
        
            
                
            
        

    
Going Deeper: Made to be A Perfect Sissy Girl 2

by Vanessa Lockridge


The silver key is my salvation from two weeks of torment. In this cage, I am hers—vulnerable, exposed, and somehow more alive than I've ever been. Irene is transforming me into something beautiful and new, and this is just the start.

And the worst part is I think I want it, too.

There’s a hidden world out there of stunning sissies and dominant women, and Irene is only too happy to use it to tease me even more. She's kept me on edge for weeks, promising release only when I become what she truly desires — her good girl.

But as I slip into pink silk and lace for the first time, I find myself caught between shame and an exhilarating thrill I can't deny. Just as I finally surrender to Irene's control, her dangerous past resurfaces, threatening everything we've built.

Now I'll do anything to stay in her world, even if it means giving up everything I thought I was.


Wake, butterfly —

it’s late, we’ve miles

to go together.

Basho
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Chapter 1: The Silver Rose

“I promise, you’re going to love it.”

“Someone is going to know,” I say.

“How on earth would they even find out?” Irene grins at me, her velvet red lips framing her perfect white teeth. “It’s not like they’ll see a bulge.”

I wince at that. “I can’t believe you made me wear it out.”

I shoot a glance at the driver of the car as her hand slips further up my leg from its resting place on my knee. Her fingers move slowly, one at a time, until they’re almost accidentally resting on the front of my pants. I tense instantly and stifle a moan as she tightens her grip around the front of my pants. She looks casually out the window as if nothing out of the ordinary is happening.

“You’ve been wearing it every day for two weeks.”

“But not — not out!” I hiss through my teeth.

“You haven’t left your apartment in two weeks?” She sounds slightly horrified.

“I have!”

“My place doesn’t count.”

“I’ve also been to the lobby to pick up my dinner.”

“Then you need to get out. Isn’t it worth it to see me in something other than a sweatshirt?”

Her black dress is skin-tight and so low-cut I can almost see her navel, so short that I’m sure everyone else could see her panties if she bends over. If panties is even the right word for the scrap of black lace she slipped on while she made me kneel and watch. Her underwear is little more than decoration to frame what else she has beneath her skirt. Just more for me to think about and be teased by. Just like the tiny silver key on the long necklace resting between her breasts.

“Oh,” she purrs. Her voice is soft, but to me it sounds like a roar. “Thinking about something... exciting?”

Her pinky curls the barest amount and I glance at the driver, meeting his quickly-averted gaze in the mirror. Then another finger joins the first and I have to stifle a gasp.

“Can you please be quieter?” I hiss.

“You’re the one making all the noise.”

The only reason I’m even here is because of her. The only reason I’m in this damn cage is because of her. Any rational man would have left long ago — would never have even opened that mis-delivered box full of lingerie. But here I am, letting her do all of this to me and taking it all because she is nothing if not a convincing, golden goddess of a woman.

I just wish I didn’t have to do it with the cage on.

I try to focus on the excitement more than the nerves. After two weeks, I am burning to be released. Irene has kept me on a knife’s edge of excitement and frustration since she locked me in it. Even her touch on my leg was enough to make me fill the tiny steel cage. Just seeing the key dangling around her neck got me hot. And for some horrible reason, knowing that she likes me with it on makes it all so much better.

“We could still go back right now,” I suggest.

“That’s no fun!” she giggles. Her fingers are slipping up and down my caged length now. “Besides, don’t you want to be a good boy and make me happy?”

“Irene!” I hiss. I glance at the driver again. He is doing an excellent job of watching the road ahead.

“Oh, of course,” she says as if an idea just occurred to her. “You don’t want to be a good boy at all.”

She takes my hand and rests it between her legs. I can already feel her heat there, throbbing between her legs beneath the tight fabric. I know underneath her skirt, her thick shaft is splitting her lacy panties apart. Even confined in its cage, mine throbs in answer.

She leans forwards until her lips are almost brushing my ear, her voice a husky whisper. “You want to be my good _girl._”

I feel her twitch as she says it before I snatch my hand away. She looks very pleased with herself even as I’m left jittery and reeling. It’s not that I’m upset with her.

It’s that my cock twitched, too.

The building we stop at is surprising only for how ordinary it looks. The clean windowless façade stands out from the grimy, graffiti-stained walls of the warehouses on either side of it. A single bulb in a metal cage burns over the plain steel door. The only indication that this is anything other than another industrial building is the silver flower mounted on the bricks next to the door.

“James, it’s possible… This might be kind of a lot,” Irene says when her hand is on the door.

I grab her arm like a mock damsel in distress. “Oh, heavens!” I wail with a grin. “Brave knight, will you keep me safe from the horrors within?”

She grins and kisses my cheek. “I’ll try, princess.”

The sound of the audience makes my chest buzz as soon as the door swings open and the spartan exterior gives way to a lush hallway lined with velvet curtains and framed oil portraits of elegant women. As we walk down the hall I hear a singer croon and the chattering crowd grows louder. The louder it gets, the more I feel anxiety rise in my chest. What if someone sees?

What if they can tell how excited this making me?

The paintings by the door are very staid and reserved, their subjects drenched in heavy black clothes. But midway along the hall they’re wearing gowns that seem to barely cling to their delicate shoulders. And when we reach the end and are about to round the corner, I can barely take my eyes away from the nude bodies tangled around each other, each rendered in sensual, expressive brushstrokes.

But they pale in comparison to what lies beyond.

We’re standing at the edge of an ornate circular room, with stepped tiers going down towards a stage at the center. Each tier contains chairs and tables lit by small pleated lamps, most filled with an array of beautiful people draped in twinkling cocktail gowns and barely-there outfits that look more like lingerie than clothes. Scantily-clad girls wearing barely more than pale corsets and long satin gloves weave their way between tables carrying trays of bubbling coupés and deeply-colored drinks. I can’t help but stare as they stroll by with stocking-glazed legs and the barest slice of satin slipped between their cheeks.

“Pleasure to have you back, Irene,” says a sultry woman with long blonde hair and an armful of tattoos standing next to a small podium by the entrance. She gives us both a once over. Her smile is somewhere between seductive and welcoming. “It’s been quite a while.”

“Yvette,” Irene says. “Just two this evening.”

“You picked a good night to come. Genevieve has some new girls.”

“Is… anyone here?” She says the words slowly, her fingers tightening around mine. Her body is rigid. Worried.

Yvette just barely tilts her head at the end of her long neck. She gazes laconically at Irene before answering, “I understand that Sylvia and her girls are currently out of the country.”

Irene relaxes and I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding. “Seat ourselves?”

“Your usual is open.”

“A pleasure, Yvette.”

“Welcome to the Silver Rose.”

I trail behind Irene as she leads me towards a table on the second tier. I try not to run into anyone as I stare at the complex scrollwork and moldings on the wall, the enormous flowers, the curtains, the friezes, the massive fresco on the ceiling. A band across from us plays a smokey jazz number that’s only slightly drowned out by the din of the crowd. There’s so much to take in all at once that I don’t see our spots until my knees knock into the red velvet banquette and I practically fall into it. Irene slips in next to me, tucking herself against my hips and draping her arm around my shoulders.

I’m buzzing with questions. “You’ve been here before?”

“I know the owner.”

“Sylvia?”

Something happens to her face that makes me instantly realize I’ve said the wrong thing. A wince of pain that I can only see in her blue eyes, a twitching roll of her shoulder. She looks away from me, towards the empty stage and the band playing beyond. I can tell she wants to say something even as she silently sucks her teeth.

“So not Sylvia.”

“No.”

Her ex? I wonder.

“I’m glad we’re here,” I say instead, squeezing closer to her. I’ll be better than Sylvia ever could have been.

I reach for her free hand and drape it on my thigh. When she doesn’t seem to relax, I pull it up higher, her fingertips brushing my cage through my pants. The sensation is more intense than I was expecting — I hadn’t noticed I was so hard in it — and I let out a gasp. It’s only then that I feel her start to loosen next to me. I even catch a smile flash across her face.

“James, there’s something I should probably tell you about this place. I don’t want you to be worried, but —”

She’s cut off by fanfare from the horn section and a spotlight swiveling down to a glamorous woman in the middle of the stage. When the light hits her it scatters through the room, thrown there by a thousand tiny crystal on her evening gown. It looks like it’s about to slip off her shoulders and let her enormous chest escape its confines. Around her wrist is a strange-looking bracelet — each tiny charm on it seems to be exactly the same. I squint against the stage lights to make them out.

“Good evening and an especially warm welcome to you all, you beautiful, lovely people, you,” she crows into the microphone. Her low voice pulses with excitement. “It is always such a singular pleasure to see so many gorgeous faces on a night like tonight — a special night for all you lucky enough to be here. You loyal friends who have graced my establishment before know that I am always avidly attempting to acquire the finest talent that I can for your benefit. It is a rare breed that is as skilled, as graceful, as radiantly beautiful as I demand to be allowed to tread the boards here at the Silver Rose.

“And so it is with the humblest honor and pinnacle pleasure that I welcome two new girls to my stable, ready to perform for you on this very evening. You are in for a rare treat tonight — and though I am famously few of words, I fear I have stolen the spotlight for rather long enough. Please give the finest welcome you can to the bewitching Calypso and our own lovely nymph Willow.”

There is contained but widespread applause as the woman is joined by two of the most ethereal, beautiful girls I have ever seen in my life. They seem to float across the stag with glimmering, sheer dresses trailing after them. Each is covered in glittering beaded branches that end with silk flowers. The gowns seem to spill off their bodies, revealing the sparkling lingerie they wear beneath. Their outfits make me keenly aware of my cage and the throbbing force within it.

One of the girls gives the woman a kiss on the cheek that goes on far longer than seems polite. The other playacts at being jealous, screwing up her angelic face and putting frail hands on her hips. When she’s finally fed up, she steals a kiss from the woman’s lips before she steps back with a laugh.

“We all know you’re feeling so very contained and frustrated, girls,” she says into her microphone. The crowd answers with knowing laughs that only confuse me. “And if you perform to the highest level of expectations that our cultured and may I say beautiful audience demands, I’ll even let one of you join me in my beguiling boudoir after the show.”

As she turns to leave the stage, she plucks the gossamer, flower-drenched gowns from each of the girls, pulling them away and exposing them with a flourish. It’s then that I catch a glimpse of her bracelet as it sparkles in the light. They’re not charms, I realize. It’s a slender chain, like the one Irene wears, covered with tiny silver keys that look strangely familiar. There must be a dozen of them.

Keys? Why would she have keys?

It’s only when the dresses are fully removed and the girls are on full display that I understand it — that everything comes into horrible, crushing focus all at once. The band is suddenly too loud, the lights too bright, the outfits too gaudy. All of it is too much as I stare down at the pair. They are no less gorgeous, each a blonde sylph in a tight corset and brilliant white smile. Ruffled garter straps pull up lace stocking tops with no panties to obscure the shocking view between their legs.

They each have cages just like mine.


Chapter 2: Just Like Them

I can’t tear my eyes away, even when I feel Irene’s on me. Below us, the girls are kissing, their hands exploring silk-covered bodies tightened down by heavily-boned corsets. A spotlight shines on one girl as the other kisses down her neck, following the curve of her waist and hops before dropping to her knees. Something ignites inside of me and I look away before I see what she does to the cage dangling there. The reaction of the audience is enough — and the girlish moan of pleasure that comes from the stage.

What _is_ this place?

I turn to find Irene staring at me with wide blue eyes, searching for my reaction. It isn’t difficult to know why she kept the truth of this place hidden from me. I would never have come if I knew what I was walking into. I’m shaking, my thoughts spinning too fast for me to hang onto any of them.

“They’re — Those are — they have — is that what you —”

The audience roars to the sound of a gasping squeal from below. I’ve made a sound like that before. The thought brings with it a sick jolt down my back. Is that what she wants me to be like? Is that why she brought me here — to this place where she knows everyone — so she can show me what her plans for me are? What she thinks I want?

“They’re really very pretty, aren’t they?” she whispers, her voice breathless.

“They have cages,” I breathe.

Her hand is on the front of my pants again, her finger running up and down my caged length. Even in my shock I respond instantly, swelling to fill the space between the bars as a shiver of pleasure runs through me. It makes my stomach twist — I don’t want to be turned on by this. I don’t want to be dressed like those girls down below. I want to stop staring at the girls as they kiss, peeling back layers of satin to reveal sculpted collarbones and perky nipples, their hands roving over each other’s bodies and finding straining shafts in steel cages.

“Many of the girls here do.”

With a quick movement, she undoes my pants and pulls them open. She wanted me to put on panties before we left, but I was able to talk her out of it. The compromise was that I wouldn’t wear any underwear at all. Now my cage is exposed to her touch.

“Irene!” I hiss, scrambling to cover myself. “What are you doing?”

I whip my head around to make sure nobody has seen anything, but Irene doesn’t seem to care. She pushes my hands away and wraps my cage entirely her fingers. The pleasure there is torturous — stronger than it should be, but not enough to bring me the relief I want. Not nearly strong enough. It almost distracts me from the crowd, from the show, from the churning anxiety in my gut.

But when I look around, I realize that Irene isn’t the only one with busy hands beneath a table. All over the club, pairs are beginning to touch each other, some more openly than others.

“You didn’t think we were the only people excited by these things, did you?”

“I’m not excited by this!”

“That’s not what it looks like to me.”

She leans down and gingerly presses her lips to the exposed skin between the bars. A wave of frustrated pleasure crashes over me and a beneath the wail of a saxophone, an unbidden moan manages to escape my lips. The sound seems to embolden her. Her tongue darts out and flicks over my tip and I groan again. This would all be so much better if she’d just take the damn thing off and give me what I want. So why am I not asking for it? I wonder as the key on the end of her necklace bumps into my cage.

“Do you want more?” she whispers, gazing up at me with her blue eyes. The music swells and a girl cries out in pleasure. I can’t tell if it came from the stage or one of the tables around us.

“Yes,” I groan.

The key is between her fingers as she slips off the banquette and pushes my legs apart. She gently pulls me from my pants, my swollen shaft and package exposed to the cool air for only a moment before she covers it with her mouth. Her hand is wrapped around me tenderly as she licks and sucks me through my cage, worshipping it like I was unlocked. I desperately wish I were.

“You’re so perfect this way,” she breathes. “Under my control.” The words chill me almost as much as they excite me. It feels good to be under her control, I can admit that much. My cage twitches towards her lips and she grins over it. “This is my favorite way to taste you.”

She worships me in it, sparing no part of my shaft from her touches and kisses and ministrations. It is passionate and slow and caring as if I wasn’t locked up at all. Her eyes never leave mine, burning bright even in the dim club light. It gives me a giddy, anxious thrill to see the excitement in her face as she teases me. It shouldn’t feel this good be tortured this well.

“You could take it off,” I say.

The crowd around us roars. There are moans, too, some of them close to us. I want to look but don’t dare take my eyes away from Irene’s.

“Is that what you want?” She fingers the key, letting it glint.

And then she slips it into the lock.

I groan and lay my head back, staring up at the fresco on the ceiling. Lithe women caress each other in it, their Grecian robes pouring off naked shoulders and spilling over wide hips. Faces are buried between legs. Some are even like Irene — hard and throbbing with a group of women at their feet who reach longingly for their shafts. As Irene kisses me again, one hand tightening on my chest, I realize that the painted girls on their knees have cages, too.

“You want to be my good girl.”

My shaft pulses but the cage is still tight around me. When I look down at Irene, her fingers are still pinched on the key in the lock. Behind her on the stage, one of the girls is lying across an ornate brocade chaise. Her partner is kissing her cage, not unlike what Irene is doing to me now. The girl on the chaise is clutching at her naked chest as she shakes and moans and squeals. She is beautiful in the throes of pleasure like that. I can’t stop myself from staring. Her hand moves from her chest to her thick golden hair and her back arches in a squealing cry.

I’m locked, just like her.

My focus slides back to Irene. Her skirt is hiked up enough that she’s sprung free, thick and throbbing. She’s playing with herself as she kisses my cage, and I feel a twinge of something in my chest. Shouldn’t I be doing that? But I’m so close to getting what I want — being unlocked, being able to be with this goddess the way I burn for. All she has to do is turn that key and I’ll finally be free to take her.

“Please,” I moan. “Let me out.”

She looks up at me and smiles.

And then takes the key away and puts it back around her neck.

It feels like all the air was suddenly sucked out of my lungs. The disappointment crashes over me in a wave. I stare down at her open-mouthed. I am frozen in place, unable to think or speak or move. There’s nothing I can even say — what could I possibly tell her that would make her unlock me right now?

“Good girls don’t beg,” she says simply.

“I’m not a girl!”

“And you’re not being very good, either.”

On stage, one of the girls lies on top of the other, their cages rubbing together as they kiss. She moans and shudders, her long neck curved upwards and back as pleasure roars through her. Something burns inside of me. She is stunning in her lingerie, performing for us. Every curve is perfect, every flash of lace divine. I want to take her like that. Or do I want to be in her place instead?

No. No — it’s only from the desperation of the cage and Irene’s agonizing touch that I feel like that. Because I know she wants me like that. My body aches for relief, for release from its torture, but Irene refuses to give it unless I play the game her way. If this is what it takes to get free...

“What do you want me to do?” I whisper, unable to look at her as I say it. Her eyes burn into me.

“That depends on whether you’re planning to behave.”

“I will. I want to.”

“Then when we get home,” she says, sliding up my body until she’s straddling my cage, her shaft pressing against my belly. “I’ll take the cage off, and you put on the pink nightie.”

My chest ripples. “Not the nightie.”

Her eyebrows raise, her face suddenly severe. “I thought you were going to be good for me.”

I inhale. I think about the outfit and my cage bounces beneath her grip. “I am.”

“I know. And besides, I know how excited you are for it, no matter what you say.”

“I want to see you in it!”

“Like those girls downstairs? You want to watch them?” She leans in close, her lips against my ear. “Or do you want to be one?”

But before I can answer, there is a sudden change in the atmosphere of the club. The crowd is still loud, but they sound different now — the moans are gone, replaced by hushed gasps and murmurs. There’s a squeal, but it’s not of pleasure. It’s excitement. Something dark crosses Irene’s face and she looks towards the entrance. When she sees the woman standing there, her body tenses and her hand tightens almost painfully on my chest.

Yvette is stammering something I can’t hear to the woman as she sweeps past her, white pants billowing. Her silver hair is cut in an aggressive, angular bob that hides one of her heavily-painted eyes. Jewel-encrusted fingers flash as she snatches a drink from the tray of a passing waitress. The poor girl lingers for a moment too long and is nearly shoved out of the way. People scramble to make a path, some with their clothes still half-off. Behind her trails three demure-looking girls dressed in tight, short dresses with skirts that flair out so far I can see garter straps emerging from their frothy petticoats.

“You started without me?” the woman says icily when she reaches the first row of tables, staring down into stage pit with half-lidded eyes.

The club is silent now. Even the band has stopped playing, the musicians awkwardly lowering their instruments.

The woman downs the drink and drops it to a nearby table where two stunning women are sitting. Despite the interruption, they gaze at her with fawning expressions, as if it was an honor to receive her empty glass. They don’t stop her when she plucks a full one from their table.

“Come on,” Irene whispers to me, sliding off my lap and pulling her skirt back into place. Her voice is strained. “I need to go.”

She takes me by the hand and yanks me along the edge of the stage towards the stairs.

“Who is that?” I ask.

“No,” booms the silver-haired woman with cruel glee in her voice. “_Surely_ that can’t be who I think it is. One of you get a light on her.”

My chest seizes as the spotlight swivels across the stage and lands on us. The woman bursts into icy laughter above us.

“Oh my, now this is an unexpected treat. Ladies and gentlemen, for the first time since... well, you all know what happened. Put your hands together for Miss Irene Mercy!”

There is scattered applause as a hundred pairs of eyes suddenly burn into us. Irene doesn’t look behind us and doesn’t stop moving. She’s practically pulling me up the stairs in a pool of bright light that seems inescapable.

“Don’t go yet, Miss Mercy,” the woman cries. “Things are just starting to get interesting! My, my, and look, she’s brought someone with her. Another new pet, Irene? Someone else you’d like me to take from you?”

Some people laugh. The sound is sneering and cruel.

“Don’t stop,” Irene hisses at me. I can’t see her face as she hauls me across the club towards a service door at the back past staring eyes and snickers. “Just keep moving forwards.”

“Well, there you have it, folks. Once again we are treated with one of the finest things Irene can do for us: walk away.”

Irene wrenches open the door and pulls me inside, but not before we hear laughter fill the club again. As the door shuts, the band starts up again, the music muffled and distorted. My heart is racing, blood thundering in my ears. Irene is still facing away from me, still holding my hand. Her entire body is shaking and her black hair is messy and matted against the back of her neck.

“Who was that?”

“Sylvia Stonefield,” she says, her voice strained. “The woman who stole my girlfriend.”


Chapter 3: Gorgeous

The dressing room is empty when we stumble in. Irene still isn’t looking at me, but I catch a glimpse of her face in one of the mirrors and see that her eyeliner is smudged and her cheeks are flushed. She lets go of my hand and collapses onto an overstuffed leather chair against a wall covered in old gig and concert posters. I pick my way through the glittery, lacy outfits strewn throughout the room and sit gingerly next to her. Her arms are tight around her body, her legs pulled up beneath her.

I want to reach out and hold her or say something, anything that will make this better — but how can I know what will help when I don’t even understand it?

“Do you want me to stay?”

When she doesn’t answer, I try not to be hurt by it. Instead I stand and put some distance between us. The far side of the room is filled with racks of performer’s outfits and I busy myself looking through them. They are all dramatic and achingly feminine: tiny schoolgirl outfits studded with twinkling gems, translucent cocktail gowns, corsets with frilly bustles and carefully-placed bows. I try to keep my attention on Irene, but I can’t help myself from getting absorbed in the beauty of the clothes.

My hands drift towards a pair of stockings hanging off a rack. They are delicate silk with a thick band of lace at the top and little roses sewn into each stocking. Beneath them is an assortment of matching lingerie — white panties trimmed in red hearts, bras with pink flowers on sheer cups, arched garter belts with dangling, ruffled straps. They’re gorgeous, deliciously sweet beneath my roving fingertips. Maybe it’s the adrenaline from our escape, but touching them makes my skin feel electric and my heart beat faster. These aren’t like anything I’ve seen before. A thrill runs up my spine when I think about what Irene would do if she saw me in them.

I glance at her. She’s still staring at the wall, hunched in a tight ball in the corner of the overstuffed couch. It’s almost a relief that she doesn’t turn around as I start to collect things from the rack. I can barely believe I’m doing it — it would be worse if she was watching. She doesn’t say a word as I slip behind a dressing curtain, though I am intensely aware of every moment and sound I make.

I’m not hard in my cage, but that changes as soon as I slip the panties on. They are sheer and pink with a mass of lacy ruffles across the back and two large pink bows over each hip. My heart leaps into my throat as they settle around me. A perfect fit, with my cage on full display. My skin prickles as I slip the stockings on next, carefully rolling each into a donut before dipping my toe into them and pulling them up my leg.

This is the first time I’ve ever dressed myself in lingerie. It’s awkward, and I’m sure I’ll look silly when I’m done. But I know she wants it, and right now, I think she needs it. So I pull on a stunning garter belt that nips in my waist and is trimmed in ornate heart-shaped embroidery the same shade of pink as the panties. It takes a few tries to get the stockings clipped to it. When I do, their silken embrace sends a shuddering thrill through me. I shouldn’t be getting this excited by it.

Finally, the babydoll. It’s light and sheer, made out of a fabric so thin it’s little more than pink gossamer air. Each cup is a lace heart over my chest, thin and sheer enough that my nipples are clearly visible beneath. It exposes me completely — temptingly, I hope. The straps are ribbons with the bows on my shoulders, each an invitation to be untied and removed. To be touched and played with.

She finally looks at me when she hears the unsteady click of my heels across the dressing room floor. I watch as her face transforms. Her eyes widen, then narrow, her mouth falling open. I make my way towards her carefully, trying not to collapse in the heels. They seemed sexy, but they’re far taller than I expected. It feels like teetering on my tip-toes. It is a marathon to reach her and her eyes stay glued to me the entire time. When I do, I fall hard into the couch next to her.

“I know it’s not the one you wanted,” I say softly, letting my fingers play with the hem of her dress. “But it is pink.”

Her mouth moves, but no sound comes out. Her make-up-ringed eyes drift down to my stocking-covered legs, up over the babydoll and linger on my panties and the cage still visible beneath the layers of sheer silk. A jolt runs through me as I realize I am completely exposed beneath them, even though there’s so much lace and silk draped over me. Somehow I feel even more vulnerable than if I was naked. Why isn’t she saying anything? I wonder, panic beginning to build in my chest. Why did I think —

She is on top of me. My back is pressed against the couch as her eyes are burn into me with a need so intense it steals all the air from my lungs. She is shaking, too, her breath heavy and hot on my lips. Her fingers interlock with mine and push my arm up over my head and I feel even more vulnerable to her. Her mouth moves along my jaw and down my neck, teeth tugging at one satin bow on my shoulder before finding my ear.

“I want _you._”

And then she kisses me, crushing our bodies together as she presses herself against me. Her tongue darts across mine. The taste of her sends waves of pleasure through me and I moan softly against her mouth. She straddles me and peels off her dress, tossing it onto the floor. Now she is only wearing the key, her stilettos, and the lacy, open-front panties that her cock is rapidly growing out of. Then she lays back on me and pulls hard on my hair, tipping my head back enough that she can kiss and suck at my throat while grinding herself against my cage. I moan loudly, letting the sound reverberate around us.

“I want you, too.”

“You’re stunning in this. You look better than any of the girls I’ve ever seen her.”

It makes my stomach twist to hear it, but it’s exciting, too. “You think I’m stunning?”

“Gorgeous,” she whispers. I feel her hand on my cage and let out a tiny moan. “And all mine.”

“You said you’d unlock me.”

“Maybe I still will, if you give me what I want.”

I don’t need to be asked twice. My hand finds her throbbing shaft, swollen and aching between our bodies as we kiss. She is hot beneath my fingers and lets out a low groan when I touch her. Her eyes meet mine, dark with desire, as I slide down her body until her tip is inches from my lips. When I run my tongue over it, she gasps and arches into me, filling my mouth. My cage twitches in response.

She doesn’t move, but I do — up and down along her shaft, letting it slip into the back of my throat before releasing it. Each time I draw away she gasps or shudders. She tastes like salt and musk, like sex and womanhood, and I want more. As much as she can give me. As much as I can take. It feels good to make her feel this way.

“Do you feel pretty in your lingerie?”

My stomach twists. “I know you like it.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

She sits backwards, pulling her cock from my mouth, then slides off me entirely. For a horrible moment, all my pain comes flooding back in. A tiny, hissing voice whispers to me that this is a trick, a trap. She wants to know how disgusting you are, you nasty little pig in your lingerie. I try to sit up as she drops to the floor but she pushes me back down onto the couch with a firm hand on my chest. She pushes aside my nightie and peels back my panties, running a finger down my cage.

“I asked,” she says softly, fingering the silver key. “If you feel pretty.”

When she removes the lock, my shaft surges outwards as if it was searching for her all along. My entire body seems to pulse with anticipation and relief. It’s so overwhelming I almost forget about my question — until I see Irene slip into place between my legs, looking down at my hardness. Her eyes burn when they meet mine. She wraps her fingers around me so softly I can barely feel her, but even that gentle touch is enough to make me shudder and moan in pleasure.

My face burns and I want to look away but I force myself not to break her gaze.

“If you don’t answer me, this is all you’re going to get.”

I screw my eyes shut. My voice shakes as I whisper, barely able to breathe through the shame of admitting it aloud: “It makes me feel really good.”

“But do you feel _pretty?_”

The truth feels like bile in my throat. It poisons my body, my thoughts, her touch. The shame builds as I feel my eyes wet and I can’t fight back the tears. One slips down my face as I finally manage to choke out the word.

“_Yes._”

“You are such a good girl,” she whispers, lowering her lips to kiss my swollen head. They wrap around it and I let out an unsteady gasp. The pleasure is so intense it’s almost overwhelming. After two weeks of being locked away, it won’t take much more than that to make me cum. She licks my underside as her hand pushes the silk of the babydoll over my skin, its sensuous pleasure mixing with the explosive feeling of her mouth. Then she takes all of me easily and sucks at me, swirling her tongue along my shaft and then taking my full length inside. My squeals of pleasure are so loud I’m sure someone will hear.

She stops when I am right on the edge. It aches for release, but instead of giving it to me, Irene slides back up my body until she is hovering above me once again. Her hair falls in messy, raven curls across my face.

“Look how hard you are,” she whispers, sliding a hand beneath my nightie to tweak my nipple between her fingers. “Look how pretty your clitty looks in pink silk. Look how sweet and girlish it is.”

Her cock throbs next to mine, dwarfing it. I can’t stop looking. There is something undeniably erotic about how small and delicate it looks. It curves out from the lingerie, pink and smooth and — my chest tightens — feminine. My heart pounds as I watch it pulse in time with her shaft. As I look at both our cocks together, I feel myself growing even harder, twitching uncontrollably. The tip knocks into her shaft and she lets out a tiny moan of pleasure.

“Do you want to cum, baby?”

“Yes,” I moan.

“It’s been so long. You’ve been so patient, such a good girl for me. And look at how beautiful you are for me in your frillies, now.”

I reach between us, but before I can touch anything, she bats my hand away. “Did I say you could touch?”

“No,” I gasp.

“No,” she repeats. She leans down and kisses me, being careful to keep her cock from touching mine. When she speaks again, her words send chills through my entire body. It is agony, it is torture, it is exactly what I want to hear.

“I didn’t even say I’d let you cum.”


Chapter 4: Good Girl

She is gentle and slow with her mouth around me, her tongue finding the sensitive spot under my tip and working it until I’m about cum before dialing back. My moans are muffled from her throbbing shaft between my lips, but she seems to know exactly how far she can push me without needing to hear them.

Her hands are tight on my cheeks as I straddle her face. Even through the dense, lacy ruffles, I can feel her sharp nails digging into my skin. The subtle pain elevates the pleasure, as does the constant reminder of what I’m wearing. She brushes the silk of babydoll over me and snaps my garter straps. Even without speaking, I can hear her voice in my head. “Sucking my cock like a good girl should. If you do it well enough, I might even let you cum. You’re such a pretty, sexy little plaything for me.”

I almost let myself believe it.

It doesn’t take long before I’m trembling on the edge once again. This time she has to let me, I think, feeling myself grow taut as a wire. But again, Irene pulls me from her mouth. The cool air feels like a knife against my exposed, wet skin. I don’t stop this time — instead I push my hips forwards until the tip is brushing against her lips, trying to finish before she moves away. But when she speaks, there’s an unmistakable hint of threat beneath the words that freezes me instantly.

“What did I say about being allowed to cum?”

“You didn’t say I couldn’t. You just said you’d take the cage off.”

She snorts. “Fine, then. You can cum.” My body surges with excitement. “But you’ll do it the way I want you to, or you won’t do it at all.”

Before I can ask what she means, she pulls my frilly panties down and to the side, exposing my cheeks and puckered hole. I gasp in anticipation of what’s coming, but I’m still not prepared when her fingertip circles around it. My legs start shaking so violently that I’m worried I might hurt her. I can feel the pressure deep in my core, and it only magnifies as she slips the tip in. It’s not the first time she’s done this to me, but for some reason, it’s far more intense now than ever before.

“Oh, fuck,” I moan. “That feels so good, Irene.”

“You like my fingers inside your tight little hole?”

I shiver. “Yes, oh fuck, yes.”

She goes deeper and her tip knocks against the sensitive spot there. I gasp and twitch. I feel my cock throb and I know pre-cum has just dribbled out onto her face. “Sorry,” I groan.

She giggles. “That’s so hot,” she murmurs, then makes a point to lick every drop of it from my tip as she begins thrusting her finger in and out. The sensations are overwhelming and I feel my body clenching down on her. Her cock bobs next to my cheek, forgotten. I am panting now, my entire body shuddering with need. My moans grow louder and longer, uncontrolled squeals that escape from deep within me.

“Is my naughty girl going to cum for me without permission?”

“No!” I choke out.

It takes all of my focus not to climax when she pushes a second one in. She doesn’t start slow this time, but instead slips it right into place alongside the first and begins thrusting them both back and forth together. She’s ignoring my cock, now, forcing me to get all my pleasure from her fingers. Just like a girl.

“You’re so tight,” she moans. “So pretty. I want you. I want you right fucking now.”

“Do you mean —” I can’t even say it.

My stomach is tight, but my arms and legs feel loose as she starts to slide up underneath me, tipping me forwards until I’m on all fours on the couch, facing away from her. Giving her direct access to what she wants.

“Fuck, that’s gorgeous,” she says, sucking air over her teeth.

Her fingers trace the lines of my lingerie. When they reach the waistband of my panties, they hook into the scalloped edge and pull them slowly down over my thighs. They rest at my knees, pinning them together. Every muscle in my body is tight as she legs her hands rove over me, following the curves of my hips and waist and cheeks, under my belly and between my legs before encircling my cock and giving me short strokes that tease more than they satisfy.

I can’t believe this is happening. I am dressed in lingerie with a beautiful woman behind me, about to let her ravish me like — like —

“I’m going to fuck you like the pretty girl you are,” she breathes, and it frightens me how much I want her to. “Are you ready?”

I let out a tiny whimper when I hear her shift behind me and feel something hot brush against my hole. I can feel her throbbing as she rests her mighty cock between my cheeks, every pulse so strong that I can count her heartbeats. Hers is beating as fast as mine.

“I’m ready,” I breathe, trying to steady myself.

It feels amazing at first. My entire world narrows down to her swollen tip as it squeezes me open. I try to breathe and relax, try to let her in the way she wants me. The way she needs me. The way I need her. My mouth opens and my head drops between my shoulders as she pushes in deeper. She never goes too fast as she splits me open. Pain mixes with pleasure. She’s too big, too big, I can’t take her. But a screaming need inside of me wants to give her anything and everything I can.

“You’re so big,” I groan. “You’re so big.”

“You’re being such a good girl for me,” she purrs. “Taking my big hard cock so well.” She bends forwards, stroking my cock in the silk of the babydoll. “Staying so nice and hard for me.”

“Don’t stop,” I groan. “Tell me —” My voice catches in my throat.

“Tell you what?”

Why is it so hard? Why can’t I just give into it all and be who I ache to be for her?

I gather strength to force the words out. But just as I open my mouth to speak, a tremor of pleasure runs through us. I feel her package rest against mine as she finally reaches her hilt. My body stretches around her, taking her all, opening myself completely for her. Letting her use me like a pretty plaything.

“Oh fuck!” I squeal.

“You did such a good job for me,” she whispers, hand still working on my cock. “Taking all of me on your first try. Giving me you tight sissy virginity.”

It’s too much. I groan and shake as she begins to thrust in and out of me. “I’m going — I’m going to —”

Her hand snaps away and rests on my waist instead. Nails press into my belly as she builds up a steady rhythm. I can feel her holding back for me. Every thrust barely contains her burning need for me. It’s all I can do to stay upright as she drives herself into me.

It feels perfect. She wants me like this — she loves me like this. She wants to make me moan and squirm and serve her every need as long as I can do it wrapped in silk and steel. The pleasure of being used by her is unlike anything I’ve ever known before. She owns every part of my body now, every hole, every curve and crevice and tender spot on me is hers to enjoy. And I am giving it to her willingly, with the same eagerness that I hope radiates from her every touch.

“You look so fucking perfect with my cock buried inside you.”

“I want all of you.”

“You’re taking all of me!”

“No,” I groan. “_All_ of you.”

“Just because I get to cum doesn’t mean you do, pretty girl.”

My chest tightens when I hear it. It should hurt. The idea that she’ll use me for her pleasure even though she knows how badly I need it to — maybe because she knows that — gives me a thrill that builds from my core out to the rest of my body. When she’s done, she’s going to lock me back up and keep teasing me until she decides that letting me cum is more fun than keeping me denied.

If that day ever comes.

“That’s a good girl — my cock feels so good inside of you. Oh, fuck, yes. You’re so pretty. So pretty.”

Her voice is high and strained now. “Don’t hold back,” I moan.

She pushes me against the arm of the couch. The move is surprisingly aggressive, and that only makes it better when she finally explodes inside of me. She buries herself to the hilt and shudders uncontrollably as her hot jets erupt into my body. She cries out in pleasure but doesn’t stop pumping into me with each new spurt, filling me over and over until there’s no room left for any more. I can feel it running out me, down my package and dripping onto the couch. Her hand shoots between my legs, collecting her cum and using it to stroke me as she thrusts in and out, still hard, still cumming.

I am so close it hurts. My balls ache to release, my cock pulses wildly in her hand, my whole body twitches from being forced to edge so many times in a row. She is merciless, pushing me again and again until I can hardly think through the overwhelming pleasure. All I know is that I want to be hers. And if being hers means wearing frilly panties or cages or stockings every day of my life, then so be it.

Even if it means fighting against the one pleasure I want most of all.

“You did so good, baby.”

She slips out of me, and I am empty. I’m shaking so hard I almost can’t stay up. She pulls me against her, holding me tightly against her body as the waves of denial work their way through me. My cock bucks furiously as the spasms rock me, but I don’t cum. Where my body expects pleasure, I find something else take its place: serenity. And as the intensity of it begins to drain away, shame starts to creep into me. Why do I love this so much?

You shouldn’t want any of this, that insidious voice whispers to me. There’s something so wrong with you that you do.

The cage is tight and familiar when she locks it back into place. She pulls the panties back up and pats the front of them like a friendly puppy. I balk at her.

“You don’t expect me to wear these home, do you?”

“Of course I do.”

“They’re not — they don’t belong to you!”

“Like I said, I know the owner.” She gives me a sly smile that chills me. “Besides, James. I don’t think I ever want to see you out of panties again.”

It is a shock to my system. I’m about to protest when she leans forwards and kisses me, deep and slow. I melt against her mouth, feeling myself grow hard all over again. Her lips brush mine and she murmurs, “And since you’ve been such a good girl for me, I’ll let you pick out the pair you wear next.”

My stomach twists as I climb into the car. I can feel the ruffles on my panties as I sit next to her. She pulls me against her possessively, satisfied in a way that I’m not allowed to be. I should be allowed to cum, I think. I should _want_ her to let me. So why didn’t I? What’s so wrong with me that I let her put me in panties and a cage and a babydoll. Why is it that the first time we have sex, she’s the one fucking me?

Her hand slides across my lap as the driver pulls us out into traffic. Her fingertips trace along the shape of my cage, then squeeze softly around it. We both know there’s silk there, but this time, the touch grates against me. I hate how exciting it was. How thrilling it was to be in pink like that, submitting myself to her instead of taking her like I should. What kind of man am I?

“You’re amazing,” she whispers. I want to believe her but in my heart I know it is a lie.

When I look at her, I find my eyes are suddenly wet. I flash her a smile and then look away. I feel her eyes on the back of my head as I try to blink away the tears.

We ride back to our building in silence. There have been enough tears spilled already tonight.


Chapter 5: Pet

The door is unlocked, which is unusual.

“Irene?” I call into the empty apartment.

But it’s not empty, and it’s not Irene. I freeze when I see her sprawled out on the pink couch. She’s like a violation there, tainting that spot where I first talked to Irene, first kissed her, first confessed without words my desires. Now this creature is there in her slick white suit and smarmy, crooked smirk.

“It’s James, isn’t it? Though I suppose it won’t be for much longer,” Sylvia drawls, letting her languid gaze slide from me to her immaculate nails.

“Why are you here?”

An eyebrow curves upwards but she doesn’t look at me. “She hasn’t told you yet?”

Something twists inside of me. What is she talking about? Told me what? But I won’t admit anything to her. Not after what she did at the Silver Rose. “That’s none of your business.”

The smirk widens. “I promise you, it’s entirely my business.”

“I think you should leave.”

“I will when I’m ready.”

“This isn’t your place.”

“It isn’t yours, either.”

“But only one of us has a key. How do you think that will look to the police?”

Her head lolls towards me, her silver hair falling across the most bored-looking expression I’ve ever seen. She lowers her hand and rests it on her white skirt like it’s the last thing she wants to do. Like I’m intruding on her life, like I’m the inconvenience.

“There’s no need for that, pet.”

“I’m not your pet.”

“For now. Ask Irene about her last one.”

“What do you want?”

“To deliver a message.”

From within her jacket, she flourishes a long black envelope close with a silver wax seal. She offers it to me with an expectant look, but just before I can take it she tosses it onto the table with a self-satisfied smile and returns to looking at her nails.

“That’s not for you,” she says.

“It’s got my name on it,” I say in surprise. It has both our names on it — Irene’s above mine, written in a flourished silver calligraphy.

Sylvia peers over her nails as if this is news to her. “So it does.”

I cross in front of her to grab it off the table. When I bend, she pounces on me. For someone so slim, she moves with incredible speed and strength. In an instant I’m on the couch and she’s straddling me, her skirt hiked up high enough that I can see the ends of her garter straps. She stares down at me with a predatory grin.

“You’re pretty. Shame to hide it in clothes like these. I suppose Irene doesn’t have enough to keep you dressed the way you should be.”

“She has plenty of money.”

Sylvia leans down far enough her lips are almost brushing mine and I can see she isn’t wearing anything under her jacket — not even a bra. “I didn’t say it was a question of money, pet. Perhaps you’d be better off with someone like me who can treat you the way you deserve.”

“Like you did to Irene at the Silver Rose?”

She seems delighted that I remember it. “Someone to keep you in your place and show you what you’re for.”

“What the fuck are you doing in my apartment?” I hear the sound of bags dropping to the floor and the thud of Irene’s boots as she marches up to us. “Get the fuck off of him before I make you get off.”

“Irene, always such a charmer,” Sylvia sneers, unfolding herself and climbing off me as if nothing happened. “The Order sends their regards. Next week. I’m hosting.”

That seems to stop Irene in her tracks. Sylvia wafts by her with an enormous smile, trailing her white fingernails over Irene’s black leather jacket as she goes. “Love the jacket. Very ‘tough girl’ energy. Compensating?”

I can hear her laugh echoing down the hall.

“What the hell was that?”

“Are you okay?” she says at the same time, dropping onto the couch next to me with panicked eyes. “What did she say to you? What did she want?”

I tilt my chin towards the black envelope on the table. Irene’s hand finds mine and squeezes it as she turns to look at it. When she sees it, her eyes flutter shut. It looks like a thousand pounds has suddenly dropped onto her shoulders.

“Are you going to explain to me what’s going on?” I say. “Or am I going to have to ask again?”

“I was hoping I wouldn’t have to deal with this. Not yet, anyway.”

I look at her wide, expectant eyes.

She sighs and slumps backwards onto the couch. “I’m not the only one who likes… people like you.” It’s not a surprise to hear it, but I can feel her dancing around something and it makes me nervous. “There are a lot of us in the city. There have been for a long time. But partners get swapped, feelings get hurt… Rules got made to stop that from happening, and to keep us safe. Keep us together.”

“Like at the Silver Rose,” I say slowly, beginning to understand.

“Well, there are a lot of people who expect us to play by the rules. And now they’ve come to enforce them.”

“What happens if we don’t?”

She smiles sadly. “_Persona non grata._ No more Silver Rose. No more pretty clothes. I’d lose friends. You’d never make any.”

I squirm. That night at the Silver Rose was painful enough — I can’t let that be Irene’s life.

“What do I need to do?”

She blows out air and smiles, cupping my hand in her cheek. “You’re sweet. But I’ll handle it. You don’t need to get involved. All I need is you on your back for me.”

She smiles reassuringly, like that’s the end of it. But I know it’s not. “Irene,” I say. “I’m already involved. If I wasn’t going to stick around, I would have left already.”

“You’re sure?”

“It’d be easier if you’d take the cage off.”

Her smile falters and is almost apologetic now. She leans forwards and gives me a slow, tender kiss that instantly makes me swell in my confines. But this time it doesn’t feel intended to be a tease. It’s kind. Reassuring.

Loving.

When she pulls back, the smile is still there, but there’s something burning in her eyes like on that first night. Her face is firm, her eyes narrow.

“Now we have to start your training.”


Want even more sexy stories?

Join my newsletter to be the first to know when my new books are out and get free, way-too-hot for Amazon stories by clicking right here or going to www.vanessalockridge.com!


From Husband to Housewife: Dominated and Transformed into a Sissy

[image: ]

“You're my pretty little housewife now,” Grace purrs as she slides the satin up my stocking-clad legs. “And I expect you to look and act the part.”

What started as a fantasy to please my wife has awakened something deep inside me. And I don’t know how far she wants me to go.

I shouldn’t have taken so long to find a job — maybe then I could have said no to her. But now that I’m in the house all day, Grace has ideas for what I should be doing. And what I should look like.
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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.
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“This is how I’ve always wanted you,” she breathed, lips brushing my ear.

I strained in my cage, body aching for her touch. To be unlocked, to be released. My dress and petticoats rustled as she circled me, fingers gliding across the satin bodice.

“Now get on your knees and serve me.”

My wife Veronica wanted things from me I never knew I could do. It started with me putting on lingerie — and in the end, transformed me into a perfect sissy housewife. Now my life is nothing but lace, silk, and the constant torment of the chastity device.

When she takes me as her bride, I fall head-over-heels into a world of femininity and denial that is as exciting as it is agonizing. When we move to Coopersville, I’m surrounded by sissies and stunning, dominant women. And when Veronica is up for a promotion, it’s up to me to make sure she gets it.

It’s the perfect sissy life, full of silken thrills and steel denial, all driven by the dominant hand of my wife — and the sissy world around me.
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