

Locked and Pantied in Paradise: Feminized and Dominated by my Wife

by Vanessa Lockridge


The steel cage clicks shut, and Crystal's smile is radiant. “Perfect fit,” she purrs. “I knew you'd look better this way.”

Hardlock Resort promised to save struggling marriages. What they don't tell you in the brochure is how — or that most of the guests checking in as husbands won't be leaving that way.

I thought it was just for the week. Just a game to save our marriage.

But Crystal has other plans. And once she’s got me locked in steel and drenched in frills, she’s going to find someone else to give her the pleasure I never could.
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Chapter 1: Hardlock Resort

“I dunno about you, babe, but I can’t wait for a week of sun, surf, and sleep.”

The tropical air smells delicious, the warm air kept from being heavy by a breeze that wafts through the open hotel lobby. It’s already buzzing with people. Palm fronds wave lazily as couples roll luggage carts, stroll through with their drinks, or perch on the white wicker sofas. Everyone is gorgeous, too, with long legs and short skirts.

Strange that it’s mostly women, though.

“And maybe another s word, too,” Crystal says, her voice a little too frosty for the locale.

My stomach twists. We both know we’ve been having... Well, marital issues. That’s why she suggested this place: a luxury resort in an isolated part of a tiny speck of land in the middle of the Pacific. “It’s great for couples,” she had said, flourishing the brochure at me. “I’m tired of our dead bedroom, Chris. This is the place everyone goes when it happens.”

“Sausages?” I grin, elbowing her playfully.

“Spankings,” she hisses under her breath.

“Is that the kind of thing you want me to do to you? We didn’t have to come all the way out here for that, babe.”

“Mister and Missus Savage?” The perky attendant at the desk flashes us a smile. “Checking in?”

“Room 1093,” Crystal says, leaving me behind. “We sent our bags over earlier.”

“They should be delivered within the hour. In the meantime, can we offer you a complimentary beverage while you explore the resort?”

“That,” Crystal says, with the first smile I’ve seen in weeks, “would be lovely.”

---

Hardlock Resort is a stunning outcropping of white stucco overlooking a placid lagoon, framed by flowers and jungle, beautifully maintained, and as far as I can tell, completely unpopular with men. I see only a few on our walk and exchange awkward hellos with each, but they’re not really what I’m focused on. The women here are, to a one, stunning. I won’t mind being such a hot commodity.

“Is this a lesbian place?” I ask.

“Not exactly,” Crystal says.

“’Not exactly?’”

“It’s popular with a certain kind of woman. You know: strong, feminine, knows what she wants.” Crystal leans conspiratorially towards me and hisses another word under her breath. “Dominant.”

My chest goes tight. There’s no way she knows what’s going on in my search history, right? Although if she did, that might solve some of our problems... But there’s no way. Crystal’s always been a good girl. Always missionary, and she’s always on the bottom. That one time I brought up the idea of her putting on some stockings and heels, she looked like she was going to faint.

“Ooh,” she giggles, tugging my hand. “Look at that!”

“It’s certainly... girly,” I say, focusing very hard on keeping the situation in my pants under control. Why would they have a lingerie shop here?

The window is filled with swishy outfits and filmy nighties, all bedecked in lace and frills and ruffles and bows. Pink silk babydolls hang next to frothy blue panties erupting with ruffles. Delicate lace bustiers with seductively-dangling straps are draped across velvet chairs next to a suggestive pair of black leather gloves. It’s like a BDSM store mixed with a lingerie catalogue.

Crystal lingers for just a moment before something else catches her eye: the entrance to a restaurant that looks like it serves a breakfast that costs as much as our car payment. Coming down the carpeted stairs at the front are a husband and wife holding hands. The wife is one of the most beautiful women I have ever seen: curled brunette hair cascading down her back, her curves draped in a silk sundress just sheer enough that I can see the outline of her nipples and a subtle shadow between her thighs. Her husband is slender and clean-shaven with wide eyes and surprisingly full lips.

“Is this place as nice as it looks?” Crystal asks them as they pass by.

“Your first time here?” the woman asks, her voice as soft as silk.

“How’d you know?”

She grins. “You just have that look. You are going to love it here. I’m Valentina, and this is my partner, James.”

Hands are shaken, pleasantries are exchanged, and Valentina reveals herself to be a very touchy woman — with Crystal, anyway. She holds my wife’s hand a little too long, makes eye contact that’s a little too intense, and can’t seem to keep her hands off her. Crystal, for her part, seems to be enjoying the attention. It makes me anxious to see it. Why isn’t she like that with me? And why can’t I be like that with her? If a stranger can, certainly she deserves a man who can, too.

I can’t help but watch the way Valentina touches her husband. She always has one hand on him — stroking his back, draped around his shoulder, on his hip. He responds to it by leaning into her and looking adoringly up at her. It’s sweet.

But it’s also possessive.

“I’m sure we’ll see you around,” Valentina says, exchanging air kisses on each cheek with Crystal, who happily obliges. I’ve never seen her make that gesture in her life.

“Come find us when you’re settled in,” James says, his voice as soft as his wife’s, and surprisingly high-pitched.

“We will!” Crystal says brightly before turning to me. “They were nice.”

“Hmm,” I grunt. “Room?”

---

“I’m so sorry, sir, but these are the only bags at the dock.”

“But only my wife’s made it!”

“We’ll put a request in with the shipping company. But they only come out once a week — we may not get it delivered here until next week.”

“We’ll be gone by then!”

“I’m very sorry, sir.”

I consider berating her more but know it won’t do any good. With a sigh, I let the poor woman escape down the hallway and turn, hang-dog, back to my wife. She’s unpacking her bag on the bed. There’s more lace involved than I remember. Low-cut dresses. Is that a cupless bra? Where did this all come from?

Crystal catches me staring and looks up at me. “No luck?”

“A week!” I drop onto the bed next to her. “What am I going to wear?”

She pauses. I can almost feel her suck in a steadying breath before she scoops up a black lace thong I’ve never seen her wear before. She hands it to me, and without even meaning to do it, I take it. It’s soft and delicate and beautiful, with a low V in the back trimmed with lace and a pretty little bow at the front.

“Why don’t you try that on, then?”


Chapter 2: What She Packed For Me

The panties are a burning stove top. I drop — no, fling — them across the room and practically scramble up on the bed. I can’t get away from them fast enough. The problem is that there are more panties on the bed that I fall into: lace and silk and satin cascading over me, plus stockings (when has she ever worn stockings?) and bras and who knows what other deliciously slippery things.

“Why — why would you say that?” I stammer.

Crystal tilts her head to the side and examines me like she’s trying to come up with the gentlest answer. When that takes too long and my heart feels like it’s going to shatter my ribs, because why would she say something like that, why would anyone, why would I even want her to say that? How could she possibly know what goes on inside my head? Because I’ve been very careful to never share that with anyone, especially not with my wife, a woman whose fashion sense begins and ends with leggings and a bulky sweater.

“Search history,” she says. “Web history. Amazon history.”

“Why would you look?”

“Why wouldn’t you clear it?”

“Because it’s private!”

“Don’t look!”

She shrugs. “But I did. And I know what you want.” She leans forward and brushes my arm with a frilly little pink pair of panties while her lips curl up into a little smirk of a grin. Her voice drops to a husky whisper. “What you need.”

A voice flickers through my thoughts. That pathetic little thing between your legs isn’t even big enough to fill out men’s underwear properly, is it?

“I don’t need this!”

“You’re only saying that because you don’t know about the matching babydoll.”

She drops the panties next to me and lifts a delicate, filmy nightie from her suitcase, the sheer fabric glistening, the ruffles and lace trim waving gently in the warm breeze. It is gorgeous. Desperately feminine while still being sexy. It is, unfortunately, something straight out of my fantasies.

“No way, Crystal. No!”

Her movements are slow and careful, but there’s an icy change in her demeanor that makes my heart beat even faster. Honestly, I’m sure I’m just a few minutes away from passing out. How old do you have to be to have a heart attack?

“You have to.”

“Why? Just because you’re my wife?”

“And because if you don’t, we have to leave.” She fixes me with eyes so narrow her gaze slices right through me. “Why do you think there are so many women here, Chris?”

My stomach takes this moment to fall out of me. I stare at Crystal in shock that begins to grow into horror as she unpacks the rest of her bag. It’s all pastels and silks and lace. Every garment makes my chest feel a little tighter, my breathing come a little faster, and — as much as I wish it didn’t — my pants a little tighter. But the real problem is not what she’s holding up, but what she isn’t: anything else. No jeans, no t-shirts, no hoodies. Nothing for me. And that means...

“I packed light,” she says, pulling out a pair of heels in bright fuchsia.

“You can’t be serious!”

Crystal smiles gently and strokes my face. “This week is our chance to learn, Chris.”

She leans in and brushes her lips against mine before pushing me back on the bed, straddling me, and kissing me. It’s the most sexually aggressive she’s ever been. When she pulls back, she’s panting and smirking, a lock of blonde hair across her face. Her eyes are wild. She’s so horny!

It stirs something in me. I’ve never seen anything like this. On our honeymoon, she was close, but time took its toll and now our time in the bedroom is more like a chore than anything passionate. I had no idea she could be like this again.

“I can feel how hard you are,” she says. “I tell you what. We’ll do a little test, okay? You get naked, and if you really don’t want to put on all this pretty, girly lingerie, then you don’t have to. Fair?”

It has to be a trap. “Fair,” I say hesitantly.

She wastes no time ripping off my clothes. I’ve been naked in front of her thousands of times, but for the first time since we were dating, I feel exposed. Her look is predatory as she drapes herself across me again, hiking up her skirt and straddling me again, rubbing her wet panties on my throbbing shaft. It feels incredible. Or at least it would, if she wasn’t about to interrogate me.

“First question,” she says. “Do you want to be on this trip with me?”

“Yes,” I say quickly. “Of course, Crystal!”

“I believe you. Second question. Are you going to be a good boy and do what I tell you to?”

I squirm underneath her. Her eyes go wide and threatening.

“Yes,” I say softly, unable to meet her gaze as I do.

She looks satisfied. “Third question. Do you want to put on these pretty little things and be my sissy girl for the weekend?”

I want to say no as much as I want to say yes. Why is it that when we’re faced with the thing we’ve always longed for, we run in the opposite direction as fast as possible? I’m standing at the edge of a cliff, looking down into the void, and I can’t see anything at the bottom.

Fortunately, my body gives me away.

Crystal’s face splits into a grin as my cock twitches against her panties. I can tell they’re even wetter now.

“That’s what I thought. Alright, Chrissie, let’s get you dressed.”


Chapter 3: Our First Time

I shake the entire time, out of fear or excitement or some combination of both. Crystal is slow and tender as she dresses me. I feel like a doll, which is kind of nice, until my thoughts wander and I start to wonder what all this means. Is this a prelude to divorce? Something worse? When does the other shoe drop?

“Pink’s your color,” she says as she clips the last garter tab to my stockings. “I see why you’d bookmarked so many of those outfits.”

I bite my lip and look down at myself. It’s a neon pink babydoll, glossy and sheer with delicate lace trim on each cup. It feels like the ocean breeze to wear as it brushes against my thighs and across my naked rear. Naked enough, anyway, with the tiny thong disappearing between my cheeks, framed by the lacy arch of the garter belt and the slender garter straps. Embroidered flowers in pink and green and baby blue cover the front of the panties. I’m rock hard in them, and despite how tiny they are, my cock doesn’t even stick out of the top.

Her eyes rove down my body even before I straighten up. The voice whispers to me again as I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror. Look how small that little thing is. It barely makes a bulge in those panties. That’s not a man’s cock, is it?

“Fuck,” she breathes, standing and taking a step back. “I can’t believe you didn’t tell me you wanted this sooner.”

“You — you like it?”

“I didn’t, at first,” she says, and cold pins and needles spill out over my skin. Of course she didn’t. Of course! This is so stupid. I let myself believe she’d be into it for a second, and now this. The room begins to narrow down to a single point and acid starts to rise in my chest. I don’t even realize I’m shaking until Crystal is suddenly there, pulling me into an embrace. “But Clara... you remember her and her husband?”

“No,” I breathe. “They — she —”

“Oh, yes.” Her fingers play at the hem of my nightie, following the line of lace from my thighs to my hips to the small of my back, leaving a tingling trail in their wake. “And she told me all about the kinds of things they do.” She’s pressing her body against me now, her loose t-shirt coarse against the delicate babydoll, and that sensation makes me feel even girlier than the clothes do. “How much fun they have.” Her fingers slip along my cheeks as she rests her thumb on my chin. “All the new pleasures they have.” Her thumb tugs at my lips and a moan slips out just as her nails sink into my cheeks, pulling them apart. “How it taught her to be in control.”

“Is that what you want?” I breathe. She’s pushing me backwards towards the bed.

“I don’t know yet,” she says. “But this week, we’re going to try.”

She shoves me and I topple backwards, the gauzy pink nightie splaying around me. Crystal watches me hungrily from above. She might be wearing a skirt, but there is something undeniably masculine in how she’s looking down at me. There’s power there, and desire. An animal need I’ve never seen in her before that sends an excited tremor through me. I twitch in my panties; she notices; she grins.

“Are you excited to be my little sissy girl, baby?” she purrs, taking a step towards me.

I squirm, afraid that the answer I want to give isn’t the one she wants to hear. But how could she want anything else?

“Yes,” I murmur as she pulls off her shirt. She’s wearing a bra I’ve never seen before: sheer and black lace. Not girly, like my lingerie — this gives her strength. And when she steps out of her skirt and I see the matching panties, I realize how much she’s been planning. How much she wants this.

How much this turns her on.

“The truth,” she whispers into my ear when she straddles me again, grinding herself against me through our panties, “is that I was horrified when I found out. I couldn’t stop thinking about it. But the more I thought about it, the more it turned me on. Picturing you just like this, dressed in something sexy and skimpy just for me. Getting yourself all nice and pretty so I can fucking ravish you.” She snaps her teeth next to my ear as she pinches my nipple through the lace cups of the babydoll. I squeal and shudder underneath her, terrified for a split second that she’ll hate the sound, relieved to see how much she likes it.

“Oh, yes, baby,” she breathes. “Just like that. Be my sissy girl. Moan for me. Squeal like a little girl for me. Real men don’t make sounds like that, do they?”

For a second, I can’t tell if it’s her or the voice. The words send a tremor right down to my core that makes me tense and nervous. But when I look up at her, her mouth is open, her eyes wide with arousal. With need.

She slides herself up and down my pantied length and I give her what she wants. I try to moan quietly at first, but the louder I get, the faster she rides me, the harder she pulls on my nipple.

Ten years we’ve been together, and this is the best sex I’ve ever had.

“Good girl,” she murmurs, kissing down my cheek until our lips meet again, then plunging her tongue into my mouth. The sensation is dizzying; her dominance intoxicating. All my dark, shameful fantasies — the ones I barely let myself have — are starting to come true. But even as I let the doubt and fears begin to slip away, as she presses her lips on my neck and grinds against me, just two girls in their gorgeous lingerie, a darker thought begins to well up inside of me.

Crystal has fantasies, too.

“I’m going to cum,” she groans, grabbing a fistful of my hair so hard that it actually hurts, but I don’t want her to stop. My belly twists as I realize how much I want all of this. “I’m going to cum grinding myself on your little sissy clitty in your soaked little panties, baby. Is that what you want? Do you want your wife to cum like this?”

“Oh, fuck,” I gasp, every word hitting me like a freight train. Sissy. Clitty. My panties. “Oh, fuck, Crystal, yes, cum for me. Please cum!”

It shakes her entire body, the strongest orgasm I’ve ever seen her have. Watching her, feeling all of it, the lace and the frills and the dark, illicit thrill of it all, her wetness on my hardness — it brings me right to the edge of orgasm. All I need is for her to go a little longer, to peel my panties back so I can feel her softness, and I’ll explode just like she did.

“I’m close,” I moan. “Don’t stop. Don’t stop!”

But she does. She does, and my body convulses with denial as she holds still over me. I’m so close to her. I thrust my hips uselessly upwards but she rolls off of me, giggling as she does, one hand on my chest to keep me firmly planted on the bed.

“Not yet, baby,” she says. “You wanted me to be in charge, right?”

“Yes,” I groan, my cock twitching furiously against its silky restraints.

“You’re going to be my good little sissy Chrissie, whether or not you like it. And if you’re a good girl for me, I’ll reward you in the morning.”

She sleeps naked next to me, but she didn’t let me change; my wet panties clinging to my rock-hard cock as I lie awake, staring at the ceiling, hearing the waves crash on the beach. The breeze carries the sounds of the resort with it, too quiet to be fully understood, but loud enough for it to be promises of what’s to come. Laughs, the clinking of glasses, gasps, squeals, moans.

How many husbands are dressed like me right now? How many panties are wet just like mine?

I can’t tell how much is in my dreams or even when I fall asleep. All I know is that when I wake up in the morning, nothing will be the same.

Maybe for the rest of our lives.


Chapter 4: How Girls Do It

I wake up to the sound of Crystal moaning.

“Oh, oh, oh!” she gasps.

She’s sitting in the chair across from the bed, the morning light cutting through the curtains, carrying with it the scent of the salted air and the quiet sound of the oceanside beginning to wake up. The vibrator buzzes between her legs. She’s wearing nothing but sheer black thigh-highs and shiny black high heels with blood-red soles. I’ve never seen her in anything like them before — at least until last night. She’s gorgeous. Dominant.

“Can I help with th — hey, what?”

I can’t sit up. I’m still in my pink lingerie and stockings. My panties are soaked, and this time I can’t pretend that it came from anywhere else but me. And she’s tied me to the bed. I’m spread-eagled, the covers pulled off me, leaving me utterly exposed to her. For now it’s just eyes, but I know what’s coming next.

The panic flashes through me. My heart is beating so hard I can almost see it make my chest move. She could do anything she wants to me like this. I don’t even know what that could be. Is she going to leave me here for the week and go find someone else who can satisfy her? I am totally at her mercy.

The look on Crystal’s face as she watches me struggle is smug and self-satisfied. It’s almost like an animal watching its prey struggle helplessly. “Oh,” she says casually. “Good morning.”

She flicks the vibrator off and comes to the bed, dropping onto the mattress next to me. Without waiting for an answer, she squeezes my balls through my wet panties. It hurts a little bit, but mostly, it feels incredible. A soft groan slips out before I can stop myself; when I do, she smiles again.

“How was your sleep?” she asks innocently, giving me another gentle squeeze that makes me gasp and shudder underneath her. “Did you dream about being my sissy slut?” She presses the buzzing head of the vibrator against the base of my cock while still squeezing me tight in her hand. Pleasure crashes into pain — they’re one and the same as they tear through my body, turning my vision white, making every muscle clench.

“Oh fuck,” I gasp. “Crystal —”

She pulls away with a cruel laugh. I don’t mean to, but I buck my hips upwards anyway, desperate to feel the sweet torment once more. This time I don’t even care if she sees how turned on I am by all this. All I want is to cum. And I know Crystal’s going to make me earn it.

“Please!”

“I thought you’d like that,” she purrs, straddling me just enough to tease me with her wetness while pinning me down by the wrists. “I do, too. I’ve been waiting for this for six months, baby. Planning. Preparing. And now you don’t get to choose what happens next, baby. I do.” She brushes her lips against mine.

“What are you going to do?” I ask, unable to keep a tremor of nervousness from my voice.

“Whatever I want,” she says with a shrug. She flicks the vibrator on and holds it next to my throbbing cock. “Because that’s really what you want, right? Wear lingerie, be gorgeous, and let the rest of us use you however we want.”

“Crystal, wait, what do — ooohhh...”

My objections melt away as she presses the vibrator against me, slipping it up and down my shaft, swirling it on my tip, focusing it on the underside. It’s not at all like being stroked. It’s worse. Less pleasurable. But somehow, for some dark, twisted reason, that makes it better. This is how a girl plays with herself. This is how a sissy plays with herself. Boys jack off. Girls use vibrators. Girls tease themselves in their pretty lingerie.

“Real cocks get stroked, but that’s not what this is. That gets vibrated, just like a clit. Just a pathetic, limp little thing that will never satisfy anyone. Does that feel nice, baby?”

“Yeah,” I moan. “It’s not like — it’s —”

“It’s how sissy girls play with their little clitties,” she purrs. “Is that what you want?”

I swallow and try to find some clarity in the haze of the pleasure. The vibrator forces waves of girlish pleasure through me. My cock dribbles pre-cum, every little squirt bringing with it a wave of sensation that I feel in my entire body, not just my cock. It feels like something else. Like...

Like cumming as a girl.

“Yes,” I murmur.

“Say it,” she hisses.

“I — I have a — a sissy clitty,” I say.

The words hang in the air between us for a moment. I worry that I said the wrong thing. How could any woman want to hear their husband say something like that? Crystal deserves a man that’s bigger and stronger than her, who wants to see her in filmy pink nighties, who wants to throw her down on the bed and fuck her until she can’t move. That’s what women want.

Not someone like me.

“Oh, fuck!” Crystal gasps. “Oh, fuck, fuck! Yes, Chrissie!” She slides herself up until her soaking wet panties are on my face, then she starts grinding on my mouth while keeping the buzzing head pressed against my balls. “Lick me! Eat me! Do it good and you’ll get your reward, sissy girl!”

She tastes amazing, her arousal dripping from her, mingling with mine as she presses herself onto my mouth, smothering me, suffocating me, and all I want is more. There’s no resistance left. Only hunger. I lap at her greedily, sucking on her pussy lips, pushing my tongue deep inside of her, anything to taste more of her. When the first spasm rocks through her body, it takes me by surprise — how did she cum so fast?

“Oooh, fuck, that’s so good,” she moans, rubbing her clit against my chin now. She pulls away from me for just a moment and when I gasp, trying to pull in a breath before she does it again, she turns around and sits on my face so her pussy is right on my nose. She grabs my hair and pulls me into her so hard that I can’t breathe at all anymore. “Oh, fuck, that sissy tongue is so good. You’re so much fucking hotter like this. Fuck!”

I’m twitching like crazy in my panties. Every word out of her mouth is more exciting than the last one; every orgasm makes my body burn hotter. All I want is to cum. My reward, right?

“You’re better at eating pussy than you ever were at fucking it. Your tongue is bigger than your clit!”

“Crystal,” I gasp when she lifts off high enough that I manage to catch a breath.

“Don’t worry,” she says. “I didn’t forget.”

She turns, her thighs on either side of my head, squeezing against me as I dive back into her. I can’t see her pulling my panties down, I can only feel it. Feel the warm air on my throbbing — no, not cock.

“My clitty,” I gasp from between her legs. She shivers and presses herself against me.

“Now, baby, it’s your turn.”


Chapter 5: Begging

She doesn’t untie me and makes a point of teasing me. Every little lick or gentle suck brings another spurt of pre-cum out of me; with nothing else to do but squirm helplessly under her weight, she knows how easy it is for her to bring me right up to the edge over and over again. And then there’s nothing but bliss. Nothing but heat and friction and pleasure coursing through my body as Crystal takes control. All the stress just slips away until I’m nothing but sensation. Until there’s no room for any other thoughts but the ones she gives me.

I groan in agony when she climbs off, but she isn’t done. She gives me a wet kiss that gets sloppier the hungrier it becomes. She can taste herself on me and I can tell she wants more. We make out like we’re newlyweds again, for minutes that stretch into eternity. And all I want is more, which must be obvious because once Crystal finally pulls away, she laughs at me, pressing her thumb against my chin.

“Do you want to cum?” she asks. “Say ‘please.’”

“Please,” I moan.

“Say, ‘please let your pretty sissy Chrissie cum.’”

“Please let your pretty sissy Chrissie cum!” It feels so good to say it, but also wrong. Embarrassing. But if I want anything more, I have to give into it anyway. So much for my pride — even though I’ve always known where it would lead me. “Crystal, please.”

“Say, ‘I’m going to be your sissy girl.’”

“Crystal!”

Her eyes go wide. “Say it, Chrissie!”

I screw my eyes shut and strain against the restraints. It’s useless. She’s in total control.

And I’d be lying if I said I didn’t love it.

“I’m going to be your good, obedient sissy girl, Crystal.”

The extra word makes her shiver with obvious arousal.

“Tell me you’re going to do whatever I want. I want to hear you promise to be my perfect sissy wife.”

There is no part of this that feels like a game anymore. I can’t believe I’m hearing Crystal — demure, doesn’t-want-any-attention-from-anyone Crystal — is talking to me like this while she straddles me. In her stockings and stilettos.

“I promise to do whatever you tell me to,” I murmur, my voice soft and submissive, not at all like what she deserves from a real man. But that isn’t what Crystal wants. She wants this, I realize. That’s why our bedroom was dead. Both of us were pretending to be something we weren’t. She was playing a role that didn’t fit her just like I was. “I’m going to be pretty and submissive for you. I’m going to beg you to play with me, to tease me, to fuck me like the sissy girl —” My words choke off, but I have to get them out. “Like the sissy girl I am.”

“I’m going to take so many fucking cocks, baby, and none of them will yours.”

She kisses me hard, slipping her tongue into my mouth while grabbing a fistful of my hair to tilt my head back. With her free hand she starts rubbing herself again, soaking the tip of my cock in her juices as she rides it. Every time she comes down on it, a new wave of pleasure rushes through me. And every time she pulls away, my desire only gets hotter and more urgent.

When she finally slips me inside of her, my vision goes white. It’s been weeks since I was last inside her, and it wasn’t anything like this. We were just going through the motions, then, two people using each other’s bodies to masturbate. This is something else. There’s connection, now. Desire. Love. She hasn’t looked at me like this in years. Hasn’t wanted me like this.

She clenches around me as she slowly takes every inch of my cock inside her, gasping and moaning the entire way.

All I can do is groan back. Crystal has never been vocal during sex before, and now all I want is for her to scream even louder. For everyone outside to know that I’m getting fucked. That I’m her Chrissie, her toy, her plaything. I look up at her and see a stranger, a confident goddess who knows exactly what she wants: a submissive husband who will dress pretty and be her toy.

And then she turns on the vibrator. She holds still, not riding me, just letting me sit inside her as she starts to play with herself. Every twitch of her hand makes me tremble; every flick of her wrist brings a fresh wave of sensation. My eyes roll back into my head. I hear myself start to gasp, but it’s hard to hear over Crystal’s groans of pleasure.

I’m nothing but a toy for her. A living dildo, strapped to the bed and dressed in something pretty, all to excite her. She wants me in pink nylon and lace. She wants me restrained. She wants me under her control.

The thoughts alone are almost enough to make me erupt.

“You don’t get to cum until I do,” she purrs as her breath grows faster, shallower. “But you get to feel it. You get to feel every fucking contraction, Chrissie, every squeeze of my orgasm. That’s from you. Not from your clitty, but from being my submissive little sissy, strapped to the bed, willing to do anything for me.” The muscles inside her squeeze against me so hard that my toes curl; the sensation is incredible but torturous. If she’s doing this to make me last longer, she’s going to be disappointed. “Oh, fuck, Chrissie — I’m — oh god —”

My whole body goes stiff when Crystal cums, the pleasure surging through us both in tandem as our eyes lock and she clenches around me tight, holding me in place. Then she grins down at me and kisses my cheek, her face still flushed, her voice still tight with pleasure when she says the words that make me want to scream if I couldn’t deny how hard they keep me.

“What if I told you that you couldn’t cum?”


Chapter 6: My Last Time

“You said I could have a reward!”

“And you did,” she smirks. “You got to feel my pussy one last time.”

The realization hits me like a brick wall: there was never any chance of me cumming this morning. But even after knowing all this, I’m still so painfully close, teetering right on the edge, aching for it, desperate for release. I strain uselessly against the ropes while Crystal climbs off of me and pulls up her panties. She watches me struggle with that same amused look on her face. When I finally stop, exhausted and frustrated beyond belief, she leans in close and smiles sweetly.

And then the weight of her words really sinks in.

“Last time?”

The grin could split her face. It’s obvious she wants to tell me something but is holding herself back. Her hands wander up my chest until they reach my nipples, which she squeezes through the thin fabric of my nightie, sending a wave of shameful pleasure crashing into me. Then she kisses me softly, biting at my lower lip as she pulls away again.

“It feels nice now, doesn’t it?”

I don’t know what she means. “What does?”

“Not cumming.” She giggles. “I can see how close you were just from that little bit of teasing, Chrissie. You’re really sensitive now, aren’t you? It feels so good not to cum when I let go. When someone else takes control. Isn’t it nice not having to worry about anything anymore? Denial feels good, doesn’t it? That aching, desperate need. You’ll learn to crave it. You’ll learn that being denied is better than cumming, because it means you’re serving me properly.”

“I — uh —”

She laughs again and gives me a long kiss that makes me ache for her all over again. Her tongue plays with mine; her soft hands stroke the stubble on my cheeks before grabbing fistfuls of hair to pull my head back, leaving my mouth open for her.

And then she lets go.

“No,” I whimper. The sound is high and girlish. I hate how easily it slipped out of me. “Please, don’t stop, Crystal, please!”

“Let me tell you something, baby,” she purrs. “That sissy clitty might still be useful for something. I’ll make sure of that. But your real purpose from now on is to make your wife happy.” She squeezes my balls again, hard enough to hurt. It’s a punishment. A warning. And I like it too much. “Do you understand me? That little thing between your legs isn’t for your pleasure anymore. It’s for mine.”

“Yes,” I squeak.

“I don’t want to have to worry about you. Your pleasure comes from me, now, do you understand? I’m in charge of when you cum. Your job is to serve me. I get to have as many orgasms as I want. You’re going to make sure I get them. And your reward is hearing me scream as I climax knowing that you’re making me happy just like that: a dripping, pretty, sissy.”

It’s pure terror, and she’s not even done.

“I’m going to keep your balls nice and tight so you can never cum, ever again.” Her grin grows wider when she sees the horror dawning on my face. “I was going to tell you before we got here, but this — this feels right. Like everything finally makes sense, Chrissie.”

Her voice has grown soft and loving; her hands move gently across my body as she speaks. There’s no part of this that doesn’t make me hard even though I don’t want to hear it. Sure, I’ve thought about chastity before. But never as something I’d really want to do — and now here she is, skipping the “let’s try it for the night” step and going straight to the finish line. It scares me how much she wants it.

But not as much as my body seems to want it, too.

“Your little thing was never enough to satisfy me anyway. That’s not a cock, Chrissie. That’s a clitty. It was always better suited for a cage than my pussy. From now on, real cocks get to fuck me, and you get to watch from your cage and clean up the mess after.”

Despite the words, the look on her face isn’t cruel. It’s triumphant. She has what she wants from me: my total submission. And I have nothing left to resist her with anymore. Not with every one of her words pushing me deeper into whatever dark desires lurk in the corners of my mind. I’ll find out soon enough exactly how far down they go. How far Crystal plans on taking me.

“Stay there,” she whispers, slipping off me, leaving my shaft turgid and soaked in her arousal. The air is cool on it as she disappears into the bathroom. When she comes back, it’s almost soft.

“Where’d you go?”

“I had to get something,” she says. “It’s not that I don’t trust you, baby, I just know that you’re not really an obedient sissy girl yet. I know you want to obey me, and I know you don’t want to break my rules, but until I trust you, this will help make sure you don’t.”

She grabs my shaft and package. It’s all clinical, like she’s working with an animal, and pulls them through a slender steel ring. Tied to the bed, all I can do is watch in horror. She glances at me and can’t hide her smirk before returning to her work. I’m already starting to get a shameful hard-on as I think about what this means. I try not to picture me underneath her, licking and kissing while I drip through the metal cage into my panties. While she screams an orgasm — the tenth that week, while I haven’t had one in months.

When she picks up the cage itself, a tiny metal thing shaped like a cock-sized birdcage, she giggles. “You know, when I bought this, I thought it was too small. No way you’d fit in something this size! It’s the smallest cage they make, you know. I thought there was no way you’d fit in it, but look — it’s perfect!”

As she slips the cage over me, fantasies start to bubble up. We’re in a resort for sissies, after all. And even if sissies can’t play with their clitties, there are other ways for them to cum. And then darker thoughts begin, too. Crystal won’t be satisfied with just my tongue, with just grinding on my cage. She’ll still want cock. And I’m certain she’s going to get it.

“There,” she grins when the tiny lock clicks into place. “Oh, it’s perfect. It suits you, baby. Turns out it’s exactly the size you need.”

I stare down at myself, caged, trapped, denied forever. My shaft looks pathetic, now; I’m embarrassed by how small it looks inside that cold metal ring, but not nearly as embarrassed as I am from feeling arousal pulse through me at the sight. I swallow and look away from Crystal who is smiling so proudly.

“Every throb against that cage is a reminder of who owns you now,” she says.

My eyes slip down to my cage. My clit. Crystal tugs my panties back up into place and I’m shocked at how smooth and flat they are. There’s a small bulge — just enough to remind me what I am, now — but everything looks so feminine. The cage suits me. It looks good in panties.

Like it belongs there.

I finally manage to wrench my gaze up to meet hers, and when I do, she’s beaming at me. This is the happiest I’ve seen her in a long time. There’s a part of me that’s thrilled by that. After all, it’s a husband’s job to satisfy his wife. I just didn’t think I’d be doing it like this.

Crystal brushes a lock of hair off my face and starts to work the straps around my wrists. “Oh, Chrissie, don’t you worry. You’ll cum at least once while we’re here. It might not be the way you’re used to, but I promise, by the time we’re done, you won’t want it any other way.”

She leans down and kisses me. “Are you ready for our first day in paradise?”
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From Husband to Housewife: Dominated and Transformed into a Sissy
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“You're my pretty little housewife now,” Grace purrs as she slides the satin up my stocking-clad legs. “And I expect you to look and act the part.”

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

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

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

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

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

Click here to read it right now!
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If you liked this book, you'll love this story about becoming a locked, sexy sissy maid for your wife!
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“I love you in this,” she breathed, running her fingertips over the pink silk of my dress. “Are you as excited as I am?”

I gasped as her hand found its prize beneath my petticoat, throbbing in my panties. I don’t even have to answer — she knows I love it, too.

“There’s just one last thing you need, darling. Something to keep your mind where it belongs — on me.”

It was just supposed to be a one-time thing. A little experiment at my wife Adrienne’s behest — a way to spice things up. I put on this frilly dress and panties, she tells me how pretty I am. How was I supposed to know how far she was going to take it?

And how much I was going to want her to?

Soon, she’s not just my wife, she’s my Mistress. She has big ideas about who I’m going to be and what I’m going to do, but she can’t do it all alone. Fortunately, her friend Betty knows what sissy girls like me need, and she’s very excited to teach us everything she knows.

Including little steel cages.

How far is this going to go? Does she really want to keep me locked and in skirts for six months? What if she likes me more as Kaylee than as Philip?

Find it at books.vanessalockridge.com/my-wifes-locked-sissy-maid or…

Click here to read it right now!


Feminized Bride in Lace and Steel

If you liked this book, you'll love this story about fantasies being discovered and a wife embracing her husband’s need to be beautiful, sissified, and locked.
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Her fingers play across the front of my panties, teasing the cage inside. She grins at the sounds she can draw from me from just a simple touch. I ache with need for her — to serve her, to give her what she wants.

“I can’t believe how long it took you to tell me you wanted this,” she purrs, hand sliding down my stocking-covered legs. “Because now it’s the only way I want you.”

When Jenny discovers all my browsing history and sees the kinds of things I’m into, I think our marriage is over. But she’s willing to try a night with me in stunning lingerie, and she discovers a taste for feminization and domination that will drive us to the edge of our fantasies.

First comes a cage, so she can control my pleasure. Then she wants me in panties full-time, and when that’s not enough, she adds stockings too. But what she wants most of all is a perfect sissy bride — and that’s what she plans to turn me into.

Once she’s turned my fantasies into hers, how far can I go? Am I really willing to give up everything to become her perfect, feminized bride?

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/feminized-bride or…

Click here to read it right now!


Pretty in Panties

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


Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/pretty-in-panties or…

Click here to read it right now!
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