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Her Punished Sissy Maid: Locked, Feminized, and Dominated by Royalty

by Vanessa Lockridge


The Princess wants me in her bed. The Queen wants me under her control. And both of them want to see just how far they can push their newest servant before she breaks.

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

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

That's teaching me exactly who I belong to now.
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Chapter 1: The Princess

“Enter.”

The command is crisp and clear and terrifying. I’m still no good in these heels — it was such a stupid decision to pick the tallest pair I have, the Princess‘ preferences be damned — and if there’s one thing I don’t want to do, it’s spill boiling hot tea all over her. Plus, I know exactly what’s going to happen when I get in there, and no matter how many times I hear that it’s all going to be fine and every single one of us has gone through it, it doesn’t make it any easier.

Martsee gives me a winning grin and a thumbs up as I push open the door with my hip, the silver spoon rattling on the gilded tray, frothy petticoat swishing around my hips. I wobble in my stilettos and wind up entering the room backwards and half-bent over, doing my damndest to keep everything, from the teapot to my body, upright and nearly failing in the process. I’m certain I’ve flashed the Princess. It’s probably a good thing, but I know it’s only going to inflame her appetites.

“My, my,” comes the low voice from the bed in the center of the room.

Already I can feel her eyes on me. I like it, even as my stomach clenches at the knowledge of what’s about to happen. “Tea service,” they call it, as if the euphemism isn’t obvious. The Princess doesn’t even deign to get out of bed until the sun is well up and the house has been spinning with activity. She’s still in her nightclothes — as if that euphemism isn’t obvious.

“Sorry to disrupt, Highness,” I say softly, trying to collect myself and failing utterly under her gaze.

How can a woman be so gorgeous? Even freshly awoken, her hair is messy in that precisely beautiful way, her makeup a mess in exactly the way that emphasizes her incredible cheekbones, those razor-sharp eyes, a jawline to send sculptors running for their chisels. She makes no attempt to hide how she looks at me. As part of the help, yes, but as so much more.

“Oh, it’s no disruption at all. Did you manage to keep that teapot upright?”

“I did, Highness.”

“Even better. I got to see those cute little underthings you had on, too.” I can’t stop myself turning pink, can’t stop myself stirring in my panties, and can’t help how much all of it is made worse by the smile that crawls across her face when she sees my reaction. I busy myself with the tea service instead. It’s a good excuse to look anywhere else but at her, even though in this enormous, gilded room, I know the only thing she’s looking at is me. I can practically feel her eyes tugging at the hem of my skirt, which is short enough as it is.

“Apologies, Highness.”

“Did you hear me complaining?”

“No, Highness, but —”

“I’d like to see them again.”

“I — you’d what?”

She leans forwards across her knees, legs still draped in the silver-pink bedding, the spaghetti strap of whatever extravagant nightie she’s wearing slipping down one perfect, smooth arm. Her head tilts to the side just enough to send the mess of hair on her head bouncing and that terrible, wonderful little grin creeps up while she looks at me.

I’m frozen in place, the teapot half-poured, like a fawn staring down the fox.

“You’re the new girl, right?” She sucks her teeth and looks upwards, snapping her fingers. “Clarissa? Crystal?”

“Chloe, Highness.”

“Chloe!” She beams at me, incandescent, bright enough to sunburn. “You’re cute.”

It hangs in the air for a long time. “Thank you, Highness.”

“’Highness,‘” she repeats, drawing out the s. It’s a delicious sound. For the first time since her Eminence put it on me, I’m thankful for the little cage in my panties. It’s the only thing keeping me in any sort of decency, if decent is even something you can be in a tiny little maid’s dress like this one. The skirt is so short — held aloft on a dense, rustling cloud of petticoats — that my garter straps are on full display, which I think is the point. Her Highness the Princess likes her staff to be as stimulating as possible. “You’re very polite, Chloe.”

“It’s my understanding that it’s a requirement, Highness.” My toes curl in my stilettos. “Otherwise, you know, they’ll fire me.”

Somehow, the Princess’ face lights up even brighter. “They’ll fire you?”

“We’re trained to be decorous.”

“You know how you get around that, don’t you?”

I finally manage to remember that I’m a maid, here for a job, and start to do it. Two sugars and cream. Highness likes a squirt of cream. “How do I do that, Highness?”

“By becoming my favorite.”

I make sure to put an extra swing in my hips as I walk to her, my dress swishing around me. I’m sure she can see my panties again. She can see all of me. She’s already eating me with her eyes, heavy-lidded and a deep, sultry blue beneath perfectly arched eyebrows and a mass of curly black hair. She’d be innocent if it weren’t for the way she looks at me. For the thoughts I can practically hear coming out of her skull.

I offer her the tea. “With exemplary service, Highness?”

“Something like that.”

She takes the teacup, her fingers brushing mine, and holds it for a long moment, our eyes locked. Her mouth opens, just barely, but enough that I can see her tongue.

“You haven’t given me what I wanted, yet.”

“Tea, Highness?”

She sets it on her nightstand. When she moves, she doesn’t bother to hide her chest and her nipples, rock hard beneath the gauzy pink gown. It’s beautiful; achingly girly, a sheer eruption of ruffles trimmed with lace while still being sexy and revealing. A large pink ribbon sits beneath her cups, each embroidered with floral lace in a winking semblance of modesty.

I’m thankful for my cage, again.

“No, Chloe, not tea.” Suddenly, her fingers spring forwards, toying with one of the bows that stud my skirt. I gasp involuntarily, and she giggles delightedly. “I wanted to see your panties.”

“I thought you did already, Highness.”

“Again, then.”

Her Eminence the Queen made it extremely clear that the Princess is, for all her charm and cunning, very much Off Limits. Martsee made it clear that it will take most of my willpower and the rest of my luck to avoid being drawn in by her. I’ve only been a member of the Royal staff for a week — six days, really — and getting fired would be a foolproof way to make sure I never hold a job in this country again. Giving the Princess what she wants would be foolish. My job is worth far more than that.

And then she bites her lip. “Please, Chloe?”

I set the tray down, my caged clit throbbing, screaming at myself that this is the stupidest idea you’ve ever had in your entire life! Even worse than that time you told Madame you’d take those spankings! And then I lift the frilly hem of my maid’s skirt and show off my black satin panties in all their girly glory, with white lace trim around the leg openings and the pretty white bow at the front.

“And the rear?” the Princess breathes, nostrils flaring, chest heaving.

I spin, of course, even though I know it’s a mistake. It isn’t one I should want to make this badly.

“Darling,” she says. Her fingers are already running through the thick bands of frothy lace that run across my rear. Her fingernail is already digging under one of the leg openings. I’m already bending over for her, framing my pantied rear in a splay of white silk trimmed in lace, showing off my scalloped garter straps, my lace stocking tops, my straight seams, my black patent stilettos.

I peer at her around my black satin balloon sleeve. “You like them, Highness?”

“They’re very pretty.”

“Do you like pretty things?”

“I do. I like you, after all.”

“You think I’m pretty, Highness?”

“Very much so, Chloe.”

My heart thunders in my chest like I’m right in the center of one of those military parades they have that march down the Grand Boulevard.

“I think you are too, Highness.”

She giggles, and I twitch in my panties. Then she throws back the bedspread, and I can see the full length — what little of it there is — of her nightie in all its royal beauty. Sheer pink silk gives way to ruffles and lace, with beautiful silk and organza flowers at the hem. It’s like a flower garden is growing up her slender body.

And there’s something thick parting the plants. Throbbing, like mine, but far larger, and without a cage in sight. Royalty comes with privilege.

“You do?” she says, grinning wickedly at me. “Prove it.”


Chapter 2: Naughty Thoughts

It’s only for a split second — and then her legs are together again, hiding the shaft from me. Now it’s just a promise.

“You look so pretty,” she grins, twirling a lock of hair around her finger, her knees up to her chest. I can see the perfect curve of her ass and the lacy edge of her panties beneath her diaphanous pink nightie. It all seems perfectly calculated to excite me about the possibilities. Make me break the one rule. “Now let me see what’s inside those little panties.”

My stomach is in a spin cycle as I turn around to face her. Her fingers work up over her nipples, pinching them through the soft fabric, and she draws in a shuddering gasp that makes my cage twitch. She fixes me with that fierce look: all hunger and desire coupled with the knowledge that as her maid, I have to do anything she asks, and as a sissy girl, I’ll enjoy it.

“Does this please you, Highness?” I say as meekly as possible while I wiggle from side to side, my thumbs hooked in my lacy waistband, slipping them down over my stockings and past my knees.

“No,” she growls, still grinning, still playing with her nipples. “That lovely frilly dress is in the way now.”

“Oh, this?” I stay bent over, my cage buried within the white lace cloud of the petticoats. They tickle my bare skin, a teasing reminder of how delicious they could feel on my shaft if I was still allowed to use it the way I wanted. The way the Princess can. “You can put it on yourself if you’d like, Highness.”

The Princess laughs. “I don’t think I could make it look nearly as nice as it does on you.”

She’s flattering me to get what she wants, and I know it, but I let myself feel good about it anyway. I grin and give her a little mock curtsy that reveals just enough of my cage that her eyes get wide and she bites her lip. Her expression changes. Some of the playfulness vanishes. It’s only then that I realize how trapped I am here. She really can do anything she wants to me, and as a member of the Royal staff, there’s nothing I can do to stop it.

“Will you be gentle?” I say softly, the question slipping out before I can stop it. Now my belly is in knots and I can’t meet her gaze anymore.

Her brow furrows, and she leans forward like she didn’t understand the question. Then she softens and extends her hand for me to take, looking out at me from under her brows, a crooked smile on her face. “Chloe.”

“Highness.”

Our fingers meet, mine trembling, hers rock-steady, and then she yanks me down into the bed in a fit of giggles and skirts. Like this, on my back, I’m utterly vulnerable to her. Prey with its belly exposed. But instead of attacking, pushing back her skirts and finding my cage like I know she aches to do, she runs her fingers up over my stocking-glazed leg and laughs when I gasp.

“I can’t believe it,” she says.

“Believe what, Highness?”

“How much better you look on your back than you did on your heels.”

The flattery works again.

“I always thought it was my best side, Highness.”

“Oh? Is it because it means I can do this?”

She leans down, sheer pink silk sliding across glossy black satin, ruffles and lace trims catching together, and kisses me, soft and slow. My body opens to her as she melts into me. The first touch of our tongues sends electricity arcing through me; the second makes my hips buck uncontrollably upwards, pressing myself against her. It’s not nearly enough friction or pleasure to get anywhere, but there’s nowhere I need to go.

“No, Highness,” I manage when she breaks the kiss and migrates her lips to my neck.

“It’s not?” She glances up at me with a mock pout. “Is it because I can finally do this?”

Her fingers slip under the frothy layers of my skirt, tracing the line of my garter straps — and snapping one for good measure — up to where my panties should be. Instead they find my package and the hard bars of the cage there, warmed through by the furious hardness of my locked-away shaft.

The Princess clicks her tongue and shakes her head with a grin. “Naughty girl. I thought you maids weren’t supposed to have naughty thoughts?”

“If we didn’t, Highness,” I say, my voice getting tighter as she runs her nail through the tiny gaps in the bars, teasing the sensitive skin beneath. “then we wouldn’t need cages.”

“They must be so frustrating,” she breathes. She sits back, kneeling next to me, her hand still beneath my skirts as she begins to gather the gauzy layers of her nightie. I know what’s coming and stare anyway. With every tug of fabric, she lets out a barely audible gasp of pleasure that makes me twitch beneath her fingers. By the time there’s only one layer of pink silk, rapidly darkening thanks to the pre-cum dribbling from her tip, it takes all my effort not to pounce on her.

“It’s for the best, Highness,” I moan. “To make sure you stay innocent and pure.”

“Of course,” the Princess giggles. “Exactly how I’d describe myself.”

“Not like us maids, Highness. We’d fill you with too many dirty ideas.”

“I think I’m going to be the one doing the filling while you’re in a cage like this.”

“You could take it off, Highness.”

She considers it, then grins down wickedly at me. “I rather think you prefer it.”

I squirm beneath her, and that’s all the confirmation she needs. “If you’re an extra-good girl for me, Chloe, I might take it off while I fuck you.”

“Yes, Highness.”

Every nerve in my body is on fire, every muscle tensed with anxiety. Already? I’ve barely been in the Palace for a week — and I haven’t been Chloe for much longer than that. Martsee said that most girls don’t get through their first service without giving up everything, but somehow I was hoping I wouldn’t be one of them.

“Are you nervous?”

“Yes, Highness.”

“You’re cute when you’re nervous. Would you like something to help?”

“Yes, Highness.”

She takes my hand and pulls it between her legs as she leans over me, one hand planted on the bed next to my head, her nightie falling like a sheer curtain across me. I can see my cage through it, and her throbbing cock, and my fingers wrapping around it. It feels like something out of a dream.

“Play with me first,” she commands, staring down at me. Her cock is hot and thick and overwhelming. “And then I’ll take your sissy virginity.”

“Yes, Highness.”


Chapter 3: Her Cock

Her nightie strap has slipped off her shoulder, one of her breasts fully out now, just out of reach. My hands are otherwise occupied.

“Tight little circles — oh, fuck,” the Princess moans from above me as she watches me play with my caged clitty. “Just like a girl,” she insisted. “Because you don’t have a cock like me, do you?”

Now that cock is between my lips, hot and throbbing, pre-cum pouring out of it with every thrust. I’m on my back in a pile of frills and black satin, skirts pulled up high enough so she can watch me play with my little locked shaft. She’s on all fours above me, her hands on my left side pressing into the bed, her thick cock slipping in and out of my mouth. I can see my lipstick stains on it.

“Your poor little clitty,” she half-moans, half-giggles. “It really does look just like a clit in that cage. And look how wet you already are!”

I can feel my own pre-cum dribbling out of my clit. My body thrums with arousal. Martsee never said it would be like this. I never could have imagined it would be this good. The Princess‘ voluminous nightie is draped over me like a shroud, a silken pink layer separating servant from mistress, toy from player, slut from royalty. Every one of her thrusts makes it slide over my face and neck, my skin tickled by its lace and the ruffles from my own dress.

It’s almost enough to make a girl cum.

“Do you like having a cock in your mouth, sissy?”

I nod around her, and my clit twitches between my fingers.

“I’m sure you’re much better sucking one than you ever were using that pathetic little thing between your legs. Normally it’s Mother who keeps my servants locked up, but I think it suits you. I think I’m going to leave you like that.”

It sends an icy shiver through me. Martsee promised I’d be unlocked — “it happens to every girl!” — and I’d been so excited for it. Hard for an entire week in between the steel bars. So why does it fill my stomach with butterflies to hear that she’s not going to? Why does it make me want to suck her harder, faster, to pour my arousal and excitement into her so she knows exactly what she does to me?

“I can’t wait to fuck your tight sissy ass,” she moans. Her cock leaps between my lips. “Can you imagine how good it’s going to feel when it’s pressed up against your sissy spot?”

Sissy spot? My eyes flicker upwards to meet hers, and she giggles as if she knows what I’m thinking. Then her hands are on either side of my head, her thick shaft driving into me while my tongue plays over the sensitive tip of her cock. She gasps, shudders, her eyes closed, and then they snap open again, and her grin is positively predatory.

“You don’t even know what that is!” Her laugh is bright and excited and terrifying. A wolf’s howl.

My clit throbs, begging for release it won’t receive — and that I’m not even sure I want it to have now.

She shifts on the bed, the nightie slipping off of me, so she’s lying down with her cock still in my mouth, but with hers tantalizingly close to my clit. I don’t stop sucking as she strokes my thighs and snaps a garter strap, my moans and gasps muffled by her thickness. Every fiber of my body burns with a simple desire: for her to take off the cage and do to my shaft what I’m doing to hers.

“Look how hard you are!” My body bucks furiously when I feel her finger swirl on my caged tip. “And what a set of legs on you.” She demonstrates her admiration with a gliding fingernail tracing the backseam on my stocking. “Do you feel my girlcock all the way in your throat?” She doesn’t give me a chance to answer before she pushes in as far as she can, the gentle curve of her belly pressing my nose. “What was that, sissy? I can’t hear you. There’s something in your mouth.”

And then there’s something else inside me, following the line of my garter strap up underneath the frilly edge of my panties. The finger flirts with my rear entrance, barely pressing against it, before she loses patience with teasing me and rips my panties down, exposing me completely.

“You shaved,” she says with delight. “To get yourself all nice and ready for me, like a good little submissive sissy maid should?”

Waxed, actually.

“Mmmmm,” I say, but it comes out as a silent squeal when the finger slides all the way inside of me.

“Look at all the pre-cum,” she giggles. “I’m not even a knuckle deep yet!”

She goes further, and then further, until my eyes are watering and my panties are flooded. It’s like nothing I’ve ever felt before: a pleasure that starts as knots in my stomach before spreading out to the rest of my body. Even my toes are buzzing. But no matter how much it builds, even when she starts to push in and out of my ass, matching the rhythm of her cock in my mouth, the cage locked firmly around my clit puts a cap on my pleasure. Even when I know I’m about to reach my breaking point, I know I’ll never get there with the steel on me.

The only thing I can have is exquisite, endless torture.

“I want you to cum for me,” she purrs. “I want you to do it before I do. And if you don’t...” She looks over the hem of my ruffled skirt and grins wickedly at me. “I think another four weeks in the cage will help you get there.”

I writhe underneath her. I know I can’t get there — and I don’t think any amount of time in the cage is going to get me close enough to make it happen. All it’ll do is drive me crazier. Make me more sensitive. Push me deeper into my new role, my new responsibility.

My legs are already shaking. I want to cum so badly. Not just for myself, but for her, too. Every so often, she slides out of my mouth to give me a little breather while still finger-fucking my virgin hole. Each pause allows my pleasure to settle, just slightly, just enough that I think maybe when it builds again, it’ll be enough.

And then finally, it is. An electric arc runs from my neck down my back to my hips, and I tense, tightening around her finger, slurping her cock, letting her taste fill my mouth as she uses my ass. My legs start to tremor as a wholly new sensation begins to flood through me. My clit screams against the bars of its cage, bouncing and pouring pre-cum. My dress squeezes me in a satin embrace, every movement sending it bouncing, whispering sweet silk promises —

“Chanel!”

All at once it stops. The warmth cools and the rising pleasure drops away. The Princess snaps up, pulling herself out of me and leaving me cold and desperate and shaking. My head lolls backwards towards the door. I can barely make sense of what I’m seeing for the haze of sensation still buzzing through me.

A tall woman in a satin suit jacket atop a tight, brocade satin dress is storming towards us. Her clothes are an ivory verging on gold, the satin flawlessly smooth, the lace trim around the low, scalloped neckline perfectly framing the pearl necklace draped around her slender neck. Her long, dark hair is just beginning to show highlights of silver, though the lines in her face are still thin. She doesn’t look her age so much as she looks like a Greek statue come to life.

The Queen.

“Get this whore out of your bedroom this instant!” she snaps.

“Sorry, Mother,” the Princess mumbles. “I didn’t think —”

“No, you didn’t, and that’s exactly the problem! You never do!” The Queen storms across the room until she’s next to the bed, peering down at me and shaking her head. “At least you kept the cage on this time.”

“It’s not Chloe’s fault, I was —”

The Queen fixes the Princess with a glare hotter than any I’ve felt before — even when the Madame had me bent over her desk, cane in hand. My clit throbs at the thought of what the punishment might have been. How hard would it have made her strike? And how many times? Would I have been able to walk for a week afterward? It certainly sounds better than being on display like this for the Royal family, all four pairs of their eyes on me.

“I’ll deal with you later, young lady,” she says, her voice burning.

Then, horribly, she turns to me.

“My suite. This instant.”


Chapter 4: The Queen

“Let’s see how much you really like royal attention. Martsee!”

The Head of Staff snaps to attention. She hasn’t looked at me since the Queen dragged me out of the Princess’ room. I can’t tell if it’s because she’s embarrassed or furious with me or feels guilty for what happened. It doesn’t really matter now. We serve at the pleasure of the royal family, and the Queen is renowned for her unique desires.

“Yes, Your Grace?”

“It appears your new maid needs to be reminded of her place here. Fetch the correct uniform, and replace Chloe’s closet with them.”

Martsee has no reaction beyond a deep curtsy. “Of course, Your Grace.” She trots out of the room, giving me the briefest glance with wide eyes that only makes me more nervous, then shuts the door behind her, sealing me with the Queen and her fury.

It would be better if there was fury. The Queen is calm — almost still. There’s a ferociousness lurking beneath the surface, but her total control only makes me more terrified. I wish my clit would get the message.

“I understand my daughter has... appetites, especially for the staff, despite my best efforts.”

The Queen draws a long, slender riding crop from the top drawer of a dresser in her sitting room. It’s all ornate moldings on the walls and high-backed, beautiful chairs covered in velvet and silk. An enormous painting covers one wall next to a marble bust. The rug I’m standing on seems almost deeper than my mattress.

“But that does not mean that you are allowed to give in to them!”

Smack. I squeal, in surprise and pain. The Queen is far faster than I expected, and she knows exactly where to strike with the crop for maximum effect: the narrow band of bare skin between the bottom of my rustling petticoats and the top of my stockings. Already the pain is bright and hot.

“Do you have anything to say for yourself?”

“I was told —”

Smack. I gasp at the pain again. The Queen’s mouth is set in a thin line. “I’m not interested in your excuses.”

“Sorry, Your —”

Smack. Smack. “I’m not interested in hearing you at all.”

My legs burn — but my clit is still hard. Why?

The Queen crosses the room and shrugs off her jacket, revealing strong, slender shoulders and a golden band wrapped around her upper arm. Her golden-ivory dress is held up by slender spaghetti straps tied in bows, the ribbons trailing down her front and back. It’s a surprisingly feminine touch for this marble pillar of a woman.

“You think you’re pretty enough for her? To serve her? To serve me?”

I open my mouth to answer but she’s there before I can make a sound. Smack. All that comes out of me is a whimper and a dribble of pre-cum that lands on my patent black stilettos. I hope the Queen doesn’t notice. I don’t know what she’d say, but I’m certain it won’t end well for me.

“I’ll be the judge of that, especially now that it’s become clear that Martsee is incapable of being objective in her selections. Assume first position.”

I remember the Madame inspecting us in a line, nitpicking her way through our infractions. She was a hard woman, but at least she could be pleased. The Queen, the other maids whisper, is never satisfied. I stand, ankles and knees together, toes pointed perfectly ahead, my hands folded together, left in front of right, palms resting against my belly. Shoulders back, chin out, eyes straight ahead. The picture of sissy perfection.

The Queen begins her inspection.

“Lipstick, ruined.”

Smack.

“Apron, crooked.”

Smack. I manage to hold perfectly still.

“Petticoat visible.”

Smack. That one seems unfair. These uniforms are designed to show off as much as possible.

“Your stocking seams are a mess. Even your garter straps are crooked. Deplorable. One each for stocking and strap.”

Smack. Smack. Smack. Smack. I screw my face up and do my best to keep the pain from making me shake. Instead, it works its way through to my rigid, dribbling shaft, mixing with the aborted pleasure from the Princess. I can still feel her finger in my hole, can still taste her cock in my mouth, the sensations brightening with every strike of the crop.

“Show me your hands.” I extend them, limp-wristed, and she snatches one from me. “Polish chipped. Nails different lengths. Have you even seen a nail file before?”

Smack. Smack. I expected one for each finger. I sniff at the pain blooming out from my thighs.

It’s almost a relief when she tells me to move to position two.

I shake as I hook my thumbs into my panties and push them down, letting the wet fabric slip down my stocking-glazed legs and pool at my ankles. Then I adopt the position, bending at my waist with my knees and feet still together, toes touching my shoes, my naked rear on full display in a frame of white silk petticoats. It’d be an awkward position no matter what, but in my heels, it takes every ounce of strength not to fall over.

The Queen circles behind me and snorts. “I suppose I can understand my daughter’s attraction.” She squeezes one of my cheeks, her thumb dangerously close to my hole, and I only barely manage to suppress my gasp.

“Is this what you wanted, sissy?”

The thumb makes its move, pressing against my entrance, and this time I can’t fight my reaction. A tiny squeak slips from my lips.

Crack. Across my rear this time, far harder; a bright line of pain marking the equator of my cheeks.

“Didn’t I say I wasn’t interested in hearing you?”

Crack. No explanation. None required — she is the Queen.

“You have failed your inspection, maid. You have broken the first rule of serving in this household. And correcting you has made me rearrange my entire day.” I might be imagining things, but I’m certain I can hear a note of delight as she lays out my crimes. “Any one of those would be a reason to fire you. But I am a kinder woman than that. I will give you a chance to atone for your mistakes. Is that something you would like?”

She waits for me to speak. A test.

“You’re smarter than you look. You may speak. Three words.”

“Yes, thank you!” I all-but-gasp.

“They should have been, ‘Yes, Your Grace,’” she says, emphasizing each word with the crop. Crack. Crack. Crack. “I hope you understand that you will still be punished. We do not take infractions lightly in this house. Twenty lashes. Count them out loud.”

I do, my voice quavering with each strike, my head spinning from the pose and the pain and the heady pleasure mixed into all of it like some awful, wonderful cocktail. Worst of all, my clit never softens. If anything, it gets harder, straining with all its might against the steel bars. I know when I straighten, my stockings and dress will be stained with pre-cum.

“First position,” she says when she finishes, panting slightly.

Trembling from the pain of her lashes and the burning ache in my muscles, I straighten, my panties still at my ankles. I try to control my breathing. It’s easier now that I know the punishment is over — except for the uniform Martsee is getting, whatever that is.

“You did well, Chloe,” she says. Her voice is soft and even. “You may speak.”

“Thank you, Your Grace!”

“Better.” She crosses her arms and looks me up and down. “Do you think you’ve been punished enough?”

“Only if you believe I have, Your Grace.”

She smirks and nods, and for an instant I let myself believe that it really is over. Then her face hardens again.

“Oh, no, sissy. It’s only just begun.”


Chapter 5: Third Position

“Now strip.” The Queen crosses back across the room and sets her riding crop on her dresser before sitting down in a high-backed chair behind it. She leans forward on one arm and rests her chin on her hand. “Let’s see what else you have to offer me.”

What does that mean? And how could there be more than this?

The answer arrives just after Martsee does. The Head of Staff opens the door with a single knock but doesn’t make eye contact with me as she carries a small stack of folded clothes towards the closet. I see bright red satin trimmed with black lace, but little more than that.

“Leave it on the table,” the Queen tells Martsee, waving towards an ornate desk by the windows overlooking the courtyard where I took my test.

I don’t like how Martsee is acting. Not at all. The other maids had nothing good to say about working for the Queen. They’d talk about her in hushed tones, about her cruelty, how she always made them regret ever trying to please her, but also how much they wanted to serve her — and how impossible that seemed.

“Why are you still dressed?” the Queen snaps at me.

I kick off my panties before pulling my apron loose, undoing the laces from around my neck and waist, letting it fall down over my head. I wriggle out of my petticoat next, letting it waft to the floor around my legs as I start to work on the long line of buttons at the back of my dress. They run from the back of my neck all the way down to where the skirt flares out at my waist. Normally, the maids help each other with them. The tiny, satin-covered buttons slip between my trembling fingers as I try to do it alone.

“Hurry up. You’ve wasted enough of my time today.”

I make it to my shoulder blades before my fingers slip again.

“This won’t go well for you if you take this long.”

Down to the curve of my back. Almost there — but the last one is stuck. My dress has split open at the back, exposing my ribs and shoulders, the balloon sleeves sliding down my upper arms, pulling the rest of the garment against me and locking the button in place. My stomach twists as I squirm and struggle and utterly fail to undo it.

Click click click. Suddenly the Queen is there, behind me, knocking my shaking fingers out of the way and undoing the last button herself. I let out a gasp as it drops away from me, leaving me in nothing but my black satin garter belt and bralette, utterly exposed to her.

I expect her to be furious that she had to help, but she says nothing. I hear the barest sigh from her, and then, to my shock, feel her run a warm finger down the arc of my spine. I suck in a breath. The touch is tender and gentle, like a lover’s, and she steps in close to me, the cool silk of her dress brushing against the burning pain on my rear. Her hands slip around my waist and move down to my clit.

Every movement makes my heart snap out a snare drum rhythm. I’m shaking in her embrace, aching to let myself feel the pleasure of the moment but terrified about what would happen if I give in. Her mouth is next to my ear. I can hear her breathing speed up as she caresses me, rubs herself against me.

“Third position,” she says softly. Goosebumps spill down my back.

I spread my legs and lift my arms straight out, putting my hands behind my head. My muscles scream in pain as I hold as still as I can. Third position maximally exposes me to her. As the Queen, she could always do anything she wanted to me.

But now I can’t hide anything from her.

“You’re wet,” she murmurs from behind. “Is that from my daughter or my crop?”

“Both, Your Grace.”

“Both. How delicious.”

Her fingers run up and down the short length of my cage, pinched between her thumb and forefinger, as if she were stroking it like a cock. There are no physical sensations besides the general sense of it moving, but the gesture, the control, the proof of my denial and arousal despite it, is enough to make my body begin to buzz with excitement. My cheeks and thighs throb from the pain.

“You’re very pretty. How lucky I am to have you in my service.” I shiver. Does that mean I won’t be with the Princess anymore? I’m too afraid to ask. “But we must be careful that girls like you don’t learn that their beauty earns them special privileges. You are here to serve me. To be mine to play with.” She snatches my cheeks in her hand, shaking my head while still stroking my cage. “You need to be reminded that you are not special. That the rules still apply to you. That you will obey.”

And then she does the last thing I expected. The one thing I’ve been burning for, but knew better than to even let myself imagine could happen. But it’s not a moment of joy. It makes dread build in my chest instead.

She unlocks me and lets my cage fall away.


Chapter 6: Perfection

“Maintain the position. Five minutes. If you move, we start over. If you make any noise, we start over. If you cum, well...” She fixes me with a hard look. “It will be better for you if you don’t.”

Already my shoulders are burning from the effort. My ankles have gone numb from standing like this in heels. The denial with the Princess is still rushing through me. And while the pain from her lashes has settled into a low heat instead of the burning pain it was before, it still throbs. I’m already at my limit, I know, and I don’t know what will happen if I get pushed further.

The Queen will make sure I find out.

“Do not disappoint me,” she says as she begins to stroke my uncaged length, still pinched between her finger and thumb. She does it clinically, her gaze locked on me, no passion in it. The point here is for the pleasure to be as much punishment as the pain is. It’s a perversion: taking something wonderful and requiring me to force it down, to fight every natural instinct, to use my self-control to further her desires instead of my own.

“I don’t want you thinking your punishment is complete if you make it through this,” the Queen says idly. Like she’s explaining the day’s agenda. “That would be a mistake. You haven’t begun to suffer yet.”

She runs her palm over my head — a gentle gesture, but one that makes me shiver from head to toe, which sets my arms and legs shaking with exertion. She smirks at the sight, then moves her hand back to its pinching grip. Her other hand comes up to grab the base of my shaft. And then, with two hands wrapped around me, she begins to slowly jerk me off.

“Maintain the position.”

It starts out slow, agonizingly slow. Each stroke feels like an eternity as I try desperately to stop myself from reacting. Every part of me wants nothing more than to let go, to allow all of this to happen. But I know better. The last thing I need is to disappoint the Queen twice in a single morning. Especially after everything she just did to teach me a lesson.

I bite my lip until it almost bleeds. Sweat rolls down my sides as the heat between us grows, and I can feel the pre-cum rolling down the shaft of my clit. The Queen doesn’t miss it either. It only makes her smirk grow as she picks up the pace — first by inches, then gradually faster until she’s jerking me off at full speed, twisting and pumping with both hands, the wet smack of my shaft filling the air.

And I’m right there at the edge, struggling to hold on while my body screams for release.

“Maintain the position.”

My body burns. I have no idea how long it’s been. I fight it as hard as I can but the sound finally comes out of me, a high-pitched, gasping squeal of pleasure and pain and frustration.

Smack! Her hand this time, directly on top of the lashes from before. I scream again and collapse, my chest heaving, clit drooling.

“Position three!” the Queen roars at me.

I stand, my legs quaking, my hands back behind my head. Shoulders back, chest out.

The Queen resumes.

“We’re almost there, sissy. You can do it.” The words are sweet but her expression is cruel. She knows exactly what she’s doing. And why. “Why are you here?”

“To serve Your Grace,” I gasp, struggling to find the words between the agony of holding the position and the agonizing ecstasy of having my length stroked. “To obey your commands.”

“And you will. For as long as you remain in my service. You may not have the pleasure now. But when you are ready — if you are ready — your reward awaits.”

My reward for obedience: servitude. My punishment for disobedience: release. They’re both a trap, designed to make sure that no matter which one I pick, she wins. There is no way out except to break down in front of her, to fall back onto the floor like so many girls before me. To accept that the Queen has won again. That I will forever be under her thumb and beneath her heel, until I leave or am sent away.

“Maintain the position.”

I find a strength I didn’t know I had, unlocked by this exquisite torture. The pleasure and pain are so entwined now that there’s no separating them anymore. They run together through me, burning everything they touch into something else, making them indistinguishable from each other, impossible to ignore. They are all I can feel now, and there is a freedom in that. A strange release. I can let it build and build until it’s all I am.

But she knows that. She planned for that.

She sinks to her knees and slips me between her soft, warm lips, her expression flat. This isn’t passion. It’s more punishment. It’s the Queen using what she has to push me further than I thought was possible. She bobs on me, slowly, working her tongue around my length while looking up at me.

I know better than to break eye contact, but the pleasure threatens to overwhelm me anyway. Her hands move up my stocking-covered legs to grab my ass cheeks as she pulls me deeper into her mouth. One of her fingers teases against my hole — just the tip, barely entering, just enough for me to know exactly what’s happening — and I scream out again, a high-pitched cry mixed with ecstasy and agony and desire and despair and denial.

Smack! Her hand across one cheek. My vision blurs, blackening at the edges, spots swimming across my eyes. “Maintain the position!” she yells through my clit in her mouth, and then returns to sucking me off, bobbing faster this time, pumping me down into her throat like a machine, over and over, never relenting or slowing down.

My head spins, and every part of me screams out with pain and pleasure as it all begins to coalesce into something greater than itself. The climax that I’ve been fighting so hard against comes closer and closer — until finally I can’t stop myself.

The Queen pops off of me and slaps me on each cheek again. She stands slowly, watching me writhe and whine in place. I’m so close to the edge I can’t think of anything else, but even if I could, there’s no way to come without the bars locking my clit back up again. My body trembles uncontrollably.

“I didn’t think you could do it,” she says.

She sounds impressed. It would be a consolation if I could make my thoughts coherent. My body is so overwhelmed that I barely notice her working at my shaft again — not pumping it this time. That part of my punishment is mercifully over. I look down, mouth agape, and see her slipping the steel ring around me again, pulling my angry purple member through. The touch makes me twitch.

Then comes the cage. I stare at it in horror. There’s no way it will fit. How could anyone fit in something so small? It’s not quite flat, but it might as well be. The narrow opening at the front is carved to look like a vulva.

She presses it onto me, forcing my turgid shaft down, the pleasure giving way to pain, all of it too much for me. And yet somehow I find myself able to stand. The cage pushes down, my shaft shrinking physically but feeling no less hard until it finally meets the ring and clicks into place. There is no padlock. It’s too small for that. There’s just a small lock built into the tiny thing, keeping me sealed inside, so short that it doesn’t even reach past my package.

“Very impressive,” she says softly. She pats my cage affectionately, sending shockwaves of denied pleasure through me. Then louder: “Position one.”

I fall into it as easily as I have the rest now — arms at my belly, back, fingers locked together, elbows bent, chin up, chest out, eyes on her. The cage sits atop my package and drools pre-cum onto them both, smearing wetness across the tops of my thighs where it rolls down them. I can feel each individual thread in the stockings as they cling to my sweat-slick skin.

The collar is almost as tall as my neck, made from thick leather that forces my head up and feels like it’s stretching my neck out. A heavy steel O-ring is set at the front, obscured behind a fat satin bow in royal purple. The ribbon brushes against my chin. The Queen tightens it around my neck until it goes from a comfortable squeeze to an uncomfortable reminder of my place. Unlike my cage, there is a lock for this one, clicking heavily behind me.

I stand completely still while she works, but she isn’t done with me yet. The last part is a purple silk corset, covered in beautiful floral lace, trimmed with frothy ruffles, the waist impossibly narrow. She pulls it over me slowly, then begins to lace it up, tugging the cords tighter and tighter until it squeezes me into an exaggerated hourglass shape.

And then the moment comes. Her hand slides over the lashes on my ass, slipping inside of me as she simultaneously pulls me against her body and kisses me hard on the mouth. When she releases me, there’s a wet mark of my pre-cum on her satin dress. She gazes into my eyes with real desire, her mouth just barely open, her chest heaving in the body-skimming bodice.

“One month of perfection, sissy. Any mistakes and we do this all again.”

She swallows and steps away from me, pausing for a moment before crossing the room to her jacket and slipping it over her shoulders, her arms not in the sleeves. That alone seems to be enough to restore her power and poise. The woman who punished me for my transgressions is hidden again behind the firm exterior of the Queen.

“Martsee will see to your new uniforms. You may take the rest of the day off. But Chloe?” Her eyes burn. “Don’t you dare touch my daughter again.”
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“This belongs to me,” the Queen whispers, her gloved fingers wrapping around my cage. “Not to my daughter. Not to any of those other maids. To me.”

My body melts against her as I surrender. “Yes, Your Grace.”

Twenty-three days of denial. Twenty-three days of silk stockings against my skin, a corset forcing perfect posture, and a skirt designed to expose rather than conceal. The Queen’s punishment was meant to teach me obedience — but the Princess has other plans.

Each secret encounter leaves me marked, stretched, and closer to breaking. The cage prevents release, but my body betrays me with every drip, every moan, every shudder. When she commands me to imagine her toy is something else entirely, my resistance crumbles.

But the palace holds no secrets from the Queen.
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Chapter 1: Punishment

”Don’t you dare touch my daughter again.”

The Queen’s warning echoes in my ears as the Princess kisses me and I try not to think about the consequences. My clit throbs against the bars of my tiny cage, drooling pre-cum onto my stockings now that I’m not allowed to wear panties. Three weeks of her punishment, with just eight days remaining. If I break any of the rules, fail an inspection, make any mistake that displeases the Queen, it will be another sound spanking and another thirty days of the uniform, the cage, the torment.

I can’t imagine how bad things would get if she finds me with her daughter.

“They’re not really to my taste,” the Princess says, tapping my cage and sending it swinging. “But I think it looks really cute on you, Chloe.”

“Thank you, Highness,” I moan with a tremor of stymied pleasure.

She giggles at my reaction. I haven’t had an orgasm of any kind in weeks, and to my horror, the tiny cage has only made things worse. My body is a live wire, sensitized to even the gentlest touch, and my punishment uniform is designed to provide them. Even a brush of lace trim is enough to make me drip. Although, that might have something to do with the plug inside of me.

The Princess taps that next, the remote in her hands, thumb on the knob that controls the speed. I expected her to put it on the highest speed. But she’s craftier than that, and now it thrums against my sissy spot in long, agonizing waves. Pleasure builds up to a distracting crescendo before settling down to a low, distracting buzz. It’s never enough for me to cum. The cage makes sure I won’t until someone in the royal family lets me.

“You’re so much fun like this,” the Princess giggles again.

She leans forwards and kisses my exposed rear, nosing aside the frothy petticoat. I squeal and twitch and do my best to hold my pose like she instructed, my hands pressed firmly to the marble bust of a stern-looking woman. Bent over like this, I’m entirely exposed to her, and she’s taking full advantage of that.

Exposure is the point, of course. The punishment uniforms are designed to provide easy access to my most sensitive parts and give me nowhere to hide. Everyone in the palace is encouraged to torment me, and while the other maids take some measure of pity on me, it’s not enough to keep their hands off of me. Martsee, for all her kindness, is the worst offender. She tells me she likes hearing me gasp.

Today it’s a white uniform, but aside from the different shades of pastel satin, they’re all the same: high necked with a ferocious corset wrapped around my belly so tightly that I can’t bend over at all. It gives me an incredible hourglass figure but makes conducting my maid duties challenging, forcing me to bend at my hips and show anyone behind me that I’m not allowed to wear panties. The bodice is covered by a frilly white pinafore defined by thick bands of frothy white lace that turn into straps when they cross my shoulders. It rests upon a tiny skirt with a petticoat so large it actually curves upwards over my hips. Dense, sinuous layers of silk trimmed with lace stand nearly straight out from my tiny waist.

But despite its size, it has been carefully designed to keep my caged clit on display — or at least as visible as it could be beneath the enormous white bow tied around it. The Queen checks it at the end of every day to make sure it hasn’t moved and I haven’t tried to escape. That’s when she scoops up the seemingly never-ending stream of pre-cum that dribbles out of it and feeds it to me. Sometimes, if she’s feeling particularly cruel, she’ll unlock me and stroke me nearly to the verge of climax, only to lock me back away when she’s done.

“I think I should tell Mother not to let you out when you’ve finished your punishment,” the Princess says idly, fully aware of how much the idea teases and torments me. She drew a confession out of me the last time she pulled me into one of these little trysts, always in some dusty backroom of the palace that nobody ever goes to.

“Please don’t, Highness,” I moan as her fingers work their way over my bare skin. She snaps one of my garter straps and just that is enough for another drip of pre-cum to spill out of me. “I want your lips to be the first thing I feel when I’m free.”

“My” lips? Flatter.”

“Nobody knows their way around a clit like you.”

“Except for you, sissy.”

“Do you want them now, Highness?”

“I’m not the one with a clit.”

My stomach twists as I imagine her enormous, throbbing cock. The longer I spend locked in the cage, the more I want it: to kiss it, touch it, suck it, taste it. But more than anything else, I want her to fuck me, but I don’t dare admit it. I can only imagine how she’ll torment me if she finds out that desire.

“Highness,” I begin. I intend to tell her that I have to get back to work. But all that comes out of my mouth instead is a choked-off gasp.

Because the Princess has just removed my plug.


Chapter 2: Teased and Trained

“I brought something special for you,” she says from behind me. “Something I’ve been thinking about giving you for quite a while.”

I’m desperate to look, but I haven’t been given permission yet. “What is it, Highness?”

I hear the sound of her dress unzipping and my heart begins to throb. It makes a soft sound as it hits the floor, followed by the sharp clicks of her stilettos as she steps out of it. I brace myself for the heat I hope comes next. My cage twitches, the lock rattling, and another chastity tear drips to the floor.

“I can’t believe they managed to fit a cage that small on you,” she says. “Even for a clit your size, it’s tight.”

“They say smaller cages make for better — oh — maids, Highness.”

She’s right behind me, now, though her cock isn’t where I want it to be. Instead, it’s her hands, rubbing behind my package. The sensation is a low thrum of pleasure that radiates out through my arms and legs. I respond like an animal in heat: automatically and instinctively, presenting myself to her, my body straining against the steel of the corset to curve my back and expose more of myself to her. But the boning is unrelenting, and no matter how much I fight it, it keeps my back straight, in a perfect posture to emphasize my rear.

“You love being on display like this, don’t you?”

“Yes, Highness!”

“But I own this body, don’t I? Every part of it belongs to me. Like this,” she says, squeezing my dripping clit and making me moan. “And this. And here. And these. And "this."” My ass, the inside of my thigh, my lips.

And then my hole.

“Oh, fuck, Highness,” I choke out.

“You won’t be able to sit tomorrow when we’re finished,” she breathes, her lips suddenly in my ear, the feeling setting off another chain reaction of shivers and denied pleasure. “Everyone will wonder why. What will you tell my Mother?”

It’s a cold knife slicing through the pleasure. What will I tell the Queen?

But the fear melts away when I feel something pressing at my hole. Not fingers, and though there is pleasure, it’s not the cock that I want, either.

“It’s so big,” I breathe as I feel the bulbous tip begin to spread me open.

“You can handle it. It’s nothing compared to me.”

“Does — does that make th-this... training, H-Highness?” I can barely form the words as the toy stretches me further and further.

She pauses. When she speaks again, I can hear the smile in her voice. “Training for what, sissy girl?” I can’t come up with a lie so I don’t say anything at all. That earns me a spank. “Answer me!”

“I want your cock!” It comes out as a whining moan of pleasure as the toy sinks further into me.

The Princess cackles with laughter. “You want me to fuck you? Is that what this is? You wish this” — she shoves it in and I groan — “was my cock?”

“Yes!” The admission is followed by another moan as she gives me more of it. My toes curl against my stiletto heels as the thing bottoms out inside of me, leaving me feeling like I’ve been stuffed fuller than ever before. “Oh, yes, Highness!”

“Your cage is shaking. Is that all from me?”

“And your — your toy.”

“I want to see more of it. Take your hands off and turn around.”

My muscles are already burning from holding the pose. Straightening is nearly impossible from the corset’s binding and the toy inside of me. I have to clench to keep it in. The shift in my position makes it squeeze against my sissy spot, and the now-constant drip of pre-cum dripping on the floor turns into a fountain. They’ll be able to track me around the palace from that alone.

“I want you to ride it,” the Princess breathes. “Knees up. Imagine it’s me.”

She is magnificent as always. The pink sheath dress she was wearing is crumpled behind her. Underneath she was wearing what could only generously be described as underwear; her tastes have always run towards the lacy and revealing. Her breasts are barely contained by the gossamer bra she’s wearing, covered in shimmering black floral embroidery as delicate and beautiful as an oil pointing. The matching garter belt squeezes around her waist, emphasizing the dramatic curve of her hips, the straps framing her thick, throbbing shaft. Crotchless panties, again, the split at the front trimmed with floral lace.

“So obedient. So eager!”

“You could give me the real thing, Highness.”

She grins. “You haven’t earned that yet, Chloe.”

“I thought I was your favorite, Highness.”

“You are. But it’s so much more fun to tease you.” She points at the floor. “Now fuck that thing and imagine it’s me.”


Chapter 3: Her Cock

The toy is thick enough that it stands on its own, the base keeping it erect. I squat over it, teetering in my heels, garter straps tugging my silk stockings over my legs, and look up at the Princess as I settle down onto it. She leers down at me with obvious desire, slender fingers almost absently working her cock. I am a shuddering, moaning, dripping mess beneath her.

As soon as the tip slips back inside of me, my clit twitches. The padlock rattles against it. My dress rustles sweetly, the petticoats swinging as I descend onto it. My old uniform would have been long enough to hide it, but the punishment dress is cut to frame my clit between ruffled silk and lace. The lower I go, the more my cage bucks, a physical display of the pleasure rushing through me. The Princess has her eyes glued to it.

“That’s so hot,” she breathes. “Fuck, your whole body moves when you ride that thing.”

I don’t answer with words — instead, I moan and bounce on it harder, faster, taking the length deep into myself and making a show out of fucking it like it belongs to her. Every movement sends a chain reaction from the plug in my ass, the toy stretching my hole wider than ever before, and all of it feeding into my caged clit in an endless circuit of denied pleasure that threatens to overwhelm me at any moment.

“You can’t even remember what it’s like for someone to touch your clit, can you? All you want is a cock in your ass. Even if I unlocked you, you wouldn’t know what to do with it.”

I moan and fuck her toy faster. Every thrust squeezes out a fat glob of pre-cum. When reach the bottom and my cage shakes, the drop flies into the air. One lands on the Princess’ shoe.

“I want to suck you,” I moan, surprising myself with how true it is.

“You do?” She walks to me, stroking her thick shaft, until she's straddling me. “Is this what you ache for, sissy?”

“Yes, Highness!”

“You want it in your mouth? Or your ass?”

“Highness,” I whine. “Both!”

“Neither,” she says with a cruel smirk.

She watches me bounce on the toy, knees tucked up into my chin, my caged clit clattering and twitching with every movement. Her eyes gleam with satisfaction as my body responds to every inch sliding inside me. My corset forces me to stay perfectly upright, the boning digging into my ribs with each movement, a constant reminder of my punishment and place.

“That’s it,” she purrs, stroking herself lazily. “Show me how desperate you are.”

I’m riding the toy frantically now, my thighs trembling from exertion and pleasure. It’s a constant effort to keep my ankles from twisting in my stilettos. Every time I sink down, the thick head presses against my sissy spot, sending electric shocks through my body straight to my caged clit. It’s dripping constantly, creating a small puddle beneath me as I bounce.

“Highness,” I gasp, “I’m getting close...”

Her eyes widen with delight. “You are? Without even touching your pathetic little clitty?”

The pleasure is building to an impossible crescendo. With each thrust, the pressure against my sissy spot intensifies, and I can feel something building deep within me. My cage rattles violently, the tiny lock clicking against the steel bars. Pre-cum is flowing freely now, the white bow around my cage soaking through.

“Please,” I beg, not even sure what I’m asking for. “Please, Highness!”

The Princess slinks closer, her shaft at eye level, just inches from my face. I could take it. I want to take it. “You want to cum, sissy? You think you deserve it?”

I nod frantically, still bouncing on her toy, my movements becoming erratic as the pleasure threatens to overwhelm me. I’m so close I can taste it, a different kind of orgasm building within me, one that doesn’t require my clit to be free.

“Stop,” she commands suddenly.

My body freezes instantly, trained to obey. The pleasure hovers right at the edge, tantalizingly close but unreachable now.

“Good girl,” she says, running her fingers through my hair. I can feel the heat radiating from her cock.

I whimper, trembling with the effort of holding still and fighting all my urges while the toy remains fully inserted. Every throbbing heartbeat makes me tighten around the shaft and squeezes out another dribble of pre-cum. My clit strains against its cage, desperate for just one more movement that might push me over the edge.

“Remember what Mother said?” the Princess taunts. “One month of perfection. And cumming without permission would definitely be a mistake, wouldn’t it?”

A tear slides down my cheek as I nod. Exertion? Frustration? “Yes, Highness.”

“And being a good sissy means...?” she prompts.

I swallow hard, the words bitter but necessary. “Being a good sissy means denying myself for your pleasure, Highness.”

“That’s right,” she smiles, patting my cheek. “Now stand up slowly. Show me you can resist.”

With trembling legs, I rise inch by agonizing inch, feeling the toy slide out of me. My hole clenches around nothing, desperately trying to hold on to the sensation. When I’m finally standing, my legs wobbling in my stilettos, the Princess circles me, admiring my flushed skin and quivering thighs.

“Such a good sissy,” she praises. “So close to breaking, but still obedient.” There’s a cold, brilliant laugh. “I could make you do anything I want and you would, wouldn’t you? You’d want to.”

My clit screams in its tiny cage. The denial flushes through me like a fever and I start to shake, tiny, sobbing moans spilling out of my mouth. The Princess watches in smug delight, her cock bouncing, so tempting. If I could just touch it, suck it, please her the way I’m so desperate to be pleased…

“Thank you, Highness,” I whisper, my voice shaky.


Chapter 4: Marked

“Now, Chloe,” the Princess purrs, sidling up to me, her cock bumping into my cage. “I’m not a monster. You’ve been such a good girl, and things must be so hard for you.”

“Yes, Highness,” I say softly. Is this a trap? It seems like a trap.

“I think you deserve a reward for that self-control,” the Princess says, stroking herself more deliberately now. “Not an orgasm, of course. But perhaps something else...”

She moves to one of the ornate chairs in the room and sits down, her legs spread wide, her thick shaft standing proudly between them. The scalloped edges of her garter strap, the lace trim, her panties pulled down all frame her cock beautifully.

“Come here,” she commands. “Crawl.”

I obey instantly, my petticoats rustling as I drop to my knees and begin to crawl. The corset forces my back to be almost straight — but just curved enough that my rear is in the air, my cage dangling below, all of it emphasized by the ruffles and cuts of the punishment uniform. The Princess’ eyes crawl all over me as I make way to her, her cock stiffening until it’s thick and hard and pointed straight at me when I finally arrive between her legs.

I know what’s coming next. “May I suck you, please, Highness?”

The smirk grows into an awful grin. “Suck me? Is that all you want, sissy? More than having your own little climax? You should have said so.”

She wraps the fingers of one hand around her throbbing shaft and the others around my chin.

“No, Chloe, I’m going to touch myself while looking at you,” she declares. “And you’re going to watch every second of it without moving.”

My mouth waters as she begins to stroke herself slowly, her hand gliding up and down her impressive length. Pre-cum beads at the tip. I want to taste it so badly it hurts.

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” she demands.

“I want that in my mouth,” I moan. It would be pathetic if it wasn’t so true. “How I want my lips around you instead of your hand.”

She smiles wickedly. “And what would you do if I let you?”

A tremor of excitement. “I’d worship every inch of you,” I breathe. “I would take you as deep as I could and savor every drop you give me.”

“Quite the little poet.” Her pace quickens slightly, her breath coming in shorter gasps. “And your little caged clitty? What would it be doing?”

“Dripping for you, Highness. Just like now.” I glance down at my cage, where pre-cum continues to flow steadily.

“You’re such a perfect little slut,” she moans, her free hand moving to play with her nipple through the delicate lace of her bra. “Locked away and still so desperate.”

I watch, entranced, as she pleasures herself. Her cock is magnificent, thick and veined, the head swollen and purple with arousal. She’s putting on a show for me, alternating between long, slow strokes and quick, urgent pumps that make her gasp.

“Is this what you want?” she taunts. “To feel me cum? To taste it?”

“Yes, Highness,” I plead. “More than anything.”

She releases me and throws her head back, her hips starting to thrust up to meet her hand. “I’m going to cum on that pretty face,” she announces. “And you’re going to keep it there all day. Every maid, every servant, even Mother will know exactly what you’ve been doing.”

The thought should terrify me, but instead, it sends a wave of twisted excitement through my body. My cage rattles as my clit tries desperately to harden further.

“Please, Highness,” I beg. “Mark me as yours.”

Her movements become frantic, her breathing ragged. “Come closer,” she gasps.

I lean forward, tilting my face upward, offering myself to her. Her hand is a blur now, her hips bucking wildly as she approaches her climax.

“Open your mouth,” she commands.

I part my red lips obediently. The Princess lets out a guttural moan, her body tensing as the first rope of cum shoots from her cock, landing across my cheek. I manage to catch the second in my open mouth, the salty taste flooding my senses as more streaks paint my face, some landing in my hair, on my forehead, dripping down my chin onto the pristine white lace of my uniform.

“Don’t you dare wipe it off,” she pants, milking the last drops onto my lips. “Don’t even lick your lips. I want everyone to see exactly what you are.”

I remain perfectly still, cum cooling on my face, the taste of her on my tongue. The humiliation of it sends another wave of pleasure through my caged clit, more pre-cum oozing from the tiny opening.

“Stand up,” she orders, tucking herself back into her panties and reaching for her dress. “Let me look at my masterpiece.”

I rise on shaky legs, standing before her with her release displayed across my features like obscene makeup. She circles me again, admiring her work, occasionally touching a drop to smear it further across my skin.

“Perfect,” she declares. “Now go finish your duties. And remember, if anyone asks why you look like this, you tell them exactly what happened. That you begged the Princess to mark you as her property.”

My heart races at the thought of facing the other maids, of potentially encountering the Queen while wearing her daughter’s release so brazenly.

“But Highness,” I whisper, “your mother...”

The Princess’ eyes glitter dangerously. “Exactly. Perhaps she’ll finally understand that some things belong to me, no matter what she says.” She leans in close, her lips brushing my cum-stained cheek. “And you, Chloe, are mine.”

She steps back, fully dressed now, looking completely composed while I stand before her disheveled and marked.

“Eight more days,” she reminds me with a wicked smile. “And then we’ll see if you deserve to feel what a real orgasm is like again.” She walks to the door, pausing to look back at me. “Or perhaps I’ll convince Mother to keep you locked up permanently. You’re so much more entertaining this way.”

The door closes behind her, leaving me alone with my denied pleasure, my stained face, and the terrifying knowledge that I have to face the rest of the palace like this — marked, claimed, and more aroused than ever.


Chapter 5: Discovered

Cum drying on my face. My hole still stretched and aching. Pre-cum streaming endlessly from my cage. And a palace full of people to navigate through.

I steady myself against the wall, my corset forcing me to maintain perfect posture even as my knees threaten to buckle beneath me. I have to get back to the servant’s wing without being seen — especially by the Queen. Just contemplating her reaction makes my stomach tighten even as my traitorous body responds with another drop of pre-cum sliding from my cage.

The hallways of the palace are a maze of potential humiliation. I pause at each corner, listening for footsteps, the rustling of my petticoats deafening in the stillness. My heels clatter against the marble floors as I hurry through the grand corridors, each step sending a jolt through my body as the remnants of my encounter with the Princess make themselves known. Some of it drips down my face.

Eight more days of torture.

The main palace staircase looms ahead — wide, exposed, and unavoidable. I’ll have to cross it to reach the servant’s passage that leads to our quarters. Taking a deep breath, I start my descent, one careful step at a time, my cage bouncing with each movement, the cum on my face feeling like a spotlight.

I’m halfway down when I hear voices approaching from below. Panic surges through me as I recognize the icy tone of the Queen. There’s nowhere to hide on the open staircase — I’m completely exposed and covered in the evidence that I broke her rules.

My only option is to turn and hurry back up, hoping to reach the landing before she sees me. I twist awkwardly, my corset restricting my movement, and begin climbing as quickly as my heels allow. The petticoats rustle frantically around me.

I make it to the top and duck behind an enormous column just as the Queen’s voice becomes clearer. She’s speaking to her chamberlain about the upcoming royal visit, her tone clipped and precise. I peek around the marble, my heart hammering against my ribs, and catch a glimpse of her ascending the stairs.

She’s gorgeous, as always, in a deep blue satin gown, her posture perfect, her presence commanding. Everywhere she goes, she looks like she’s dressing for a gala. But I know the cruelty hiding behind her façade of beauty.

They pass the landing and continue down the corridor to the right, away from my hiding spot. I exhale slowly, waiting until their footsteps fade before emerging from behind the column.

My relief is short-lived. Now I have to find another way back to the servant’s wing. The only alternative route will take me past the royal library and through the conservatory — a much longer journey with far more opportunities to be discovered.

As I walk, I become increasingly aware of my body. The corset squeezes my waist mercilessly, forcing me to take shallow breaths. My caged clit bounces with each step, constantly reminding me of my denied state. My hole feels empty and needy after the Princess’s toy stretched it so thoroughly.

The sensation of being used and abandoned floods me with a perverse thrill. I’m her plaything, her possession, marked and claimed for all to see. The thought should horrify me, but instead, it sends another wave of arousal through my body. It feels so right. The humiliation, the denial, the constant state of arousal — it’s becoming who I am. Each day in this uniform, locked in this tiny cage, transforms me further. It was one thing to submit myself to royal service, taking on the role of a sissy maid for them.

But this punishment is transforming me into something else entirely.

I catch my reflection in a gilded mirror and barely recognize myself. The white satin uniform and once-perfect makeup are now both marred by drying streaks of cum. My cheeks are still red. I look utterly debauched and completely feminine. My eyes are wide with a mixture of fear and excitement, my red lips slightly parted. The high collar of my uniform, with its frothy lace trim, emphasizes the delicacy of my features.

For a moment, I stand transfixed by my own image. Is this what the Princess sees? Is this why she wants to keep me caged and desperate?

A clock chimes somewhere in the palace, startling me back to reality. I need to keep moving.

The conservatory is empty when I enter, sunlight streaming through the glass ceiling, illuminating exotic plants and flowers. I hurry along the stone path, the humid air making my skin prickle beneath my uniform. Just beyond these doors lies the narrow servant’s passage that will take me back to my quarters.

I’m reaching for the handle when the door swings open from the other side, and I find myself face to face with Martsee.

Her eyes widen as she takes in my appearance — the cum on my face, my flushed skin, the visible wetness at the front of my dress where pre-cum has soaked through.

“What did you "do?"” she hisses, wrenching me through the door and snapping it shut behind us. Her eyes are wide.

I open my mouth to explain, but no words come out. The Princess’s command echoes in my mind: ”If anyone asks why you look like this, you tell them exactly what happened.”

“I — I begged the Princess to mark me as her property,” I confess, the words sending another throb through my caged clit.

Martsee’s expression shifts from shock to anger, her hands tightening on my arms. “Are you insane? After everything the Queen said? After your punishment?”

“I couldn’t help myself,” I admit, my voice small. “She makes me... I just... I need...”

“You stupid sissy whore!” Martsee roars, somehow managing to keep her voice a low hum. “Do you know what she’ll do to you when she finds out? What she’ll do to me? And she will find out, Chloe. She always finds out!”

I shudder at the thought, my clit twitching traitorously.

Martsee notices and grows even more incensed. “You’re enjoying this!”

I can’t deny it. My body betrays me with another droplet of pre-cum sliding down my thigh.

“You’re rock hard, aren’t you? Even in that tiny cage.”

I squeal when her hand clenches it. That’s all the answer she needs.

“Look at you, about to spurt in your pretty uniform at the mere thought of being caught.”

She’s right. I’m dangerously close to the edge, my body primed and desperate after the Princess’s teasing. The confrontation with Martsee, her anger, the fear of discovery — all of it compounds my arousal until I’m trembling with need.

“Please,” I whisper, though I’m not sure what I’m asking for.

Martsee looks me up and down, a decision forming behind her eyes. “Come with me,” she orders, taking my wrist. “And pray we don’t run into anyone else.”


Chapter 6: Monthly Milking

“Unbelievable,” Martsee mutters as she drags me through the narrow servant’s corridors. She shoots me a sideways look. “I wish it was, anyway.”

“I’m sorry,” I whisper.

“Are you?”

I bite my lip. “I wish I was.”

“It’s the monthly milking,” she hisses. “Everyone is waiting, and you’re the reason we’re delayed.”

My stomach drops. The monthly milking — how could I have forgotten? Once a month, all the sissy maids are gathered together to be relieved of their pent-up arousal. It’s a clinical procedure, usually performed with toys while we’re still locked in our cages, designed to maintain our health and keep us focused on our duties. Missing it is unthinkable.

“I’m — I’m sorry,” I stammer. “The Princess, she —”

“Oh hush,” Martsee snaps. “You’re in enough trouble as it is.”

We arrive at a heavy wooden door at the end of a particularly narrow hallway. Martsee pushes it open to reveal a large, well-lit room filled with sissy maids in various states of undress. They all turn to look at us as we enter, their expressions ranging from annoyance to curiosity to barely suppressed amusement when they see my face.

“Finally,” one of them calls out. “We’ve been waiting for nearly an hour!”

“Is that...?” another asks, pointing at my cum-streaked face.

Martsee silences them with a sharp look. “Yes, our newest addition has been busy entertaining the Princess instead of fulfilling her duties.” Her voice drips with sarcasm. “And now we’re all running behind schedule, which means the Queen will be asking questions.”

A collective groan fills the room.

“What are we going to do?” asks a tall maid with auburn hair. “We can’t use the toys without supervision, and the royal physician has already left for the day.”

Martsee looks at me, her eyes narrowing thoughtfully. “I should report you to the Queen right now,” she says. “Tell her exactly what you’ve been up to with her daughter.”

I pale at the thought. “Please, Martsee, don’t —”

“But,” she continues, “I might be willing to keep this between us if you’re willing to make it up to everyone here.”

“Anything,” I promise quickly. “What do you need me to do?”

A slow, dangerous smile spreads across Martsee’s face. “Since you’re clearly so desperate for it,” she says, gesturing to my stained face, “I think it’s only fair that you service every maid in this room yourself. No toys. Just you.”

The room falls silent as the implication sinks in.

“All of them?” I whisper, looking around at the dozen or so maids watching us intently.

“Every single one,” Martsee confirms. “With your hands, your mouth — whatever it takes. Whatever they want. That’s the only way I’ll keep quiet about your little rendezvous with the Princess.”

I swallow hard, my caged clit throbbing at the thought. To service all these maids, to be used by them, watched by them...

“And if I refuse?”

“Then I march you straight to the Queen, exactly as you are now,” Martsee says, “covered in the evidence.”

It’s no choice at all, really. The thought of facing the Queen like this, of having my punishment extended indefinitely, is far worse than the prospect of pleasuring my fellow maids.

“I’ll do it,” I agree softly.

Martsee claps her hands together. “Excellent! Chloe has volunteered to take care of your needs personally.”

A murmur of excitement ripples through the room. The maids begin to arrange themselves, some sitting on the edge of long benches, others leaning against the wall. All of them are watching me with hungry eyes. And I know what’s lurking beneath those skirts and frilly little panties.

“Oh, and Chloe?” Martsee adds. “If you think this is going to get you any relief, think again. You’ll remain locked the entire time. This isn’t for your pleasure — it’s for theirs.”

I nod, understanding completely. This is my punishment, my atonement, and perhaps, in some twisted way, exactly what I deserve.

“Now,” Martsee continues, addressing the room, “who wants to go first?”

A slender blonde maid steps forward, her uniform immaculate except for the visible bulge beneath her petticoats. “I volunteer,” she says with a smirk. “I want to see what’s got the Princess so obsessed.”

Martsee gestures for me to approach. “Remember, Chloe, every drop is precious. Don’t waste a single one.”

The maids assemble in a loose circle, all in their dresses, each one a vision of frills, lace, and tight corsetry. They watch with anticipation as I kneel before the blonde maid, the sinuous waves of silk beneath her skirt rustling with her heartbeat as I reach beneath.

Not every maid is locked in chastity — and not every clit is the same size as mine. I can feel the thickness of hers even before I get my fingers around it. It’s softer than the Princess’ cock somehow, more pliant, less aggressive. She sighs with pleasure as I begin to stroke in, her hips rocking slightly to meet my movements.

“Oh,” she gasps. “It’s been a long time since anyone’s done "that."”

The other maids crowd closer, watching intently, some already playing with themselves through their uniforms. Hands stroke clits underneath and over their skirts, some girls reveling in the delicious sensation of silk against shaft, others going straight for it. The room fills with the sound of rustling petticoats and soft moans. The promises of what’s to come.

“Faster,” the blonde maid instructs, her hands tangling in my hair. “I’m getting close.”

I obey, increasing my pace, feeling her clitty pulse in my hand. She’s leaking pre-cum now, the clear fluid coating my fingers, lubricating my strokes.

“Oh, I’m going to — I’m going to have my spurties!” she cries.

“Catch it,” Martsee commands.

Her body tenses, the last warning, and I bury myself beneath her skirts, lips pressed against her tip. She squeals and erupts into my mouth. I suck and swallow and stroke her, surrounded by a soft canopy of frills. Her stocking-covered legs tighten around my chin as I drain her.

“Good girl,” Martsee approves from somewhere behind me. “Now, who’s next?”

Two maids step forward simultaneously.

“Both of us,” one says, her voice husky with need. “She has two hands, after all.”

And so it begins. I kneel in the center of the room, a maid on either side of me, their clitties in my hands as I stroke them together. Their moans mingle in the air above me, their petticoats brushing against my arms as they thrust into my grip.

The scene becomes increasingly debauched as more maids join in. Some can’t wait their turn and begin to play with themselves or each other. The room fills with the sounds of pleasure — gasps, moans, the wet slick of hands on skin.

I lose track of time as I service one maid after another. My jaw aches from sucking, my hands cramp from stroking, but I don’t stop. Can’t stop. There are too many for me to swallow them all, so I stop trying and let them spurt onto me like the Princess did. Each spurt of cum that lands on me — my face, my uniform, in my mouth — deepens my humiliation and, perversely, my arousal.

“Look how she’s dripping,” one maid points out, noticing the pre-cum streaming from my cage onto the floor. “She loves this!”

“Of course she does,” another laughs. “She’s the biggest slut in the palace. Even the Princess couldn’t satisfy her.”

By the time I’ve serviced half the room, I’m covered in cum. It drips from my chin, stains my pristine white uniform, mats my hair. It’s all I can smell until another gets close enough for her perfume to just break through. My clit throbs in my cage, but now I don’t want it out.

I just want more cum.

“Suck me,” commands a gorgeous redheaded maid, her clitty already free and hard. “I want to feel those pretty lips around me.”

I open my mouth obediently, taking her inside, tasting the salt of her skin. She grabs my hair, controlling the pace as she fucks my face. Another maid positions herself beside me, and I reach out to stroke her while continuing to suck the redhead.

“That’s it,” the redhead moans. “Take it all.”

My world narrows to these sensations: the weight of a clit on my tongue, the throb of another in my hand, the brush of lace hems and satin skirts against my face and head, and the constant, maddening pressure of my own denied release. My cage rattles with each movement, pre-cum flowing in a seemingly endless stream.

One by one, the maids reach their climax, adding to the mess covering me. Some have their spurties on my face, others on my uniform, a few in my mouth. Through it all, Martsee watches with a mixture of satisfaction and desire. She hasn’t participated yet, but I can see the bulge beneath her skirt growing more pronounced as the session continues.

Finally, as the last maid shudders through her release, Martsee approaches. The room has grown quieter, the other maids satiated and spent, watching lazily from their positions around the room.

“Good girl, Chloe,” Martsee admits, standing over me.

I look up at her, exhausted but still achingly aroused, my body trembling with unfulfilled need.

“Thank you, Martsee,” I murmur.

My throat is sore. My legs burn with the effort. I’ve never felt more debauched in my life.

“There’s one more person you need to service.”

I wait, expecting to see her clit, but instead, she glances toward the door. My heart stops when I see who’s standing there, watching us with burning eyes and a riding crop clutched in her elegant hand.

The Queen.


Chapter 7: Her Grace

The room falls deathly silent. The Queen steps forward, her heels clicking against the floor like a death knell. She’s still in the blue gown. It looks otherworldly on her — sharp angles and a flowing skirt that seem to defy the laws of nature and anatomy. She has added elbow-length gloves that gleam in the light. Her riding crop taps rhythmically against her palm as she surveys the scene before her.

“Your Grace,” Martsee begins, dropping into a deep curtsey. There is a murmured repeat of the title from the other maids.

“Look at me,” the Queen commands.

I force myself to lift my eyes, taking in the full impact of her imposing figure.

“I’ve been looking for you today, sissy,” she says, circling me slowly. “And now I find you like this. Covered in... what shall we call it? Sissy cream? Maid milk?”

My face burns with humiliation, but my clit throbs in its cage.

“Answer me.”

“Spurties, Your Grace,” I whisper.

“Sissy spurties,” she repeats with a mocking smile.

She examines me, my heart hammering against my ribs. If she finds out who started all of this — whose cum was first to splatter on my face…

“You’re a mess, girl.”

“Apologies, Your Grace.”

“It suits you. A nasty little sissy slut doing the only thing she’s any good at.”

The crop strikes suddenly, catching me across the shoulder. I gasp, more from surprise than pain — she was holding back, I can tell. There is a murmur from the other maids.

“Did Martsee put you up to this... servicing?” she asks, gesturing around the room.

“It was my punishment,” I explain. “For being…” I catch myself before I say ”with the Princess.” “Late to the milking.”

“Ah, and so Martsee took sympathy upon her girls and allowed you to be the toy this month, did she?” She shoots a razor-sharp glance at the head maid who drops into a curtsey lower than I’ve ever seen in my life. “What a pushover.”

She continues to circle me, each click of her heels sending a tremor through my body. The anticipation is almost worse than any physical punishment could be.

“Stand up,” she orders finally.

I struggle to my feet, my legs weak from kneeling so long, my body sticky with cum. The Queen examines me critically, taking in every stain on my uniform, every streak of cum on my face.

“Position one,” she commands.

I assume the pose immediately — shoulders back, chin up, hands folded demurely at my waist, feet together. The Queen approaches, reaching out to adjust my collar, her gloved fingers brushing against my neck.

“I ought to punish you. You are supposed to be the picture of perfection. What would a visitor say, to see the royal staff in such a state?” She clicks her tongue and I brace for another strike from the crop. “You’re quite beautiful, even like this,” she observes. “Perhaps especially like this. I can see why my daughter is so... fascinated.”

The looped end of the crop follows the steel-enforced curve of my neck and back. It goes around my waist to the split front of the dress, pushing aside one side of the skirts to reveal my dribbling cage.

“Still hard,” she notes with a hint of — admiration? Surprise?

Arousal?

My stomach tightens.

“Even after servicing all those maids. You really are insatiable, aren’t you?”

“Only because I haven’t been allowed release, Your Grace,” I venture.

Thwack. The sound is almost hidden behind the gasps of the other maids. It was directed at my clit, the pain bright and intense, spiraling out through my body like a twisted reflection of an orgasm.

“Is that a complaint?”

“No, Your Grace! I just—”

The crop silences me, landing with precise force against my thigh. “I didn’t give you permission to speak.”

She hooks a finger under my chin, forcing my face up to meet her gaze. “You’re a very naughty girl, Chloe. Even punished, you still test the boundaries and limits of the rules here. What am I to do with such an insolent creature?”

Her other hand moves to my cage, fingers wrapping around the tiny steel enclosure, using it like a handle to pull me closer.

“You want out of this, don’t you?” she asks, her voice dropping to a seductive whisper. “You want to feel a real release after all this time. Not just the pathetic dribbling your little clitty manages through these bars.”

I say nothing and her lips curl back into a smile. “You may answer, girl.”

My body trembles with need. “Yes, Your Grace.”

“Then beg,” she commands. “Beg me to use you the way all these other maids have. Beg me to take what’s mine.”

The words pour out of me without hesitation. “Please, Your Grace. Please use me. I’m yours — completely yours. I’ll do anything, endure anything, just please...”

“Please what?” she prompts, her grip on my cage tightening. “Answer.”

“Please fuck me,” I whisper, the words both terrifying and thrilling to speak aloud to the Queen herself.

She fixes me with a steady, unreadable gaze.

“Position three,” she orders.

I spread my legs and place my hands behind my head, fully exposing myself to her. The Queen circles behind me, the crop trailing along my body as she moves. I feel her press against my back, her satin-drenched body firm and unyielding.

“Do you know what I’m going to do to you, Chloe?” she murmurs into my ear. “Answer.”

“No, Your Grace.” But even sissies have imaginations.

“I’m going to take you right here, in this filthy state, with the evidence of your slutty behavior still all over you,” she says, her voice like velvet. “And then I’m going to lock you back up, tighter than before, and you’re going to thank me for it.”

Her hand slides around to cup my cage. “This belongs to me. Not to my daughter. Not to Martsee. Not to any of those other maids. To me.”

“Yes, Your Grace,” I breathe, my body melting against her.


Chapter 8: Her Punishment

I can feel her throbbing through her dress. The thick outline of her cock presses against the satin. Almost involuntarily, I start to slide against it, feeling it nestle between my cheeks. The Queen tenses, then relaxes, before finally joining me in the rhythm.

“Bend over,” she commands, shoving me toward a nearby table.

All eyes in the room are on me. The girls’ faces are unreadable: they could be jealous or terrified or simply curious. But I know what I am.

I comply eagerly, spreading my legs wider, pressing my chest against the cool wood. My petticoats rustle as the Queen pushes them up, fully exposing my naked rear to her hungry gaze.

“No panties,” she purrs. “That was my daughter’s idea, you know. I said that the only way a maid would learn any modicum of self-control is if they didn’t have constant access to the things that turn them on so much. But it was Chanel who asked if self-control was really something I wanted in my girls.”

She presses a rock-solid hand against my back, between my shoulder blades, and flattens me against the table. My dress falls away, lace and ruffles framing my rear.

“Look at you,” she says. “So eager to be fucked. So desperate for it.”

There is a zipping sound followed by soft gasps and whispers from the girls. I don’t need to see the Queen to know what it is, and an instant later, my suspicions are confirmed. Something hot and hard presses against my entrance, far bigger than any toy the Princess filled me with. There’s no gentleness here, no preparation — just the raw, primal assertion of her dominance.

“Is this what you want?” she asks, teasing me with just the tip.

“Yes, Your Grace,” I moan. “Please.”

Thwack. “I didn’t tell you to speak.”

She enters me in one swift thrust. My body strains to accept her, the sensation utterly overwhelming. Pain and pleasure twisted so tightly together that I can’t distinguish between them. I don’t want to. I don’t care anymore. I cry out, my hands scrabbling for purchase on the smooth table.

“Silence,” the Queen hisses, delivering a sharp smack to my rear that spikes my arousal. “You take what I give you, how I give it to you.”

The heat of her cock is intensely powerful. It stretches me open, the curve of her underside grinding against my sissy spot as she enters. And then she begins to move, her hips snapping against me with brutal efficiency. Each thrust drives me against the edge of the table, the corset restricting my breathing, adding to the dizzying sensations flooding my body.

Her gloved hand wraps around my throat, applying just enough pressure to remind me of my place. “This is what happens to disobedient maids,” she growls. “They get used. They get fucked. They get put in their place.”

The rhythm of her thrusts increases, her cock hitting my sissy spot with unerring accuracy. Every drive is her full length, her tip reaching just the barest edge of my hole before she slams back in. Her swinging package smacks against my tight balls beneath my drooling cage. Already, there’s a pool on the floor between my stilettos. I’m closer to climax than I’ve been in weeks, despite the steel enclosure preventing any direct stimulation.

“Your Grace,” I gasp, “I think I’m going to—”

“You will not,” she interrupts, her voice like steel. “Not until I say so. Not until you’ve earned it.”

She bends forwards and reaches around to grab my cage, using it like a handle to pull me back against her thrusts. The sensation is exquisite torture — the pressure against my sissy spot, the rough handling of my caged clit, the fullness of her cock inside me.

“Who do you belong to?” she demands.

“You, Your Grace!” I cry out.

“And my daughter? Will you go running to her after this?”

The question is a trap, and I know it. “Never, Your Grace. I’m yours alone.”

She laughs, a low, dangerous sound. “Liar. But I’ll make you mine anyway.”

Her thrusts become more erratic, her breathing more ragged. I can feel her approaching her climax, her cock swelling inside me.

“Please,” I beg, though I’m not sure what I’m asking for anymore.

The Queen leans over me, her body covering mine, her lips at my ear. “You want to cum, don’t you? After all this time?”

“Yes, Your Grace. Please.”

“Now,” she commands. “Cum with me.”

It’s all the permission I need. Pleasure explodes through my body like a supernova. The room falls away with its sounds and sights and smells. All my body’s sensations focus on the pleasure: of her cock, of the tightness of the cage, the brush of lace, the squeeze of the corset, the humiliation of the cum drenching me. Weeks of denial culminate in the most intense orgasm of my life. I feel the Queen stiffen behind me, her own release flooding me, filling me completely.

Time seems to suspend as we shudder through our climaxes together, her body pressed against mine, her cock pulsing inside me. For a brief, perfect moment, I am exactly where I belong — claimed, used, and finally, finally satisfied.

Then reality begins to reassert itself. The Queen withdraws slowly, leaving me empty and dripping. There is a loud, high-pitched whining sound that I slowly realize is coming from me. I’m still bent over the table, too exhausted to move, my body still trembling with aftershocks that make my legs skitter across the floor.

“Clean up your mess. With your tongue.”

My muscles are slow to respond.

“Too slow.” Thwack. I let out a weak moan and collapse to my knees. The pain of the crop barely registers. I can still feel every sensation as if it was still happening.

“Lick, slut.”

Slowly, I start lapping at the wetness on the floor, each taste of it sending fresh shivers through my body. My arousal, my climax, and hers, and how many other maids’? I feel a sudden weight between my shoulders and realize it’s the Queen’s foot pressing down between my shoulder blades until my face is almost on the floor.

“You’ve been a very naughty girl, Chloe,” comes her voice, as soft as birdsong on the breeze.

“I — I have, Your Grace?”

“Martsee, how long has it been since Chloe’s punishment began?”

My stomach sinks as I lick. I can tell from the tremor in Martsee’s voice that even she thinks this is too much, too far, too cruel. But she is still in the service of the Queen, so she answers.

“Twenty-three days, Your Grace.”

“Twenty-three days,” the Queen repeats with obvious delight. “Twenty-three days. And Martsee, darling, how long was the punishment intended to last?”

“A month, Highness. Thirty-one days.”

“So it appears that we are eight days shy.”

“So it would seem, Your Grace.”

Her lips are suddenly next to my ear, her breathing sharp and fast and furious. “Eight days, Chloe. You broke the rules. Again. There is only one way to make sure you understand that such behavior comes with consequences.” She straightens and addresses the room. Every girl is silent, their eyes affixed to her. “Chloe will carry out her previous sentence.”

She turns back to me, pressing the riding crop into the back of my head. My arms give way and I collapse into the puddle of cum.

“And then a new one will commence.”


Finally Taking Her: Her Punished Sissy Maid 3

by Vanessa Lockridge


“You're mine now,” the Princess whispers as her fingers work the buttons of my dress. “Not hers. Mine.”

But the Queen doesn't share her toys.

It started with stolen kisses in closets and denial games that left me aching. Then came the cage — the constant reminder that my pleasure belongs to someone else. The Queen takes what she wants from me, filling me and using me before sending me back to her daughter's tender torments.

But when Chanel drags me into the spotlight — a maid in a princess's dress on a princess's arm — the illusion shatters. Her mother's fury is legendary. Her plans for my punishment are unthinkable.

And Chanel's solution is impossible.
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Chapter 1: Dress Up

The skirt is heavenly as it brushes across my legs, lace trim teasing against my silk stockings, the heavy petticoat swishing around me. The Princess refused to let me wear panties, of course, and the subtle touch of the gauzy layers on my bare skin makes me keenly aware of my cage. My desperation. The background hum of endless, torturous arousal, made ever worse by my denied release at the hands of Her Majesty.

I still shudder just thinking about it — how good it felt to be filled up with her, how powerful she was to bend me over like that and use me for her own pleasure, how easily she commanded the other girls to watch us in our shameful display... How humiliatingly wonderful it was when she finally climaxed, filling me up with her hot seed until it spilled out from between my cheeks and down my thighs. And how delicious it was to clean up after, on my hands and knees, licking up every drop of their spunk from the floor while the other maids watched.

“What’re you thinking about?” giggles the Princess. She tugs on the leash in her hand and I gasp. It’s not connected to my neck. “I can feel you twitching under there. Such a tiny clitty, and it still thinks it deserves to get hard.”

I bite my lip, still not sure if I should confess to the Princess what the Queen did to me. I’m not even sure if she knows, much less what she’d do if she found out. Chanel is the one I want to be with more than anything, but it’s Her Grace who uses me to her whim — even if she claims that’s not something that I’m for.

“What dress you have next for me,” I lie, although really it’s a half-truth.

She laughs. “You silly sissy. That one’s not girly enough?”

“It’s too long!”

“You want to show off your pretty legs?”

“And maybe something else.”

Chanel laughs. “Maybe Mother is on to something with those cages. All you can really think about is —”

I take a step towards her, the massive gown around me swishing. It’s so dense with white silk and tulle and lace and beads and bows and everything delicious that it actually takes real effort to move in it. The towering heels the Princess forced me to wear don’t make it any easier. I feel less like a sissy maid and more like a tiered wedding cake, ready to be devoured.

“You,” I murmur, reaching for her cheek.

“And what’s in my panties,” she breathes, leaning in for the kiss.

“Barely in them.”

It’s hot and throbbing in my hand as her soft, warm lips meet mine. She’s already dripping from just playing dress-up with me. My clit is an open faucet. The feeling of it rubbing against the soft petticoat, feeling the subtle crunch of the layers of the gown, the weight of all of it, is a special kind of pleasure all on its own. Even through the steel. Butterflies take off in my stomach.

Her. I want her. I don’t care how — if I’m being bent over and fucked senseless by her mother, or being used like a toy while she watches, or even if we’re making out in some dusty room, pretending we’re alone but knowing that at any moment someone could walk in and see us and...

Chanel breaks the kiss and I let out a tiny moan of dismay. “Are you wet, baby?”

“Yes!”

“I can’t feel it with this pretty gown.”

“That’s why I want a shorter one.”

“What if I did this instead?”

She sinks to her knees, fingers running over the tightly-boned bodice of the dress, keeping me in her grasp before she lifts the ruffle-trimmed hem of the skirt. I get one last, smirking smile before she disappears beneath.

“Oh,” I moan when her lips start at my ankles. “Oh!”

Her kisses work slowly upwards, and even if I can’t see them, I can imagine the lipstick prints she’s leaving behind on the sheer white stockings. My pleasure rises with her lips. By the time she reaches my inner thigh and the bare strip of naked skin between the lace of my stocking tops and the lace of my panties, every touch makes me shudder with denied arousal. Even the squeeze of the dress is too much: a constant reminder of my place and my attire.

My clit aches for release. The cage isn’t even tight anymore. It’s as if my body has accepted that I don’t get to cum. Not without permission.

Not without something deep inside of me.

“I know what you’re thinking about,” murmurs Chanel from under the skirts. Her muffled voice comes up from between my legs, making me dizzy.

“I just want you,” I whine. “Please.”

Chanel lets out a small laugh. “I don’t think so. You’d never be satisfied with just one hole being stuffed at once.” She slides her hands up the back of my thighs to grab my ass, fingers digging into it until I yelp. “That’s the problem, isn’t it, Chloe?”

She knows the truth without me answering. My body gives me away.

Her tongue brushes against my clit and I cry out, pleasure bursting through me. Even though I’m still trapped behind bars, the sensations are more intense than any other touch in all those long days spent caged. My entire world narrows down to her soft lips on mine — kissing me right where I need it most, giving me what I crave...

I gasp when she finally takes it in her mouth. The sensation is beyond words. Beyond anything I can understand or imagine. I feel like I could explode.

Her hands wrap around my hips, one of my garter straps underneath her fingernail, tugging it to the side. She pulls me against her, making me one with her, taking me and pleasuring and teasing me. It’s all I want.

“Fuck!” I cry out as my climax approaches. The cage isn’t stopping this one, no matter how tightly it binds me. It’s coming whether I have permission or not, whether it wants to or not. Whether I want it to or not. It’s a runaway train of pure bliss careening straight towards —

Chanel breaks away from me just in time. My arousal burns like the embers of a dying fire. The feeling is so intense that the pleasure never quite leaves. Every nerve ending remains alive, waiting for another spark, even as my denied orgasm fades into frustration once more.

“So close,” she murmurs, squeezing my ass again. “I don’t know if you’re ready.”

“Please!” I moan, grabbing at my dress to hold myself up.

“Please what?”

“Please unlock me.”

“Okay!”


Chapter 2: Promises

She luxuriates in teasing me. My head spins as she hooks her fingers into my soaked panties and begins to slip them down my legs, tugging at the front to keep them taut so I can feel them buzz against my stockings. When they reach my knees, she pulls them apart so the panties stay there. I can’t move my legs, and the Princess doesn’t have to tell me to keep them there for me to obey.

“Are you sure you want this?” she giggles from beneath the gown. Her fingers stroke my throbbing clit between the bars. “Maybe I should just keep you locked forever. You look so much prettier when you’re desperate and denied. And that little thing is so small anyway—what’s the point of letting it out?”

It’s a war in my mind. It has been ever since the Queen ordered me to clean up her seed with my tongue and then sent me back to Chanel for another round of denial. The first time I climaxed without being unlocked was terrifying — a rush like no other, an intense feeling that left me breathless, almost like the very first day when she forced me to cum wearing nothing but those heels. But every time after, each new cage, each new lock... They were all part of me becoming a sissy maid forever. A slave. Someone who belonged only to Her Highness and the Queen and no one else.

And yet...

My caged clit aches at her touch. Every second feels like pure bliss, even though the pleasure is tempered by how trapped I am by those hard steel bars.

“Poor thing,” Chanel says, making sure her breath is hot on my clit. “I’ll make it easier for your ditzy sissy brain, okay, since all that thinking space in your head has been replaced with cock and cum and pretty dresses.”

“Okay,” I moan.

“I’ll let you cum if you stay locked, but if I unlock you, no cumming at all, okay?”

Damned either way. After she fucked me — and that’s what it was. Not like how the Princess plays with me, with all her tenderness layered atop the denial and domination — the Queen made it clear that I wasn’t allowed to cum until she used me again. The idea of being unlocked is almost impossible to imagine. I’ve worn a cage for so long that I can’t even remember what it was like to have free access to my clit. If the Queen found out I broke either rule, there would be hell to pay.

But the Princess will force me to break one.

“You decide,” I gasp.

“Oh no. It’s your little sissy clitty, baby. You decide. Pay attention to your little dicklet — oh wait, it’s not even a dick anymore, is it? Just a cute little clitty trapped in its cage where it belongs.”

She kisses the crease between my thigh and my pelvis and I shiver and leak and moan. I need her touch more than anything in the world. It’s all I can think about, all I know, all that exists. Nothing matters except her mouth on mine, sucking on my throbbing bud.

“Fuck!” I scream when she takes it between her lips again. My fingers tangle in the gown. “Take it off, please!”

I don’t even know where she got a key. It doesn’t matter. All that matters is the sublime sensation of my clit, hard and fully erect, rubbing against the inside of my petticoats. The silk is cool and soft against the furious heat pouring out of me. I squeal at the soft touch. My chest tightens, and then my belly does, and then Chanel wraps me in the silken garments and starts pumping them up and down my length with teasing slowness.

Instantly, I regret my choice. All I want to do now is cum. Months of desperation comes pouring out of me, smearing the delicate fabric.

“Oh my,” Chanel giggles. “I can’t believe something so small can make such a mess.”

“Please let me cum,” I gasp.

“Why would I do that?”

“I’m — it’s been —”

“Sissies don’t want to cum from having their clitties rubbed, remember? And you are a good sissy, right?”

She kisses my underside to emphasize her point and a tremor runs through me.

“Yes,” I moan, eyebrows arching. It takes all my strength to say it. I don’t want to. I do. I need to. I need to cum. I need to be a good girl! “Oh, fuck!”

Chanel laughs as she pumps my cock, sliding the petticoats over every bit of me again and again and again. She pushes the layers against my legs, and the touch of silk petticoat on silk stockings is almost too much to bear.

“Fuck,” moans Chanel, “I’ve never seen someone make a mess like this.”

“Please let me cum, Princess.”

“You’re too much fun like this.”

It takes me a long moment to realize what the sound is. I’ve heard it before, many times, but it’s so far away and my brain is so clouded with pleasure that it doesn’t register until she’s inside the Princess’ dressing room, arms crossed, a scowl on her face. My stomach drops as everything comes into sharp, crystalline focus.

Even Chanel stops playing with me when she hears the Queen’s voice.


Chapter 3: Her Grace Interrupts

“Where is my dau — what are you wearing.” It’s not a question, even if it’s phrased as one. It’s an accusation.

“Your Grace,” I manage, trying to keep the pleasure out of my voice.

“What. Are. You. Wearing.”

“The Princess asked me to try some on for the ball tomorrow,” I say, and it’s not a lie. I’m certain the Queen would know if I did. I’m already in for a world of hurt with her. Putting on the royal’s clothes isn’t explicitly against the rules, but it’s certainly a breach of decorum.

The Queen fixes me with a scowl that could peel the paint off the walls. “She did.”

There’s a stifled giggle from beneath my skirts. Agonizingly slowly, Chanel starts rubbing my throbbing clit with the silk again. A jolt of pleasure shoots through me that I do my utmost to keep from showing. My leg twitches beneath the skirts. The Queen’s eyebrows raise.

“I told her not to, but she said she wanted —”

“I have already selected her outfit,” the Queen says icily.

There’s a pause in the activity under my dress. When it starts again, focused on my tip and its stomach-twisting underside, it feels like Chanel is taking her frustrations out on me instead of her mother.

“Of course, Your Grace,” I say. “I’m sure it’s —”

“I have no interest in your opinion, girl. Have you seen the Princess? Her companion has arrived.”

The stroking gets faster as Chanel puts me in another impossible situation. I can’t lie to the Queen, but telling her where the Princess is will get me in worse trouble — and reveal that I’m circumventing the Queen’s punishment. My heart hammers in my chest. Every fiber of my being focuses on holding back the inevitable rush of denied bliss. It would be easier to come up with a good answer if my mind wasn’t so hazy with pleasure.

“She’s... in... here,” I manage. “In front of the mirror.”

The Queen’s eyebrows raise higher. She peers around me into the mirror. When she doesn’t see her daughter, she storms over to me, the toes of her stilettos disappearing under the hem of my skirt, dangerously close to her daughter. Chanel responds by slowing her strokes, which only makes the pleasure worse.

“Are you playing games with me, whore?” the Queen snarls. She snatches my cheeks between her thumb and forefinger. The aggression, to my horror, only makes me leak more. I am dangerously close to an orgasm at the worst possible time.

“No, Your Grace,” I squeak.

“She is betrothed to him,” the Queen says. “It is beyond essential that she meet him. Now.”

The pleasure stops all at once and Chanel throws back the layers of my gown like she’s parting a curtain. The Queen takes a startled step backwards, glaring at her daughter. I let out a sigh of relief until the silk brushes back across my dripping tip. It takes all my effort to fight the climax.

“I’m not marrying that blathering idiot just because you think I should!” Chanel snaps.

“It’s not your decision, you petulant little child,” the Queen says, her lip curling. Her eyes run up and down her daughter, lingering on the bulge in her too-small skirt. I want to disappear.

“You’re not the boss of me!”

“I very much am, and when I’ve finally married you off, he’ll be the boss of you and I’ll finally get some damn peace in this place.”

“I won’t!” Chanel shrieks, and unfortunately, she does sound very petulant. The Queen is never wrong. The Princess turns on her heel and runs out of her dressing room, the door to the hallway slamming on her way, leaving me alone with her mother. My stomach drops into some unknown circle of hell. If she finds out I’m unlocked...

“You are unbelievably lucky that I am too busy to deal with you appropriately right now,”the Queen hisses at me. Every word is a hammer blow in my belly. “Take that off. Never even imagine yourself in a gown like that again in this palace, and get back to your duties. Your punishment will be carried out this evening.”

“Yes, Your Grace,” I say, dropping to a low curtsey, my throbbing clit rubbing against the inside of the dress and sending another shock of pleasure through me that threatens to make me fall. “Sorry, Your Grace.”

“’Sorry,’” she snorts. “Is everyone in this damn place a fool?”

The Queen doesn’t wait for an answer before sweeping from the room. When the door snaps shut behind her, I collapse to the floor in a cloud of silk and lace as my body fights between relief, frustration, and fear. The heavy layers of satin and tulle slowly settle over me. It’s only the last feeling that stops me from erupting right there.

It takes me ages to extricate myself from the massive ballgown — and even longer to get it back on its hanger. My discarded panties lie crumpled in the middle of the dressing room. By the time I have everything hung up neatly, including the delicate petticoat smeared with my juices, the halls are quiet.

Martsee glares at me when I make it back to my room. I made sure my appearance was perfect, right down to the curls in my hair, but she always knows. Maybe she can smell the Princess on me. Maybe she can tell that the clit in my panties doesn’t have the steel cage on it that it’s supposed to.

“Don’t even think about it,” she says when I pass. “You’re a maid. She’s the bloody Princess.”

I wish I had something smart to say to her. Instead, I change into one of my silky nighties, slip into bed, and try not to think about the hell I’ll have to pay tomorrow.


Chapter 4: Sneaking Away With Her

“Don’t make a sound.”

My eyes snap open as the hand presses against my mouth.

It’s Chanel.

She takes her hand slowly away as I scramble to sit up in bed. The Princess has seen me naked, in lingerie, covered in cum and debased in every possible way, but somehow, being seen like this makes me feel desperately exposed.

“You’re sleeping with me tonight.”

“I — what?”

“This is cute,” she says, leaning forwards from where she sits at the foot of my bed and tugging at the nightie. “Do all you maids dress so sexily for bed?”

“It’s the uniform,” I say, hugging my arms around my body. The sheer, silky fabric rubs across my nipples and makes them instantly hard. Chanel notices and I prepare myself for her touch, but it never comes.

“Cute,” she whispers. “It looks good on you.”

I let her lead me through the darkened corridors of the palace. She holds my hand the entire way, even though I’ve walked this exact path a hundred times or more. But I’ve never been this nervous while I’ve done it. What is she planning? Who else knows about this? Every looming shadow feels like it could be hiding another maid or servant — or worse. The Queen’s eyes stare down at us from the enormous painting in the foyer as we cross the marble floor.

When we arrive at the Princess’ rooms, Chanel leads me through into the massive bedroom. The curtains are pulled back from the tall windows overlooking the grounds and moonlight floods the space, bathing everything in a silvery glow. A chill runs up my spine as Chanel shuts the door behind us.

The bed is easily big enough to fit half a dozen people — maybe even more. It’s canopied with heavy drapes that remind me of something out of the Arabian Nights. My heart pounds when I think of being lost in those folds of fabric.

Chanel slips off her gown to reveal a nightie almost as equally revealing as mine: white silk trimmed with black lace that drizzles across the curve of her hips, cascades off her breasts and nipples, and frames her throbbing shaft beneath.

“No panties,” I notice.

“No,” she murmurs before she wraps me in an embrace.

Our filmy nighties slip across our bodies as we kiss. Chanel pushes me backwards until I topple into the bed with her on top. It’s soft and warm and inviting; I sink right into it, letting it enfold me like a cloud. Her body covers mine as she pins me down against it and starts to grind her clit against mine, undersides lubricated by nothing more than slippery, sheer silk.

She breaks the kiss, leaving my head spinning. “Do you want what I promised you?”

“More denial?”

She grins. “Maybe something else.”

All I know is that I want her, desperately, no matter what happens after this night is done. She’ll be married soon, and then who knows? It will be just the Queen left. Maybe it’ll be easier to follow her rules without her daughter causing so many problems. Maybe it’ll be more fun to break them.

Chanel kisses my neck while her fingers find my nipples through the nightie. I moan beneath her touch and that only drives her on more. Her lips travel up my chin towards my ear. She nibbles at my earlobe.

“I want to taste you.”

“No,” I gasp as she starts to slide down me again.

“Oh, yes,” she smirks. “You’re just a maid, Chloe. You don’t get to tell me what to do. Maids lie there in their pretty lingerie and let their Princess use them however she wants. That’s what you’re for — to be my pretty little plaything.”

“Maid?” I ask, stomach tightening as the words slip out of me unbidden. “Or lover?”

She pauses, her breath on my belly, her eyes far away. When she comes back to me, they are shining with arousal and delight. “Both of us, then.”

She turns, straddling my face, her throbbing cock pushing its way into my mouth at the same moment her mouth finds me. My hands grasp the bedsheets until my knuckles turn white; pleasure shoots through me like electricity, and every part of me feels like it’s about to erupt at any second. I suck and kiss and tease her, letting her scent and taste fill every part of me not already flooded by pleasure. All those weeks and months and days spent being teased and tormented — all forgotten in a matter of moments. Every inch of my body screams for release. It can’t be stopped. No cage could ever hold this orgasm inside of me, even if there was one still wrapped around my clit.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasps. “Oh, fuck!”

Her body starts to quiver as she takes me again, slurping on my clit as I suck her cock. The pleasure of all of it is heightened by the slip of our nighties against each other. Lace teases my skin as her tongue teases my tip. When I find a particularly sensitive spot, her leg twitches and she lets out a long, low groan.

“Don’t,” she grunts. “I don’t want to cum yet.”

“I do,” I giggle.

“Should I help?”

She doesn’t wait for an answer before slipping a finger inside of me, joined quickly by a second. Her fingertips find my sissy spot immediately, pressing against it in a pattern of rising pleasure. Pre-cum pours out of me, but she sucks down every last drop with obvious relish. Her cock twitches and bucks in my mouth. A stream of her own pre-cum dribbles down my throat.

I know that this could end at any moment — just like I knew when we started how impossible it would be to keep from erupting beneath her touch. Even if she stops right now, the climax is so close that nothing can stop it. The Princess knows exactly what she’s doing. She wants to make me burst at the same time as her; there’s no denying it. It will happen soon.

“Don’t cum,” Chanel gasps. “Not until I say! You don’t cum without my permission. That’s not your choice anymore. Your orgasms belong to me now. Every single one.”

But there’s no stopping it now.

We finish together. Every bit of tension in my body explodes outward through a deluge of sticky cum, all while Chanel shoots into my mouth and paints the back of my throat with her load. It only heightens my pleasure. Her musky taste coats every wave of pleasure that pounds through me again and again and again as I suck down every last drop of her delicious cream. I want her to stay in my mouth forever, but she pulls out and collapses next to me, her face flushed and breath ragged.

It takes a long time for our orgasms to pass, but when they do, Chanel wraps me in a warm embrace, my head on her chest.

“Sorry,” I whisper against her. I can feel her heart thumping against my ear.

“For what?”

“Cumming too soon.”

She kisses the top of my head. “You’ll make it up to me tomorrow.”


Chapter 5: Promises

The sunlight is almost painfully bright when I wake up. For a moment, my body is still flooded with warmth and desire, but then everything comes flooding back to me at once. My eyes snap open and my heart pounds as I realize which ceiling I’m looking at. Who I can still taste on my tongue. Whose arm is still wrapped around me.

Oh, fuck.

The Queen might have me actually executed for this. In one night, not only have I put on a formal gown that doesn’t belong to me, had my cage removed, and had an orgasm — I’ve done it all with the soon-to-be-married Princess of the entire Principality! And then slept in her bed. Dared to call her a lover.

And yet, despite the pain I know is coming for me, it’s the last one that hurts the most. It was so stupid. Foolish to imagine that she could possibly feel the same way about me. I’m not her lover. I’m not even on the same level as her. I’m just a maid — a toy if I’m lucky. And if there’s one thing I’m not, it’s that.

“Stop thinking,” Chanel murmurs sleepily. “I can hear you panicking from here.”

“For good reason!” She kisses my neck before pulling me tighter against her chest. It makes everything better and worse at the same time. I wait for her to say something, and when she doesn’t, I push away and stare at her in horror. “What are you going to tell your mother?”

“Nothing.”

“Chanel!”

She grins, reaching for me again. This time, I pull away completely, wrapping my arms around myself protectively as if that will stop the world from falling apart. She looks almost hurt when I do it, but it passes quickly, replaced with another smirk. “Don’t worry about her.”

“But she —”

Chanel cranes her slender neck to look at the clock. “Oh, shit. I’m late.”

“For what?”

She springs out of bed and staggers to her dressing room door. “I have to meet that stupid idiot she wants to marry me off to. Just stay in bed, okay? I won’t be long.”

Before I can even get a word out, Chanel has disappeared through the door, leaving me alone with the rapidly rising sun and a sense of dread more overwhelming than anything I’ve ever felt before. I curl into a ball beneath the sheets and wait for it to consume me whole.

The hours crawl by as slowly as they can while still passing. Martsee must have told someone where I was, because every so often, one of the other maids slips in quietly with an armful of clothes, sets them down in a neat pile on the dresser next to the door, and then vanishes again without saying a word. When I manage to make eye contact with one, her expression is pure loathing.

It’s just before lunchtime when my heart jumps up into my throat as Chanel finally bursts back through the door. Her face is flushed pink, but there’s not a hair out of place. She looks immaculate and gorgeous in a pink sheath dress that follows every curve so closely, it seems like she was sewn into it.

“Chanel,” I gasp, pulling the covers tighter around me like that might stop the world from crashing down all around me, “what —”

“He was the worst,” she groans. “They’re going to lose it when they see us tonight!”

“I — when they what?”

“It’s my ball,” she says with a shrug, dropping onto the bed in front of me and pawing at the covers. “Even if Mother wants to control me. And I want you there with me.”

“I can’t do that,” I squeak.

“Of course you can. She won’t do anything to you while I’m there.”

I don’t share her confidence. “What about when you’re not?”

The covers are fully off me now and she’s fingering the ruffled hem of my nightie.

“After tonight, I’m never leaving you alone again.”


Chapter 6: The Ball

There is silence as we enter. Awful, deafening silence, pressing in on my ears, making the click of our stilettos pierce my ears. Chanel leads me confidently forwards, her hand on my elbow, my hands together at my waist, just as she instructed me. That pose and her touch gave me a fleeting sense of protection that evaporated the instant a hundred eyes landed on us.

“Her Royal Highness, the Princess Chanel,” the servant by the door announces, then stumbles over his words. “And her... companion... the Lady Chloe?”

Chanel strides forwards as if this is the most normal thing in the world. She’s acting like her smug smile is enough to protect us from the shocked expressions of the foreign royalty and dignitaries that stare at us. I can’t even look at the Queen as we sweep by. She’s in a draped, emerald silk gown next to a young man of generic good looks. He has a happy smile pasted on his face that looks almost comical next to the Queen’s look of pure, malevolent fury.

I’m in a tiny, empire-waisted dress made from iridescent silk. In any other situation, it would be dreamy: ruffles cascade around it, and every edge is trimmed in frothy white lace. A petticoat lifts the skirt up, holding it out at a steep angle from my body, and all of it so short that I’m certain every step reveals my panties — or at least what little of them there is. The thong Chanel slipped me into is barely more than a satin strip between my cheeks, topped with a pretty bow.

“Chanel —” the Queen begins before the Princess strides past her. It’s the first time I’ve ever seen Her Grace stunned into silence.

Chanel leads me through the crowd like she’s walking through a field of wildflowers. She waves and curtseys as we pass other royalty in their formal garb — dresses with trains that stretch half a dozen feet behind them; tuxedos covered in medals, pins, and insignia; bejeweled headpieces dripping with precious stones. Maybe they’re just too shocked or stunned to do anything else.

“I don’t think this is a good idea,” I whisper as my stomach attempts to compress into a golf ball. My dress is too short, my panties too visible, my date too wrong.

“Isn’t it fun?” Chanel giggles. There’s an edge to her voice that doesn’t make me feel any more confident with her plan. “Mother is going to hit the roof!”

“I’m the one who has to pay for that!”

“Not anymore.” She puts her cupped hand under my chin and tilts me up to look at her. “I promise.”

I want to believe her. But how could she possibly stop what’s coming? She’s too young, too naive. A sheltered, royal brat whose worst hardship was when she didn’t get what she wanted for dinner. I am so completely screwed.

Chanel takes my hand and holds it up, the other resting against my lower back. She pulls me against her, satin skirts crushing together. Even if we weren’t dressed like this in front of all these people, there are so many foreign dignitaries here tonight, they won’t be able to punish me publicly without risking an international incident. The Queen might have had a reputation for cruelty before this moment, but even she can’t take that chance. It doesn’t make me feel much better.

We’re dancing now. I didn’t even hear the music start. We’ve been swept into a waltz by one of the older princes from another principality. His face is ruddy and he smells faintly of brandy, but Chanel laughs and chats with him as if they’re old friends. As if this is all totally normal. As if my life isn’t going to end as soon as the ball does.

“You bitch.”

It’s a hissed whisper that slices through the music. I look frantically for where it came from, only to catch a glimpse of a sneer on Martsee’s face as she disappears into the crowd. There will be hell to pay when I get back. If the Queen ever allows me to make it that far.

“Who was that?” Prince Whats-his-face asks.

Chanel waves her hand dismissively. “Just another maid.”

When he looks away, I mouth “What are you doing?” at Chanel. She just shrugs and twirls me around, sending my skirts billowing out in a flurry of tulle and silk.

There is no respite after the dance ends, though. One dignitary or prince or lord or some other person of importance sweeps us onto the floor before the last notes have even died down. They stare at me with naked confusion in their eyes while they dance with the Princess, and then turn their questions to her when she returns. But every time, Chanel brushes them off with an excuse: ”I couldn’t do this without my lovely lady companion,” or ”Chloe’s such a dear friend,” or once, simply, ”She makes me happy.”

The answers do seem to placate them. For a few moments, I even feel my terror slip away. Chanel pulls me into an embrace and spins me around, our skirts flying, the music swelling, and it’s just the two of us. This could work. She makes me happy. “She makes me happy.” What if this could be more than a secret affair, hidden in closets and forgotten back rooms? I’m not naive enough to imagine that it would ever be something real, but the possibility makes me giddy.

And then Her Grace interrupts.

“Separate,” she commands, a furious hand on my shoulder, pulling me away from Chanel’s warmth. I stagger backwards, knocking into a royal couple who stare at me in shock.

“Mother!” Chanel snaps. “Leave us alone!”

“I will not let your childish escapades ruin this!” the Queen snarls. “This marriage has been planned for years, girl, and your desires are not relevant!”

Chanel looks stricken for an instant before she recovers and draws herself up. “I think,” Chanel says coldly, “that I am perfectly capable of deciding my own fate, Your Grace.”

I am suddenly aware of how silent the ballroom has become again.

“If that were the case,” the Queen breathes, “then this little charade wouldn’t be happening. You would understand the stakes, and you wouldn’t be letting one of your uppity little whores stand in the way!” Her eyes sweep to mine. “Do you think you’re special, girl? You think this is the only time she’s let her heart run away with her?” She snorts derisively. “There have been more maids in her bed than I can even remember. You’re just another sissy toy she’ll get bored of. Another pretty thing to dress up and fuck and forget. You’re not special — you’re just convenient. A warm hole in a frilly dress.”

“Mother!” Chanel shrieks.

It’s the last thing I hear as I run out of the ballroom as fast as my stilettos will carry me. All I hear are whispers that sound like threats, eyes that feel like daggers, and the awful pit in my stomach of knowing how stupid this all was.


Chapter 7: Just Lie There

I don’t even know how I find myself there. I trusted my feet as I ran, tears streaming down my face, from the ballroom. They took the same path they have a hundred times before.

Her nightie is still on the floor from where she discarded it yesterday, the bed still unmade. After all, the maid in charge of that was pretending she belonged amongst the royalty and upper crust of society. Now she sits on the edge of the bed in her heels and her dress and her lingerie, hair perfectly coiffed by a stunning girl who has more imagination than sense, and sobs.

“Chloe.”

It’s the voice I don’t want to hear, even though I long to. Of all the people, she’s the only one I want to see. But I’m furious with her, embarrassed, terrified.

“I wish I wasn’t wearing this fucking dress!” The words come out splattered with tears.

“I’m sorry,” she gasps through tears of her own. “I didn’t mean for this to happen.”

“How could you think anything else would?”

“Because — I don’t know! I wanted to be there with you!”

It’s sweet, even if it’s hopelessly naïve. She drops onto the bed next to me, her silver satin skirts flying around her. She looks different in this room than in any other. She’s no longer Her Highness Princess Chanel. Here, she’s just Chanel — a vulnerable, scared girl whose mother wants to control every second of her life and won’t ever be able to because of this one small rebellion. Her eyes are red and puffy, and she wipes them quickly with the back of her hand.

She looks over at me. “You don’t like the dress?”

“I do. Of course I do! It’s just —”

She cuts me off with a kiss. It takes me by surprise and my first reaction is to pull away. But then she deepens it, wrapping an arm around me as her lips press harder against mine. Our bodies melt together again like they did yesterday. It makes everything seem better and worse all at once. My fingers knot themselves in her hair as our tongues meet each other tentatively before slipping into something deeper and more desperate. We’re both still crying, tears dripping from our cheeks and onto each other’s skin, but there’s no stopping now.

“I’m sorry,” she murmurs as her lips find my neck. She noses aside the glittering diamond necklace she draped me in, sucking on the tender skin at my collarbones. “I’m sorry.”

I knit my fingers into her hair. All I want is her with me. I pull her against me and she lets out a shuddering moan. Sadness? Relief? Pleasure? Her hands drizzle down the tight, beaded bodice of the dress as she kisses all the exposed skin she can find. It feels so good to let someone else take care of me. I let go completely, falling back onto the bed beneath her touch.

My panties are gone. She tugs them free of my feet and tosses them over her shoulder without even looking. When did she do that? My breath catches in my throat as she spreads my legs wide, exposing me entirely to her hungry gaze. A tiny moan of need slips past my lips as her eyes drink me in from head to toe. Her dress has ridden up enough that I can see her stocking-tops tugged up by her garter belt and the outline of her cock in her satin dress.

“I want you,” I breathe. “For real.”

“My mother’s sloppy seconds?”

I freeze, but she keeps kissing me, working her way down to my legs. She knew? All this time, she knew what the Queen had done to me? The shock almost drives the pleasure away before she licks the inside of my thigh, then nips at it with her teeth. The jolt of pain shoots through me like lightning, and any hesitation vanishes as quickly as it came. It doesn’t matter anymore. She wants me anyway — maybe because of what the Queen did to me. But why should I care? I have more than I ever thought possible here between her thighs, ready to devour me.

“Not like that. I don’t want you to — not like that.”

I reach down and grab her by her cheeks. She resists when I try to tilt her head up to look at me. It’s only then I realize that she’s actually hurt. Even if she knows it’s not my fault. For an instant, I wonder how much of tonight was just a girl’s way of making her mother angry. Dressing a maid up like a princess and bringing her to a ball would certainly be an act of rebellion. But then she meets my gaze and her eyes are wide and ringed with tears and I push it all away.

She wants me, too.

Her lips are soft against mine again when she allows herself to be pulled up to me again. My legs fall open and I wrap one around her back, my stocking-covered leg slipping across her dress. When her hot, throbbing cock brushes against my sensitive, leaking clit, I squeal.

“You’re not wearing panties!”

“They just get in the way.”

Chanel smiles mischievously as she rolls off me enough to hike up her dress around her waist, revealing more of the black lace garter belt wrapped around her slender waist, the matching stockings clinging to her shapely thighs, until finally, her massive cock springs free. It’s beautiful. She looks like a princess even in lingerie. Especially in lingerie.

“I’m going to kiss you, Chloe, and then you’re going to lie there while I play with you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Your Highness,” I say, half-mockingly.

“If you keep that up, I’ll make it take even longer.”

“Before you do what?”

Again, she answers with a kiss, and since I know it’ll be my last for a while, I don’t let her go. Our tongues dance together eagerly, desperately. She presses closer to me as we devour each other hungrily. Her cock twitches against my clit. And when we finally break apart, breathless and gasping, Chanel slips the rest of the way down. This time, when she spreads my legs wide open for herself, there is no hiding from her ravenous stare. I feel more naked than I ever have before under that hungry gaze. My whole body shudders with anticipation.

Her tongue swirls over my clit for a few agonizingly slow moments, teasing the sensitive tip, tracing along the sides until my hips twitch forward involuntarily, seeking more. The sudden burst of pleasure almost feels like pain but then it passes and everything feels right. My fingers claw at the bed as she takes my entire tip and a screaming, gasping moan of pleasure tumbles out of me. Then another lick. Another. And again and again until all I can do is lie there helplessly and wait for what comes next.

And then her tongue leaves my aching, throbbing clit so she can suck her fingers. When her lips return, it’s with them, too, the pair slipping easily inside of me and finding my sissy spot as she takes the entire length of my clit. It’s overpowering. It’s too much to handle. But even if I try to close my legs or pull away from her, Chanel doesn’t allow it. Her free hand pushes down on my trembling thigh, keeping me wide open and exposed to every touch. Her fingers thrust into me over and over, driving me to new heights that I don’t want to stop climbing. Each one brushes over that most sensitive spot within me, coaxing me towards the edge faster than anything else has before. But when my cries turn from gasps and moans to whines and pleas, she stops abruptly. I look down at her in despair. The cruel smile on her face makes me want to kick her.

“Chanel!”

Her laughter is light, teasing. “I thought you wanted the rest of me.”


Chapter 8: What I Want

When she pushes my legs back, my garters tug on my stockings, stretching them over my legs. It exposes me, opens me up to her, giving her access to the one part of me she’s never filled with her cock, putting me utterly under her control. Framed in the silver moonlight between my legs, our dresses silken pools around us, she looks like a goddess of lust about to conquer a maiden for her pleasure. And when I feel the swollen head of her cock press against my tight ass, I realize just how deeply that’s what I want to be for her. She doesn’t push further, though. Her hips just roll, rubbing herself all over my hole, coating me in her slick juices until every inch of her is glistening.

“You’re beautiful,” she breathes as her throbbing tip rests against my hole.

“Please,” I whimper when she lines herself up. My legs shake as I strain to hold myself in position for her, exposing myself to this beautiful, royal girl who wants nothing more than to fuck my sissy ass. It shouldn’t be happening like this, but it is, and I want her inside of me so badly that any thoughts of protest are far away and forgotten. “Chanel...”

The Princess leans down, her chest pressing against mine. Her lips brush my ear and her voice is soft and low as she asks, “Is this what you want?”

It isn’t really a question, not anymore. We’re past the point of no return, but if we could turn back time, we both know I would still find myself here again: beneath the woman who has been my tormentor’s daughter; with her massive cock ready to fill me completely and take us somewhere neither of us have gone before.

“Tell me what you are,” she whispers. “Say it. You’re my pretty sissy toy, and this is what sissies are made for — to be fucked and filled and used by their Princess.”

“Yes,” I whisper. And then louder: “Fuck me.”

I expect more resistance when she pushes against me — or maybe even pain, given how huge she is. Instead, she slips right in. We moan together as my tight little hole spreads open for her enormous cock, slowly engulfing every inch until her hips are pressed against mine. My hands fly to hers and our fingers lace together like we’ve done this a thousand times before. She doesn’t move immediately, but stays deep within me while she kisses me again. And when her lips meet mine, it feels so different from anything else. Her body isn’t just using mine for pleasure anymore; now, they are intertwined completely. There’s no more need for words because there’s nothing left that needs to be said. All I want is her touch.

All I want is her cock.

My legs wrap around her hips and lock at the small of her back. Every movement of hers draws another soft whimper or gasp out of me as she slowly withdraws herself, then slides easily back inside of me. I feel every part of her as it presses deeper into me, rubbing along all my sensitive walls, filling me up with its girth. With each thrust, I sink a little further down into my sissy mind. Soon, all I’m able to do is cling to her while I beg for more with whines and moans.

It’s not like being fucked by the Queen. It’s not like being milked. It’s not like anything I’ve ever felt before. This isn’t punishment: this is something sweeter, deeper, better than that. I want nothing more than to submit to her pleasure and let myself be taken apart in her hands. To give up any semblance of control to this royal goddess who knows exactly what I need and wants nothing more than to please me with it. My orgasm rises slowly from a warm glow deep within me to a desperate cry that she answers by thrusting deeper inside of me until she can’t possibly go any further. And then she does, the whole length of her plunging inside of me to fill every part of my ass.

“Oh, fuck,” she groans. “You’re so tight, Chloe.”

“You’re so big. I want all of you. Fuck me. Fuck me and make me yours.”

“That’s right, baby. Beg for it. Beg for your Princess to claim your sissy pussy. You were made for this — made to be fucked and owned and filled with royal cock.”

It gets faster and harder soon. Chanel can only keep it slow for so long, especially with me pulling her tighter and urging her on with my body. And I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to let her go after this. When she pushes forward, I push back, driving her cock as deep as it will go before it slips free again. I pull her close, our dresses slipping across each other, until we’re locked in a rhythm that takes us both higher and higher. Her grunts and groans tell me how much she loves what I’m doing — how tight and willing and sissy my ass is. Each one sends another burst of pleasure through me. Even though I’m just lying there underneath her, every touch lights my nerves up and makes them sing like I’ve never felt before.

I come first, but even as I do, it feels less like an explosion than an inevitability. Like falling asleep after days without rest or breathing once your head has been submerged in water for too long. Every part of me clenches down on her enormous cock buried inside of me. My fingers squeeze hers hard enough to hurt as my legs lock around her hips. And when my orgasm tears its way through me, my entire world blanks out for several moments while I shudder beneath the Princess and cling to her. Only when it finally ends and my cries soften into whimpers does she give herself over completely, fucking me hard and fast until we’re both dizzy with lust.

And then she comes inside me. Chanel lets out a desperate cry that’s muffled by my neck as she empties everything within her, filling me with hot spurt after spurt until there’s no more left for me to take. She collapses against me, her hair tumbling onto my chest. It tickles, but I don’t laugh; I’m too focused on the warmth blossoming inside of me from where she came. It feels so good. Her hands are still clenched tight in mine as she catches her breath, but our legs have loosened their hold on each other. We slip apart gently, her cock sliding out of me without either of us saying anything or moving much. There’s only quiet sighs and the sounds of rustling silk as we disentangle ourselves from one another.

“She’s not going to let us be together,” Chanel murmurs when I’m tucked against her in bed, our dresses exchanged for nighties. “She won’t be satisfied until she gets exactly what she wants.”

I snuggle closer to her, as if touching her like that is all it takes to keep us together. I wish I had something to say.

“But fuck her.” She kisses my forehead and then whispers, “That’s why we’re running away.”
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by Vanessa Lockridge


“You’re not just my maid anymore,” she whispers as the train carries us toward our new life. “You’re mine.”

Chanel knows exactly what I need, and she's determined to show me just how deep my submission goes. Every dress she picks, every touch she denies, and every moment she makes me wait reminds me that I belong to her completely.

At her friend's mansion, I meet three other maids — but they're different. Allowed to feel pleasure the way I never will again. And Chanel makes me service them all while she enjoys her friend's attention on the couch, her eyes never leaving mine as I'm passed between them.

Because that's what love looks like when you're a sissy and she's a Princess.
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Chapter 1: Runaways

Even on the run, Chanel — is she even the Princess anymore? — cannot help but keep me in frills, heels, and steel. As the train rolls into the station as the sun sinks into the ocean already twinkling with the lights from the city set into the hills above us, I catch her trying to peek under my skirt.

“What?” she says with a nervous grin and a shrug. “It practically belongs to me.”

That’s hard to argue with. It makes me shiver. Or maybe it’s the facts of what we’re doing: a Princess running away from her palace, her mother, her responsibilities, just because she doesn’t want to marry the person the Queen wants her to. I can’t tell if we’re doing the right thing or if this is some foolish fantasy dreamed up by a spoiled rich girl who’s never been beholden to anybody else in her life. There will be consequences for her, sure, but whatever happens to her will impact me, too.

“Then just look at it,” I say. “You don’t have to pretend.”

She likes that idea. While the other passengers file down the corridor outside our compartment, she shuts the door, sealing us inside behind frosted windows, then whirls on me, teeth gleaming. I might be worried about what we’re doing, but it seems to have energized her.

“Good idea, baby. Stand up.”

I hesitate just a moment before complying. My dress is a cascade of peach silk that runs from the high empire waist down to my stocking tops, each layer forming a sinuous, ruffled cloud that my legs emerge from. Every step gives a tantalizing peek at my panties, which are comically tiny in comparison to the dense layers of my dress. Beneath the thin white silk is my cage, and it takes all I can muster to keep it from leaking obviously into the material. Even if my outfit makes it clear what I am, I don’t see any reason to further advertise it to the world.

“Let me see,” she commands.

I feel my nervousness begin to drain away as we shift into that familiar, comfortable dynamic. I gather the bundle of silk skirts into my arms and hold it against my chest while Chanel giggles, squatting down to examine the smooth front of my panties. She runs her fingers over it and I can’t stop a sliver of a moan escaping my lips.

“You’d never guess there was anything inside,” she says. “Well, maybe you would — it’s so tiny, it barely makes a bulge at all.”

“I think my dress gives it away.”

“Don’t like being put on show?”

I squirm, then twitch as she peels the panties down to free my cage. My clit is already fighting to squeeze its way out through the bars. It is a furious, frustrated red, so deep it’s almost purple. I’ve lost track of how long it’s been since it’s been released, and long given up hope that it ever will be. After all, what’s the point, now that I can cum the way a girl is supposed to?

“I’d rather just show off for you.”

“Too bad,” she says, leaning forwards and slipping my slick cage between her lips.

The wet heat of her mouth through the bars is exquisite torture. I watch her eyes lock onto mine, drinking in every shudder, every hitch of breath.

Even that pleasure is enough to make me drip. She looks up at me, her wide eyes locked with mine but mouth disappearing behind the pink fringe and white lace of my dress, and watches every reaction as she kisses and sucks and slurps. It’s romantic and teasing and delicious and awful. If it was a real cock, like hers, it would be wonderful. Like this, it’s just another way for her to tease me and demonstrate her power and control. I won’t cum like this — it’ll only make me desperate.

And that’s what excites her.

“Your Highness,” I moan, fingers clenching around my skirts.

“Yes?” she whispers. “Does that feel nice, baby?”

“It’d feel nicer if you unlocked me.”

She giggles and flicks her tongue between the bars over my tip. I twitch and shudder, my legs starting to shake so much that I finally collapse backwards into the seat. When I look up at her, she’s grinning, and I can see a subtle bulge beneath her tight skirt. “Now why would I do that, when keeping you locked makes you do that?”

I screw up my face at her, which only makes her grin wider. “May I pull up my panties, Highness?”

She makes a point of thinking about it while I pout. “I suppose. But you’ll have to make it up to me later.”

“How?”

“Oh, I’ll come up with some ideas.”

It sends pins and needles down my neck and back as I pull the silk back up around me. I can only imagine what she’s been fantasizing about during this trip. As the porters carry our bags to the grand hotel in the center of town, a masterpiece of carved stonework and smooth white stucco, my skirts swish around me and I feel everyone looking at me.

And I can tell there’s a wet spot in the front of my panties.


Chapter 2: Teasing Her

“Are you still hard?”

The room is dark save for the moonlight cutting in between the gossamer curtains framing the French doors that lead to the balcony. A sea breeze rolls in through the one that’s ajar, carrying with it the sounds of a coastal city that never quite falls asleep. People laugh outside as they come back from the bars and restaurants that line the cobblestone streets, waves crash on the beach, a car crunches by the hotel. But instead of making me feel exposed, the sounds are like an insulating blanket, keeping us safe from the Queen and the reality of what we’re doing.

“Why don’t you find out?”

Chanel giggles and kisses my neck as her fingers make their way down my body. She let me pick my sleepwear. The quick tease on the train was enough to keep me aroused all afternoon, and it shows in what I picked out. I had been thinking about it the entire time she arranged our room in the hotel and directed the small sea of porters to deal with our endless luggage. It was, I had to admit, something of a surprise to watch. Chanel had never done anything of the sort before, but here she was, in command and capable while I get to sit and watch and feel pretty and taken care of. When all was sorted, she even came and gave me a deep, long kiss, pushing me backwards far enough that my dress hiked up to expose my panties to all the onlookers in the lobby.

“Oh, yes.” Her breath is hot and sweet on my skin. “Is this just from little ol’ me?”

“Mostly.”

“Mostly?”

“Some of it is from the clothes, too.”

I went dramatic with my outfit, telling myself it was for her but knowing it was equally for me — a girl loves clothes. A sheer red silk nightie to start, with spaghetti straps that stretch over my collarbones and shoulders where they’re tied in pretty bows. It’s open in the front, the edges trimmed in scalloped red lace and finished at my neck with a large silk pussy bow. Underneath I paired it with a red satin waspie, tied around my waist with another ribbon, and a scrap of lace in the shape of a thong that barely covers my cage. Red fishnet stockings — we are by the ocean, after all — and a splash of smoky make-up to give myself a sultry look. I hid under the covers, waiting for Chanel to find me, and when she pulled them back to discover the silk and lace ruby waiting for her, she couldn’t keep her hands off of me.

She snorts. “You sissy. Look at you, all dressed up like a pretty little doll. Is this what it’ll be like? You’re going to spend hours picking out the frilliest, laciest things you can find just to get your Princess hard?”

“You like it,” I giggle.

“It’s so over the top!”

“You like that too.”

“I do not!”

“You don’t like my pretty red nightie?” I ask, meeting her gaze. Her hard cock twitches in my hand and I grin at her. “That seems to.”

“You know you can’t trust a girlcock.”

“Oh yeah? Does she like my little panties?” I push her cock down so her thick shaft bumps into my lace-covered cage. It sends a muted jolt of pleasure through me, but I can tell the effect was much more potent for her.

“I’d like them better off of you.”

“Who’s stopping you?”

But instead of removing them, her hand finishes its journey down my belly to its prize between my legs. She is an expert at teasing a sissy clitty: slow, stroking movements between the bars coupled with kisses to my neck, lips, chest, nipples. My body is her instrument of torment. Her tongue on my skin, the heat of her breath, the brush of her hair over my bare flesh — all of it combines with her skillful touches to overwhelm my mind and reduce me to desperate moans and whimpers while her own need builds and grows, pouring out of her in gasps and groans that make my whole body tremble.

Our lips meet each other in hungry, desperate kisses while I reach between her legs and take hold of her thick cock again. I love feeling it twitch in my hands. I love knowing how excited I’m making her with just my touch. And part of me, growing now but always there, loves knowing that she’s in charge. That she loves me just like this: dressed and locked and denied. That denial is part of our love.

My clit is leaking, but tonight it’s barely a trickle compared to the gushing waterfall pouring from Chanel’s cock. The tip spills hot precum all over my fingers as I squeeze her tight, stroking from base to tip so slowly that I can feel every ridge and bump beneath the silky skin. It pulses against my palm when my thumb swipes over her swollen tip before returning for another stroke. Her hips begin to grind against mine in time with my movement until we find ourselves wrapped up in an eager rhythm, our bodies pressed together tight enough to hear each other’s heartbeats.

“I want you inside me,” I gasp as her lips slide down to suck at one of my nipples through the nightie.

“Yeah?” she encourages.

“Please,” I breathe. “Please, Highness, I need your cock so bad. I’ve been thinking about it all day.”

“In between figuring out what pretty things to put on for me. Put your hands over your head.”

I comply. There is a wisp of pleasure just from obeying.

“Don’t move them, sissy, or I won’t give you what you really want. Keep them there like a good girl.”

“Yes, Highness.”

She pushes back the covers and straddles me on her knees, her cock pointed at my lips, her own skimpy nightie fluttering around her in the breeze. The moonlight glazes her curves and highlights her hard nipples as they build mountains in the sheer white silk. Her hair is a messy pile on the top of her head, sloppily tied with an elastic, but somehow it only makes her look more magnificent. Her cock bounces in time with her heartbeat as she makes me wait. A fat drop of pre-cum spills onto my chin. The longer she holds out, the more we both get excited, turning it into a game of who breaks first.

But Chanel always loses.

“You may suck.”


Chapter 3: Taking Her

I tease her, of course. It’s the only power I have, and I know she likes it. She can take me any way and any time she likes. If she didn’t want me to flicker my tongue along her underside, lapping at her flow of pre-cum, didn’t want me to threaten to kiss her velvety lip before pulling away, didn’t want me to look up at her with wide doe eyes — well, she could stop it any time she wants.

It doesn’t last long, though.

Chanel grabs my hair tight and shoves my head backwards into the pillow. I open my mouth wide just in time for her cock to fill it completely. It bumps against the back of my throat without hesitation, but after all this time I’ve learned how to take it. The tip slips inside of me while I hold back my gag reflex until she can push past it, burying every inch in my face. And then she starts to fuck my mouth.

She holds nothing back. My mouth is her fucktoy as she pushes forward, grunting, driving deep enough to cut off my breath before yanking out so quickly that my lips smack around her shaft. Her eyes are wild and full of lust as she stares down at me. She’s done this before, of course, but never quite like this. There’s a ferocity to it that I’ve never seen before. Is it anger at her mother, forcing her down this path? Fear at what comes next? Excitement at taking her first independent step into the unknown?

“I’m never going to get tired of fucking this,” she groans as I close my mouth around her, hands still high above my head in a position of absolute submission. “I hope you’re ready for a lifetime of being my little sissy fucktoy. Just my locked-up little toy with a useless caged clitty. Do you even remember what it was like before? When that pathetic thing could get hard?”

My body tenses as her words roll through me. Even without touching myself, they bring me perilously close to an unpermitted orgasm. It’s almost pathetic how much my body has been shaped to her desires: just thinking about the touch of silk, a glimpse of ruffled tulle, or a brush of lace is enough to make me desperately aroused. And Chanel loves teasing and tormenting me with them, even if I’m not sure how intentional it all is on her part. She may know what I am — she may even own me, but does she fully understand that the slightest touch of satin over my cage is enough to drive me wild? That the sight of frills or ribbons can turn me into a desperate puddle at her feet? Does she have any idea of the power she has over me?

When I feel her throb in my mouth and taste that familiar burst of pre-cum, I pull back, letting my lips drag across her shaft and making her squirm as she tries to keep from cumming. Her hand tightens in my hair and wrenches me back onto her. I don’t want her to cum yet. Not without fucking me. I look up at her desperately, trying to communicate that without words while her cock fills my mouth and throat, but she isn’t looking at me. Her head is thrown back in an arch of pleasure.

It only excites me more to know that my pleasure is almost accidental here. I really am just a toy: she might like to see me moan and beg and cum, but only because it arouses her. She’ll do whatever she wants to me as long as it makes her happy. I’m just lucky that being used like that makes me happy, too.

“You like my cock in your mouth?” she groans, the dirty talk almost more for her than me. “You want me to pump my cum down that throat?”

I whimper something incomprehensible around her shaft and suck hard on her tip, pulling away again, begging her with my body to put her cock somewhere else. She doesn’t get the message or simply chooses not to obey, holding me in place by the hair as she uses me as roughly and eagerly as if I really were just a set of holes for her pleasure. My face flushes with need; the heat rolls down from my cheeks all the way into my chest, setting my body ablaze and making it even harder to hold myself back. It would be so easy to cum now: the tiniest touch to my cage, even accidentally, could be enough.

And when Chanel does finally pull out of my mouth, I don’t know whether it’s because she realized what was about to happen or if she had been intending to do it all along. There’s no time to worry about that, though, because before I can even breathe deeply her weight is off of me and she’s grabbing at my thighs to spread them open wide. In one movement, she slides between my legs, lifting them up so that they hook over her shoulders, and plunges inside of me. Her thick cock fills my tight sissy hole without any trouble, slipping deep until her hips bump against my ass and I’m stretched around every inch. It’s desperately exciting to know how easily she can slip inside of me, how far I’ve come from being a freshly feminized maid to being her toy. The fullness is perfect, complete. This is what my body was made for.

“Is this what you want?” she growls as she starts to fuck me with fast strokes. “Is that why you’ve been trying to get away from me?”

“Oh, fuck, yes!” I squeal as she uses me. She takes over all my senses, making me feel weak and helpless in her grasp. Every thrust is an act of power and control. My clit dribbles pre-cum that runs down between my legs, soaking my panties until the material is saturated and it pours down into my hole, lubricating her cock. It stretches me, her tip pressing up against my sissy spot and forcing more pre-cum out of me and flooding my brain with nothing but pleasure and submission.

“You’re leaking,” she says. “You little slut. You love this. Look at how wet your little caged clitty gets when I fuck you like the sissy you are. It’s dripping everywhere. I bet you wish you could stroke it, don’t you? But you can’t, because it belongs to me, and I like it locked away where it can’t cause any trouble.”

She grabs my cage and uses it for leverage, leaning her upper body backwards and pulling me onto her cock instead of driving herself into me. That’s all my clit is good for: to be in service to her when it’s not a reminder of my place. I cum from being fucked, and I’m only worth fucking when she wants to cum.

“Just like that,” I moan, looking up at her with arched eyes as she towers over me. “Right there. Fuck me, baby, fuck your little cockslut!”

It’s almost embarrassing how easily I’ve been transformed. From the scared boy who came to serve the Princess in secret to whatever Chanel has turned me into: a dressed-up toy with just enough freedom to make my own choices about what clothes to put on while still locked away. Even now, as she fucks me, she controls everything else about me. Her hand wrapped around my tiny clitty. The steel pressing tight against me. And the way I respond to her — even without touching me directly, she can get my body to do what she wants.

“I’m going to cum in your tight sissy hole,” she grunts. “Do you want it there, or on your face?”

“On my cage,” I moan. It should be too embarrassing to admit I want it, but the shame is part of the thrill.

It has the effect I expected. Chanel loses control and cums right there with her cock buried in my ass, the eruption happening so quickly and violently that her seed spurts out of me around her cock. She screams and wrenches it out of me, pressing her squirting tip against my locked clit, and I break her rule, grabbing her cock and pumping it with my hand while she shoots thick ropes of cum onto me. It splashes into my panties, the waspie, the nightie, reaching my belly. A few drops even land on my cheek.

“Yes!” I scream. “Cum for me! Cum on my little clitty!”

The heat burns through the material as her cock sprays all over me. It’s more than I’ve ever seen before. Even that first time, ensconced in her room after the debacle at the ball, Chanel came hard and strong, but never quite like this. Now her cum covers me, coating my cage until I’m a sticky mess. Only when the flow finally stops do I let go of her cock and look up at her with pleading eyes, ready to beg her for more, my own pleasure at a near-climax but not quite enough to bring me over the edge. I want to go there. My body burns with it.

But the denial is almost better.

“That was amazing,” she breathes, snuggling down next to me as my body rages against the pleasure it was refused. She plays with a nipple and giggles at my reaction before pulling the covers up. “It’s hot that you’re going to sleep in my cum like that.”

“Anything for you,” I moan.

Even if it means helping her throw away the life she was supposed to have.


Chapter 4: Thrilling Her

My body hums with nervous energy when my eyes snap open in the morning. The sun is just beginning to make itself known between the snowcaps behind the hotel, its light twinkling on the sleepy ocean and beach below. A scooter splutters by, the birds chirp, a man shouts at a delivery truck. The air through the open balcony door chills my exposed skin and I snuggle closer to Chanel’s sleeping form, letting her warm breath replace the cool air.

I can still feel her cum stuck to me, dried into my delicate panties, staining me with her dominance. That triggers the memories of the night before and in an instant, I’m stiff in my cage, squirming against her as I think about what we’re doing here. Why we’re here. What comes next. I reach down and feel my leaking already starting to moisten Chanel’s dried cum and, almost automatically, I scoop some of the combined liquid up on my fingers and suck them clean. The heady, musky taste makes me shiver and my clit throb even harder. Desperate arousal floods me and I need to be fucked again, right now.

My hand slips down to my panties again and I start rubbing in circles, imagining Chanel there, whispering delicious, dirty things to me. Just like that, baby, like it’s a real clitty. I’m going to keep you locked in that cage forever, you know that, right? Because you want it. Because that’s where you belong. I’m going to fuck you until you’re a squealing mess soaking your panties with your denial, begging me to let you cum, begging to be fucked like the pretty little sissy slut you are. And you know what I’m going to say when you beg, baby?

“No,” I moan softly, discovering that my other hand has pinched a hard nipple through my nightie. “You’re going to say no.”

I almost cum right there.

Instead, I lick the last of her from my fingers until her taste is gone and the only thing soaking my panties is my dribbling pre-cum. I tear myself away and get ready for the surprise I’ve been planning since I realized she was serious about this plan. Checking her to make sure she’s still asleep, I slip out of bed and pad down the hallway to the dressing room where I carefully laid out all of our clothes. This, however, I hid from her — not that she ever bothered to come in here, anyway.

I dress quickly and efficiently, the movements so practiced and automatic I barely notice I’m doing them. Garter belt on, straps facing the right way. Stockings rolled up, no runs, no tears, seams straight. Clipped in, straighten the little emerald green bows on each tab. Panties, next, this pair with smooth satin in the front and the lace-trimmed rear opening closed with small satin buttons. I shiver and bite my lip as I imagine Chanel slowly opening them, one at a time, before slipping her throbbing cock between the lacy edges and fucking me in my girlish finery. I don’t let the fantasy distract me from the dress next, then the frothy petticoat, headband, and heels. My makeup, I decide after examining myself in the mirror, turning my head from side to side, is acceptable; I touch up my lips with pink gloss before I step out into the corridor.

The restaurant is still sleepy, with only a few guests braving the early hours, all of whom politely and pointedly do not look at me. They may not have seen a sissy maid in the flesh before, but they’ll know who I am, why I am here, and who I serve. One man gives me a leering smile that I return with a pout before returning to the elevator carrying a tray loaded down with breakfast foods, two twinkling glasses of champagne balanced precariously near the edge.

I struggle with the elevator button. Any position I try to press it threatens to upend the tray, and the gentle nudge I can manage with my elbow is rebuffed. I scan the foyer frantically for a place close enough to the doors to set my tray down, but the only place is a credenza that looks too far away for me in my towering heels. There’s a pang in my chest. This was all so stupid! All of it — putting on this for Chanel, running this little errand, pretending that somehow this is normal and that things are going to be okay. My eyes sting and I realize I’m fighting back tears.

“All because of an elevator!” I half-sob to myself.

“Pretty girl like you shouldn’t be crying over something like that,” comes a tender voice from behind me. I whirl and see it belongs to a glamorous-looking woman whose slender frame is draped in a clingy black dress that’s so sheer I can see that she’s wearing no bra and a bare scrap of lace for a thong, and I think I see something inside. She lifts her enormous sunglasses and sets them on her head while giving me a sympathetic smile. “Up or down?”

“Up,” I say, biting back tears.

She winks as she presses the button. “Tough day?”

“I wish it was just a day.”

She snorts in agreement. It’s strange for someone — especially a beautiful woman like this — to talk to me like I’m a peer, not a sissy. When the door opens, I say my thanks and step inside.

“See you around,” the woman calls before it starts to rise.

Chanel is just stirring when I come back into the room. I set the tray on the foot of the bed, catch a wobbling champagne glass, and go to her side of the bed. When I brush an errant lock of hair from her face, her eyes slowly unfold and her eyes roll into focus.

“Hey,” she says, her voice dry and hoarse.

“Hey yourself. I thought you’d never get up.”

“Sun’s not even up.”

“I got breakfast.”

“What are you wearing?”

“Do you like it?” I take a step back and give her a little twirl that sends the skirts flaring.

“You look like a maid.”

“I am a maid,” I grin, lifting the emerald green satin hem of my skirt and exposing the frothy petticoat underneath. It’s all ruffles and lace trim, framing the low neckline and running down the front; encircling the hem; trimming the balloon sleeves. Pretty green bows stud expanses that might otherwise be too bare and unfeminine.

“Didn’t think I’d get to see you in something like this,” she grins, wiping sleep from her eyes. “Didn’t think you’d want it.”

“I love it,” I purr. “Want to see how much?”

She sits up, shoving a pile of hair over her head. “Yes.” I reach up into the white cloud of lace and silk and begin to tug my panties down before Chanel stops me. “No, no,” she grins. “Turn around.”

I bite my lip and my stomach flutters as I obey. “Like this?”

“Bend over.”

I make sure to arch my back so that my panties are just visible beneath the froth of my petticoat. “Like this?”

“Oh,” Chanel says. “What’s this?”

Her fingertip bumps down the line of satin buttons before hooking in the lace-trimmed gap at the bottom, thrusting inside and brushing up against my hole. I gasp and it tenses around her. Just that touch is enough to make me shiver and lean forwards, pressing my chest and cheek against the window and pushing my rear towards her.

“Look how desperate you are. One little touch and you’re already pushing back against me. Fuck, I love how denial turns a sissy into a needy little slut.” Chanel laughs roughly. “Is that because I didn’t let you cum last night?”

“Maybe,” I pout, peering over my shoulder.

“You look fucking hot like this,” Chanel says. “And I love what I can do to you with just one little touch.”

“You could do something else to me.”

“You can, too.” She throws back the blanket and reveals her hard, throbbing cock.

She doesn’t even have to command me to drop to my knees and start sucking it.


Chapter 5: Three Sissy Maids

“I wish you’d let me change.”

“Why? You look hot. And you said you like your frilly little maid’s dresses.”

“But that’s not how I want to meet your friend!”

“Sera’s not going to think any less of you for it. She has her own maids.”

I blink at Chanel. “Maids like — like me?”

She gives me a sly, sideways look. “You thought my family was special?”

I sit back against the leather seat in the back of the car that was sent for us at the hotel. “Actually, I did.”

“There’s a long history of girls like you in places like this,” Chanel says, the hand on my thigh slipping almost accidentally up under my skirt. Her nails graze the front of my satin panties, tracing the outline of my cage. “Of course, we’re a little unique in how we keep you under control.”

She finished twice this morning; once in my throat, once in my panties. Her finger there makes me twitch and I try to suppress a moan. Chanel can tell, and because she’s Chanel, she lets the exploration move up to the lace-trimmed waistband of my panties, tugging them down. I bite my lip and shoot her a look, then glance at the driver.

“At least close the privacy barrier,” I hiss.

“That’s no fun,” Chanel says with a predatory grin, her fingers working over my caged clit in earnest now. “If you don’t want him to hear, don’t make any noise. Unless you want him to know what you are? Want him to hear how a locked sissy sounds when she’s being teased? Maybe I should make you moan loud enough that he pulls over to watch.”

She teases me expertly as I try my hardest to suppress the sounds she wants me to make. Moans die on my tongue, gasps in my chest. Instead I shiver and twitch and buck against the seat all under Chanel’s satisfied gaze. Pre-cum spills out of me, mixing with her still-wet cum that coats the inside of my panties. She scoops some up and presents it to me, a glossy strand dripping off her fingers, giving me an expectant raise of her eyebrow when I balk at it.

“You seemed to enjoy it this morning,” she says with a smirk.

“You were asleep?”

“I didn’t want to interrupt you when you were having such a lovely time.”

I slurp them clean, feeling the same flutter of excitement in my belly just as the car pulls into a gravel driveway in front of a stately mansion built from weathered sandstone. A dense network of vines crawl up the sides, threatening the windows and doors, each covered with delicate pink flowers that perfume the air.

Chanel shoves open the car door before I have a chance to get out.

“That’s my job!” I call to her. But she’s already circling around to my side, pulling open the door and offering me her hand with that same satisfied smirk. “You might be dressed like a maid, but you don’t have to act like one.”

There are actual maids for that: three of them, identical down to the blonde curls, each dressed in a frilly little eruption of black silk and white lace, their dresses somehow even shorter than what the Queen dressed her staff in. Their panties are plainly visible along with their garter straps, though that’s not what has my attention. As they mince their way across the sun-baked gravel, heels crunching, heads perfectly level, their hips aren’t the only thing swinging. Pressing desperately against the cloud of white silk are three hard cocks, each nearly the size of Chanel’s, and each clearly glistening with dewy pre-cum.

They’re beautiful. Perfect. Everything a sissy maid should be and they’re not even locked. The sight of their free cocks, a reminder of what makes me different, makes my cage feel tighter.

And following not far behind them is a tall, slender woman wearing a sheer black garter belt that connects, as a single, unbroken piece, to her sheer black stockings, the edges trimmed with black eyelash lace that frames her thick cock. It tents the clingy black dress she has, so sheer that I can see she’s not wearing a bra underneath it. When she shoves her oversized sunglasses on top of her head, she gives us a broad smile.

“Chanel! You got here just in time! The girls and I were just beginning our afternoon playtime. Join us?”

“Twist my arm, Sera,” Chanel giggles. “Sérafina de Montclair, this is — “

“Actually, we’ve met,” she says, offering me a hand, her wrist bent. I lean forwards and press my lips to it. When I do, it twists around and grabs my chin, forcing my head up to meet her steel-blue gaze. “Nice to see you again... Hmm, I don’t think I caught your name, girl.”

“Chloe,” I breathe. If my shaft wasn’t so tightly locked, it would be as hard as any of the girls’ around me.

“Chloe,” she repeats, giving me goosebumps. “Chanel always had an eye for the pretty ones.” She lingers there for a long beat as our bags are unloaded by the driver and the maids wait obediently for a command from their Mistress. “Come,” she finally says. “I want to see if the stories I’ve heard about you are true. Fleur, Britta, Zsófia?”

Two of the maids take my hands and lead me towards the house while the third takes Chanel’s. Sérafina turns on her heel, sheer dress whirling, and leads us out of the heat and into the cool, heavy interior of the house. The crunch of our heels gives way to clicks as we traverse the marble floors, down an enormous hallway trimmed with dark wood and lined with oil portraits, and out into a vast lounge centered around a pink velvet couch that could double as a continent. One wall is all windows overlooking the alpine slopes, the twinkling ocean just visible beyond.

“Where we were, Britta?” Sérafina purrs as she settles primly on the couch, plucking a pair of black lace panties from the floor and flinging them behind her. Her dress wafts slowly down over her still-throbbing hard-on.

“We were just about to start our kisses, Mistress,” says one of the maids in a thick accent that turns her W’s into V’s. “And without panties this time, you said.”

“Divine,” Sérafina says, settling backwards into the couch. She pats a spot next to her. “Chanel, darling?”

Chanel practically runs to join her. The other maids follow, giggling and holding hands, before taking up a position in front of the couch, their skirts and petticoats bobbing sweetly around them, held up and out of the way by their prodigious frontal hardware. I can’t stop staring at the rigid cocks, so stiff they barely move at all.

“Chloe?” Chanel says from the couch. Sérafina is already draping herself over her, fingers playing at Chanel’s low-cut neckline and high-cut hem. Chanel flicks her head towards the maids as one starts kissing Britta, their bodies pressing together, cocks disappearing inside a frilly cloud of lace and silk.

“Yes?”

She gives me a pointed look just before Sérafina’s hand finds the prize in her skirt and her expression hazes over with pleasure.

“Join them.”


Chapter 6: Zsófia

One of the maids — Zsófia, perhaps — sticks out her lower lip and tilts her head as she offers me her hand. A lazy afternoon breeze carries wafts of sunlight into the aerie.

“Nervous?” she purrs in some beautiful, unplaceable European accent that colors every syllable with lust. “Let me help you.”

She pulls me tightly against her and I can feel her cock throbbing against the front of my panties. Our dresses crush together in a silken symphony, her stocking-glazed leg slipping between mine, the nylon buzzing deliciously over our skin. I let out a tiny gasp as pleasure washes through me and my clit responds. Not the way I’d like, the way these girls’ cocks can, but the way mine is meant to: tiny and useless in its cage, dribbling pre-cum into my emerald green panties.

Zsófia’s slender arms fold around me and draw me into a tight embrace as her wide eyes flutter shut, smoky eyeshadow glittering, and presses her soft, full lips against mine. She is a prodigious kisser and I melt into her instantly. Pins and needles start between my shoulder blades before crawling out over my body. Our mouths open and her tongue flickers across mine, her breath drawing me more tightly against her. Her cock twitches against mine, both furiously hard, but only one free. A moan escapes me.

“Fuck,” I hear Chanel breathe. “Why is it so hot to see them kiss like this?”

“Beautiful things should enjoy each other,” Sérafina says. “That’s why I’m going to enjoy you.”

“You already are.”

There’s a tightness in my chest, a sudden cutting flash of awareness of what’s happening to Chanel. What she’s allowing to happen. When I was still just a maid, it didn’t bother me at all that she’d sleep around. I had no idea how many maids she was fucking while I was on her staff, nor how many came before me, but it didn’t matter then. It’s a shock to realize that now I don’t think of her as above me, anymore — or if I do, it’s only because she’s mine to serve, no one else’s.

Jealousy burns through me, sharp and hot. She’s mine. I’m hers. How can she just —

I struggle to break the kiss and see what’s happening, my heart thumping, but Zsófia presses a firm hand on my cheek and turns me back to her perfect face. “Just kiss,” she instructs.

“I need to see — “

My objection is silenced by her lips. They are soft and wonderful. The sensation of her grinding against me sends a delicious shudder through my body, but it all stops when I hear Chanel squeal and giggle in delight. “Sera! You haven’t done that since school!”

“You loved it then. Move your hand.”

“That was a — oh, fuck, Sera. Nobody does it like you.”

Zsófia’s hands are slipping down under my skirt, now, almost distracting me from Chanel’s pleasure. They slide over my satin garter belt, one finger following the line of a strap, the other running over the front of my panties. She freezes, reeling back with a look of shock on her face, looking over to Sérafina and Chanel on the couch. They are untangling themselves when I look, too.

“Madame!” Zsófia gasps. “She has no cock?”

Sérafina looks at Chanel with mild surprise, but Chanel belts out a laugh. “The only cocks allowed at the Palace belong to the royal family, honey. Why don’t you see what she has?”

The other two maids, Britta and Fleur, have stopped kissing and are looking curiously at me now, too. I feel a flush of embarrassment as Zsófia drops down to a squat, pulling my panties with her and letting them slip down to my ankles. When she gasps, she covers her mouth dramatically, fingers flexing backwards. The act does not hide the look of cruel delight on her face.

“She is locked!”

It shouldn’t be this humiliating. How many times have I shown my cage to a royal, or another maid, or Martsee, or even some curious, foreign dignitary who’s had a few too many? But there it was the expectation. But not in Sérafina’s mansion. Here it’s just another indicator of what I am and how much casual control Chanel exerts over me.

“Kiss it, cutie,” the Princess commands.

Zsófia teases it with the tip of her tongue, looking from the couple on the couch to me as she does. Electric pleasure jolts through me and I gasp, shifting my feet so the sensations don’t knock me over. The maid giggles and slurps my entire caged tip into her mouth, her fingers wrapped around the inside of my thighs.

“Oh, fuck, that’s hot,” Chanel breathes from the couch.

This time when I look at them, Sérafina is slurping Chanel’s throbbing cock, freed from beneath her dress. Chanel is staring at me, her gaze flicking to the maid and back, her face a novel of arousal and dominance.

She’s getting sucked while watching me get teased. This is what she wants. To see me used, displayed, turned into entertainment for her pleasure.

“Don’t stop even if she cums,” Chanel commands. “You have permission to use her for your own pleasure.”

“And us, too?” Fleur says excitedly. Sérafina nods and the pair behind Zsófia squeal with delight. I can almost hear their cocks get harder.

“She’s ready to pop,” Chanel continues. “I’ve been fucking her practically non-stop for days.”

“And you haven’t let her cum?” Sérafina says, sounding genuinely surprised. “The poor thing.”

“She prefers it. Doesn’t she, Chloe?”

I’m only half-aware of what’s happening around me. Zsófia has started sucking earnestly at my cage. It sends spark after awful, muted, wonderful spark through my body while two more maids press themselves against me. One slips a finger up under my petticoat and rubs between my legs, pressing hard against my locked hole. The other begins to kiss me, and her lips taste like vanilla, her fingernails dancing across the bottom of my chin and jaw.

“Yes,” I breathe as the pleasure transmutes into submission inside me. “I want to be locked for the Princess.”

“Use her, girls,” Sérafina says idly. “I want to see what Chanel’s plaything is capable of.”


Chapter 7: Fleur

The teasing of my body does not last long. Fleur pushes me to my knees from behind, cooing over ’ow pretty your dress is!, her fingers knitting into my hair as they force my head towards Britta’s throbbing cock. Zsófia begins to kiss Fleur above me, her hand going to the other maid’s cock while mine goes to hers. Beneath the dense, rustling skirts, the air is thick with musk and perfume, all seasoned with a hint of sweat that makes everything taste and smell even sweeter.

“Suck,” Britta says, her accent transforming the word into sock as her cock head parts my lips. It tastes like a spring day after rain, just as the soaked earth and new flowers are beginning to scent the air. It’s soft and velvety, very obviously the same kind of thing that Chanel fucks me with, but different — girlier, somehow. Less aggressive. Sissy cock is a foreign taste. Sweet and delicate.

But she uses it no differently. Gentle, experimental strokes quickly turn into fast, aggressive thrusts. She is so hard and so precise with her movements that it feels like being facefucked by a machine more than a girl. Every movement sends her skirts swirling around her hips. It takes effort for me not to topple over in my heels, and I’m thankful when she knits her fingers into my hair to hold me in place.

Chanel is moaning on the couch, obscured from view by stocking-covered legs and lace-trimmed skirts. Here, between the three prodigious maids, it is some kind of girlish heaven, all silk and frills and pre-cum and kisses. I try to tell myself that I’m doing this for Chanel, that I really want her and just her, but part of me knows that isn’t true any more than she wants me. That sense grows inside of me, my caged clit throbbing and dripping into my panties around my ankles.

I am a creature of her pleasure. Whatever she wants me to do, however she wants me done, I will do it. It arouses her to see me played with by these stunning maids. Sérafina can suck her, fuck her, whatever she desires — and certainly it turns Chanel on to know that it makes me jealous. I burn with it now, desperate to see what they’re doing, discovering myself getting harder and more frustrated as my mind plays out the scenarios taking place on the couch and my mouth is filled with Britta’s pre-cum.

“Should we cum now, Mistress?” Fleur asks innocently.

“Maybe I should take a page out of Chanel’s methods,” Sérafina says luridly. “Maybe you girls shouldn’t be allowed to cum at all. Maybe I should put you in tiny little cages like hers, hmm? Imagine it, girls. Those beautiful cocks of yours, locked away forever, reduced to pathetic little clitties that can only dribble and leak. No more cumming whenever you want. Just constant, aching denial. Doesn’t that sound delicious?”

Zsófia gasps. “Please, Mistress, no! No!” she begs in her heavy accent, as if this is the worst thing she can imagine. It makes more shame bubble up inside of me, especially when Chanel’s giggle melts into another moan, and all of it only makes the pre-cum spilling out of my cage turn from a drip into a fountain.

“No?” Sérafina says. “You wouldn’t like that? I tell you what. If each of you can make poor locked up Chloe cum, then you all may cum as well.”

I shiver, not sure whether to be excited or terrified as the maids turn their throbbing attention to me.

“’ow do you like it?” asks Fleur.

“Don’t worry about that,” Chanel says. “She prefers you to use her however you want.”

“Over the chair, then,” Fleur purrs.

“Oh, fuck,” I moan as I am finally, completely stripped of my panties, my legs spread, my waist bent over the back of an ornate armchair.

Behind me, Fleur fluffs my skirts, piling them on the small of my back and exposing my rear and puckered hole. She rests her fingertip against it and I gasp as it greedily pulls it in, much to the tittering delight of the maids and the satisfied, moaning gasps coming from the couch.

“Her little hole is so ‘ungry!” giggles Fleur. She teases me for a moment, thrusting her finger fully inside and pressing it against my sissy spot while the other maids marvel at the gush of pre-cum spilling out of me.

“I’ve heard them called ‘chastity tears,’” Chanel says. “But that doesn’t seem right. Chloe loves being in her tight little cage. In fact, I’m not even sure she can cum without it anymore.”

The finger is quickly removed. A thick cock head takes its place, the tip resting against me. There is a rustle of skirts and a clicking of heels behind me followed quickly by wet slurps and Fleur’s high-pitched, squealing gasps as the other maids ready her.

“Get her nice and slippery, girls,” Sérafina says with obvious excitement.

“Fuck her brains out,” Chanel drawls.

“Kiss me,” I gasp, looking lazily up at Chanel as Fleur slides her cock up and down over my hole.

I need her. These beautiful girls, even with their perfect cocks, are not enough, not quite right. I need Chanel’s eyes on me, her lips on mine, the reminder that I’m hers.

“Such a romantic,” Chanel giggles. I see her start to rise, but Britta takes her place, cupping my chin in her hand and beginning to give me slow, tender kisses. They’re not what I want, but even I can’t deny they are wonderful, exciting my skin and making every sensation more intense.

Especially my hole slowly being stretched open.

“Oh,” Fleur gasps. “She is so tight. It’s been so long since I’ve ‘ad one this tight.”

Britta pouts above me.

“Get all the way in,” Chanel says. “She can take a lot.”

“And then?” Fleur asks hopefully.

“Then fuck her until she’s screaming.”


Chapter 8: Britta

The last person to fuck me was Chanel, and the Queen before that, and both had the same habits. A single, powerful thrust to the very hilt. But Fleur is slow and tender, slipping inside of me in careful motions, our bodies responding together the way that two sissy maids can. I could only imagine these girls spent most of their time fucking and being fucked, and as a result, Fleur fills me with the sweetness of a sissy who knows exactly where my pleasure spots are.

“Oh — oh — f-f-fuck — “ I moan. Pre-cum spurts from my tip with every one of Fleur’s slow movements. A deep slide in followed by a slow pull back, then in deeper, then back out almost all the way, the underside of her cock grinding against my sissy spot the entire time. She is harder than any cock I’ve ever felt before — it’s like being fucked by velvet wrapped around steel.

“Don’t let that go to waste,” Sérafina commands idly, flicking her hand at my pre-cum.

Britta and Zsófia both leap towards it.

“I haven’t tasted it!” Zsófia whines.

“You got to suck her cage!”

Britta wins, wrapping her lips around me and sucking just as Fleur finally buries herself completely inside of me. The sensations are overwhelming, my body wracked with torments of pleasure. My legs are already shaking, Britta moaning loudly beneath me as she slurps at my cage while I can feel Zsófia beginning to run her hands up under her petticoats and over the front of her panties.

And the sensation only builds when Fleur begins fucking me in earnest. She may have entered me gently, but the sweet little maid fucks me like she’s a pro, not even bothering with long strokes but instead opting for fast thrusts. They’re shallow and hard, pounding against my sissy spot, driving more spills of pre-cum from my tip. She yelps with every thrust, her body tensing behind me.

But as good as it feels to have her cock buried inside me, to feel her skirts brush against my bare skin and her nails digging into my hips, it’s teasing me more than it’s bringing me to climax. “Please,” I moan. “Deeper, please!”

“No,” Chanel breathes. “Just like that. You look so cute like this, still desperate and denied, never quite getting what you want, even while you’re being fucked.”

Fleur is getting close. I can hear it in the way her breath hisses between clenched teeth, her moans starting to bubble up from the back of her throat. “I need to cum!”

“Not until our guest does,” Sérafina says coolly. “Work harder, girls.”

“If we could just take this cage off,” Zsófia sighs.

“Then she’d never cum at all,” Chanel says.

“Britta,” Sérafina commands. “Your turn.”

Fleur makes a keening sound but obeys immediately, her cock slipping out of me while Britta steps up behind me. Fleur makes sad little noises for a few moments before they turn into happy giggles as she and Zsófia start rubbing the undersides of their cocks together while kissing in front of me. The sight of the two gorgeous girls enjoying themselves in such a perfect sissy way makes me twitch.

And then Britta slides inside of me.

Her cock is no softer than Fleur’s was, and even wider. She doesn’t have quite the same length, but the way she stretches me open makes me moan and collapse over the back of the chair. Sérafina and Chanel have slipped sideways on the couch, their cocks buried in each other’s mouths. But even like that, Chanel’s eyes are glued to mine as she watches the frill-drenched maids fuck me, one after another, like the slutty little sissy toy she wants me to be.

“She is tight,” Britta says. “Oh, fuck. Do you like that, Chloe? Do you like my thick girlcock stretching you open?”

“Yes!” I gasp. “Fuck me deep! Hard, Britta!”

And to my joy, she does. Every thrust hits home, her entire length driving deep into me from behind and driving pre-cum out of my cage. Our bodies respond together, my hole tightening around her as her pace quickens, her angle shifting until she is grinding against my sissy spot and spreading me wide open, pounding so hard her package slaps against mine.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasp. “Oh — oh — oh — “

Chanel’s cock is in someone else’s mouth when I finally erupt, painting the back of the chair with my watery sissy cum, my legs vibrating and body shaking. Britta doesn’t stop fucking me, squeezing out as much cum from me as she can before she finally erupts herself, squirting inside of me with every thrust. We’re both left gasping as she pulls out, my knees going weak. I drape myself over the chair as I lose feeling in my legs, panting heavily.

“Zsófia next.”

They don’t even give me a chance to catch my breath.


Chapter 9: Hers

Fleur’s cock fills my mouth as Zsófia takes her place. I think more pre-cum is spilling out onto my tongue than came out of my cage all day. Fleur seems desperately aroused by all of this, her cheeks flushed, her mouth never quite closing, her iron bar of a cock bouncing violently with her heartbeat. It takes some effort for her to stuff it between my lips, but when it’s there, I suck eagerly, swallowing the torrent of arousal pouring out of her.

And then Zsófia begins fucking me in earnest. She’s not nearly so patient or gentle as Fleur was, nor so rough and hard as Britta was, either. But she has power and stamina behind each one of her deep thrusts. As my body rocks against hers, she wraps her hands around my garter belt and uses it for leverage. Almost immediately, there’s a pleasure building inside of me that drowns out every other sensation, growing higher and higher with each pounding thrust.

“I can’t believe she can do it more than once,” Sérafina says.

“She’s a sissy maid,” Chanel says idly. “She’ll do it as many times as she’s ordered.”

Sérafina gives her a look of surprise, like she’s just learned about some barbaric custom of a far-off land.

“Keeping them locked and dressed in frilly little things like that” — Chanel waves her fingers at my dress — “does more than just make them so wonderfully desperate, you know. They’ll cum over and over until they’re sobbing and still beg for more.”

The clinical way Chanel describes me should hurt, but instead it makes me throb with need. There is something deeply intimate — almost romantic — about the way she talks about it. The way she thinks about me.

“I bet she never even got soft,” Chanel continues. “That’s the power of the cage, Sera. It keeps them desperate, and when they cum, it only makes them hornier.” Her laugh has a note of delighted cruelty to it, and I notice that Sérafina is inspecting me, the gears clearly turning in her head.

Then it all disappears in a haze of pleasure as Zsófia drives herself into me. Britta kisses Fleur noisily above me, her cock still half-erect, and I take her the rest of the way with my hand. Neither girl looks down at me as they kiss and I suck and pump, but their bodies move in time together and their kisses grow faster and louder as they draw closer to another orgasm.

“Cum, you bitch!” Zsófia snaps from behind me. “I’ve been fucking you like a cow and I am close!”

“Let me finish her,” Fleur says, wrenching herself away from my hand.

“No!” Zsófia cries. “I didn’t say I needed help!”

“Fleur’s turn,” Sérafina says.

“She’s had one already!”

“If you talk back again, I’ll put your cock in a cage even smaller than Chloe’s and start calling it a clit. Is that what you want, girl?”

Zsófia grumbles as she removes herself from me and Fleur excitedly steps back behind me. Now that I’ve felt all three, hers is my favorite, thick and long and perfectly controlled for maximum pleasure. She grabs my hair and uses it to wrench my head backwards as she fucks me, leaning forwards and muttering softly in a language I can’t understand. But her tone and the tension in her voice makes the meaning clear. I let myself slip into the warm bath of pleasure, feeling my skirts bounce around me, the filmy cling of the stockings, the squeeze of the dress, the constant pressure of the cage. Everything blurs together and I dissolve into pure sensation and service.

And then Fleur’s voice breaks through and I realize I can understand her now, a repeated mantra whispered straight into my ear where it dives deep into my brain. “Cum, girl, cum from my thick cock. Let me fill you up with my cum.”

“Call me a good girl,” I whisper.

“Be a good girl and cum for Fleur.”

My second orgasm is squeezed out of me at first. Then it erupts, a torrent bursting open a crack in a dam. It barely has a chance before Fleur explodes inside of me, filling me up, her entire body tense as she wraps herself around my body and pulls me tight against her. Her breath is hot on my neck, her mouth sucking gently at my skin, her hips barely moving as she floods me. It’s tender and sweet — almost romantic.

She floats away from me and then it’s Zsófia’s cock again, furiously hard this time. She wastes no time fucking me. It’s aggressive, almost angry, like she’s trying to force me to cum just so she can, too. But even though my body is tingling with sensitivity and every touch sends new waves of pleasure through me, even though my sissy hole is stretched wide open, filled with cum, I’m not ready to cum yet.

“She needs me,” Chanel says softly, almost apologetically, to Sérafina.

“Leave her,” Sérafina grunts. “Zsófia doesn’t need to cum today.”

“Yes I do!”

Chanel gives Sérafina a slow, tender kiss, then comes over to me, settling herself down in the chair and tipping my head up. My neck is tired, every muscle exhausted, my energy spent on pleasure and orgasm. She gives me a soft smile and a peck on the cheek before beginning to whisper in my ear.

Finally. Finally, it’s her.

“I want you to cum, baby. There’s nothing hotter than seeing you all dolled up for me like this, in your pretty green dress, cocks buried in your tight little ass. That ass is mine. Mine for fucking, for cumming in. Mine to do anything I want with. I’ll share it with as many people as I want, and you’ll take it. You’ll beg me for it.”

I nod frantically, body shuddering with every one of Zsófia’s violent thrusts. There’s almost no pleasure now, just sensation: the rise of pressure, the knowledge of what comes next. “Yes, Highness,” I moan.

“No,” she whispers. “No, not because you’re my maid. Tell me why you’ll do it.”

It’s impossible to form thoughts, but I try for her. “Because — because I want to.”

“Because you’re mine.” She leans forwards, her lips against my ear. “Because you’re my fucking lover.”

The pleasure comes rushing in all at once, breaking down my barriers and making me scream. I pump a third load against the back of the chair, but I barely even notice what Zsófia is doing. She’s gone, irrelevant — all that matters is me and Chanel. I realize she’s embracing me, her arms wrapped around me as I cum, not from being fucked, but from being Chanel’s. From knowing that she’s right. I’ll do anything she wants, not because I have to. But because I want to.

There’s no denying it. I might not be a maid anymore, but I’ll always be a sissy. Always be her sissy. Always long for her touch, crave the taste of her cock, ache to hear her voice telling me how beautiful I am. How perfect we are together. Because now I know it isn’t an act for her. It’s not just something she says or does for fun.

It’s because I love her, and she loves me.


Claiming my Sissy Innocence: Her Punished Sissy Maid 5

by Vanessa Lockridge


The dress is white. The cage is permanent. And tonight, I'm giving myself to the Queen forever.

She keeps me in the smallest cage imaginable, permanently sealed, impossibly tight. She dresses me in sheer lace that hides nothing and emphasizes everything. And when the negotiations get difficult, when diplomacy requires creative solutions, I discover exactly what it means to be her favorite.

This is the rest of my life now. Silk and lace and denial and submission. And I wouldn't have it any other way.
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Chapter 1: A Message

I awake suddenly, my eyes snapping open, all my senses on high alert. It’s a habit I developed after being secreted in palace closets and hallways when Chanel and I still lived there, usually with some juices still in my mouth or on my face. It’s not entirely different from now: Fleur and Britta are tangled around my legs and Zsófia’s little shaft is dangerously close to my cheek. It’s still dribbling from the events of last night, which resulted in missing panties, a torn silk nightie that I thought was especially beautiful, a run in my stockings, and an ending that did not see me released from my cage.

Sérafina stirs and rolls over, her knuckles brushing me, and the sensation drives out the last of whatever sleep was still lingering. Chanel is draped across her, one hand still cupping her breast, both of them covered in sticky marks from last night. I’d never seen so much in my life — I didn’t even realize a human body could produce that much.

I roll over and try to get back to sleep, shoving Zsófia’s clit out of the way. She moans adorably, muttering something in a language I can’t understand, her perfect lips making a perfect O that’s begging for something to fill it. She’s too perfect. I hate her. I desperately want to fuck her again.

Of course, there’s something in the way stopping that.

Tak tak tak.

This time I sit straight up, straining to hear over the sounds of birdsong filtering in through the open windows. The early morning light is still blue but the air is warm even this high up in the mountains. It’s scented with the fat flowers blossoming outside, each one a swollen, pink marvel.

Tak tak tak.

I get out of bed, re-clipping one of my garter tabs to my drooping stocking but not bothering to check my seams, and pad down the hallway in search of the sound. My stomach is twisting for some reason, my heart a dull pain in my chest. There’s no reason for me to feel nervous, but I am, and I can’t explain why. I try to convince myself this is nothing. A bird, or a tree branch, or —

Tok tok tok.

The sound is unmistakable: someone is at the door. The idea feels almost absurd to me. Who would even bother coming up to this mountain palace in the early hours of the morning? Why would you? The only explanation is the one I fear the most. The only person who would is the last person in the world I want to see.

When I open the door, I’m relieved that it’s not her. But it only lasts for the briefest of moments — just long enough for the feeling of my heart sinking into my belly to become an exquisitely intense pain instead of a moment of panic.

“You’re a mess,” Martsee quips.

I glance down at myself and instantly feel embarrassed and self-conscious as my former superior glares at me. I try to tug the skimpy nightie over myself, but that just exposes the dried cum on my shoulder and chest. I settle for being disheveled with my cage hidden.

The head of the maid service at the palace — the palace that Chanel and I just escaped from — looks, unfortunately, gorgeous. The fresh mountain air must be good for her, or maybe it’s the time off; she’s aging, but instead of looking droopy and tired, she looks elegant and refined. This is a maid who knows exactly how to get what she wants.

“What do you want?” I ask sleepily.

She fishes into the bosom of her dress and pulls out an envelope closed with a wax seal. I eyeball her, impressed that she’s in her uniform, before I realize that the Queen would expect it of her. The bitch. My belly tightens again. Could the Queen be here? I try to look around Martsee to the silver car behind her, but the windows are too tinted for me to see.

“Esmerelda is not here,” Martsee says tartly, waggling the envelope at me. “Take it.”

I do without looking at it. “Who’s Esmerelda?”

“The Queen,” she says. “Formerly, anyway.”

I gape at her, mind still swimming from last night. She sighs and rolls her eyes dramatically before tapping the envelope. I look down at it and have to do a double-take. The royal seal is stamped into the glimmering green wax, but it’s not Chanel’s name beneath it. It’s not even her title.

It’s my name.

“What —”

But Martsee is already striding back to the car, petticoats dancing around her legs, garter straps tugging her stockings up into that perfect curve the Queen always comments on. Why did Martsee call her Esmerelda? The former Queen?

Martsee opens the door of the car before pausing and turning back to me. “She expects an answer tonight, Chloe.”

“And if she doesn’t get one?”

“Are you sure you want to find out?”


Chapter 2: Getting Dressed

It’s a lot of white for something that isn’t a wedding. Although, as the Queen made clear, it might as well be. I’m not becoming her wife, really — apparently there are laws around that sort of thing — but as the Royal Consort, I’ll be serving her in all sorts of wifely duties. For the first time in weeks, when I feel butterflies in my stomach, it’s out of excitement, not fear. Wifely duties, the Queen said, caressing my cheek and kissing me. Tenderly. Softly. Lovingly.

“Lace or satin?”

“Why not both?”

The maid — I forget her name, which makes me feel bad, because we used to serve together — laughs. “Because the couturière, that snob, said you had to pick one or the other.”

“Lace, then.”

“So the Queen can get a better look at you?”

“Because it makes me feel prettier.”

It’s been a week since I’ve even seen her, she’s been so busy. Not that she didn’t do the usual: sneaking out of functions to tease and abuse me, put me on my knees, fill me up with cum and then send me on my way. It’s just that now instead of cleaning, breakfast service, and turndowns, my days are spent deciding on decorations for the East Suite and what exactly I’m going to be wearing for my Queen.

She’s excited. She’s kept me locked, of course, but hasn’t allowed any kind of release at all. My body burns for it, now. I want to feel pretty for myself, of course — but I want her to be unable to keep her hands off me. I want her to devour me.

I shiver. I don’t know what to expect tonight, but I know it’ll be different in the morning.

The maid’s eyebrows go up when she slips my panties off me and sees my cage. She’s polite enough not to mention it, but I do notice that her touches get a little more sensuous afterwards. I can’t tell if that’s because of her own cage or because the Queen instructed her to make my dressing ceremony as torturous as possible. She can’t seem to keep her eyes off it, and when she puts one of my white silk stockings on backwards, the seam twisting around my calf, I have to step in.

“You seem distracted.”

“I didn’t realize... I thought, you know, as part of the royal family, now...”

“They’d take my cage off?”

She nods, her gaze glued to it.

“What makes you think Her Eminence has any desire for me to play with my clitty? Does she let you play with yours?”

The girl rises and pulls back her dense skirts. She’s gorgeous, with slender thighs that don’t quite touch, framing her delicate package and thick clit in lace and frills. To my shock, she is rock-hard, quite long, and utterly unconfined. I think about Sérafina’s three maids and feel a pang of jealousy.

Hers is thick and throbbing. Obviously she is as overcome with the beautiful clothes as I am, but she can actually do something about it. My arousal serves one purpose: push me further into the depths of submission to the Queen. Instead of making the jealousy curdle into anger, that thought stirs arousal in me far greater than someone taking the cage off ever could.

Then a drop of pre-cum squeezes out from her tip, and she’s moaning, and shivering, and her hands are in my hair, and she tastes delicious. Skirts swing around my face, brushing my cheeks with soft lace as I suck, working her underside with my tongue, drawing out as much pre-cum as I can. Her moans are high and sweet and girlish, and it’s the only music I want to hear.

“Your — Your Highness,” she gasps, looking down at me with big green eyes framed by curly brunette hair.

That’s not my title, but my mouth is too full of her to answer. I take her all the way until that tight little purse bumps into my chin and suck and swirl and swallow as she squeals and pumps cum into my throat. She takes a long time, with staggering gasps between each thrust and eruption, so I speed things along with a well-placed finger on her puckered hole.

When she finally calms down and her stiffy has become a softy, she steps back, panting, and looks at me with panic that I’m used to feeling myself. “Are you supposed to do that?”

“I’m not married to her,” I say, delicately wiping a drop of her cum from the corner of my mouth with the tip of my pinky finger. I almost flick it away, then think better of it and meet the maid’s gaze, licking the sticky treat with practiced slowness. I can almost hear her get hard again and sigh. I shouldn’t have done that; now she’ll be distracted again. “Just call it practice for my royal duties. You didn’t think Chanel would be the only one who gets to fuck me, did you?”

By the time I’m dressed and ready, my makeup dark and sultry and perfect, with glossy red lips and dramatic eyeliner, I’m throbbing in my cage and the familiar anxiety has returned. I look stunning in my outfit — too revealing to be a dress, too formal to be a nightie — but now the moment has come. There’s no turning back now. The Queen is making me into her Royal Consort. All I can do is look perfect for her.

The maid finishes styling my hair into an elaborate updo, but she doesn’t place the last bit of my uniform on it: the maid’s headband I’m so used to. Instead, with a delicate slowness, like she’s worried it might explode if she holds it the wrong way, she finishes me with a slender, diamond-studded diadem. As soon as I feel it settle onto my head, a shiver of nerves crawls out through my body. As I look at myself in the mirror, I’m no longer Chloe, sissy maid and the Princess’ favorite plaything.

I’m about to become something so much more.

She’s waiting for me at the end of the hall, next to the giant double doors covered in gold. Her face is just as I remember it, but to my surprise, the old scowl is gone. Maybe it’s my nervousness playing tricks on me, but I could swear she actually looks happy about this. As the blood-red sun slips below the windows and casts the palace into darkness, her hand snaps out to my chin and tilts my head back, just like it’s done a hundred times before. In her office. In the hallways.

“You’re pretty,” Esmerelda, the Queen Mother, says with a tone that could almost be affectionate. “I didn’t expect that.”

“I am always happy to please, Your Highness,” I say.

I start to curtsey but she stops me. “You don’t do that anymore. Not to me. Only to her.”

I bite my lip as my stomach twists. “Do you think the Queen will like it?”

I wish I could say I didn’t care, but the truth is that I ache for the Queen’s approval more than anything else.

Esmerelda laughs. “Chanel? She’d adore you in nothing at all. I can’t explain it. But she’ll devour you in this. I know I would.”

She holds my chin for a moment longer, then lets me go, pushing open one of the doors. There is nothing but darkness beyond save for a sliver of light from the East Bedroom. Chanel’s bedroom. My future bedroom.

Where the Queen is.


Chapter 3: The Queen

My heels click on the floor as I walk deeper into the darkness. I’ve never been to this part of the palace before — the former Queen had her own stable of maids that took care of her here. But now that she’s abdicated and Chanel has been coronated, it doesn’t belong to her anymore. And after tonight, after Chanel takes me and makes me hers, it will be mine, too.

The dress is somehow the most beautiful and most revealing thing I’ve ever worn. All white except where it isn’t: the soft, sheer fabric is iridescent and glimmers purple and green and pink, and the delicate embroidery is set with complex beadwork that glitters and twinkles even in the dull light of the hallway. Pale green bows and ribbons to make it clear that I belong to her now.

It’s off-the-shoulder, designed to look as if my sleeves have just coquettishly slid down my arms, revealing my collarbones and the curves of my shoulders. The enormous balloon sleeves are tied tightly down with pale green ribbon around my upper arms before blossoming out into an eruption of lace and frills at my elbows. The sheer fabric puffs out around them, giving my arms the appearance of emerging from a cloud of glittering silk. The rest of my skin is covered by a multi-layered sleeve that ends in a lace-trimmed point at my middle finger, where a small ribbon is tied to keep it in place.

The bodice sits low on my chest, the lace-trimmed sweetheart neckline barely covering my nipples. It’s a basque-style corset, wrenching in my waist and diving deep with a point slicing through the poufy skirt at the front. The silk on the bodice seems to shift in color and shape, covered in embroidery, and making me feel decorated, owned, and utterly gorgeous. I want the Queen to rip it off me, and I desperately want her to keep it on.

Of course, I’m certain she’ll be more interested in my skirt — and what’s underneath. It is made from innumerable layers of silk flowers, each with beaded lines of green to make them look like they’re carved jewels more than fabric. My perfume was designed to emphasize the illusion: floral and delicate, like a blossoming field after rain. The skirt itself is short in the front, displaying my lace panties and their dripping contents along with my thick, ruffled garter straps and lace stockings, but the back is long enough to trail on the floor in a long train. As it extends behind me, the flowers appear to fall apart until only glistening petals pull across the floor. At first, I was surprised at how relatively modest the skirt was.

Until I realized the ribbon tied in a bow at my back is the only thing holding it in place.

I can feel her before I even step into the light. I hesitate for just a moment, savoring it: this will be the last time I am ever alone again. After tonight, every second of every day belongs to her, body and soul. She has always owned me — now I want to belong to her forever. To be her Royal Consort and nothing else. It’s the most terrifying, thrilling idea I’ve ever had. To be hers in every way. Dressed in white tonight, to give myself to her utterly and completely.

Do I run? The thought rushes in and possesses me all at once. I could just go. Give this all up. Maybe Sérafina would take me in and I could be one of her free, uncaged girls, spending my days in endless sissy bliss. I’d never have to see this place again. Never have to be locked away.

The door to the East Bedroom is ajar, a warm slice of light spilling across the floors. I drape my fingers on it, take a steadying breath, and push it open. It swings slowly, giving me a long moment to savor the Queen in all her royal splendor.

“Wow,” she says when she sees me. “They really know how to make a dress.”

“Do you like it?”

“I’d like it better off of you.”

I can’t help but laugh, even though I’m furious that she won’t take it seriously. Here I am in the most beautiful gown I’ve ever worn — and maybe ever will wear — and all she can think about is that. But what did I expect? It’s what I wanted. She’s what I wanted, and as the laugh bubbles out of me, it carries with it all the fear that was lodged in my chest.

“Tell me how pretty I am,” I say, slipping into the room with long steps that emphasize my stockings, my garters, my beauty. “And then you can take it off me.”

“I’m the Queen, now,” she says with that familiar smirk. “You have to do what I say.”

“Of course, Your Eminence,” I prod.

“Now you’re going to spend the rest of your life as my locked little sissy doll. That tiny caged clitty of yours will never be free again. You’ll be my pretty, desperate plaything forever.”

“Oh, is that all?”

The smirk turns into a grin — and then freezes, melts a little, and then she’s looking at me with wide, nervous eyes. It frightens me to see her suddenly this vulnerable. She crosses to me and, in a gesture that is somehow dominant and romantic, sinks to her knees in front of me and takes my hand in hers.

“You are the marvel of my world, Chloe. You make the paintings seem dusty and old, the statues crude, the palace itself barely more than a shed. You are Venus herself, and the rest of the country is just now realizing it. I’ve grown up around beautiful things all my life. I’m used to them. They bore me. But you, my love, thrill me every day, and you have never looked more stunning than you do right now.”

The words wash over me, warm and gentle and tender, filling me up until I feel like I’m on the edge of exploding into nothing but light. I want to fall down and wrap my arms around her, bury my face in her shoulder, breathe her scent. Beg for her to never let go. But I can’t, because she’s already nuzzling my thigh, lips working up towards the bare strip of flesh above my stocking. It’s electrifying.

“Oh,” I moan softly, clutching at my chest, my muscles tensing and back arching as much as it can in my tiny corset. “Is that all?”

“For now,” she says. Her lips are perilously close to my panties when she looks up at me with a heavy-lidded smile. “There are some other things I want to get to, first.”

“Like kissing me?”

“Is that what you want right now? More than anything?”

I bite my lip and look down at her. “Yes.”

“Well, darling, I’m the Queen now. And I have other ideas.”


Chapter 4: Through the Cage

It doesn’t take her long to discover how easy my skirt is to remove, but even that is part of her elaborate game. She teases me relentlessly with her hands, her mouth, her words. Even the way she breathes on me is erotic; by the time she finally unties the ribbon and pulls the entire skirt off, I’m dripping with need, my panties soaked through, desperate clitty throbbing painfully behind the bars. My panties are just as transparent with it as they were the day we met — but instead of a white triangle over my cage, they’re pale green, edged in lace, tied around my hips with another ribbon. Just like before, they leave my cage and ass totally exposed and vulnerable to whatever the Queen desires.

She spends a long time between my legs, but she doesn’t give me what I want until my moans border on cries and my back arches off the bed.

“Please!” I squeal. “Please, please, my clitty, please!”

“Ask politely.”

“Please, Your Eminence, please play with my little locked sissy clitty.”

“What if I say no?” I groan and screw my eyes shut and I hear Chanel giggle. “Oh, what a fun little reaction.”

She stands up from between my legs and leans over me, the weight of her body atop mine, and finally — finally! — kisses me, slow and tender, tongue darting between my lips and filling me up, every inch of me giving itself to her. I wrap my arms around her and pull her against me, my corset groaning, my clit twitching. I don’t care. I need her more than anything now. I will do whatever she asks just so she can keep kissing me forever. Her hand slips down my side until it reaches the front of my panties, where her fingers curl into them. She pulls back for just a moment, looking at me intently.

“Yes,” I whimper, nodding my head rapidly. “Yes, yes, yes!”

“You taste like cum,” she says. “Do I need to be jealous?”

“Some maid who had trouble focusing on her work.”

The Queen giggles. “I can see why my mother was so fond of these cages. Keeping a sissy locked makes her so eager, so desperate. I bet you’d do anything for release right now, wouldn’t you?”

In one swift motion, she yanks the flimsy silk underwear away from me and lets it go, sending them floating across the room with an airy whisper. My cage is still on, but I’m so desperate that it stands straight out, dripping in its confines as I gasp and shiver beneath her. Chanel smiles wickedly and runs her fingers through it between the bars.

“Do you want me to take this off?”

“Oh, oh, fuck,” I moan when she presses her lips to it. Her tongue flickers out and cleans the pre-cum from it.

She knows what I want. And she knows that I know what she wants. What I’m supposed to say. And what I really want, deep down inside me. What will turn me on the most. What will make her happy. What will keep me in this state of delicious, awful arousal. The truth is that sometime after coming back to the palace, something broke inside of me, and I’ve become horribly addicted to the denial. I want to cum, but more than anything else, I want to be told no.

It means that she controls me completely, and I wouldn’t have it any other way. So even though it takes everything I have to get it out — and even then it comes out a squeaky, pathetic whisper — I tell her no.

“No?” She grins as she slips my cage open. “You want to stay in this tiny cage? On this, your one night where you could be free?”

I bite my lip and nod again, so fast that my head almost falls off my neck. Chanel’s grin grows wider. “Say it.”

“Yes, Your Eminence. Please keep me locked. My clitty is too small and pathetic to be free. I’m just a sissy — I don’t deserve to use it. Please lock it back up and keep me desperate for you forever.”

She doesn’t know how much I want to give myself to her yet. But she’ll find out soon enough. For now, though, she thinks I just like being controlled, which is true. It’s not until tonight that I will truly belong to her in every sense of the word. And even then, only when I’m ready. Only when she gives me permission. Only if I’ve been good.

And right now, as her fingertips glide up the underside of my clitty with such gentleness and intimacy that it makes my eyes roll back into my head, there’s nowhere else on earth that I’d rather be.

“Good,” Chanel says with a giggle, slipping back onto her knees between my legs and leaning forward, kissing down my body, leaving a trail of wet marks all the way to the top of my cage. “Because we’re going to have much more fun like this.”

She sucks my cage into her mouth with a sloppy, messy sound. Her lips seal around flesh and steel, and her tongue swirls against my slit as she sucks hard. A finger works its way to my hole at the same time. For just a moment, she flirts with the idea of just teasing me there, but I can tell her arousal is too much for her when she slips it all the way inside and starts pressing it against my sissy spot. The pleasure is overwhelming but remains agonizingly teasing. My hips jerk up and down, but I can’t decide if I want more or less — so I just moan helplessly instead.

“That’s it, let me suck on your caged sissy clitty. So small I can fit the whole cage in my mouth. Does it feel good, knowing you’re locked and I’m in control? Knowing you’ll only cum when and if I allow it?”

It doesn’t take long until I’m on the edge again, my balls tingling with an aching need to empty themselves. But as she continues to suck me with expert precision, I realize something’s changed. Normally, I would be desperate to cum by now, even though it feels so good to be trapped in denial. Tonight, however, that urge isn’t nearly as strong. And as she brings me closer and closer to the edge, sucking, slurping, finger fucking my ass, all I can think about is how delicious this night is going to be. Even if it doesn’t end with my orgasm.

Maybe especially.


Chapter 5: Because of Her

It’s almost a relief when she finally releases me and slips out of her golden gown. No underwear. Only black stay-ups and a thick, throbbing cock drooling her arousal. I’m actually impressed she managed to wait this long. Normally she has me on my knees within seconds of getting her hands on me. This time it took her minutes.

“Suck,” she says unnecessarily. “Get that pretty little mouth wrapped around my cock. Show me what that sissy mouth is good for.”

Why is it so much better when she commands me?

I decide the diadem on my head should make the gesture more dramatic than usual. Instead of falling to my knees with a desperate squeal, I descend gracefully, folding my legs and placing my fingertips primly on my thighs. The Queen grins down at me as I sit up as straight as I can, my back arching, the picture of prim perfection. She cups my cheek with her hand and pulls my head towards hers until it nudges against my lips. I don’t waste any time; my tongue darts out and licks across the velvety tip before I open my lips and slip over it. She tastes so good tonight — salty and sweet and smoky.

“I’ve been thinking about this for a long time. Why I didn’t want it.”

She drives herself deep into me, and I let her fill me up, taking as much of her as I can where I can get her, even if it’s not where I want her. My body is trained for her now; she might fill me with other things and other people, but it’s only her who can truly give me the pleasure I need. I try to be patient and wait for her to give it to me when she’s ready, the way a sissy should. And I want to be a good sissy for her. But inside I burn for her, my hole pinching around the slender strip of my thong, desperate to be filled with what it aches for.

“Why would I want to turn out like my mother? Stone-cold bitch. Rock hard, from what I hear, too.”

She lets out a shuddering moan as I slurp my tongue on her underside, just below the tip, where she likes it best. My dress gives me a squeeze and rustles around me. It’s so beautiful — I’m so beautiful in it for her. Just knowing that Chanel can’t keep her hands off me when I’m dressed like this is enough to get me hard.

Imagining what she’ll do with those hands makes me desperate.

“But you know what changed, Chloe?”

I pull off her with a pop. “Me?”

She scoffs and looks down at me, shocked that I guessed it. “You ruined it!”

“Impossible.” I kiss her underside, wrapping my lips around her thick shaft and sucking, then tickling her with my tongue. Her reaction is so intense I can almost imagine what it would be like on my useless, locked clitty. “Is that ruining things?”

“I was — was trying to be r-romantic,” she gasps out. “And you’re — you’re — making it — hard —”

“You were plenty hard without my help,” I say, wiggling my ass.

“I’m only h-h-hard — because — of you!”

“Mmmmhmmm.”

She gasps and staggers and squirts a thick load of pre-cum into my mouth. When I pull away and stroke her hard and fast before licking my fingers clean of the lipstick and pre-cum smeared all over her, she lets out a long moan.

“You look good like this, Chloe,” she says between moans as I tease her, keeping her just on edge until I know she’s about to lose control and give me what we both want. “All dressed up in white for me.”

Her cock throbs hard.

“Like my virgin bride.”

It pulses again. The idea must turn her on almost as much as it does me. It feels right, somehow, wearing white like this even though Chanel has been inside me countless times already. In fact, thinking about how many times she’s claimed me makes it better. I feel possessed. Owned. Like the most precious thing in the world because that’s exactly what I am: hers, utterly and completely, forever. There’s nothing left in my life but her now, and there will never be anything more than that for the rest of my life.

“Royal Consort,” I say.

“You know what a consort is, don’t you?”

“Why don’t you teach me?”

“It’s b-basically calling you the palace — alace — alace — oh, fuck, Chloe, nobody sucks a cock like — like you.”

“The palace what?”

“The palace slut.”

The word goes through me like lightning. My hole twitches desperately; my balls ache with need. I moan around her length as she fills my mouth again, taking as much of her inside me as I can.

“My palace slut,” Chanel moans above me. “My Royal Slut. And I intend to use you like that. Can you imagine it, baby? Whenever I want anything, of course, I’m going to use you. Go in and grab you off the shelf. You’re just my little toy. Of course, you’ll be dressed all nice and pretty for me the whole time, always perfect, just waiting to be used. Because the Slut knows that the most important thing for her to do is turn me on with everything she does. With her pretty clothes and her slutty lingerie and her stunning make-up. Does anything make you more excited than knowing how fucking hot I think you are?”

If she keeps talking like this, I might cum right here. “No,” I breathe, burning for more.

“No, that’s right. Because sissy girls like you are built for this. That’s why you have little clitties, right? Because if you just had a hole, you wouldn’t be ready all the time. You wouldn’t be so desperate. Locking you up makes sure you’re always ready whenever I want, not whenever you want. All you’re meant to be is a hole for me, a mouth, a tight little ass. Can you imagine how boring it would be if I had to warm you up before I fucked you? No, with your cute clitty and a perfect cage, you stay horny and desperate all the time so I can fill you with cum and put you away.”

I whimper, my voice trembling in a way that makes Chanel giggle and run her hand through my hair. It feels wonderful: tender and dominant all at once. She takes control of my head again and slips herself back between my lips as she speaks, making it clear who’s really in charge here.

“And if I want to share you, I will. Mmm, fuck, it was so hot watching those maids use you. I’ve never been that hard without my cock inside you. I’m going to loan you out to whoever I want, whenever I want, and watch as they pound your holes and make you scream. You’re going to beg me to cum because you’ll be so close to it, and you know what I’m going to do?”

“You’re going to say ‘no,’” I moan, imagining it, bringing myself right to the very edge.

She laughs. “I’m not even going to bother. I’m just going to make you show me your cage so I can cum all over it.”

I squirm and squeeze my legs together to fight off the orgasm. Chanel looks down, sees what’s happening, and laughs again.

“You’re going to cum just from that?”

“Yes!”

“Let’s do it a better way. Get on the bed, Royal Slut, and show me your hole.”


Chapter 6: The Royal Consort

I put my ass high into the air for her, and she clamps her fingers tightly onto it. Of one hand, anyway; the other closes around my cage and pulls it backwards between my thighs, which I shut together, pinning my clit and package behind them. There is something so feminine about this; all of my most sensitive parts exposed to her.

“Fuck me,” I moan, pushing my hole at her.

“Fuck you? Is that really what you want?”

“Yes!” I squeal.

“It doesn’t sound like it,” she says, dropping her cock with a wet sound between my cheeks.

It sets off a chain reaction. I gasp and stagger forwards just as my clit squirts pre-cum on her. The knowledge that just the heat and stiffness of her cock resting against me is enough to trigger this in me makes me moan and shiver and claw at the sheets. My body is totally overwhelmed with pleasure and anticipation. And the Queen, watching all of it, can only laugh.

“I’m going to make you cum tonight,” she murmurs. “I’m going to fuck you dry and screaming. But that sensitivity there, that reaction?” She sucks in a shuddering breath. “That’s why I keep you in the cage.”

And then she pushes in.

The moment she slides past my tight ring, my back arches even more, and I let out a high pitched squeal. Every part of me aches to orgasm. The way she stretches me out, the pressure against my sissy spot; if I wasn’t in this cage right now, it would have already happened twice by now. As she buries herself inside me, though, it remains elusive, leaving me desperate and trembling beneath her, clutching the bedsheets tightly as my head spins with arousal.

My dress ise an agonizing squeeze — but I’m glad for it, because it keeps me from losing myself completely in the pleasure. It takes every bit of self control not to push myself up on all fours like a bitch in heat, begging Chanel to rut me into oblivion. No matter how much I might want it — and fuck do I want it — I know that the best thing I can do is just give myself over to her will completely and let her use me however she wants. So when she finally starts pounding me hard, I let out a long moan of relief and fall forward until my face presses against the mattress, letting her pound away at my ass like a sex toy.

“How’s it feel, baby?” she coos.

“Really fucking good!” I cry out with arched eyebrows.

“The whole palace is going to hear,” she says with obvious glee, slamming her cock into me again and again.

“Good! Good! Oh, fuck!”

Chanel grunts behind me. “You really love this, don’t you? Being filled with my cock in your frilly finery, your tiny clitty getting crushed against the sheets.”

“I’m such a little sissy cockslut for you!” The words spill from my lips between desperate gasps and squeals as I arch my back and take everything she gives me. She’s in every part of me: not just my ass but deep inside my body. My heart pounds and my stomach twists; sweat pools around me in a perfect circle, the dress sticking to my skin, hair pasted to my neck and cheeks, make-up running down my face. “Make me your Royal Slut, baby!”

She drives herself harder and deeper than ever before. My eyes roll back, and I lose control of myself, falling forward again and pressing my cheek into the mattress as Chanel slams against my prostate again and again. It’s too much for me now; the pleasure has become agony — the best kind of torture, but still torture — and it takes everything I have left not to fall completely apart. All that matters is that we both keep going until the end. That Chanel can find her own release within my hole.

“No, no!”

It’s even more explosive than usual. Her cock pulsates hard in my ass, stretching me open wider than ever as a long moan slips out of her lips and thick jets of cum spurt inside of me. “No!” I can’t tell who’s screaming as she fills me with so much cum that it floods out of me around her cock, and still she thrusts, over and over, until I finally burst, too.

My clit pulses against my cage, and I scream, loud enough to echo through the whole palace. Oh, fuck — fuck! Now I’m hers. Royal Consort, Royal Slut, tight little hole, her favorite cumslut — she can call me anything she wants as long as she means I belong to her. As long as it means that this is what my life is now: lace and silk and cum.

I don’t know exactly when I realize that she’s crying. Not sobs, but big enough that it makes her body heave, driving her still-hard cock in and out of me and exploding fireworks behind my eyes. I want to roll over and comfort her but I don’t want her out of me, don’t want this to end.

“I didn’t want to cum so soon,” she moans, dropping against my back and heaving a cry that pushes her in up to her balls.

The pleasure wells up in me, bringing with it a moan I try and fail to stifle.

“Are you enjoying this?” she gasps.

“No,” I groan, wiggling backwards.

“You are!” She lets out a wet laugh.

“Don’t stop crying, I might cum again.”

She laughs again and fucks me in earnest, each thrust tender and slow to drive out the last drops of my sissy cum and wring out the last moments of pleasure. When she finally finishes, she collapses on the bed next to me. I lay next to her and pull her into my arms. Her forehead is sweaty, her hair matted against it, cool against my exposed chest. Her breathing is fast and unsteady. I can see it moving the trim of my bodice. And then slowly it shifts into a steady rhythm and then — she’s asleep. I wrap her in my arms, draped in silk and lace, filled with her, utterly spent. Hers. The Royal Consort; wife in all but name.

Her forever sissy plaything.


Chapter 7: Diplomacy

The negotiations are not going well. The problem, unfortunately, is the Queen. Something about the Baroness brings out her spiteful petulance. I can see her struggling to contain her eye rolls every time the woman says something. To her credit, the Baroness has an irritating way of looking down her nose at Chanel, seeing her as a child and not the ruler of a small country. But Chanel should know better.

That’s why she put me in this dress.

It reminds me of the white gown I wore the night she made me her Royal Consort almost a year ago. I still think about that night almost daily, letting the chills run through me and keep me hard in my tiny new cage. It’s barely more than a nub, and unlike the previous one, has no keyhole. It keeps me permanently sealed inside. Permanently desperate. Permanently her plaything.

This one is built around an underbust corset that has a polite coating of lace over my chest that emphasizes far more than it conceals. My nipples are clearly visible through them, poking through the delicate fabric. But even that isn’t the part the Baroness’ eyes go to when I drizzle my way into the room. No, her eyes are glued to my cage, exposed in the crotchless panties the Queen put me in this week, framed by my garter straps and lace-top stockings and frill-trimmed open-front skirt.

I watch them follow me as I drape my arms around Chanel’s neck and give her a deep, long kiss before flicking my gaze to the Baroness. The message, I hope, is clear: now I am part of the negotiations. Wouldn’t you like me, too?

“You, ah, have her dress this way all the time?” The Baroness asks in her thick accent.

“Usually she’s not allowed to be this covered up,” the Queen answers.

The Baroness is a skilled diplomat. The only evidence that she’s aroused by that idea is the way her nostrils flare and the way she stares as I sashay to the windows, bending forwards and sticking my ass out towards her as I pretend to examine the rose gardens below. The room falls silent, and I wait a long moment before turning around in mock surprise and looking between the two women.

“Oh, I’m sorry, am I interrupting?”

“You are, my love. Please, Baroness, perhaps we can continue —”

“Half the rate,” the woman says flatly.

Chanel settles backwards in her chair and smiles. “A third. And I can make it worth your while.” Her eyes flick to me.

“A third,” the Baroness says. “And I get her tonight.”

“You get us tonight.”

“Then I get her for five nights.”

“Make it ten. Call it an act of good will.”

Even after all this time, the idea of being bartered like this still excites me. My cage wiggles — it’s too small to really twitch anymore — and the Baroness stares at it with open desire.

“Ten it is,” the Baroness says, slightly in awe.

The Queen beams. “I’ll have someone draw up the papers. Chloe?”

I strut across the room, my posture perfect, my heels clicking neatly, taking Chanel’s offered arm. We must be a stunning pair from the way the Baroness stares at us. I can practically hear her mouth watering. Chanel begins to walk out of the room, but I pretend I have an idea and whisper in her ear.

“Watch what happens when I ask her.”

I stop and turn, giving the Baroness a casual glance that she returns with a leer.

“Madame Baroness,” I say primly. “As I’m sure you can imagine, the palace has a rather deep wardrobe. What, would you say, is your favorite color this evening?”

The nostrils flare again. “I should like to see you in red, my lovely.”

I wink and blow her a kiss, then let Chanel lead me out. When the doors close behind us, we burst into tittering giggles, like two schoolgirls who narrowly avoided a spanking.

“Honestly,” Chanel says, pinching my cheek through the back of my gossamer skirt. “I’m pretty excited to see you in red, too.”

“I hope I don’t disappoint.”

“Don’t see how you could.”


Chapter 8: Taking Them

As a rule, the Royal Consort does not disappoint, and tonight is no exception. The red teddy has cutouts in just the right spots to emphasize my curves, my ass, my cage. Red lace clings to my body like leaves on autumn trees, ready to fall off from the barest touch. It is ruffled and trimmed with bows — a single tug is all it would take to lay me bare. Where the garter straps connect to my sheer red stockings, there are small rosettes with green silk leaves.

“What if I don’t want to share?” Chanel breathes when she sees me, unable to control her hands.

“Then don’t,” I giggle. “I’m your toy, not hers.”

“She’s such a bore.”

“Why’d you bring her? It’s not like you need them.” Chanel suddenly looks shy. “Why did you bring her, Chanel?”

“Your Eminence.”

I swat at her and she goes in for a squeeze of my ass. “Why did you bring her, Your Eminence?”

“Because I want to see if her cock is as big as everyone says.”

A jolt through my belly and a twitch in my permanent cage. “And if it is?”

She grins. “Let’s see where the evening takes us.”

The Baroness’”s underwear is, like the woman herself, staid, boring, and utilitarian. It’s not that she’s an unattractive woman, it’s that she simply doesn’t know what to do with what she has — or maybe doesn’t care. A little blush, some better eyeshadow, and some lingerie designed by someone who understands a body would transform her.

But when she has a cock like that, maybe it doesn’t matter.

I can see its outline in her simple black panties. They’re high-waisted, going almost up to her navel, but even that isn’t enough to hide it completely. The thick, furious head peeks out, already dribbling.

“My goodness,” she says in her heavy accent. “You do not disappoint, Chloe.”

“Thank you, Madame Baroness,” I purr, striking a pose that emphasizes my cage. “I hoped you’d like this one.”

The woman practically licks her lips.

“Would you like to kiss me?”

She does, but not on my lips. She is rough and crude, pushing my head to the side to clamp her lips on my neck. Her other hand grabs my cage, giving it a squeeze and a wiggle. I moan and gasp compliantly, letting her use me, but it isn’t until I see Chanel gazing at me from across the room that I start to really enjoy it. The mischievous smile on her face; the fact that she can’t wait to slut me out and see me filled with this enormous cock; the way hers throbs in excitement.

I suck both of them, though I lavish more attention on the Baroness. She does kiss Chanel, the pair of them standing over me while I kneel at their feet, alternately pumping and sucking and kissing each throbbing cock. Maybe the rumors are true and the Baroness really does have the biggest cock around. But that’s only because they haven’t seen Chanel’s.

Only I get that one.

“She is very good,” the Baroness says. “A skilled cocksucker.”

Chanel laughs. “She’s got a good pair of lips and a strong tongue.”

“And I can hold my breath for a long time,” I say before demonstrating on the Baroness, taking her cock up to the hilt. The woman looks thrilled, like she’s never had a blowjob that good in her life. But when I try to make it even better for her, sneaking my finger around her hips and slipping them between her cheeks, she slaps my hand away.

“Ah, ah. That is not the hole to be filled tonight.”

“Ooh,” Chanel moans. “Yes. Time to fuck her tight little ass.”

“Will you be gentle?” I ask, putting as much meekness into my voice as I can. “You’re so thick, Madame Baroness.”

She snatches my chin between her finger and thumb. “I will use you exactly as I see fit.”

I shiver, and this time it’s not acting. The excitement is already building in me. “Yes, Madame Baroness.”

“On the bed.”

I turn to obey and give the Queen an excited smile over my shoulder, which she returns with glee. This was exactly what we wanted: someone else using me while she watches. And from the way my cage twitches, it looks like it won’t be long before I get to cum again myself. It seems like it takes no time at all for me to arrange myself on the bed; the Baroness practically jumps on top of me, grabbing the back of my head and pressing my cheek into the pillows as her fingers slide under the fabric of my panties to feel my hole.

“So tight,” she purrs with relish.

“Aren’t you glad now that we negotiated?”

“Ten times,” she murmurs. “Yes, I am very glad we negotiated.”

“Fuck me,” I moan poutily from the bed.

“Can you shut her up?”

“I have some ideas,” Chanel says with a grin.

They put me on all fours, my cage swinging wildly between the push-pull of Chanel’s cock in my mouth and the Baroness in my ass. She is rougher than Chanel is, pushing deeper inside me with every thrust until I swear her thick head could burst out of my throat. There’s something primal about this; something so visceral and basic that it feels like she wants nothing more than to destroy my sissy pussy completely and fill me up until there’s no room for anything else.

“Look at you, my caged little sissy, spit-roasted between two cocks,” Chanel purrs, her voice burning with affection. “This is what you’re for — being pretty and filled with real cock while your useless clitty swings in its cage.”

“Oh fuck!”

My clit throbs hard and I let out a desperate moan around the Queen’s shaft as I struggle not to cum too soon. My body shakes beneath her weight, but I take her just as well as I took it the first time we did this together. The Baroness slams into me over and over, fucking me senseless and making me squeal around Chanel’s cock while I stare up at my queen. This is where I belong: serving my ruler as her Royal Consort, dressed in lace and finery while they both use my holes however they want.

Chanel cums first. She must be excited to watch another woman fuck me; she always does when she has one of her parties. But tonight it feels more intimate than before, like sharing myself with these women is a gift from us both. The way her eyes flutter as she explodes down my throat, filling me with her salty taste, makes me wish I could do nothing but this forever — that she’d keep me locked up for eternity so that all I can do is worship her whenever she wants. It’s a beautiful feeling to be hers completely.

And then the Baroness grabs my cage and twists, sending electric pain through my body that brings tears to my eyes. When I gasp, she pulls back and fucks into my throat hard enough to make me gag. That should turn off the arousal, but instead it just turns it up even higher until my vision goes spotty from lack of air. But even though I try to push her away, she doesn’t let go until she finally erupts inside me. The cum burns its way into me; thick, hot jets that seem endless. How can one woman have this much? She fills me up and still keeps going, spurting again and again until there’s no room left for any more, and all that remains is my pleasure.

Of course, the Queen has plans for that too.

“Make me cum,” I moan helplessly. “Please don’t stop fucking me! Please!”

Chanel relents. “Get on your back.”

I squeal with excitement. She lifts my legs, and my body responds naturally with shivers and dribbles and moans. When she grabs my cage and pulls it between my legs, I gasp — and when she pushes my legs up, so the backs of my thighs are facing her and my tiny locked clitty is pointed at her, I groan in the agony of knowing there will only be denial for me tonight.

But I beg anyway. “Please, Your Eminence, I need to cum so badly. My cage is so tight, my clitty so desperate. Please let your locked sissy cum — I’ve been so good, I’ve taken cock so well. Please?”

Chanel is already stroking herself. It doesn’t take long before she cums again, draping hot sticky ropes across my cage, one after another until I’m soaked with them. Some runs down my thighs, slipping between my cheeks and my freshly-fucked hole; some goes down my front and dribbles into my bellybutton. But most stays stuck on my clit, pooling there, marking me as hers.

“There,” the Queen breathes. “There’s all the cum you’re getting tonight, baby.”

I bite my lip and look up at her, trembling from desire and arousal.

“Thank you, Your Eminence.”


Get a free Her Punished Sissy Maid book!
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You can get a free bonus scene right now at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/teased-and-denied

Be a good girl and go get it right now!


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!


The Sissy Manor

If you liked this book, you'll love the first book in this super hot series about being transformed into a beautiful, sexy sissy and locked in chastity — The Sissy Manor.
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"That doesn't belong to you anymore," she said, smacking my cage dangling between my legs. "This is mine now."

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

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

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

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

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

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

Can I really become her sissy chastity maid?

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/sissy-manor-1 or…

Click here to read it right now!


The House of Silk

If you liked this book, you'll love this story about being surrounded by beautiful sissies and Mistresses, and what it takes to become one.
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“You’ll look so pretty in white,” Juliette beamed at me, holding up the silk gown. “And these panties are perfect to show off your cage.”

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

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

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

But she just wants to see me in those panties.

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

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

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

Click here to read it right now!


My Wife's Chastity Sissy

If you enjoyed this story, you'll love my hot book about another sissy locked in chastity — My Wife’s Chastity Sissy.
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My body aches with need, my skin alive with pleasure. The lacy hem of my tiny dress brushes across the naked strip of skin above my stockings. My panties should be tented as she kisses me, but what's inside is locked away, straining at its cage.

And I love every second of it as just much as I hate it.

I was willing to do anything my wife Jennifer asked — even if it meant experimenting with crossdressing and chastity. After all, that's what good husbands do, right? Give their loving partners exactly what they ask for.

Jennifer had known from the start that this was for me just as much as it was for her. The clothes keep me aroused, the cage keeps me frustrated, and all of it means my wife has climaxes as often as she wants — and I won't get even one.

But all of that is about to change. Our agreement will be put to the test, and I'll have to decide if this is an experiment or a lifestyle. It may be enough for me to serve my wife as her sissy, but she has bigger ideas for us, whether I'm ready for them or not.

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/wifes-chastity-sissy or

Click here to read it right now!


Sissy in Silk and Steel

If you liked this book, you’ll love my collection of five sweet sissies locked in delicious, desperate chastity!
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“I love knowing what's in here,” she purred as her fingers played across the front of my silk panties. “It’s been so long since it's been out.”

“I want you so bad,” I moaned. Her hand had slipped beneath the lace trim of my dress and found the steel inside.

“Oh, you really do,” she grinned. “So let me give you what every sissy needs.”

Five of Vanessa's hottest stories about being locked in chastity while being turned into a stunning sissy:

	The House of Silk: Feminized and Dominated in Chastity
	Locked and Feminized for my Wife: The Sissy She Wants
	Feminized for the Futa
	Her Chastity Sissy Maid: Dominated and Feminized
	Locked and Feminized For My Wife: Becoming Her Sissy Housewife 1


Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/sissy-in-silk-and-steel or…

Click here to read it right now!
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