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“Mary trains good girls,” Angelique purrs, silk trailing over my cage. “But every girl must be tested.”

“And if I pass?” I whisper.

Angelique just smiles.

I never chose this. Nobody asks a sissy what she wants — she's simply expected to please. To be pretty. To be locked.

To be wed.

Draped in bridal lace, painted and perfumed, presented by the Pink Peony Sisterhood as the perfect sissy bride. Lucille never wanted anyone before me. Now she wants to own me completely — my mouth, my body, and my little thing, sealed away for good. She'll dress me in the girliest frills she can find. She'll fill me up and leave me aching. And then she'll tease me forever and let me finish only when it pleases her.
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Chapter 1: Next Steps

There’s nothing laid out for me in the morning.

It’s destabilizing, like a law of the universe just came unspooled. Every morning for eight months, there has been something sweet, frilly, and girly draped across the back of the old chair in the corner of my room. An expectation as much as a promise. And now it’s missing.

The clothes are still there, at least, so I pick out a frilly little babydoll — the mini one, with so many ruffled layers of satin trimmed with lace that it flares out from my chest and forms an A with my waist. It’s like wearing a swishy cloud. And matching panties, of course. Old-fashioned and high-waisted, overflowing with more ruffles and lace, a cute little bow right at the top, like an invitation to be unwrapped. My cage completely disappears inside.

“Marilyn?”

“Jessica.”

It’s not Marilyn sitting at the dining room table. It’s Angelique. I stare at her in surprise, then remember my manners, dropping down into a curtsey. Her eyes glitter as she watches me go all the way down and back up with an appraising look on her face.

“Again,” she says.

It hitches me. Her expression is casual, almost bored. My lips part before I think better to ask her to repeat herself and simply follow the command. Was there something wrong with my first one? I flare out the ruffled layers of my babydoll, dipping low, my eyes glued to the glossy white tips of her stilettos.

“No stockings?”

“I — there was nothing laid out for me.”

“And so you came down to greet Marilyn unfinished?”

My heart pounds in my ears. What’s happening? Where is Marilyn? Why is Angelique here, and why is she being so… mean?

“She likes this outfit on me —“

“It doesn’t matter what she likes. What matters is that you’re appropriately dressed, girl!”

“I’m — I’m —“

“Don’t you dare say you’re sorry.”

She rises from the chair, her tight pink skirt clinging to her hips so that it rises up and exposes the lacy band of her white stocking tops. I take a half-step back towards the door, half frightened, half confused.

“I’ll go — I have stockings I can put on!”

Angelique regards me with her arms crossed. “I would have thought Marilyn would have trained you better by now.”

“She did!” I say, suddenly offended, and then shocked to discover that I’m hurt by the idea that I’m not feminine enough. That Marilyn did something wrong.

“Then she should have told you what Lucille wants in a girl!”

I freeze. The name smacks into me, shatters my rising indignation, roots me to the floor. I stare at her for a long moment. “Lucille?”

Her brow furrows. “Of course, girl. Who else? Why did you think Solange has been slaving away at that gown? The training? Heavens, girl, what has all this been for? Oh, don’t just stand there with your mouth dangling open like a fish.”

I shut it, but I can’t find any words.

Angelique stares me down. “Are you dense, girl? It’s either that or — oh. Oh, I see. Of course.”

All at once her face softens, her demeanor changing from irritation to gentle sweetness. She uncrosses her arms, extending them to me as if for an embrace. But I stay where I am.

“Lucille?” I say softly, twitching in my cage. “_That_ Lucille?”

“That Lucille,” Angelique says. “Goodness. Oh, Jessica, darling. Mary hasn’t told you anything, has she.”

“Told me about what?”

“She’s giving you away, dear. The ceremony is this weekend. Solange has been working on quite the dress for you. I… I’m sorry to be the one to tell you.” She looks like she means it, too.

“Giving me away?”

“Jessica.” She steps forwards and takes one of my hands, gives it a gentle, maternal squeeze. “You’re going to be Lucille’s sissy _wife._”


Chapter 2: Their Standards

”Your prettiest dress, Jessica. The one that makes you fill your little cage and fantasize about what she’d do to you if she saw you in it.”

There’s only one choice. I’m looking at it, letting my fingers run across it, letting myself imagine it, and trying not to let my thoughts wander to what it means when I put it on. Every step here has brought me closer to a destination I didn’t know I was walking towards. Had Marilyn known from the beginning? Had she always planned to — to give me to Lucille?

She never wanted me for herself?

I change my lingerie, too, to match the pale blue of the dress and to make sure Angelique can find no further inadequacies with my appearance. The dress, in its dense, layered glory, that gorgeous layer of iridescent silk floating across it like fog on a pond, lays on the bed as I change. Garter belt first; a high-waisted number that borders on being a girdle, with boning and silk and a wash of gorgeous blue lace. The stockings next: sheer white nylons with a lace top, clipped into the garter belt beneath the little blue ribbons there. Like I’m a prize.

The stilettos are a choice. I have nothing that really goes with the dress, so I reach for the first pair I ever wore: clear acrylic platforms, as unobtrusive as they are subtly sultry. But then I think about Marilyn and how pleased she was to see me in them and I stop because it hurts and I reach for the nude d’orsays instead, the ones with the little ankle strap.

I barely know Lucille. I know my fantasies of her, of course, and I know what she has. The kiss that I’ve tasted but never taken all of. And I know how much my body yearns to know what it’s like to be filled by her. To feel her heat and her passion. As I close the ankle straps, all I can think about is that word.

Wife.

Panties next. I straighten — and there she is. Angelique is behind me, framed in the mirror, her eyes focused entirely on my naked, garter-framed rear. Her expression is hungry. A predator about to pounce. She makes no effort to hide it. Why would she? Sissies are made to be leered at, and the pulsing buried in my panties is proof enough that it’s what I want.

She says nothing as she strides into my room, all command and power. There is no question that whatever she’s here for, I will comply, and her goal becomes apparently when I see it bulge lasciviously beneath her miniskirt, stretching the wool knit.

“Lovely,” she says as she drops onto the bed, the dress waving, casually scooping up the panties. A blue burst of ruffles and lace and satin. Silky beyond words. Trimmed with bows. A girly little secret for whoever takes my dress off.

“May I have my panties, please, Miss Angelique?”

She chuckles. “Ah, Mary’s girls always have the finest manners. But she didn’t have to teach you them, did she? No, you were a natural. Meant for silk and steel. Just took you a moment to get there.”

The panties are clenched in her hand, unmoving.

“Thank you, Miss Angelique,” I say to break the silence when she says nothing.

Her eyes are glued to my cage.

“When was the last time that was removed?”

A tremor of excitement runs through me. Then fear. Not of what she might do. The fear of a schoolgirl breaking into the headmistress’s office. Not of breaking a rule, but of being caught, of the punishment after.

“A very long time, Miss.”

“I imagine so.” She reaches into her jacket, revealing she has no blouse on underneath, then draws from it a small, silver key. Not the one I’ve grown painfully familiar with all these eight months, but recognizable all the same. The end is shaped like a peony. With a single curled finger, she summons me. “Come.”

It slides into the lock. It’s like something out of a dream. A fantasy, or a nightmare? And then I stop caring when I spring out of it, rapidly growing, forcing the tiny steel dome away. The air is cool and the freedom is electric.

“Heavens,” she breathes. “It’s barely any bigger than the cage.”

Not that it matters to me. Already my hands are going towards it, unbidden and uncontrollable, proof of everything I’ve heard about girls like me since I came here. That we need the cages, or else we’d never stop playing with ourselves. That just a pretty dress is all it takes to make us think of nothing but our excitement. That we need to be controlled. I feel like a stereotype and I can’t stop myself.

But Angelique can. Gently but firmly, grabbing my wrists, pulling me onto the bed. I bite my lip and let out a little whimper as she lays me across it, my head on the pillow, my arms stretched up over my head. She finds the straps on the bedpost and ties me into them with clinical efficiency, then sits next to me, panties still in her hand.

“Mary trains good girls, there is no dispute about that. But every girl is different, Jessica, which means she must be assessed. The girls of the Sisterhood came to this lifestyle in different ways, but there is something we all have in common: we came with our partners. Only Lucille — sweet, wounded Lucille — has never had a companion. Has been very vocal about not wanting one.” She runs a finger down my jaw, my neck, my collarbone, grinning at my little gasps and helpless, restrained wiggles. “Until you.”

It hits me like a thunderclap. To be wanted. To be wanted by her. And to never know it until now. How much has been planned for me without me ever being informed. Because why would you talk to Jessica? She’s a sissy — she’s here to satisfy, and she will satisfy, no matter the request. Be pretty. Be locked. Be fucked. Be taken.

Be wed.

“What are you going to do?” I gasp, hating how silly it sounds.

“Make sure you’re up to her standards,” Angelique says. “That you’re up to the standards of the Sisterhood.”

“How?”

She picks up the panties, the silk ruffles waggling, tempting, delicious.

“Let me show you.”


Chapter 3: Tested

She is an expert in my pleasure.

Silk, my nemesis. Silk, my lover. She brushes the panties over me, sensitizing my skin, keeping her pace slow and practiced. There’s no need to hurry. She could play with me as long as she wants to — as long as she needs to — and she will. Until I’m a squealing, dripping, moaning mess begging for release she certainly won’t give me.

Sissies don’t cum from their clitties, after all.

But that doesn’t mean she can’t torment me with it. The panties slip across my skin, teasing and tantalizing, her movements bringing her closer to my throbbing little clit until finally a spray of blue lace brushes against it. I gasp and twitch, arms wrenching uselessly against the straps around my wrists, the pleasure crashing through me.

As soon as it happens, she stops, and returns to her merciless exploration of my body. My nipples are hard, my skin covered in goosebumps, and she relishes in teasing it all until my mouth is permanently open and all I can do is moan.

Then she goes to the dresser and pulls out a babydoll. Silk satin, pale pink, as girlish as the panties. She brings it back to me, drapes me in it, lets the silk ooze across my skin. Then the panties, this time lower, threatening my clit, my thighs. The babydoll feels heavenly: soft and sweet.

She adds to it, one garment after another, until I am drenched in robes and nylons and panties and dresses and only my clit is exposed, cruelly ignored while every other part of my body receives the treatment I’m desperate for my shaft to have. The gentle touch of the feminine garments exacerbates every tiny movement until simply breathing brings with it a torrent of slippery pleasure.

Angelique can only smile. “Such a sissy,” she says softly whenever she introduces a new gorgeous garment and my body responds accordingly. With desperate, helpless excitement. “A boy would never respond like this. What a shame you spent so long pretending you were one.”

That snaps me back to Marilyn. My clit softens, though it’s short-lived. Angelique finally wraps it up in the blue eruption of silk and begins to swirl it around. Once, I would have asked her to stroke me, but now I know that clits can’t be stroked — and was mine ever long enough for such a thing? Stroking requires length, and even when I was a boy, mine barely qualified.

So she swirls, and wraps, and squeezes, and tickles my clit until my back is arched and the bedposts groan against the pulling of my arms. I’m so close to climax. All I need is one little touch to push me over the edge. Not like that, no, Angelique! Not another tease. A pump, in just the right spot. If only I could do it myself…

“Mary has trained you very well,” she says approvingly.

“Why is-isn’t she h-here?” I gasp. A pink satin garter belt that walked right out of a pin-up painting caresses my nipple.

“Testing can’t be completed by the Principal who did the training,” she says like it’s the most obvious thing in the world. She adjusts the lacy hem of a dress so it brushes against my chin. “And that’s especially true in your case.”

“E-e-e—“

“Yes, _especially,_” Angelique says with a broad grin. “Repeat it.”

“E-e—“

“Again.”

“_Oh!_”

“I can’t stop doing this until you can say the word, Jessica.”

“E-espe-especia— oh!”

She brings me right to the very precipice of climax and then leaves me there, shuddering, muscles tensed, my body screaming for release that she has prevented me from getting.

“Especially.”

“Espe-e-ec-ially!” I finally bark out, then groan when she releases my clit.

“Especially because of you.”

“W-why?”

Her eyebrows furrow, then rise in surprise when she looks down at me. “Because she adores you, Jessica. You, more than any other, are her pride and joy.” She smirks and shakes her head. “Why do you think she shared you so much?”

She replaces the panties with a nylon, slipping it over my shaft and wrapping me in it before beginning to stroke up and down, covering the tiny distance, silky fabric buzzing against me. It’s almost a relief after the relentless silkiness of the panties.

“Shared me?”

“Heavens, girl, do you know _anything?_”

The white silk babydoll on my chest has slipped down, so she replaces it, dragging the soft material over my skin, leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake, then rolls my nipple through it for good measure. All I can do is squeal.

“She’s had her sights set on you for as long as I’ve known her. Her pride and joy. Her other girls, they’ve come and gone. Some of them I never even got to see. But you, Jessica. She couldn’t wait to show you off. And I have to say, I was skeptical. She has a way with girls, but bringing you to a meeting of the Sisterhood so soon? Just days after your transformation? Ah, but you proved her right. And now she must give you away.”

“B-but why?”

“Because you can’t make her happy, not the way she needs. Oh, don’t be like that. It’s not personal. You are a vision, Jessica. The problem is with her. Her joy comes from transformation, not from keeping. She could never make you happy. She is an artist, and artists can’t stop creating. But Lucille is a patron. A lover. As much as Mary has reveled in creating you, Lucille will revel in owning you.”

It’s far too much all at once. Even if my body wasn’t completely overwhelmed with the physical sensation of the dresses and panties and stockings covering me, even if I wasn’t at sea in an ocean of pink and silk and femininity, it would be almost impossible to take in. It hurts, yes, but it feels true, too. There was just that one, too-brief encounter with Lucille in her house, as her maid, but that moment felt more like the future than it ever did here. At Marilyn’s, I would always be a guest, here in the spare bedroom.

With Lucille, I can belong.

“I think that’s enough,” Angelique says suddenly. “You have remarkable self-control, Jessica. Most girls make their spurties the instant they understand what we’re doing.”

“I — I passed?”

“This part of the test, dear. You’ve demonstrated that you won’t have a little sissy accident even when at your most vulnerable.”

She goes to the bedposts, finds something behind them, and then grunts in a surprisingly unfeminine way. The humor in it is lost on me, though, when my hands are suddenly yanked up into the air by the straps, dragging my body with me until I’m kneeling on the bed.

“Now,” Angelique says, slipping off the bed and picking up the blue confection of a dress. “Let’s see if you can climax when it’s expected of you.”


Chapter 4: My Future

“Thank goodness you picked something strapless,” she says as she tugs the dress up my legs and body. It takes some considerable effort, but I know better than to offer to help. That would require me to be released from my restraints, and that could never happen if my cage is off.

“You said my prettiest,” I say softly.

She chuckles. “And of course, you picked something as frilly as it is slutty. A skirt that wouldn’t even begin to cover your panties, and a strapless top so low I can see your nipples and a gust of wind would take it off you.”

Said to anyone else, that would be a list of demerits. But I take them as she means them: compliments. Proof of how thoroughly I’ve become something fuckable.

“Don’t forget my panties, Miss Angelique,” I say, half-goading, half-serious. A girl, after all, is not fully dressed with her lingerie.

She scoops them from the bed, glances at them, then flings them behind her. “They’ll only get in the way.”

Her hands find my clit. Just for a moment, but it’s enough to make me gasp. It’s been a long time since I was uncaged, longer since someone touched it, and so long since I’ve felt someone’s actual skin against mine that I’d almost forgot what it was like. It’s enough to remind me what I’m being denied. A sissy’s clit belongs in steel, and on those few, rare moments that it’s allowed out, all that should touch it is silk. Anything else would be almost profane.

Fingers belong somewhere else.

As she shifts to sink them into me, her skirt rides up higher, and the prize finally springs out of her. Thick and long and black, with a dangling package that looks almost comical against her pink skirt and jacket. The masculine against the feminine.

Once, a strap-on that size would have made me shiver with terror. Now I can barely wait to feel it inside of me.

“Oh!” I gasp.

“Heavens, that went in easily.” She works her finger forwards and finds my swollen sissy spot within a moment, working it immediately. The pleasure it brings is familiar, though no less intense. I start shaking as she works me, my clit softening but beginning to leak, but it’s manageable now. I’ve been fingered, fucked, and filled so many times that it feels better to have something inside me than not.

“That feels so good,” I breathe, rocking in countermotions against her, arching my back to push my rear towards her hand. “Oh, Miss Angelique, you’re so good at that.”

“I know, dear,” she says. “You don’t have permission to cum.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it, Miss.”

Her eyebrows go up. “You’re awfully fresh.”

“Would you like to do something about it?”

She’s grinning. “Get me nice and wet.”

I’m impressed she can balance on the bed in those heels, but she manages it, holding onto the taut straps around my wrist while she feeds the strap-on into my mouth. I open wide and take all of her. She doesn’t go slowly and she isn’t gentle. I don’t suck her so much as she simply fucks my mouth.

And as she does, all I can think about is Lucille. The smeared trail of her taste she’d leave on my tongue with every thrust. The way that taste lingered with me, coating the inside of my mouth, filling me up. Marking me as hers in a way that only she and I would ever know. My clit twitches as I imagine it again. And it spurts when the realization hits me for the first time: soon, that will be the only taste I’ll know.

“Oh, heavens,” Angelique says when she sees the growing puddle between my knees. “Are you thinking about Mary?”


I can’t speak with her cock filling my mouth so I do my best to shake my head instead.

“Ah,” she says with a knowing, twinkling smile. “Your wife-to-be.”

The word shakes me. Makes me spurt some more. Makes the dildo in my mouth taste artificial and awful. Angelique shows me some mercy and pulls it out, a string of saliva connecting the tip to my lip. She doesn’t wait for permission or preamble before going behind me.

“My wife,” I repeat, the word more foreign than the name Jessica ever was.

“For lack of a better word,” Angelique says, slipping the spit-lubricated shaft between my cheeks. “Truly, you will be the wife, Jessica, dear. Looking your sissy best at all times. Make-up, painted nails, darling hair. In your frilly finery, with perfect lingerie underneath. A sex goddess, a servant, a submissive. As comfortable on your back for her friends as you are, well, on your knees for her.”

It’s a rush all at once, made even more intense by the sudden thrust of her cock into my tight hole. I’ve taken enough now that there is no pain and my body knows better than to resist. My muscles tighten from the sudden rush of pleasure — the special, delicious kind tinted with submission and humiliation. It’s worse without my cage. This is the closest I’ve come in months to having an orgasm like I used to.

Instead, all it does is reinforce my truth. I don’t cum from my clit. I cum from being fucked. I don’t choose my future, it has been selected for me, my compliance assumed, not even a formality. I am to be Lucille’s perfect plaything, a hole for her cock, a trophy she can show off.

“Oh, no,” I breathe as Angelique begins to thrust, the girth of the dildo stretching me, the contours squeezing against my sissy spot and forcing more cum out.

“What, dear?”

“I’m thinking about being hers,” I moan.

“You should be. I’d expect a situation like this to be rather the norm in your future. Get used to it now, sissy.”

“No,” I groan, pushing back against her. “That’s — that’s the problem. If I keep thinking about — about it — I’m going — going —“

Suddenly, she wraps her arms around my body and pulls me against her, the shaft sinking deep inside of me, forcing out a gasping cry of sissy pleasure. My clit waggles, pre-cum spraying across the bed, soaking into the garments covering it. Sissy heaven.

“Cum, girl.”

And I pass my final test.


Chapter 5: Given Away

She is tender with me as she slides the plug in, fingers draped across my cage, beneath the hazy rim of lace that comes from my bridal bustier. It is a prairie of white silk embroidery that wrenches in my waist and exposes the rest of me. Frills and ruffles cascade down the aggressive curves it gives me. The delicate straps are studded with bows that match the white one tied around my neck, just tight enough to remind me that I’m owned as much as I am a gift today. Sheer white stockings on legs spread apart, my hair spilling around me on the couch, one high-heeled foot draped over Marilyn’s shoulder.

Her lips find that soft spot above the lace tops of my thighs as she pushes the plug forwards, filling me herself for the last time. I try not to moan because that would mean breaking her final instruction: stay silent, sissy bride. I shiver beneath her lips and bite my lip to stop myself squealing as she teases my cage.

“You’re very beautiful, Jessica,” she purrs.

I don’t answer, of course.

“Good girl,” Marilyn says with a smile. The plug sinks into me, stretching me open, preparing me for what will happen tonight. After the ceremony, when it’s just me and my wife — my Primary — when it’s my job to thrill, excite, delight, and pleasure her. The first night of the rest of my life as a chaste, pretty, desperate sissy bride.

“You’ve come very far in a very short time,” Marilyn whispers. “Most girls don’t still get this excited from their frillies, even if they’re caged. But not you. You were always meant for this, weren’t you, darling? The instant you saw pink frills, your little clitty got so hard, and you knew you’d do anything to be the sissy you’re supposed to be.”

The moan dies in my mouth, but barely.

“White looks so good on you. Of course, after whatever Lucille does with you tonight, it’ll be more than a white lie to wear it again.”

She demonstrates with a press on my plug, grinding it against my sissy spot and squeezing out a dribble of pre-cum.

“I’m going to miss you, Jessica,” she says, a little more softly.

“Thank you, Miss Mary,” I say as evenly as I can, breaking the rule, daring her — begging her? — to punish me. “I’m going to miss you, too.”

Her body slips against mine, silk robe teasing my bare skin, until her lips are on mine and her fingers are still coiled around my clit. “Naughty, naughty girl.”

“I’m sorry, Miss Mary,” I breathe, not sorry at all. “Can I make it up to you?”

“Minx,” she says with a grin. “But you’re not mine to punish anymore.”

That sends a cold thrill through me as I imagine Lucille’s dark features bent into that wicked smile. What’s twitching under her dress. What I’ll be wearing when I take her for the first time.

“Let me do something else, then,” I say with a grin.

I barely get the words out before she begins grinding her wetness on my tongue.

—

The dress is a symphony of silk and organza and tulle and gossamer, all white and ruffled, a girl’s deepest fantasy of what a gown should be. The tight bodice wraps around my belly, diving down deep into the cloudy mass of skirts, emphasizing my little waist and maximizing my hips. The lace-trimmed sweetheart bodice is dotted with small white bows and gives way at the side for enormous sheer balloon sleeves, trimmed at the opening with frothy white lace where my arm emerges, bare skin visible for a flash before the white silk gloves begin.

Each layer of the skirt washes atop the one below like shifting seas of pure white silk. Rows of ruffles and lace run around it, each punctuated by a ribbon and a pale pink silk peony. A reminder of who I belong to. There is a veil, delicate and sheer, running down my back and covering the long line of satin-covered buttons there. Already I can feel Lucille’s fingers on it, plucking each one, slowly unwrapping me.

It squeezes me. It’s heavy. It’s tight. And it doesn’t so much whisper as I walk as it does shout in sweet, rustling tones. It envelopes Marilyn’s legs as she walks me down the stairs in Angelique’s house, presenting me to the gathered crowd of the Pink Peony Sisterhood, their sissies, and their guests. The women look at me, half in awe, half with quiet satisfaction. Their project, perfected. What was once a man is now a gasping, simpering sissy, cock transformed into a clit and locked away, wrapped in silk and trained to desire sucking and being fucked more than receiving them. What, I think as I pass by them, could be better than riding on a strap-on while Lucille’s shaft is wrapped between my lips?

Maybe only having her cock somewhere else.

She’s there, standing next to the window overlooking the twinkling lights of the dark city below, watching me like a falcon, eyes flashing. She has a tight black dress on, short enough to expose her stocking tops, low cut enough to reveal deep cleavage, and tight enough to show off just how excited she is by this. She’s wearing a tuxedo jacket on top, but the effect it gives her is more like a showgirl than a groom.

“You are a delight,” she whispers when she takes my hand, pulling me away from Marilyn and arranging me in front of her.

My skin prickles as she examines me. My heart throbs in my chest. There have been so many times I could have stopped all of this. Could have gone back to the way things were, before the skirts and the babydolls and the sissy spot. Standing here, a silk gown spilling off of me, staring into the eyes of a woman I barely know but whom I’m promising myself to permanently serve, I could end it all. Return to a life of late-night fantasy. Sure, there could be glimmers of what I have here. A pair of frilly panties, a matching three-piece set, a plug deep inside of me — the embers of a pure fire. Shadows of the real thing. A life spent in lace and dresses and steel sounds far better than one spent regretting the chance I was too cowardly to make.

“I’m glad you think so,” I say demurely, giving her a small curtsey. “I hope you’ll like what I’m wearing underneath.”

“Oh,” Lucille says with a grin, “I’m dying to find out.”


Chapter 6: Hers

She unwraps me bit by bit, a button at a time, just enough to expose my skin to her probing lips. The evening breeze filters through the open French doors leading out to the balcony, the view framed by dense molding and heavy curtains. Our honeymoon suite is moody and dark, the pair of us perched on the bed and silhouetted against the sunset, her behind me, me melting over her. The air carries the scent of the massive bridal bouquet in the living room, but here, in our boudoir, it’s just me, her, and our desire.

“My wife,” she whispers into my neck, making me shiver and suck air in between my teeth. “My plaything. My sissy.”

“I want you so badly,” I moan.

“Oh, I know, sissy,” she purrs. “Of course you do. I want you to, you know. The minute I saw you, all dolled up like Marilyn likes to do her girls, I knew you were the only one I’d want. Betsy and Angelique, the rest of them — they’re content with any one of Marilyn’s girls. I’ve never cared for them beyond a quick fuck.” Her fingers slip over my shoulder and up my neck, nails grazing my bottom of my jaw. “Until you.”

“Something special about me?”

Another button comes undone and I feel her twitch behind me. She was never wearing panties, not even during the ceremony, which I discovered as she knelt before me with a wry grin and a naughty wink, and now her thick cock squeezes between us, hot and throbbing and vulgar against the pure silk of my dress.

The skirt had come open at the front with the tug of just one ribbon. I had gasped at being put on display, my bridal delicates revealed to the gathered crowd, and had let out a long, pathetic moan when Marilyn had given Lucille the key to my cage. She pulled it off slowly, tugging first the shaft and then the ring, until I was free of it for the first time in nearly a year. It twitched in the cool air, begging for kisses that Lucille was obviously trying not to give it. Beneath her tight skirt, her cock bounced and dribbled, visible to no one else but me.

“What a naughty little clitty,” Angelique said, to the tittering giggles of the surrounding women. “Lucille, won’t you do something about that?”

“I intend to.”

She flourished something silver that made my breath catch when I saw it and my clit wiggle. A new base ring, delicately engraved with leaves, the tab at the top shaped like half of a peony flower. My wedding ring.

"Oh," I said softly, heart thundering in my ears. Of course chastity would be a part of this. It was what a sissy needed, after all — and yet seeing it there, in a wedding ceremony, as I was being given to someone else as their plaything — the permanence began to set in. The realization of what I was doing. What I was giving up.

Who I was becoming.

In the dark of our honeymoon suite, buried deep below a layer cake of rustling skirts, I dribble, and my Primary pulls my head back to nip at my ear, and another button is undone at my back.

"Repeat after me," Angelique said to me as Lucille pulled me through, her soft touch on my sensitized skin making me gasp and shudder. "I am not a man."

"I am not a man," I said softly, shaking, looking down at Lucille and her throbbing thickness, my clitty nothing compared to hers. I was never a man. I was always this. It just took the Sisterhood to bring it out of me.

"I do not have a penis," Angelique said.

"I do not have a penis."

Lucille had the other part of the cage. It was tiny, even smaller than the little dome Marilyn had locked me into, and all metal save for a tiny slit at the tip. It communicated one thing: what was locked inside would never be released. What was locked inside didn't matter. What was locked inside was irrelevant. If I hadn't been such a sissy, it would have been embarrassing that I got as hard as I did when I saw it. Lucille smiled, Marilyn laughed, and she forced me into it.

"I have a sissy clitty," Angelique said quietly. Almost reverently.

"I have a sissy clitty," I repeated, my voice low.

There was nothing between my legs now. Just a little bump of steel with a lock shaped like a peony. Except when Lucille went to close it, she wasn't holding a key. She had a long, T-shaped tool — and when I saw it, my blood ran cold.

"Sissy clitties stay locked."

It was permanent. No key, no chance of escape. Locked in a tiny steel cage forever. The last time anyone would ever touch it had already happened — it was with Angelique. My skin felt electric and my clit throbbed in terror in the little dome.

She didn’t even wait for me to say it. I felt her turn it, the tube squeezing against my clit, compressing me inside as her fingers brushed against the inside of my thighs. That’s all it took: one turn and I became hers. A plaything. A sissy. A bride. Locked forever, whatever manhood I had left permanently sealed away.

When I first put on the nightie, when Marilyn first showed me the depths of submission and the heights of pleasure, she promised that I would learn how to get pleasure the way a girl was supposed to. That clitties were for teasing. Then, it seemed like little more than dirty talk, and even as it became clear that my dalliance with sissihood was more than a game, it never felt real. Not like it did at that altar, my clit on display, inseparable from the cage that contained it. The proof of what I’d become and the tool to keep me in servitude. Now my pleasure could only come from what Lucille wanted to do to me.

“Sissy clitties stay locked,” I breathed.

“What was the last thing you said?” Lucille breathes in my ear, fingers drizzling down my bare back before slipping under the rustling edge of my white silk gown, teasing towards the hole I’m desperate for her to fill. “I want to hear it again.”

“I’m yours,” I say.

“After that.” The hand sinks lower, towards the ribbon that loosens my skirt but keeps me corseted, lingeried, made-up, and caged.

I swallow, my body shaking. With excitement, or fear?

“My pleasure comes from serving you,” I whisper.

“What a delicious idea,” she hisses into my ear. “Let’s put it into practice, hmm?”


Chapter 7: Begging

She starts with her fingers. Not because I think she’s worried about hurting me or because she wants to go slow, but because she wants to tease me. She peeled off her tight black dress to reveal the barest hint of lingerie beneath — straps decorated with bands of black lace that frame her assets: her breasts, her hips, her curves.

Her cock.

My skirt is spread out underneath me, a symphony of soft silk, enveloping my body, my lingerie on display. A white silk corset covered in pink floral embroidery. Underbust, to expose my nipples to her wandering fingers, but beneath a layer of ruffles and lace to tease her, make her imagine what’s behind them. High-waisted panties with a sheer panel at the front make it clear that my clit is simply ornamental now. The permanent steel cage is visible but inaccessible behind the many garter straps connecting the corset to my stockings.

There’s already a wet spot at the front.

She instructed me to hold my knees, pulling them up to my chest, exposing my open-back panties to her. I’ve never felt more vulnerable in my life — nor have I felt more desperate to be used. I don’t want her fingers. I’ve been waiting for this moment since she held me against the wall in her house, my pretty maid’s uniform providing me as much protection as my massive wedding gown did.

But good sissies know when to beg and when to obey, so I let her probe and stroke and tease and bring me to the point of crying out in desperation without her ever touching my hole at all. By the time she presses her finger against my tight ring of muscles, I’m already shaking, and that final movement squeezes a gasping confession out of me.

“I want your cock!”

“Is that right?” She smirks. “I thought that was a given on your wedding night.”

“I need it now!”

“Naughty girl. Are you saying you don’t like my fingers?” She presses one in, the entire length sliding smoothly in, and curls it inside of me.

My reaction is powerful and instant, shaking and shuddering as she caresses my sissy spot. My clit, already wet, begins to pour pre-cum into my panties. The sensation rises steadily, as it always does, even as I will it go faster. The sissy spot is the perfect spot to tease, the pleasure tied directly to what’s done to it. As long as she keeps going like this, I could cum, but not nearly fast enough, and I know she’ll stop long before I get there.

“So pretty,” she says with a smile. “All wrapped up in white for me. It’s almost true, too. All this time with us and the one thing you’ve never had is a real cock.”

“Don’t make me wait any longer,” I beg.

“I think I should,” she says. I start to whine, the sound almost involuntary, but she leans forwards and silences me with a kiss while her finger works inside of me. When she breaks away, she presses her forehead against mine, her hair forming a curtain around us that blocks out everything except her and me and the knowledge that I belong to her. “Except I want you, too.”

“Please,” I moan, her words slicing through me and leaving a trail of tingles in their wake. “Let me get you ready.”

She barely has a moment to sit backwards before I pounce on her, taking her lace-framed cock in my mouth and sucking hard, fast, desperately. Her laugh turns into a gasping moan and she pushes me off, still smiling. “Go slow. We have all night.”

So I start at the tip, instead, swirling and kissing and sucking, then beginning to work my way down a fraction at a time until her hot, quivering shaft is glistening with spit and lip gloss. A drop of pre-cum forms at the tip and I swallow it whole with her cock behind it. This time when she moans she shudders, too, and her fingers instinctively hook into my hair and I know I’ve done it right. This, I realize with a twitch in my panties, is what my life will be. Serving her, just like this. Knowing what she wants. Deciding how to give it to her. The simple assumption that my pleasure is an accident of hers, not the point. I am a mouth and a hole dressed in frills and lace to excite her and keep me permanently desperate. There’s no reason to ever let me cum except if it excites her. Really, letting it happen only makes things worse for her. Why let her toy stop being excited about fucking her? Being kept permanently on the edge is what makes me such an eager little slut for her. The smart thing to do is to tease me forever. Fuck me until she cums but ensure that I never do, so when she’s ready again, I will be too, every single time. A permanent cage means I’ll be kept permanently horny and never allowed to climax again.

“Good girl,” she breathes, nails grazing my scalp, hips thrusting in a steady rhythm, smearing pre-cum across my eager tongue. I look up at her, eyebrows arch, the picture of demure submission. Her eyes meet mine and then flick away and the sudden spurt of pre-cum I taste tells me all I need to know. She’s as close to the edge as I am.

“Do you want to fuck me?” I breathe, pumping her slick shaft. “Fill me up with your cum in my pretty lingerie and make sure that I never climax?”

“It wouldn’t be very much fun for you if I didn’t let you cum,” she says. She bends down and kisses me slowly, tenderly, loving. “So it’s a good thing I don’t care about you having fun.”


Chapter 8: Finally

Six months of practice pays off in a heartbeat.

She slides into me smoothly and quickly, with none of the waiting or false starts or further attempts of a virgin. My hole has been prepared for her. I am aching for her. And she can feel it.

“Oh,” she moans, leaning down to kiss me. I wrap my legs around her, locking my ankles at the small of her back. “I thought you’d be looser.”

“Looser?” I say, my indignation lost in the sudden rush of pleasure that floods me. “Oh, fuck. I — I didn’t realize how hot you’d be.”

“Like one of those toys your Mary loves to fuck you with?” She chuckles, pushes in deeper, and the sound melts into a moan. “You get the real thing now. Only the very best for my girl.”

I want to melt into her.

“Say that again.”

“You get the real thing,” she murmurs, scooping me closer to her.

“No,” I breathe. “No, the last part.”

She smiles, then laughs. “Oh, you really are such a sissy.” She pulls back until her tip is just pressing outwards at my hole but still inside me. Then, as she begins to speak, she thrusts slowly back in. “Once you pretended to be a boy. But the truth was always that you needed to be dressed in lace and frills and silks and satins. That’s where you belonged. Simpering, on your knees, begging to be a pretty girl. But being a girl was never going to be enough for you. You needed to be a slut. You don’t want to wear beautiful clothes. You want to wear clothes that show off what a whore you are. How desperate for cock you are. How badly you want to be fucked. Your skimpy little babydolls, with all their ruffles and lace and bows, are just girlish little excuses to get what you need.”

She’s fully inside me now, her cock pulsing with her heartbeat.

“What do I need?” I whimper, caressing her cheek, a lock of hair.

“To be locked,” she says, drawing out and thrusting in. “To be fucked.” She repeats it, harder, faster. “And to be _denied._”

Then, finally, finally, she fucks me for real. Slow and fast and hard and soft, my pleasure rising and falling away and rising again like rolling hills on their way towards an inevitable summit. She is thick and hard like I never could be. She’s right — they were all right. A cage is where I belong. I never had a cock. I was born with a clit.

It just took the Sisterhood to realize it.

“Put me — me in the prettiest — sexiest things — you — want —“ I moan between slams. Her balls bounce against me as she fills me with her massive, thick cock, taking what she wants from me, giving me nothing in return except pleasure I know will end in denial.

“If you’re a bad girl, I won’t put you in anything at all,” she breathes. “Pants and a t-shirt.”

“I thought you liked bad girls!” I giggle.

“You’re the best kind of bad girl,” she says. “The one who is aching to be punished.”

She pulls out entirely, grabs my corseted waist, and flips me over so I’m belly-down and ass-up. In an instant, she’s back inside of me, slamming herself deep into my sissy hole with so much force she drives me down into the bed. Silk and ruffles brush against my skin as she fucks me fast and hard and furious. My screams and moans are muffled by my virginal wedding skirt beneath me, my clit pouring pre-cum, my hole instinctively tightening around her.

I feel her fingers curl around the lacing of my corset as her pace picks up. She hammers me, far beyond what Mary or the Sisterhood ever did to me, transforming me beyond man or girl or sissy into a simple thing. A hole to be dressed up and filled. The bed bounces around me from the force her thrust.

It’s terrifying. She did this to me so easily. My clit is locked and I am physically under her control forever. There is no pleasure in my future except her cock and my pretty clothes and the knowledge that submission is what makes me complete.

“Oh, fuck!” I squeal as I erupt into my panties.

“Are you cumming?” she snarls from above me.


“I’m — yes — I’m sorry!”

“Good girl!” she roars, and somehow finds the strength to fuck me harder.

The pleasure of my orgasm fills my body, slow and steady and all-encompassing. Every thrust into me pushes it a fraction higher, squeezes out another pathetic drop of loose cum, drives me deeper down under her control. I am a bride cumming on her wedding night. Giving myself away to my lover. Letting her ravish me.

“Don’t stop,” I groan, even though I know she won’t. “I want your cum. Please, please fill me up.”

“I’m — going — to —“

And she does, all at once, an eruption like a volcano with so much pressure behind it that it almost makes me cum again, the hot jet of cum smashing against my sissy spot and making me squeal, fingers curling against the sheets, knuckles white, legs shaking and kicking, pinned beneath her and skewered on her mighty cock. She leaves it deep inside of me as she cums, flooding me so completely that I can feel it squirt out around her and begin to run down to my panties.

She wrenches me backwards by the lacing of my corset, leaning down and kissing my neck so aggressively that her teeth scrape against my skin. I shiver under her grasp. Her control. Her cock stays in me the entire time, never softening, even after her balls are finally empty.

“This is you, now, sissy,” she growls into my ear. “My plaything. My hole.”

Her hand shoves down to my panties, scooping up my cum, forcing it into my mouth. I slurp and lick and swallow like the good girl I am desperate to be. When her fingers go back, her nails knock against my cage, the one with no lock, no key. Just a bolt, tightened, the head snapped off and closed over so it can never be opened again.

Lucille’s fingers cup my chin as I moan, eyelids fluttering, and float away into sissy bliss. Her teeth are at my ear. Her cock throbs inside me.

“My _wife._”


Our Sissy Honeymoon

If you liked this book, you'll love this super hot story about being transformed into a beautiful, sexy sissy — Our Sissy Honeymoon.
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"Putting you in lingerie was the best idea I've ever had," she purred as she ran her hands down my stocking-covered legs. "You are the perfect sissy. My perfect plaything."

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

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

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

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

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

Click here to read it right now!


Caged in Corsets: Feminized and Dominated by my Girlfriend

If you liked this book, you’ll love this one!
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I thought I knew what I wanted, but I never imagined how much I would crave her control.

When my girlfriend Beth surprises me with a box of lingerie, I’m shocked — and thrilled. She wants to see me dress up for her, an idea that has always excited me in ways I had never understood or admitted.

But this is only the beginning. Beth blurs the lines between pleasure and torment, masculinity and femininity. Every touch, every kiss, every whispered command makes me fall deeper under her spell. I want nothing more than to submit to her completely. Soon, she locks away what she put in my panties, making me ache for a release that only she can grant.

I crave her control as she transforms into my Mistress, and I her willing sissy. She promises me ecstasy, but only if I obey. And as I teeter on the edge of surrender, I must decide how far I'm willing to go to fulfill both our deepest fantasies.

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/caged-in-corsets or…

Click here to read it right now!


Feminized Bride in Lace and Steel

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

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

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

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

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

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

Click here to read it right now!
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