

Locked in the Office: The Complete Series

by Vanessa Lockridge


“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.”

Collects all five sexy sissy books in Locked in the Office:

	The Interview: Feminized, Locked, and Transformed into a Sissy Secretary
	Naughty Sissy Secretary: Locked in Chastity for my Dominant Boss
	Transformed Sissy Secretary: Given Away by my Boss
	Used Sissy Secretary: Dominated and Taken by Everyone Who Wants me
	Taken Sissy Secretary: Turned Into Her Locked Sissy Forever



Copyright

Copyright © 2026 by Vanessa Lockridge

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Cover design © 2026 by Vanessa Lockridge


Locked in the Office, Part 1: The Interview: Feminized, Locked, and Transformed into a Sissy Secretary

by Vanessa Lockridge


“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.
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Chapter 1: Underthings

"Are you wearing it?"

I squirm, uncomfortably, and not just from the piercing gaze of the gorgeous woman sitting across the desk from me. It's like she can peel back my clothes with just her eyes, revealing what's underneath. And what's inside.

"I had to, right?"

"You did."

She's silent, watching me. I can hear people moving outside, the gentle hum of the office, and know that anyone could walk in. I've never been great with awkward pauses, but especially not during a job interview — if that's even what this is — where they sent me a uniform. If you could call it that. The last uniform I had to wear didn't give me this kind of physical reaction, however, and I'm sure she knows exactly what effect it's had on me. Her eyes keep flickering there, and that knowing smile keeps widening.

"I've never had to send a picture of myself to an employer, before. For an interview, I mean. I've had to do it for badges, of course, and I guess everyone likes to see who —"

"It's an important part of who I hire," she says smoothly. "As I'm sure you were able to gather from the rest of the contents in the package."

I shift again and look away. "So what exactly does, uh, Venus Productions do, Miss Steele?"

"Please, call me Harper."

Another long pause.

"Er, sorry, Miss — ah... Harper."

"Venus Productions recently underwent a merger, and I find myself in need of a new administrative assistant. My last one was promoted very recently."

I perk up. "Does that mean there's opportunity for growth?"

"If that's what I want from you."

"I know I don't have a lot of experience, but I want to make you happy."

"Oh, I'm sure you do."

"I'm a hard worker, and very —"

"I want to see it."

My thoughts stutter like a skipping record. I blink at her. "I'm very... You... You what?"

"You're a gamble, Jesse," she says. "Let me lay it out for you: Venus Productions works in the adult film industry. Do you understand what that means? And our audience has very specific requests. They're highly sensitive to how we produce things. They insist that everyone is treated..." She tilts her head to the side, her blunt black bob glimmering in the evening light, mouth just barely parted. "Appropriately. And to that end, as a policy, we only hire women. It keeps our sets safe, our actresses comfortable."

My stomach does a somersault. "So that's why I had to —"

"Wear lingerie, yes," she finishes, her tone irritated enough that I know to keep my mouth shut. "You can consider this evening equal parts interview and audition. There are three rules that you absolutely are not allowed to break under any circumstances. First, nobody can ever find out that you are not a girl. Second, you will serve me exactly the way I want, whenever I want, without question. And finally, if you fail to follow the first two rules, there will be consequences." She leans forward and tilts her head back, looking at me from underneath smoky eyelids. "I have high standards. Can you live up to them?"

Someone coughs right outside the door.

I swallow. It's a bad idea, I know it. This woman is clearly demanding, and not the fun kind that I typically enjoy — no, she's the worst kind. I can already picture myself making a tiny mistake in paperwork and being forced to spend all night fixing it. She's not detail-oriented, she's anal retentive. A real pain in the ass.

And she's the only one who gave me an interview.

"I understand, Miss Steele," I say, nodding.

"Good." She exhales through her nose and leans back, crossing her legs and arms. "Now show me."


Chapter 2: Born For This

"I'm impressed," she says simply.

I want to disappear. Every sound I hear from outside her office is magnified a thousand times. Every voice, every thump, every rattle could be someone about to see me in this. I can't look anywhere but the floor, but I can't stare at my feet, because the sheer fabric covering my toes is a reminder of what I'm wearing, so I pick a spot on the office wall and try not to think too hard about what's happening.

Harper, unfortunately, doesn't make that easy.

"Aren't you going to ask why?" she says icily. "If this is the attitude you're going to have, I think we can end the interview right now."

"Sorry, Miss Steele."

"Harper."

"Sorry... Harper." My throat is dry. "Why are you impressed?"

"You're so naturally in-tune with your feminine side," she says, and that's almost enough to make me want to disappear. "You put everything on correctly."

She rises from her desk and prowls around behind me, her eyes crawling over me. I can feel them on my skin — the parts not covered by slippery black satin, anyway — and it fills me with anxiety. But there's something else lurking there, too, underneath the fear and shame. When she circles back in front of me, standing so close that I can smell her perfume, there's no denying that all of it is, unfortunately, turning me on, too.

"Oh," she says so softly I almost can't hear her voice over my gasp. "You are hard in those. There isn't even a bulge in front."

Her fingers trace the outline of my rock-hard cock in the black thong, stroking my tip with the satin, running her blood-red fingernails over the colorful floral lace embroidery spilling out over one side. I freeze when one of those nails slips into the waistband and pulls it outward. She peers down with the same curious expression she might use if she was peeking into someone else's bag.

"Darling," she murmurs. "I like my assistants in fitted clothing. This will give you quite a few options."

I hate that I'm still hard as she says it all. I hate how right I know she is. "Thank you, Harper."

She smirks. "You're a natural."

She means it as a compliment — I assume — so I say thank you again and die a little inside when her smirk spreads into a grin. Someone giggles right outside the door. Her fingers slide up to the matching black satin garter belt, then over my belly and ribs, up to the delicate black bralette covered in lace flowers. It is, I hate to admit, a very pretty lingerie set. Part of me wants to believe her when she says it looks good on me. The other part of me hates that I want to.

"What was my first rule?" she asks, fingertips brushing my nipples through the lace.

"Nobody — ahh, nobody can ever find out I'm — I'm not a girl," I gasp, the gentle sensations surprisingly electric and distracting.

"That means your appearance must be perfect. Flawless makeup and nails. You must always be wearing a proper matching three-piece lingerie set, with stockings. No pantyhose. I will find out if you break those rules, do you understand?"

Her other hand has found my cock through the satin thong again, and they're working in tandem to make my thoughts as sluggish as possible, forcing them through a haze of pleasure.

"Yes, Miss — Harper."

"Remember, you're here to represent me, and I want everyone to know that my assistant is well-trained and beautiful." She leans in, her lips brushing my ear. "And you're here to entertain me. To... stimulate me."

"Yes, Harper."

"Miss Steele."

"I — uh, what?"

Her fingers slide over the delicious satin. My stocking-covered legs are beginning to tremble.

"When I'm touching you like this, you will call me Miss Steele."

"Okay, Miss Steele."

"Good girl."

The fog in my head clears for a brief moment when she calls me that. It's not that it doesn't fit me right now, but I can feel the intent behind her words, and there's something very wrong with all of this, even though my body doesn't care about right or wrong. Not with what she's doing.

"Thank you, Miss Steele."

"If you do a good job," she murmurs, grabbing the hem of her pinstripe pencil skirt and pulling it up to reveal the rest of her long legs. They, too, are glazed in silk, and she slips one between mine and lets them buzz deliciously together. It's a sensation like nothing I've ever felt before. One of her arms wraps around my waist and pulls me to her. I look up at her as she leans me ever so slightly backward. It's a tiny gesture, barely a tilt, but enough to make me feel utterly under her control.

"Yes?"

It seems like she's getting distracted, too. "If you do a good job," she repeats, her voice thick. "There will be rewards for you, too."

She takes my hand and pulls it under her skirt. There's warmth, there, and wetness, too, between the tickling edges of lace. It's only once she sinks my fingers inside of her and puts her lips to mine that I realize she's wearing crotchless panties. For an interview.


Chapter 3: Clit

"You have such delicate features," she purrs. "You'll be perfect as my pretty little secretary."

"Adminis — administrative assis — assistant —"

"Oh no," she says with a chuckle, her fingers rubbing my panties while mine are inside hers. "No, you'll be a secretary. Maybe some other girl could have been an assistant, but that's not what you are. Not what you were meant for. You'll be servicing me in much more personal ways."

She hooks her hand behind my neck and wrenches me forward, pulling me bodily out of the chair. I collapse onto the floor in front of her, kneeling, staring up at her as she pulls her skirt up to her waist and reveals the extent of her lingerie. To call the panties "crotchless" is to imply that there's anything to them at all — where the bottom should be, there are just two strips of lace that arc up to a frilly waistband. It's like someone sewed the trim but forgot to put anything between them. Her stockings are held up by a garter belt, too, with cute little bows over each garter tab and a matching one just below her bellybutton. A diamond piercing glints from it.

Her hand slides up the back of my head, and her fingers sink into my hair, nails digging into my scalp, pulling me between her legs. She spreads her thighs and guides me against her, and I can smell her arousal when she finally pushes me right against the dripping folds of her pussy. It feels so wrong to bury my tongue inside her, but the taste drives me crazy. Even buried in satin, my cock twitches. When my eyes flick upward, her own stare is locked onto me with a look that I'm sure will haunt my dreams. There's power in it. Demanding. Dominant. Possessive. And she wants nothing more than for me to worship her body the way I am right now.

And yet, despite everything, there's only one thing I can think about as I kiss and suck and tease. Why did I think the bows were cute?

"Look how gracefully you take direction already," she purrs. "Real men find that difficult, but you... you were born for this."

Is it a compliment? Or another tiny humiliation, intended to break me down?

"In six months," she says, beginning to undo the buttons of her silk blouse. "You won't even remember pretending to be something you're not."

My hands reach for the tops of her stockings, wanting to feel the skin underneath, but she snaps at me so quickly I yank them back. She leans down over me, forcing my head further back, bending me painfully backward until she looks like some sort of goddess looking down at me from on high. It takes all my strength not to fall flat onto the carpet when she lets go.

"If you want to touch," she growls, pulling out one of her legs from behind my neck and pushing me away with her heeled foot on my chest. "You ask permission first."

"I — yes, Miss Steele."

She pushes herself off the desk, grabs me by the arm, and forces me back into the chair, then straddles my lap. Her thighs spread around mine, and I can smell her as she leans forward again, lips parted just barely enough to make me wonder what it would feel like to kiss her. When I look up at her, I realize she's staring straight down at my panties again. And there is nothing I can do but let her look while her hands explore the rest of me.

"Are you hard, Jesse?"

"Yes, Miss Steele."

"I can't tell." My stomach twists. "That will make things easier for you. The last thing I need is a secretary getting an awful little stiffie because her pretty panties are stroking her the wrong way. But with you," she says, grasping my chin between her thumb and finger. "That just won't be a problem. You're practically already a girl down there."

My throat is sandpaper as my body betrays me. She knows what she's doing to me, too. How does she know this about me, when I didn't even know it myself?

"I have a cock," I croak.

"Oh, darling," she says softly, her other hand trailing up one of my bare legs until her nails tease over my stockings and lingerie. "A cock wouldn't fit in all this lovely lace. I put you in the tiniest thong I could find, and you barely fill it."

Her fingers slip under the elastic, teasing my skin underneath before brushing against my balls, then pulling away again, sliding up to the garter belt. "It looks good on you, though." Her fingers crawl back downward towards the black satin again. "And doesn't it feel so nice on your little..."

I don't want her to say it, but my ears tune themselves to the next word, my mind filling in the silence as her tongue plays at her teeth, teasing me with the word she knows I'm dreading and so desperate to hear.

"Clit," she says, voice barely above a whisper. My breath shudders out of me. She grins like a wolf. "You love that word, don't you?"

"I — I don't know, Miss Steele. No."

"Of course you do. A boy would be humiliated to admit it. But girls like being complimented. So let me tell you how pretty you look in this."

Her nails rake through the lace embroidery along the edge of my panties, over and over, tickling every inch of my cock. It's impossible for me to hide what she's doing to me, and there is nothing I can do except wait for it all to end. The pleasure rises inside me, building, threatening to boil over.

"Harper," I gasp.

"Miss Steele," she purrs.

"Miss Steele," I groan, head lolling against the backrest. "Please."

"What is it?"

She strokes my cheek with her fingertips, and it just makes everything worse. I try to say please again, but nothing comes out. My body feels hot and tight all over, and even when she leans back away from me and gives me some space to breathe, there's no escape from how close I am to finishing inside the tiny black satin thong. Her hands fall to the top of my thighs, rubbing gently, teasing me. She looks at me with an expression of utter satisfaction on her face.

"Do you want permission to cum, Jesse?"


Chapter 4: Like I’m a Girl

"In circles, Jesse, like this." She demonstrates, legs spread wide, skirt hiked up, sitting on her desk. Her fingers slip from her clit to inside her smooth pussy and back out again. Her eyes follow mine, and she gives me a pleasure-tinted smirk. "You don't have to go inside, yet."

The word echoes in my head as I lean backwards in my chair and follow her lead, rubbing my cock through my satin panties like it's a clit, in a tight little spiral that — to my horror — feels incredibly good. I'm already dribbling from it all. The satin feels incredible, and every time my fingers bump against the embroidered lace flowers, I remember that they're there, that they're beautiful, that they're on my panties, and that I'm going to be wearing lingerie every day for Harper. I'm going to feel like this every day.

And who knows what else she has planned for me?

"That feels good, Miss Steele," I moan. I can feel a wet spot forming at the front.

"Your little thing was made for panties," she breathes, and I can tell how much it turns her on to talk like that. "I bet it always felt so wrong to have it in boy clothes."

I stay silent, and she takes that as confirmation.

"Poor thing, so confused. Well, it's not a problem now. Now it's where it belongs, and you'll never have to worry about trying to be something you're not, Jesse."

"Yes, Miss Steele," I say, hating every word she's saying. Hating how hard it makes me. Hating how true it is.

"Are you going to cum like this?"

"I might."

"I want you to. Fill your pretty little panties with all your sissy spurties. Should I help?"

She doesn't wait for an answer before slipping off the desk in front of me and kissing my naked thigh. I let out a high moan just as a conversation passes outside the door, growing louder before disappearing past the door and reminding me exactly how vulnerable I am. All it would take is one person forgetting to knock.

Harper's teeth find the black satin strap of my thong. She bites it, pulls it away from me, lets it snap back onto the sensitive skin, grins when I yelp. She never breaks eye contact. Her hands slide up and down my stockings, dragging her nails over them, and all I can think about is how much I want her leg back there. It's all so wrong, and so, so good.

"Do you want me to go down on you?" she purrs.

"I want you to suck my cock," I say.

She laughs. "Did you bring a strap-on?" Her fingers flutter over the black satin and my hardness inside. "Oh, did you mean your cute little clitty?"

I screw my eyes shut and curl my toes.

"Say it," Harper murmurs, but there's steel in the softness of her voice.

"Yes, Miss Steele."

"No," she growls. "Ask me for it. Beg me for it."

My insides scramble along with my thoughts. "P-please, Miss Steele," I say. "Please, g-go down on me."

"Like you're a girl."

"Like I'm a girl."

"Tell me what you want me to do."

"Suck on my c—clitty."

She peels back my panties and giggles at the wetness inside, the quivering shaft, furiously hard. "I don't think it's big enough to suck."

But she wraps her lips around it anyway, her tongue flickering in and out over my tip, drawing out more pre-cum and more moans and more humiliation. The whole thing barely pushes past her full lips. She kisses and sucks and flicks her tongue across it, the same way I have with girlfriends in the past, too ashamed to pull my pants down and let them return the favor. There's shame now, but it's hot and delicious as she pleasures me in my panties and garter belt and stockings and bra — her future secretary, her future plaything.

"Are you going to cum?" she purrs.

"Yes," I moan, my voice high and whining.

"I'm going to let you," she says. "But you have to do one thing for me. You can't be Jesse walking around the office."

Her tongue makes my words skip like a record. "There are girls n-named J-Jesse."

"People will think of the wrestler," she says dismissively. "You need a new name."

My mind is blank save for the pleasure she's writing on it.

"Don't worry," she continues. "I don't expect a silly thing like you to have any ideas. You have to choose. And when you do, then I'll let you cum."

There's a thud right outside the door, and the knob rattles. I panic, shock electric in my belly, but Harper barely flinches. She just looks up at me from under her thick lashes and raises an eyebrow. She tilts her head back, looking at the door, her fingers working my shaft. "I'll just be a few more minutes," she calls.

"We need you down in the conference room," comes the muffled answer.

"I'm interviewing a new secretary."

There's a pause. "We'll be there when you finish."

"Better be quick about it," she whispers to me with the impish grin of someone who's breaking the rules but knows they won't get caught. "Molly, Amy, or Emma?"

Her tongue swirls around my tip. Every name sounds perfect. My toes are curling again as I say the first that pops into my head.

"Amy," I moan.

Harper smiles. "Good choice." Her lips find my shaft, and after one last tease, she plunges me deep into her mouth. It takes seconds for her to suck the orgasm out of me, her hand gripping me tight, her tongue writhing around me, swallowing everything I have to offer and demanding even more. The pleasure hits like a wall, and I can't stop myself from thrusting forward against her, forcing myself between her lips. She doesn't mind — she loves it — but when I'm finished, I know something else is waiting.

She pulls away and gives me a few soft kisses before standing up and straightening her skirt.

"Pending your final interview tonight," she says, heading towards toward the door, "you're hired, Amy."

"Final interview?"

"And wardrobe fitting. At my house. I'll send you the address."


Chapter 5: Let’s Get Started

The adult entertainment industry has been good to Harper Steele. I look up her house online and see hints of a modernist beauty, all glass and straight lines, peeking out from behind a thicket of tropical trees surrounding a driveway, all tucked behind a tall gate. I do manage to find a few articles talking about the architect who designed it, and let myself fantasize about one day having so much money that I can build a house like that.

Of course, I have other things to fantasize about.

If you'd asked me why, I couldn't have given you a good answer. Maybe it was because they felt good, maybe it was just to extend the pleasure from the office, or maybe it was because I could still hear Harper in my head and feel her command around me and knew she wouldn't want me to take it off — or maybe it was just because they made me feel good. But I was still wearing the lingerie she'd sent me. And I was excited — terrified, too — for what was coming tonight.

Venus Productions, it turned out, specialized in a very specific kind of video. I only managed to find a handful of clips online, but I was able to cobble together the storyline, and found myself responding to it the same way I had in the office. It's a surprise, and then a flood of shame, and then pure arousal. I shouldn't want to see a boy forced into panties and a frilly dress, shouldn't want to see him kissing the toes of shiny black stilettos with the sexy red soles. And I definitely shouldn't be envious of how pretty his clothes are. The kinds of things the woman does to him. How blissful he seems to be.

It's not real.

It doesn't take long for my hands to be back inside my panties again. My cock is still sensitive and my panties still wet. I tease the satin over my tip and try not to think of the word clit as I do. The boy in the video has a dress so short I can see his pretty panties underneath, know that I shouldn't think panties are pretty, know they should only be sexy, and then imagine wearing them anyway, wondering how the lace would feel brushing against my thighs. I find out what a petticoat is and think his is pretty, too.

It's not real. Right?

She puts him on his back, throws his arms over his head, ties them to the headboard. Luxuriates in exposing his thighs, the front of his panties, pushing through the froth of lace and silk. He's not much bigger than me, and his looks so right there, tucked in all the girly frills. My fingers move faster. He moans, and I do, too.

It's not real. But what if it could be?

His moans turn into gasps as she finally pulls his panties down. He struggles against the black leather straps around his wrists, but all he succeeds in doing is making her laugh. "Don't be nervous," she says sweetly. "It'll feel so nice." He whimpers, and she laughs again. "It's so big," he pleads, and she reminds him that's what he wants. That's what he needs. She pushes his legs back into the spray of his dress.

My phone buzzes. Shit! I'm going to be late. I don't even have time to change. Harper texts me to say the gate will open for me, and when I get to her house, it takes almost a minute of sitting in my car before I can even bring myself to knock on the door.

I'm not prepared for what I see when I do.


Chapter 6: Darling

"What — what are those for?" I gasp. It'd be a scream if I could make my lungs work right.

She glances over at them, idly, as if she'd forgotten the line of them were there. "Later," she says dismissively, turning back to me. "After you're dressed."

"You're not going to — you can't —"

"Of course I can, and I'm going to, because it's what a girl like you needs, Amy."

Her eyebrows raise. It's a challenge. Am I really committed to this? The image of a silk and lace petticoat flashes through my thoughts. "It'll feel so nice." This is my last chance. I can leave, now, and leave the job behind. Leave Venus Productions behind. Leave Harper behind, and never have to know what any of this is like.

I'm already hard in the black satin when she makes me strip off my guy clothes.

"I expect you well-dressed. Your appearance is a reflection of me, but more importantly, you are here to delight me. Every time I look at you, I want to be reminded of what I can have from you. I want to think about the pretty things you have under your slutty little work outfit. I want to think about how hard you are in your pretty little panties. And I want you to know exactly what I'm going to do when I get your skirt hiked up."

I bite my lip and twitch invisibly in my thong. "Yes, Harper."

"There are rules for your appearance. Do you know what the fingertip test is?"

"No, Harper."

"Absolutely no pants, not ever. You are to be a proper secretary for me, and that means skirts and dresses at all times. No pantyhose. Garter belts, matched with your bra and panties, with stockings. Always with a seam at the back, always perfectly straight. The hem of your skirt is never allowed to be longer than your fingertips, do you understand? When you sit, I want you to have to make sure nobody can see your stocking tops. When you bend over — and you will be bending over for me — I want you to run the risk of showing the entire office how pretty your panties are. I want everyone there to be desperately jealous of how girlishly adorable and achingly fuckable you are, Amy."

As she speaks, she lifts garments for me to demonstrate. A sweater dress with a wide boat neck and cap sleeves trimmed in scalloped lace, the hem so short I'm not even sure it'll cover my rear. A hanger with frilly delights dangling from it, decked out in lace and ruffles and bows and flowers, all matching, all sweetly delicate. A skirt that pushes the boundary of "mini." A see-through lace blouse with a high, ruffled collar that would reveal all my lingerie underneath. Each is a sexy mockery of what officewear is. Where it should be long, her choices are short, and where it should be short, hers are exposing.

"You are not allowed to wear anything navy or black except as underwear, and even then, only when I explicitly call for it. Your wardrobe is pastels. Pinks and powder blues and flirty little yellow numbers" — she lifts a frothy, sunshine-colored dress with an explosion of ruffles masquerading as a skirt and with see-through panels throughout — "all designed to delight me. Do you understand, Amy?"

"I think so, Harper."

My stomach is in knots. I think I'm going to throw up, and when I look at the row of those she has lined up on the table, I'm sure I'm going to fall over. This is all happening so, so fast. She smiles sweetly. It's not real.

But what if it could be?

She crosses to me, towering over me in her stilettos, and pulls my lips up to hers.

"Let's get started," she says.

Somehow, being naked in front of her is more humiliating than being in lingerie, but once she dresses me in a frilly pink number with lace panels over my nipples and cock, putting them on full, easily-accessible-display, I feel even more exposed. True to her word, these are not clothes intended to cover or be modest. They put every inch of me on display — or at least the inches Harper wants to have access to.

"Darling," she says simply, her judgment rendered. "Skirt and a blazer, next."

The skirt is beyond mini, exposing my lace stocking tops and bow-trimmed garter clips even when I'm standing, but the blazer is long enough to reach almost to the hem of the skirt. It makes me feel like I can disappear inside of it — at least until I button it and realize how much of my bra it puts on display.

Harper smiles. "Delicious." She scoops up a teetering stiletto by its black patent ankle strap.

"I'll fall over!"

"Then you'd better be a quick learner. These are the lowest you're allowed to wear."

They make my toes hurt, my calves ache, my back hurt. And yet, as I stumble around her living room under her repeated shouts of "heel-toe, Amy, heel-toe," I can't help but feel... what, exactly? Once, when I was on the train, a girl was staring at me, and when she got off, she told me she thought I was cute. Nobody had ever told me that before. I lived off that high for a week, and now I feel like that again, only it's more intense, and it's wrong, and it's right, and it's better now. I can feel Harper's eyes tugging at the hem of my tiny skirt, and it gives me a dirty thrill to know she wants to see my panties underneath. I could bend over just right and let her see. That knowledge gives me an electric excitement. She wants me, like this, and I can tease her with how I look until she can't keep her hands off of me. Until she's kissing me, touching me, her hand sliding up my stockings and under my skirt to my panties while we kiss, while she takes control of me, until she lays me on my back and puts my legs up and —


Chapter 7: Show Me

She makes me pick one, but when I pick the wrong one, I realize it's all an illusion. There was already one selected for me.

"Kiss it," she says. She's on the couch, legs spread, fingers playing with herself again, just like in the office. She didn't even change her underwear. "Start with the tip."

There were five of them in a row, waiting for me, wobbling lasciviously as I bumped into the table, still unstable in my heels. At least she didn't make me pick the largest one. That almost would have been better. I eye the thick, featureless shaft, and then look down at the one in my hands, shaped like my own cock, but far larger in every way. Thick and long and molded with fleshy veins, painted and weighted to be as realistic as possible. If it wasn't disembodied, it could have been a real man's cock.

Of course, I don't have one of those.

"Kiss it," she repeats, and I do, slowly, hesitantly, letting my lips brush against its firm, rubbery surface before moving along its length. My mind is spinning. I can't believe I'm doing this. That any of this is real. Is this a Venus Productions video? Is someone about to spring out from behind the massive philodendron in the corner with a camera and an appearance contract?

I leave a glossy pink lip mark on the tip. When Harper sees it, she lets out a shuddering moan. "Show me your clitty," she breathes, fingers moving quickly. Her eyes are dark. Her cheeks flushed. I'm so hard for her, aching, barely the length of the tip of the dildo when I hold it up next to my cock for her. She smirks. "That's why you wear panties and stockings, Amy. Because you don't have one of those. Those pretty lips of yours are meant for sucking on those."

It sounds dirty. It sounds wrong. But it makes my cock twitch against the soft fabric of my panties.

Harper moans. "Now show me."

My hand trembles as I bring it to my lips, pushing them open this time, letting the thick shaft slide into my mouth.

"I want to see your tongue working."

I swirl it around it, kissing, sucking, slurping. She moans again. "Do you like sucking cock, sissy?"

I keep going.

"Do you like the feeling of a big, hard cock slipping between your glossy lips?"

When it slips out of my mouth, it pops audibly.

"Tell me how much you love it," she says in that voice.

I close my eyes. "I — I do."

Her fingers stop. Her tone sharpens. "What?"

The words fall from my lips without any effort. "I do, Miss Steele. I love sucking cock."

"You're so sexy when you suck cock." Her hand goes back to work. "Keep doing it while I play with myself. Get on your knees."

"Yes, Miss Steele!"

I go down too fast, nearly lose my balance, but then I'm there, the heels of my stilettos digging into my rear where the satin panties don't cover. She watches, moaning, commanding, instructing me in the finer points of sucking a cock like a secretary should.

"Good girl," Harper purrs. "Now play with your clitty while you suck. I want you to associate pleasure with doing what a sissy should."

Sissy. The word sears itself on my mind, etched in pleasure and shock. My shaft twitches between my fingers just from the sound of it.

"Pull your panties down." The words are low growls, animal and hungry. After everything, they're the first things that shake me, that make me realize how vulnerable I am to her. In my new uniform, my new lingerie, my new name. She could hurt me. She could do anything to me.

And I want her to.

I barely get them to my knees before she springs up from the couch and comes to me in three long strides. She directs me to the couch but doesn't let me sit on it. Instead, she makes me lie on the floor on my back, my skirt pulled up to my waist to expose my frilly garter belt, and rests my legs on the seat of the couch. Then she drops down next to me. Like this, my rear is completely exposed, pointed up toward her, my cock pointing at my face.

It's only then that I realize what she has planned.

"Get that nice and wet, Amy," she purrs, tasting herself before putting her fingers back inside. "So it slides right in."

One last chance to stop everything. To go back to being Jesse, unemployed, but with a cock, with boy clothes, with nobody forcing him into positions like this.

"Yes, Miss Steele."


Chapter 8: Messy Manners

"You'd better get used to this quick, Amy, because there's going to be a lot of it."

I nod, because when I tried to talk, she told me to shut up and keep the cock in my mouth.

"Look how hard your little clitty is," she says, then laughs. "Not that it's much different than when it's soft. Do you like it when I do this?"

She swirls it with her fingertips, staring down at me from between my spread legs, my clit and her face and her hands framed by lace and silk stockings and stilettos. I suck the cock, she plays with my clit. Then she gasps.

"You're already so wet! Is that from all your pretty new clothes?"

I nod.

"And from getting to serve a woman like me?"

I nod again.

"And from knowing that you're finally going to get pleasure the way you're supposed to?"

I whimper.

"Don't worry, Amy, every girl is nervous for her first time. This is just two girls playing together. Experimenting. Don't you like experimenting with me?"

She emphasizes it by putting one finger on my rear entrance. Even the cock in my mouth can't stifle the squeal that squeezes out around the thick head and veins. Harper laughs and pushes in, just enough that it slips up to the first knuckle, and fireworks erupt behind my eyes. The squeal melts into a moan. This time my cock doesn't dribble pre-cum. It squirts it.

Some lands on my face.

"I think you've gotten that as wet as it's going to be," she says, plucking the cock from my hands and mouth.

"Yes, Miss Steele," I say, my voice barely above a whisper.

She rests the tip against my hole. It's cool and wet and feels a hundred times bigger than than it did in my mouth. She moves it back and forth, teasing, her other hand still working my clit. "Are you ready, Amy? Once we do this, you'll never go back." She giggles. "You'll never want to, anyway."

I nod. And then she fucks me.

"Oh, oh," I moan as it spreads me open.

Harper is mercifully slow. Pain gives way to a stomach-twisting pleasure almost immediately, my shaft squirting more pre-cum, some of it landing in my open mouth. I taste my arousal, salty and sweet. Harper looks down at me approvingly and drives the cock in deeper.

"You're a little cockslut forever, now," she purrs.

My toes curl up under the straps of my stilettos as I let out an undulating cry, half pain, half bliss. It feels so wrong, like I'm losing something inside me but gaining even more, every nerve in my body sparking with pleasure, a fire roaring deep inside me, consuming everything that doesn't involve this moment, these sensations. "Deeper!"

She chuckles and pushes it in, then more, then more..

"This is what girls like you are meant for," she says. Her fingers work my clit. "This was never going to satisfy a woman." She twists her wrist just right and then thrusts the rest of the cock inside me in one quick movement. "But this will please me."

The choked moan that comes out of me surprises even me. It's a sensation like I've never felt before. Pleasure, yes, and fullness, and then I see my clothes and my shoes and the look on Harper's face, and I feel sexy, and know that this is all I want, and realizing that terrifies me and arouses me until my thoughts are a blur, and all that's left is the cock and the pleasure.

"Fuck me," I gasp, the words coming from some unknown place deep inside me.

"Naughty girl," Harper giggles. "I'm going to make you cum, and I want you to swallow as much of it as you can, do you understand?" Her hands never stop.

"Yes, yes, yes, Miss Steele!"

"Are you close?”

"I — I think so."

Her grin is pure delight. "That's good," she purrs. "You're already doing a good job." She pulls her fingers away, and I almost whimper in desperation at being abandoned. "I bet your pretty little clitty squirts lots, doesn't it? And when we get you dressed up like a real sissy slut, with makeup and nail polish and heels higher than these ones..."

She lets the sentence trail off. All I can manage in response is another moan. My mind fills in the blank spaces without any input from me, images of myself wearing more feminine things, of myself being used by Harper, by other women, of lace and frills and pink satin. She puts both hands on the dildo and fucks me with it hard enough to push the thoughts from my mind.

"That's your sissy spot," she says. "And you can touch it whenever you want. I want you to, Amy, so you can cum just from being fucked like a good, pretty little slut."

The cock makes sloppy, wet noises as she fucks me harder, faster. My clit throbs beneath her fingertips, every nerve sparking with pleasure. It builds up inside me until all that's left are moans, whimpers, desperate pleas for Harper to keep going. When it comes, my back arches, and the entire room seems to turn to fireworks. A jet of hot, white cum lands in my mouth, then another across my chin, but there's no stopping it after that. The pleasure is everywhere now, consuming everything else in an unstoppable rush. My legs twitch as I shoot more into my mouth. It dribbles down my cheeks. Another splashes across my forehead, almost touching my eyelids, before finally trailing over my lips.

And when it stops, all I feel is satisfaction.

She slips the cock out of me slowly. "What do you say, Amy?"

"Th-thank you, Miss Steele," I mumble, still half drunk from the pleasure.

"I'll forgive your messy manners this time," she says with that smirk. She lifts me up by the shoulders and puts me on her couch like I weigh nothing, then sits next to me, running her fingers through my hair and stroking my cheek softly.

"Get yourself cleaned up," she says. "I'll pack your clothes. And I'll see you first thing Monday."


Naughty Sissy Secretary: Locked in the Office, Part 2: Locked in Chastity for my Dominant Boss

by Vanessa Lockridge


“You broke my first rule on your very first day,” Harper says, her red lips curling into a dangerous smile. “Now you'll learn what happens to secretaries who can't control themselves.”

My desk is outside her office, but most of my work happens inside it — on my knees, bent over furniture, stifling moans as she shows me exactly what she expects from her employees. Pink panties and matching bralettes. Skirts that barely cover my stocking tops. Makeup that smears so beautifully when she uses me.

Soon she’ll keep me locked up tight in something even more restrictive accessories, “to teach me self-control.” But we both know the truth: she loves watching me squirm. Loves seeing how desperate I get.

Loves that I'm becoming exactly the kind of secretary she always wanted.
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Chapter 1: Getting to Know Them

She’s looking at me. Oh no, oh no, she’s coming over to me. She’s a petite little cutie, her pink lips curled up in a cheerful smile and a jawbone you could cut glass with, a pile of unapologetically blonde curls bouncing around her shoulders. Her pleated skirt is tiny and plaid and every time she takes a step, it threatens to expose the tiny pair of panties she’s undoubtedly wearing. Even the chunky white sweater she’s wearing is sexy — a wide collar just barely exposes a hint of lace from the bra beneath, and for an instant, all I can think about is what her lingerie must look like.

“Ohmigod, hi!” she says with a huge grin. “You’re Amy, right? Harper’s new girl? It is so nice to meet you! I’m so glad you’re here, ‘cause I felt so bad for her when I got promoted.” She giggles. “That woman works so hard, and she needs as much help as she can get to keep things running and to blow off steam!” She giggles again and it wrinkles her nose and I want to kiss her. “And we all know how much steam Miss Harper Steele needs to blow off.”

She offers me her hand and I shake it, trying to stay as demure and girlish as I can. Not too tight, just a quick squeeze. “Yeah, I’m Amy,” I say softly. “And you are...?”

The girl’s mouth falls open in exaggerated surprise. “Ohmigod, just listen to me go on already and I haven’t even told you my name! I’m just so excited to have another girl in the office. I’m Lucy.”

I look around the office and see only girls. Just like Harper said. “I thought only women were allowed to work here?”

Lucy grins and shrugs and the collar of her sweater slides a little further down. There’s glitter set into the lace of her bra strap. “Another girl like me, silly!” She takes my hand and tugs me along. “We are just so excited to have you here. Did Harper tell you what we do here?”

“She, uh, explained a few things.”

Lucy giggles. “You don’t have to be shy about it, cutie. We make sweet little sexy films that people just die for. I mean, with the clothes those boys get to put on?” She opens her mouth and presses splayed fingers against her chest in a silent gasp of jealousy. “Best job on earth, especially with the benefits.”

“Dental care?”

“Ohmigod, you are funny!” she giggles again. “That, and everything else that goes on around here. There’s Harper’s office. Hi, Harpy honey!”

Harper glances up from a stack of papers on her desk with an expression that makes it clear how much she likes the phrase “Harpy honey.” But then her eyes go to me, hungry and appraising, slithering over my stocking-covered legs and up towards my tiny skirt like her sight alone could peel my clothes right off of my body and reveal the lingerie I have on underneath. I stir in my panties and look away quickly so I don’t break rule one, but then start wondering what might happen if I do — what things Harper might do to me, if there might be another visit to her office in the future — and then I really have to start focusing on Lucy again.

Unfortunately, she’s bending over in front of me, knees and ankles together, her skirt finally riding up high enough to give me a perfect view of her blue panties. The back is completely sheer, the leg openings trimmed with lace and studded with tiny blue bows that match the ones set over each garter tab holding up her tan stockings. I try not to stare and fail utterly, barely managing to avert my gaze as she straightens and tugs her skirt back down in a cute little wiggling motion that makes me keenly aware of what’s happening in my own panties.

“That’s Diana,” Lucy says, pointing at a stern-looking woman in a loose turtleneck and skirt that reaches all the way down to her ankles. She glances up at us a vaguely unamused expression.

“That’s Miss Sinclair to you,” she says flatly.

“Oooh,” Lucy coos with a smirk. “Miss Sinclair, so serious. So sexy.”

Diana rolls her eyes and turns back to her work.

“She’s pretty hard,” Lucy whispers as the impromptu tour continues.

“Like, tough?” I ask.

“That too!” Lucy giggles, and then her face falters for the first time, her smile going unaffected, like she’s just pretending. “Good morning, Miss Remington.”

A tall, gorgeous woman with long black hair that falls around her bare shoulders in great shiny sheets glares down at us behind a pair of oversized glasses. Every part of her looks like it was carved by a master sculptor from glass, somehow delicate and powerful at the same time. Her loose silk tank top with spaghetti straps is tucked into a pencil skirt that ends just above her knees and she’s wearing stilettos tall enough to be an architectural marvel.

“Lucy,” she says politely, if a bit coldly. Then she peers at me over her glasses. “And this is...”

“Ah, Amy,” I say, offering my hand. “I’m Harper’s new assistant.”

Recognition, understanding, and then finally distaste cross her face. She takes my hand like it’s covered in something disgusting and gives it the barest shake before turning her attention back to Lucy. It’s impossible not to feel snubbed. “Sloane Remington,” she says curtly. “Lucy, I have some things I need you to review before lunch. After you finish with Harper’s new plaything, come and find me.”

“Yes, Miss Remington.”

“What’s her deal?” I whisper as Sloane stalks off.

Lucy leads me back to Harper’s office and my desk outside. “We merged with her studio. Now she and Harper are in the running for the same job.”

My stomach twists. That’s going to make my job harder — and then Lucy does something that makes me harder.

“You’re pretty cute,” she says, stepping way too close to me. “I’m really glad to have you, Amy. You’re going to fit right in here!” She gives me a kiss on the cheek and squeezes my ass through my skirt with a wink, a giggle, and a flirty little mince away. All my self-control finally falters and I feel myself stiffen in my panties. I haven’t even been here for an hour and already I’ve broken one of Harper’s rules.

Just in time for her to call me into her office.


Chapter 2: Breaking Her Rules

“How is your first day going?”

“Lucy seems really nice. She used to work for you?”

Harper smiles and crosses around to the front of her desk. Exactly where she was for her interview. I hope she can’t see how hard I am in my panties — for the first time ever, I’m thankful about my length. I glance down and see the front of my skirt is perfectly smooth and let myself relax just a fraction.

At least until she kisses me.

“How are you finding your new clothes?” she purrs in my ear, pointedly ignoring my question.

“They feel... nice,” I admit. “I’m not used to all of it. The skirt is so short.”

“It is, isn’t it.” I feel her fingernails buzz up my stockings to my skirt hem and push it barely upwards. It’s a subtle movement that doesn’t expose much of my skin, but reveals exactly how much control she has over me. I should tell her to stop.

“Does it look pretty on me?” I whisper shakily. Is that too much?

“It’s very sexy on you. Especially with those legs.” She sucks in air and runs her nails down my thigh, drawing out a gasp and sending goosebumps spilling out over my back. “Have you been following my rules?”

I freeze. “I’ve been trying, Harper.”

She pulls back with raised eyebrows. “You’ve been trying?”

Every muscle in my body tenses. “Everyone here is so gorgeous, and I think Lucy flashed me her underwear on purpose, and with the clothes and lingerie, everything’s been really sensitive, and...”

Her expression goes frighteningly cold and she crosses her arms. “I don’t like excuses. I want results. Show me.”

“Show you?”

Her hand snaps to my chin, pushing upwards, practically lifting me out of the chair. “Show me if that little clitty of yours is behaving or not.”

The words strike fear into me. And arousal. Even though it’s impossible for someone else to see anything at this angle, exposing myself in a place where someone could walk by at any moment makes my heart race even faster than having Harper stare me down while I do it. Slowly, trembling, I pull my skirt up to my waist. To my surprise and horror, my pink panties are already soaked with pre-cum, but that isn’t the worst part.

“Amy,” she says, clicking her tongue disapprovingly. She runs a finger over my length and I stiffen further, my balls tingling and aching from the touch. “I thought you said you were trying.”

“It wasn’t easy —”

“This isn’t hard. Although, the fact that this is means that you are a girl unable to control herself. Do I need to teach you what happens when you disobey?”

The question makes me shiver. There’s a part of me that wants to scream yes!

“I’m sorry,” I mumble instead.

She raises her eyebrow and tilts her chin down at me.

“I’m sorry, Harper,” I say, louder, flushing with embarrassment as I do. “It won’t happen again.”

She smirks, running a single fingertip over the shape of my cock through my panties. “I’m not sure if I believe you. Look at you, sissy girl, soaking your panties on your first day. Your first hour. All because some ditzy little flirt gave you an eyeful?”

It’s getting harder to think as she rubs me in those tight circles. The same way a girl touches her clit — which I don’t have, I remind myself, despite my outfit. Despite how smooth the front of my panties are, even as she plays with me, staring down at me over the rim of her glasses with her red lips cocked up in a smile.

“You’re not making it easy,” I gasp.

Harper laughs. “Seems like you’re the easy one. Now, I have a special job for you. Would you like it?”

“Yes, I think so.”

“Yes or no, Amy. Either be an active help or I’ll find someone who will.”

“Sorry, Harper,” I say, surprising myself with how much I want to impress, despite it all. “Yes, I-I want — I want it.”

“Miss Steele,” she says with a smirk. “Get on your hands and knees.”

She pulls back, a cat playing with a mouse just before she strikes, and withdraws to her desk. I drop to the floor in front of her, looking up at her shiny red stilettos and sheer black stockings and nothing but inviting wetness where panties should be. Her skirt has been pulled up and her legs splay lazily open.

“Yes. Of course. Well, then give her what she needs, that’s what we pay her for.”

It takes me a moment to realize she’s not talking to me. That she’s on the phone — and that my instructions are clear. Her voice tightens almost imperceptibly when I lean forwards, stockings stretching over my legs, knees grinding into the office floor, and kiss her thighs. But even if she doesn’t moan or gasp or squeal as I work my way upwards, her body gives her arousal away. Her scent and taste has flooded my senses by the time I reach her wetness.

She grabs the back of my head in a vise grip and pushes me against her cunt. “Well, then tell her she can’t have it. She’s an actress! I’m the only one who gets what I want.” She pulls the receiver from her mouth and hisses at me under her breath, “Be quiet.”

I’m barely able to muffle my moan as her taste floods my tongue. She’s delicious; hot and silky and slick, and there’s nothing that makes me feel more like a girl than tasting another woman this way. She squeezes my head between her legs and forces me deeper and I have to struggle not to cry out in delight as she grinds herself against my face, using me however she wants while talking on the phone like it’s just a normal day.

And then she gives me the toy.


Chapter 3: The Phone Call

There’s no lube, only a thick, black phallus that seems even bigger than the one she — my clit — my cock — twitches in my pretty panties just thinking about it. It waggles suggestively at me when she shakes it pointedly at me. I take it with trembling fingers. I know exactly what she wants me to do with it.

When I come out from under her desk, she glares at me, lip curling. I know how to make up for it. Staring at her the entire time, I make a show of hiking up my skirt to reveal my stocking tops, then garter straps, then panties with the tiny bulge inside. Her eyes drop from my face to my crotch as I start to rub myself. My hand flirts with the lacy waistband of my panties, threatening to push them down far enough to expose myself to her, but something tells me she doesn’t want to see that. So I slip my manicured fingers inside instead, moaning and shivering when I touch the shaft inside, pulling out a gossamer strand of pre-cum that I slowly lick off my fingers.

Harper Steele is, for the first time since meeting her, speechless.

A voice comes from the phone, tiny and tinny. Harper blinks and goes back to it as I let my panties slip down over my stockings, my skirt following behind it. Just before I drop back down to my knees, I see her gaze flick down to my shaft, and for just a moment I let myself wonder if she actually does want to see it.

“Then send her to me and I’ll set her straight. No, I understand that. It’s a figure of sp — why am I explaining this to you? I sign your damn paychecks.”

I suck the dildo loudly. Eagerly. Pointedly. Harper glares down at me but I know there’s no venom in it when I feel her legs tremor at the sight of the thick shaft going in and out of my mouth. I look up at her from between her legs, batting my long, mascara-tinted eyelashes, leaving streaks of pink glass on the toy. I swirl my tongue around the tip. And then I let it disappear from view and let Harper imagine what I’m doing next.

“Don’t make a fucking sound,” she hisses to me.

“Yes, Miss Steele,” I moan. It’s as much a show for her as it is real for me — and knowing that I’m doing it for her, that I’m a little distraction for her, that she wants to see me like this, is a surprising turn-on.

When I’m pressing the dildo, wet and thick, against my rear hole, the sound that comes out of me is no exaggeration. The gasping squeal as it slips inside is audible for only a moment before I muffle it against her leg and feel her body shiver against mine. Every fraction I slide in deeper, the more I moan against her leg, and the more they tighten around me. She’s still on the phone, and even if her tone is the same, she sounds distracted. I do my best to further divert her.

Her nails scrape against my scalp when I start rubbing her with my lips and tongue again. She tastes even stronger now — saltier, muskier, and more feminine than ever. As soon as I make contact she grinds herself up against me, while I push the dildo deeper into me until I’m almost bent double over her lap with a fake cock filling my ass. It feels heavenly. It feels so wrong. My cock shouldn’t be this hard. I shouldn’t be in panties or a skirt or make-up. And I should not be as thrilled as I am that she wants me to do this.

“Oh, Miss Steele,” I moan, loud enough for her to hear. Her fingers tighten in my hair, telling me wordlessly to shut up, so I moan louder, rocking forwards and backwards as I drive the toy in and out of me. There’s no more acting now.

I’m being too loud. She claws at my face, and when she finds purchase, wrenches me forwards between her legs. I let out a giddy little yelp that it’s silenced by her legs. Her legs are spread wide enough now that one of her garter straps has come undone. I give it a tug and let it snap against her, and this time it’s her turn to yelp. The fingers in my hair dig in deeper.

“No, no, sorry, I thought I saw a mouse. No, I’m certain I can deal with the problem. Look, if it’s really going to be that much of a problem, just send her here.”

There’s a moment where all is quiet — and then I start licking again. My lips close over Harper’s clit and suckle it softly. She goes completely still for just an instant, but I feel it as acutely as though she’d screamed or moaned. She switches the phone to speaker and I hear the muffled sound of the mute button and she finally lets out a long moan of pleasure — almost loud enough to be heard through the closed office door.

“You little slut,” she says. “If you keep up those sounds, I’ll —”

The dildo drives a squirt of pre-cum from me and my tongue deep inside of her. We both let out gasping little squeals. Then Harper has to start talking again. The toy inside me drives deeper and deeper until there’s nothing left but its black base jutting out between my cheeks. I decide to leave it there.

“I want you to cum for me,” I moan. “I want to taste you.”

She glares down at me. I’m pretty sure the anger only makes her wetter.

She has to put herself on mute again when she cums, covering her mouth with her hand and fighting against the screaming orgasm I know she wants to let out. Even trying to stifle herself, she’s plenty loud, and until she gets it under control, I’m worried someone the office really will hear. Maybe Sloane will come in and see what we’re doing — maybe she’ll want to join in.

The idea makes my chest tight.

Her legs spasm around me as I lick, suck, and kiss every part of her exposed sex. There’s no stopping now. Not that I ever wanted to. As much as this is meant to distract her, I don’t even need the toy to keep myself aroused anymore. When I realize she hasn’t said anything else to the person on the phone line for almost a minute, I finally look up at her from where I’ve been nestled between her legs.

“You can get back to work now,” she says dismissively. “Oh, and leave that inside.”


Chapter 4: Caught

I break the rule the entire day. If it wasn’t for the desk, everyone would see the tiny tent in my tiny skirt, and if it wasn’t for the dildo, that wouldn’t be a problem either. All I can think about is Harper, and what she wants me to do, who she wants me to be, who she’s transformed me into. A secretary straight out of a TV show, dressed to thrill, forced to serve. A silent shiver of delight runs through me and I feel my body clench around the thick dildo. Pre-cum dribbles into my panties.

“Hey, girl!” comes a too-cheerful voice. The last person I wanted to see. At least she pushes Harper from my mind — now all I can think about are her frilly blue panties barely hiding under a skirt even smaller than mine.

“Hi, Lucy.”

“How’s your first day going, cutie? Harper working you hard?”

“You don’t even know the half of it.”

She giggles. “I used to be her secretary before you. I know exactly the kinds of demands Harper Steele makes.”

I squirm. I desperately want to ask if Lucy had to do the kinds of things I had to do — the kinds of things I’ll continue to do — but I’m already breaking one rule. Harper’ll go ballistic if she finds out I’m breaking another.

“Does she get any... Softer?”

Lucy snorts. “She’s cold as ice, that one. Knows exactly what she wants and is going to get it, one way or another. She wore me out!”

“With her demands?”

“That too.”

“Amy, I need — oh, hello, Lucy.” Harper is suddenly in the doorway of her office, only partway paying attention to me and Lucy. She scans the girl up and down while Lucy shifts her hips to the side. It’s subtle, but she’s still striking a pose, showing off her assets. There’s a giddy little thrill in my belly when I realize I’m the only one who knows what each woman has underneath, though. A delicious secret for both of them.

“Hi, Harper,” Lucy says, her voice suddenly low. “Putting your new little cutie through her paces?”

Harper regards her. “Nobody could replace you.”

“Oh, you’re such a sweetie,” Lucy giggles. “Underneath that chilly exterior, you’re really just a big softie, aren’t you! I’m sure you’ll get her up to speed in no time.”

“She’s a quick learner.”

“Oooh, I bet she is!”

Harper seems to be wrestling with something. Her gaze slides between me and Lucy, tongue sliding around her teeth, her brow furrowed. Harper clears her throat and looks over at me with a look that sends heat into my panties again. “Amy, I need copies of these. Then... come in here and help me close these out. That’ll be all, Lucy.”

“Okay! Have fun, girls! Don’t ride her too hard!” she calls over her shoulder as she saunters away, slinging her hips from side to side with every step. Her skirt threatens to expose her again. I swear I can see a tantalizing flash of baby blue as she goes around the corner.

“Is it still in you?” Harper asks softly. My toes curl in my heels.

“Yes, ma’am.”

She takes a step towards me and my breath catches in my throat.

“What a dirty little slut you are,” she says under her breath. “Keeping a cock deep inside you while you work.”

She bends down and I can see the lacy edge of her bra, the curve of her breast. Her perfume floods my nose and mixes with her taste, still on my tongue. I twitch in my panties and am suddenly keenly aware of the how the dildo is stretching me. The way it presses ever-so-perfectly on my sissy spot. All at once I realize how ferociously aroused I am. Almost automatically, I tilt my head back towards her, opening my lips to kiss her. She’s close enough to lean in and give me what I want. My entire body buzzes for her.

“Harper, I just got off the phone with Scarlett. Apparently she’s — what are you doing?”

“None of your business,” Harper snaps at Sloane Remington, the woman with the worst timing in the world. The flame of excitement in me is suddenly snuffed out. I try, and fail, not to put.

“On the contrary,” Sloane says smoothly. “As the executive producer here at Venus Productions, it is entirely my business.”

“It’s my project, Sloane.”

“But my actress.”

“Then ask her what’s going on. It has nothing to do with you. Amy?”

Sloane’s eyes linger on me as I stand and flatten my skirt out. I try to turn my body away so she can’t see the bulge there. Her eyes flicker down to it and when she looks back up at me, I could swear there’s a smirk playing at the corners of her mouth and eyes. My blood goes cold, but if she noticed anything, she doesn’t say a word. When I give her one last look back over my shoulder before joining Harper in her office, the tiny smile is gone, replaced by a look of utter loathing.

The door snaps shut behind me. It still smells like sex in here.

“What the fuck is that?”


Chapter 5: What I’m For

“What was the first rule, slut?”

I want to disappear.

“No getting —”

“No disgusting little bulges in your clothes!” Harper roars. “Do you have any idea how close you just came to getting found out? That bitch Sloane was looking right at you! If she finds out, I’d be finished here, Amy.”

“I’m sorry, Harper,” I murmur, my eyes glued to the floor.

“Oh, you will be,” she growls. “I’m going to make sure of that.”

She’s rough with me. It should make my little bulge go away to be handled like this, thrown to my knees, skirt riding up, hair a mess, knowing what she’s going to do. But it only makes me harder, my tip smearing pre-cum on the inside of my pink satin panties that it starts to soak through the front of my skirt. No room to hide now.

The hem of Harper’s dress is up to her waist, and the harness she’s wearing sits snug against her hips, the thick strap-on cock jutting forward, obscene and unapologetic. She doesn’t even give me time to touch or lick it — no, all at once she pushes forward and shoves herself into me. I rock backwards from the sudden force and the dildo deep inside of me pushes in a little further. The curving bulge in its center pushes against my sissy spot, and even though my moan is muffled by the strap filling my mouth, that can’t stop the dark spot on my skirt from getting bigger. She snatches my wrists, and this time even her cock can’t silence my cry of shock and pleasure. The sound fills the tiny office space; we can both hear footsteps outside the door.

“This is what you’re for, slut,” she growls, thrusting into me with so much fury that my eyes are beginning to water. Harper grins when she sees it. “Oh, your pretty makeup is starting to smudge.” For a second, I think she’s going to go easy on me, but instead she knits her fingers into my hair and wrenches me further towards her. “I think it looks better like this. Once we’re finished, everyone out there will know what a little slut you are.”

It doesn’t take long for her to finish — or rather, for her to decide she’s finished with my mouth. Her thrusts get faster and harder, her legs start to shake with the effort of it. I brace myself. But before she pulls away, she draws the strap out entirely, slick and gleaming.

Then she tilts my chin up and looks down at me.

She wraps one hand in my hair, angles the tip of the strap with the other, and drags it deliberately across my cheek. Then the other cheek. My nose. My lips. Slow, deliberate, methodical — marking me with my own mess and hers, smearing the evidence of what I am all over my carefully applied makeup. It shouldn’t feel like anything. It’s silicone and leather and the faint chemical smell of lube. But the intention behind it — the cool authority of it, the way she watches my face the entire time — makes my cock throb so hard against its satin prison that I whimper.

“Open,” she says softly.

I open my mouth. She rests the tip on my tongue for just a moment — a reminder, a punctuation mark — and then withdraws entirely.

She looks down at me with something that isn’t quite cruelty and isn’t quite tenderness. Something that lives exactly between the two.

“Such a good sissy,” she breathes. “What do you say?”

“Thank — thank you,” I gasp. “Miss Steele.”

“That wasn’t for you. That was for me.”

She flicks her head towards one of the chairs and I climb up into it, skirt still hiked up, face still a mess. Surely she’s not really going to send me out there like this? My stomach twists and I can’t stop the tiny squeak of fear that slips out of me.

If Harper hears it, she’s ignoring it, rummaging instead through her drawer. She glances up at me and her eyes narrow. “Why are you still dressed?”

“I — you didn’t tell me to get naked.”

“Not naked, girl. I want to see you in your delicates.”

I open my mouth to speak but decide it’s probably better not to. I stand and slip my jacket off, unbuttoning the blouse next and untucking it. The skirt comes next, and I notice Harper watching me from the corner of her eye — and pretending not to — as I wriggle out of it, letting it pool around my stilettos. Then I straighten in nothing but my lacy pink lingerie.

“Darling,” she says. I can tell it was meant to be sarcastic, but she can’t hide her approval.

“Do you like it?” I pose. It feels awkward.

“I picked it out.”

Pink bikini panties with pretty bows at the front and back and a matching garter belt, trimmed in arches of scalloped white lace. The bralette has floral embroidery over the cups, putting my hard nipples on full display. It’s not the most feminine set she gave me, but it was the one that I thought would be easiest to hide under my clothes.

Harper finds whatever it is she’s looking for in her desk. She circles back to me with something in her hand, then drops to her knees, looking up at me and biting her lip. My heart leaps and my chest tightens, and when she slips her fingers into my panties and tugs them down far enough that my cock springs out, I think I’m going to fall over. A gossamer strand of pre-cum drips from my tip.

“You are hard,” she says softly. Excitedly. “You love being my secretary, don’t you?”

I swallow hard and decide I have to answer. “Yes, Harper.”

“Yes,” she repeats. “All the pretty clothes and attention is just too much for you, isn’t it?”

“I like it. The lingerie...” I can’t believe I’m admitting this. “I like feeling pretty like this.”

Butterflies erupt in my stomach as I say the words out loud. Harper laughs, and for once it’s not the ice-cold breeze I expect from her. She leans forwards far enough that I can feel her warm breath on my tip. That alone is enough to make me gasp and twitch.

“You are a very pretty sissy,” she says. “Even if you broke my rule. But I have a solution that I think we’ll both enjoy.”

She leans forwards and very tenderly kisses my tip. It’s an instant, electric sensation that makes my whole body go tense. Her eyes flash up at me — a warning, telling me not to move or cum — before they disappear beneath long eyelashes and thick mascara again. Then there’s another kiss. And another.

But all of it, of course, is a distraction.


Chapter 6: Locked

“For how long?”

“Until you’ve demonstrated some self-control.”

“How can I do that if I’m in this — this —”

“Chastity cage?” She wiggles it, pinched between her thumb and index finger, and the tiny padlock rattles. “Call it practice, then. Soon you won’t even remember what it was like to be unlocked.” She leans in, her bodyweight pressing against me, her lips brushing my ear. “Soon, you won’t even want me to take it off.”

She kisses me before I have a chance to say anything. It’s a hungry kiss, burning with arousal, her hands all over my body, tracing the lines of my lingerie, scraping against my skin, grabbing my ass and pulling me against her. The hard length of her strap presses against my belly through the harness — still buckled, still in place, a promise as much as a threat. My own little cock throbs angrily in my new cage.

“If you want me to not have a bulge,” I say when she finally breaks the kiss, “then I need to... you know.” She raises her eyebrows and I’m forced to say it out loud. “Play with myself.”

Her fingers slip between my cheeks and press on the toy there. I gasp and she grins. “What do you think this is for?”

“I can’t — that’s not enough.”

“Not enough?”

“It feels... It feels good,” I admit, squirming beneath her. “But not, you know. I can’t... cum like that.”

As soon as I see her reaction, I know I said the wrong thing. She’s not angry — that would be expected. Predictable. Instead she looks thrilled, and I feel like an animal that just wandered into a trap. Now the hunter is approaching and I’m about to be dinner.

“This will give you plenty of time to practice, then, won’t it.” She takes a step back and smooths her dress down over the harness before pulling it back up, baring the whole arrangement: the wide leather straps framing her hips, the thick silicone cock jutting forward between them, catching the light. “In fact, why don’t we start now?”

“Start — hey!”

She’s as fast as she is strong. With one quick move she’s turned me around and pushed me over the chair so I’m leaning over it, one leg bent beneath me and resting on the seat. Her hand moves from my shoulder to the back of my head and pushes hard so my cheek crashes into the back of the chair and my pantied ass is high in the air. Exactly the right height for her strap.

“Hold still,” she says softly. “I’ve been waiting for this ever since I hired you.”

“Harper,” I gasp. “Harper, wait. I don’t —”

“Of course you do, honey,” she purrs.

She pulls my panties to the side and I squeak in fear — and, to my shock, excitement. My cage twitches in my panties, and then bucks furiously when she pulls the dildo from me. A thick rush of my own pre-cum oozes down my thighs. I suddenly feel so empty without it, and that emptiness only makes my arousal grow more intense.

Because I know what’s going in next.

“You’re so pretty,” she says. “And there’s nothing a pretty girl wants more than this.”

“I don’t think I’m ready.”

“Who cares, sissy? I am.”

I hold as still as I can while she lines up with my hole but can’t stop the shaking when I feel her thick head pressing against it. She works the lube in slowly, deliberately, taking her time in a way that feels less like patience and more like savoring. My stomach is in knots. This can’t be happening, right? The dildo was one thing. The lingerie. Even getting on my knees for her. But now a cage? And now — this? I turn around to look at her over my shoulder.

“Oh, fuck, that’s hot,” she gasps when she sees my expression.

And then she pushes in.

“Oh, fuck!” She plunges inside me with the unhurried certainty of someone who has always known this moment was coming. I let out a little cry as my hole stretches wider than I thought was possible, and even though I know it won’t help, I can’t stop myself from resisting. But I know if I want her to stop, I need to say something, and that would be much worse. Because despite all the pain and the humiliation and the discomfort and fear, it feels good too. Really good. Better than anything else she’s done to me. A delicious sensation that spreads from where our bodies connect outwards, until it seems to envelop my entire body.

“Oh, fuck, fuck,” I gasp, and my voice is high and girlish.

“You like that, slut?”

“Ooooh,” I moan, brow furrowing at the intensity of the sensation. At the pleasure. I realize my eyes are shut. My pink-red lips fall open and my fingers dig into the velvet back of the chair.

Then she thrusts.

Each one forces out a gasping moan of pleasure and makes my eyebrows arch. My cock is rock-hard — or at least as hard as it can be in the tiny cage. Harper grunts behind me, the fingers of one hand curled around my garter belt, the other squeezed around my waist. I feel so small beneath her. I’m completely under her control, totally subservient to her needs and her pleasure now.

And it feels really fucking good.

“Fuck me,” I gasp. “Oh, fuck, Harper, fill me up.”

“You’re being such a good girl for me. Taking all of me like this, your very first time.”

“I want to be good for you!”

“Then don’t stop. Be my tight little sissy fuckhole.”

She fucks me harder than she’s worked anything before — I can tell from the sounds coming out of her mouth. Animal grunts that echo off the walls of the tiny office. She pulls out almost all the way each time, leaving only the tip inside me, teasing me with how full she makes me feel. Then, just as suddenly, she plunges back into me again. Her hips crash against my ass, jiggling it. If anyone comes near the door, they’ll know exactly what’s happening in here. And the thought of being seen by any of them, by Sloane or Lucy or even that bitch Scarlett who hired me — it drives me wild.

There’s pain, yes, but the pleasure is greater. The discomfort puts me in my place, reminds me what I’m for. A sissy secretary. Her plaything. I’m here to serve her needs, whatever they are, whenever she has them. As long as I’m pretty and fuckable, my skirt is short enough and my cock is locked up, she’s happy. If she’s happy, she’ll fuck me. And if she fucks me —

“Oh!” I squeal.

And I erupt through my cage.


Chapter 7: Used

“Bad girl,” Harper groans in a way that makes it seem like she doesn’t think I’m a bad girl at all.

Just because I came doesn’t mean she’s finished. Even as the pure, white-hot arousal drains out of me and onto the pink velvet chair, she keeps thrusting, keeps fucking me — because my pleasure is secondary to hers. Every deep drive into my hole squeezes out more pleasure and more cum, spurting through the cage and dribbling down. Soon it’s not squirts, it’s dribbles, running down my package and glazing the inside of my thighs. It runs down my garter straps and stockings, soaking into the nylon, a bead of cum almost reaching my knees.

And still she fucks me.

She’s rougher now. She smacks my ass, hard enough to leave a mark, and the knowledge that maybe she did is hot. All of it so hot: the submission, the lingerie, the cum staining my clothes. Another thrust, hard and fast, and the wide leather base of her harness smacks against my tight, cum-slicked package, sending everything swinging wildly, the padlock on my cage clattering against its housing.

Another slap on my ass. “Slut!” Another one, and then another; now they’re hard enough to make me cry out in shock each time her hips connect with my ass cheeks. But there’s no anger behind them — only a furious lust. A need. A need for me. My legs shake under the intensity of her thrusts.

I see myself in my mind: makeup smeared, my back arched like an animal in heat, exposing my ass to her desires. The clothes that put me on full display for her are heaped in a pile on the ground beneath us, my garter straps stretching over my ass as she rails it. My cage swinging, everything between my legs so small compared to what she’s wearing. In my pink lingerie, eyes shut and head lolling backwards in pure bottom bliss: the picture of sissy perfection.

It makes me hard again in my cage. The tightness is another reminder of my place beneath Harper — what she’s transformed me into and how easy it was for me to become this. How natural. Pre-cum starts to dribble out of me again. The firm, perfect length of her strap presses against my sissy spot with every thrust, ramming electric pleasure into my arms and legs and toes and belly until I’m moaning again, until I’m squealing again, until I’m begging her to fuck me harder, please, Harper, harder, I need you, please fuck me, make me your perfect little sissy girl!

“I am!” she cries, and slaps my ass again. “I am.” Another slap, and then both hands find my waist and grip it like a vise as her pace goes absolutely feral.

It’s overwhelming. I can’t control my face and know that pleasure and shame and submission are playing out across it like a movie in a theater. I want her to see it and tell me how fucking sexy I look being fucked like this. How feminine I look. What a good girl I am for taking her strap so well.

My hole begins to tighten around her. I didn’t even realize I was capable of doing that, but I clench down on the slick silicone hard enough that it forces a groan from the both of us — the pressure feeding back through the harness, against her, rewarding her in its own way as much as it rewards me. It feels good, and if I had more sense than a horny, brainless bimbo secretary right now, maybe I’d understand what it means. Maybe I could stop it before —

“Fuck!” she gasps, and pulls all the way out of me at once, leaving my hole gaping and twitching desperately to be filled again.

“No!” I squeal, my hands scrambling behind me for her, reaching for the harness straps, trying to drag her back inside of me. “No, no, please!”

With one hand on my hip and the other wrapped around the base of her strap, she angles it deliberately and drags the full length of it across my exposed ass and back in long, slow passes — the slick, lube-glazed silicone leaving cool trails over my skin. Marking her territory in the only way she can, and somehow it’s better for it. More intentional. More hers. She’s adding to what’s already there. Even if no one else ever finds out, we’ll know who I belong to. I’ll feel that strap on me forever.

And then she plunges inside me again, filling me up before I can beg her to, burying herself to the hilt as our bodies press together, as close as they can get. The sounds that escape her are barely human: moans and grunts and animalistic snarls like a wolf that’s just caught its prey. I can feel through the frantic roll of her hips how much she needs this — needs the friction, needs the pressure of the harness working against her with every thrust, needs me — driving her higher and higher.

It sends me over the edge. My tiny little cock twitches against the bars of its cage and dribbles more cum onto the floor beneath me, adding to the growing puddle at my feet. A high, breathless sigh slips out of me while Harper finishes behind me with a few final, shuddering thrusts. Her nails dig into my skin hard enough that it almost hurts; another reminder of what she does to me. She could have anyone she wanted — but she has me.

She pulls out all at once and drops to her knees behind me. “Open up.”

I turn around and she spreads my cheeks wide apart, watching the strap glisten, watching me flutter and clench on nothing. Cum leaks down my thighs in long strings and runs off my package, making everything even messier. The lingerie I can remove, the cum I can wash off, but the knowledge that she can do this to me whenever she wants — that I need to be used like this — can never go away. That will mark me forever.

When she finally unbuckles the harness and sets it carefully aside, when she leans back against the desk with her chest heaving and her cheeks flushed and her skirt rucked up around her hips, when I collapse in a sticky, sweaty heap in the chair, I know how utterly under her control I am. She took my freedom from me with nothing more than lace and leather and the perfect, relentless pressure of silicone. I was desperate to give it up, and now that I have, I can’t imagine wanting it back again.

“Is this what happens when I break the rules?”

She barks out a laugh. “You’re lucky I like punishing you.”

“Next time I want you to break me.”

“Don’t tempt me, sissy.”

“Afraid to teach me a lesson I won’t forget?”

I can tell she wants to pounce on me but is too spent to do it. Instead, she giggles tiredly and pulls her skirt back down.

“Something tells me you’ll give me plenty of opportunities for that.” and pulls her skirt back down.

"Something tells me you'll give me plenty of opportunities for that."


Transformed Sissy Secretary: Locked in the Office, Part 3: Given Away by my Boss

“You’re becoming exactly what I wanted,” she whispers, her fingers tracing the outline of my cage. “Do you know that?”

The cage was just the beginning. What started as a strange new job requirement has become the foundation of my transformation. Harper Steele knows exactly what she wants from her secretaries, and she’s very good at getting it. Lace panties. Mandatory lipstick.

And complete and total surrender to desires I didn’t know I had.

But it’s not just Harper anymore. The stunning Scarlett Bliss gets her taste. Lucy can’t look away. If I’m not careful, I’ll never be Jesse again.

Some people change you. Some cages set you free. And some secretaries were always meant to be something more.
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Chapter 1: Special Assignment

“Hands off my cage!” Harper barks.

It takes some effort to pull my fingers away from my wet panties. It’s been a month since she locked me, and instead of getting easier to manage, the feelings — my need to be free only gets worse every day. I’ve tried everything. The vibrator was close, but in the end, only made things worse — there was something so deliciously wrong about using it on my cock, just like a girl would on her clit, that I almost finished right there. Maybe it was my guilt over trying to break Harper’s rules or simply not enough sensation, but I couldn’t do it. The only thing I succeeded in doing was driving myself even crazier.

But that wasn’t even the worst part.

“Sorry, Miss Steele,” I say, vainly smoothing my pencil skirt back down over my stocking tops. It’s not long enough to cover the pretty lace. “I was just adjusting.”

“You were playing with yourself again.” She raises a perfectly shaped eyebrow. “Like the desperate little sissy you are. That’s why it stays locked—where useless clitties belong.”

My cheeks burn, but the familiar flutter in my stomach is unmistakable. I’ve come to recognize that feeling all too well — it’s the same one I get when I’m sliding a pair of those satin panties up my legs, when I’m fastening my garter straps to my stockings, when I’m applying my makeup in the morning. It’s the feeling of being exactly where I belong.

“I don’t understand why I still need to wear it,” I say, even though I know better than to argue. “I’ve been good. I haven’t broken any rules in weeks.”

Harper laughs, that cold, musical sound that always makes my cage feel tighter. “Wearing your little cage is the rule, sissy.”

That’s the worst part. After a month in steel, I’m starting to crave the frustration.

I look away, unable to meet her eyes, and she laughs knowingly.

“I know you like it.” She adjusts her blouse, tugs at the hem of her skirt. Her movements are always so precise, so deliberate. “I need you to be extra attentive today.” Her voice goes acid. “Sloane has invited someone special to the office.”

My ears perk up. “Who?”

“Scarlett Bliss.”

Oh. Oh. Scarlett was my favorite star when I watched Venus videos, before I could admit that I didn’t want to just watch her with other people. I wanted to be just like her. Just thinking about that — and what big things she has in her tiny panties — is enough to make me squirm. It doesn’t go unnoticed by Harper.

“Why is she coming here?”

“Getting excited?” Harper smirks. Her face falls again. “Sloane claims it’s to discuss a new series. But I know what she’s really doing.”

“What?”

“Setting me up to fail.” Harper’s eyes narrow. “Scarlett is a diva. Demanding. Temperamental. And Sloane wants you to attend to her every need while she’s here.”

“Me?” My voice comes out as a squeak. “But I’ve never—”

“Exactly. If you mess this up, it’s my reputation on the line.” She leans in close, her perfume making my head swim. “And if my reputation suffers, Amy, so will you.”

Before I can ask what that means, there’s a commotion outside her office. Voices rise in excitement, and Harper’s face goes hard.

“Finally here,” she mutters. “Two hours late.”

Every girl in the office has turned out to fawn over her. Even Diana — dull-as-dishwater, never-met-a-turtleneck-she-didn’t-love Diana — is hovering nearby. She’s not looking at the crowd, but keeps glancing over there when she thinks nobody notices.

And then I see her.

Impossibly, Scarlett Bliss is even more stunning in person. Tall and impossibly curvy, with cascading red hair that falls in flawless, shiny waves past her shoulders. Her dress is criminally tight, hugging every inch of her hourglass figure, and so short that bending over would be a public service announcement. Her lips are painted a deep, glossy red that matches her hair, and when those lips curve into a smile, I feel my knees go weak. Everything about her feels polished, manufactured, and perfect.

“Harper, darling,” she purrs, moving toward us with feline grace. “It’s been too long.”

“Scarlett.” Harper’s voice is cool but not unfriendly. “Welcome to corporate. I see you’ve met everyone.”

“Almost everyone.” Those piercing green eyes land on me, and I feel like I’m being dissected. She points a lazy, French-tipped nail at me. “Who’s this pretty little thing?”

“This is Amy, my new assistant.” Harper places a hand on my lower back, a subtle reminder of who I belong to. “She’ll be attending to you while you’re here.”

Scarlett’s tongue clicks as her lips curl up into a smile. “That’s a secretary, Harper. A new plaything?”

“Why don’t you find out?”

“How thoughtful.” Scarlett extends her hand. “Pleased to meet you, Amy.”

When I take her hand, I notice something that makes my breath catch. There, beneath the tight fabric of her dress, is the unmistakable outline of a bulge. A substantial one. My eyes flick up to hers, and she gives me a broad wink that promises more than I care to imagine. For just an instant, all I can think about is that one video, where that guy drops to his knees and peels her skirt back before he —

“Amy will show you to the conference room and get you anything you need,” Harper says, oblivious to my sudden revelation. “I have a quick meeting, but I’ll join you shortly.”

“Anything? How delicious.” Scarlett’s fingers brush mine as she releases my hand. “I’m sure Amy and I will get along famously.”


Chapter 2: Miss Bliss

“Can I get you anything? Water? Coffee?”

“Just close the door, sweetie.”

I do as I’m told, and when I turn around, Scarlett is perched on the edge of the conference table, legs crossed, watching me with predatory interest. The hem of her skirt has slid so far up her thighs, I’m certain that if I let my gaze slip, I’ll see what’s between them.

“So,” she says, “you’re Harper’s new plaything. Never thought she’d ditch that other girl.”

She rises from the table and moves to the windows, methodically closing each blind. The room darkens with each snap of the slats, and my heart rate accelerates in perfect sync. I catch Diana’s eye as she walks by, and she gives me a glare.

“Other girl?”

“I think I saw her out there. Lucy?”

There’s a wincing sensation in my stomach that I try to ignore. I like Lucy. Why don’t I want to talk about her?

“What are you doing?” I ask instead.

“Creating some privacy.” She turns to face me, and in the dim light, her eyes seem to glow. “You don’t want the whole office watching what happens next, do you?”

I swallow hard. “Nothing’s going to happen.”

Her smile widens. “Isn’t it?” She takes a step toward me. “I’ve seen the way you looked at me. The way you noticed what’s under my dress.” Her fingers curl under it but freeze before she pulls it up.

Now the pit is replaced with butterflies. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Pretty girls like you are so adorable when they lie.” Another step closer. “Tell me, Amy. Have you been a good secretary for Harper?”

“Yes,” I say automatically. “I mean, I try to be.”

“I’m sure you do. Harper can be so… demanding.” She’s circling me now, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor, her eyes stripping off all my defenses. “But she takes care of her toys, doesn’t she?”

“I’m not her toy.”

“No?” Scarlett stops directly behind me, so close I can feel her breath on my neck. “Then why are you wearing a cage under that pretty skirt?”

I freeze. “How did you—”

“I can tell.” Her hands settle on my hips, and I gasp. “The way you walk. The way you sit. The desperate little look in your eyes.” Her lips brush my ear. “I know a locked-up sissy when I see one.”

My body betrays me, trembling under her touch. The cage feels impossibly tight now, my cock straining against the unyielding plastic.

“Scarlett — “ I start.

“Miss Bliss,” she purrs. Her hands slide up my sides, then down again, skimming over the satin of my blouse. “You know, I could tell Sloane about you. About what you really are. There aren’t supposed to be any boys in the office, you know. If she found out… It’d be poor Harper who suffers the consequences.”

A jolt down my back. “You wouldn’t.”

“I might.” She turns me around to face her. “Unless you give me a reason not to.”

I stare up at her, caught like a deer in headlights. “What do you want?”

“Only what I need.” She moves back to the table, leaning against it casually. “Only what I know you want to give me.”

The butterflies return. “What do you want me to do?”

Scarlett’s smile is triumphant. “There’s a good girl. First, I want you to come here.”

I approach her slowly. Her hand reaches out to cup my cheek, her thumb tracing my lower lip. “That color’s cute on these pretty lips. I bet Harper loves it when you use it on her.”

My breath catches as her thumb slips between my lips.

“I wonder if you’re as good as she says you are.” Scarlett’s hands move to the hem of her dress, slowly inching it upward. My chest feels like it’s going to explode. “I think it’s time we find out if I will, too.”

The fabric rises, revealing smooth, tanned skin, then the lacy tops of her stockings, and finally, a pair of sheer black panties that do nothing to conceal what lies beneath. Her cock is straining against the delicate fabric, impressive in size and already visibly leaking.

“This is what you noticed earlier, isn’t it?” she purrs. “What you couldn’t stop staring at?”

I nod, mesmerized.

“Say it,” she demands. “Tell me what you want.”

“I — “ My voice fails me.

“Come on, Amy. I know you’ve been thinking about it since the moment you saw me. I have, too.” She pulls the panties down just enough to free herself, her cock springing up against her stomach. “Give me what you give to Harper.”

The words tumble out before I can stop them, just like I’m in a Venus Productions video: “I want to suck your cock, Miss Bliss.”

Her smile is radiant. “Then get on your knees and show me.”


Chapter 3: Caged Heat

I sink to my knees on the scratchy office rug. Up close, Scarlett’s cock is even more impressive — thick and veined, with a glistening drop of pre-cum beading at the tip. It even smells good. Flowers, obviously artificial, which somehow makes it better, mixing with her musk.

“Have you done this before?” she asks, her fingers threading through my hair.

“Not with a — I mean, Harper has — but never — “

Scarlett giggles excitedly. “You mean I’m your first real cock? Wow, Harper must really like you if she hasn’t passed you around yet. First real cock in that pretty sissy mouth. This is what you were made for, sweetie — kneeling, serving, being a good girl for superior cocks.”

A million questions flood my thoughts, but they all disappear the second she cups my cheek in her hand again. The room falls away until it’s just me, Scarlett, and her throbbing, half-hard cock.

“I’ll be patient,” she murmurs, guiding my face closer to her cock. “Start with the tip.”

It doesn’t matter how many times I’ve swallowed Harper’s strap-on or buried myself between her legs, or how many Venus Productions videos I’ve seen. Nothing prepared me for this.

My stomach is in knots as I start. I go slowly at first, my tongue darting out to taste the drop of moisture at her tip. It’s salty and strangely sweet. Just that is enough to make me shiver. A little more pre-cum dribbles into my panties.

“Good girl,” she murmurs. “Give it a little kiss.”

I obey. There’s a twisting thrill when I feel her twitch between my lips and she lets out a little sigh.

“Suck it, sweetie.”

The command sends a jolt of fear — and excitement — through me. I wrap my lips around her head, sucking gently, my tongue swirling around the sensitive rim. Her fingers tighten in my hair.

“That’s it,” she breathes. “Use that pretty mouth. Don’t take too long, though. I’d hate for someone to walk in on this, wouldn’t you?”

I hadn’t thought of that. What if someone does see us — what if Sloane does? Diana knows I’m in here with Scarlett. There’s no doubt in my mind that as soon as she hears us, she’ll go right to Sloane to report on us. Or maybe Harper, and I’d only be fired. I can’t tell which option is worse.

“Mmm, you’re good,” she says, her voice husky. “But I bet you can do better.”

She thrusts forwards, the conference table squeaking beneath her. Her hands guide my head, her cock slipping against my tongue before setting a rhythm that’s just on the edge of too much. I feel tears pricking at the corners of my eyes as she pushes deeper, my lipstick leaving crimson smudges along her length.

“Look at me,” she commands, and I raise my eyes to meet hers. “There’s nothing prettier than a sissy with a mouthful of cock and tears in her eyes. Look how natural you are at this. You were never meant to use that useless thing between your legs—you were meant to worship real cocks like the sissy slut you are.”

The humiliation of her words makes my own cock throb painfully in its cage. I moan around her, the vibration making her hips buck.

“You like that, don’t you?” Scarlett’s hand travels down to my chest, unbuttoning the top of my blouse to reveal the lacy edge of my bra. “You like being a good little cocksucker.”

Her fingers trace the outline of my bra, then slip inside to pinch my nipple. The sensation shoots straight to my groin, and I whimper around her cock.

“Such sensitive little titties,” she coos. “Harper’s trained you well.”

Her other hand slides down my back, finding the zipper of my skirt and tugging it down. I think I should stop her, but I’m not sure I want to. Her cock fills my mouth again, and her words fill my head, and all I can do is submit as she pushes my skirt down around my knees.

“Let’s see what we have here,” she says, her hand now caressing my ass through my panties. “Oh, pretty. Pink lace. A matching set. Does Harper make you do that? Show me what’s inside.”

I hesitate for only a moment before tugging my panties down. I can feel how wet they are without looking at that. Scarlett laughs. It turns into a moan when my tongue flickers across the underside of her cock.

I pull back, gasping for air. “A month.”

“A whole month? Poor baby.” She sticks out her lip in a false pout. “You must be desperate in there.”

“Yes,” I admit, my voice barely a whisper.

“If you do a good enough job, maybe I can help with that.” She guides me back to her cock.

I can’t imagine how she would. Except for that one way. But, no, surely she must mean she can convince Harper to unlock me. There’s no way she’d — would she? I feel like I’m going to pass out from all the butterflies in my stomach.

“That’s it,” she moans. “That’s a good girl. Play with your cage while you suck me.”

I reach down with my free hand, my fingers finding the steel bars of the chastity device. Even through the cage, the pressure feels incredible. I rub myself through the device, the friction against my trapped cock sending waves of muted pleasure through my body.

“Does that feel good?” Scarlett asks, her voice thick with arousal.

“Mmm-hmm,” I hum around her cock.

“Tell me,” she demands, pulling me off her. “Tell me how it feels to be locked up while you service me.”

“It’s—it’s so hard,” I gasp. “I want to cum so bad.”

Scarlett giggles. “Of course you do, sweetie. But little clitties like yours aren’t meant for fucking. They’re meant to be locked up while you please real cocks. But this mouth? These lips? Perfect sissy tools. This is your real purpose.”

The moan slips, unbidden, from my mouth — from where her cock has smeared my lipstick.

“Look at you,” she says with a smirk. “Getting off on being told what you are. You love this, don’t you? Being a pretty little sissy cocksucker.”

“Yes,” I whisper, beyond shame now. “I love it.”

“Show me how much you love it,” she commands, guiding me back to her cock. “Make me cum in that pretty mouth.”

I take her deeply again, pumping her slick cock with one hand while I rub myself with the other. The dual sensation is overwhelming — the fullness in my mouth, the frustration between my legs.

Scarlett’s breathing becomes erratic, her hips moving more urgently against my face. “I’m close,” she warns. “Be a good girl and swallow every drop.”

Her cock pulses against my tongue, and then she’s cumming, hot jets filling my mouth. I swallow reflexively, the salty taste flooding my senses. Fuck, it’s so much — why do I want it so badly? She holds me there, making sure I take everything she has to give, her moans of pleasure filling the quiet room.

When she finally releases me, I sit back on my heels, lips glistening, chest heaving.

“That was really your first time?” Scarlett says, tucking herself back into her panties and smoothing down her dress. “Harper has trained you well.”

It’s strange to feel proud of sucking a cock, and stranger still to want to do it again. I could blame it all on the desperation my cage is causing me, but I know it’s not true.

“Now,” she says, leaning forwards and taking both my hands to pull me to standing. “I think it’s your turn.”


Chapter 4: Interrupted

Scarlett’s fingers slip up my thighs, disappearing beneath my skirt before I notice them again on my cage, working between the bars to tease me with a touch so light it’s beyond torture. I bite my lip to stifle a moan, my body trembling with need.

“Have you ever cum without touching your clitty?” she asks, her voice a sultry whisper.

I shake my head, unable to form words.

“No? Harper’s even meaner than I remember. At least she let poor Lucy cum.”

Suddenly, her fingers are around my wrists again. They’re tight. There is a frozen instant where I can see her looking at me and I know exactly what’s going to happen, but I can’t stop it. I’m not sure I even want to. She pulls me forwards, nearly throwing me across the conference room table. One of my feet lifts off the floor.

“Bend over for me, sweetie. Let me see that pretty ass.”

Scarlett wrenches up my skirt, exposing my pink panties, then pulls them down to my thighs, all before I have a chance to squeal. My cage clatters against the table. It leaves behind a trail of silvery pre-cum.

“Just as I thought,” she purrs, her finger tracing the curve of my ass. “Harper’s been here too.”

She spreads my cheeks, revealing my hole — no longer the tight, virgin entrance it was when I started working here. A month of serving Harper has left me changed, opened, ready. My cage twitches and the trail grows a little longer.

“Has she plugged you yet?” Scarlett asks, circling my entrance with her fingertip.

“Yes,” I whisper, every muscle in my body tightening in expectation. “During the interview.”

“And did you like it?”

I hesitate, then nod. “Yes.”

“I knew it.” Her finger presses against me, not entering, just applying pressure. “All sissies do. It’s in your nature to be penetrated, to be filled. What else has she filled you with?”

Her words make my cage feel tighter, my cock straining against its prison. When her finger finally slips inside me, I gasp, my back arching involuntarily.

“A finger?”

“Yes,” I moan.

“Something else?” She works her finger in and out, adding a second one, stretching me open. With each thrust, she brushes against that spot, sending waves of pleasure through my body.

“Oh fuck,” I moan, my legs shaking. “Please...”

“Please what?” she teases, her fingers moving faster.

“Please don’t stop.”

“I won’t, baby. Not until you cum like the good little sissy you are.” She leans over me, her breasts pressing against my back, her lips brushing my ear. “Think about it, Amy. Think about what you are now. A pretty little secretary in lace panties, bent over a conference table, getting fingered by a woman with a cock bigger than yours will ever be. This is what real sissies do—they take it from behind while their useless little things stay locked away.”

Her dirty talk intensifies the sensations coursing through me. I can feel pressure building, different from normal arousal — deeper, more intense.

“That’s it,” she encourages, her fingers moving relentlessly. “Give in to it. Show me what a good sissy you are.”

The pleasure builds and builds, my cage dripping with pre-cum, my body trembling on the edge of release. Just as I’m about to tip over —

The conference room door swings open.

“Amy, Scarlett, I was wondering if — “ Lucy’s voice cuts off abruptly.

Scarlett freezes, her fingers still inside me, and I want to die of embarrassment. Slowly, I turn my head to see Lucy standing in the doorway, her eyes wide, a stack of papers clutched to her chest.

But instead of shock or disgust, what I see on her face is... interest.

“Oh, Scarlett,” she says, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Amy, too?”

Scarlett withdraws her fingers with deliberate slowness, and I whimper at the loss. “Lucy, honey. Didn’t anyone teach you to knock?”

“Have you ever actually locked a door?” Lucy replies smoothly, stepping into the room and closing it behind her.

I scramble to pull up my panties, my face burning with humiliation, but Scarlett places a hand on my lower back.

“Stay just like that, Amy,” she commands softly. Then, to Lucy: “We were just having a little fun. Care to join?”

Lucy’s eyes travel over my exposed position, lingering on my cage, visible where my skirt is still hiked up. “I didn’t know Amy was...” She gestures vaguely.

“A sissy?” Scarlett finishes.

Lucy giggles as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. “Caged.”

Scarlett grins. “She was just about to cum, too. Such a shame we were interrupted.”

“Oh, don’t stop on my account,” Lucy says, perching on the edge of the table where she can see my face. “I’d love to watch.”

“I don’t think — “ I begin, but Scarlett’s fingers are already sliding back inside me, cutting off my protest with a gasp.

“What do you think, Lucy?” Scarlett asks, her fingers working their magic again. “Isn’t she pretty like this? All desperate and needy.”

“Adorable,” Lucy agrees, her hand moving to caress my cheek. “Look at those flushed cheeks. Those parted lips.”

“Tell Lucy how it feels, Amy,” Scarlett commands. “Tell her what I’m doing to you.”

I swallow hard, looking up into Lucy’s bright, curious eyes. “She’s... she’s fingering me.”

“And how does it feel?”

“Good,” I admit, my voice breaking as Scarlett finds that spot again. “Amazing.”

“She was about to cum from just my fingers in her ass,” Scarlett explains, her free hand reaching around to tap my cage. “No stimulation to her little clitty at all.”

I moan, beyond caring about my audience, my focus narrowing to the sensations coursing through my body.

“That’s it,” Scarlett encourages. “Show me and Lucy what a good sissy you are.”

Lucy leans in closer, her hand now stroking my hair, her eyes fixed on my face. “Cum for us, Amy,” she whispers. “Let go.”

It shouldn’t be this hot for Lucy to be here. I used to imagine her sucking my cock — now I just want to kiss her. Both of them talking to me like this, while I’m bent over the table, subjected completely to Scarlett’s whims, is enough to push me over the edge. The pressure that’s been building explodes, and I cry out as waves of pleasure crash through me. My cage jerks and twitches, cum spurting through the bars, spattering onto the conference table.

“Oh fuck,” Lucy breathes, watching as I shake and spasm. “That’s so hot.”

I collapse onto the table, utterly spent, as Scarlett slowly withdraws her fingers. My mind is blank, my body tingling with aftershocks.

“Well,” Lucy says after a moment, her voice bright with amusement. “That was certainly more interesting than the paperwork I came in with.”


Chapter 5: Pretty in Pink

I stand outside Harper’s front door, my heart hammering against my ribs. I’m still dressed in my work clothes — a pale blue blouse, a tight pencil skirt that barely covers my stocking tops, and those teetering heels. Beneath it all, the lingerie Harper selected for me this morning: powder pink lace with tiny white bows.

The chastity cage between my legs feels heavier tonight, more present. After what happened with Scarlett, after cumming in front of Lucy, I’m more confused than ever. And, despite erupting onto the table, I don’t feel any less aroused than before. I raise my hand to knock, hesitate, then finally tap my knuckles against the door. The sound seems too loud in the quiet neighborhood.

The door swings open, and there she is. Harper Steele, but not as I usually see her. Gone is the severe business attire, the tight bun, the commanding presence that fills her office. Instead, she’s wrapped in a silk robe that falls just to mid-thigh, her hair loose around her shoulders, her feet bare. In the soft lighting of her entryway, she looks almost approachable.

Almost.

“You’re late,” she says, but there’s no edge to her voice. She steps aside to let me in.

“Traffic,” I mumble, stepping past her into the now-familiar foyer. The house is different at night — dimmer, more intimate. Music plays softly from hidden speakers, something jazzy and low.

“Scarlett told me what happened today,” she says, gesturing for me to sit on the couch next to her.

I nearly choke. “She did?”

“Mmm.” Harper’s eyes never leave mine as I sit primly next to her. “She said you were very... accommodating.”

“Harper, I can explain — “

“No need.” She waves a hand dismissively. “I’m not angry, Amy.”

“You’re not?” I blink in surprise.

“No.” A slow smile spreads across her face. She steps closer, her robe parting slightly to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of lace underneath. “Why do you think I sent you in there? Now her project is coming to my division.”

“Away from Sloane,” I murmur.

“Which is why I have something for you.” She rises in a swirl of silk and disappears down the hallway I know goes to her bedroom. She returns with a small package wrapped in pale pink tissue paper. I take it from her, our fingers brushing in the exchange, and carefully unwrap it.

Inside is gossamer pink fabric so delicate it feels like it might dissolve between my fingers. I lift it up, and it unfurls into a baby doll nightgown — all sheer lace and ruffled trim, with tiny satin bows adorning the straps and bodice.

“It’s beautiful,” I whisper, genuinely enchanted by the feminine garment.

“I thought it was time for a reward,” Harper says, her voice lower now. “For a job well done.” She leans forwards, and for an instant, the façade of confidence drops away. “I was hoping to see you in it.”

I look up at her, clutching the nightgown to my chest. “You want me to put it on?”

“I do.” She leans closer, her lips nearly brushing my ear. “And if you’re a good girl and wear it for me, I might even unlock that cage of yours.”

My breath catches. It’s been a month since I’ve been free, since I’ve been able to get fully hard, to touch myself properly. The promise of release is intoxicating.

“Go change,” she instructs, nodding toward the hallway. “You know where the bathroom is.”

I practically leap from the sofa, nightie in hand, and hurry to the bathroom. Once inside, I lean against the door, taking a moment to collect myself. This isn’t what I expected when I arrived tonight. I thought Harper would be angry, jealous even. Instead, she’s offering me a reward. Release.

I strip quickly, carefully hanging my work clothes on the hooks behind the door. My lingerie follows — the pretty pink set I’ve been wearing all day, now stained with evidence of my encounter with Scarlett. I step into the shower for a quick rinse, washing away the remnants of the day, then dry off with one of Harper’s fluffy towels.

Standing naked before the mirror, I examine myself. The cage looks almost ornamental now, a piece of exotic jewelry nestled between my legs. I slip the baby doll over my head, and the fabric settles against my skin like a whisper. It’s scandalously short, barely covering the cage, the mesh so sheer that everything is clearly visible underneath. I turn, checking my profile, and for a moment, I hardly recognize myself.

With my makeup still perfect from work, my hair styled, and now this delicate piece of lingerie, I look... pretty. Gorgeous, actually. Like I could be in a Venus video. The kind of pretty that makes something flutter in my stomach, that makes my cage feel tight in a way that’s not entirely uncomfortable.

For the first time, I see what Harper sees when she looks at me. What Scarlett saw today. What Lucy’s eyes revealed when she watched me cum.

I see Amy.

Taking a deep breath, I open the bathroom door and make my way back to the living room. Harper has dimmed the lights further, and she’s seated on the sofa now, her robe parted to reveal a black lace teddy underneath.

When she sees me, her eyes darken with desire. “Look at you,” she murmurs. “My perfect little sissy.”

I should hate that word. I should reject everything it implies. Instead, I feel a surge of pride, of pleasure.

“Do you like it?” I ask, giving a small twirl.

“Come here,” she commands, patting the space beside her. The confidence is back, except now it’s turned into that predatory hunger that sends prickles of fear down my neck.

I cross the room, conscious of the way the nightgown flutters around my thighs, and sit beside her. Her hand immediately finds my leg, stroking the bare skin above my knee.

“You’re becoming exactly what I wanted,” she says, her voice thick with something that might be affection. “Do you know that?”

“I think so,” I reply honestly.

“When I hired you, I saw potential. But even I didn’t expect you to take to this so naturally.” Her hand slides higher, under the hem of the nightgown. “You were made for this, Amy.”

Her fingers brush against my cage, and I gasp. “Harper...”

“Do you like being locked up like a good girl? Tell Mistress the truth. Tell me how much you love having your pathetic clitty caged while you serve me like a proper sissy.”

I hesitate. She looks at me, expectant, from under her eyebrows.

“Yes,” I finally say, my voice a bare whisper. It’s strange to hear the truth spoken aloud. A strange calmness floods me. I’m still desperate to be unlocked, but instead of it bothering me, now it feels… right? Exciting?

Harper’s eyes gleam with satisfaction. “I knew it.” She reaches into the pocket of her robe and pulls out a small key. “You’ve earned this.”


Chapter 6: Unlocked

It doesn’t feel real.

After a month in steel, I can barely remember what it’s like to get an erection that isn’t squeezed and constrained. The sensation is overwhelming. Even the air in the room feels like too much stimulation against my oversensitive skin. I’m hard almost instantly, shuddering against the overpowering sensations.

“Look at that,” she murmurs, watching as I grow to my full length. “Not bad for a sissy clitty.” Harper’s hand wraps around my shaft, and I gasp at the contact. “Sensitive, aren’t you? Still so small even when it’s fully hard. At least it’s pretty — perfect for a sissy who’ll never use it anyway.”

“Yes,” I breathe, already feeling close to the edge just from her touch.

“I bet I could make you cum right now with just… one… touch.” She demonstrates with each word and brings me perilously close to the edge. But why would that be bad? “But that’s not what we’re going to do,” she says, releasing me. “Not yet.”

I whimper at the loss of contact, my cock twitching in the air. “Please, Harper...”

“Miss Steele,” she corrects, her voice dropping to that commanding tone I’ve come to both fear and crave. “When we’re like this, you call me Miss Steele.”

“Yes, Miss Steele.”

She leans back against the sofa, her robe falling open to fully reveal the black lace beneath. “Come here,” she says, patting her lap. “I want you on top of me.”

I move to straddle her, the babydoll riding up around my waist, my erection pressing against her stomach. Her hands find my hips, guiding me into position.

“Kiss me,” she commands, and I do, leaning forward to press my lips to hers.

The kiss deepens quickly, her tongue slipping into my mouth, her hands roaming over my body — up my thighs, across my ass, under the sheer fabric of the nightgown to caress my chest. When her fingers find my nipples, pinching them lightly, I moan into her mouth. I feel so small in her lap. This isn’t where a boy is supposed to be.

“You like that,” she observes, not a question but a statement of fact.

“Yes, Miss Steele.”

Her lips travel down my neck, leaving a trail of heat in their wake. “Tell me what else you like,” she murmurs against my skin. “Tell me what Amy likes.”

I close my eyes, surrendering to the sensations. “I like... I like the clothes. The lingerie. The way the fabric feels against my skin.”

“Mmm.” Her teeth graze my collarbone. “What else?”

“I like serving you,” I admit, my voice barely audible. “Being on my knees for you. Making you feel good.”

Her hands slide to my ass, squeezing firmly. “And what about today? Did you like what Scarlett did to you?”

I freeze, caught between honesty and what I think Harper wants to hear.

“Tell me,” she demands, her fingers digging into my flesh. “Tell me what she did to you.”

“She... she made me suck her cock,” I say, heat rising to my cheeks. “Then she bent me over the conference table and fingered me until I came.”

Harper’s breath hitches. “And you enjoyed it?”

“I did.”

“Because you’re a sissy,” she says, her voice thick with desire. “Because that’s what sissies do. They please whoever their mistress tells them to. “You’re my good little sissy slut. You’ll suck cock, get fucked, and do whatever I command because that’s what sissy girls are for.”

I should be humiliated by her words. Instead, I feel a surge of arousal so intense it makes my head spin.

“Yes, Miss Steele.”

“And now,” she continues, her hands moving to my thighs, “you’re going to please me.”

I feel something hard pressing against me — something that wasn’t there before. Looking down, I see a bulge beneath Harper’s teddy that definitely wasn’t there when I sat down.

“What — “ I begin, but she silences me with another kiss.

When she breaks away, her smile is wicked. “I’ve been wearing it since you arrived,” she explains, shifting slightly so I can feel the firmness of the strap-on pressing against me more insistently. “Waiting for the right moment.”

My cock twitches at the revelation, a drop of pre-cum beading at the tip. “You’re going to... to fuck me?”

“Only if you want it,” she says, her voice suddenly gentle. “Only if you ask for it.”

I squirm on her lap. The last of my resistance is already beginning to melt away.

“Please,” I whisper.

“Please what?” she presses. “Be specific, Amy.”

I swallow hard, then say the words I never thought I’d hear from my own mouth: “Please fuck me with your strap-on, Miss Steele.”

Her smile is triumphant. “Good girl. But first, show me what you did for Scarlett.”

I blink in surprise. “What?”

“You heard me.” She pushes me gently off her lap. “On your knees, Amy. Show me how you serviced her.”

Understanding dawns. “You want me to...”

“Suck my cock,” she finishes for me. “Just like you did hers.”


Chapter 7: Submission

I slide to the floor between her legs, my heart racing. Harper watches me with hooded eyes as I reach for the crotch of her teddy, pulling it aside to reveal the base of the strap-on. It’s realistic, like the ones in her collection at home, and attached to a harness that’s secured firmly around her hips.

“Go on,” she encourages. “Show me what a good cocksucker you are.”

I lean forward, taking the silicone shaft in my hand, and press my lips to the tip. It’s not warm like a real cock, but the way Harper’s breath catches when I take it into my mouth is very real indeed.

“That’s it,” she murmurs, her hand coming to rest on the back of my head. “Take it deeper.”

I do as I’m told, sliding my lips down the shaft, taking it as far as I can before pulling back. I establish a rhythm, using all the techniques I’ve learned over the past month — swirling my tongue, hollowing my cheeks, using my hand on what doesn’t fit in my mouth.

“Enough,” she says suddenly, pulling me off her. “I don’t want to cum yet.”

She stands, pulling me up with her, and kisses me hungrily. When she breaks away, her eyes are dark with desire.

“Turn around,” she commands. “Hands on the couch. Let me see that pretty ass.”

I comply, positioning myself as instructed, the baby doll riding up to expose me completely. I feel vulnerable, exposed, and incredibly aroused. My shaft twitches against the sheer lace, dripping pre-cum onto it.

Harper moves behind me, her hands caressing my ass. “Look at this,” she murmurs, one finger tracing my entrance. “Already so open from Scarlett’s attentions.”

I feel her finger press into me, testing, and I push back against it instinctively.

“Eager, aren’t we?” she laughs, withdrawing her finger. “Don’t worry, sissy. I’m going to fill you up properly.”

All I can do is moan. I want her so badly. It’s different like this — different than in the office, where she wants to fuck. She’s never been tender, never been sweet. This isn’t just her using me like a toy. This is something else.

“Are you ready?” she asks, positioning the strap-on against my entrance.

“Yes, Miss Steele,” I breathe, anticipation coiling tight in my belly.

She pushes forward slowly, the pressure building. My entire body is tense and I realize I’m standing on my tiptoes in the stilettos. I take in a deep breath and feel a ripple of relaxation run through me.

“Do you want this?”

She’s never asked that before. Either she hasn’t cared or she’s assumed I do — and she hasn’t been wrong.

“I want you,” I breathe.

She strokes one hand down my spine. “Let me in, Amy.”

I take a deep breath, willing my body to accept her, and she pushes forward again. This time, the head of the strap-on slips past the tight ring of muscle. I gasp at the intrusion, my body tensing, but I push my way through it. The sensation is overwhelming — a burning stretch that borders on pain but doesn’t quite cross the line. Inch by inch, she fills me until I feel the harness press against my ass.

“There, good girl!” Her voice is strained with effort and arousal. “That’s all of it! How does it feel?”

“Full,” I manage to say. “So full.”

She stays still for a moment, allowing me to adjust, her hands stroking my hips, my back, my thighs. Then, slowly, she begins to move, pulling out almost completely before sliding back in.

“Oh,” I gasp, as the strap-on brushes against my sissy spot and pre-cum squirts out of me.

“Found it,” she says with satisfaction, angling her hips to hit that spot again.

She establishes a rhythm, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through my body. My cock, free from its cage for the first time in a month, swings heavily beneath me, pre-cum dribbling everywhere.

“Touch yourself,” Harper commands. “I want to see you stroke that clitty while I fuck you.”

“I don’t need to,” I moan, the pleasure of her cock in my ass so intense that I almost can’t even hear.

“Do it for me.”

I reach between my legs, wrapping my hand around my shaft, and nearly cry out at the intensity of the sensation. After a month of denial, of only being able to feel pleasure through my ass, the direct stimulation is almost too much.

“Slowly,” she warns. “I don’t want you to cum yet.”

I stroke myself in time with her thrusts, trying to hold back the orgasm that’s building rapidly. Harper’s pace increases, her hips slapping against my ass, the strap-on hitting that perfect spot with every thrust.

“Do you like it?” she asks, her voice breathless. “Being fucked like a real sissy?”

“Yes,” I moan, beyond caring about anything but the pleasure coursing through me. “Oh, fuck yes, Miss Steele.”

“Tell me,” she demands, her thrusts becoming harder, more insistent. “Tell me what you are.”

“I’m a sissy,” I gasp, the words falling from my lips without hesitation. “Your sissy.”

“And what do sissies do?”

“They... they get fucked,” I pant, my hand moving faster despite her warning. “They please their mistress.”

“That’s right,” she growls, leaning forward so her body covers mine, her breath hot against my ear. “And what are you going to do for me, Amy?”

“Anything,” I promise, teetering on the edge of release. “Anything you want.”

She reaches around, her hand joining mine on my cock, setting a pace that’s guaranteed to push me over the edge. “Cum for me,” she commands. “Show me what a good sissy you are.”

With a cry that’s half pleasure, half surrender, I explode, my release splattering across the sofa and carpet. My body convulses around the strap-on, intensifying the sensations, drawing out the orgasm until I’m shaking with the force of it.

Behind me, Harper’s rhythm falters, her hips jerking erratically as she grinds against the base of the strap-on, seeking her own release. When it comes, she collapses against my back, her body trembling, a long, low moan escaping her lips.

We stay like that for a moment, joined, panting, until she slowly withdraws and helps me to stand on shaky legs. When I turn to face her, she’s looking at me with a mixture of satisfaction and something else — something almost tender.

“You’re perfect,” she says softly, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “Absolutely perfect.”


Chapter 8: The Nature of Things

I wake to the feeling of Harper’s fingers tracing lazy patterns on my bare skin. We’re in her bed, the sheets tangled around us, morning light filtering through the curtains. The babydoll is crumpled on the floor where she tossed it last night, along with her teddy and the strap-on harness. It’s just us.

But who am I?

“Morning,” she murmurs, pressing a kiss to my shoulder.

“Morning,” I reply, stretching languidly. My hole aches. Wonderfully.

Her hand travels down my chest, over my stomach, to where my cock lies soft against my thigh. “You know this has to go back in its cage today,” she says, wrapping her fingers around me, beginning to gently stroke. Then she giggles. “You really are a sissy. Why else would you start getting hard imagining being locked back up?”

“Can I ask you something?”

She looks surprised. “Mm.”

“Yesterday, Scarlett said that you had — that she — “ I can’t bring myself to say Lucy’s name. “Your other secretaries.”

Harper’s hand stills momentarily before resuming its movement. “Scarlett has a big mouth.”

“So it is true?”

She sighs. “Yes. There have been others. Girls like you.”

A strange feeling twists in my stomach — not quite jealousy, but something close. “What happened to them?”

“Different things,” she says vaguely. “Some couldn’t handle it and left. Others... evolved.”

“Evolved?”

She turns to face me fully, her expression serious. “There comes a point, Amy, where the line between who you are and who you’re pretending to be starts to blur. Some of my secretaries reached that point and had to make a choice.”

“What kind of choice?”

“Whether to fight it or embrace it.” Her hand moves down to cup my softened cock. “Whether to keep pretending they’re boys playing dress-up, or accept that they were always meant to be my girls.”

I swallow hard, a flutter of anxiety — or is it excitement? — stirring in my chest. “And what did they choose?”

Harper’s smile is enigmatic. She leans in to kiss me, effectively ending the conversation, but her words linger in my mind as we rise to start the day. As she helps me back into my cage, secures the lock with a definitive click, as she selects my lingerie for the day — a pale blue set with delicate lace trim — I can’t help but wonder where I fall in the spectrum of Harper’s secretaries.

“How does it feel?” Harper asks, watching as I adjust myself in the soft blue panties she’s selected for me.

“Tight,” I admit. “But... good.”

“Keeps your clitty where it belongs.”

Clitty. It’s an electric punch to my belly.

“Come here,” Harper says, patting the spot beside her on the bed. When I sit, she takes my hand in hers, but she can’t look at me. She stares across the room, stiff and uncomfortable. “I need to — we need to talk about what happens… next.”

A flutter of anxiety rises in my chest. “Next?”

“I… don’t want it to happen to us,” she says haltingly. “What happened with — “

She cuts herself off, but I can finish the sentence for her. “Lucy.”

Her fingers tighten around mine. “I want you with me.”

“With you?”

“As my… here. With me.”

It takes me a moment to realize what she’s saying. When I do, it’s a freight train derailing. “You want me to be your girlfriend? Here?”

I stare at her, speechless. In all our time together, through all the domination and submission, the orders and the obedience, it never occurred to me that Harper might have genuine feelings for me. That I could be anything other than Jesse — my real self. Amy was just a job. Wasn’t it?

“You don’t have to answer now,” she says, mistaking my silence for reluctance. “Take some time to think about it. But know that if you choose to stay with me, to be my Amy fully, I’ll take care of you in ways you can’t even imagine.”

I feel something shift inside me — a recognition, a clarity. But I’m still silent, so she starts to stand. I catch her hand.

“I don’t need to think about it,” I say, surprising myself with how steady my voice is.

Harper raises an eyebrow. “No?”

“No.” I take a deep breath. “I want to be your Amy. Your sissy. Your... girlfriend.”

The smile that spreads across her face is radiant, unlike any expression I’ve seen from her before. “Are you sure?”

Am I?


Used Sissy Secretary: Locked in the Office, Part 4: Dominated and Taken by Everyone Who Wants me

by Vanessa Lockridge


“You're shaking. Are you really that desperate?”

“Yes!”

Fulfilling Harper’s desires at Venus Productions is hard enough with all her rules — but the office is full of powerful women with their own ideas about what a sissy secretary should be doing.

Bent over desks. Tied down in conference rooms. Displayed in pink satin and frilly petticoats. And now drained, used, and transformed by women who know exactly how to make a caged sissy beg.

Every day brings new humiliations, new pleasures, and new proof that Amy was never meant to be anything but this: pretty, obedient, and desperately eager to please.


Chapter 1: The New Dress

Damn, I look hot.

Harper is going to flip when she sees me. She won’t be able to keep her hands off me. Just the thought of her looking at me like I know she will starts to make me stiff in my cage. All of it is a surprise — both how great I really do look, and how much I love it.

Anywhere but Venus Productions, the dress would be too much, but it’d be a hit there even without Harper drooling over me. They like their girls to be girly, after all, and I’m having a harder time pretending I’m not one of them anymore. Used to be that when I got home from the office, I’d strip out of my dress and lingerie and lay around in sweatpants. But now I can’t wait to get dressed in the morning, letting how tight my cage is direct me to the cutest, hottest things to wear.

Today it’s a pink satin dress with long, tight sleeves that end in an explosion of white lace. The bodice is tight but very low-cut, revealing more than a hint of my frilly white bra underneath. The lace and ruffles on it mix with the trim on the sweetheart neckline of the dress. I’m wearing a white lace waspie underneath that pulls my waist in and gives me a pretty nice figure, emphasized by the A-line skirt sticking out. It’s scandalously short, especially for an office, but I know Harper won’t be able to keep her eyes off of me as I flit around in it.

The thought makes me squeeze my thighs together, feeling the cage press against them. I love the way it sways, especially how when I take a step, it swishes just enough to show off the frilly little petticoat I put on underneath. My garter straps are visible, of course, and today I’m wearing my new stockings. They’re white lace, each topped with a line of pretty pink bows that match my dress and my stiletto platform heels. I’m just a delicious little pink satin and white lace confection.

And she is going to eat me up.

The best part of all of it is that Harper has no idea it’s coming. This isn’t the first girly thing I’ve purchased for myself — that was a stomach-twisting moment in front of the computer a few weeks ago — but today will be the first time I’ve worn something she didn’t pick out for me. It’s kind of funny that the terror I used to have about being caught as a boy in a dress is now replaced by my worry that my boss won’t think I’m slutty enough for her. I catch my reflection in the hallway mirror and pause. When did I start thinking of myself this way? When did “slutty enough” become something I aspire to?

I’m really stepping it up today, too. The clothes are pretty, but I want her to see more than just that on me. I want her to see me: her sexy little Amy, ready for anything and everything she wants to give me. That means make-up and hair: I went for darling pigtails on the top of my head, each with cute little bows, to give myself an innocent look, then paired it with sultry make-up. Heavy eyeliner with a long cat eye and sparkly eye shadow that give me constant bedroom eyes. Matte pink lips and a final pink ribbon around my neck tied in another pretty bow and I’m ready to go.

My clit’s never been harder.

That might be because of how long it’s been since I’ve had a proper orgasm — although, what even is “proper” anymore? When she first locked me in this cage, all I could think about was touching my cock, but not anymore. I don’t even think about it as a cock anymore, especially with this new, tinier cage she put me in. Amy’s got a darling little sissy clitty, and there’s something very exciting about that idea. Everything girly feels better when I’m locked up. The stockings feel softer, the lingerie squeezes a little better, the dresses feel a little prettier, and I feel even sissier. A few months ago, I wouldn’t have wanted any of this. Now I can’t stop fantasizing about all the pretty clothes I can wear and the awful, wonderful things Harper will do to me when she sees me in them.

It’s not just the dress, today, either, or the lingerie, or the fact that I picked it all out without her guidance. It’s the plug I slipped inside right before I walked out the door, knowing that she’s going to rip these skimpy little white lace panties off of me the second she sees me bent over, and I want there to be one last surprise for her. This is actually the second one I bought — it turns out that Harper’s bent me over her desk and fucked me with her strap-on so many times, I need a pretty big one; the first one just didn’t do it for me. This one is big and thick and steel, squeezing my sissy spot every time I move, with a cute jeweled heart on the end that I made sure to get right-side up. Each step I take reminds me it’s there, a delicious secret pressing inside me.

All I can think about when I sway my way up to the door of Venus Productions is what Harper is going to say when she sees me. I want her to stop and freeze and do that thing where her mouth opens a little, like she can’t control it. That’s when I know she’s going to bend me over her desk and give me the treatment I’m dying for these days. She knows exactly how to make me gasp, then squeal, then moan — and I can’t wait for her to do it while I’m dressed like this.

But when I push open the door to the office, it’s not Harper that sees me first. My stomach drops and all my sexy fantasies drain out of me in an instant.

“You,” Sloane Remington snaps, thrusting an accusatory finger at me before I even get my jacket off. “My office. Right now.”


Chapter 2: Sloane

“Just because you’re Harper’s little plaything doesn’t mean you’re safe,” she growls at me as she wrenches me along the outside of the steno pool to her office, her fingers wrapped so tightly around my wrist her nails are digging into my skin. The silver bracelet Harper gave me bounces along my arm as I struggle to keep up with her. “You are going to pay for what you did.”

I can hear her swallow a final epithet.

“What did I do?” I ask, half-innocent, half-terrified.

Scarlett Bliss is who I did. Sucked her cock in the conference room and made her feel like the star she is. Let her finger me and break Harper’s rules — and in return, she took all her ideas, plans, and contacts for her project away from Sloane and gave them to Harper. It paid off, too; Harper’s star is rising in the company, Bliss’s new videos are blowing up, and Sloane is impotently furious. Well, at least I thought it was impotent.

“You know exactly what you did,” she hisses, her voice a crazed whisper. “You little slut. Giving yourself away to that harlot just so your bitch of a boss can land her project!”

She pulls me past the only other person here this early in the morning: Diana Sinclair, the uptight office manager who seems to hate me just as much as Sloane does. She gives us a bored glance over her half-moon glasses before letting her eyes fall back to her work without so much as a change in her expression. Does she know? Does everyone know what I am? If Lucy was here, she could save me — but she won’t be in for another half-hour, and as much as I love working for Harper, she is as inconsistent as she is capable. Some days she doesn’t even show up until lunch.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I say.

“Don’t play dumb,” she snarls. “Although I suppose it’s not pretend with you, is it? Being a ditz is the only part of you that’s real.”

That makes my blood run cold. My heart hammers in my chest. No. She can’t know. She can’t. There’s no way she knows what I really am. What I’m hiding under my skirts. How could she? Harper made one thing crystal clear when I started: absolutely nobody in the office can find out I’m a sissy, and especially not Sloane. She could ruin both of us. Harper would never get a job in the industry again — and who else would hire me?

The door to Sloane’s office clicks shut with all the same finality as a bank vault. I stand nervously in front of her desk while she slithers to the other side, dropping into her chair and looking up at me with an icy smirk.

“Sit,” she says, gesturing to one of the uncomfortable-looking chairs next to me.

“I’d rather stand.”

“If you don’t give me Scarlett back, I’ll make sure everyone knows what’s going on between you and Harper.”

I let myself relax a fraction. Harper is not a subtle woman, and I am not a quiet girl. Everyone must know already. “Not my choice. You have to convince Scarlett, and she loves working with Harper.”

Sloane’s eyebrows raise. “Stupid girl. I don’t have to convince her. You do.”

“Or else you’ll tell everyone that she’s got a crush on her secretary?”

“Or else I’ll tell everyone that her secretary isn’t really a —”

The door bangs open so loudly that it makes me actually jump. The plug shifts inside me with the movement, a reminder of just how exposed I am. I spin around, now regretting the short, twirly nature of my skirt and hoping desperately that my panties aren’t so sheer that Sloane can see a heart twinkling out from inside them, and find myself looking at my savior — and the absolute last person I expected to come to my rescue.

If that’s what this really is.

“What do you need, Diana?” Sloane snaps. “We’re in the middle of a private meeting.”

“Call for you,” Diana says in her slow twang. “From the board.”

Sloane straightens. “Put it through to me here. Amy, sit.” She snaps her fingers and points at the chair.

My chest tightens as I start to drop into it, my rescue foiled.

“I need her,” Diana says evenly. “Nobody else is here, and I have to get things ready for the quarterly report.”

Sloane glowers at her, the muscles working in her jaw. “Fine,” she grits out. “I want her back when she’s finished.”

I could swear I see a smile flicker across Diana’s face. I’m not sure if it should worry me or not. I’ve never seen her even smirk since I started working here. She is the picture of reservation: her skirts are long, shapeless things made out of thick fabric that doesn’t so much as swing as just hang there, limp and dead; she’s always wearing lumpy, heavy sweaters, usually of the turtleneck variety, and her gray-streaked hair is always pulled back into a bun as severe as her expression. Today is no different, except that the sweater is an awful green cardigan with a high collar, every single button done up to seal her inside.

“Thanks,” I whisper as she escorts me outside, one hand on the small of my back. I start to go towards my desk by Harper’s office door, but the hand presses me firmly towards the conference rooms. “Hey, where are we going?”

“Conference room B,” she says flatly. She’s not looking at me, which can’t be a good sign. Even though Diana has never been as actively hostile to me as Sloane has, she’s never been kind, and she’s always made it clear that she thinks I’m a tramp ruining things for everyone else in the office. I’m certain she knows what I am. She’s in charge of the personnel records, after all, so she’d know. I knew at some point all of this would end in flames, I just never expected it would be with her.

Out of the frying pan, into the fire.


Chapter 3: Not So Much Rescued

“Sit,” she commands, shoving the conference room door shut with her hip. I obey hesitantly, keeping my legs crossed as tightly as I can. My thighs press against the cage, and I have to fight not to squirm. When Diana turns, there’s something different about her. It’s only when she crosses to me and drops into the chair next to mine that I realize the top two buttons on her cardigan are undone. “You have been causing quite a few problems, missy.”

“I have?”

She leans forwards just enough that I get a shocking view down her cardigan. Is that — no, it’s impossible. There is no way that Diana Sinclair, the world’s most prudish and sexless dresser in the world, is wearing a red satin bra with that much lace trim.

“At dear old Harper’s behest, I assume,” she says as she reaches up behind her head and pulls out the rod holding the bun in place. Her hair, strawberry red made silver with gray streaks shot through it, cascades around her shoulders in voluminous waves. “Of course, that puts you squarely in Sloane’s crosshairs, doesn’t it?”

My heart is thundering. I don’t know what this is, but I’m sure it can’t be good. “Just one of the risks of the job.”

“Poor thing,” she says, her voice low and husky. I tense up when she reaches forwards and puts her hand on my stocking-covered knee. She’s barely even looked at me before, and now this? “I was glad I could get you out of her office before she did something to you.”

“Has she done other things?”

Diana squeezes my knee before standing and circling around behind me. “She has. I know things can be hard here.”

Something cracks inside of me. “It has,” I say, tears welling up in my eyes. I sniff and let out a wet giggle. “No, I don’t want to cry about it. Harper hasn’t even seen my make-up!” And I worked so hard on it.

“It does look lovely today,” Diana says from behind me. Why is she buttering me up like this?

“There’s been so much pressure,” I say, trying to stifle more tears. “Especially now that we’re working with Scarlett — hey, what are you doing?”

“Hush,” she murmurs. “This will help.”

I’m not sure how tying my arms to the chair with red ribbon will help. Diana did it so quickly that I barely noticed until she had one tied down and was working on the second. Both are finished in lavish red bows that, while pretty, have completely restricted my movement. I try to twist around to see what she’s doing, but I don’t need to. She’s come around in front of me, cardigan fully open now, but I only catch a glimpse of red before she drops down in front of me and starts wrapping red ribbon around my ankles.

“Hey!”

“Hush,” she says again. “I know just what a girl like you needs.”

“I need to get to work!” I insist.

“Consider this your performance review,” she purrs, tightening the ribbons so my ankles are tied to the bottom of the chair. I struggle and quickly discover that not only can I not move, I can’t even reach the bows to untie them. I’m completely at Diana’s mercy. In a conference room. Alone. With my legs spread. The vulnerability sends a thrill through me that settles right in my cage.

Diana is smiling with pure satisfaction when she steps back to look at her handiwork. I don’t know whether to be scared or excited, so my clit makes the decision for me, swelling to fill my cage as soon as I get a look at the supposedly-demure office manager. It doesn’t make any sense. People like that don’t wear underwear like that. And they don’t have breasts like that. Or hips.

Oh, fuck. Is Diana hot?

“I’ve had my eye on you for a long time, missy,” she says, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her shapeless denim skirt.

Her lingerie is all crimson satin straps, criss-crossing her chest and waist, trimmed with red lace and glistening steel hardware. A chain runs between the cups and the straps are connected with O-rings. Her breasts are enormous, pushed up and together by the incredible bra, a small jewel dangling like a charm between them.

“Do you like it?” she purrs.

“I — but you — red?”

“One of my favorites,” she says, strutting towards me as she shimmies out of the skirt. The rest of her lingerie is no less dramatic: the garter belt — on Diana, of all people! — made from overlapping, interwoven red with a spray of red lace over each of her ample hips. Her panties are a tiny thong with an opening at the front held closed by a red ribbon tied in a bow. Her stockings are sheer and brilliant red. “Red makes me feel so sexy. I guess that’s how you feel about pink?”

She leans over me, fingers curling around the back of my head and tilting my head back for a hungry, aggressive kiss that makes my head spin. Her lips are demanding, claiming. I’ve never been kissed like this before. How is any of this possible? Her kiss is ravenous, her tongue thrusting inside my mouth as she forces her lips against mine, one hand slipping down to caress my throat before sliding further south to grope one of my tits. She moans into the kiss as one of her hands slips up my lace-drenched thigh and finds my panties.

My eyes snap open and I try to pull away, but tied down to the chair, there’s nowhere for me to go. What’s going to happen when she finds out?

“It does make you feel pretty, doesn’t it?” she murmurs as she kisses across my jaw to suck on the side of my neck. I can feel myself throbbing as I squirm under her touch. There’s nothing else I can do when I’m tied up like this. “Oh,” she giggles breathily when her knuckles bump into my cage through my panties. “What’s this?”

I whimper in reply, not even sure what to say anymore. This is it. The end of it all: of Harper, of this job, of Amy.

With wide eyes, Diana pulls away and tugs my skirt back to reveal my panties. Even if my panties weren’t already wet, the cage and my tight, pink package would be plainly visible through the sheer white lace. The fact that they’re getting soaked only makes it more embarrassing. I want to close my legs, hide, disappear. Diana lets out air through her nose as she peels my panties back.

“Just like Harper said,” Diana giggles, glancing up at me over the half-moon glasses she’s still wearing. They’re connected to a chain that goes behind her neck. It’s bizarrely incongruous with what she’s wearing, what she’s done to me — what she is doing to me, and strangely, it only makes her look even sexier. “Your poor little cock in your tiny cage. It really does look like a girly clitty. I bet you can barely feel it when it tries to get hard, can you? Just straining uselessly in there.”

“Thank you,” is all I can think of to say.

Diana laughs. “Oh, I am going to have fun with you!”


Chapter 4: Giving In

“You’re going to be a good girl for me today, right?” she says. “You’re not going to disappoint me?”

“No,” I groan, fingers curling and uncurling from the sensation. “No, ma’am!”

“No,” she repeats happily. “No, you’re going to be a good girl and follow my instructions.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I gasp as she slides the vibrator along my cage. The buzz travels through the metal, making every trapped inch of me ache. She has a supernatural ability to put it on exactly the spot that maximizes my pleasure. I wish I hadn’t put the heart-shaped plug in this morning. That’s only making things worse.

“I think you know this already, but no making your little sissy spurties until I tell you to, okay?”

“I can’t!”

“What, because of this?” She presses my cage with the vibrator and giggles. “Oh, dear, don’t you worry about that. Miss Sinclair knows exactly how to make sissy girls like you make their spurties without ever having to take off their cute little cages. That’s how you prefer it, isn’t it? Cumming like a good girl with the cage on. Because real men don’t need cages, do they? But you’re not a real man.”

“Yes!” I gasp, surprising myself with how truthful the answer is. “But — Harper — she won’t let me —”

“Shh,” Diana says, putting her finger to my lips. It’s only then I notice her nails are the same shade of red as her lingerie. “What Harper doesn’t know won’t hurt her. And besides, if she does find out, she’ll be furious, and she’s so hot when she’s angry. Tell her all about what I do to you, and maybe the three of us can figure out some way to make it all better.”

I try to answer but the finger on my lips slips inside my mouth, pressing down on my tongue and rendering me silent. The other hand holding the vibrator starts moving faster. I don’t have any choice. As much as I want this, even if Diana wasn’t forcing me into it, there’s no way for me to stop this.

She leans forwards, one hand resting against my chest while the other works the vibrator, her lips brushing my ear. “I’m going to ruin you, missy, and you’re going to love every second. Going to make you cum so many times in that little cage you’ll forget you ever had a real cock. You’ll be nothing but a pretty, empty-headed sissy slut by the time I’m done with you.”

Her voice is like a caress. The fingers on my chest find my hardening nipples through my dress and lacy bra and pinch, making me squeal around her finger in my mouth. She shifts the vibrator and leaves it sitting on me, still toying with my body for a moment longer. Then she pulls back, giving me a full view of her in her lingerie. She’s older but still firm and fit and stunningly gorgeous. It almost feels like a crime for her to hide all of this in her terrible clothes.

“Do you like it?” she says, posing in front of me.

“Why don’t you — your sweaters. Your skirts!”

“Just because the rest of you like to show off doesn’t mean the rest of us do,” she says with a note of derision in her voice. “This is just a delicious, sexy secret for me, and whoever I choose to share it with.”

The pleasure is rising from the vibrator. My head rolls back against the chair as Diana drops to her knees again and kisses along my leg until her lips brush the satin panties between my legs. My whole body trembles. This is too much. It’s not enough. I don’t know what I want anymore. I can feel her fingers tugging at them and then they’re around my knees so that nothing’s protecting my caged clit or the plug nestled in my ass. Diana giggles breathily and licks just the tip of my cage, making me moan. I want more. I need more. The vibrator isn’t enough anymore.

But instead, she rises and crosses to the water cooler in the corner. “Oh,” she sighs. “Out of cups again. Good thing we keep some here.”

She opens the cabinet nearby and bends at the waist to look inside, revealing that the panties she’s wearing are completely open in the back and she’s wearing a jeweled butt plug just like mine. The sight makes my caged clit throb. I stare at it, moaning and shivering beneath the tyranny of the vibrator, and she gives me a smirk over her shoulder. When she returns, she sets the paper cup on the table and takes a step back.

“You look so hot,” she breathes. “No wonder Harper fucks you like that. I would too if you belonged to me.”

I start to say I don’t belong to anyone, but my words stop short when she tugs on the ribbon on her panties and they split open to reveal a thick, throbbing cock. It lolls forwards, twitching in time with her heartbeat, slowly stiffening. My jaw falls open as she picks up the vibrator, switches it on, and starts running it along the length of her shaft. She strokes herself right in front of me.

How could this be the same woman who glares at me for wearing short skirts?

“You’re shaking. Are you really that desperate?”

“Yes!”

“Would you like to cum?”

It feels like a trap, but I’m too close to care, now. What Harper doesn’t know...

“Yes,” I moan; a girlish, mewling sound.

Diana waits, and when nothing happens, she laughs again. “Of course. You can’t do it without permission, now, can you? Just knowing you can isn’t enough. You’re such a little sissy that you actually need someone to say it! That pathetic little thing is so useless you need permission just to dribble out your sissy spurties.”

She grabs the cup and puts it under the tip of my cage, then stands next to me, her cock bouncing next to my lips. I lean towards it, expecting her to tell me to suck it, and that expectation makes me even more aroused. It’s a surprise how badly I want it. How much I want to be her little toy, her plaything, her cocksucking slut. I want to taste her. I want her to use me.

But she jerks it away, waggling a finger at me. “Ah, ah, missy. You haven’t earned that yet.”

Somehow, that feels even worse than being told I can’t cum.

“Please,” I gasp.

“I bet the begging works on Harper,” Diana says. “But that’s not how I like to play with my girls. Go ahead and cum, dear.”

It’s like flicking a switch. My legs thrash against their restraints as best they can while my caged clit twitches and throbs inside its prison, sending pulses of pleasure throughout my entire body. White light explodes behind my eyes. My voice breaks on a sob of relief. Tied down like I am, my pleasure turns into convulses and tremors that shake the entire chair I’m tied to. It’s not exactly what I’m used to, but it still feels so good — and it’s made even better by watching Diana stroking herself in time with me, moaning through those bright red lips, the cup filling up under the head of my cock.

The orgasm fades, leaving me feeling dizzy and disoriented. “You were such a good girl,” she murmurs, lifting the vibrator from my cage.

She sets it aside before examining the inside of the cup.

“Hmm,” she sniffs. “That’s not nearly enough. Look how little you made. That’s all that tiny caged clitty can manage? We need to drain every last pathetic drop out of you. Shall we go again?”


Chapter 5: Used, and Used, and Used

All I can think about when she makes me cum again is what time it is. Lucy must be in the office by now, and surely she’s seen my jacket and wondered where I am. What if she comes looking? What if she finds me like this?Harper might be here too, and if she is, it’ll only be a matter of time until she finds us. It might be Diana who’s tied me down, forcing orgasms out of me against the rules, but I know I’ll be the one who gets in trouble.

“Good girl!” Diana half-breathes, half-laughs as I squeal again, my third climax exploding into the cup.

“Please,” I gasp. “Please!”

“Oh no,” she giggles. “You’re not leaving until it’s full.”

I moan. The cup is barely even a quarter full now, and every orgasm is less than the last. The sensations are already transforming from pleasure into something like relief. Each time I cum, my clit is so sensitive that the buzzing of the vibrator almost hurts. I squeal and shake and strain at the ribbons, but they don’t give even a fraction. I am completely at Diana’s mercy here.

“I’m going to drain you,” she says happily.

“Please,” I moan again as the discomfort turns into muted pleasure.

“’Please’ what, dear? Do you want this?” She waggles her cock at me. She knows I do as much as she knows that that’s not what I was begging about. “Ask nicely.”

“Please,” I groan. “P-please let me suck your c-cock, ma’am! Please let me be your good little cocksucker. I need it.”

“There’s a good girl,” she says, cheerfully popping it between my lips.

The taste of her floods my senses, salt and musk and something uniquely Diana. Her hand finds the back of my head and my lips part around the base while the head of her cock slides down my throat without resistance. It doesn’t surprise me anymore how easily it all goes in. When I try, nothing happens for a moment; then, just when I think it isn’t working, my gag reflex relaxes and allows Diana to sink even deeper inside me.

“Oh, goodness. You took me so easily! I suppose it makes sense that you have more experience with real cocks in your mouth than between your legs. You were meant to take, not give. Born to be on your knees, weren’t you? That’s where sissies like you belong.”

She groans and rolls her hips slowly, savoring the feeling before she pulls out until just the tip is resting against my lower lip. She strokes her fingers through my hair and looks down at me adoringly. Then, still stroking my cheek with one hand, she starts fucking my face in earnest. Her other hand moves to grab the pink ribbon I tied around my neck, using it as leverage to pump in and out of my throat while I whimper and moan and gasp around her. Tears leak out of the corner of my eyes. So much for my make-up.

The fourth orgasm is a surprise. The pleasure is as muted as my squeals. Everything feels distant, dreamlike. I’m floating somewhere outside my body. Diana’s thrusts are becoming ragged and uncoordinated, like she’s losing control. Is she about to cum too? My clit is pulsing and aching and all I can do is try to stay still while my body shakes in response to the sensations. Diana peers down at the cup and shakes her head.

I look up at her and see that her glasses have slipped down her nose slightly. She’s so pretty when she isn’t hiding behind those awful clothes. I want to tell her I am but I can barely move, let alone speak with a cock filling my throat. Instead, I just gag around it, hoping it sends the message. It seems to: she gives me an appreciative smile. “One more time,” she pants.

Oh fuck. I don’t think I can. But I clearly don’t have a choice.

She pulls out, leaving me gasping for air, coughing and spluttering before she plunges back inside and starts fucking my face harder than ever. This time I know what to expect from my body, although there’s nothing I can do to prepare for it. I thrash against the ribbons, my legs kicking wildly, my hands curling into fists, my squeals muffled by Diana’s cock sliding back and forth along my tongue and down my throat. Tears stream from my eyes as the pleasure reaches its zenith.

Diana looks down at the cup once again. I’m too disoriented to even think about whether or not it’s full until she sets it aside on the table next to the vibrator. The lack of sensation is a relief bordering on its own strange kind of pleasure. My swirling thoughts start to coalesce on the sensation, the oddly-pleasurable denial rising up and spreading out through my body.

She puts her foot on the table next to the cup and I can see the bright red soles underneath it. Just another sexy secret she’s been hiding all this time. The tip of her slick cock is pointed at the cup as she strokes it, her eyes fixed on mine, her heavy chest swaying, her breathing coming in short, tight grunts of pleasure.

My rear clenches around the plug, pulling it inside and pressing it against my sissy spot, and I let out a gasp as another, final orgasm rips through me. It’s like nothing I’ve ever had before, and it happens at the same moment that Diana erupts into the cup, filling it with more cum in a single climax than I managed with four. She shivers from the aftershocks, then picks the cup up and offers it to me while the measly outcome of my fifth orgasm soaks into the chair.

“Drink up, missy,” she grins at me, holding it to my lips with one hand on my chin.

My stomach twists as I part my lips and allow her to pour our combined cum into my mouth. The taste coats my tongue, thick and bitter-sweet. I force myself to swallow. There’s far more than I expected — more than Scarlett Bliss ever pumped down my throat, and I thought I might choke on it then. When there’s just enough left for her to taste, Diana brings it to her own lips and slurps loudly. “Good girl,” she smacks her lips approvingly. “I knew you could do it.”

“Oh,” I manage weakly, the sound coming out more like a gasp.

“Oh, dear,” Diana says, hands on her hips. “Look at you, Amy. You’re a mess.”

I can tell my make-up is ruined. I must be sweaty, too, and my hair is ruined. All the time I spent on the pigtails. But to my surprise, Diana cleans me up and redoes it all for me. She doesn’t untie me until she finishes and spends too much time having fun seeing me twitch and hearing me gasp as she “accidentally” brushes my cage. Each touch sends aftershocks through me. I’m wrung out, empty, floating. But when she’s finished and she lets me get a look at myself with her phone, I’d never have guessed I just went through five orgasms while being tied to a chair.

“We’re late,” she says, checking the clock. “I’m sure Harper’s wondering where you are. Better get going, missy, or you’ll never hear the end of it!”


Chapter 6: When She Sees Me

“There you are! I’ve been looking for you all morning! Where have you been?”

Harper’s voice triggers something in me, even if I’m still staggering from what Diana did to me. What she’s wearing. What she has between her legs! The taste of our cum is still coating the inside of my mouth as I see Harper at the end of the hallway. She’s dressed in something tight and black, as usual, and there’s a harried look of frustration on her face, as usual. But seeing her there helps part some of the haze of pleasure and humiliation and allows some real thoughts to intrude. Guilt knots in my stomach. Does she know? Can she tell?

“Sorry, Miss Steele,” I manage. “I, uh, Diana needed me.”

“Really? What did — what are you wearing?”

I swallow as a chill bolt of anxiety runs through me. In all the excitement, I’d almost forgotten about my outfit. My carefully planned surprise, now feeling like it happened a lifetime ago. I give her a nervous smile and strike what I hope is a seductive pose that doesn’t come across as too silly and examine her face for any hint of her reaction. But all she does is stare at me, mouth slightly open, her eyes running up and down my figure until they settle on mine.

“Do you like it?” I say when the silence stretches on for far too long. My thoughts are loud and clear now: an endless stream of self-loathing and fear. Of course she hates it. This was a ridiculous idea. She wanted to dress me, not see what stupid ideas I’d come up with. She’s in charge. And worst of all, she’s definitely going to find out what Diana did to me. All of this was such a —

And then she’s on me, pulling me into a tight embrace, her hand squarely planted on the small of my back, my head tilting back so my lips can meet hers. It pushes all my worries away. I melt into her. This is where I belong. I feel tiny and safe in her arms and I melt against her. When she breaks the kiss, we’re both gasping for air; Harper moreso than me.

“Oh, fuck,” I whisper, the words slipping out unbidden.

“I need you right now,” she breathes. Then her voice fills with gravel. “Right. Fucking. Now.”

This is the second time someone has pulled me by my wrist to seal me into their office, but when Sloane did it, I wasn’t nearly this hard.

I guess I really am a sissy. The thought should humiliate me. Instead, it makes me harder.

Harper is frantic and practically salivating when she gets the door shut. She’s too worked up to even take me on the couch, pushing me up against the office door, my hands over my head, fingers intertwined with hers. She kisses me furiously, like if she doesn’t do it as fast as possible, she’ll never be able to again. Every touch of her lips builds the pleasure inside of me until the small gasps she draws out of me are full, high moans.

“Harper,” I gasp as she pushes my head to the side and plants a line of kisses on my neck. “Harper, someone will hear.”

“Good. They’ll be jealous.”

It makes me shiver with excitement. I’ve never been desired like this before. I want to give myself to her entirely, right here, right now, but a thought comes wriggling its way in.

“What about Sloane?”

“What about her?” grunts Harper as one of her hands experiments with the hem of my skirt. “You picked this out?”

“She threatened me this morning. Threatened you.”

“That means she’s scared. Where did you get this?”

“She scared me. She’s dangerous.”

“So am I. Dammit, Amy, where did you get this outfit?”

She reels back to look me square in the face, eyes wide and wild, a lock of hair falling across her face. It’s like meeting the gaze of a wild animal and not knowing whether you’re about to be attacked. My breath catches. My cage throbs. I can’t believe how turned on I am already, especially after what Diana did to me. I’m harder in my cage now than I was when she first started with me, and the soreness in my wrists and ankles only adds to my excitement. What if Harper tied me down like that...?

“I bought it myself,” I answer nervously, biting my lip and giving her a coquettish look from under my plucked eyebrows. “The lingerie, too.”

The knowledge that there’s more underneath threatens to make Harper explode right there. I watch the thoughts work their way through her, incensing her, driving her even wilder. But it gives me the upper hand. Now that I know how much she wants it, I can make her wait. Tease her like she’s teased me.

“Do you like my dress?” I purr, thrusting out my hip and watching with relish as her eyes snap to it. I run my fingers up my leg, letting the frilly layers of the skirt spray in the air, almost showing off my panties. Almost. “Isn’t it cute?”

“Yes,” Harper snarls, taking a step towards me. I shoot her a look and she freezes. Her reaction is so instant and so animalistic that it makes me smirk.

“The skirt is really pretty. Look, I wore it with a little petticoat underneath.”

I turn to demonstrate, making sure to push my rear towards her as I peel back the first layer of pink satin to reveal the frothy, sheer white fabric underneath. Now I know she can see the outlines of my white lace panties, and I know how badly she wants to rip them off me. I glance at her over my shoulder and start to slip my arms out of my sleeves, wrapping them around myself when I do, hiding just enough of the bralette that Harper has to imagine just how frilly it is.

“Can you help me?” I ask, flicking my head towards the zipper on the dress.

Harper practically pounces on me. The dress comes off without the zipper being undone.

And my panties come right after.


Chapter 7: In Control

“Absolutely fucking delicious,” Harper says, her voice low and husky, as she lays me back on her desk. She luxuriates in running her hands up my stockings and thighs, tracing the line of my garter straps and feeling the delicate lace embroidery of the waspie. Every touch makes me shiver. I’m hypersensitive after Diana. Now she’s in control again, putting her hands where she knows she can maximize my pleasure without giving me what I want.

There’s a flash of Diana when Harper’s fingernail clips the base ring of my clit cage, then Harper leans in and kisses me. “You’re all mine. All mine. My pretty little sissy. My girl.”

“Do I look pretty?”

“You look like the girliest confection I could have imagined. And I’m going to devour you.”

I can’t help but giggle. “Where are you going to start?”

Her eyes flash. “Wherever I want, sissy.”

I kick off my stiletto and offer an extended, stocking-wrapped toe to her. “How about here?”

The moan Harper makes when she grabs my foot sends another rush of arousal through me, pooling inside my caged clit as it twitches against its bars. How is this possible? How can I want more after what Diana did to me?

Her lips part and slide over the big toe on my left foot while one of her hands runs along the underside of it. It tickles in a strange way — not enough to make me squirm, just enough to make me feel even more excited. Then she pulls back and does the same thing with my right, kissing up the sole before moving up my legs, her lips soft, her breath hot on my nylon-glazed skin.

It feels so good that it almost distracts me from what she’s doing: reaching behind herself to unclasp her bra. As soon as I realize she’s done it, my eyes go wide with anticipation and my gaze snaps down to see the tops of her breasts coming into view. She lets the garment slip off her shoulders slowly, drawing out every second of exposure, making sure that I can’t get enough. The black lace contrasts perfectly with her skin; it only highlights the pinkness of her areolae.

I let out a gasp as my hips jerk, pushing my aching clit up against its confines. But there’s no room for me to grow any bigger inside my cage, which only increases my pleasure tenfold. The restriction is everything. I need it. I need this. There’s no way to escape the confinement, either, and no matter how badly I want it, my clit stays small. Just like I’m supposed to be. My breathing becomes heavy pants in time with Harper’s own excitement. Her face is flushed and there’s a look of wild need in her eyes as she stands back to admire the work she’s done to me — to my bralette and thigh-high stockings, to my garter straps and waspie, to my cage, and finally to the blush of excitement on my cheeks.

“So perfect,” she breathes, pulling at her waistband so hard it looks like it might rip. “My sissy.”

“I want you,” I moan.

“You want me to what?”

“Do anything you can think of. Spank me. Fuck me. Use me. Anything to make you happy. I’m your toy. Your sissy doll.”

Harper smirks. “I have some ideas. But first...” She reaches down between her legs and shimmies off her black lace panties. For a moment, she holds them between us so I can see them: delicate lace, run through with gold thread to give them an ethereal shimmer. “I want you to know exactly how much you turn me on, girl.”

Then she shoves them in my mouth.

Her arousal has soaked through them entirely. The taste floods my mouth. Combined with what’s left of Diana and me, it’s overwhelming. When I breathe, they perfume the air, so all I can smell is her, all I can taste is her. My entire world becomes her as she begins to play with herself. The look of sheer ecstasy on her face drives me even more wild than I already am; seeing her fingers disappear inside herself and come out glistening and wet makes me groan around the panties filling my mouth. My clit strains against the bars of its cage again and again, sending bursts of pleasure into my body, but there’s no chance of relief for me. It just keeps going.

“You want me to fuck you, sissy?”

I nod desperately.

“Yeah? You want my big hard cock buried in your tight little sissy ass? Want me to fuck you like the girl you are? Because that’s what you are now, aren’t you? Not a man. Just my pretty little sissy who needs to be fucked.”

I nod again. I can’t wait for her to see the plug.

She takes her time getting ready, making sure I watch every step as she prepares. The harness, draped over my belly while she sorts through the dildos she keeps in that special bottom drawer of her desk. I watch with wide eyes as she examines each one before finally settling on the biggest one. It’s thick and bent into strange, inhuman shapes; ribbed in some places, narrow in others, ending in a slender, rounded point. My stomach twists to imagine what it’ll be like inside of me.

“I got something new, too,” she says with a grin as she fits it into the O-ring on the harness. “They say this one is specially shaped for sissy girls like you.”

I can’t speak, so I try to ask my question with my face instead.

“Oh, I don’t know, baby. I think it’s designed to maximize your pleasure — but not so much you cum. All the better to tease you with. Keep you right on the edge where desperate sissies belong.”

She leans down and gives me a kiss on my cheeks as she tightens the harness straps. A tremor of nervous anticipation runs through me. With gentle but firm pressure, she lifts my legs up, exposing my rear and the plug inside. Except, of course, I put it in so the heart would be facing the right way if she bent me over.

“This is cute,” she chuckles, pressing it into me with her thumb. I gasp around her panties, getting another hit of her taste. “Mmm, you are a naughty little sissy girl. Putting on pretty lingerie and a skimpy little dress, all with a plug in your tight little hole? Naughty! You’re going to make me fuck you twice as hard for that! Going to stretch this sissy pussy until you can’t think straight.”

I nod and look up at her and let myself sink into sissy submission. This is what I am. This is what I need. And I’m not ashamed anymore.


Chapter 8: All Of Us

The pointed tip of her cock rubs against my hole; then, just when I think she might press it in, it slips between my thighs, brushing past my cage as she begins to hump me. She reaches down and puts both hands on my hips before sliding them up and cupping my chest, squeezing my nipples between her fingertips.

“It’s so much bigger than your clitty,” she giggles, knocking my cage with one of the knots in the strap-on. “You really were wasted as a man. No woman could ever be pleased with that. But this?” She thrusts between my thighs. “This is a real cock. Not like that useless little thing.”

I shake my head. My eyes are watering again, but they’re not tears of shame. They’re excitement. It feels so good being degraded by her like this.

“But I can please you like this.”

My groan is loud enough that she can hear it even around her panties when she grabs the base of the plug.

She starts to pull it out slowly. Every twist sends fresh bolts of pleasure through me until she has the thickest part stretching my rim and I’m groaning uncontrollably around her panties, biting down into them as hard as I can while my fingers curl into fists over my head. There’s pain too — so much that I don’t know how badly I want it — but that only adds to the experience. The plug comes out and the empty feeling is intense enough that it almost feels like a loss; then it’s gone completely and my rear clenches on itself, searching for something to fill it again.

“Hungry little sissy ass,” Harper says approvingly. “Should I fill it?”

“Mmmmph!” I squeal, eyebrows arched, my face contorted into a mask of begging. It’s all I want.

For once, Harper doesn’t waste any time getting started. She pulls backwards and the tip of the strap-on slips down between my legs, catching on my hole as she drapes my stocking-covered legs over her shoulders. I shiver from the sensations of it all. The nylon is soft and warm against her skin, the strap-on firm and cool.

As she drives the strap-on into me in one fluid movement, she pulls the panties from my mouth. I almost don’t want her to — who knew I liked being gagged so much? — but the feeling is fleeting. She doesn’t say anything before kissing me softly on the lips while pressing forward with her hips. My eyes fly open wide at the feeling: first just pressure, then an aching emptiness that I want her to fill with every ounce of her willpower, then the sudden stretching and filling of my hole with silicone cock.

She goes slow, pushing in until the tip hits the back wall of my insides and stopping there for a second or two; then she slides out slowly, leaving me aching to be filled again, only to drive herself back inside with another quick thrust. I groan around her tongue as it fills my mouth, twisting with mine, sharing the taste of her arousal. The sensations are a strange combination of foreign and familiar: all the same feelings in all the wrong places. Bumps and ridges caress my sissy spot while the tip tunnels into me. When she pulls back, my hole stretches and tightens around the knobs, sending stomach-twisting pleasure through me like never before. Every time I think I know how it’s going to feel, something squeezes me in a different place or stretches me in a new way. It isn’t long before I’m moaning, my hands scrambling at Harper’s back, my body begging her for more, faster, harder.

“Harder,” I moan.

She grins at me. “Slut. Desperate little sissy slut who needs to be fucked.”

“Just for you,” I say, and I mean it, even if it isn’t quite true.

But right now, I am Harper Steele’s perfect sissy slut, who earned this fucking just by being pretty and putting on clothes that I picked out, and I’m fucking proud of it. Diana doesn’t matter. Sloane doesn’t matter. Nothing matters but this.

Harper leans down over me and starts pumping her hips furiously, pounding my ass so hard that my entire body bounces on the desk. Her breasts hang just above me; their softness brushing against me whenever she makes me bounce is a tantalizing temptation I can’t ignore, but as much as I try, I can’t get close enough to taste them without her stopping to readjust herself. So instead I grab the hem of my bralette with both hands and pull it up slowly until my nipples peek out from underneath. Harper grins when she sees what I’m doing and takes a quick lick at each one before leaning forward again so they brush against her breasts. She reaches up and gives her own breasts a firm squeeze before taking mine in hand. The pleasure surges through me like never before. My eyes are closed, my head is thrown back, and all I can think about is how badly I want this every day of my life. How badly I want her.

“Harder,” I groan. “Please.”

She obliges, grabbing my hips tightly in her hands while she ruts into me. This time she doesn’t stop even after we’ve bounced together so many times that my hair has fallen free from its pigtails, nor does she stop after the papers have slid off her desk and spilled on the floor below, nor when there’s no sound louder than the two of us moaning and groaning together. There’s an insistent look on her face now; her mouth hangs open just enough to make it clear that she’s struggling for breath, but the intensity of her stare is unrelenting.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasp. “I’m — I’m —”

She grabs something from the desk next to me. It’s not until I’m erupting that I realize it’s my panties. Harper has draped them over my cage so that every squirt of cum she pumps out of me with her strap-on soaks into them, turning the white translucent. I know she’s going to force me to wear them all day. The cum will be a constant reminder of what she did to me, who I belong to, and just how deeply under her control I am.

My entire body shakes uncontrollably, making my head bounce against the hard wooden surface of her desk, sending jolts through me that only heighten the feeling. Harper fucks me relentlessly, filling me with wave after wave of pleasure that won’t seem to end, until finally the orgasm recedes and she slows her pace until she’s stopped completely. I let my eyes slide closed as she leans down to kiss me again, our tongues dancing lazily around one another.

“My little sissy girl.” Harper breathes in my scent before sitting back on the edge of her desk. Her fingers dance along the top of her cock like she doesn’t know whether or not to take it off. “That was really fucking good.”

“Yeah,” I say, still breathless. It takes some effort to sit up; every inch of my skin tingles from the afterglow of what we’ve just done together. “Do you need me to —”

I stop. The door is cracked open. And someone is standing there, looking right at us.

It’s Sloane.


Taken Sissy Secretary: Locked in the Office, Part 5: Turned Into Her Locked Sissy Forever

by Vanessa Lockridge


“I know who you are.”

Four words. That's all it took to shatter everything. I thought I was safe. But now the board wants blood. And Harper will lose everything she's built just because she took a chance on me.

Now we're starting over, and I've never been more hers. She controls when I get pleasure, what I wear, who gets to use me. When Lucy shows up and Harper watches her sink into me for the first time, I finally understand: this cage isn't coming off. These panties are forever. And the white lace and silk I've hidden in my closet?

That's not just lingerie. It's a promise I'm ready to make.
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Chapter 1: Her Naughty Girl

I barely even recognize the face when I see it. It was mine, once, not even that long ago, even though it feels like a lifetime. Scrawled across it is the threat: I know who you are. It’s from Sloane, of course. She hasn’t tried to keep it a secret. Ever since she walked in on us three weeks ago, she’s strutted around the office with a smirk permanently glued to her face. Leering glances and knowing looks.

If she exposes me, it’ll be the end of my time at Venus Productions. I’ll never work in the industry again, not after violating the most important rule: never hire someone pretending to be someone else. I’ll be forever branded as the creep who put on panties to sneak his way into the company, just so I could leer at the pretty girls and get my rocks off. The truth — that I was desperate, and Harper took me in, and becoming Amy was the best thing that ever happened to me — won’t matter.

Harper. She has even more to lose than I do. I was just her subordinate. She was the one who hired me, transformed me, and tried to keep it all hidden. She was in charge. If I get exposed, it’ll be the end of her career. Her life. She helped build Venus Productions from a scrappy little team of performers into the sissy smut juggernaut it is today. If this comes out, it’ll be as if that never happened.

The only thing worse is if she was fucking her underling, too.

“Don’t stop sucking it, slut,” she growls as she thrusts the strap-on as deep into my mouth as it can go. It’s too deep, really; I feel tears at the corners of my eyes, but Harper either doesn’t notice or doesn’t care. I don’t blame her. She’s under a lot of stress. The least I can do as her secretary is try to lighten her burden.

My lipstick is smeared down the length of it, and it covers my fingers as I start to pump, just like it’s a real cock. This is what I’m made for now, I think, watching my delicate fingers wrapped around the silicone shaft. Not using what’s locked away between my legs, but servicing someone else. It’s not as much fun sucking a strap-on — my clit dribbles in my cage as I think about the noises Scarlett Bliss made as she shoved her shaft down my throat in the meeting room — but it feels even better because of who it’s attached to. Even through her fury and anxiety, Harper looks down at me with a look I can only describe as love as she fucks my face.

“Do you want my cock inside of you?” she asks, cupping her hand under my chin.

I nod desperately.

“Are you all nice and hard in your tiny little clitty cage? I want to see it.”

The strap-on is extracted and I topple backwards onto the bed. Her bed. The one I’ve been spending every night in for the last two weeks. Harper insisted on it when I discovered the photo from Sloane in my apartment. Jesse’s face. I know who you are. She didn’t have to sign it for me to know who it was from. I insisted I was fine, I could stay in my place, but Harper insisted. Truth is, I think she wanted me to move in, and this was a way to do it without asking me.

I push my panties down to reveal my tiny cage. A slender strand of pre-cum runs from the inside of the pink nylon to the slot in the metal. I’m so hard now that some of my clit is peeking out through it. God, when did I start thinking of it as a clit? When did that start feeling more natural than anything else? Harper’s nostrils flare when she sees it. She dives down, one hand on my chest keeping me pinned to the bed, and slips the cage into her mouth. Her tongue works at the tip to extract every drop of arousal from it. The sensation is intense despite the cage. I squeal and buck against her hand as she gives me a teasing, torturous blowjob.

As if the plug wasn’t enough.

“Fuck, those sounds,” she gasps when she comes up for air, slithering up my nylon-draped body and giving me a wet, sticky kiss. Her slippery strap-on bumps against the side of my cage in an implicit reminder of our power. Our roles. My place. Once, I would have insisted that I was a man, that I should be in charge, that I should be fucking her. Harper would have laughed.

“Does it turn you on when I make them?”

“Yes,” she growls.

“Don’t stop, then.”

She runs her tongue over her teeth as she decides whether to give me what I want or punish me for being so forwards. Then her lips curl up into a smirk and she slides back down my body, kissing my chest and belly between the lace-trimmed flyaway edges of my nightie before swallowing my tiny caged clit again. Her fingers work on the plug, pushing it gently in and out, every movement making me squirt a little more pre-cum into her mouth.

“Maybe this should be enough for you this morning,” she says with a grin. “Maybe I should just keep you locked and plugged all day, remind you that you’re nothing but a pretty little sissy who exists for my pleasure. Would you like that, Amy? Locked away forever in that cage, never feeling what a real man feels?”

“No, please don’t,” I moan, fully knowing how empty that threat is but pretending I don’t. Harper likes to play with her food.

And her food likes a nice, thick strap-on in her tight sissy ass.

“No?” she asks in a teasingly-mocking voice. “This isn’t enough for you?”

“I need you to fuck me.”

“You need it?”

“I need your big hard cock to fuck me until I remember how to be a good girl for you again.”

“Oh,” she says with a chuckle. “I see how it is. You’re being a very naughty girl, Amy.”

Then she rolls me over onto my belly.


Chapter 2: Anything She Wants With Me

“Almost a shame to take this out,” she says, pressing the plug deep into me with her thumb. I moan and shiver as it squeezes against my sissy spot, sending electric arcs of pleasure out through me. “Pink. It suits you.”

“And a heart!”

She snorts. “You girly little slut. Look at you, all plugged and caged like a proper sissy wife. Is this what you want to be, Amy? My kept girl, locked away, always ready to serve?” She leans down over me, her strap-on slipping between my cheeks and bumping into the jeweled end of the plug. Her weight presses me into the bed, pinning me there, and I feel a ripple of desire wash through me.

Wife. The word sends a shiver through me.

Her lips brush my ear when she whispers. “Does it make you feel all nice and pretty in your pink nightie and pink butt plug?”

“Yes,” I moan. Pinpricks run down my neck and back. “Because I am pretty.”

“You are,” she says, and that alone threatens to bring me to the edge. “In your cute little lingerie. Prancing around the office...” Her voice hitches for a moment and she sits back, kneeling between my spread legs. “In your heels and tiny skirts.”

Maybe it was thinking about the office, the locus of our stress, or maybe it was just the curve of my ass beneath lace-trimmed nylon, but either way, the spank she gives me forces out a spurt of pre-cum and a high, satisfied moan. That seems to take her mind off things.

“Oh, you like that, slut?”

“It was alright.”

“Alright?”

“I’d like it more if you put some muscle behind it.”

The second hit makes my cheeks burn and fireworks of pleasure go off behind my eyes. I moan in satisfaction when she spanks me again, then gasp when she wrenches the edge of my panties to the side to expose the whole of my cheek before spanking me again. I feel every one of them in my clit, trapped as it is in its cage, so sensitive that even her lightest touch threatens to push me over the edge.

“How’s this for a little muscle?” She grabs the base of the plug and pulls on it until the widest part stretches me wide and holds it there as I moan beneath her. “Is that good, baby? Or do you want more?”

“More!” I all-but-scream.

“More?” She pulls it a fraction further out. “Is that enough?”

“I want you to fuck me!”

“Is that how you ask?”

I groan, this time with some genuine frustration creeping in. I know that’s what she wants. “Please, Harper, please take out my plug and fuck my ass until I’m screaming.”

“See, was that so hard?” She says, yanking the plug free with an agonizingly-slow twist. The sensation is so intense that my body shudders uncontrollably. A wave of coldness runs through me; then my hole clenches on itself and the ache comes back, the deep-seated need for something — anything — inside it.

Then, without any warning, her strap-on slams into me. Every inch slips in just as easily as the plug did. I gasp, my head lolling against the bed, when the thickest part of it passes over my sissy spot and the tip tunnels into my belly. There’s no pause or hesitation; she starts fucking me hard from the first thrust. Her hand finds my nylon-covered hips, grabbing me tightly with each pump as she drives into me deeper than ever before. Her fingers dig into me so tightly that I know they’ll leave a mark on my pale skin, but that only excites me further.

“You’re such a naughty little sissy,” she groans. “Such a naughty girl who likes to get fucked like a dirty little whore.”

I groan in agreement, even though she didn’t phrase it as a question.

“But you’re my dirty little whore, aren’t you?”

“Yours!”

“And I can do anything I want with you.”

“Anything,” I breathe, letting myself imagine what that could be. Two weeks of playing house has given me a little taste. Being Harper’s live-in girlfriend isn’t too different from being her secretary, but I think the outfits are cuter. More sleepwear, more robes, and as much as I like how my ass looks in a pencil skirt, I like how it looks underneath a poufy petticoat even more, and I can tell Harper does too, even if she claims she’s not into ”all that girly shit you like.”

After all, if that was true, why would she insist on dressing me in so much of it?

She fucks me, grunting and telling me all about what a dirty, sexy, slutty sissy I am, and the pleasure makes my mind wander. Just the two of us, just like this, every morning. Forever. Until one day she buys me a ring and tells me I really belong to her, now and forever, and wouldn’t I look even prettier in white? Filmy little panties, barely containing my dripping clitty, all of it buried beneath an enormous skirt and dense layers of a petticoat as I strut down the aisle, plug in my ass, like the sluttiest princess possible. A dirty little sissy secret just for the two of us. Her sissy housewife. Cooking and cleaning in heels and an apron, cage locked, waiting for her to come home and use me however she wants. And then she’d carry me up to the room and throw me on the bed. If I looked especially sexy in my trousseau, she might tie me down spread-eagle, face pressed against the bed exactly like I am now, and rip those delicate panties right off of me. I’d moan and beg and squirm as she readies herself to fuck me into oblivion, using my ass and my body however she wants while my clitty stays locked and irrelevant.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasp. “I’m — oh fuck —”

The orgasm comes on without warning. The first jet splashes into the pink nylon covering my cage and then it’s spurt after spurt, soaking through until there’s not a dry patch left on them. My ass squeezes tight around Harper’s strap-on as wave after wave of pleasure pulses out through me. She fucks me faster and harder as my hips buck beneath her, driving me deeper into the bed with every thrust. Her weight is heavy against my back. When I try to raise my head from where it’s been smashed against the pillows, she pushes it right back down again.

“My turn,” she grunts.

As easily as she slammed me onto the bed, she grabs me by the hair and forces my head up towards hers, and pulls my back up until we’re both kneeling in front of each other, me impaled on her cock. She twists my head around and swallows me in a kiss. I can taste her hunger and desperation, feel tiny against her, so fragile. Submissive. Fuck, I’d let her do anything to me.

Then her fingers clench around my throat.

My eyes flutter shut as everything turns red behind them, then white, and the entire world seems to contract around us until all that exists is Harper, her cock, and her lips. I can feel her orgasm begin and all of it is too much for me to handle. I cum again, squirting into my already-soaked panties as she moans herself into screaming behind me, one arm wrapped tightly around my nylon-draped belly, the other squeezing tighter around my neck. Not enough to hurt me — but enough to remind me that she’s in control.

Even if neither of us is right now.

When the final tremors of our orgasms have receded, she releases me and I tumble down onto the bed again, still breathing heavily. Harper rolls over and lays beside me; after a moment or two she props her head up with an elbow and grins down at me. I grin back. She traces a finger along the line of lace on my thigh as we look each other in the eye. “We could do this every day.” The words are right there on my lips, threatening to spill out of me and ruin everything. “You could really make me yours.”

But she speaks first. “You’re such a good little secretary,” she says softly. “My pretty girl.”

I try to find the words, searching her face for them, and when I come up empty, I just snuggle up next to her and whisper what I want to hear her say. “Always.”


Chapter 3: Consequences

I can tell the news isn’t good the minute I see Lucy’s face.

“What happened?” I ask, then, to try to stem off the inevitable, I try to crack a joke. “Did you run out of hairspray?”

It works for a second. Confusion, then horror crosses her face, so intensely it makes me feel bad. “No! Why, Amy, does it look bad? I tried a new way of curling it this morning that I wasn’t so sure about! Amy! Ohmigod, you have to tell me!”

“Lucy, calm down,” I say with a reassuring smile. “I’m sorry, I was just kidding.”

She swats me on the shoulder. “Don’t do that! You scared me half to death!” She adjusts her hair. “Does it look alright?”

“It looks cute, as always.”

“But better than usual, right?”

“Lucy, what happened?”

Her smile drops away and she bites her lip. My stomach twists as I wait for the answer. It seems to be taking hours for her to find the strength to give it to me. I want to shake her around her delicate shoulders and see if it’ll drop out of her head. I’m just about to snap at her when she finally whispers it.

“The board’s here. They want to see Harper and Sloane.” She swallows. “Together.”

Harper looks like she’s going to the gallows as she drags herself to the conference room in Sloane’s wake. She can’t even look at me, much less say anything. We both know what this means. We both know how it’s going to end. If it wasn’t for Lucy grabbing my arm and dragging me along behind her, I would have stayed there, watching, waiting, trying to hold back tears until she came out of that room and we could pretend nothing happened. Together. Forever. Just the two of us, just like —

The minutes drag by like weeks. I feel like I’ve aged an entire year when the worst happens.

The door opens. I look up frantically, hopefully, and find myself looking not at Harper’s victorious face but at Sloane’s sneering expression of superiority.

“They want you,” she says happily. Her tone makes my stomach twist.

It’s all seven members of the board, lined up on one side of the conference table. A blonde woman with a severe ponytail and a totally neutral expression is sitting in the chair Diana tied me to the morning before Sloane discovered us. I wonder if my pre-cum soaked into the seat, and hope that some of it is staining this woman’s clothes now.

“Are you Jesse Harrison?” asks a bored-looking man in the center.

Hearing that name makes my skin crawl but I nod anyway. Harper is in a chair against the wall and I can feel her eyes on me, but know I don’t have the strength to look at her.

“And you have been in the position of Harper Steele’s secretary for nearly nine months, assuming the role of a woman named Amy?”

Is that really all it is? They talk about it like we’re playing pretend.

“I am Amy, yes,” I say in a voice that sounds stronger than I feel. I catch a glimpse of Harper out of the corner of my eye, her expression tight and unreadable. Sloane smirks at me from the closest chair to where I stand.

“You have violated two strict company policies,” the blonde woman says. “Both are fireable, and one is borderline criminal fraud.”

“However,” she says, and I let myself feel a flicker of hope, especially when I see Sloane’s look of success falter. “In light of Miss Steele’s contributions to the company and the high quality of her work over the years, we would allow her to maintain her position if she found a new secretary.”

There are three immediate reactions: the cold shock of hearing my life ending, a shuddering sound from Harper I’ve never heard before that reminds me of a puppy that lost its favorite toy, and a squawk of displeasure from Sloane.

“You can’t keep her on!” she says shrilly. “She could have ruined this company! She still could! Do you think she’s going to change just because she got caught this time? You have to —”

The man holds up his hand. “Miss Remington,” he says. “We would, of course, promote you to the director of the business unit, overseeing Harper. She’s a natural talent, one Venus Productions needs, but you would keep her on the straight and narrow.”

Sloane turns back with a look of utter victory, glancing first at me, and then to Harper.

There is a long silence, during which I hold my breath without even realizing it. It was all too good to be true. Every last part of it: the job, the work, the people, the lingerie, the dresses. Harper. Amy. All of it was like a matchstick house, just waiting for a breeze to knock it all over — or a spark to set it ablaze. We should have known we were playing with fire.

Then Harper stands and slowly crosses the room. My breath catches in my chest. Everyone leans in, even Sloane.

“Yes, Miss Steele?”

“Fuck. You.”


Chapter 4: Building Back Up

“Steele Cage Films, this is Amy speaking, how can I help you?”

I swat Harper’s hand away but her other comes back, nimbly avoiding my defenses and slipping up underneath my skirt. I manage to stifle my moans as I talk to the guy who’s organizing our soundstage, but I’m sure he can hear the change in my voice as Harper’s fingers trace the heart-shaped outline of my plug. When I hang up, my words buzzing with arousal, Harper practically tackles me to the floor, laying on top of me as she kisses me with a fervent hunger.

“Stop it!” I giggle, but trying to shove her off only makes her redouble her efforts. “I have so much to do!”

“Do it later,” she says, shoving my skirt up and snapping one of my garter straps. It sends tingling pleasure through me that, while I do love, I can’t deal with right now. Starting a company from scratch takes focus, and if Harper is anything now that she doesn’t have a corporate job, it’s a distraction.

“I can’t!” I say irritably. “I have to call the city to get the permits, we need an electrician to upgrade the service, Scarlett has been calling non-stop about wanting to film — I think she wants to shoot something with me — that lady from something called the Pink Peony Sisterhood says she wants to meet about seed investing, the living room is a mess, and I haven’t been able to shave my legs in a week!”

I’m stressing myself out by rattling it off, and it’s barely a fraction of my list. The entire time, Harper is methodically stripping off my clothes, so now, in addition to the boxes of documents, computers, phones, books, costumes, and everything else layered over Harper’s once-beautiful living room, my skirt and jacket have been added. She kisses that sensitive spot on the crease of my hips right above the waistline of my panties, and even though I want to, I can’t stop the moan that comes spilling out of me.

“First,” Harper murmurs, looking up at me with heavy lids. “I think you’d be amazing in a film with Scarlett. You already have some practice, right?”

I giggle, and then it turns into a moan as Harper kisses a little closer to my cage.

“Second, I don’t care about your legs. I’m only interested in something else.”

“Well, I haven’t been able to shave there, eith — ooohhh...”

“And third,” she says after a long interruption involving her tongue and my cage, “you’re so wound up. You need to relax.”

“We’ll run out of money if I relax,” I breathe as she returns to the tip and her hand returns to my plug.

She does, to her credit, manage to alleviate some of my stress, although the outcome is even worse. As she straddles me, grinding her wetness against my cage and whispering into my ear about how badly she wants to see me impaled on Scarlett’s mighty cock, I get more and more desperate.

“Maybe I should invite her over right now. Let her use that tight little hole of yours while I watch. Would you like that, sissy? Being passed around, shared, used like the feminized little toy you are?”

My clit screams for release and my hole tightens and relaxes around my plug, pushing it deeper inside until just those movements alone threaten to make me cum.

My thoughts meander again, back to white lace and silk stockings and a plug buried deep inside of me while Harper kisses me deeply at our first dance, all eyes on us, everyone jealous of Harper and her stunning, slutty little sissy wife. She’ll look at me with desire and satisfaction. I’m her perfect dream, her plaything, and nobody else can have me but her — unless she wants to give me to someone else to play with, of course.

“I’m close,” I moan.

“Just from me grinding, baby?”

I bite my lip, suddenly embarrassed. “Yeah. I mean...”

She stops and raises her eyebrows, waiting for me to go on.

“It’s embarrassing!”

“Tell me and I’ll make you cum.”

It’s stressful starting a new business with nothing but spite and desperation driving you. But if there’s one thing I like about it, it’s how much more fun Harper is now.

“I was just thinking about us,” I murmur. “And... You know, our... future together, or whatever. And...”

“How good you’d look in white?”

I stare at her in shock, mouth agape — when there’s a knock at the door.

Harper’s face falls. “Maybe they’ll go away.”

More knocking. Louder, insistent. A high-pitched voice shouting. Harper sighs and climbs off me. I start to sit up but she pushes me back onto the floor and stands up instead.

“You stay there,” she says as she crosses to the hallway. “And when I come back, that shirt better be off.”

I giggle and blow her a kiss. I hear the door open, and a familiar voice floats in. “Ohmigod, hi, Miss Steele!” This time I sit straight up in shock, my silk blouse half undone, as fragments of their conversation reach me down the hallway. It’s only when I hear footsteps that I scramble to cover myself in the seconds before they see me.

“She refused to leave,” Harper says with a frown. But her tone betrays her amusement.

“Ohmigod!” Lucy bubbles. “Amy, that set is to die for, girl. Look how cute it makes your cage look!”

I look at her in shock, my skirt slipping down my legs and pooling on the floor. “I — you mean — uh, hi, Lucy.”

“Hi!”

“You, uh, knew?”

She blows out air that makes her curled blonde bangs flutter and waves her hand in the air. “Girl, of course. Please, I know Harper’s tastes in girls. I used to work for her after all. Besides, your tastes are way too girly.” She reaches for the side of her miniskirt, and it’s only when it’s falling away that I realize what she’s doing. What Harper is doing.

“Besides,” Lucy says with a grin as her clit springs free, her package dangling beneath, cute and pink and uncaged and already dripping, “I can spot a girl like me from a mile away.”


Chapter 5: Lucy

She looks hot, of course, especially sprawled out like that on Harper’s big modern daybed, one stiletto-clad foot on the ground, the other resting on my back, the stocking-glazed leg wrapped around my shoulder. But the sounds she makes as I suck her clit are even hotter: a symphony of gasps and moans and squeaks of pleasure. It makes me furiously hard in my cage, and furiously jealous that she doesn’t have to wear one. Her pre-cum tastes girlish, just like her. I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t spent some nights up in my room with a vibrator and a fantasy of doing exactly this to Lucy.

Lucky me that the real thing is even better.

“I see why you’d quit for a tongue like this,” she moans, stroking my hair as I suck and lick and tease her.

Harper chuckles. “You always had a way with yours.”

“Do you miss it?”

“Why do you think I hired her?”

“I missed you,” Lucy says softly. It’s the only time I’ve heard her sound anything close to embarrassed.

“You interrupted us,” Harper says. “I was just about to finish when you had to walk in.”

Lucy’s glossy pink lips curl up into a smile and she slips downwards until her back and head are flat on the daybed. “Is that you asking for help, Harper?”

Harper doesn’t need a second invitation. She discards her clothes as she crosses the paper-strewn living room, kicking a frilly teddy out of the way so ferociously that it knocks over a lamp, and straddles Lucy’s face wearing nothing more than her stockings, garter belt, and red-soled stilettos. Her moans attest to Lucy’s skill immediately, and the twitching, drooling shaft in my mouth is proof of how much Lucy likes it.

They’re beautiful together. Harper rides Lucy’s face eagerly as they both moan into one another, Lucy’s fingers digging into Harper’s thighs while her own clit drips with excitement into my mouth.

Lucy interrupts it by cumming without warning. One second, I’m licking slowly up her cock; the next, she’s gasping and bucking, fucking my face and flooding it with salty spunk until my throat is full of her sweet taste and thick seed. My ass squeezes around my plug, begging to be filled even deeper than before, and my cock throbs in its cage so hard I’m almost positive it’s going to break open and spill my orgasm all over my stockings. When I’ve swallowed down every last drop of her, Lucy pushes me away.

Foolishly, I think that’s the end of it. I mean, I have calls to make. Although maybe the electrician wouldn’t mind waiting a little longer if he knew what us girls were up to...

“Is this what every meeting is like here?” Lucy giggles. Her clit is still rock-hard; a delicious, moist pink.

“Call it orientation,” Harper murmurs.

“Not to argue, babes, I’m pretty sure orientation only starts once you’ve hired someone,” Lucy says with a wink, her face still buried between Harper’s thighs.

Harper shrugs as she grinds back on Lucy’s face again, silencing her. “Consider this your interview.”

“They say you’re supposed to interview your future boss, too,” Lucy says, trading her tongue for fingers that make Harper shudder. Lucy smirks down at me and the foot dangling off the couch probes at my cage inside my soaked panties. “You gunna make me wear one of those, you ice-cold bitch? Lock me up like this pathetic sissy?”

It’s a shock to hear anyone talk to Harper that way — but whatever she’s doing with her shoe and my cage is even more of one. The pointed tip of her darling stiletto runs circles around the outline of my clit, pushing in at just the right spots to maximize my teasing. I was leaking before and now I’m positively pouring out into the silk. I can taste how much she likes it. Her cum, still coating the inside of my mouth, mixes with the pre-cum that’s starting to drip out of her.

“I will if you call me that again,” Harper moans. She grabs Lucy’s hair and wrenches her head back, pushing her wet pussy back onto those glossy pink lips, much to Lucy’s amusement.

She licks eagerly for a moment or two until she has enough space to speak without Harper gagging her. “I missed you so fucking bad. And this is all so much more fun without Sloane stalking around.”

The thought of her makes something dark bloom inside Harper. Her face hardens, her full lips drawing into a thin line, and she pulls Lucy back against her. Clearly the wounds are still fresh. But then her head lolls back in a cascade of dark hair and she looks at me. “Why don’t you do something more fun with her cock?”

My toes curl at the thought. Surely she can’t mean —

“I want to see you get fucked.”


Chapter 6: Meant To Be Fucked

Harper orchestrates, of course, arranging Lucy and I as if we were actors in one of her films. I’m instructed to act as a fluffer, but even after cumming once, Lucy is still rock-hard. I don’t know if she just has supreme staying power, but from the way she’s looking at me, I think it has something to do with what Harper has planned.

I’m shaking, which is a surprise. I’ve been kissed, fingered, sucked, tied to a chair and forced to cum over and over, bent over a desk and filled with a strap-on more times than I can count — but I’ve never taken a real cock before. Even if it’s on a girl like Lucy’s and not the monster Diana was packing in her frumpy skirts, it still feels like one final step. I haven’t thought about Jesse in months.

Now Lucy is going to fuck the last traces of him out of me.

“It really does look like a clit, all locked up like that,” Lucy breathes, running her finger around the outlines of the bars. “Is this all you’ve got, Amy? This tiny little thing?” The thin fabric of the panties is translucent from all the pre-cum that soaked into them, and they’re clear enough to show the furious purple color of my tip. “And it’s pretty fucking hot to see how horny you are.”

“She’s incredible when she hasn’t cum,” Harper says, watching us hungrily. I’m on my back on the daybed, legs spread, knees at my shoulders, with Lucy kneeling below me. Harper is perched at the edge of her daybed with her legs crossed, taking it all in, one hand playing with her hair. The other is working between her legs. Her expression is pure smugness as she watches her plan come together, and seeing that makes me even harder inside my cage. “I want to see you make her scream.”

“Can you believe,” she says, looking down at me and brushing a lock of hair out of my face in a gesture that feels as possessive as it does tender, “that in all the time I was Harper’s, she’s never let me fuck anyone?”

“Me neither.”

They both giggle. “That’s because you were clearly meant to be fucked,” Lucy says, prodding my cage and making me gasp. “Look at you! The picture of the sissy fuckslut.”

Something comes over her. She straightens, biting her lip and looking down at me, and some of her submissiveness has left her. She’s giving me the look that Harper does right before she fucks every last drop of sissy cum out of me with her biggest strap-on.

“Harper taught me well,” I moan, wiggling my ass. “Are you going to keep making me wait?”

Lucy giggles again. “You’re proof that nature beats nurture. You were born to be a sissy girl with your cute little clitty locked away in your pretty little panties.” She shifts and leans over me and I feel a hot pressure at my hole that makes me gasp. “And some of us were born to use you.”

I moan at the heat. A real cock. It’s smaller than Harper’s strap-ons, but it feels different, somehow. Like after this I really can’t go back to being anything other than Amy. And why would I ever want to? When I can be her instead: dressed in frills and satin and lace, brought to the heights of pleasure through the depths of submission. Serving Harper, it turns out, is what I was meant to do.

My eyes are shut tight as I focus on breathing slowly and letting Lucy inside me. She pushes, slowly, and my hole stretches to accept her. There is pressure — tension — and then suddenly her knitted eyebrows expand across her face and her mouth goes from a round O of concentration to an open-mouth smile of pleasure.

“Oh fuck, you’re as tight as I hoped,” she moans. “I’ve been thinking about this since the day I met you.”

She leans forward and kisses me deeply, making me shiver from head to toe, her cock sliding in as her tongue parts my lips. She doesn’t stretch me like Harper does, but that’s okay — I can feel her heat, her heartbeat, her desire. She thrusts into me shallowly, and my cage bounces with each impact. I moan, softly, and it’s sweet and slow and tender; everything Harper isn’t when she uses me.

Or at least, to start.

“Are you close already?” she giggles. “It does feel good, doesn’t it.”

“Yes,” I gasp, a little embarrassed at how quickly my climax rose.

I wrap my arms around her and pull her against me, our lingerie slipping across each other, her cock buried in my ass, my caged clitty squeezing against her belly. It only seems right that she’s unlocked. I belong in this cage. It’s what my clitty was always meant for, not to be inside someone else. I’m a hole, dressed up in pretty things to make people want to fuck me, just like this. Denial is all the pleasure my clit deserves now that it belongs to Harper.

The thought makes me even harder, and it must show because Lucy laughs into another kiss as she begins fucking me faster and faster.

“Do you like knowing I get to cum while you don’t?” she asks, biting my lip. “That I’ll be shooting load after load of hot cream inside your perfect little hole? While you stay locked and denied like a good little sissy?”

She thrusts deep into me on cum and cream and hole and rapidly on locked and denied and sissy and I let out fluttering, girlish little gasps. That makes Harper and Lucy both laugh.

“Yes,” I admit. “You can have me any time you want.”

“Oh, we will,” Harper says. “Honestly, Amy, I’ve been thinking about things... And since you can cum in that cage, I don’t see any reason to take it off again.”

She straddles my face and silences me before I can say anything in response. But she’s not finished.

“Of course, even if you couldn’t... Even if you never had a little sissy orgasm ever again? I’d never unlock you anyway.”


Chapter 7: Desperately Hers

They kiss above me, noisily, emphasizing their pleasure. It’s not acting, really — if anything, it’s to heighten my arousal and deepen my denial. My body is only fit to serve, not be pleasured. That’s why Lucy’s cock is in my ass and Harper’s pussy is on my tongue. All the moans I make are for them; all the gasps and shudders of ecstasy are theirs. They belong to them. I was born to be hers. To be her wife and her fucktoy and her slutty little secretary, better fit for taking cock than answering the phone. There’s no doubt that Steele Cage Films will be a success with Harper at the helm. She knows how to turn fantasies into reality.

It takes me a moment before I notice one of the words that slipped through my pleasure-hazed thoughts. When I focus on it, it makes my clit throb, my back arch, pre-cum splutter out onto my belly. Lucy and Harper notice, of course, but I’m too distracted to hear what they say. As Lucy thrusts deep into me again, her tip grinding against my sissy spot and forcing out another stream of pre-cum, the word is bright in my mind.

Her wife.

Six months ago, I was just an awkward boy desperately looking for a job. And without me even realizing it was happening, Harper made me want to be more than just her secretary. I don’t just want to be in skirts and panties and steel when I’m working for her. I want my entire life to be about them. I never want to be out of lingerie again. I want her to tease me every day, kissing my clitty until I’m begging for her to fuck me, soaking my way through panties every day until she finally shows mercy and gives me the squealing orgasm I need so I stop spending so much time doing laundry.

“What are you thinking about down there?” comes Harper’s voice.

Lucy slows as she looks at me quizzically, her brow furrowed and sweat dripping from it onto my stockings. “She does seem pretty zoned out,” Lucy says breathlessly, then adds: “Oh no — I didn’t break you, did I?”

“Why don’t you try?”

Lucy erupts with laughter, leaning backwards and grabbing my cage. “Is that why this is so wet?” She uses it as a handle to start fucking me harder and faster, each deep thrust making me squeal and moan between Harper’s legs. “No more touching your clitty, poor thing. I don’t know how you’d manage. I guess it’ll just make you desperate for my cock.”

But Harper has twisted around so she can look down at me, her face a mask of confusion. There is surprise writ across her eyebrows and excitement on her cheeks. Not just the excitement I give her with my tongue — though there is plenty of that, too — but something deeper. Desire that goes beyond wanting to fill my ass with cock.

In that moment, I know she wants it too.

I pull Harper’s hips down against my mouth and eat her like it’s the last thing I’ll ever do, drawing out a moan that shakes the walls of the apartment. Lucy uses my cage as a handle and fucks me deeper, each thrust grinding her tip against my sissy spot until my whole body convulses with pleasure that has nowhere to go but back into my cage, back into the pink nylon soaked through with evidence of what I am.

I’m not going to cum, I realize; not like this, not without Harper’s permission, not without her touching me and telling me I’ve been a good enough girl to deserve it, but I’m so close to the edge that every thrust of Lucy’s cock sends another helpless spurt out of me anyway.

“She’s leaking everywhere,” Lucy gasps, her thrusts becoming irregular and urgent. “Harper, she’s absolutely soaking.”

Harper’s fingers find my cage, pressing it down against my belly, forcing the tip of my clit flat. The pressure is devastating. I can’t move. I can’t escape. I can only lie there and take everything both of them are giving me while my clit screams uselessly against its bars. The muffled sound I make into Harper’s pussy is somewhere between a sob and a moan.

“She always does when she’s thinking too hard,” Harper says, and there’s something tender in her voice underneath the dominance, something that only I would recognize. She grinds back against my tongue and I feel her shudder. “Tell us what you want, baby.”

She lifts her hips just enough to let me speak.

“I want — “ Lucy’s cock buries itself to the hilt and I lose the sentence entirely, my mouth falling open, my eyes squeezing shut. The fullness is overwhelming. Harper’s fingers stay on my cage, steady, immovable, a constant reminder that nothing I feel belongs to me. When I find my voice again it comes out small and shaking. “I want you to keep me.”

Harper goes very still.

Lucy slows.

“Keep me,” I say again, and my voice is stronger now even though my whole body is trembling. “Not just as your secretary. Not just like this.” I look up at Harper’s face, flushed and gorgeous above me. “I want to be yours. All of it. The cage, the clothes, the — the whole stupid beautiful thing. I want to be Amy forever.”

The silence stretches for one terrible, perfect second.

Then Harper leans down and kisses me, slow and deep and with something in it that she’s never put into a kiss before. Something final. Decided. When she pulls back, her lipstick is on my mouth and her eyes are bright.

“You already are,” she says softly.

Lucy has gone quiet behind us, her cock still buried in my ass, her hands warm on my hips. When I crane my neck to look at her, she’s biting her lip with an expression that she is clearly trying and failing to make look casual. There are tears in her eyes.

“Oh, don’t cry!” I say.

“I’m not crying,” she says, her voice thick with the effort of it. “I just have — something in my — I’m still fucking you, Amy, this is embarrassing for everyone!”

Harper bursts out laughing, which breaks whatever spell had settled over the room. Lucy is laughing too, still buried inside me, wiping at her eyes with the back of her hand. I’m laughing and crying at the same time, which feels exactly right.

“Finish,” Harper orders through her laughter, wiping her eyes, “or so help me, Lucy—”

“On it, boss,” Lucy says. She grabs my hips and drives into me with renewed purpose, her cock finding my sissy spot with every thrust, and the laughter dissolves back into moaning as she fucks me through the last of my resistance. “Oh, fuck,” she moans. “This is so fucking romantic, you two, ohmigod!”

My cage is a tight, throbbing, soaking mess between us. Harper settles her weight back over my mouth and I give myself back over to pleasure, to service, to the simple, right-feeling truth of being exactly where I belong.

Lucy cums first, with a high, breathless cry that she buries against my knee, her cock pulsing deep inside me, filling me with wave after wave of heat that triggers my own helpless, cageless orgasm, my clit dribbling uselessly through the bars while my whole body shakes with it. Harper follows moments later, her thighs clamping around my head, her fingers knotted in my hair, a long, unguarded moan spilling out of her. And then we’re done — Lucy and Harper have finished, and I haven’t.

Just the way it should be.

For a while, none of us move. Lucy is draped over my legs, still breathing hard, her cock softening but still nestled inside me. Harper has tipped sideways onto the daybed, her stilettos dangling off the edge, staring at the ceiling. I’m sandwiched between them in my damp, ruined lingerie, cage still locked, plug long since abandoned somewhere in the sheets, pre-cum cooling on my belly.

“So,” Lucy finally says, in a bright, conversational tone utterly at odds with the fact that she still hasn’t pulled out of me, “when do I start?”


Epilogue: Something New

The box arrived on a Tuesday, while Harper was on a call. I signed for it myself, carried it upstairs, and locked the bedroom door behind me.

Now it’s time for her to finally see it. It takes twenty minutes to get everything on correctly, which I know because I’ve been practicing. The corset is the hardest part — white satin boning, laced up the back with ivory ribbon that I’ve learned to do myself by looping it around the bedpost. The bra beneath it is barely there, sheer white lace that puts everything on full display, the underwire pushing me up in a way that makes me feel decadent. The panties match: white, tiny, trimmed in seed pearls along the waistband, with a little satin bow at the front that perfectly frames my cage. Rose gold against white lace. It shouldn’t work as well as it does.

The stockings are ivory silk, real silk, the most expensive thing I’ve ever bought myself, and they go on slowly, carefully, smoothed up my legs until the lace tops sit perfectly against my thighs. The garter straps clip to them with little pearl buttons. The heels are white platform stilettos with ankle straps and a slight blush tint to the heel, and when I stand in them I am tall and trembling and absurdly, undeniably beautiful.

I look at myself in the mirror for a long time.

Then I sit on the edge of the bed, cross my legs, and wait.

I hear her come upstairs at half past eight. The call that was supposed to be an hour ran to three. But every minute I waited only made me more excited, and by the time I hear her tired footsteps, I’m still throbbing in my cage. I can picture the pinch between her eyebrows, the half-undone blouse, the hair starting to escape its pins.

I know just what she needs.

My breath catches when the door opens. I didn’t expect the anxiety.

Harper stops. The tired lines leave her face all at once, replaced by something I have learned to read as hunger but tonight looks like something older and quieter and much more dangerous. Her eyes move over me the way they always do — slowly, deliberately, starting at the heels and traveling upward — but tonight they stop at my face and stay there for a long moment before dropping back down.

“Amy,” she says. Just my name. Just that.

“Hi,” I say, trying to strike a coquettish pose.

She sets her bag down without looking away from me. Her fingers find her collar and she undoes the remaining buttons of her blouse with the unhurried certainty of someone who has already decided exactly how this ends. Every inch of parted silk reveals more and more red lace.

“Do you want to tell me what this is?” she asks, her voice low.

“I thought that was obvious.”

She tilts her head. Her blouse slips off her shoulders.

“Say it,” she says softly.

I uncross my legs. The pearls catch the light. My cage is already wet, of course, the satin bow damp, and the look on Harper’s face when she notices sends a bolt of heat through me so intense my fingers curl into the bedspread.

“I’m yours,” I say. “I want everyone to know it.”

Harper crosses the room in three steps, takes my face in both hands, and kisses me with the full weight of everything she’s never been able to say out loud.

Then she pushes me back onto the bed.

“Don’t,” she says against my lips, her hands already finding the laces of my corset, “ruin the stockings.”
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You can read the rest of the epilogue at https://www.vanessalockridge.com/locked-in-the-office-epilogue 

Be a good girl and go get it right now!


Get a free Locked in the Office book!
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You can get a free epilogue scene right now at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/something-new

Be a good girl and go get it right now!


Want even more sexy stories?

Join my newsletter to be the first to know when my new books are out and get free, way-too-hot for Amazon stories by clicking right here or going to www.vanessalockridge.com!


Her Feminized Sissy Secretary: Dominated in the Office

If you liked this book, you’ll love this story about being transformed into a sexy sissy secretary and getting used by your boss!
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I’ll do anything if it means I land this job — even when I have to visit her house to get the job. Even when she demands that I wear panties. Even when she makes me suck her.

And especially when she bends me over.

After years of dead-end jobs, I finally have the chance for something real. Sure, it’s a secretary position — but if it means working for the stunner Elizabeth Spears, it’ll be worth it. There’s nothing I won’t do to get the offer.

Even if it means wearing lingerie.

Whenever I’m in the office, Elizabeth wants me all dolled up and ready to be played with. And when she shows me the little extra she has packed into her panties, I know I’m in for some very hard work. Am I willing to spend my days in lingerie just to make her happy? Can I really bend over for her the way she wants?

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/feminized-sissy-secretary 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!


Feminized in Chastity

If you enjoyed this story, you'll love my hot book about another sissy locked in chastity — Feminized in Chastity.
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"That dress is just so perfect on you," she purred, her fingers running over the wet spot at the front of my panties. "And you must be so frustrated locked up in there. Do you want out?"

"Oh, Mistress, yes!" I cried, desperate for release.

"Sissies stay locked," she grinned — to my horror. "But that doesn't mean you can't get any release. Bend over, baby, and let me show you what you're good for."

Chastity was supposed to be a fun, hot thing we could do once in a while. I had to talk my girlfriend Amy into it — but once we tried it once, she couldn't get enough of it. Days turned into weeks, and she delighted in turning me into a dripping mess, begging her for release.

But she'd only give it to me if I put on panties. And stockings. And a dress. She said it was just a one-time thing. But seeing me all dolled up turned her on so much that she promised to make me into something I'd never even heard of: a sissy.

And she had some ideas about how long sissies stay locked up.

Now that she owns what's between my legs, am I really willing to put it in panties if it means I might get to cum? I should hate all of this, so why is my cage so tight? And why does she keep telling me that once she's done with me, I won't even want to be unlocked?

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/feminized-in-chastity or

Click here to read it right now!


Denied and Feminized

If you liked this book, you’ll love my collection of five sweet sissies locked in delicious, horrible chastity!
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”Don't they feel wonderful?" she grinned, running her hands down my stocking-glazed legs.

I shivered in response.

”Wouldn't it be so wonderful to be let out of this?" she continued as her fingers wandered across my soft, silk panties and the throbbing, desperate cage tucked inside. I ached for her touch, burned with need for it. "But you still have six more months in there," she finished with a gleeful smirk.

Five of Vanessa's hottest stories about being locked in chastity while being turned into a sweet, sexy sissy:

	The Sissy Trip: Locked and Feminized When Visiting my Friend
	The Sissy Bunny Club: Transformed Into a Feminized Cocktail Waitress
	Our Sissy Honeymoon: Feminized, Dominated, and Used
	Feminized and Dominated: Transformed Into A Sissy for Lesbian Mistresses
	Feminized in Nylon and Steel: Turned into a Chastity Sissy


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

Click here to read it right now!
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