

Playing With Another Sissy: Locked and Pantied in Paradise 2

by Vanessa Lockridge


The cage stays on. The panties stay wet. Because being her sissy is the only thing that makes her look at me with real desire.

The moment she locked the cage on me, something changed in my wife's eyes. That’s the moment she realized she didn’t want a husband anymore — she wanted a sissy. Someone to dress up in lace and frills, then play with however she wanted, with no need to worry about silly things like what’s in the cage.

Now she’s going to get pleasure from whoever she wants it from. Valentina is going to teach her how to totally transform me, then steal her away so they can enjoy each other.

And me? I’ll be having my own playdate with Jessica.
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Chapter 1: Quite the Pair

“I think you look hot, baby!”

She means it, too, I can tell — but I’m still terrified.

“Everyone is going to know.”

“Know what?” she says with that little half-smirk that seems to have permanently glued itself to her face since this morning. Even just thinking about that makes me twitch in my panties, my locked little clit brushing against the sheer silk. I’m sure I’m dripping pre-cum in them.

That just makes me think about my lingerie — the sheer pink waspie with the heavy steel boning that gives me an hourglass figure, trimmed out in frothy white lace with pretty bows all over it, the matching pink panties with the dense lines of ruffles marching along the back, the little triangle bralette with open cups covered by a little sheer curtain of ruffled pink silk.

Crystal luxuriated in dressing me in it, making sure to show me how to get my stockings perfectly straight, how to clip them into the garter belt. I was so distracted by the sensation of the nylon on my freshly-shaved legs and the resulting impact on my cage to really notice how to do them. It only got worse when she noticed what was going on and gave me the world’s most frustrating blowjob: all eye contact, all red lipstick on steel, fingers between her legs, squealing little moans as her tongue slipped between the bars to tease my furious clit and suck out as much pre-cum as she could.

There’s always more for my panties, of course.

“Know that I’m not a — that I’m a —”

“Sexy little sissy girl?” she purrs, her voice dripping with excitement. “My pretty plaything? The hottest sissy in the entire resort?” I squirm under her touch, her fingers brushing the exposed skin of my back in the carefully-placed, lace-trim cut-out of my dress. “I want them to know that. I want everyone to see what my husband is willing to do for me. And how much control I have over my Chrissie.”

The way she tongues those S’s makes me shiver.

“There are so many hotter girls than —” I stop myself, not believing that I’m comparing myself to other girls.

“I don’t care,” she says. “I don’t care if there’s a sissy out there with legs longer than yours or a waist narrower or whatever else it is you’re worried about. I just want you. And I’m desperate to show you off. Okay?”

I bite my lip and stare at my stilettos. Stilettos she packed for me. “Okay.”

I am extremely conscious of my dress as it swishes around my thighs. I had no idea how revealing it felt to wear one, though I suppose the one Crystal put me in is especially short. The long lace trim barely reaches the middle of my thighs, awarding anyone who cares to look at me some teasing glimpses of my stocking tops. The idea that anyone would look at me like that is as thrilling as it is terrifying. Boys don’t get objectified. Nobody looks at a guy in pants and a sweatshirt and thinks about what’s underneath.

But this dress practically demands people wonder. There are just two layers of sheer pink silk to provide me any sort of modesty, and when it rests against my body, you can see my lingerie underneath. It’s an empire waist, with a small bodice made to seem even tinier with how low on my chest it sits. The padding in the quarter cups pushes me up enough to give me the illusion of cleavage, and along with the waspie, I actually do cut a fairly feminine figure. The ribbon straps tied in floppy bows on my shoulders and the lace trim on the sweetheart neckline emphasize my slender collarbones. Crystal did the rest with make-up.

Mercifully, there was no one in the hallway. I all-but-ran down it until Crystal snatched my hand and forced me to walk with her. I’m sure she was hoping someone would see, but we were alone to the elevator. As it descends, I feel my panic rise, until I’m nearly doubled over and panting when the doors slide open and I’m confronted by the gorgeous tropical vista surrounding the Hardlock Resort.

“Come on, baby,” Crystal says, tugging my hand. “Time to show everyone what a pretty sissy slut girl make.”

The scattering of men I saw yesterday have all disappeared — transformed, more like. Instead, as far as the eye can see, the resort is filled with stunning and glamorous women. For some couples — or throuples, in some cases — it’s easy to see who’s the wife and who’s the sissy. One poor girl has a tiny maid’s outfit on that puts her panties on full display, and it’s with them that I start to see the full depths I could be subjected to. I’m glad Crystal is just pulling on my hand, because the poor maid has a leash running from the front of her panties to her wife’s gloved hand.

I hope Crystal doesn’t notice.

We start our promenade down the flower-lined pathway that leads out towards the ocean. Women and sissies are everywhere, in every outfit and color imaginable. Some are dressed in little more than lingerie, and I try not to stare when I see an enormous, throbbing cock sticking out of a pair of crotchless panties as we pass. The owner gives me a flirty smile while I hear the women next to him say, “oh yes, all the time, with medication if required. I never want her to be soft as long as...” before we go on our way.

“Did you see that?” Crystal whispers.

“Yes,” I say quietly, my stomach tightening. Does she want that kind of thing for us?

But before I have a chance to ask, Crystal lets my hand go and leaves me a few steps behind. “Hello! Valentina?”

The woman from check-in. She is stunning, with enormous blonde curls cascading down her slender neck to her exposed shoulders. She is wearing a black lace dress so tight that I can’t believe she can breathe in it without the zipper popping. Even more distracting is that she doesn’t appear to be wearing any underwear underneath.

“My, my,” she says evenly with a broad, knowing smile. “Aren’t you two quite the pair.”


Chapter 2: The Offer

“You are gorgeous,” Crystal fawns.

And to be fair, she’s right. Valentina looks like she walked right off a Parisian runway into the resort gardens. Every part of her is perfect, from her coiffed hair to her red lipstick to her spotless stilettos. Her hair is pulled back in a vintage style with a tiny bow on a silver headband tucked into it. Her dress is low cut — which seems strange, considering that it’s also see-through — to show off her ample cleavage. Around her neck is a silver chain with a tiny key on the end of it.

A key that looks suspiciously similar to the one my wife used on me.

“So do you, darling,” Valentina says, her voice like silk. “Goodness, you two fit in perfectly here. Is it really your first time here?”

“It is!” Crystal bubbles. “You are so sweet to say that.”

I’ve never seen her like this before. It’s like she’s meeting a celebrity or something. I take a nervous step forwards and stick my hand out. “I’m Chris — Chrissie.”

Valentina fixes me with a look that isn’t quite withering, but is close enough that it stops me in my tracks. “A handshake?”

“Chrissie!” Crystal hisses like she expects me to know what to do here.

I balk at both of them.

“A curtsey, at a minimum,” Valentina says. “More intimate greetings are acceptable as well.”

She flicks her head at a pair of sissies in tight sheath dresses on their knees kissing the tall latex boots of a woman who looks like a dominatrix from a magazine. The sight makes my heart flutter.

“A curtsey?” I ask. “I’ve, ah, never... done one, before.”

“Maybe I can teach her,” comes a soft, high voice from behind Valentina.

It belongs to a radiant woman wearing a vintage-looking A-line dress in a beautiful floral print. A petticoat flirts with the hem at her knees, and the wide neckline goes outwards before the silk is gathered at her shoulders and tied in bows not unlike my own. Her nails are a dark red that match her lipstick, and her brilliant blue eyes shine out from glittering eyeshadow. She is, in a word, gorgeous.

And then I realize it’s James.

“Your husband?” I say in shock.

“Jessica,” she trills, then demonstrates how to curtsey appropriately. “Like this.”

I try to mimic her, feeling clumsy and self-conscious under Valentina’s gaze. Pulling my skirt out to the side like that only makes it feel more revealing, and I look around to see if anyone was staring at me while I did. Of course, no one is. I’m hardly the most interesting or most exposed person here.

“A pleasure,” Valentina says when I straighten and Crystal has returned to my side. “I can’t wait to see how you develop her this week.”

The word makes me shiver. It sounds scary.

It sounds sexy.

“If I’m being honest, I really have no idea what I’m doing,” Crystal says with a loud, nervous laugh. “Not like you. Your Jessica is so perfect.”

“She’s well-trained. Jess, cage,” Valentina commands.

I watch in shock as Jessica gathers her skirts in her arms, holding them against her belly with one hand to expose her sheer panties. With her free hand, she pushes them down, letting her cage go free. Her cock — clit? — is straining against the black plastic worse than mine is, and it looks even bigger than my own. I squirm, thinking about all the ways that Crystal talked about it. A perfect little clitty. A tongue bigger than my clit. Has she always felt like that? Jessica is clearly much, much bigger than me.

Crystal is staring at the sissy’s cage, too, when Valentina takes a leash and clips it to the front. She gives a soft tug. “That will do nicely,” she purrs. Then Jessica pulls her panties back up, drops and smooths her skirts, and leans in for a kiss. It’s not tender or chaste. The two gorgeous women dive into each other, hands on each other’s cheeks, so passionately that it makes me feel like a voyeur to watch.

I glance at my wife and see that she’s uncomfortable too. But when she meets my gaze, something unspoken passes between us. That could be us. Yes, James is in a dress and a cage, and yes, really that’s Jessica, under Valentina’s control. But look at how much they love each other. Until we came here, I could count on one hand the number of times Crystal and I had kissed like that. I’ve never seen two people more turned on and more obviously excited about who they are.

When they break apart, Valentina turns back to us like nothing happened. Her makeup is still impossibly perfect. She sizes us up, her gaze lingering on meas Crystal grins broadly at her.

“You know,” she says. “Since you’re new here, I imagine you’d like someone to show you the ropes. Teach you what sorts of things are normal here, what the rules are. Expectations. Who’s in charge. How to behave.” Her voice darkens and her eyes flit to me. Just long enough for me to know that I’m supposed to hear this. “How to properly deny and humiliate a sissy. How to keep her desperate and leaking. How to make her understand her new place.”

“Oh!” Crystal gasps. “I was too afraid to ask, but yes! Do you know someone who could do that?”

Valentina smirks. “Why, darling, how about Jessica and I take you under our wing?”

“Oh, I don’t —” I start, but Crystal cuts me off. I’m not even sure she heard me.

“That would be incredible! We would love that, right, Chrissie?”

“I’m not sure —”

Valentina reaches out and rests her hand against Crystal’s cheek. It’s a gesture that is as deeply intimate as it is commanding. I watch my wife freeze in the other woman’s grasp, her mouth falling slightly open as she looks into her eyes. It’s the way you’d touch someone before you —

“Dinner tonight. Eight o’clock, yes?” Valentina asks.

“Of course,” Crystal says softly. “Looking forward to it.”

“Wonderful.” Valentina’s gaze slides to me. “And make sure to wear something... special.”


Chapter 3: A New Dress

“We have to go shopping.”

Crystal practically drags me to the resort shop, past a sissy in a skin-tight dress that goes down to her ankles, her hands shackled behind her back, the outline of her tiny clitty clearly visible through the thin material of her dress. A visible wet spot has formed at the tip. The woman next to her flicks a button on a small remote she’s holding just as Crystal brings me into the store and the sissy jumps with a squealing gasp, the wet spot growing even bigger.

“You have to look stunning,” Crystal is saying as she starts prowling down the aisles of frothy nylon frills and seductive silk gowns. “They had kind of a 1950s thing going on, wouldn’t you say, Chrissie?”

All I can think about is what that remote was controlling.

“Mmmhmm,” I say noncommittally.

“Oh!” She grabs something from a rack and holds it up against my chest. It’s an emerald green strapless number covered in ruffles like flower petals. There’s no way I’ll ever fill out those quarter-cups. My wife bites her lip while she inspects me with it, then puts it back, shaking her head.

“Not right for tonight,” she murmurs, moving on to the next one. It’s white.

She’s still going on when we get to the counter — “Oh! A nice sundress! We could go to dinner by the pool tomorrow... That would be fun!”

The idea of going to a pool makes me want to die.

“Do we have to?”

She shoots me a look. “Sissies don’t get to say no here, baby.”

My toes curl in my stilettos and my clit twitches in my panties but I stay quiet. Crystal turns her attention back to the racks of clothes.

“What about this one? This will be perfect.”

She hands me a long slip dress with spaghetti straps. It looks like silk or something equally luxurious, but thin enough that it seems more transparent than not. I feel my heart starting to race as I hold it up and take in its full length: it comes down all the way to the floor, and from what I can see of the bottom, there is some sort of slit in it along one side.

“Try it on,” she urges me.

“I think we should get a few things,” I whisper desperately. The idea of trying on clothes like this scares me. “In case something doesn’t fit.”

Crystal’s face lights up, which makes my stomach drop. “You’re getting excited about this, aren’t you.”

“No!” I insist.

“You are!” She advances on me, one of her hands disappearing under my skirt while the other squeezes against my back, holding me in place. “Let me feel your panties, you naughty little girl. Let me feel how wet your tiny clitty makes them.”

I have to stifle a moan when her fingers brush against them. The cage might keep the front of them smooth, but it doesn’t stop me from feeling her fingers brush across them. I’m still so aroused from this morning that just that muted touch is enough to make me shiver in her grasp. That only gives her more ideas.

“You’re so wet,” she whispers, pulling me tight against her so her lips are almost brushing my ear. “What a good girl. Naughty girl. Have you been fantasizing about putting on pretty things for me, baby?”

“No!” I lie. Well, half-lie, anyway.

“No? Maybe it was seeing how much control Valentina has over Jessica that got you going. The commands, the leash, the clit. I’ll admit, that got me going, too. I wonder how big it is when she’s unlocked? I bet Valentina never lets her cum so she can ride that thing whenever she wants.”

“No!” I say, pushing away. “It’s none of that!” I smooth out my dress and try not to get irritated with Crystal and everything she was saying. I don’t like how right I was about what she was thinking. Maybe she really does want a real man. Someone with a cock, not a clit.

Crystal frowns. “Well, what is it, then?”

“It’s from you!”

I didn’t expect myself to shout, and neither did Crystal, judging by her wide eyes. She steps back a little bit in surprise.

“You put this stupid cage on me and I should hate it but I don’t! I mean I do, but — ugh! It makes me think about all of this stuff! That sissy with her remote, Jessica pulling down her panties to show off her clit! And now I’m thinking about what that would be like for me! About you commanding me to do something like that!”

“Do you... want me to?”

I bite my lip and watch my wife respond to it. It must be involuntary. Her eyes go a little wider, her nostrils flare. Her gaze stays fixed on me. “I don’t know,” I finally say, digging the words out of my chest. “Until yesterday, I didn’t even know you... you knew about this!”

Crystal frowns again as she takes a step closer to me. “But that doesn’t change how you feel, does it?”

I squirm. She knows the answer already. How can I not? The cage is driving me insane in more ways than one, and every time I look at her I imagine those red lips wrapped around it, that long hair brushing against my thighs while she licks —

My mind starts to spiral away from reality until I see her hand reaching for mine. When she squeezes it, I’m brought back into myself. “No,” I admit softly.

She gives me an encouraging smile. “You’re such a good girl for telling me the truth. Come here.”

The dress slips from between my fingers when Crystal wraps me up in a hug, holding me tightly against her. Her lips are back against my ear. “Why don’t you pick something out, okay? Something that you think is pretty. That gets you excited, okay? Not what’s going to make Valentina think you’re hot.” She lets me go and heads towards the changing rooms before throwing a naughty smile over her shoulder. “And when you have it, come try it on, and we’ll see where things go.”


Chapter 4: Desperate Little Sissy

It’s embarrassing admitting that I like the dress, even if I’m not using words to do it. She can tell from how I’m shaking as I hold it, from how wet my panties are getting, from the way I can’t tear my eyes from it and how quickly I strip my dress off to try it on. Men aren’t supposed to be excited to try on clothes — and especially not things like this, erupting with frills. It’s beyond girly.

But I suppose that’s who I am this week.

“I should have guessed,” Crystal giggles when she sees it. “My Chrissie really is a girly-girl.”

I want to deny it, but it sounds nice when she says it. She helps me unzip my dress and lets it pool to the floor around me, leaving me in nothing but my heels, stockings, and lingerie. I hear her breathing change when she sees me like that.

“You look so hot like this,” she murmurs. She steps forwards, still behind me, and wraps her arms around my belly, her fingertips brushing the lacy top of my panties.

“You sound surprised,” I tease.

“I am surprised. Not that you’re hot. But all of this. How much it all turns me on. The ideas it gives me.”

“Like what?”

She spins me around with surprising force, then pushes me down onto my knees, one hand sliding over my chest and up my neck so that when I reach the floor, she’s cupping my chin in her hand and tilting my head back. Then her hand moves, pinching my cheeks between her fingers, and leans down for a hungry, aggressive kiss. I reach up to hold her cheek but she swats my hand away, keeping control of the kiss. By the time we break apart, I’m panting with desire, desperate to touch her in some way — to touch myself!

“Like being your owner,” she whispers before pushing away from me, leaving me kneeling on the floor in front of her. “Kiss.”

Her skirt is already pulled back to reveal that she’s wearing the same thigh-highs from this morning, but no panties. Everything about her has changed since we got here. The black lace skirt is tight and see-through — not as much as Valentina’s, but far more than I’ve ever seen her wear before. Her silk tank top is practically just lingerie. She’s even been doing her make-up differently. I had no idea this woman was inside my wife.

I don’t have to lean very far forwards before she straddles my face, one hand pressed against the wall for balance, her foot resting on the bench. I kneel beneath her and stare at her bare pussy lips, dripping with arousal right in front of my eyes. I lean in and kiss her slowly, tenderly. Patiently. If she’s going to keep me in a cage, I’m going to make her wait.

“Good girl,” she says softly. “Lick.”

Lick. Not kiss. Lick. A tiny spark of pleasure shoots through me at being called a good girl, at knowing that my obedience pleases her. There is something primal about it, deep within me, telling me to do exactly what Crystal asks of me. To serve her. It makes me tremble just thinking about it.

Crystal isn’t waiting patiently for me. She’s pushing forwards into my mouth, demanding my tongue with each breath. “That feels so good,” she purrs as I obey and begin licking her in slow circles. “You’re so much better than — Oh!”

Her head tilts back and I feel her body twitch against me when I hit the right spot. She grabs my head and holds me against her while I lap at her pussy until her moans are too loud for the quiet room. When they reach a fever pitch, she pulls away from me, still panting.

“Play with yourself.”

“I can’t — take off my cage, Crystal.”

“That’s my clit and my cage. It stays on. Do your best, sissy. This is the only chance you’re going to get for a long time.”

Before I have a chance to object or ask any questions, she knits her fingers into my hair and wrenches me back between her legs. My hands sink slowly down between my legs to my soaked panties. At first, I rub the front experimentally, surprising myself with the sensation I can feel even with the cage on. My clit bucks and squirts in response and I let out a tiny moan into Crystal’s pussy. She glances down with a knowing grin.

“Good girl,” she purrs. “Get yourself all nice and wet for me. You’re next.”

I don’t know why those words send a thrill of excitement through me like that, but it does. The idea of being Crystal’s little plaything sends thrills racing up my spine. I slip my fingers down into my waistband, peeling back the gossamer fabric, and feel the straining heat of my clit. Just yesterday, I called it a cock, still thought I could use it like one. But it already feels so natural to call it a clit. A little tremor of pleasure runs through me at that thought and I feel myself leak pre-cum straight into my fingers.

My head goes back as Crystal asserts her control. Her thighs wrap around my face as she begins to hump herself against me. Her movements are frantic, desperate, her hands holding my face in place while she uses me like a toy. All the while, my own fingers dance over the front of my cage until the pleasure there is real and intense despite how strange it feels.

“Crystal,” I gasp. “I — I might —”

“Are you going to cum?” she squeals, her voice too giddy. “You are a desperate little sissy!”

“I won’t,” I say, surprising myself with how much I mean it. “Not without permission.”

She slips off my face and points at the bench with a crazed grin. “Bend over, baby. You have my permission. But you’re going to do it like a girl.”


Chapter 5: Made for Panties

I put my hands together on the bench. It’s at a height where the position naturally makes me arch my back, sticking my ass out towards Crystal. My stomach is in knots, my body quaking. I know what she’s going to do. I’m terrified, but I can’t tell if it’s because of what it means — or because I’m afraid I might like it.

“You have an incredible ass,” she breathes. “Made for panties.”

She hooks her finger into the strip of fabric between my cheeks and tugs it to the side. I let out a tiny gasp as I feel the cool air on my puckered hole. She hasn’t done this before — no one has. The only time I’ve ever been touched there was when I tried it myself once out of curiosity. I can barely believe I’m letting any of this happen. First the nightie, then the cage, then being dressed in public, and now this? It’s not like it was when I was touching myself in front of a computer screen, looking at pretty girls online and reading stories.

“Spread your legs a little.”

I obey, and gasp when I feel her hand slip between my legs, coming up through the bottom of my panties and rubbing my drooling clit. The muted pleasure makes me shudder. It’s strange. It’s not so much the physical sensation itself that feels good. It’s everything that comes with it: the knowledge that I’m her husband, locked in a cage, transformed into her sissy girl. That she controls all my pleasure. That I can’t even get hard without her permission. That knowledge is almost as pleasurable as the last time she sucked me off.

Her fingers swirl around my front and sensations accumulate in my belly until she pulls them away. I relax a fraction before they return to my hole, and it’s only then that I realize what she was doing.

“You’re so wet,” she says. “Good girl, getting all excited for her first fingering. It won’t hurt when you’re this slippery. Naughty little sissy, using your own pre-cum for lube.”

As if I had any choice. But that lack of control makes it even better, and when the fingers go from massaging the tight ring of muscle to spreading it open, the sounds that come out of me are proof of how thrilling it all is.

“Oh, Crystal,” I gasp, my voice tight and high. “Oh, fuck.”

“You’re tight,” she giggles. “Tighter than the first time you fingered me. It was always supposed to be like this, though, wasn’t it? You pretending to be a man when really you’re just a sissy who needs to be penetrated.”

I try to form an answer, but the feeling of her finger slipping inside of me is like a vice on my throat. The intrusion feels so good! I’ve never experienced anything quite like it, especially when she curls her finger towards my front and —

“Holy fucking shit!”

She hits something deep inside me and pleasure surges through every fiber of my body. My head goes back as my knees shake and quiver and threaten to give way. My mouth hangs open and all I can do is moan as the pleasure continues to course through me, leaving me gasping. It doesn’t fade after one pulse, or even two, three, four. Instead it gets more intense until I feel like I might cum without having touched myself at all.

“That’s your sissy spot,” Crystal says. “That’s how good sissy girls cum. I bet Jessica can cum just from being fucked like that.”

The words hang in my thoughts as I try to assemble them into meaning. Is that what she wants to happen to me? Is this what she’s had planned all along? Keeping me in a cage so the only way I can cum is from having a thick, throbbing cock buried inside of me? It would fill me up and make me into the good girl I long to be. I picture Jessica’s cage falling away, her mighty clit growing into something that is undeniably a cock, thick and huge. I’d have to suck it first, of course, to get it wet, but then —

“Good girl!”

The orgasm crept up on me, but when it hits, it’s like a volcano. Every muscle in my body tightens with pleasure while Crystal continues rubbing against that sensitive spot inside of me until I’m bucking back against her hand, begging for more. Her other hand finds my clit and she starts playing with it through the bars of the cage while my body shakes and twists under the relentless assault of ecstasy. I squeal and moan and do my best to stay upright even as every limb goes numb with pleasure and I can’t even tell which way is up.

My knees do give way eventually, sending me tumbling to the ground where my hands slip out from under me and I collapse onto the floor, gasping for breath. It feels like someone has lit firecrackers off inside of me. They explode as they fall away from me, each one bringing an aftershock that makes my toes curl in my heels.

It takes me several minutes before I can sit up and face my wife, who is leaning against the wall, watching me with a hungry look with her fingers stuffed in her own panties, working furiously. My gaze flicks down between her legs and I watch how frantically she’s moving. When she realizes what I’m doing, she grins at me and pulls her skirt back again so I have a better view.

“You want some of this?” she purrs, spreading herself with her fingers. Her pussy lips are red and swollen with desire. She slides two fingers inside herself and begins fucking herself right there while she stares at me, knowing I’m dying to touch myself — but that I won’t without permission. “You’re such a good little girl,” she says, voice low and throaty with arousal. “You’re going to be so popular.”

I don’t have time to ask what she means before she screams her way to climax.


Chapter 6: A Private Demonstration

The restaurant is beautiful — the picture of French elegance, with the warm ocean breeze blowing the gauzy white curtains that frame the archways to the balcony, the low buzz of conversation, and a dining room filled with the most stunning women I have ever seen in my life. Crystal is almost totally transformed. The last time we went on a date, she wore a big sweater and some jeans that actually hugged her curves, but now she looks like a goddess straight out of Hollywood’s golden age: a plunging white silk dress that does little to cover her breasts, the neckline so low that I can practically see her bellybutton. All of it should be a man’s fantasy come to life.

And I can’t focus on any of it.

“Isn’t that right, Chrissie?” she’s saying, her lips pink and plump and perfect like I’ve never seen before.

You’re going to be so popular...

“I — what?”

“I was just saying that really, we have you to thank for coming here.” Her lips curl up into a playful smile. “Isn’t that right?”

That’s my clit and my cage...

“I — what do you mean?”

The smirk breaks into a grin. “If I’d never seen your search history, darling, we might still be sleeping on opposite sides of the bed!” She laughs lightly. “Now I know why you could never satisfy me — you were too busy dreaming about being a girl with your tiny dicklet locked away!”

I can feel the redness on my cheeks, and even here, it’s not from sunburn.

“My lovely Jessica was very resistant when I suggested it,” Valentina purrs. Her hand is draped over my wife’s, their fingers close enough they’re almost interwoven. “But look at her now. The picture of sissy submission.”

Jessica is the picture of sissiness. When we arrived and I stared in shock at her outfit, Valentina explained that there had been some attitude issues in the room that needed to be “adjusted.” The word made my stomach twist, and doubly so when I saw Crystal glance at me when Valentina said it.

The sissy is wearing just a heavily boned bustier dripping with ruffles and lace, all black, with bows on the straps and between the cups. The ruched garter straps form an arch at the front, framing her tiny, metal chastity cage that seems to be constantly dripping. She was not permitted to wear panties, putting the throbbing clit on full display, the furious purple skin plainly visible between the slender metal bars. The black leash is still connected to it, the looped end draped around Valentina’s chair like a dog’s lead.

But even that’s not what’s most shocking.

“You really have done something amazing with her,” Crystal agrees, a little too quickly for my liking. “Chrissie has been a little shy about what she likes, but you two have given me so many ideas already.”

I don’t like the sound of that.

Valentina beams and takes a delicate bite of her bloody red steak. “You’re so sweet to say that. Isn’t she, Jessie, darling?”

“Mmmm,” Jessica agrees. The salad in front of her is untouched.

“Do you... have to do this sort of thing often?” Crystal asks.

“Very rarely now,” Valentina says. “Mostly, I simply do it for my own enjoyment. Of course, tonight was a bit of an exception. Tired from a day of traveling, perhaps.”

“Mmmph,” Jessica says.

Even with the O-ring forcing open her mouth, she looks beautiful. Her make-up is flawless, her hair perfectly coiffed in a tight bun at the back of her head. It’s impossible for me to stop imagining myself in her place, with Crystal casually discussing my submission and disobedience while I drip furiously, subjected to her punishment and torment. My stomach rolls again.

My cage feels tighter than ever.

“How long did it take?” Crystal asks. Her fingers probe a little closer to Valentina’s. She can’t seem to take her eyes off the other woman. I’ve never seen her look at me that way, even after she put me in a cage and panties.

“To train her? She was quite capable very quickly, but it took significantly longer for her to understand this was her new role.”

“And now?”

Valentina smirks. “What do you think, Jessica? Are you happy as my caged sissy slut?”

“Mmmm,” Jessica says. I can hear the sound of the leash clicking against her cage.

If I wasn’t looking at her, I wouldn’t believe any of this could possibly be real. Just a week ago, I was a man. A man with fantasies, yes, but that’s what they were: things to imagine and enjoy. Not something to live. Not something that could be real.

“Good to know,” Crystal says softly, shooting me an assessing glance that makes pins and needles break out on my skin.

“If you’d be interested,” Valentina says slowly, her steak skewered on the end of her fork above her plate. “I’d be willing to give you two a private demonstration tonight.”

“Oh, I don’t know if —” I say, panic setting in at my edges. My chest feels like a snare drum being attacked by a furious percussionist.

“That would be amazing!” bubbles Crystal. “Is there a special place to do that here? I was surprised to see all the pretty stuff at the store and got wondering what other amenities there were for things like that —”

“In our room,” Valentina purrs, her eyes fixed to mine before they slide to Crystal’s. “Just... us.”

“Really?” my wife gasps.

“Really.”

“We’d love to!”

Valentina lifts her fork and feeds Crystal the brilliant red slice of steak, but I feel like I’m the one being consumed.


Chapter 7: Forced to Watch

I think it’s a fantasy every man has had, borne out of what we watch in our early days online. If two women kissing is hot, what else could they do that would be even hotter? If two strangers doing that turns you on, what if it’s someone you know? What if it’s your wife and her hottest friend? It was something I let myself imagine more than once. Often, if I’m being honest about it.

But it’s different to see it from the floor.

Valentina is, judging by Crystal’s shivers, moans, and gasps, an incredible kisser. She knows exactly where to put her hands, her mouth, her body to maximize my wife’s pleasure. In any other situation, it really would be shockingly hot to watch. Valentina is gorgeous and whatever has inspired Crystal’s transformation from average housewife to sexual panther seems to have inspired her libido, as well. They look just like the women in the videos I used to watch.

She keeps looking at me, her face bent with obvious pleasure, and just seeing me kneeling on the floor in my frillies seems to make it even more intense for her. Jessica is next to me, still gagged and dripping, both of us assuming the position we were instructed to. Valentina ordered Jessica first, then Crystal followed, and then they took their place on the couch, but not before Crystal issued her own command to me.

“Watch, baby.”

It’s humiliating. Or at least I keep telling myself that it is, because my caged cock — my clit — doesn’t seem to have gotten the message. It’s as hard as Jessica’s, and I’m afraid that if I pull back my lacy skirts and look at my panties, I’ll discover that it’s been dripping as much as hers, too. My body feels light and buzzy, my thoughts blasting through my mind in an endless stream. What if I like this? What if Crystal does? What else is she going to do — going to ask me to do? When this week ends, what’s next? She doesn’t seem like she’s going to want this to stop. Am I going to be Chrissie full time? Even at home? What about my job? Is she ever going to take the cage off?

What if she likes Chrissie more than Chris?

My focus snaps back to the pair when I hear a zipper being undone. Valentina’s dress is already slipping down her legs, revealing a body somehow even more gorgeous than I had suspected. She’s pushing my wife’s white satin dress off, exposing her white silk panties and the fact that she wasn’t wearing a bra for the first time in her life. Crystal’s nipples are hard, her body glazed with a dewy sheen of sweat, her cheeks flushed.

“Sit back,” Valentina says, snuggling closer to Crystal, her hand resting on my wife’s thigh, dangerously close to her pussy. “And enjoy.”

“I’m already enjoying,” Crystal breathes.

“Jessica, give the lovely Chrissie a kiss.”

The sissy responds instantly, her hand on my cheek, turning my head towards hers before I even have a chance to react. She is gorgeous, with full, soft-looking lips and high cheekbones that wouldn’t be out of place on a Parisian catwalk. My clit twitches. But then sense returns to me and I realize that I’m about to be kissed by another man, and the drummer starts thumping my chest again, and electricity erupts in my belly, my eyes go wide, my breath catches and the room closes in around me. Everything is wrong. I’m in a dress, in panties, in a cage — this is crazy. Crazy! I shouldn’t be doing any of this. This is wrong!

Her lips are soft. Her tongue is practiced and talented. And her grip is firm on my cheek, keeping me in place as she probes my mouth. I am frozen in place, eyes wide in shock as she pours herself into me, dressed in skimpy black frills. She might be the most gorgeous woman to ever kiss me save for Crystal, and she’s not even a woman!

No. She’s a sissy.

Just like me.

Something breaks inside of me. I can almost tell what it is before it’s swept away in a river of pleasure and sensation as I melt into the kiss, leaning forwards so far I have to put a steadying hand on Jessica’s stocking-covered thigh. She shifts beneath me, our bodies getting closer, her hand moving from my cheek to my neck, then downwards, following the lacy trim of my neckline before slipping inside and finding my hard nipple. I gasp and pull her closer, realizing my hand is exploring her body, too, tracing the line of her slender waist and broad hips down to her ass.

“Oh,” I breathe unsteadily when she breaks the kiss, her face flush with excitement.

“Oh, fuck,” Crystal gasps from the couch.

Valentina’s hand has carried out its threat and is working between my wife’s thighs, but I can tell that’s not why she’s looking at me like that. It’s the expression of someone who just saw the thing they want for the rest of their life, and they’ll do anything to pursue it.

“Fuck,” she repeats. “That’s the hottest thing you’ve ever done, baby.”

There is sheer terror in my chest when I hear the words, but it runs up against the crushing wave of excitement, arousal, and pleasure. It really is all a fantasy come to life. Why is it that when we get the thing we want most, we fight against it? How many nights did I spend sitting in front of the computer imagining exactly this?

“You like it?” I say softly, trying to sound seductive. I think I actually nail it. “Want to see me do it again?”

“No,” she says.

For a split second, it’s devastating and totally crushing. But just as my face starts to falter, she grins at me and points to Jessica.

“I want to see your lips on her pretty little clitty.”


Chapter 8: Forced to Suck

I’m not sure how long Crystal watched before she was swept away in pleasure by Valentina, but it was long enough to hear the sounds she made and to know the truth of it: we might only be here a week. We might be in a special, exotic place where this kind of thing is accepted. It might all really just be a dream come to life on vacation.

But when we go home, none of it is going to stop.

“Kiss her thighs,” Valentina instructs.

I obey, shakily, my limbs feeling loose and awkward. Jessica is still kneeling, her stocking-covered legs spread open, her dripping cage on full display. Her eyes are fixed on me, wide and almost wild with anticipation. How long, I wonder as I press my lips to the sheer black nylon and she lets out a low moan of exquisite pleasure, has it been since someone has touched her there for anything other than dominance?

We’re both still on the floor, and the angle requires me to bend low, still on my knees, my ass high in the air. As it rises, Crystal’s moans get higher too, and it’s obvious that she’s getting off not just on the control, Valentina, or my outfit — but my pose, too. How many videos of women kissing did she watch before she met me? How many times did she wish her husband had a real cock instead of that pathetic nub between his legs?

I kiss a line upwards along Jessica’s thigh. I go slowly, in part to tease her, and in part because I am terrified of the dripping goal ahead of me. I am thankful for the sissy’s long, slender legs and the runway they give me before I have to come face to face with a cock for the first time in my life. My stomach clenches and a jolt runs through me as I think about what I’ll be doing to it next.

“Don’t tease the poor thing,” Crystal moans. “Give her what she wants. Show her what that mouth is really for.”

Valentina smirks again. “Isn’t that what you said to him?” She looks right at me. “Aren’t you giving Chrissie what he wants?”

I don’t have a chance to think about it before I’ve run out of thigh to kiss, nylon long ago having given way to lace and then bare skin. She smells clean and floral. There’s a hint of something darker and sweeter there, too — a musky saltiness not unlike the ocean air. It leers out at me, purple and red and dripping, barely contained by the tiny cage. It’s smaller than mine by almost half, and just seeing it sends a bolt of fear through me as I wonder if Crystal will want me in something that small as well.

And it is small. The cage is so short that it’s nestled in above her soft, smooth package, the constant stream of pre-cum dribbling down over it before it pools on the floor. It doesn’t even really look like a cock, not really. You’d never mistake it for a woman’s clit, of course — and judging by the sounds coming from the couch, Valentina and Crystal are thoroughly enjoying theirs — but neither is it the turgid, throbbing shaft of a man’s cock. It’s something in between. Soft and delicate if it wasn’t fighting so hard to get out from between the bars.

“It’s cute,” I say to myself.

“Thank you,” Jessica murmurs from above me. I glance up at her and she’s looking down at me with a look of anticipation and deep arousal, biting one of her perfectly-manicured nails.

“Can I kiss it?”

“Please,” she breathes with a shiver.

I’m shivering, too, as I lean forwards, ass in the air, and feel my lips brush against the cage. A fraction further forwards and the tip slips just barely between my lips. The stream of pre-cum is suddenly in my mouth, now, thin and vaguely salty. Almost automatically I give her a gentle suck.

Her reaction is intense and instant. A sharp, shaking gasp as she falls backwards, catching herself with outstretched arms, the curve of her neck caught in the dying sunset. Her body is quivering as I press further forwards, flicking my tongue on the velvety skin between the bars, slurping down the pre-cum as fast as it pours out of her, surprising myself with how arousing her moans and gasps are as I do.

“That’s fucking hot,” Crystal breathes from the couch. “My sissy husband on her knees where she belongs, sucking like she was born for it.”

“Two beautiful sissies enjoying each other,” Valentina says. “Such a rare, wonderful treat.”

I can hear the gears turning in Crystal’s head. She’s planning something, thinking about what she wants next for us. For me. The thoughts still carry fear with them, but now there’s excitement, too, and arousal.

I suck Jessica harder.

“Good girl,” Valentina says. The words roll across my skin like silk. It’s only then that I realize how achingly aroused I am, how hard I am in my cage, how my clit must be dripping as much as hers.

“Mistress,” Jessica chokes out, her words tight. “I — I might make my spurties.”

Crystal lets out a low, shivering moan of excitement. “She can do that with the cage on?”

I don’t like how excited she seems about it.

Valentina’s smile is apparent in her voice. “Just tonight, darling, you may. But you will be punished for it.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Jessica moans, her eyebrows knitted.

I suck and kiss and lick and tease her, running my hands up and down the slippery silk of her bustier, letting my fingers trace the lines of her garter straps as they curve over her incredible ass. They get dangerously close to her hole — so close that I can feel the muscles tensing and relaxing there in time with my mouth — but I pull them away, too afraid to cross that line.

“You punish her for cumming?” Crystal asks. Her voice is far away, my focus almost entirely on Jessica’s clit. “That’s brilliant. Maybe Chrissie needs the same treatment. No cumming without consequences.”

“She is currently carrying out a six-month sentence. She’s a lucky girl. Normally, any spurties mean I start the clock over. Tonight, she’ll merely be spanked.”

My chest is tight as I imagine those same words coming from Crystal’s mouth, but before I can ruminate too long, Jessica bursts with a high pitched squeal. Her clit seems to rear up in its cage, freezing for a moment before her slippery cum erupts between my lips. Her cum is not thick, not like I imagined it would be. Maybe that’s because she’s a sissy? Maybe that’s what happens when you’re kept locked and denied for so long — just thin, watery spurts that barely count as cum at all. Her entire body is involved in the climax, her chest heaving, legs shaking wildly, her squeals turning into a scream of pleasure as she pumps slender jets of cum into my mouth.

Cum. Into my mouth.

It coats the inside, sticking to my tongue and teeth and the insides of my cheeks, and only then does it hit me what it is. What I did. Caged or not, sissy or otherwise, I just sucked a cock so well that I made it cum. And far from making me feel disgusted, it fills me with pride. Excitement. Arousal. Here I am on my knees in panties and stockings and a lace garter belt and a beautiful, frilly dress my wife picked out for me — that she wants to see me in — my cock locked into a cage that transforms it into a sissy clitty while I have another one in my mouth. It’s all incredibly overwhelming. I feel a pressure between my legs, a buzzing in my belly, and then —

“Oh, oh —” I gasp, spilling backwards in a spray of skirts and lace.

The climax hits all at once. It’s not like any other I’ve had before; more like a premature ejaculation than the final moment. But there is pleasure there all the same, intensified by the knowledge that I came just from the sensuality of it all. I didn’t need anyone to play with my clitty. All I needed was the deepest, sissiest submission.

“Oh fuck,” Crystal gasps, staring at me with wide eyes. “Cumming in your panties just from sucking a caged clit?”

Valentina peers up at me over Crystal’s thigh from between her legs. “That’s a rare breed, Crystal. She’s going to have limitless potential.”

And when we are back in our room, me in the nightie my wife picked out for me, still wearing my cum-soaked panties, all I can do is wonder just how much of that potential she plans to explore.
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Join my newsletter to be the first to know when my new books are out and get free, way-too-hot for Amazon stories by clicking right here or going to www.vanessalockridge.com!


From Husband to Housewife: Dominated and Transformed into a Sissy
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“You're my pretty little housewife now,” Grace purrs as she slides the satin up my stocking-clad legs. “And I expect you to look and act the part.”

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

I shouldn’t have taken so long to find a job — maybe then I could have said no to her. But now that I’m in the house all day, Grace has ideas for what I should be doing. And what I should look like.

Each day, Grace ups the ante with more lingerie, more makeup, more teasing. Now my days revolve around dolling myself up and serving as her domestic pet. The deeper I slip into this new role, the more a frightening realization takes me over: she wants me like this.

Will submitting to her desires mean sacrificing the man I used to be? How far will Grace push our thrilling game of domination and submission? And if I do, will I ever want to go back to the way things were?

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/husband-to-housewife or…

Click here to read it right now!


Our Sissy Honeymoon

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

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

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

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

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

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

Click here to read it right now!


The Sissy Gift: Feminized by my Wife

If you liked this book, you'll love this story about fantasies being discovered and a wife embracing her husband’s need to be beautiful, sissified, and locked.
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“I know exactly what you’ve been doing with my stockings,” she said as I held my gift up. “So I thought it was time for you to get your own.”

I swallowed hard. Did she really want to see me in these?

“But if you’re going to wear them, you need panties, too. So I can rip them off of you when I bend you over.”

Every Christmas, I let myself wish that one of the presents under the tree has something girly and lacy in it for me. But that’s a fantasy I know is never going to happen — or at least that’s what I expected, right up until my wife Avery gives me a pair of silk stockings.

She knows all about what I like to do with hers, and she has her own ideas about what I should be wearing. My entire Christmas is nothing but pretty dresses and beautiful panties, and Avery loves helping me put them on.

But a husband in skirts isn’t enough for her. She wants me to be her sissy, and she locks me in panties to make sure my attention stays focused on her. And on New Year’s Eve, she plans for us to take the first step into a brand-new relationship — with me as her desperate sissy girl.

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/the-sissy-gift or…

Click here to read it right now!


Dressed in Satin, Locked in Steel

If you liked this book, you’ll love my collection of five sweet sissies locked in delicious, desperate chastity!
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“Oh, you like this a lot more than I expected,” she giggles, eyeballing the tent in the satin. “I think we might have to do something about this to keep it under control.”

“Like what?” I manage.

Her eyes flash as she grins at me. “Exactly what a girl like you needs, baby.”

Collects five of Vanessa Lockridge’s steamiest sissy stores:

	Caged in Corsets: Feminized and Dominated by my Girlfriend
	Finally Becoming Her Sissy: Caged in Corsets 2
	Dressed to be Shared: Caged in Corsets 3
	Made to be A Perfect Sissy Girl: Dominated and Feminized
	Going Deeper: Made to be A Perfect Sissy Girl 2


Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/dressed-in-satin or…

Click here to read it right now!
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