
        
            
                
            
        

    
My Best Friend’s Secret: My Neighbor’s Secret Satin Sissy 3

by Vanessa Lockridge


“Hey, Ashlee,” an all-too-familiar voice purrs from behind me. “Wow, you look even hotter than I expected in that nightie.”

Miss Jameson taught me everything about becoming her perfect sissy plaything. How to walk in heels. How to feel pretty in lace and satin. How to love the click of my cage locking me away. I thought I was special — her secret sissy neighbor.

But she has much bigger plans than that.

I feel more exposed than ever in skimpy lavender silk when I hear the voice I've known my entire life — but it’s not Brooks standing there. It’s someone even more special, who’s been taught the same things I have.

And when silk whispers against silk, we’ll discover what exactly happens when two sissy girls have a chance to play.
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Chapter 1: Kristin Knows Best

Everyone is staring at me, I’m sure of it. I can feel their eyes roving over me, picking out the bows and straps and lace that are lurking under my pants and t-shirt, can hear their thoughts of disgust at a boy in this place. Why would a boy be here, in a lingerie store, if not to do something disgusting? And why would he be with her?

Still, I can’t shake the excitement of being surrounded by so many pretty things: underbust corsets with frothy lace trim around the cups, slinky sheer slips with attached garter straps, and all manner of three-piece lingerie sets. Stockings and heels, panties and bras. Just seeing it — and knowing that I’ll be wearing some of it — is enough to get me rock-hard.

Although that’s not as big as it used to be.

“Are you getting frustrated, Ashlee?” Miss Jameson whispers to me with a knowing smile.

“Someone might hear!”

“You’re right,” she says with a grin. “They might.” She raises her voice and looks around the store. “I think the pink one is especially darling, don’t you, Ash—”

“Please!” I hiss.

“I thought my Ashlee was excited to go shopping for pretty new things.”

“Ashlee is,” I whisper. “But Fletcher is afraid of what will happen if someone catches him here.”

Miss Jameson snorts. “You think this is the first time a boy’s been in a store like this?”

“That’s different. They’re shopping for a girlfriend or whatever.”

“Just like I am,” Miss Jameson says. “And maybe a little something for myself.”

She’s dressed in something that’s barely more than lingerie anyway — an outfit that, by design, looks like she just rolled out of bed after a wild night. A green satin slip dress that looks like a nightie, short enough that I can make out her garter tabs every time she takes a strutting step in her high heels. One of the straps seems to be perpetually falling down her shoulder, the glittering golden lace trim across her chest slipping just enough to suggest that all it would take is one wrong move to expose her breasts and the hard nipples beneath. Even her hair is a mess, the temples just silvering, the rest of it a messy bun flopping atop her head.

If only people knew how powerful this woman was when they saw her. How completely she dominated me. And not just me: my body and my desires, yes, but my identity too. Now I’m her Ashlee, always and forever, and there’s no turning back from that. It’s an illicit thrill to be here with her, shopping for beautiful new clothes for both of us to delight each other with. Of course, I’ll do it on my knees and on my back, and she’ll do it with the unquestioned power of someone who knows exactly what her sissy girl needs.

Even if it’s not always what I want.

“Oh, look at this,” she gasps, pulling a teddy off a rack and holding it up to me. “Isn’t the skirt so cute? Mmm, I would devour you in this.”

I push it away and look nervously around again. “I thought you didn’t like me in black.”

“I might have to make an exception.”

“Miss Jameson?” My stomach drops and my heart sinks to where it used to be. Matilda turns to the girl, not dressed in the usual uniform of black yoga pants and an oversized sweatshirt but in an actual dress — who has suddenly appeared next to us. I try to disappear into the floor as her eyes glide over me and she fails to suppress a knowing smile. I know her, and she knows me.

It’s Brooks’ girlfriend, Kristin.

“Doing a little shopping?” she say, her eyes glued to me.

“Kristin! So funny running into you here.”

They exchange pecks on their cheeks, looking for all the world not like a girl meeting her boyfriend’s mother out in public, awkward and embarrassed, but like peers — friends happy to see each other. Kristin is taller than Miss Jameson by at least three inches, which puts her well over six feet tall even without heels, and she looks like the kind of woman who is never without them.

“You two look like you’re having fun!” Kristin giggles.

“Fletcher asked for my advice for his girlfriend,” Miss Jameson says smoothly. “Isn’t that right?”

“Miss Jameson said she knew exactly what a girl wants.”

“That’s so funny,” Kristin says. “I didn’t even know you had a girlfriend, Fletch! I can’t believe Brooks never mentioned it to me. Seems like the sort of thing I’d know about, doesn’t it?” She shrugs and grins. “Well, I’m sure your... girlfriend will be very pleased with such a thoughtful gift. May I offer a suggestion?”

I swallow, my throat dry. “Please.”

“The kind of girls I like typically enjoy something that covers up less rather than more.” She grins mischievously at me and then casts an appraising look at Matilda. “Or shows off their assets more fully.”

“That’s such an excellent idea, Kristin,” Matilda says cheerfully. “I’m sure that’s exactly the kind of thing Fletcher enjoys, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” I say flatly. I hate that the floor hasn’t swallowed me up entirely.

“I hope you get something cute that looks especially lovely… On whoever the lucky girl is that gets to wear it.” Kristin gives me a little wave and heads to the counter to check out, her arms draped with a frilly yellow corset with pretty flowers on it.

“Can we go?” I whisper furiously to Miss Jameson.

“We just got here,” she says dismissively. “And besides, we haven’t purchased anything for you yet. And she’s right, you know.”

I expect her to say something about how Kristin immediately recognized me for what I am. Or that she threatened blackmail. Or that she’s about to tell the entire store what a disgusting boy is doing here. But instead, Miss Jameson gives me a manic grin that makes me even more terrified.

“I do like something that covers up less of you.”


Chapter 2: Leaking All Day

She tries on just about every outfit she can in the store and makes me watch, stripped of my street clothes, kneeling on the floor of the dressing room with my hands folded on my lap and back perfectly arched while I look up at her. My lingerie is all matching, of course, with neon pink lace and little bows studding every intersection of elastic. Hot pink stockings complete the ensemble, clipped to a garter belt with prodigious boning so strong that it gives me an hourglass waist like a 1950’s starlet.

“How does this look?” Miss Jameson says, fussing with the sheer nightie in the mirror while I stare at her perfect ass from behind, trying not to let myself get too overheated by the lacy thong emerging from between her cheeks.

“Like you’re wearing nothing,” I say in awe. “You look... like a dream.”

“You’re such a little romantic, Ashlee,” she coos, giving herself another appraising once-over before turning to face me. She reaches down to cup my chin as though inspecting some particularly fine jewelry. Then she grins wickedly at me. “Is it making you excited?”

I bite my lip. “Yes, Miss Jameson.”

“I’d ask you to show me, but...” She grins wickedly at me. “Well, your new cage leaves so little room for that, doesn’t it?”

I can’t stop the tremor from rolling through me. “Yes, Miss Jameson.”

Her fingers trace my jawline and neck before working their way down my bra strap to my garter belt and finally the front of my panties. “Perfectly flat and smooth,” she breathes in obvious delight. “Just like a good girl’s should be. Are you nice and tight in your cage?”

I squirm. “Yes, Miss Jameson.”

“Good girl.”

“I’ve been leaking all day.”

When I spread my legs just enough for her to see the dark spot on the bright pink lace, I can see the predatory arousal cross her face. “You love being all locked up for me.”

“Yes, Miss Jameson.” A long, shaking exhale escapes me. There’s no reason to try to hide what’s so obvious. The more submissive I am to her, the wetter I get.

“Mmm,” she says with a low rumble of appreciation, tracing her finger over my lips. “And you look so pretty on your knees like that.”

“I love being pretty for you.”

She giggles. “Are you sure it’s not because of what I do to you when you look your best like this?”

My breath catches in my throat as I imagine it. My cock pulses against the tight metal bands wrapped around its base, squeezing even more pre-cum into my already saturated panties. “It might be.”

She leans forwards until her lips brush against my ear and her voice is soft and breathy. “My big, hard cock deep inside of you. Your sexy little squeals as I bend you over my bed and fuck all your little boy thoughts out of you. Who are you, baby girl?”

“I’m your Ashlee,” I gasp. “May I touch myself, Miss Jameson?”

I can hear the smile spread her lips apart. “You can’t even feel anything with this new cage.”

“It makes me feel —” My voice catches. Am I really going to admit it out loud?

“It makes you feel like what, Ashlee?”

Her hand is cupping my cheek, thumb absently playing with the corner of my mouth. It’s a subtle gesture that oozes power and control. Here I am, a boy in chastity cage, kneeling in front of her in hot pink lingerie, begging her not to let me fuck her — not to let me out of the cage — not even to let me cum, just to please her in every way she demands.

I might look like Fletcher to the world, but the only person left inside of me is Ashlee.

“It makes me feel like a good girl for you.”

Matilda gives me another feral grin and taps on my lips until I open up. Her finger slides into my mouth. “Suck on it.”

I close my eyes and swirl my tongue around her fingertip before sucking on it softly as though I was trying to coax some more pre-cum out from between my own legs. I can taste her arousal on them and know she’s been touching herself the entire time we’ve been shopping. It reminds me of that first time she took all control away from me and turned me into her perfect little dolly to dress up and undress at will. Back then, I thought I was in control, that this would be little more than an extra-kinky summer fling.

“Stand up and bend over,” she says and I obey without questioning.

She doesn’t even bother to take off my panties, and it’s even hotter when she yanks them to the side and slips her wet finger inside of me, instantly curling against my sissy spot and making me squeal with sissy pleasure. In a rush, Miss Jameson clamps her hand over my mouth and hushes me. “Be quiet!”

But she doesn’t stop fingering me, and it isn’t long before she’s holding her arm still and I’m pushing myself back against her, driving my tight hole onto her finger over and over again, the wet spot at the front of my panties growing and growing until it’s dripping out onto the floor and I have to spread my legs to make sure it doesn’t splash onto my toes. The pleasure is all-consuming and made better by the knowledge that I might not be allowed to cum: that as much as this is for me to enjoy, it’s all about her proving her power over me. That I’m just her little toy. Her sissy plaything. Far more than just a summer affair.

This is who I am now.


Chapter 3: Dressing Up Together

We dress together, our old lingerie tossed in piles of lace and silk around her bedroom, giggling together as we caress and touch and kiss and fondle while we slip into our new outfits. It’s achingly thrilling to know she picked this out for me to wear. It’s hard to imagine it suiting anyone but a girl like me.

“Kristin always knows best,” Miss Jameson breathes when she finally sees me in my new outfit. “Less is so much more.”

It’s red — bright red, slut red — and all sheer silk and stiff satin. A low-cut bustier with cups that don’t cover my nipples. Instead, frothy red lace barely obscures them, presenting them like a present to be unwrapped more than a part of my body. The panties are open in the front and back, as if whoever created them imagined they would only be worn by someone with a clit like mine. My tiny cage, recently “upgraded” to be completely sealed, with no bars or ways to touch the sensitive organ inside, peaks out from layers of lace and ruffles that frame it in a red, lacy heart. Stockings with tiny red bows up the seams finish the outfit, along with a pair of red patent Mary Jane wedge heels that would be girlishly innocent if they didn’t look so stunningly slutty.

I’ve never felt this sexy in my life.

Miss Jameson’s outfit is just as daring: all black, all straps, all power. Like a dominatrix from a cheesy 70’s porno magazine come to life and made immeasurably better by her casual beauty and natural elegance. I know exactly how powerful she feels when I see it on her, especially once she slips on her black stilettos and looks down at me imperiously. It makes my knees weak, so I sink to them in front of her.

“Are you ready?”

Her voice sends another delicious shudder through me. “For anything, Miss Jameson.”

“Anything?” There’s a color to her voice that puts me on edge. She always has something planned — some new torture or humiliation that will bring her endless satisfaction at my expense. I can only imagine what it is today.

“Anything,” I say, toes curling.

“Six weeks ago, I slipped you into that pretty little pink babydoll,” she says. “And it wasn’t long after that I turned your pathetic cock into what it’s always meant to be.”

“A clitty,” I breathe, feeling it twitch. Exposed as it is in these panties, Miss Jameson can see it too, and I watch the grin spread across her face.

“A clitty,” she repeats, watching mine for its response. “All locked up in its little steel prison. It looks perfect in there, in your lovely pretty panties, all dressed up for me. I know that when we started you expected to fuck me, right? The woman next door and the young, hot stud.” She laughs, a fraction too icily. “The only way you get my pussy now is if I let you taste it, isn’t it, Ashlee?”

“Yes, Miss Jameson.”

“But you don’t even like tasting it anymore, do you?”

“I do!”

“But not as much as you like tasting my cock.”

I shiver at her feet. It’s true, and she knows it. All I think about now is putting on something cute and frilly and letting her fuck my ass until I squeal and cum and lick it up off the bed.

“But I’d hate for you to think you’re owed an orgasm, Ashlee. You belong to me, remember? And so does your pleasure.”

This can’t be good. She extends her hand and when I take it, she lifts me from the floor and pulls me into an embrace and my stomach erupts in anxious butterflies. The kiss is short but luxurious, all tongue and passion that makes me want to melt into her. I’ll do anything she wants. I want to be beneath her.

“Go lay on the bed. On your back. I want to play with you the way girls do.”

I let myself get excited. The last time she promised me that was the first time she fucked me — gave me a dildo to use in my ass while she used one on herself. What could she have planned this time?

My stockings are tugged sweetly up my legs when I spread them, the wash of silken pleasure interrupted by the feeling of Miss Jameson’s lips and nose brushing against the inside of my thigh as she works her way upwards. It’s just like how I’ve gone down on her before and I feel anxious anticipation as I try to imagine what she’ll do when she reaches her prize. My clit is locked away, unlike hers. Anything she does there would be torture.

So it’s no surprise when she slips it into her mouth, kissing and sucking it like it’s something between a cock and clitty, fully knowing I can’t feel anything except a rush of frustration and denial. Her eyes never leave mine and my eyebrows never stop arching. The bars on my old cage allowed me to feel a twisted, muted pleasure. This new one covers every part of my shaft with steel.

Pre-cum pours out of me anyway.

“This must be so frustrating,” she says with a mock pout. “All locked up in your teeny-tiny clitty cage.”

“Yes, Miss Jameson,” I moan. I may not get the blowjob I want, but her fingers are already finding other places to tease me: my nipples, my thighs, the curve of my cheeks beneath my open-backed panties.

“Do you want me to take it off?”

It’s like being struck by lightning. I look down at her with wide eyes and see her dangling the key on its anklet in front of me. She looks so wickedly happy as I watch it swing back and forth, hypnotically, the tiny silver heart swinging right alongside. I know it’s a test. The only question is who it’s for: her, to make sure I’m still the loyal sissy girl she wants, or for me, to prove how deep under her control I am.

There’s only one right answer.

“No, Miss Jameson,” I moan. “I only want your cock.”

“Good girl.” The smile she gives me is brighter than the sun. She slithers up and gives me a sweet kiss before rolling off the bed. “But not today.”

I let out a frustrated moan that only seems to excite her more. She fishes something out of the nightstand drawer — and it’s only then that I notice the picture still leaning against her lamp: me in my frillies, strapped spread-eagle to the bed. Out, where anyone could see it.

Where Brooks could see it.

“You kept it? There?”

“I like seeing it.”

“Anyone could see it!”

She shrugs. “Only the people I invite into my bedroom.”

“What about —”

“Hush,” she says, climbing back onto the bed and pressing her finger to my lips. “Now it’s time for us to play.”


Chapter 4: Your Sissy Plaything

“Oh — oh — oh f-f-f—”

It takes all my energy and effort not to let the curse word slip out of me. If this is what she’s doing to me for fun, I’d hate to see what a punishment would be. And for all her kinkiness, the one thing that Miss Jameson hates hearing from me is swearing.

“Is that — that too much for you, baby girl?” Her voice is thick with arousal.

“No,” I moan. “No, please don’t stop, please don’t stop!”

“I’m going to make you swear, sissy. And then you’ll be in big trouble.”

“No! Please, no! Oh, oh, oh!”

The vibrator is better in this cage. Or maybe it’s how she’s using it: straddling my lap, rubbing her soaking pussy across it, still in her sexy lace panties, the buzzing toy held against my tip while she uses my entire locked shaft as her personal plaything. It’s pleasure so intense that it’s almost painful, submission so deep that I don’t want her to stop until she’s finished with me.

“You feel so good on my pussy,” she moans. Her forehead is dewy with sweat and some of her hair is matted to it. I’ve never seen her drag out her orgasm this much before. “Your little clitty is so — oh, oh! — hard. I can feel how hot you are in there. Just desperate to get out — oh, yes, twitch for me, Ashlee. This is the closest you’re ever going to get to being inside of me.”

And the darker, unspoken promise as well: this is the closest I’ll ever come to being inside of anyone. There’s no going back from this now, I know that. My future may not be with Miss Jameson, but I know that the only way I’ll ever be satisfied again is to be locked in steel and wrapped up in lace and silk. Ashlee needs to be pretty, dominated, and locked. Ashlee needs to be a plaything.

I reach out with trembling fingers and slide them into the crotch of her panties, finding her firm clit. She moans at my touch and arches herself against it as though trying to drive me into her, so I help her. I press my palm overtop the buzzing vibrator, pushing it harder against her lips and clit. The noise she makes is a mix between surprise and lust.

“Ashlee?” Her voice is shaky as she tries to regain control. “I’m going to cum.”

“Cum,” I moan. “Please, please!”

Her breath comes in quick, gasping spurts as the climax rolls through her. When she falls forwards, her mouth is right by my ear and when she speaks, it’s barely more than a whisper: “Tell me who you are.”

There’s no hesitation now. “Your Ashlee, Miss Jameson. Your sissy plaything.”

She squeals again. I can tell another orgasm is close, and for an instant I feel jealous that women can do it more than once. Of course, now that I can’t at all, I’d take anything just to get out of the cage.

“Sissies don’t get to cum without permission. You don’t get to cum tonight, Ashlee.”

I groan in desperation, and that only seems to excite her more. “Maybe you’re done cumming forever. Maybe I’ll fuck you like this forever.”

She turns off the toy and tosses it aside before leaning back so we can stare at each other. Our faces are pink with exertion and excitement. She takes my hands from where they’ve slipped out of her panties and pushes them above my head, still grinding herself against my cage. I can feel her wetness running down, soaking my panties and mixing with my pre-cum pooling on the bed.

“Do you love being my sissy girl?”

“Yes!”

“And what do good little girls do?”

My answer is immediate. “Anything you ask them to.”

The kiss is as passionate as it is possessive. “Good girl, Ashlee Howe.”

Her words make me shudder again and then I’m moaning against her mouth. Her fingers are tight in my hair, our glossy lips slip across each other. Girls playing with special girls. My mind is spinning from it all. She breaks the kiss and leans back until she’s sitting on my lap, watching me squirm beneath her.

“I want you to come over. Tomorrow night, after dinner. Wear that cute little nightie you had on the other day.”

“The blue one?”

“No, no. That frothy little lavender one that shows off your belly button. With the stay-ups and these wedges.”

My stomach flutters. I can’t hide that under a shirt. I’ll have to put it on at my place and then wear it over. Just like I did with that white dress. Anyone could see me. Brooks could see me. But even if that’s a concern for me, Ashlee knows better than to say no. I’ll figure something out.

“Yes, Miss Jameson.”

“And I need you to be your perfect sissy self, do you understand? No matter what happens.”

“What do you have planned?”

“A surprise, baby girl. A big one.”

A million ideas flash through my mind, all of them frightening.

“Miss Jameson, am I going to —”

“You’ll see,” she breathes, pushing my shoulders so I slip down the bed and she can straddle my face. “Now give me another orgasm like the good girl you are.”

When she finally sends me home after countless orgasms, it’s almost time for me to go back. I take a fast shower and then get changed into the new outfit she bought for me today, throbbing in my cage the entire time. I try not to let myself think about what she has planned.

I look hot in the nightie. Somehow it’s even better here than it was in the store — the see-through lavender silk swings around my belly, the hem trimmed in lace and pretty little peonies that match the waistband of the panties. They’re sheer enough that my cage is clearly visible inside. I know she’ll like that. The garter belt is all scalloped lace trim with more sheer silk. Each garter tab is a peony, too, clipped into the lace tops of the matching-lavender lingerie. I slip into my teetering acrylic stilettos, check my make-up one last time, and let myself feel sexy and girlish and stunning.

Miss Jameson is going to lose her mind when she sees me.

The distance between our yards has never looked bigger than when she started asking me to come over all dolled-up. I have a route that keeps me hidden from the street for as long as possible, but I still have to wait at the front door until she answers it, and she’s been waiting as long as possible lately. It’s like she wants me to get caught.

But I make it without running across anybody who might wonder why a pretty girl in her lingerie and a little extra in her panties is running around at dusk. A guy walking his dog just about gets an eyeful, but I manage to make it onto the Jameson front porch and out of his view. It’s not until I ring the doorbell that I realize something’s wrong. As the front door opens I turn around to look at the driveway and my stomach drops. I want to disappear. I want to be anywhere else but here.

Brooks’ car is in the driveway where Miss Jameson’s usually is.

“Hey, Ashlee,” an all-too-familiar voice says from behind me. “Wow, you look hot in that nightie.”


Chapter 5: The Yellow Corset

Except when I turn around, it’s not Brooks there.

It’s a girl. And she’s in a cute little yellow corset with flowers trimmed out around the lace, her hard nipples peaking out from behind sheer cups. Lacy daisies sit where each strap connects, including where her garter straps clip into her sheer yellow stockings. It’s a corset I recognize, and when I realize where I saw it, it makes butterflies erupt in my belly. She’s got heels on like mine, too, and her hair is pulled back into a ponytail with a yellow ribbon. She’d be like a sweet spring day if it wasn’t for how sexy she looked.

Or what she’s packing in her panties.

I take an awkward step away from her, trying not to stare at the outline of the cock straining against her thin panties. It’s thick and almost half of it is sticking out over the frilly waistband. It looks just like the strap-on that Miss Jameson loves to fuck me with, but it’s not purple, and it’s not dangling off her. This is real, and as much as I hate it, it makes my little caged clitty twitch and leak in my sheer panties. I try not to stare, but, well, a girl has priorities.

“You look really pretty,” I manage to stammer out finally. My mouth feels so dry I could scream.

She steps up next to me and puts her hand on my arm. “Thanks.”

There’s a moment of silence between us, the air suddenly electric. She even moves like Brooks does. Under the sweet perfume, smells like him. But if I hadn’t seen her here, in this house, I never would have guessed she was anything other than a stunningly gorgeous girl. My stomach twists as I think about what I have to say next. I almost don’t want to hear the answer.

“B-Brooks?”

Her — his? — face splits into a grin. It’s beautiful on her, and it’s a grin I’ve seen a thousand times before, usually before my idiot friend does something stupid that’s going to get us all in trouble. She doesn’t have to confirm it for me to know it’s true. Instead she grabs me and swings me against the foyer wall, shoving the door shut behind her with her hip.

“Brittany,” she says.

“Fl — Ashlee,” I stammer.

“You’re cute.”

My voice catches in my throat and I search his — her — face, letting the shock wash over. She cocks her head to the side, the yellow ribbon flopping over her hair. Her make-up is perfect, yellow and silver eyeshadow twinkling. With her hand on her hip like that, she looks like she’s about to pop a bubblegum bubble and then tell me all about how shitty her best friend has been. Keeping secrets. Not involving her in playtime.

“What?” she asks. “Did you think you were the only one she likes in panties?”

“You mean, Miss Jame —”

“Why do you think she had all that pretty stuff just lying around?”

Does that mean that she’s — and that Brittney’s — and that they’ve been in her bedroom! “You saw the picture?”

“I thought you looked hot like that.” She takes a step towards me, backing me up against the wall until I can feel the wainscoting poking into my back. “Not as hot as you do now, though.”

My eyes flick down to her cock. It looks even bigger, somehow. I can barely hear what she’s saying, my heart is beating so hard. Brittany takes another step towards me and I slide along the wall, gasping when I suddenly feel empty space behind me and barely manage to stay upright in my heels.

“Careful,” Brittany giggles, taking hold of my arms and tugging me forwards again until I bump into her, chest to chest. Her perfume matches her lingerie, all spring rain and fresh flowers. Her shaft throbs against my belly, tucked up beneath the peony trim and pretty lavender silk. I take a shuddering breath in and feel our hard nipples brush against each other. It’s all way, way too much. I take a staggering step backwards as Brittany advances on me.

“So does Ashlee want to play with Brittany? You know, since we’re best friends.”

“P-play with you?”

“You know...”

I watch her hand snake down her stomach, tracing the boning of her bustier, until slithers over her cock. My clit pulses against its steel prison, leaking pre-cum in my panties and making them stick to my skin. She squeezes herself and bites her lip in a way that would make me melt for any girl. But is that who this is? Or is this Brooks?

“I — I can’t —”

She gives me a mock pout. “Because of your little clitty cage? I heard all about that.”

Ripples of anxiety roil my stomach. “No, it’s not — Brooks, we —”

“Brittany,” she says softly. “And of course we can. I know just how to treat a girl like you.”

This time, when she takes a step forwards, I don’t stumble backwards. This time, when she takes my hand, I don’t feel the need to snatch it away. This time, when she presses her body against mine and wraps her arms around me, I don’t fight back. I melt into her embrace.

“Brittany,” I whisper, tilting my head forwards.

We kiss, lips parted, tongues intertwined. She tastes so good. A girl just like me, as in love with lingerie as I am and maybe even hotter than me. Except, I remind myself as I feel her twitch against my belly, she’s not just like me at all. She’s got something I don’t have.

My stomach is in knots as we break apart and I plan what I’m about to say. She’s biting her lip expectantly. Like she knows what I’m going to say. Like she needs to hear me say it. Her fingers dig into my back through the nightie and she throbs against my belly. It almost hurts how much she wants this, but somehow I still can’t make myself do it.

“You’re so hard,” I murmur. This must be what every girl feels like, after playing with toys and her girlfriends, before she’s faced with the real thing. Doesn’t matter if it’s wrapped in sheer silk or boxers — a pretty girl like me knows exactly what she’s supposed to do. The only surprise is how much I want to. I look down at her throbbing cock beneath the lavender layers of my babydoll. It’s so long it’s almost up to the bra strap.

When I raise my eyes and meet her gaze again, the way she’s looking at me sends a shiver down my spine. Like she already knows that I’m about to give in to her.

“Can I suck your cock, Brittany?”


Chapter 6: Take Your Time With It

It feels natural being led to the couch, heels clicking on the floor. It feels right to sink to my knees between her legs, rubbing my hands along her stocking-glazed thighs and staring up into her eyes behind her twitching cock. They glitter in the sunset streaming in through the windows. I’m about to do what girls are supposed to do.

“Are you nervous?” she whispers.

I bite my lip and nod.

“Me too,” she says, then giggles in a sudden release of tension. I do too, feeling my body relax.

“I’ve never sucked a cock before,” I say. “But I’ve had practice with... other things.”

“Me too,” she repeats. “It’s okay, cutie. Go slow. There’s no rush.”

I drag my fingers up her leg towards her shivering shaft, hesitating for only moment before letting my fingertips graze it. I gasp at the touch, not so much for what happens as for what doesn’t. There are no thunderclaps or sparks, no sudden spurts or feelings of shame. It’s just like touching my own — or at least what touching mine used to be like.

My trembling fingers explore its length, stroking along veins and ridges and feeling it twitch in response. It all feels so new, like my innocence is melting away. It’s hotter than I expected, which is a surprise, and the tip is already wet. She moans when I touch it, and again when I pull my fingers away and suck the salty pre-cum off them.

“Oh, that’s so hot,” she breathes, staring right at me. Her gaze electrifies me and I repeat it, bringing my mouth closer and letting a long strand of her pre-cum run from her tip to my lips. I slurp loudly and wiggle my rear. Brittany bites her lip harder and whimpers, cupping her hand under my chin, and pulling me towards her shaft. Instantly I start to tremble, butterflies erupting in my stomach. My eyes go from hers to her cock and back again as the sudden realization of what I’m about to do sets in.

This isn’t Miss Jameson’s strap-on, hidden up in her bedroom, just some fun between girls. This is a real cock. And not just any cock — this one belongs to Brooks, even if right now she’s Brittany, and stunning, and dressed in lingerie so cute I’m jealous I don’t get any. Once I do this, there’s no going back for me.

A girl’s first time is so important.

I let her pull me slowly towards her, my heart thumping louder and louder in my ears as the gap gets smaller. And then suddenly it’s there — and then it’s in my mouth, and I’ve gone from being Miss Jameson’s sissy plaything to being a pretty little cocksucker. She tastes salty and musky with a hint of perfume she must have sprayed on before I got here. It’s different than I imagined, especially after so many afternoons sucking Miss Jameson’s strap-on. But I realize, with trepidation and arousal so intense that my cage hurts, that I like it.

And I especially like what it does to Brittany.

“Oh, baby girl, that feels so good,” she breathes, pleasure rippling through her body. “Take your time with it. Fuck, your lips look so pretty wrapped around me like that.”

I shouldn’t want a compliment like that, especially not from my best friend, and it definitely shouldn’t make me take as much of her length as I can, swirling my tongue around it and sucking down every drop of delicious pre-cum that spills out of her tip. I should hate the squealing moans of pleasure I can draw out of her. I should hate the constraints on my cage and the tug on my stockings and the whisper-soft brush of my lavender babydoll as I suck a cock on my knees like a good girl.

“Am I doing okay?” I ask, gasping when I finally let her go, biting my lip and staring up at her, stomach twisting — not because of what I did, but because I’m suddenly afraid she’s going to tell me I did it badly.

“You’re doing perfect, sweetie. Such a natural little cocksucker. Take a little more for me? I love watching your pretty eyes look up at me while you take me deeper.”

Her words send shivers down my spine. Cocksucker. The word should make me feel ashamed, but instead it makes my clitty throb against its prison.

“You taste so good,” I breathe, swirling my tongue along the underside of her tip. She squeals and bucks and a wave of satisfaction washes over me as I please her the way I know is right. But I want her to please me, too, the way I should be. I stroke her and kiss her thighs, snapping her garter straps with my teeth, then slither up her body for a kiss. Soft sheer nylon slips together between our bodies as she pulls me in, fingers digging into the back of my head, her kiss full of desire and hunger and arousal.

“I love feeling you in my mouth,” I murmur, still stroking her. “You make my little clitty get so hard in my cage...”

Brittany’s face splits into a grin. “She put you in one of those, hmm?”

Her fingers find the waistband of my panties and peel them down to reveal it. She doesn’t look shocked to see it — if anything, she looks more turned on than before. She pulls me into another kiss while she starts to play with my cage, grabbing its tiny length entirely in her hand and shaking it gently. I’m so hard inside that even that’s enough to make me gasp with pleasure.

“Your panties are so wet,” she giggles. “All that excitement and nothing to do it with it.”

“It’s so tight,” I moan. The contradiction is maddening — I want to be touched so badly, yet the denial is what makes everything so delicious. “Can you help me?”

The grin that splits her face frightens me as much as it excites me.

“Oh yes, baby girl,” she says. “I know exactly how to do that.”


Chapter 7: How to Please a Girl

She sits me next to her on the couch, my hand still slowly working her cock, her fingers in my mouth. I suck them as I stare into her eyes and know without being told what she has planned for me. How she’s going to treat her new little girlfriend.

“You really are a perfect little sissy, aren’t you?” she giggles. “Your little clitty knows exactly where it belongs.”

“All locked up?” I whimper.

“So you can focus your attention where it belongs.” She pulls my panties to the side, my dripping cage springing out, and spreads my legs. I’m nervous again, heart lodged in my throat and my belly a coiling knot. “And get pleasure the way you’re supposed to.”

“Oh,” I gasp when I feel her finger circling my tight hole. “Oh, Brittany, yes!”

She sucks in a shuddering gasp. “I love hearing you talk like that, baby. You’re being such a good girl for me.”

I’m writhing with anticipation on the couch as she circles me and teases me with her fingers. It feels so dirty to have them down there at all — this is what bad girls do, not pretty ones like me. But I’m still a girl, and she knows just how to please one.

“Don’t keep teasing me,” I moan.

“But teasing you is so much fun! Especially when you’re all locked up like this.”

I lean in to her and kiss her again. “Please, Brittany. Finger me like a girl, please!”

A wave of satisfaction washes over her face as she presses forwards and finally slides her first finger into my tight hole. It makes my head spin. It’s not as big as Miss Jameson’s strap-on, but there’s something so intimate about that it feels even better. She slips it in all the way and I feel for all the world like a girl getting pleasured for the first time, experimenting with her partner. Brittany curls it and squeezes against my sissy spot but my squeal of pleasure is lost in her lips as she pulls me into a kiss.

“You’re so tight,” she breathes when we break apart and her finger has settled into a steady rhythm that draws moans and pre-cum from me. “I can’t wait to feel you on my cock.”

I bite my lip. I want that so badly it scares me. Is this really how far I’ve come? “Are we doing that... tonight?”

“Look how much you’re fucking my finger already,” she says, brushing a hair out of my face. “Your body knows what it needs.”

I start pumping her cock again as she fingers me. It feels right, like this is where we belong. Two pretty girls, one locked and one free to use her assets however she wants. I want to be unlocked that too — or at least I think I do. But as I imagine Brittany’s hands on my stiff clitty, her tongue on my tip, burying myself inside of her, something else bubbles up that sends an electric shock through me. It’s not that I don’t want any of that. I do miss the pleasure on my clit, I do burn to be out of this cage, to be allowed to use it the way Brittany can.

But I know it’s all so much better like this.

“You’re such a sensitive little sissy,” Brittany breathes when I let out another gasping squeal. “I can feel you clenching around my finger. Do you want another one?”

My body is moving of its own accord, writhing on her to maximize its pleasure. “Yes,” I moan. “Fill me up. I need to be fuller.” My voice sounds pleading even to my own ears.

The second finger makes me gasp as they fill my ass with more sensation than before, but still not enough to make me cum. She fingers me steadily with them as I ride her hand, babydoll brushing against her, legs spread, just like a pretty girl. My first time, but certainly not my last. Her thumb starts brushing against my package and it sends shivers of pleasure through my aching clit.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck!”

She tilts me backwards, sliding me down until I’m laying on my back with my legs spread and her fingers still inside and her body pressed on top of mine. Her lips taste like strawberries and bubblegum, sweet and delicious. My arms wrap around her shoulders, fingers tangling in the hair that tumbles from her ribbon and spills onto my chest. Her fingers work inside of me, her cock throbbing, the thick shaft tucked into the crook between my thigh and my clit. She’s so much bigger than me, so hot. I can’t wait for it to be inside of me.

“Tell me I’m a good girl,” I moan, looking up at her.

“That remains to be seen,” she giggles. “But you have been so far.”

Her lips trace their way down my neck, across my shoulder, making me tremble beneath her. Down the babydoll and past the frills to kiss along the top edge of my stockings where they cling tight to my skin. Then the garter straps — then nothing but smooth satin, except where my package peeks out, hard as ever. It’s hot and throbbing beneath Brittany’s tongue, which traces its way along one side of it until she reaches the bottom and flicks upwards. The sensation shoots right through my trapped clitty and makes me squeal with pleasure.

And then she says the words that I’ve been terrified to hear. Aching to hear. Afraid of what they’ll mean when I hear them, how I’ll answer.

“Do you want me to take you right here on your back? Or do you want to be on all fours like a dirty little slut?”


Chapter 8: Taking Her So Well

When she pushes my legs up and my back curls, panties dangling from my ankle, she exposes me in a way that I’ve never felt before. My clit twitches at the sudden sense of vulnerability. She could do anything to me like this. I look up at her between my stocking-glazed legs and see such hunger and arousal on her face that it sets my mind reeling. She wants me. She needs me.

“I can’t promise I’m going to be gentle,” she breathes. “When you look like that.”

“It’s my first time,” I moan. “I don’t want you to be gentle.”

I grab her head and pull her down for a kiss. The change in her angle pushes her clit against my hole and the sudden heat and stiffness there makes my heart leap. Her kiss is less aggressive than before, and for a moment I worry that I’ve done something wrong, only to realize that it’s not that — it’s that she’s nervous, too.

“I want you to fuck every drop of cum out of me,” I breathe. “Is this your first time, too?”

“With a girl like you.”

We share another long, lingering kiss before she straightens up, fingers curling around my thighs and holding me tight as she positions herself over top of me. We lock eyes and hold our breath simultaneously. When the tip presses against me, the whole world seems to fall silent, the air so thick it feels hard to breathe.

“Don’t stop looking at me,” Brittany says. “I want to see your face when you feel me for the first time.”

My best friend’s cock slips into me so easily that it almost makes me feel proud. I gasp as she pushes all the way in until her hips press against mine. This isn’t anything like Miss Jameson’s strap-on — no matter how good she felt, nothing compares to this. Her cock is hot and thick, stretching me open like nothing else has. My body wraps around it so we’re not just two girls enjoying each other — we’re connected together, our passion suddenly so deep it overwhelms my body, leaving me shaking. My mouth falls open as the rest of the world disappears and Brittany leans down towards me.

“Oh, Brittany, you’re so big,” I manage.

“Just breathe through it. You’re squeezing me so tight,” she grunts. “You’re taking my cock so well, baby.”

It’s all I want to do.

The lavender silk of my nightie pools around my waist, framing where we’re joined. With each passing second, discomfort gives way to a fullness that feels better than any of Miss Jameson’s strap-ons, no matter how much they vibrated. My clit throbs uselessly against the cage as Brittany finally bottoms out, her package bumping up against me. For a long moment she stays there, panting, and I can feel her heart beat in her cock.

“This is what you were made for,” she says softly as she starts to slowly thrust. “Taking cock while your clit stays all locked up.”

“Yes,” I whimper. “I’m all yours, Brittany.”

Her thrusts are gentle at first, sending ripples straight into my guts and out to my fingers and toes. My stockings slide against each other when I wrap them around her waist and pull her closer to me. They rub on her panties, silk against silk, girl against girl.

She pushes up off of me and looks at me, head to toe as we make love, one hand tracing its way along the frilly edge of my nightie and brushing against my cage before going to where I want it: fingers intertwined with mine. I don’t need her to touch my clit now. All I want is her cock inside of me, reminding me who I am now, what I’m for, and how deliciously wonderful it all feels.

“Harder,” I moan. My hips rise to meet her thrusts, seeking more connection, more friction, more of her.

“You’re so desperate for me,” she says. “Tell me how much you love cock, Ashlee.”

The sound of my girl name on her lips as she fills me completely makes me dizzy with pleasure. This is Ashlee’s moment: Ashlee’s pleasure, Ashlee’s submission, Ashlee’s desire.

“I love it, Brittany,” I gasp. “You’re so big and thick and hard. Fuck me, please! Please!”

She picks up her pace. Each thrust hits that perfect spot inside me, sending electric currents of pleasure through my entire body. My cage bounces slightly with each impact, the quiet rattling the only sound besides our soft moans and heavy breathing. It’s just the two of us — the more experienced girl teaching her friend how to be pleasured the right way.

“I’m not going to stop until you cum,” she says. “All over me. Your useless clitty squirting out of your little cage.”

Just hearing that is almost enough to make it happen. Fletcher might have given into the pleasure there, but Ashlee wants to draw it out, so I fight against it, maximizing it, letting Brittany control and use me. I hold her face between my hands and make her look at me while she fucks me. I need to see how my body makes her feel.

And then I can’t stop it anymore. The pressure gives way in a sudden rush that completely overwhelms me. I don’t want to give in but my body betrays me. The last thing I manage to say before my words melt into moans is “Brittany! I’m cumming... I’m cumming on your cock!”

Waves of pleasure that seem to radiate from my very center, making my vision blur and my toes curl. I’m vaguely aware of the cum squirting from my cage, but it’s secondary to the intense pulses coming from inside. I shudder, legs quaking around us, as I ride it all out. Every fraction of my body feels electrically charged, sensitive to even the slightest touch.

It’s only when I feel the heat inside me multiply that I realize it’s not just my own squeals I’m hearing — it’s Brittany’s, too, her voice high and tight as she erupts deep inside of me. Her fingers are so tight on my thighs that it hurts, but I don’t care. That only makes it better. I want her to hurt me, to fuck me, to do anything she wants to me.

I’ve been a good girl for her and this is how girls like me deserve to be rewarded.

“That was...” she gasps, falling forwards onto me. “Oh fuck, Ashlee. Oh fuck.”

“It was,” I breathe back. “You fucked the cum right out of me.”

“I couldn’t stop myself after you did it. You looked so hot, the way your eyebrows went up and your mouth opened.”

She shivers just from the memory of it, her cock still buried inside me. That’s enough for another dribble of pre-cum to spill out of me.

“My best friend’s cock,” I murmur when she rolls off of me, our breathing coming in short gasps, fingers still tight together.

“Pretty amazing,” she breathes.

We both lie there until we catch our breath and my head stops spinning. She turns towards me, propping her face on one elbow, and kisses me again. It feels more tender now that the passion has ebbed, even if there’s still a spark of heat lingering underneath. She kisses me — just a playful peck — then sits back with a satisfied grin.

“Just wait until you see Kristin’s!”


Get a special bonus story about Ashlee and Miss Jameson!

Join my newsletter to get this incredible book that I’m not allowed to publish on Amazon! Click right here or go to https://www.vanessalockridge.com/miss-jameson to get it!
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"I'm so hard," I moan.

She giggles. "I can see that."

"Do you want to let me out, Miss Jameson?"

There's a brief pause, then she pushes forward until her red lips hover tantalizingly close to my caged tip. "Is this what you're missing, baby girl?" She brushes them against the cage, and that alone is enough to make me shudder. "A kiss right on your clitty?"

"Yes," I moan. "Oh, fuck, I miss that."

Her eyes go wide in warning. "What did I say about cussing, Ashlee."

"I'm sorry, Miss Jameson," I say. "It's just —"

She takes my entire cage in her mouth. It's so small she has no trouble, the plastic all-encompassing so I feel nothing except the movement of her tongue bumping against it and the promise of pleasure denied. My eyebrows arch as I look down at her tormenting me. She's never looked more excited — or sexier. Her dress has ridden up as she's been bent over and I can see her neon fishnet panties following the curve of her perfect ass.

"Is that what you wanted?"

"Without the cage, Miss Jameson," I groan.

Her head is resting against my thigh, lips brushing against my package. A sharp grin spreads across her face. "But that's the only way your clitty ever goes in a mouth anymore."

Find it at https://www.vanessalockridge.com/miss-jameson or…

Click right here!


Her Sissy Desires: Dominated and Feminized by my Girlfriend
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Silk slips against my skin as I kneel before her, my heart racing. The ruffles of my dress dance around me, a reminder of the girl she's turned me into. Her eyes are dark with hunger as she towers over me, the object of my desire jutting from her hips.

I’ve never felt so vulnerable, so exposed… or so alive.

When I confessed my secret fantasies to my girlfriend Abby, I never imagined she would embrace them so fully — or how far she’d take them. What began as a thrilling night of lingerie and lace has blossomed into something more, as Abby assumes control and molds me into her ideal plaything.

Abby challenges me to let go of who I was and blossom into who she wants me to be. The more I obey, the more I find myself craving her approval. But as we delve further into this world of power and pleasure, I can’t help but wonder — how far is Abby planning to take me? And will I have the strength to give her all of me, even if it means giving up control completely?

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/society-of-silk or…

Click here to read it right now!


My Wife’s Locked Sissy Maid

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

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

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

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

And how much I was going to want her to?

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

Including little steel cages.

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

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

Click here to read it right now!


Dressed in Satin, Locked in Steel

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

“Like what?” I manage.

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

Collects five of Vanessa Lockridge’s steamiest sissy stores:

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


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

Click here to read it right now!
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