as it tangles up my thoughts and words. “M-maybe m-m-my maid of honor steals a kiss because we’re b-both so turned on by the — the clothes.”

Marilyn chuckles. “Oh, you naughty girl. I bet you’d want her to do more, if you hadn’t been locked in your little cage to maintain your bridal honor, hmm?”

I squeeze my eyes shut and nod vigorously. “Yes, Miss Mary!”

“What else, dear? Tell me about your beautiful lingerie.”

She pours herself over me, her breasts pressing against my chest, nipples separated by our sheer nighties and nothing more. Her hand keeps her steady rhythm on the dildo, never wavering, always keeping me on the teetering edge of climax.

“Something — something that m-makes it easy for him t-to — to — oh, Miss Mary!”

The dildo slows but doesn’t stop inside me. Marilyn pulls back with a wicked grin. “’Him,’ hmm? You’d like your groom to fill your tight sissy ass with a manly cock, just like this?”

There’s a flush of humiliation at being caught like that, but I can’t stop my body’s reaction to the idea. My clit twitches and dribbles and a shiver of pleasure courses through me.

“Because this” — Marilyn prods my cage — “could never satisfy anyone. It’s too small to do anything except drool and stay locked neatly away, where nobody ever has to think about it.”

“Yes, Miss Mary,” I groan, knowing what she wants to hear next. “I’m too sissy to have a cock. My limp little clitty belongs in a cage.”

Now it’s Marilyn’s turn to shiver. “Good girl,” she says thickly. “Now, darling, it’s time for my pleasure. Get on all fours, Jessica, and show me how tight your hole can be.”


Chapter 2: Mark

I wait for her on my hands and knees, still in my nightie, my rear framed by my garter straps. The gauzy hem of my nightie hangs over the edge of my cheeks like sheer curtains, inviting more than hiding. My tiny clit in its tiny cage is still dribbling from the dildo as I strain to listen for her. Two or three times every week, these morning teasing sessions work her up enough that she fucks me until she cums. I can’t help but wonder what her appetite must have been like when she was young.

“My, my,” comes her voice, though she’s changing it, making it lower, huskier. “Is this my blushing bride, all ready for me?”

My body stiffens — this can’t be real. But when I turn to look at her, she’s dressed in a suit without a shirt, only a black lace bodysuit beneath. Her hair is pulled tightly backwards, giving her a slightly masculine look, though nothing could obscure the strength of her femininity. My eyes flick down to the crotch of her pants where the check pattern is distorted by the bulge inside.

“Yes, Miss Mary,” I say softly.

“Mark,” she says roughly, cupping my chin in her hand and tilting my head up to meet her gaze. “This morning, Jessica, I am your Mark. And aren’t you ravishing for me.” She — he? — brushes her fingertips across my back, tugging the nightie up to fully expose my hole.

“You like it?” I ask, falling into the role. “I hope it’s pretty enough for you.”

“Darling, you could be wearing a potato sack and be stunning,” Mark says, pulling me into a kiss that tastes like smoke and musk. There’s some Marilyn there, but atop the familiar smell and flavor is something dark and strong. Somehow, even her fingers feel stronger and rougher as I’m tugged up against her.

“But you’d never make me wear one, right?” I ask with a shy smile when Mark breaks the kiss.

“Only if you disappoint me,” he says.

“Aren’t there more fun ways of punishing a naughty bride?”

“Would you like me to show you?”

“May I start with this?”

I bite my lip, looking up at him, pawing at the front of his pants. His cock is thick and hard inside, and I want it. Feeling that sudden, body-filling need for a cock makes me shiver with nervous excitement. I’ve changed so much so quickly. Or, I wonder more darkly, have I simply become who I was always supposed to be?

“You may, darling,” he says.

My fingers tremble as I undo his fly. To my surprise, I really do feel like a blushing bride on her wedding night. Nervous and excited, afraid of what will happen, what he’ll do to me, what will come next. When his cock springs free, glossy and blue, it almost shocks me even though I’ve seen this strap-on many times before.

“Oh, darling,” I gasp. “It seems your wife hasn’t been serving you properly!”

“What makes you say that?”

I cup the molded package dangling beneath. “Just look at how blue your poor balls are!”

Mark chuckles. “Amusing. But I’d rather see you use those lovely lips for something else.”

He doesn’t have to ask me twice. My pink gloss lubricates my lips over the tip of his cock, sliding down its length, swirling my tongue along the underside. Mark lets out a long sigh and settles his hands into my hair. His fingers curl there, just enough to remind me that he’s in charge, that I am just here to serve. That thought turns me on immensely, which in turn only serves to make my cage even tighter, even wetter.

It tastes like latex, which I expected would be disappointing after the number of cocks and clits I’ve serviced, but there’s something primal about this. I’ve never wanted to be fucked by a man, but right now all I want is Mark to put me in my place as his little sissy bride. Not just to be fucked, but to be deflowered. Ritually bent from sissy girl into sissy plaything.

He buries his cock to the hilt and my eyes water. His gaze never wavers, except when his eyes slither down my figure, taking in my feminized body. The body he owns, that he transformed, that he fucked all the masculinity out of until there’s nothing here except a simpering, moaning sissy, rock-hard in her little cage, cock turned into clit, and all sexual desire focused on two things: look gorgeous and pleasure everyone else.

“Turn around,” he says, slipping the cock from my mouth. A string of saliva connects to the tip, then snaps as my chin quivers with excitement. He holds it for a second, looking down at me with his wide, powerful eyes, and the sensation is suddenly so intimate it almost makes me cry. How lucky I am to be here, dressed in white, on my knees to serve. To suck. To be fucked.

“Make me squeal,” I beg as I comply with his orders. “Please, darling. Fill me with your big, thick cock and fuck my tight sissy ass until you explode.”

“Is that all you can think about now, darling? Is that what becoming my wife has made you?”

“No,” I giggle, laying my head down on the bed and wiggling my ass high in the air to tempt my husband’s darker instincts. “No, I was always like this. That’s why you picked me, isn’t it?”

“I could tell from the start,” comes the answer, and I can’t tell if it’s Marilyn or Mark speaking to me.

He does make me squeal, but in the way I want — though not at first. He shoves his hand roughly between my thighs, parting them enough that he can pull my clit backwards between my legs. Having it there is a new, delicious feeling that makes my toes curl in my stockings. But what he does next makes me gasp.

“Don’t move.”

There’s a strange sensation at the base of my clit, and then all of a sudden I feel it growing, spreading, dripping, heating. I’ve spent so long in the cage I forgot what it’s like to have a real erection. The air is cool as it throbs, pulsing with freedom, aching to be touched. That need comes rushing in all at once, pushing aside everything else until all I can think about is how badly I want someone to play with my cock. To suck it, to rub it in silk, to cum the way I used to!

“Wouldn’t it be nice,” Mark says, reading my mind, “if I gave it a little kiss?”

“Oh, yes!” I let out in a shuddering, desperate moan.

“Oh, yes,” he repeats. “Would you like to feel my fingers on it? To be stroked?”

“That would be lovely.”

“Take it in my mouth and suck it until it makes its weak, sad excuse for an orgasm?”

He can call it anything he wants as long as he does it. “Oh, yes, please, please, darling, play with your wife’s desperate cock!”

I feel the strap-on against my hole. Then the weight of him on my back, pressing down with so much force it would make me buckle into the bed if I didn’t already have my face on it. I hear the snarl in his voice as he pushes his lips against my ear, the familiar sensation clouded with aggression.

“Sissies don’t have cocks, girl. Now take a real one and beg me not to punish you.”


Chapter 3: Punished

If Mark had any plans to be gentle with me, they disappeared with my transgression. Even the stomach-spinning pleasure of being split open on his mighty shaft isn’t enough to distract me from my mistake and the fear that comes with it. He pounds himself into me, filling me completely on the first drive, and in that moment all thoughts are pushed from my head. Then he withdraws and the anxieties creep in to take its place.

I was too desperate. Too horny. The cage, as it turned out, was as much a part of Jessica as her arousal. Her dreams and desires. Without it, I so quickly became someone else. Someone I was never supposed to be — someone I didn’t realize I still could be. Knowing that I might have a cock again if this all ended fills me with confusion. Is that something I even want? Is that something I could be now?

And the dark truth below it all: to stay Jessica, to live in this world of silk and lace and pleasure and power, I’ll need to be caged forever.

“Bad girl,” Mark grunts from behind me. “Asking for things you know you shouldn’t have.”

“I’m sorry!” I squeal.

He grabs my hair, wrapping it around his hand to take up the slack and twist my head up and neck backwards. His thrusts are hard and fast and strong. Punishment, in a way, but more than anything else a simple message of control. Each deep drive reminds me of my place. Every pull on my hair brings me deeper into submission. And I’m certain that the dribble from my hard, free clitty is the closest I’ll be allowed to orgasm for a very long time.

“Sorry?” Mark growls. “You’re a selfish slut, aren’t you? Thinking of your own pleasure.”

He spanks me, hard, and I let out a pained squeal. That wasn’t one of the playful spanks that Marilyn likes to give me. This is meant to hurt.

The second is aimed with perfect precision at the same spot as the first. Pure white fills my mind just as his thick cock grinds against my sissy spot, the pleasure and pain mixing together into a terrible, delicious cocktail. There’s a third and a fourth and my gasps turn into cries. The fifth and sixth turn them into sobs. And the blows don’t stop coming.

“This will teach you your place,” he says, pounding into me, yanking my hair back so far my head hurts and my neck aches. Nobody has ever treated me like this before. Fear bubbles up inside of me as I think about how far this could go. What he could do to me. I’d know what to expect from Marilyn. But Mark?

He might do anything.

“Sissies take cocks,” he growls. “They play with cocks. But this?” He lunges forwards and roughly grabs my clit dangling between my legs, pulling it backwards so hard it makes me yelp. “This isn’t a cock! What is it?”

“A clit!” I squeal, my voice hitching as his thick cock drives deep into me.

“And where does it belong?”

It feels like he might rip it off of me. “In a cage! I’m sorry, please, please!”

“Please, what, sissy?”

I don’t even know. His thick tip spreads me, his length driving deep into me, my body flooding with pleasure and pain and arousal and fear. Be gentle? Be rough? The truth bubbles up inside me, slow but inevitable, until it’s all I can think of. I don’t want him to stop. I don’t want him to be gentle. I need to be used like this.

This is what I’m for.

“A clit,” he snarls. “You don’t have a cock anymore. You never did, even if you used to call it one.” He releases me, the lock clattering against the cage as it swings back into place, tiny and forgotten, disappearing into a flare of ruffled lace on my panties — right where it belongs. “You’ve always been a sissy. A slut. And you’ve always had a clit fit for nothing but a cage.”

“Yes, Master, that’s right, that’s all I am!” I gasp, the words flowing out of me unbidden. “I’m just a hole for you to fuck and to dress how you see fit! All I want is lace and panties and a cock filling every single one of my girly, sissy holes!”

Mark grunts and shudders, his fingers digging deep into the tender flesh on my hips. My rear already burns from his spanking. The extra rush of pain makes me squirt more pre-cum from my cage, the pathetic dribble disappearing in the froth of my panties. I’m so close — I just need a little more, one last thrust. I push backwards and mewl in disappointment when I discover his cock is already buried up to the hilt inside of me.

“Eager — slut —” Mark grunts as he cums, head thrown back, chest shuddering with it.

I am in agony from the denial. Every part of my body hums with need, moving involuntarily to try to eke out that last bit of pleasure that will bring me there, knowing — hating — loving — that it won’t be enough. That I’ll stay locked and desperate and dripping, pretty and aching, the picture of sissy perfection. No scrap of manhood left. Just frills and pre-cum.

“Fuck,” Mark says, his voice softer now, higher pitched. Like a woman’s. “Hmm, I might have a bridal thing too.”

One last shudder wracks my body as the strap-on slips out of me and I collapse, panting, onto the bed. Marilyn is there, wearing a suit, caressing my hair and whispering to me. Telling me what a good girl I am. How pretty I am in my lovely virginal lingerie. What a good job I did. How proud she is of me.

She tells me to roll over. Control of my muscles returns slowly as the heat of denial burns away, though when she pulls down my panties to fully reveal my clit, it’s as angry red as a flame. Marilyn makes a soft cooing noise as she looks at it, then shakes her head sadly before doing the very last thing I expected. The last thing I’d ever imagined her to do.

She takes off my cage.


Chapter 4: Restraint

The change in sensation is almost enough to make me burst right there. I can see Marilyn wrestle with herself, trying to decide whether to tease me more or not, but she finally decides I’ve had enough. My clit twitches furiously, pre-cum spilling out of it and running down my throbbing length. The cool air feels colder where the streaks dry. Suddenly every sensation is amplified: the sweet kiss of chiffon, the subtle rustle of my outfit, the tug of the garter belt and the squeeze of the stockings. It’s instantly overwhelming.

And because I’m a good girl, I fight against it.

“That’s right,” Marilyn coos, reaching out to stroke my hair before thinking better of it. Realizing the precarious state I am in and, for once, not making it worse. “Just relax, darling. Miss Mary will make it all go away, just like you want.”

Do I want that? I can barely think straight. What does she mean by that? My thoughts are dominated by a screaming voice telling me to touch myself. To have her touch me. The words grow louder and louder until they eclipse everything and my hand begins to move towards my quivering shaft.

“Oh, goodness,” Marilyn says. “I see.”

She catches my hand, gently but firmly, and repositions it next to my ear before doing the same with the other. My eyebrows arch as she does it. It’s a gesture so casually dominant that I can feel her control between my legs. “Please,” I gasp, not even sure what I’m asking for.

I don’t need to know. Marilyn knows for me.

“Keep your hands there, Jessica. Let Miss Mary take care of you.”

I bite my lip and moan and nod frantically. Anything to help. To make it go away. There’s a flicker of thought deep inside of me — why would anyone want this feeling to go away? Act on it! — but it all blots out when I feel the familiar, cool squeeze of steel on my clit. Marilyn shushes me softly as she pushes me into it. I’m so hard that at first I don’t think it’s possible to fit, but there is a dedicated pressure that slowly forces my clit to relent and slip inside. There’s a click and a gentle pat on me, and while something feels different, it also feels safe. I let out a shuddering breath, tensed muscles relaxing, and look down at my clit.

Or at least where it used to be.

“Oh,” I gasp softly, my body still so overpowered by the feeling of freedom that I can’t tell if I’m horrified or relieved at what I see. “It’s — it’s so small.”

“I’m afraid it must be,” Marilyn says sadly, resting her hand on my thigh. “After you asked to be unlocked.”

It’s barely a nub between my legs — so small it might as well be flat. I’m shocked I can fit inside, and then humiliated that I can, the slit in the steel tip not even reaching past my pert package beneath. How emasculating to find that the longest part of me is my balls, not my shaft. It really was always meant to be a clit.

“I’m sorry,” I say. My voice is barely a whisper. “I — I don’t know what came over me.”

“It happens,” Marilyn reassures me. “It simply means we need to intensify this part of your training. Reinforce the things a sissy needs to know. Repeat after me, darling. I am not a man.”

“I — I am not a man.”

“I do not have a penis.”

“I don’t have a penis.”

“I have a sissy clitty, and clitties stay locked.”

“I have — have a sissy clitty. And sissy clitties stay locked.”

“Sissy clitties are for tease and denial.”

“Sissy clitties are for tease and denial.”

“My pleasure comes from serving my betters.”

Every word sends jolts through my body, but I feel it nowhere stronger than in my new, tiny cage. Marilyn’s gaze is fixed on mine, burning and intense, as if this is the most important thing she’s ever said to me. Like if I can’t obey her now, this will all be over, and Jessica will disappear. And as I meet her gaze, I realize, deep in my core, that the very last thing I want to happen is that.

“My pleasure comes from serving my betters,” I repeat.

Marilyn’s face softens and she lets out a breath I couldn’t tell she was holding. “Good. Good. Now, Jessica, dear, it’s time to get you ready for the evening.”


Chapter 5: Haydin

I know it’s pretend, but I still can’t help feeling like it’s my special day. Like I really am the princess they all say brides are. How could I not, in my gown and my gloves and my bridal lingerie?

Tonight’s meeting of the Pink Peony Sisterhood is being held at Marilyn’s house, which means I’m fretting on the couch as I wait for everyone to arrive. Will Angelique think my gown is pretty enough? I think it’s gorgeous, with its high neck and enormous balloon sleeves melting into skin-tight lace that sprays out in ruffles at my wrist. Every inch of the delicate white satin is covered in glittering beadwork and lace embroidery. From the front, it’s all demure, almost modest. But the back is all sex and vulnerability: a single white ribbon tied at the back of my neck is what holds everything in place, and the heart-shaped opening over my back is low enough to reveal a teasing glimpse of my white thong. One tug there, and the ladies can have me utterly to themselves. I can’t stop imagining the look on Lucille’s face or the squeal of delight from Betsy. Will Joanna take me first, or will I serve Marilyn on my knees?

These are not the thoughts I had the first time I met them.

When the women do arrive, they fawn over me, each dressed in pastel satins and silks, acting the part of a bridal shower. But this shower will be like none other — something instead drawn from the depths of their fantasies.

“I’ve been waiting all week for this,” Betsy says excitedly when she sits on the settee across from me. She tucks her knees together, but her dress is short enough that I can see her garter straps. “Joanna has the most wicked idea for you.”

“Wicked?”

“Marilyn heard about your little request,” Lucille purrs, cupping my chin in her hand. She is dressed in black, as always, but I’m certain I can see the outline of her throbbing cock behind the satin sheath. “I had my own punishments, of course, but Joanna...”

“She has something of a knack for them,” Angelique giggles. “Heavens, when she suggested this, I could barely believe it.”

“Do you suppose she’s done it to Haydin before?” Betsy asks, clearly aroused at the idea. Planning the same for her own husband.

“She doesn’t need to,” Marilyn says simply.

Betsy furrows her brow. “She doesn’t?”

Lucille chuckles. “Betsy doesn’t know.”

“Tell me!”

“You’ll see soon enough, dear,” Angelique says, sitting next to her and patting her knee while Betsy pouts.

I stew in my anxiety as they chat, waiting for Joanna to arrive. When the doorbell rings for the final time, I nearly jump out of my skin, my voluminous gown shouting my fear with each rustling layer of silk and tulle. Lucille gives me a sly look while Marilyn rises to answer the door. From the foyer, I hear a girlish shriek I don’t recognize, and when Joanna arrives in the living room, I see who it belongs to.

“Ohmigod ladies, hello!” squeals the bubbly blonde trailing behind her. She makes a theatrical gasp and puts a hand to her open mouth when she sees me. “No. This is Jessica?”

Without waiting for permission, she sashays over to me, her pleated skirt swinging around her hips so wildly that I can see her pink panties underneath. I search but see no sign of a cage like mine, but this girl is clearly a sissy like me — none of the women here would be caught dead wearing a sheer lace blouse that shows off pierced nipples. Who is she?

“Pleasure,” I say, offering a gloved hand to her.

The girl looks at me in total delight, then takes my hand — not to press her lips to it, but to pull me into a full, open-mouth kiss, her fingers exploring the exposed skin around my neck line while her tongue darts into my mouth. The ladies titter and giggle as it happens.

“That’s quite enough, Haydin,” Joanna says. “Goodness, after what Marilyn said, just doing that might be enough to make her burst.”

The sissy pulls back, her pink lipstick slightly smeared, and grins at me. “I’d love to be the cause of that.”

Joanna snorts. “If that’s the case, then why don’t you give the trollop her new attachment?”

My blood goes cold. There’s no way that’s going to be a good thing. Haydin gives me a dangerous wink, then trots back to Joanna, who’s digging in her purse for something. I can’t see what it is before she gives it to the sissy, who giggles wildly when she sees it.

“Oh, ladies. You are cruel.”

“It’s going inside you, Haydin, dear,” Marilyn says. “So maybe you’d like to rethink your words?”

“I’m very excited,” the sissy giggles, then cocks her head towards me. “But Jessica? This is going to break her.”

“Well,” Lucille drawls. “That is rather the idea.”


Chapter 6: Clit

They make us play together before I’m allowed to see what it is. Kisses, of course, then I’m instructed to drop to my knees in my gown and pleasure her. “Slowly,” Angelique instructs. “Like you would with Marilyn.”

Haydin looks down at me, framed in a sea of white, and grins. “Ready to see your future, cutie?”

I’m shaking as I slip my fingers into her panties.

She has a clit, of course, and a package not dissimilar to mine — though hers is smaller, pinker, and smoother. But that’s hardly what I’m looking at when I slip her panties down to her knees. I expected to find a cage filled with something as angry and throbbing as mine. Maybe even a cock like Lucille’s, only permitted pleasure when Joanna decrees it.

Instead, she has a clit. It’s barely longer than my new cage, pink and girlish and soft, her former manhood entirely reduced to little more than a button. I gasp when I see it and try not to imagine myself like that. Is that really what Marilyn wants for me?

“She doesn’t even get hard anymore,” Joanna says proudly. “Or maybe can’t. Who cares? That’s the part of her I care about the least.”

The words send shudders through me, but Haydin’s hips squirm involuntarily towards me. “Give it a kiss, Jessica, just take it between your lips like you did with mine — oh! Oh, yes, that’s right!” She grips my hair, then pushes me lower onto her clit. “Lick it, silly slut, make out with it like a girlfriend would!”

Her voice is pitched high and shrill but somehow commanding. I do exactly as she says, pressing my tongue flat against the tiny tip of her clitty before swirling around it, then wrapping my mouth around its base to give her a gentle suckle. I feel it twitch, which only makes me shudder in turn, my own package aching at the idea of being permanently reduced like hers. Of being so utterly feminized that I can’t even get hard anymore. I didn’t even realize I could lose that part of me, that any last vestiges of masculinity remained.

Pre-cum dribbles out of her, thin and wet, and I slurp it down. She’s so small that she barely protrudes past my lips. All I can think as she moans above me, fingers knitted in my hair, is that this could be me. This could be my future. Permanently limp, permanently a sissy, fully under Marilyn’s control. Unable to even pretend I was a man.

“Oh, she’s good at this,” Haydin moans. She has curves the way I don’t: chest, waist, hips, ass. The picture of every man’s fantasy: slender but buxom, giggly and sweet, her head filled with nothing but thoughts of looking pretty and sucking cock. “Pretty soon, you’ll be just like me, Jessica!”

My clit twitches in my cage, buried beneath the layers of taffeta, and I can’t help but wonder how many more times it will be able to do that.

Betsy is transfixed. “Can she cum from that?”

Joanna shrugs. “Probably. I’ve never bothered to try. She barely gets to cum anymore anyway. She’s much more fun all riled up, aren’t you Haydin?”

“Yes, ma’am!” Haydin bubbles. “Nothing feels as good as your cock filling me up, Miss Joanna!”

“I love letting her and Amber play together,” Joanna coos. Amber is her husband — or what’s left of him, now that he’s been feminized almost as far as Haydin. “It keeps them both on edge for me. Have you ever been served by two horny sissies?” She shivers and bites her lip. “I’ll never need a man again.”

The Pink Peony Sisterhood laughs knowingly as my stomach drops away.

“Haydin, dear,” Marilyn says when the sissy’s moans are louder and she’s begun to rock her hips forwards and back. “Why don’t you give Jessica her surprise?”

“Yes, ma’am!”

All eyes are on me as she presents it, holding it out for me in both hands. At first, I can’t tell what I’m looking at. Maybe it’s because I haven’t seen one for a long time, or maybe because the base end has a weird connector on it. It’s a cock — but no, it just looks like one. A strap-on with no harness, made to look as realistic as possible. Sitting there in Haydin’s hands, it looks strange and disembodied, hard to imagine as anything other than someone’s cock removed cleanly from their body.

“What is it for?” I finally ask softly.

“For you, dear,” Marilyn says. “This is what you wanted, right? A cock to play with? Someone to touch it?”

It staggers me. There’s a tug at my neck I barely feel, and when Marilyn helps me stand, my gown stays behind me on the floor, exposing me in nothing but my white lingerie. All at once, everything falls into place. Why Marilyn wanted me to wear the open-front panties instead of the usual open-back pair. Why she put me in the smaller cage.

And what she plans on doing with me.

The cock fits perfectly onto my cage. It’s shocking to see it there: so realistic that it could be my own, except that when Marilyn strokes it, I feel nothing except humiliation. My brain wants to believe that it’s mine. As her hands slide along it, it almost could be, save for the slim boundary of steel at the base of my clit. I can almost feel the pleasure there, so close that it makes my fingertips tingle, so far away that it makes me want to sob.

“Perfect,” Marilyn says, her voice with a razor edge I’ve never heard before. “Now then, Haydin, why don’t you get her all nice and slippery?”

“Yes, ma’am!”


Chapter 7: Wants

Haydin is a champion cocksucker. She puts her entire body into it, looking up at me with doe eyes, her back arched to give me a perfect view of her pantied ass and stiletto heels. Her cheeks go hollow as she slides up and down the length of the fake cock, slurping loudly and pumping it with an expression of total adoration. She flicks her tongue across the bottom, lavishes her attention on the tip, swallows it all up to the base.

And I can’t feel a thing.

“There you go, Jessica,” Marilyn hisses. “What you asked for. Someone to play with your cock. Well, how is it, sissy?”

I groan, my legs shaking, my eyebrows knitted together. I know the right answer, and I know the truthful one, but I don’t know which one she wants to hear. “It feels — it feels —”

Marilyn blinks and widens her eyes, turning her ear towards me. “Well?”

It feels like being tortured. This is the closest I’ll ever come to having a cock again. Every motion of Haydin’s mouth and hands sends pleasure to where my shaft should be, only to be denied by the cold metal that keeps it locked away. She works me like an instrument, and there is some strange, muted pleasure that builds in me, but not enough.

“I don’t feel anything!” I finally burst out.

The ladies laugh in delight. Marilyn smirks. “But I thought you wanted a cock, Jessica. Isn’t this what you wanted?”

“No,” I moan. “I’m sorry, Miss Mary! I — I didn’t mean it!”

“Of course you did, darling. That’s why we have to do this. To remind you of what you don’t have. Girls don’t have cocks, dear. Girls wear strap-ons, just like this.”

“It must be agonizing,” Angelique breathes in awe. “To be so close to what you want. It looks so real, doesn’t it?”

I look down. It feels so strange to see a cock, as real as I can imagine, going into Haydin’s pink mouth. But there’s no sensation with it. Nothing to help the ache in my package or the twisting sensation in my stomach. The worst part of it all is that looking down, seeing myself denied and teased and tortured like this, makes me horny. My clit strains against its tiny new cage, my skin sensitizing, the pinpricks of excitement crawling up the small of my back.

“I want to be fucked,” I whine, and the room erupts in laughter.

“Oh, darling,” Marilyn coos. “You wanted a cock, remember? That’s why Haydin is here. So you can fuck her the way you wanted to. Sissies don’t have cocks. They cum from being fucked. But you, Jessica, you have a cock. Doesn’t it feel good to have someone suck it like that? Doesn’t it feel right?”

I want to scream. “No, Miss Mary!”

“No?” she asks in mock surprise, draping her fingers over her chest. “Perhaps you weren’t meant to have a cock after all, sissy.”

“Please,” I moan. “Please, let me take it off.”

“Ah, but that wouldn’t be fair to poor Haydin, would it? She’s been serving you so nicely. She’s a good sissy, unlike you. Aren’t you, Haydin?”

“I want her to fuck every last drop of sissy cream out of me!” Haydin says brightly. Excitedly.

“Good girl,” Marilyn says. “Maybe one day, I can have a good girl, too.”

It crushes me. I disappointed her. Of course I’m being punished. I knew better, but I still did it.

“I’ll never ask to be unlocked again,” I say, and I’m surprised to find I mean it. “Keep me caged where I belong. I —”

“Yes?” Marilyn prompts.

“I’m just a sissy with a clitty. I don’t deserve to be unlocked.”

“Oh, that’s not quite it, darling. You aren’t meant to be. That cage is as much a part of you as your lovely lips and your talented little tongue. It’s not a clit without it. And sissies only have clitties.”

I can follow her logic. “That means the cage can never come off.”

“It would be cruel to unlock you,” Marilyn says affectionately. “Don’t you think? After all, we wouldn’t want our little sissy to ever feel like less than she is.”

Her words send chills through me. They’re right. All I am is a sissy — what else could I possibly be? My whole world narrows around me until nothing exists except the tiny steel cage between my legs and the plastic cock on top of it, Haydin sucking it enthusiastically, her hands massaging its base. It looks so natural. So normal. Like I was always meant to have this. I’ve spent so much time imagining what it would be like to fuck something instead of being fucked, but here I am. Here’s the reality. The thing in Haydin’s mouth isn’t mine — I’m wearing a strap-on. Not because I wanted to, but because I’m meant for it.

I’m meant to be used. Just a plaything. An object for other women’s pleasure. A tool, locked away in case they need to use me, or tease me, or show me how inferior I really am. This is where I belong. This is my place. I’m not just a sissy, I’m an objectified one. Something to be toyed with, laughed at, made fun of. No one has any reason to take me seriously when this is what I want.

“Wow,” Betsy breathes.

“Remind me never to get on your bad side, Mary,” Joanna says softly.

Marilyn has a look of pride on her face. Total victory. And when she tells Haydin to bend over the chair so she can get her reward, I don’t feel angry that I won’t be fucked, that I’m going to stay locked forever. No, the worst part of it all is that I feel grateful. That I’ll stay the way Marilyn wants me, because that’s how I want to be now, too. Caged, feminized, drenched in lace, ready to be used in any way the Pink Peony Sisterhood desires.


Chapter 8: Needs

It feels strange to be in this position. Even when I was still pretending I had a cock, I rarely had an opportunity to fuck someone doggystyle. Looking down at Haydin’s perfect, heart-shaped ass and hips, her puckered hole inviting my strap-on in, feels like having a taste of power that doesn’t belong to me. This is what Marilyn sees before she fucks me. What Joanna sees. This is not a view for a sissy.

“Don’t be gentle,” Haydin giggles, turning around and biting her pinky nail. “That thing’s smaller than I’m used to.”

Even when Marilyn grants me a cock, it’s barely big enough.

I line it up at her rear, the slippery tip almost sinking straight in with no effort from me. Haydin hadn’t even removed her panties. The thong back rubs against the cock as I push into her. If it had been real, it would have chafed, but like this I feel nothing at all. All I can do is wonder and fantasize about what it must be like to have a cock and bury it deep into a tight sissy hole. My clit will never know.

Haydin lets out a loud squeal of delight. “Ooh! Yes! You’re good!” She grinds back against me, pushing herself onto my length until I’m fully sheathed inside her. “Ohmigod yes! That’s so good, Jessica!”

There’s only one way for me to fuck someone: the same way Marilyn does me. Fast and hard, pounding away without a care in the world, slamming into Haydin so hard that every thrust pushes her forward into the chair she grips so tightly. The sight of her pantied ass jiggling each time our bodies slam together is mesmerizing, hypnotic. Her cries of ecstasy ring in my ears, and before I know it, I’m fucking her like I really am trying to cum from it, even though I know there’s no chance at all that it could happen.

Once, it might have felt natural. Instinctive. But now, after so much time as Jessica, it just feels strange. I have to think how to coordinate each movement, how to thrust instead of how to receive.

Marilyn smiles warmly when she sees how much effort I’m putting in. “You’re doing very well, Jessica. Fill her up the way you wished you could be.”

The other Sisters are already enjoying each other. Haydin and I are all but forgotten, save for Marilyn staring me down with her arms crossed. Whatever pleasure she’s getting from this isn’t physical. It’s all power. All control. And she wants me to know that if this is what I’m capable of while locked away forever, then that’s exactly where I belong. She wanted a perfect sissy — not just any sissy — one who would give herself over to every last part of it without complaint or question. That’s why the cage had to stay on. Why it can never come off.

Haydin looks back at me over her shoulder, her eyes wild with lust, mouth wide open in a scream of ecstasy that doesn’t stop. Her body goes taut as a bowstring before releasing in wave after wave of spasms and shudders. She starts rocking against me, then swinging her hips, then slamming herself backwards against me, pulling off almost to the tip before sliding back down. She fucks like she was built for it.

Perhaps she was. Maybe I will be, too.

“Oh, yes!” Haydin screams. “Yes! Ohmigod, Miss Joanna!” She squeezes her ass around my strap-on as hard as she can. “You’re so big! I’m gonna cum! Fuck your little slut until I cum from having a cock in me!”

She does. Her spurties are as weak and thin as her pre-cum, dribbling down her leg instead of exploding onto the floor. Every ounce of her has been transformed into something soft and feminine. Even after she cums, she keeps riding me, keeps moaning, squirting again and again. The look on her face is one I recognize from the countless times I’ve had that same expression. Utter bliss. Pure ecstasy. And total submission.

“I think that’s enough, Haydin,” Marilyn finally says. Joanna’s face is buried between Angelique’s thighs while Lucille is up to her hilt inside of her — they’re too distracted for this.

“Yes, ma’am,” Haydin says, catching my eye to prove again that she’s the better sissy. She didn’t have to be punished like this.

When she gets off of me, the plastic cock glistens with her juices and hangs uselessly at my cage, as unresponsive and limp as I am. “Well done, Jessica,” Marilyn breathes hot in my ear, wrapping a hand around me so we can both feel its impotence. “How do you feel?”

I don’t even need to think about it. My answer comes right out, without hesitation: “Empty.”

She strokes the cock on my clit slowly but firmly, her hand moving back and forth almost hypnotically, until it disappears and only our intertwined fingers are visible. “Good,” she whispers. “Remember that feeling. Remember what it feels like when you fight against what you are, Jessica. A sissy. A plaything. A hole.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I say softly.

When she removes the cock and I see my clit again underneath, all of the strangeness of the new cage is gone. Instead I feel nothing but relief. I’m glad to see it there, tiny and shiny between my legs where it belongs. This is right. That’s how it should be. A part of me. When Marilyn tells me to put my panties back on over it and follow her, I don’t hesitate at all before obeying.

And that night, when she steals into my room, her thick, black strap-on parting the curtain of her sheer robe, I am desperate to mount it. Aching for it inside of me. The emptiness is filled, my clit twitching and drooling as I look down at Marilyn beneath me, her face pale in the moonlight. Smiling in quiet triumph.

“Would you like me to touch your clit, Jessica?”

I shiver, pressing down against her, my knees on either side of her hips. The thick tip presses against my sissy spot, then goes deeper inside of me, spreading me open. It’s pleasure that feels right. That feels better than whatever a hand on my pathetic little clit could possibly feel like. I don’t even remember the sensation anymore. Why would I like her to touch my clit?

“No, Miss Mary,” I moan. “Please, just fuck me until you cum!”


Her Sissy Plaything

If you liked this book, you'll love this story about being transformed into a stunning sissy plaything by a dominant woman with a little extra.
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“I think the pink is beautiful,” she grinned at my obvious delight. “The garter belt is just perfect on you. But there’s something else I want to see you in.”

I turned to face her, trying to keep my eyes away from the lump in her black satin panties. Trying not think about where it’s going to go.

“I want to see you in white,” she said, showing me the bustier. “All ready for me to take you.”

Family friend Katherine Steele needs a place to stay — and I have an open room. How can I say no to a stunning woman who dresses like that, all skirts and stockings, emphasizing her girlish figure?

It isn’t long before my curiosity gets the best of me and I get caught playing with her panties. But to my surprise, she isn’t angry — in fact, she’s thrilled to dress me up in her prettiest lingerie and sexiest stockings. I can’t imagine anything more exciting.

And then I see what’s between her legs.

Katherine insists on keeping me pretty and locked, and before I know it, that’s all I want, too. But can I satisfy her the way she needs, even all locked up? And am I really ready for her to bend me over and make me into a proper sissy?

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

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

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

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

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

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/feminized-for-her-friends or…

Click here to read it right now!


The House of Silk

If you liked this book, you'll love this story about being surrounded by beautiful sissies and Mistresses, and what it takes to become one.
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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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