

Her Locked Sissy Cuckold: Locked and Pantied in Paradise 3

by Vanessa Lockridge


My wife’s giving me away for the night — so she can get what I can’t give her anymore.

As I kneel in front of Valentina and listen to Crystal’s pleasure echoing through the wall, I finally understand what our marriage has become. Who she expects me to be. What she has planned for me.

And she can’t get enough of it.

Crystal has gone from being my hesitant wife to someone beautiful, demanding, and utterly in charge of me. She keeps me dressed the way she wants, and I keep her satisfied the way she wants. But there are parts of me she prefers locked away, and when she wants what she used to have, she’s going to get it from whoever she wants.
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Chapter 1: Chrissie

“You look so hot like this!”

Her lips are already over me, exploring the stretches of bare skin between the spaghetti straps and ruffled lace trim of the white nightie I wore last night. Her hands are fast and aggressive, her moans loud and hot on my ear, her hair tickling my skin. I’m moaning already, already hard, already desperate for more. She’s never been like this before — hell, have we even ever had morning sex before? She’s been more aggressive in the last three days than I’ve seen her be since we started dating.

It’s hot, I have to admit, just like I have to admit that I loved sleeping in my slinky nightie for a second night in a row. The way it caressed me, the frilly hem tickling my rear, slipping across the satin of my panties. It’s so unfair that boys can’t dress like this all the time. I’ll have to enjoy it for as long as I can for the week we’re here, and honestly, with the way Crystal is acting, that won’t be a problem. She clearly loves doing this.

And then it all hits me like a freight train.

I can taste the lingering coating of cum in my mouth. Crystal’s moans still ring in my ears, the casual way she talked about me being with another man. Another sissy. How obviously arousing it was for her to be in control like that. She was imagining herself in Valentina’s place, doling out chastity sentences and thrilling as she saw me with someone else. While she was with someone else.

“I had a really good time last night,” she whispers into my neck with a grin.

Her fingers push up my nightie and my breath catches as I feel them shove my panties down. All my thoughts evaporate as they curl around my cage, giving it a squeeze that’s as possessive as it is pleasurable. Her giggle at my reaction is hot and moist.

“Oh, you’re hard in there! Even after you had your little orgasm last night!”

“That’s just what you do to me.”

“What these pretty clothes do. The cage.” Her lips brush against my ear and I shiver. “My control.”

She doesn’t expect a response. She doesn’t need one. My body gives up the truth at every opportunity, and even if our sex life hasn’t been the greatest, a decade of marriage is enough for her to learn how it responds. There are no secrets I can keep from her.

So I just tell her the truth instead.

“Yes,” I whisper. “It was actually really nice to sleep in this.”

“Oh yeah?” Her tone is already thrumming with arousal. “Did you feel like my pretty sissy girl in your nightie, your mouth full of cum?”

I shiver and bite my lip.

“Don’t deny it,” she giggles, slipping a finger into my mouth. “You came without anyone touching you. Just from sucking another sissy clitty. You loved it, Chrissie. You love this.”

My new name makes me moan involuntarily, my face burning. She knows I’m sensitive about it. It used to be a source of shame for me, back before I could admit that it wasn’t because I hated the implicit femininity of it, but because I was terrified of how much I loved it. It holds power over me, and every time she whispers it, her tongue tickling the sibilants, lips twitching up into a smile, it makes me furiously hard in my cage.

She slithers down the bed, fingernails leaving a wake of goosebumps behind her, and starts kissing my thighs and belly. I moan and quiver underneath her touch. She studiously avoids playing with my cage, drawing out the teasing as long as possible until I can feel pre-cum dripping from the tip. Only then does she finally give me what I want — well, part of it, anyway — by running her tongue around the steel-encased head and swallowing my pre-cum. Even that muted sensation is enough to make me grab the sheet. Sweat springs out over my skin, cooled by the tropical morning breeze wafting in through the sliding door.

“So sensitive,” Crystal giggles. “Just like a real clitty.”

“Will you unlock me?” I dare to ask.

She grins. “After what happened last night? I don’t think I need to.”

A chill runs through me, but the fear only lasts for a moment before she wraps her lips around my cage and takes it into her mouth completely. I groan in frustration, willing myself to feel the pleasure that the cage prevents. She looks up at me with heavy-lidded eyes as she sucks. It’s the most romantic and sensual blowjob she’s ever given me, and I can barely feel any of it.

“Fuck,” she breathes. She shivers, and kisses my tip again, a slender strand of pre-cum running from it to her lips. “Fuck, it’s so hot seeing you in this cage. Knowing you can’t cum without me. I control it. All of it. All of you. You can’t even get hard unless I let you.”

Domination. That’s what excites her. That, and seeing me dressed in frills and lace, on my knees, utterly subjected to that power. Dressed and made-up just to thrill her so she can do whatever she wants with me. Fuck me, suck me, give me away, force me to pleasure someone else. She doesn’t want a husband. She doesn’t even want a wife.

She wants a sissy plaything.

“I want to try something,” she says, filling me with fear.

But then she does the one thing I’ve been burning for since we got here. The last thing I expected her to do.

She unlocks my cage.


Chapter 2: Not a Cock Anymore

She won’t let me touch it, and when she does, it’s not the way I want. No strokes, no pumps, because “this isn’t a cock anymore.”

“What is it?” I groan.

“A cute little sissy clitty, of course!” She giggles as she makes tiny circles on the underside of my tip. “Even out of the cage, it’s not big enough to be anything else.”

It stings to hear it. After all those years of her telling me that she loved it, that it was perfect, that I shouldn’t feel ashamed of my small cock — this feels more like the truth. Its only purpose is for her to play with. To tease me with. I can’t fuck her with something so small and feminine.

“It belongs in a cage,” I moan, the words spilling out of me unbidden.

They have an instant reaction on her. She freezes, then slowly looks at me, her mouth falling open, still colored with the lipstick she wore to dinner last night. Then she lunges at me, her hands squeezing my cheeks, pressing my head backwards onto the pillow as she kisses me with a deep, hungry passion.

“Fuck,” she gasps between kisses. “Fuck, you’re perfect, baby. My perfect little sissy Chrissie.” The name makes my uncaged clit twitch. It bumps against her thigh and she grins against my lips. “Chrissie. Chrissie. My Chrissie,” she repeats, her smile broadening every time I react to it. “I bet I could make you cum just from saying that name, couldn’t I?”

“Maybe,” I admit.

“You’re so sensitive. So sweet. Do you think you’d make your little spurties if I told you about all the pretty things I want to dress you in?”

I twitch again.

“Tulle dresses in pink and white and blue. All dripping with lace, of course, and plenty of cute little ruffles. I want you to be eye candy, baby, every inch of you as femmy as possible. I never want to see you out of panties again, unless it’s because I took them off of you. Every second of your life is going to be sissy frillies and my steel on your little clitty.”

My heart is thundering as the words tumble out of her, apparently beyond her control. I thought this was just for the week we were here at Hardlock Resort. A little kickstart to our relationship. But the way she’s talking now sounds like this doesn’t end on Saturday. It sounds like it’s just beginning.

“You want to keep doing this when we get home?” I say softly.

“Of course,” she answers. “Don’t you?”

“I — I don’t know.”

“Of course you do,” she grins at me, although now it’s a sharp, predatory expression that makes an icy chill run out over my skin. “Our sex has never been better. Our relationship has never been better. All thanks to that little cage and all your lovely frillies. You really want this to stop when we go home?”

I squirm beneath her, unable to say it out loud. It doesn’t matter. My body gives me up.

“Your clitty seems to want to keep it going,” she giggles, running her finger over my tip. “Don’t you want to be my pretty Chrissie forever, baby?”

She finds that spot on the underside of my tip again, using the pre-cum pouring out of me to lubricate it, running it up and down. After the time in the cage, the sensation is intense, almost overwhelming. My thoughts blur together and for some reason, all I can think about is being on all-fours in Valentina’s room, Jessica’s outfit, the moans coming from the couch. Lace and bows and steel.

“Oh — fuck —” I choke out.

The pleasure stops. I realize my eyes were closed. When I open them, Crystal is looking down at me, her eyebrows raised, mouth a thin line. “You do not have permission to cum, missy.”

“Sorry,” I moan.

“That’s my clit, even without a cage on it. Do you understand?”

“Yes, honey,” I say softly.

“Good girls don’t cum without permission. Or they get punished.”

“You’re going to punish me?” All I can think about is those stories I’ve read about wives spanking their husbands for stepping out of line. Why does that sound so exciting?

“Hopefully, you won’t have to find out. But if you cum now, I won’t give you your special reward.”

A special reward sounds like a veiled threat. Something tells me it’s something she’ll enjoy more than me; another step towards further submission and femininity. And yet, maybe because I’m stupid, maybe because I’m horny, or maybe because deep down — okay, not that deep down — I actually am enjoying this, I ask. I ask and I know the answer is going to scare me, but I need to know.

“A special reward?”

“For being such a good girl for me. For coming here with me. Because even though I can tell you’re scared, you’re doing it anyway.”

I bite my lip. “I like it, too.”

“Oh, I know,” she laughs. “I can tell, baby. Everyone can. And so I think you deserve something for being such a good sissy girl for me.”

“What kind of reward?”

“Pleasure, baby. The way a girl like you should have it.”


Chapter 3: Exposed

She makes me suck it, kneeling on the plush rug in the still-dark room, the morning sunlight just beginning to break across the beach. She towers over me, hands on her hips and a smug, satisfied smile splashed across her face. She is naked save for a pair of glossy black heels and thigh-high stockings that emphasize the curves of her legs and her ass.

“Good girl,” she whispers, stroking my hair as I run my tongue down the length of her strap-on. It’s molded and colored to look like the real thing, and because it requires no harness, it looks almost as if she grew a thick cock in the night. The other end is buried inside of her and, based on her reactions as I stroke and kiss and lick it, delivers pleasure to her, too.

My stomach is in knots. For some reason, sucking Jessica’s clit felt less transgressive than this. Maybe it was because she isn’t a boy — not really, not where it counts, like me — or because she was in a cage. Because we were both in our sissy frillies. That was real flesh-and-blood, too, but kneeling with my back straight and my hands wrapped around my wife’s strap-on feels intense and terrifying.

Maybe it’s because I know where she’s going to put it.

I’ve had plenty of blowjobs before, but I’ve never given one. There is a strange thrill in watching her reactions to my touch. It’s almost as much for me as it is for her, especially since I know the fucking she’s going to give me when she’s ready. I’m exciting her, getting her ready for it, just as much as I’m preparing myself.

“Your lips look good with my cock between them,” she breathes down at me. “It’s bigger than yours ever was.”

My heart hammers against my ribcage as I suck her fake dick deeper into my mouth. If you’d told me a week ago that I’d be on my knees with someone else’s cock in my mouth while wearing a nightie, I would have laughed at you. Now I can’t imagine being anywhere else. Doing anything else. My own cock — my clit — sticks up from between my stocking-glazed thighs, tenting the delicate fabric of my nightie and leaving a tell-tale wet spot there. I desperately want to touch it, but I know she won’t want me to.

What surprises me is that I don’t want to, either.

“Enough,” she says abruptly. Her fingers tangle in my hair and yank me off her. She steps back and pulls the strap-on out of herself. My breath catches as she starts pumping up and down its length. “I don’t want you to make me cum like this, baby. I want something else from you.”

She doesn’t give me any further instructions beyond an expectant look. Another cold jolt runs through me. She wants me to do it. She wants me to be a good, submissive, excited girl for her and present myself to her. Just like a real girl.

I rise slowly, legs shaking, every organ in my body curling itself into a knot. Her eyes never leave mine until I turn around and put my hands down on the bed. It’s lower than I expect and I fall forwards onto it, catching myself, my ass high in the air. My nightie falls around me and I can almost hear how much it turns on Crystal to see me like this.

Then I feel her hands on me. She traces the lace-trimmed edge of my panties as it curves over my cheeks, her finger diving down between them. She gives it a squeeze, then a smack, forcing one and then two squeaks from me. Instinctively, my back arches and goosebumps spill out over my skin. I’ve never felt so — what, exactly? Used? Desired? Submissive?

“You’re so fucking sexy,” she breathes. “My little sissy girl, all dressed up and ready for me. Ready for my big, fat cock to stuff your tight little hole until you’re screaming my name. Is that what you want, baby?”

“Yes,” I breathe. My clit is rock-hard in my panties, tenting them at the front.

“Show me.”

With trembling hands, I pull my panties to the side and expose my puckered hole to her. She sucks in a shuddering breath, then steps forwards, letting her strap-on slap between my cheeks. It’s wet from my mouth and she slides it up and down a few times before she can’t control herself any longer and thrusts the tip inside of me. And just like that, I go from being her feminized husband to being her sissy fuckslut.

“Oh,” I breathe as her tip stretches me open. It’s like no sensation I’ve ever had before, but I know it won’t be the last. Not because I can tell that Crystal is going to want this again and again, but because — as I realize with a twist in my guts — I’m going to want it again. And if I can’t get it, I’m going to beg for it. Offer her anything she wants, even if it means locking my clit up forever, because nothing feels as good as being bent over for her, dressing in silk and lace, as she takes what she wants from me.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” she says, pressing forwards, her cock filling me.

Every inch sends electric sensation out to my fingers and toes. She squeezes in a little deeper and I squeal, high and girlish, and flood my panties.

“I — did I just cum?” I gasp.

“Are you wet, baby?” she asks, her voice thick with arousal. She leans forwards and rubs her fingers against the front of my soaked lingerie, triggering a gasp from me. “Oh, you are. Is it cum?”

Before I can ask how I’m supposed to know, she thrusts her wet fingers into my mouth and my lips close around them. It’s strange that now I know what cum tastes like, and I know this isn’t it. She pulls her fingers away and the movement drives her strap-on a little deeper into me and I moan and squirt again.

“No,” I manage. “It’s not — not cum.”

“You’re just that turned on,” she giggles from behind me. “Do you want the rest of it?”

“Fuck yes!”


Chapter 4: Taking Her

She is gentle and tender and sweet. It makes me feel cherished and beautiful. It takes a few strokes before she manages to get it buried completely inside of me, the molded silicone base dangling between her legs bumping up against mine. I let out a choking sound when I feel her bottom out, her thick tip grinding against me, the shaft stretching me and flooding me with delicious, foreign sensations. I can’t help but wriggle against her and moan at the new feelings. My clit squirts and drips and my body responds.

I love being fucked.

“Harder,” I moan.

“Naughty girl,” she says as she pulls almost all the way out.

Then she drives in with a long, fluid stroke. All the sensations that slowly built the first time come rushing in, a stream of overwhelming pleasure. I scream and my head drops between my shoulders, chest heaving, and Crystal stops.

“Did I hurt you?” There’s real worry in her voice.

“No — don’t — keep going — please!”

She does, but there’s a tentativeness to it now. So I make it my job to fuck her. Not the way a husband fucks a wife, of course; I don’t do that anymore. My cock is a clit. I rock backwards against her, driving her cock inside of me, desperate for it like the horny girl I am. I want to be fucked like a sissy, to be penetrated, controlled.

“Oh fuck,” Crystal moans. “That’s so hot. That’s right baby. You do the work.”

She stops moving as I push myself against her, pull forwards, rock backwards. Her hands rest on my hips as I work, the subtle display of power making every movement intensely pleasurable. This is how a girl fucks. This is how I fuck.

My clit throbs in my panties. It’s so hard it’s almost painful. I’m sure I’ll be dehydrated by the end of this with how much pre-cum is pouring out of me. Real men don’t get wet when they get turned on. Real men don’t have clits. But good sissy girls soak their panties. Without thinking, I reach down to them and feel the sticky wetness there, the furious heat of my shaft. I rub my fingers up and down experimentally as I bounce backwards. It’s almost a shock to feel how much liquid is there.

Crystal starts thrusting again. She’s more aggressive this time after seeing how hard I did it to myself. She balls my nightie up in the fingers of one hand, the nails of the other sinking into my skin. The pain melts into pleasure inside of me. I realize I’m stroking myself now, not making circles like a girl, but I don’t care.

“Stop that,” she snaps from above me, smacking my hand out from between my legs. “You get pleasure from being fucked, now, Chrissie.”

A shiver of excitement runs through me and I gasp. Then the hand on my nightie moves and she shoves me hard between my shoulder blades, forcing my face down onto the bed, my ass high in the air, completely exposed to her. I moan as the new angle allows her cock to drive in even further, filling me, the tip squeezing against that spot that made me flood my panties.

“Take it all, slut,” she growls. Words I’ve never heard her say. Never imagined she could say. “Take my cock and cum from it like a good girl. Show me what a good sissy you want to be for me.”

Her movements are so aggressive now that every thrust is her entire length, her base smacking against mine and sending my clit wiggling in my panties. One drive knocks me off my balance, throwing me forwards onto the bed, her on top of me from behind. She pins me there and fucks me, hard and fast, pounding my clit against the bed. I scream in pleasure and pain and excitement and then finally I erupt. There’s no question this time.

I pump so much cum into my panties, each jet exploding in time with her cock, that they soak through. My nightie does too, and then the sheets, and then my legs go numb and I collapse in a shivering, moaning pile of silk and skin. Her cock slips out of me; its final, parting gift is another squirt of cum and an earthquake in my body. I lay there, half on the bed, half a puddle on the floor, breathing coming in short gasps that slowly mellow out into actual breaths. Crystal is no better. She must have cum, too, because she’s lying on her back with her cock trembling in the air.

We stay like that for a long time, awash in a haze of pleasure and the powerful feelings coursing through us. It’s a shock to me. I had an orgasm from being fucked like a girl. What does that make me now? Am I a girl? Is this how we have sex now, with her mighty strap-on and my tight little hole desperate to be filled? Will she always want to see me dressed up?

Did she mean it about never letting me out of panties again?

She recovers the power of movement before I do, pulling herself over to me and letting me fall into her lap. It smells like her arousal there, the heady odor blurring into bliss in my pleasure-soaked brain. She strokes my hair. I can feel her heart hammering against her chest, and then feel it slowly calm from a snare drum roll to a calm, steady rhythm.

“That was amazing,” she manages.

“I just — you made me cum.”

“You liked my cock. A lot.”

“A lot,” I agree. Saying it out loud makes my chest feel tight.

The sun is finally reaching into our room, spilling golden light across the floor. With it comes the sound of the island waking up and the resort guests with it. Heels click on the sidewalks and birds begin to call to each other. There is a gurgling sound in Crystal’s belly that goes on and on — so long I can’t help but laugh. Then she laughs, too, and we’re giggling like schoolgirls.

“I think we should get some breakfast,” she says, wiping a tear away when we finally manage to calm down.

“I’ll get dressed,” I say. Then I look up at her. “Pink or blue?”

“Whichever one you like best.”

“Pink, then.”

“I knew it. But baby?”

“Yeah?”

“I need to lock your clitty back up first.”


Chapter 5: The Invitation

Even the croissants taste better, now. I’m buzzing the entire time at breakfast, from the buffet line, surrounded by gorgeous women, to the table overlooking the beach and the ocean beyond. I meet the gaze of a tall, slender girl and she gives me a knowing look. I wonder if she has a clit or a cock or a cage, and then start to wonder if I could suck it, if I could taste her, and then I’m hard in my cage and I realize I’ve stared far too long.

The steel surrounding me feels different. I can’t tell if it’s better, but it definitely isn’t as bad as before. I don’t think it fits any differently. It’s just me that’s changed. It doesn’t feel like a restriction anymore. It’s almost like my wedding ring: a mark of my devotion to Crystal. Physical evidence of what our relationship is now. They both have a psychological impact on me. While my ring was about commitment, my cage is about control. Submission. And of course, a wedding ring is only a symbol.

My cage has some physical effects.

“You two look cheerful this morning,” comes Valentina’s voice.

I’m even happy to see her. Behind her, in a beautiful white silk dress that just barely covers her rear and reveals the lacy band of a stocking top, is Jessica, who gives me an unreadable look.

“We had a nice morning,” Crystal says, stifling a giggle by biting her lip and looking from Valentina to me. Her giggles are contagious, and soon we’re both tittering again.

Valentina smiles. “I can tell. I hope you had a lovely time, Crystal.”

“We certainly did.”

“I’m sorry to interrupt you, but after last night...” she grins a white, predatory smile at us.

“You could never interrupt us!” Crystal gasps, taking Valentina’s hand.

“Darling. Well, Jessica and I have a yacht chartered for this afternoon and evening, and our friends are unable to attend. I was wondering if you two would have any interest in coming in their place?”

I gape at Crystal. “A yacht?”

“It’s nothing fancy,” Valentina says in a way that confirms to me it will be the fanciest boat I’ll ever see in my life. “A few cabins, a small staff. But I guarantee you that privacy is of the utmost importance to them.”

It’s not like my wife needed convincing to go anywhere with Valentina. There’s a flash of jealousy and a twitch in my panties as I think about why she’s so excited. What Valentina and her will get up to on that boat.

What will happen to me.

“We’d love to,” Crystal says.

“Lovely,” Valentina says. “We push off at three. Looking forwards to seeing you. And Crystal?”

“Yes?” Crystal says breathlessly.

“I hope you’re ready to have your horizons... expanded.”

---

“No, you look hot, baby!”

“You said that about the dress.”

“And it was true then, too!”

“I feel so exposed.”

Crystal snorts. “That’s a bikini for you, darling.”

“No, it’s not... It’s not about the skin.”

It’s a halter-neck bikini, decked out in ruffles and floaty layers of tulle over the hips. While being a far cry from full coverage, it doesn’t exactly put me on full display, either. Crystal allowed me to drape myself in a sheer black lace cover-up that helps with that. But there’s no shaping or hiding myself in a bikini, and even if I don’t have any breasts to worry about falling out, I have something else it makes very obvious.

“Oh, you mean that?” Crystal bites back a smirk as she points to the plainly visible outline of my cage in the front of my bikini bottoms. A woman — I can’t tell if she’s dominant or like me — eyes me obviously as she strolls by.

“Yes!”

She shrugs. “It’s not like anyone here is going to be shocked by it. Half the people walking around probably have one.”

“I think I deserve a little dignity!”

“It looks cute on you.” She takes a step forwards and slips her fingers between my legs. “I think it’s hot for everyone to know that I own your little clitty. And besides, it’s not like you have a choice.”

She gives me a flirty wink and trots down the dock towards the tender tied up at the end.

The yacht is a magnificent, smooth onyx monolith in the water. It grows bigger and bigger the closer we get to it until it blots out the sun. Valentina is already aboard, looking impossibly elegant and poised in an asymmetrical black swimsuit with cutouts over each hip. She beams at us from behind enormous sunglasses as she helps us aboard.

“A pleasure,” she says, exchanging longer-than-necessary and much-closer-than-expected cheek kisses with Crystal. She doesn’t even try to hide the squeeze she gives of my wife’s ass. When they peel themselves apart, Crystal flustered and Valentina grinning, she calls for Jessica.

Her sissy husband appears, tanned and smooth, like a gazelle in enormous wedge heels. She, too, has a bikini that emphasizes her chastity cage. I can’t stop staring at it. She sashays down the steps and greets her wife, then turns to me expectantly.

My heart is in my throat, my entire body buzzing as I think about the previous night. Seeing the cage so obviously on display makes me stir in my own. I can smell her again, that floral muskiness, can taste her, that slick feeling coating the inside of my mouth, the feeling of her fingers in my hair. I wonder what Valentina has planned for us tonight. Will I suck a sissy clit again?

“I don’t think she knows,” Valentina says.

Jessica smirks, though there’s no cruelty behind it. As always, she is a cipher. Her lips part as she puts her hand on my chin and tugs me gently towards her mouth. I mirror her, my mouth opening too, stomach spinning, nerves buzzing. We don’t kiss chastely on the cheek. The kiss we do have is slow and tender and makes me melt into her as she explores me. She grabs a handful of my ass and wrenches me towards her so our cages bump into each other. A reminder that we’re just two sissy girls, on display, our submissive pleasure for the benefit of the women watching.

“Wow,” Crystal breathes when we separate. With a wry smile, she turns to Valentina. “Can we say hello like that?”

Valentina’s hand is already down Crystal’s suit as we ascend the steps and the boat sets off.

She watches me closely all afternoon and into the evening. At first I think I’m catching her, but as the day wears on, I realize she wants me to know that she’s looking at me. As the sun sinks below the waves, she moves closer and closer, until it’s not just her eyes I feel crawling over my skin.

“You’re something special,” she murmurs to me, sitting primly on the couch next to me overlooking the stern. “I’ve never seen anyone perform like you did.”

“Perform?”

She flashes me a smile, then drapes her hand on my thigh. It’s far too close to my cage for comfort. “To cum just from being so deliciously aroused... Singular.”

“Nobody’s ever told me that premature ejaculation is a turn-on.”

“Maybe not as a man. But as a sissy, especially one as beautiful as you...” The hand creeps upwards and my blood runs a little chillier.

“It’s a good thing?”

“Only if being a sissy is something you want.”

“I —” I don’t even know what to say.

But my hesitation seems to be enough of an answer for Valentina. She smiles and stands, extending her hand for me to take. “Let me show you something.”

“I think I should go find my wife. I haven’t seen her —”

“She’s with Jessica.”

I feel even colder. “I really think I should go check on her.”

“There’s no need,” Valentina says, pivoting her body just enough to make it clear that my opinion is unnecessary here. I look up at her from the couch, her curves silhouetted in the blood-red sunset. “She gave you to me for the evening.”

A hundred thoughts, all at once, but one manages to claw its way to the top. “And she’ll be with... Jessica?”

“Don’t worry,” she says with a cruel smirk. “Our cabins share a wall. You’ll be able to hear everything that happens.”


Chapter 6: Valentina

“Strip.”

She issues the command even before she shuts the door.

But all I can do is stare at the wall of the cabin and wonder what’s happening on the other side of it. I caught sight of Crystal and Jessica as they stepped into it, my wife in her bikini, Jessica drenched in a black silk evening gown that made her look like a model from Fashion Week. Crystal barely even noticed me as she giggled her way down the hallway with Jessica on her arm — where I belong, I had thought angrily. Jessica had gone in first, which gave me a chance to talk to my wife, but all she did was blow me a kiss and give me a wink before she disappeared into the cabin herself.

“Strip.”

The door seals behind me and I can feel the energy change in the air. Valentina stands between me and the only exit, her arms crossed, her sunglasses still on. The cabin is modern, all straight edges and built-in furniture, the bed made up with black silk sheets. I am a deer in the headlights, an antelope about to be pounced on. But while predators hunt by surprise, I can see my fate standing in front of me.

“Do not make me ask you again,” Valentina hisses.

With trembling fingers, I undo the bow behind my neck and the clasps around my chest. My halter top falls away to reveal my nipples. They’re already hard, the traitors. Valentina’s gaze slides pointedly to my bottoms, next, and I tug at the ties on either side until the bikini slips away, too. I want to cover myself but expect that will only make her unhappy, so I stand in front of her, naked save for my cage.

“Good,” she says simply, then points to a small door behind me. “Pick something out. Black.”

It turns out to be a closet filled with lingerie. All of it is in dark colors, most of it twinkling with sewn-in jewels and glitter, and all of it skimpy. I finally select a black lace teddy that’s almost entirely backless. It seems to be specially designed for sissies, with a lace-trimmed opening over my rear, the apex featuring a satin bow. There are two more identical openings over my nipples, but notably, nothing over my cage, making it very obvious which parts of my body Valentina is interested in. I pair it with black sheer stockings, then slip out into the cabin.

I wasn’t sure what I expected from her, but it wasn’t this. Valentina, dominant extraordinaire, the driving force of my feminization, the undisputed master of feminine fashion is dressed in — nothing. No bra, no stockings, not even a strap-on. She is hairless and her skin looks as smooth as silk, and somehow, being completely naked only makes her seem more powerful. She doesn’t need clothes to shape her into what she wants to be. She needs no black leather to draw dominance from.

She simply is.

“Cute,” she says when she sees me. “Let me see the back.”

I turn for her slowly, peering over my shoulder in a way that winds up being accidentally coquettish. “Do you like it?”

“Very much. Do you?”

In the three days I’ve known her, she’s never asked about me or my desires at all. It feels like a trap. “I like it because you do.”

She snorts. “You picked it out. It must have stirred something in you.”

“Is that what you want? Something stirred in me?”

“I want passion from you, girl.”

It would be comical if she didn’t say it so softly, like she’s embarrassed to admit it. She lifts her sunglasses and looks up at me with wide, blue eyes. Her icy mask has fallen away, and when I meet her gaze, I realize I’m not looking at Valentina, Dominatrix. I’m looking at the actual woman.

“Kiss me,” she breathes. “Slowly.”

I sway the short distance across the cabin to her. Her eyes never leave mine. When I reach her, she reaches up to cup my cheek, her head tilting back and chest lifting up to me. She hesitates for a moment, just before our lips touch, then pulls me into a gentle kiss. Her mouth is fuller than Crystal’s, but no less soft, and I can feel an undeniable tension in it as we kiss. The first one ends too quickly. We separate for a heartbeat before another comes, this time lasting longer, her hands coming to my waist to hold me close against her naked body. My clit twitches. Then we part again, only now it seems like neither of us wants to. My lips are on fire where she kissed them and when she opens her mouth I don’t hesitate to slip my tongue inside it.

“You’re a good kisser,” she murmurs into me as our bodies come together. “Better than your wife.”

The mention of Crystal snaps me out of the moment. I glance at the wall and swear I can hear moans coming from the other side, but Valentina rests her hand back on my cheek and tilts me back to her.

“Don’t think about them right now. Just think about me.” Her eyes dart downwards and mine follow. Her legs are spread open. “Think about my pleasure.”

I sink to my knees and lean towards her, inhaling her scent, letting it fill me up. My cage is tight. It’s hard not to think about my wife. Even harder not to wonder what she might be doing to Jessica — or the other way around. The thoughts make me shudder with jealousy and fear and something else, something powerful. Something primal and possessive that makes my clit pulse in its steel confines.

“I don’t want to finish yet,” Valentina says, leaning backwards. “This is just the beginning, Chrissie.”

“The beginning?”

“You are going to cum tonight.”

---


Chapter 7: Her Pleasure

At first, I can’t tell where the noises are coming from. They are low, muffled sounds of pleasure. With Valentina’s thighs squeezed against my ears, I can hear very little beyond the low groans that emanate from her. She keeps me pinned against her pussy with a firm but gentle pressure as my tongue swirls around her clit, lapping at her juices. She tastes wonderful. She tastes like power. And each moan I coax from her is a point of pride, a little jolt in my clit. She keeps me there until my lungs burn, resisting my attempts to pull back.

Finally she releases me and I surface, gasping, my face slicked with her arousal, my tongue burning from the effort. She is lying on her back, chest heaving, her face flushed and skin damp with sweat. It’s over her panting breaths that I hear the unmistakable sound of Crystal’s gasps and moans from the cabin next door.

Even through the wall, I can tell they’re hers. Even a dead bedroom wasn’t enough to stop me from memorizing the sounds of her pleasure — sounds I have become much more familiar with recently. Her squeals and gasps are occasionally interrupted by thuds and bumps. Then there is a shuddering scream of pleasure, followed by a muffled oh fuck, yes, yes, right there!

“Jessica is talented,” Valentina says from above me. “Your wife is a lucky woman.” It makes me squirm. I stay silent until Valentina looks up at me and grins at my obvious discomfort. “Get used to it, sissy. Now that you’re where you belong, there are some things that your wife deserves that you can’t give her.”

“But you can?”

She grins, all angles and razors. “Perhaps not personally. But I have plenty of toys that can. Jessica is just one of those.”

“You have others?”

“As I’m sure Crystal will, too. Why shouldn’t we have what we want?”

My face burns and my heart thunders in my ears. I can’t believe the casual way she’s talking about this. One of Crystal’s groans comes through the wall. She must be close to it because it sounds very clear. Then she gasps and giggles, and the next moan comes from further away. The worst part of all is how it makes my clit tingle and twitch in my cage.

“Why can’t I?” I ask bitterly.

Valentina leans forwards and clutches my cheeks between her fingers. “Who says you aren’t? You’re being shared just as she is taking what she wants. But you don’t want to take, do you, Chrissie?” She hisses the name at me. “You want to be taken. You want to be dominated and used just like this.”

I want to argue with her. I even open my mouth to do it, but before I can, she pulls her foot away from under my cage. I hadn’t even realized it was there. A telltale strand of pre-cum stretches from my cage to her toe. Even if I could say the words aloud, claim that I don’t want this, that I want to be a man and fuck my wife like one, my body knows the truth.

“Listen and clean me.” She offers her toes to me, sticky with my pre-cum, and I obediently lick them clean, one after the other, while my wife moans and screams in pleasure next door. Valentina shivers with delight, and when the job is done, she leans forwards. “Your wife told me all about the morning you had. I’m impressed.”

“Thank you,” I say softly, not sure if I mean it sarcastically or genuinely.

“Show me.”

From under a pillow she produces an enormous black dildo. It’s as if a Modernist sculptor tried to create a realistic cock — all undulating lines that give the impression of one more than it actually looks like one. It’s studded with bumps and strange bulges that seem designed to maximize my pleasure.

Or my humiliation.

“Ride it while you pleasure me,” she commands, dropping it into my hands. It is cool and surprisingly heavy. “And imagine that what’s happening to Crystal is happening to you.”

“What’s happening to Crystal?”

She smirks and lays back on the bed. “The worst things you can imagine.”


Chapter 8: My Future

She touches herself as I slip the thick dildo inside of me. It’s heavy enough that it stays in place on the floor, pointing upwards lasciviously towards my tight hole as I lower myself onto it. Her fingers go from making tight circles over her clit to slipping audibly in and out. She presses one arm across her breasts, one of her nipples pinched between her fingers.

The cool tip slips easily inside of me and the bulge after it begins to stretch me out. I can feel the sensations even down in my toes and, as much as I don’t want to give Valentina any satisfaction beyond what I’m commanded, I can’t stop myself moaning from it. Whoever carved this shape knew what they were doing.

“Lovely,” Valentina moans. “You were made for this.”

She furnished me with a pair of stilettos, glossy and black. They, unfortunately, make me feel deliciously sexy, transforming the entire affair from humiliation and pleasure into something more illicit. This is a performance for Valentina. She wants to see me like this, bent to her will, in nothing but a pair of slutty heels while my wife moans in pleasure next door.

And I let myself imagine. Jessica between her legs. Jessica on the end of her strap-on. But I know the pleasure my wife is receiving is more than what she could get from the strap-on. More than what a tongue could provide, even one as skillful as Jessica’s undoubtedly is. As the dildo sinks deeper into me, my clit twitching with every inch, my hole stretching and gripping the contours and bumps, I know exactly what’s happening there.

Jessica is fucking her.

Valentina’s fingers plunge into her. Her back arches. The dildo slips deeper inside of me, filling me up until the fake balls at the base of the dildo press up against my cage. The pressure against my steel cage makes me squirm, and as I imagine the pleasure my wife is receiving, I realize I want that. Not just the stillness of a strap-on, even if it’s on my wife’s hips. I want the real thing. I want a hot, thick cock thrusting in and out of me, stretching me, lubricating me, using me until it explodes.

“Ride it,” Valentina moans.

I rock back and forth on her dildo, my eyes closing as the pleasure of it fills me up. With each movement, my cage bumps against the cool, silicone balls of the dildo, sending sparks into my clit. It’s easy to imagine I’m in Crystal’s place, with a beautiful, well-endowed woman behind me, fucking my ass, telling me what a good girl I am, how well I’m taking her cock. My eyes flutter shut as I begin to bounce up and down, cage drooling, and I can almost feel the warmth inside of me.

Fuck, it’s good. The way she looks at me, with a mixture of aggression and arousal and ownership. She’s not just fucking me because my sissy hole is tight and because I am gorgeous. She’s doing it because she wants to own me. To take me, to leave her mark on me so that I know I belong to her. All that effort I spent getting ready, doing my hair and make-up, picking the frilliest, girliest outfit I could wasn’t for me. It was for her, to excite her, to drive her animal instincts so wild that she can think of nothing else to do but fuck me until I’m screaming. I might not even get to cum. I’ll love it if that happens. I’m nothing but a hole wrapped in silk and lace. A plaything.

“Fuck,” I moan.

Then I’m silenced by Valentina’s familiar taste. She straddles my face, grinding herself on my tongue and nose and chin, her fingers knitted into my hair. Her moans blend into Crystal’s as mine disappear into her pussy. There’s no room for my thoughts now, only my senses: her taste, her smell, the feel of her thighs around my face, the thick dildo spearing me, making me bounce, my own pleasure ignored and forgotten. I can feel an orgasm building but she hasn’t given me permission. I can’t ask. I have no choice but to let it build and build, hoping she has mercy on me, hoping she lets me cum, hoping she doesn’t push me over the edge before she does.

But she doesn’t. Not right away. She keeps her own climax at bay, her body trembling, her gasps ragged. Her pleasure seems to prolong mine, drawing it out, making me shake from the effort of holding back my own release. Crystal screams and so do I as the dildo stretches me.

“Your sissy spot,” Valentina breathes. “How cute is that? You’re going to cum like a girl, Chrissie. Not from your little clit. From your tight little sissy pussy.”

It’s all the motivation I need to bounce faster, to ride her dildo with more passion. I want to make it as good for her as possible, to show her what a good girl I can be. The pleasure mounts until it fills me, threatening to drive out her taste and scent and even my desire to please her, every fiber in my body screaming to let me cum!

But she hasn’t given me permission. And I want to be a good girl. More than anything else, I want to be a good sissy girl for her.

Crystal lets out a hoarse groan that I recognize as climax after extensive pleasure. Above me, Valentina’s face is a knitted network of arousal and excitement. And then all at once, it tears apart, her mouth opening and her thighs tightening. Even with my ears covered, her screaming is earth-shattering, her entire body melting in the throes of orgasm. Her juices pour down my face, one rivulet making it all the way down my belly and joining with the pre-cum pouring out of me.

“Cum!” she screams at me. “Cum, slut!”

My world goes white. My ass clamps down on the dildo and I feel a gush of liquid squirt out of my cage as I explode. It isn’t a typical orgasm, not a series of pulsing jets that spurt against my panties and sheets. This is a geyser, a long, continuous stream of hot fluid that shoots out of me in rhythm with the pulsing of my ass around the dildo. It feels like a dam breaking inside of me. I scream into Valentina’s pussy as pleasure like I’ve never known seizes me and wrings me out, a flood of pure bliss.

Two orgasms in a single day. Both from being fucked. Once with my wife, once with Valentina. As the post-climax calm settles across the boat and Valentina leaves me alone in the cabin with nothing but my teddy and dildo, my racing thoughts slowly coalesce into a single, terrible, wonderful idea. The last conscious thought I have as the gentle swaying of the boat rocks me to sleep makes me rock-hard in my cage again despite everything that’s happened.

I’ve never felt more satisfied in my life.
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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!
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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!
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If you liked this book, you'll love this super hot story about being transformed into a beautiful, sexy sissy!
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“This is how I’ve always wanted you,” she moaned, her hand grasping my cage buried in my panties. The satin of my dress hid her hand from view as it disappeared into the petticoats. “Locked and dressed. Ready to serve.”

“Thank you,” I moaned as she squeezed it.

“Shhhh,” she hushed, putting her finger to my glossy lips. “Let’s use that mouth for something more fun.”

I’d do anything for my wife — that’s what a husband is supposed to do, right? So when Veronica asks me to try putting on lingerie, I give it a shot for her. After all, I love seeing her in stockings and heels. Maybe it’ll be a little fun to wear them, too.

But once isn’t enough for her, and before I know it, she’s transformed me into a beautiful, sissy plaything perfectly suited to serve her needs. Her favorite thing to do is tease me until I’m a satin-clad, moaning mess — and then refuse to let me finish.

Things are fun, but Veronica wants to take things even further. Am I ready to go on a sissy vacation with her? What if she wants to make my denial permanent? What if she wants a sissy more than a husband?

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/sissy-housewife-1 or…

Click here to read it right now!
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If you liked this book, you’ll love my collection of five sweet sissies locked in delicious, desperate chastity!
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“You’ve been a very naughty girl,” she purred, dragging her finger along my stocking-covered legs. “Do you think another thirty days locked is enough?”

I moaned, half in frustration, half in pleasure as the plug buzzed inside of me. My cage was furiously tight in my panties, buried beneath my skirts.

“You’re right,” she grinned. “Let’s make it sixty instead.”

Collects five of Vanessa’s hottest books about being transformed into a stunning sissy by dominant women:

	The Sissy Gift
	Feminized Bride in Lace and Steel
	Tangled in Ivy
	Caught, Locked, and Feminized
	Her Feminized Sissy Secretary
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