

My First Time Taking Her Big One: Locked and Pantied in Paradise 4

by Vanessa Lockridge


“Don't worry, baby,” Crystal whispers, brushing the hair from my sweat-soaked forehead. “It's not over after tonight. We're just getting started.”

I thought I knew what my wife wanted. But on the last night of our getaway, kneeling in satin and stilettos while I clean her with my tongue, I finally understand: Crystal doesn't want her husband anymore. She wants Chrissie.

Permanently.

Tonight, she’ll show me off at a party full of goddesses and their pretty, caged sissies. She promises to share me. To use me. And there's one girl — impossibly gorgeous, impossibly endowed — who's burning to show me exactly what I've become.
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Chapter 1: Hers

I can taste Jessica on my wife.

“She was sooo big,” Crystal moans as I go down on her, furious not only at what she’s telling me, but at how my body reacts to it. My cage has never felt tighter as my wife tells me all about the night she spent with someone else. “I’ve never felt anything as good as that cock. Although,” she says with a giggle, as if this isn’t the most humiliating thing she’s ever said to me in my life, “Valentina insists on calling it a clit.”

I want to say something — anything — to claw back some claim to being her partner. Lover. Husband. But her fingers tighten on my head and push me deeper between her legs and I find my back arching, my pantied ass sticking out, my stiletto heels grinding into the skin. And so I clean my wife of what’s still inside her from the night before. It’s a taste that’s familiar, both from Jessica and Crystal. It’s awful. It’s delicious.

And I have no choice at all.

“You have a cute little clitty,” Crystal goes on, looking down at me with a soft smile. You could call it tender, if she wasn’t busy ripping the last of my masculinity to shreds. “Perfect for a cage. It’s a wonder that Jessica even fits in one. You should have seen it, baby.”

I wish I could have. I certainly heard plenty. Valentina left me alone after she used me, but Crystal and Jessica were far from finished. I heard my wife squeal and moan and gasp all night long through the thin wall between the cabins. It was enough to keep me awake until they were finally done — and then the silence was worse. In that one evening, Crystal made more moans, more screams, more sounds of pure pleasure than she ever had in our entire marriage, and it was all thanks to someone else.

“Oh, fuck, right there,” she breathes. “I know it’s our last night. I have something special planned for you. A reward for everything you’ve gone through.”

My clit — no, cock! — throbs in its cage, desperate for release. Even after the climaxes Valentina gave me last night, I still burn with arousal, which I suspect is the point. Cumming from being fucked is a kind of special, torturous pleasure like I’ve never felt before. It goes on and on, but when it finishes, it’s as if I never orgasmed at all. If anything, it’s worse than before. After a week of nothing but teasing, denial, and riding strap-ons, all I can think about is how badly I want someone to touch my cock.

That, and what Jessica’s cum tastes like in my wife’s pussy.

“There’s a party tonight. A special one, for the end of the week. I want you to go get a dress for it, okay? Something slutty. Surprise me.”

I shiver. There is something undeniably thrilling about it all. The way my wife looks at me. Her obvious desire for me. It may have been someone else inside her, but it’s clear she wants me. I’m a part of all of it. If I wasn’t there, listening to what was happening to her, she wouldn’t enjoy it. The size of the cock is almost irrelevant. Her pleasure comes from the knowledge that she’s doing this to me. That she has so much power over me that she can fuck anyone she wants and, instead of making me angry, it only makes me harder.

And it’s the way I feel when I’m all dolled up in pretty things. People look at me differently. I feel different. Sexy like I never have before. Any time someone meets my gaze, I imagine what it would be like to fuck them. To get down on my knees for them, to tease them, to play with them until they’re so aroused that they ravish me. It’s like nothing I’ve ever felt before. I let myself imagine it, but there’s an enormous gulf between fantasizing and doing. It’s one thing to pump a load into a pair of my wife’s panties reading a story about being feminized and locked and cucked.

It’s another thing to live it.

It’s changed her, too. She was never shy, exactly, but she wasn’t the kind of woman who wore panties with lace or stockings or a skirt that ended above the knee. Maybe if she had been, I might have talked to her about what I wanted. I never could have guessed she wanted this, too, or what kind of woman she’d turn into given the chance. I don’t think I’ll ever see her in a sweater again — at least not one that doesn’t emphasize her power and curves.

“Afterwards,” she says slowly, and I can guess what she’s going to say from the sudden rush of wetness on my tongue, “we’re going to Valentina and Jessica’s.”

She doesn’t have to say it out loud for me to understand. My wife will have sex with one or both of them, and I’ll be there. If I’m lucky, I might get to watch. If she’s feeling generous, I might get to join in. Once, it wouldn’t even have been a question if Crystal was generous. Now, I can’t even guess. All I can be sure about is that she’s going to use me in whatever way makes her feel good. My job is to maximize her pleasure.

No matter how she demands it.

Her climax is loud and long, her hand firmly on the back of my head, my cage tight around my little shaft. When did I start thinking of it as little?

“I can’t wait to see them,” she groans when she finally lets me go, ending any mystery there might have been about what she was fantasizing about. “Now go put on some clothes and go get a dress for tonight. Thrill me, baby.”

She gives me a long, slow, tender kiss. A reminder that after everything, she still does want me. She just wants me like this: her sissy wife, not her old husband.

“Yes, honey,” I say softly. “Anything you want.”


Chapter 2: What Comes Next

I know I picked well when I see the look on her face. My heart was in my throat when I stepped out of the bathroom in the slinky satin dress. Men, as a rule, do not wear clothes like this. Our bodies are not meant to be shown off or exposed or emphasized. And this dress does all three. It makes me feel even more vulnerable than if I were naked. Crystal’s eyes rove over me, peeling off the ruffled pink sleeves, untying the bow at the small of my back, stripping me down like a particularly delicious present.

“Fuck,” she breathes. “You look hot, baby.”

“You think so?” I bite my lip and give her a coquettish look. It’s fun to tease her like this. “I wasn’t sure if it was too... You know.”

Her eyebrows go up as she crosses the room towards me. “Girly?”

“I... I like girly.”

“Sexy?”

“I like being sexy, too.”

“You’re good at it.”

“You think so?”

“Well,” Crystal says, “there’s a fine line between ‘sexy’ and ‘slutty.’”

“Which side am I on?”

Her fingers brush against the top of my exposed shoulder in a soft gesture of pure ownership and control. Then they snap to my chin and hold me in place. I get throbbing hard in my cage instantly and a tiny moan slips past my lips. Crystal breathes it in and I watch it fill her up.

“Slutty,” she breathes, pushing the ruffled sleeve over my shoulder. It slips down my arm, and when she repeats the motion with the other side, the entire dress slips off me. “Just the way I like it.”

She kisses me then. Not like she used to. With passion and hunger and desire. She drinks me in and I let myself get swallowed into her. My body melts against hers, especially when she traces the outline of my pink silk thong and snaps one of my garter straps. I let out a little squeal and instantly she grins broadly.

“Kneel,” she commands, and I obey. “Wait here.”

When she returns from the bathroom, she’s naked save for black thigh-highs, heels, and the strap-on. It’s strangely realistic, as if it came from a man — a real man — with a subtly red tip. She presses it against my lips and I open my mouth automatically, much to her audible delight, then swirl my tongue around the tip.

“That’s hot,” she breathes. “Seeing you suck a cock.”

I bite my lip. It’s a compliment, and I’m happy to excite her like that, but it still feels strange. Wrong, and in the wrong way, unlike so much of everything else. Putting on panties felt wrong in a way that made me want to do it a lot more. But underneath all the arousal and excitement is a current of anxiety that gets stronger the closer we get to leaving this place. What will things be like when we get home? Does she want Chris or Chrissie?

Will she still want to fuck other people?

“Jessica knows how to please a woman,” Crystal says as she silences me with a mouthful of strap-on. “Fuck, she was incredible. Valentina has trained her so well. I can’t wait for you to be like that.” She nudges my cage with the tip of her shoe and I shiver. “Keeping the cage on will help, of course.”

There it is. The first hint of what’s to come. If nothing else, I’ll still be in this tiny cage. I can’t tell if I hate the idea or love it.

“Your little cock never did much for me, but you were pretty good with your mouth. Honestly, though, Chrissie, I think you’re better now. I don’t know if it’s the cage or the panties or what, but fuck, you’re good at eating pussy. I can’t wait to see what else you’re better at now. You’ll never be able to do what Jessica did to me, of course. Her clit is enormous. It felt incredible to be fucked like that. She had so much staying power, too. I lost track of how many times I climaxed.”

Seven, I think to myself. I counted every single one.

“Maybe I could put one of these on you,” she giggles, grabbing the base of the strap-on and wobbling it around in my mouth. “That way I could get what I’m missing. After all, now that you’re locked up, I’ll have to get dick from somewhere.”

Every word terrifies and arouses me. I should stop this. I should tell her I want to go home, that I want to be her husband again, not her — whatever I am now. But instead, I just close my eyes and keep sucking, the ache in my locked little clit intensifying with every passing second. What am I going to be? Her wife? Her lover?

And then the words really hit me and I wrench myself off her strap-on.

“You’re not going to — I mean, I have a — you can —”

She gives me a soft, sad smile, like I haven’t quite caught up yet and she needs to say things to me like I’m a simpleton. “What, ride your pathetic, limp little clitty?”

“It’s not limp!” I say indignantly. Impotently.

“No, I bet it’s rock-hard in that tiny cage. Where it belongs.” It’s a like a hammer blow. She swings it again. “Where it’s going to stay.”

“You’re — you’re not going to unlock me?”

The smile grows into something wide and sharp and terrifying. “Why would I?”

“I need to cum!”

“You don’t need to, baby, that’s ridiculous. You’ve had plenty of orgasms in your life. More in our marriage than I ever did, anyway.”

The fear grips me now, the arousal slipping away. She’s serious about this. Far more so than I realized. She can’t seriously mean she’s going to keep my cock locked up forever.

Can she?

“You’re not going to unlock me?”

She shrugs. A simple gesture that makes my blood run cold. “Valentina tells me you can cum with it on now, baby.”

I squirm beneath her. Oh, fuck.

“In fact,” Crystal says with a wry smile. “I think I want to see that right now.”


Chapter 3: Whatever She Wants

She takes me while we lie on our sides, her hand on my cheek, turning my head so she can kiss me and watch the way my face changes as she uses me. Not like a man, but not like a girl, either.

“Like a good sissy girl,” she breathes in my ear.

My shoulder digs into the bed, my back resting against her belly, the tip of her strap-on resting against my hole. I shiver to feel it there, imagining where it’ll go next, scared about what it means if she makes me cum, and dreading what will happen if she doesn’t. The position feels strangely submissive. Maybe it’s because I’m used to being in her role. The man. The penetrator.

She pulls my top leg up and the strap-on parts my hole just enough to make me squeak, but not enough to drive in. Instead, she reaches down over my belly and finds my caged clit in my panties. “Oh, you’re wet,” she breathes. “Fuck, that’s hot.”

“Yeah?”

“You’re so overheated from all of this that you’re leaking through your panties. Fuck yeah, that’s hot. Is it from the clothes?”

“Yeah. And...” I bite my lip but decide to just tell her the truth. “And the strap-on. And the cage. And... Well, all of it.”

“All of it?” She pushes forward a fraction and the tip stretches me further. “Even knowing that someone else fucked me last night?”

I swallow. “Yeah.”

She sinks into me then, a gasp tearing from my lips as I’m stretched and filled. The way she uses me is so different from Valentina. She has a strange tenderness, a passion that belongs only to me. She’s never used a strap-on like this before but she’s obviously a natural. She’s more confident, more controlled, and if there was ever any doubt about how I feel about this, it’s gone now as I lie here, my cock throbbing in its cage.

“You want me to fuck you, baby?”

“Yeah, I think I do.”

“You want me to make you cum from my big cock filling up your tight sissy ass?”

The moan she drives out of me as she sinks the strap-on into me is answer enough. She sucks in a shuddering, satisfied breath as she pulls my leg further up and back, exposing me to her. My eyebrows knit together and I wrap my arm around her, pulling her tighter against me, in an automatic movement so submissive that it makes me squirt into my panties. Crystal feels it and breathes heavily into my ear.

“You were meant for this.”

She fucks me slowly but deeply, giving me a full thrust every time. The sensations are intense. Maybe it’s because it’s my wife fucking me or her strap-on, but it’s deep and full-body. It feels like every inch of me is being stimulated, my whole body trembling with the pleasure she’s giving me. Her fingers come to my cage. The touch is electric and makes me groan. She doesn’t try to stimulate me, just rests her fingers on my cage as her strap-on keeps filling me up. There’s no friction, no way for me to get enough stimulation to cum, but that doesn’t matter. The pressure is enough. She rubs her thumb over the top of my cage and I feel my entire body tighten and seize.

But below it all is the dark knowledge that this is it. My future, whether either of us can say it out loud or not, is this. Being feminized and locked and fucked. My cock will never go in her pussy again, because it’s not that anymore. Now it’s a clit. And the only pleasure for me comes from a dick filling me up from behind, the way a good girl should.

“Good girl,” she purrs in my ear. “My good, pretty, submissive sissy girl. You’re taking my cock so well, baby. Like you were born for it. Isn’t this better than pretending this —” she wiggles my cage, still in her grip through the panties “— was ever meant for fucking?”

“Yes,” I splutter.

“Yes,” she giggles softly. “Yeah, it was always meant to be locked up. To keep you desperate and ready.”

“Ready — ready for what?”

“For whatever I want, baby.” She pulls out and then drives back into me, making me gasp. “Or whatever someone else wants. I want to see you with another cock.”

My eyes snap open. My clit throbs. My hole grips her dildo. “Who?”

“Oh,” Crystal whispers, nipping my earlobe. “I think you know exactly who.”

Her strap-on is deeper in me than ever before, but I’ve never been so still. I can hear my own heart beating in my ears. The room feels so quiet. When she spoke about being fucked, I assumed she meant the strap-on. A toy, an instrument of her will. I’d never considered anything else. The thought never even crossed my mind.

How foolish.

“Jessica?” I moan.

“Jessica,” she breathes into my ear. “While Valentina and I play together, we’re going to watch while you take a real cock for the first time. Fuck, baby, I can’t wait. It’s going to be so hot to watch you take her big, juicy cock right in your tight little sissy ass. If you’re a good girl, I’ll even let you cum from it. Of course, Jessica will. I want to see her fill you up with cum like the slut you are. I want to see it drip out of you when you’re done.”

My mind is reeling, my cage tight, my ass quivering. She wants to see me get fucked by a cock. A real cock. She wants me to take a load of cum. She doesn’t want me to be her husband or even her wife. She wants me to be a slut for her. To get used and then passed around for others to use. She wants my pleasure to be incidental to hers. She’s already given me what she knows I want, and now she’s going to make sure I get it. Her. Them.

She cums hard. Just from thinking about it. How long has she had this fantasy? How long has she been waiting to get me into panties and a cage?

“I changed my mind,” she groans when she’s done shuddering, screaming, moaning her way through her orgasm. “I don’t want you to cum right now. I want you to do it with Jessica’s cock deep inside you.”

“Oh, fuck,” I moan. I’m close. It takes all the self-control I have not to cum. The pressure in my balls is incredible. The ache in my locked clit excruciating. My mind spins with all of Crystal’s promises — and all of my own fantasies come back to me.

“Good girl,” she says, slipping out of me, leaving me feeling deliciously used. “My good sissy girl.”

We get changed to go down to the resort. To enjoy our last day here — before our new lives begin. But all I can think about is the sounds Crystal made when Jessica was inside her and wonder what sounds I’ll make when she’s inside me, too.


Chapter 4: This Side of the Line

Everyone here is so gorgeous. It makes me feel out of place, if I’m being honest — because how could I look as good as these women? But every time I catch a glimpse of my reflection in a window or get a smirking smile from a statuesque goddess in black or a jealous, lip-biting look from another sissy, something exciting flutters up inside me. I am hot. Especially in this dress.

Crystal can’t keep her hands off me. Her fingers explore my naked, exposed back, nails flirting with the bottom of the cutout and the tie that keeps it all together. “One tug,” she whispers as she leads me in a dance, “and everyone will see your slutty lingerie.”

“Is that what you want?” I giggle, surprised at how exciting this all is. “For me to be exposed?”

“To one person, anyway,” she says, grabbing my ass so hard it makes me squeal. My cage bounces in my tiny panties, and Crystal grins when she sees it.

My dress is, in a word, skimpy. Thin pink satin drapes me, except where there are openings — like my back and my chest and the long slit that runs up my leg. It makes me feel even more vulnerable than if I had been stripped down to my frilly underthings. Every look in my direction feels like someone peeling off the filmy outfit so they can take what they want underneath. Not like it’s hiding much, though. My panties are so small and the dress so thin that my cage is obviously visible, marking me as a sissy, ready to be fucked.

Just that thought sends a jolt through me. “Jessica,” I murmur.

“And her big, hard clitty.”

“You really want me to... do that?”

Crystal spins me as the music swells and pulls me against her chest. There’s a bulge beneath her slinky black dress and I realize she’s still wearing the strap-on underneath. Her hand finds my chin and tilts my head backwards.

“Very much,” she says before unwinding me and draping her hand on my back again. “You look so hot like this, baby. I’ve never been turned on just from looking at you before, but...”

“You’re wet just from how I look?” That’s intoxicating. I might be in the cage, but that’s powerful.

“And knowing that I’m in control.” She pulls me against her and her strap-on bumps against my cage. “That I can fuck and cum and play with myself whenever I want and you can’t. That you have to wait. That you can’t even get hard without my permission. And that if I don’t want to, I never have to let you. I can just keep you locked and desperate for as long as I want. I think you’re more fun this way, honestly. Every little touch makes you moan.”

Her words have a powerful effect on me. She demonstrates this by punctuating her words with kisses on my neck, chest, shoulder, and arm. Every one makes me shiver and gasp and twitch in my panties. When she meets my gaze again, Crystal is beaming.

“See what I mean?”

“I want you right now,” I moan.

“You have to wait.”

But we stop at the edge of the crowd and she silences me with an open kiss, pressing the dildo against me through our dresses and grinding it against my caged clit until I squeal. My whole body aches when she pulls away. I need release so badly, but that only makes the pressure build harder. It feels like it might shatter me completely if it gets too intense, which is both terrifying and incredibly arousing.

“Aren’t you a pair tonight,” comes the purring sound of the woman who I blame for this more than anyone else.

“Valentina!”

She and my wife exchange cheek kisses — but when Crystal tries to pull away, Valentina holds her close, brushes a lock of hair from her cheek, and gives her a long, tender kiss that makes me squirm to watch. If it was anyone else, it would be a fantasy come true: two gorgeous women openly kissing like this? But it’s not just two women on a screen. It’s my wife. And I’m in a dress and a cage with a promise dangling over my head.

And then there’s Jessica.

As always, she is gorgeous, but tonight there’s an air of threat about her. I can’t stop myself staring between her legs, but unlike me, the front of her dress is smooth. I let myself believe for a moment that maybe she isn’t as big as Crystal claims. Maybe it was all a dream, and there’s no cock there at all, and while my wife fucks someone else, I’ll get to as well.

But then she grins, and winks, and lifts her fluttery skirt to reveal her crotchless panties and the little cage dangling out from between the lace-trimmed edges. I must have given her the reaction she wanted, because she laughs and drops her skirt. It’s not until she’s pulling me into a kiss that I realize Crystal and Valentina were watching, too.

“Isn’t it lovely to see two pretty sissies say hello?” Valentina purrs.

“I can’t wait for them to play,” Crystal says.

Jessica forces open my mouth with her tongue.

“Fuck,” my wife breathes. Valentina’s hand is already on her ass.

Whether I like it or not, Jessica is a top-tier kisser, and I find myself melting into her. Our cages bump beneath our thin skirts, and then she pulls hers back so her clit knocks against mine. There’s something deliciously, horribly right about that. I pull mine back, too, while our hands run over each other’s bodies. Her clit is burning hot when it touches mine. We grind against each other, metal against metal, desperate flesh trapped inside as we kiss and explore and tease.

“Fuck,” Crystal says, then turns to her lover. “Do we really have to wait?”

Valentina grins.

“I don’t see why we should.”


Chapter 5: With Another Girl

They put us through our paces, first. That’s the whole point of having a sissy, right? So you can play with them. Dress them up like a doll, watch them squeal and squirm as you drench them in satin and lace, tease them mercilessly. No toy is better than the one that gets this excited just from looking at a pair of panties.

We kiss as we strip each other naked, Jessica tugging at the ribbon at the back of my dress and slowly pushing it off my shoulders until the satin sheath slithers down my body and pools around my stilettos. Her hands explore my nakedness, snapping the waistband of my satin thong, brushing against the front, threatening the rear. My hole twitches and my mind races, still tingling from the fucking my wife gave me that morning.

Crystal and Valentina are draped across each other on the couch, each looking radiant and dominant in three-piece black sets. Valentina is all buttresses and black silk. If it wasn’t for her curves, her lingerie would almost be masculine, with hardly any feminine touches save for small rectangular flat bows accenting her here and there. Crystal’s sheer lace lingerie reveals more than it hides: her hard nipples, her wetness, her excitement.

Their hands are already working in each other’s panties.

“Your turn,” Jessica murmurs, pressing a finger to my cheek and turning my head back to look at her. She is beautiful. It’s hard to believe she was ever like me. Unbidden, part of me decides in that moment that I want to be like her. Gorgeous and submissive.

She digs her nails into my ass as I lean across her and undo the long zipper going down her back. It goes all the way down her skirt, and I have to drop to my knees to undo it. When I do, her dress falls forwards off of her like liquid silk, and there I am, kneeling with her throbbing, caged clitty pointed straight at my mouth. I surprise myself — and obviously excite my wife — by but not waiting for instructions.

“Oh, good girl,” Crystal moans as I slip the cage between my lips and begin to noisily suck it, looking up at Jessica. Her eyebrows are arched and her fingers flex in the air like she’s unsure where to put her hands. She looks over at Valentina for permission and receives a single nod before Valentina turns back to mine.

Her taste and her scent mix together in my mouth into something heady and intoxicating. Pre-cum was already dribbling from her tip. Now it pours into my mouth and I lap it greedily up, never forgetting that this is about Crystal and Valentina’s pleasure more than ours. Every moan I draw out of Jessica is for them. Every strand of sticky pre-cum I slowly lick from my fingers is for my wife. And when I slip my finger underneath the strap of my thong and rub her slipperiness on my hole, the gasps I hear from the dominant women are satisfying enough.

But it feels pretty damn good, too.

“She is so desperate to be fucked,” Crystal says.

“I think we should make her wait.”

I let out a frustrated groan that isn’t as performative as I expected.

“I’m so glad I — I — oh, fuck — locked her up,” my wife goes on as Valentina slips a nipple into her mouth. “Her little cock would — would have fit in those panties, but — oh, Valentina! — but they look so much b-better with the cage i-instead.”

Crystal sounds like she’s going to cum already. Part of me wishes it could be me doing that, but which part? Certainly not the part fluttering my eyelashes at Jessica as I slurp on her cage. Not the part that wants her uncaged. Not the part of me that wants my wife pleasured and me in pretty things.

“I want all of her,” I breathe. I want to see how big she is. I want to see if I’m ready.

As if I have any choice.

“Jessica,” Valentina says softly. She extends her leg and there, on a slender silver anklet, is the key. All this time, it was right there. Jessica could take it any time she wants, but she doesn’t. Because she’s a good girl.

She pulls out of my mouth with a popping noise, her clit a furious, purple-red, and minces her way to her wife. Her owner.

“Please, Goddess,” she says breathily. “May I have the key?”

“On your knees.”

Jessica obeys. Crystal is watching closely, her hand still in her panties. I can tell she’s planning what ritual she wants for me.

“Who owns your pathetic clit?”

“You do, Goddess.”

“And what is it good for?”

“Pleasuring you.”

“Do you receive pleasure from your clit?”

“No, Goddess.”

“That’s why you don’t cum from fucking.”

Crystal makes a disappointed noise, then leans forwards and whispers something in Valentina’s ear. Her gaze shifts to me and she grins broadly while Crystal sits back on the couch with an expression like it’s Christmas morning.

“It’s your lucky day, darling,” Valentina says. “Crystal wants you to cum inside her sissy’s tight ass.”

I squirm and my toes curl. My chest feels tight, my mouth dry, and my clit — my traitorous little shaft — is harder than ever.

“It would be my pleasure to fill her up,” Jessica says.

“I’m sure,” Valentina replies. “But you will wait until you have permission. Not a moment before, yes?”

“Of course, Goddess.”

Valentina brandishes her ankle. “You may unlock, slut.”

“Thank you, Goddess.”

It is the single largest cock I have ever seen in my life. It’s a wonder it fit in that tiny cage — it’s a wonder it fits in any cage. It springs out so intensely that Jessica doesn’t even have a chance to pluck the cage from her throbbing tip before she’s at her full length. It’s double the size of the strap-on Crystal fucked me with and maybe twice as thick. I can barely believe it’s real. Calling it a clit is like calling the Empire State Building a charming little bungalow.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasp, staring at it.

“That’s the idea,” Crystal says. “Get her all lubed up, baby, because the only way you cum tonight is with that in your ass.”

“I’ll be gentle,” Jessica says, sounding almost apologetic for her mighty size.

“Oh, no you won’t,” Crystal says with a grin. Her eyes shoot to me. “She doesn’t like that, does she?”

This is it. My last moment to object and end all of this. Am I really about to take a cock in my ass while I’m caged and dressed in lingerie? While another woman pleasures my wife? While I beg to be allowed to cum? To give up the last shreds of my manhood and become the Chrissie my wife clearly wants more than Chris?

“Jessica,” I say softly. “Would you like me on my knees, or should we sixty-nine?”


Chapter 6: Meant for This

There is a muted pleasure from her lips on my clit, though I suspect I would enjoy it more if I wasn’t so distracted by the sheer length of her cock. There’s no calling it a clit like this. Maybe when it’s in a cage, but her full length is far too much for that, no matter who it’s attached to. Jessica may be a stunning, feminine woman, but she’s packing a thick, hard, cock.

And soon I’m going to feel it inside me.

My clit is already drooling between her lips. Even through my tiny cage, she is supremely talented with her mouth. It takes just a few seconds before pre-cum is pouring out of me. She uses some of it to lubricate my hole, then slips her finger inside, my moan stifled by the thick, throbbing shaft between my lips. She tastes tangy and sweet, with the vague scent of the ocean, and, under all of it, the unmistakable flavor of my wife. She must not have cleaned herself since she was inside Crystal.

Does that make this sloppy seconds?

“Don’t tease her too long,” Valentina says. “Crystal wants her to cum from being fucked.”

“Then I never have to unlock her.”

Jessica’s tongue leaves my clit with an audible pop. I whine softly, feeling like a pathetic sissy begging for attention, but when she rolls over, grabs my hips, and pulls them towards her, it is abundantly clear who owns this show — and who is about to own me.

“Listen to her,” Valentina breathes. “Listen to how desperate she is already.” Her eyes pivot to me. “You were never meant to be a man, were you?”

“Answer her!” Crystal snaps when I take too long.

In my defense, I was distracted by Jessica’s thick shaft smacking against my belly as she rubs herself against my clit. She’s so large that just her tip dwarfs my cage. When I look down, I don’t see a caged man in panties anymore. I see a pathetic sissy clitty, locked up tight, right where it’s supposed to be. It looks so small and feminine like this, especially compared to Jessica. It looks, I realize with a twist in my guts, so right.

“No,” I say. “No, I was always meant to be Chrissie.”

Crystal makes a little gasping squeal. “To be a pretty sissy slut.”

“To be fucked,” Valentina says.

“To be fucked,” I agree, my voice quavering, Jessica’s cock twitching eagerly. “Oh, fuck, you’re so big.”

“You’ll learn to love it,” Crystal giggles. “Once you take her, I can fill you up with bigger and bigger ones. Oooh, I can’t wait to hear the sounds you’re going to make when I bend you over. Or when I share you.” She moans and gasps at that, like it’s the hottest thing she’s ever imagined.

“Share me?”

“If you’re a good girl, I think you’ll be aching for big, hard cocks.”

Jessica slips off my panties, leaving only the stockings and heels. My cage, filled to breaking with clit, stands up between my legs. Pre-cum dribbles down between the bars. When she grabs my hips again and positions me on top of her, it smears all across her tip, which looks huge compared to my tiny dicklet.

“Oh, fuck,” Crystal moans. She’s watching intently as Valentina fingers her. “You are so fucking sexy, baby.”

“Wait,” Valentina says. “Not like this. Make her ride you.”

“Oh, fuck, yes!”

I tremble as we change positions. Jessica lays on the floor with her own Empire State Building poking up into the sky. I stand over her, shaking in my stilettos and stockings, and look up at my wife.

“Reverse cowgirl,” she instructs. “I want to see your face the first time you take a real cock.”

I can’t say I’m not looking forward to seeing my wife’s reaction.

I lower myself slowly, surprised at the effort and strength this position requires. It gives me a newfound respect for all the women I’ve seen do this in videos. I drop down, feeling nothing — and then feeling her all at once. I gasp at the thick heat there, at the slipperiness of my hole, at its eagerness. Even without meaning to, I start to gobble her up.

“Look at her twitch,” Crystal giggles in pure bliss. “Oh, fuck, she loves this!”

“Is that true, Chrissie?”

I bite my lip. “I’m — I’m scared.”

“Every girl is scared her first time,” Crystal says, obviously relishing it. “You’ll learn to love it. But honestly, even if you don’t, I don’t care. You’ll be taking as many cocks as I want, whenever I want you to. And what will you say, baby?”

“Yes!”

The first few inches go in smoothly and I gasp out the word, half in answer to my wife, half at the sudden and intense pleasure I feel. Jessica presses gently but insistently as I drop down until it slips past the tight ring of muscle there. Even then, the sheer size of her forces a squealing gasp out of me. My knees go weak as it slowly works its way deeper inside me. The sensation is strange and intense — both pleasurable and uncomfortable. There’s an aching deep inside me, but it’s nothing like having Crystal in me. Her strap-on is firm, yes, but pliable. This is unyielding. Thick. Unstoppable.

It’s pure cock.

“Fuck,” Valentina breathes. She sounds so incredibly aroused that my clit twitches against my cage, and even though I can barely think through all the sensations overwhelming my senses, my body understands what’s happening perfectly. It’s being fucked by a huge cock while its tiny one stays locked away where it belongs. While my wife watches. While two other women get off on this. It makes me feel like such a filthy little slut that I start to squirm even before Jessica starts thrusting up into me.

Then she does and the world falls away.

I have to lean backwards, my hands flat on her stomach, and it makes my whole body quiver and tremble. My cage swings and rattles in front of me, pre-cum squirting from the tip like fireworks.

“Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck!”

“You like having your ass stuffed full, don’t you?” Crystal asks breathily. “That’s right, baby. You were always meant for this.”

“Oh God!”


Chapter 7: Permission

“Beg for it.”

“Oh, please, please fuck me, Jessica! Fuck me hard! Make me cum like a girl!”

“Good girl,” Crystal purrs. She moans softly, then again, louder. The sounds coming from Valentina are getting closer together as well.

Jessica starts to go harder. It feels like she could split me in two if she wanted. Instead, she splits me in three: past Chris the man, present Chrissie with a cocklet locked in satin panties, and future Chrissie with cocks inside her and around her every night until Crystal decides I’m done. And the look on her face tells me she’ll never want me to be done. That’s fine.

I don’t think I’ll want it, either.

The pleasure is so intense that it scares me. Is there any going back? Any returning from this precipice? No. But does it even matter anymore? If Crystal wants me fucked until I beg to take cocks of my own accord, will she ever let me out?

She’ll put me in panties. Her husband is gone. Chrissie wants skirts and dresses and lace and frills. Chris wants to be out of this cage, wants to be in his wife. Chrissie wants to bounce on a cock and watch Crystal have a screaming orgasm.

Every thrust sends an earthquake through my body, a thunderstorm of sensations exploding all over my sensitive hole and clit and everything else. My legs tremble violently, but it feels too good to stop now. It feels like the only reason for living is more, more, more of what I’m already feeling.

“Are you going to cum for me in your cage, baby?”

“I want to,” I moan, eyebrows knitted together. “I want to so bad.”

“Me too. Do it for me, okay? Make your sissy cummies from having a cock buried deep in your ass.”

“The only way you get pussy now,” Valentina purrs, “is if your lovely wife allows you to taste it.”

“You’re never fucking mine again.” Crystal chuckles, the sound melting into a moan of pleasure as Valentina plays with her. “Not like you ever could anyway, with your little clitty.”

Jessica reaches between us and starts playing with my cage.

“Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Yes!” I squeal, squirting pre-cum across her chest as my tiny, trapped clit strains against the bars.

“Listen to you moan,” Crystal says. “That’s so hot. That’s so hot! You love this cock, don’t you? Maybe even more than I did.”

Jessica lets out a long moan, herself, and I can feel every inch of her pulsing inside me. She’s close — we all are.

“I love having you locked up in that cage. Dressed in pretty, frilly little things. Don’t you like it, too?” She doesn’t wait for an answer. “Of course you do. You do because it makes me happy. And you like everything that makes me happy.”

I let out a long groan of pure pleasure and Crystal grins.

“See?”

“Crystal,” I moan. “Please — please let me cum.”

“I already said I want you to.”

Jessica shifts beneath me. I can tell she’s close, too, her body tensing to fight against the rising tide of pleasure as she struggles desperately to obey her wife’s commands.

“Please!” I say, bouncing on Jessica’s enormous shaft, feeling the orgasm building up inside me with an intensity unlike anything I’ve ever felt. I can already tell I’m going to explode from it, like someone’s filled my balls up and they’re about to burst. Like it would if I was actually allowed to fuck someone or cum while I’m doing it.

This is the best either one of us will ever have.

“She needs permission,” Valentina says softly. “You broke her very quickly.”

Crystal laughs, high and sharp, finally understanding the level of control she has over me. I can see her think, for a moment, whether she should let me cum or not. Whether she should leave me teetering on the edge.

“Tell your wife why you deserve it,” Crystal says.

My hips buck against Jessica as she squeezes my cocklet and rubs my clit against its bars. Every little bit of friction sends bolts of lightning through me.

“I love being locked in panties! Oh fuck, baby — Chrissie loves it so much! Oh fuck! Please just call me that! P-please! Let me cum for you!”

She bites her lip. She’s close herself, her breath coming hard and fast now, her legs twitching like she’s having a seizure. Valentina fingers her relentlessly, but never looks away from me.

“Cum, Chrissie!”

Crystal screams with delight as the orgasm hits her, sending her thrashing across Valentina’s body and splattering our lover with pussy juice. It takes me only seconds longer, even though I can feel every last inch of Jessica throbbing inside me as she fights desperately to resist the urge to follow suit. Her entire body is tensed as if ready to burst. She doesn’t get to, not until her wife gives permission. But Crystal is too busy moaning and cumming all over her new friend’s face.

“Cum, slut,” Valentina says, her tone almost bored.

The moment it happens, Jessica slams up into me so hard that the air explodes out of my lungs. I scream in pure ecstasy as hot jets of sperm fill me up, painting my insides white, filling me past the brim. There is so much cum that it sprays out of me, splattering Jessica’s belly. Still, she doesn’t stop fucking me, moaning and squealing until the room is nothing but the sounds of total pleasure.

It takes a long time to end. I’m still hyper-sensitized as Jessica finally draws out of me, her cock withering down into something that might, if you looked at it the right way, fit into her cage. The feeling of her head slipping out of my hole triggers another tiny orgasm, my limp clit spurting weakly, another tremor ripping through my body. It’s almost unpleasant: my muscles are sore, my body exhausted, my mind drained. Everything about this has been more intense than I’ve ever felt before — both physically and mentally. I feel like I can’t even think anymore.

All I know is how good it feels when Crystal kisses me on the lips.

“Good girl,” she whispers when she pulls away. “My perfect little Chrissie.”

I want to speak. I want to ask about it all. What’s going to happen, what this means, who we are now. But I can’t seem to make my tongue work and my lips are numb and dull. Despite that, Crystal seems to understand. She plucks a matted lock of hair from my sweat-drenched forehead, tucking it back behind my ear, and gives me a tender kiss on my cheek. When she speaks, it’s in a whisper, her lips almost brushing my ear.

“Don’t worry, baby. It’s not over after tonight. We’re just getting started.”
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Her Punished Sissy Maid: Locked, Feminized, and Dominated by Royalty
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The Princess wants me in her bed. The Queen wants me under her control. And both of them want to see just how far they can push their newest servant before she breaks.

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

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

That's teaching me exactly who I belong to now.

Find it athttps://books.vanessalockridge.com/her-punished-sissy-maidor…

Click here to read it right now!


Locked in the Office, Part 1: The Interview: Feminized, Locked, and Transformed into a Sissy Secretary
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“Nobody can ever find out that you are not a girl,” she says, her red nails trailing over my new black satin lingerie. “You will serve me exactly the way I want, whenever I want, without question.”

All I wanted was a job. And I got one, but it came attached to Harper Steele, and she has very specific ideas about what her new sissy secretary should wear under her tiny skirts. Now I’m Amy, and i’m bent to serve Harper however she wants.

The worst part? I love it. I love how the satin feels against my skin. I love the way Harper looks at me when I'm dressed in frills and bows.

And I'm starting to love how it feels when she makes me kneel.

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/locked-in-the-office-1 or…

Click here to read it right now!
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If you liked this book, you’ll love this one!
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Putting me in stockings, dresses, and aprons isn’t enough for her. She needs me locked, too — so she can keep me dripping and desperate.

Elsie transformed me into a locked, pantied sissy ready to serve and please her however she wants. But just satisfying Elsie — as well-endowed as she is — isn’t enough. She needs to introduce me to her friends so they can see how well she’s trained me.

And they’re all very eager to show me what a sissy is for.

But once I pass their hard tests and am welcomed into the Sissy Salon, my days of servitude are only beginning. Elsie is going to lend me out to whoever wants me, and I’ll have no choice but to do exactly what they want. In my tiny panties, frilly dresses, and steel cage, can I be the sissy she taught me?

And what happens if I realize I never want to go back?

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/feminized-for-her-friends or…

Click here to read it right now!


Locked to Serve

If you liked this book, you’ll love my collection of five sweet sissies locked in delicious, horrible chastity!
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“My, my, aren’t you a pretty little thing all dressed up like that,” she purred, eyes flashing.

My skirts swished around me, a spray of white silk and black satin. Buried within my tiny panties, I was already straining in my cage.

“And now that I have you locked, I think our fun can begin…”

An exciting collection of Vanessa’s most thrilling stories:
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