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Dressing Up For Her: Dominated, Feminized, and Turned into a Sissy: January Sissy of the Month

by Vanessa Lockridge


“You're only allowed to finish when I give you my permission,” she purrs as she tightens the harness around her waist. “And only the appropriate way, sissy.”

What started as curiosity about lingerie has awakened a deep desire I never let myself know existed. And now that I've experienced the Lady Jane's touch and power, I don't know if I can ever go back.

Each visit, she ups the ante with frillier dresses, more makeup, higher heels. My days revolve around dolling myself up to be her perfect sissy plaything. The deeper I slip into this thrilling new role, the more an exhilarating realization takes hold: I crave submitting to her completely.

And the Lady Jane is more than happy to let me.
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Chapter 1: The Lady Jane

“No, I rather think it suits you.”

“My friend Declan said —”

“Hush, Jeffrey.” Her voice is like steel, but there’s no anger in it. “There’s no shame in exploring what you find exciting.”

Her long finger lingers on my chin as she tilts it up so I’m looking her in her crystalline blue eyes. There’s a smile playing around the corners of her bright red lips, teasing but not cruel. Simply — amused. Blonde hair so bright it’s almost silver bounces around her high cheekbones as she looks down at me. She slips her the pointed toe of her black stiletto forwards between my legs, the tip brushing against mine.

“And it’s so clear you find this exciting. You like being on your knees, don’t you, Jeffrey?”

I swallow, my throat suddenly dry. “Yes, ma’am.”

The smile grows and she clicks her tongue in delight. “’Ma‘am.’ My, aren’t you a polite one.”

“Would you like me to stop, ma—?”

“No. Not at all. I like it. It suits you, just as much as this will.” She jerks her head towards the enticing stack of satin on my dresser. It looks so out of place there, surrounded by the masculine, artifacts of my life. Nothing that color has ever sat there before, even if I have spent endless nights fantasizing about it. Even if I could never quite make myself buy them.

She leans almost imperceptibly forwards, filling my vision. “Of course, it’s not just the kneeling that’s exciting, is it?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Are you ready?”

“Didn’t I start when you stripped me naked, ma’am?”

Her smile splits into a grin. Her teeth are white and perfect. I want to feel them on my skin. “Oh, Jeffrey, we haven’t even begun.”

The Lady Jane. I saw all the chatter about her online — the kinds of things she’d do, the things she liked in a boy. It was a shock to see she lived in the same city as me. And as much as I tried not to think about her, knowing that she could be in my home within a day was a thought I could never quite get rid of. She lingered there, a promise of something new and illicit and thrilling.

When she straightens, her black leather dress creaks softly. It’s tight against her body, the skirt so short I’m sure I could see her panties if she bent over the right way. But when she turns, I realize I don’t need her to — the back of her dress is wide open from the top to the bottom, exposing a strip of bare, perfect skin criss-crossed by a black satin ribbon tied in a bow at the nape of her neck.

And she isn’t wearing any underwear at all.

“I have to say,” she says, hips swinging as she crosses to the dresser. My heart flutters when she scoops up the pink garment on the top of the pile. “I wasn’t sure what you’d respond to best.”

“Respond to?”

“Everyone has their preferences. Some like lovely sheer silk, others prefer leather and lace.”

“Silk sounds good to me, ma’am.”

Her lips purse in another barely-contained smile as she holds up the panties. They’re high-cut, like something a woman painted on the side of an airplane would wear. But hers wouldn’t be pink like this, and they wouldn’t be so... girly. Frothy white lace encircles each leg opening and the waistband. Dense rows of satin ruffles run over the rear and two large pink bows sit on each hip. Just seeing them makes my chest tighten.

“I knew it would,” she breathes as she drops to her knees and slides the panties over my bare legs. My throbbing shaft twitches between my legs as the cool satin washes across my skin, lace tickling and ruffles sweeping deliciously across it. It’s like nothing I’ve ever felt before — and everything I had imagined it would be. “How do these feel?”

“Amazing,” I say, my voice bordering on a moan.

“Is that all?”

“I — I want to wear them, ma’am.”

“Oh, of course you do,” she says softly, kindly. “They’re so pretty. And you will be too, when I’m done with you.”

The panties glide up my legs, every motion making my stomach tighten until a flicker of lace brushes against my tip and I let out a long, shuddering groan. A shiver of pleasure washes over me. It’s almost shocking, to be kneeling in front of this gorgeous woman as she gives me the one thing I barely have the bravery to admit that I want — but that’s why she’s here.

Because she knows what I want better than I do.

“So sensitive,” she chuckles. “Do these lovely panties feel nice on your big, hard cock?”

“Yes,” I moan as she finally wraps the silk around it and begins to slowly, teasingly stroke me. “Yes, ma’am.”

“I knew they would. You’re being such a good boy for me. You want to make me happy, don’t you?”

“Of course, ma’am.”

The touch of the silk is almost overwhelming. Her movements are slow, practiced, precise. She knows exactly where to touch and how to swirl them to draw maximum pleasure out of me, and it isn’t long before my body is shaking and I can barely speak. Why did I wait so long for this? I should never have let Declan get inside my head like that. But he and his judgements wash away as the Lady Jane makes tight circles through the panties on the underside of my tip.

When her hands finally move away, I can’t help the soft noise of frustration that slips past my lips. When I look up, the Lady Jane’s eyes are wide with a delighted surprise.

“Oh, Jeffrey,” she says, shaking her head and clicking her tongue. “I’m going to have so much fun with you.”

She rises smoothly, and my eyes trail over her legs. She has the perfect posture of someone who knows exactly how to keep themselves in control — and how to exert that control over others. It’s beautiful and graceful, and the sight of her makes my whole body tingle.

And the mystery of what she has planned next.

“When we finish, Jeffrey, do you know what I think will happen?”

She turns back to the dresser, drawing another glossy pink garment from it. This time, my eyes are glued to it. The back of her dress isn’t a distraction now.

“I can’t imagine, ma’am.”

“You’ll never want to take them off again.”


Chapter 2: Pretty New Panties

“This one is brand new. I picked it out especially for you.”

“You did?”

“I just knew it would be perfect on you. Isn’t that little bow just darling?”

I bite my lip and feel anxiety flood my chest as I repeat her words. “Just darling.”

It shouldn’t be this hard to say them — I know she won’t laugh at me for it. But a lifetime of pushing these feelings down, of resolutely refusing to do anything that could be taken as feminine, is hard to overcome. When you’ve spent so much energy keeping the deepest part of you locked away, someone handing you the key is terrifying.

“You will be just darling. Everything in there” — she pushes a lock of hair off my forehead in swift movement that’s warm, soft, and comforting — “all those fantasies, all those dark urges you’ve tried to ignore... Today, I’m going to make it real.”

She takes a step forward, putting one of her long legs between mine and letting her thigh nudge my cock through the satin panties. Another bolt of pleasure rushes through me and I let out a soft, whimpering moan. It seems to fill her.

“Oh, Jeffrey,” she says with delight. “Feel how big and hard your cock is. Is that just from your pretty new panties?”

“Yes,” I breathe. I can feel the warmth of her body, can smell the delicate floral notes of her perfume. I want her to touch me — I want to touch her. I take a step forwards and our bodies brush. Electric goosebumps spring up on my skin, and when she doesn’t pull away, I lean in towards her perfect lips.

She tastes like spring sunlight.

“Jeffrey,” she says tenderly but firmly when we break apart, one hand pressing on my chest, her fingers curled just enough that I can feel her nails glide over my skin. “Wouldn’t you like to finish getting dressed, first?”

I feel my face grow hot. “Of course. Yes — yes, ma’am. Of course.”

“There’s my good, pretty boy,” she purrs. “You haven’t even felt the stockings yet.”

She thrusts them into my hand and I gasp at their cool, silky softness. Her hand finds the front of my panties, a finger slipping up and down as she leans forwards, her lips almost brushing my ear. When she whispers into it, pinpricks crawl down my spine. “Can you imagine how delicious they’ll feel on those beautiful legs?”

“I want to put them on,” I hear myself whisper.

“Then why are you still standing here, Jeffrey?”

I stumble over myself in my haste, collapsing onto the edge of the bed. I’ve never put them on, but I’ve watched videos where I see people do it. I hope she’s impressed as I carefully bundle them into a silken ball before dipping my toe in. When I slip it up my, a shudder runs through me and a quiet, gasping moan spills from my mouth. They’re as soft and cool as I had hoped. Smooth and supple, the fabric glazes my skin in a gentle, silken embrace. When the tall band of lace at the top reaches my upper thigh, I release the tension and it wraps around me, cocooning me in perfect, girlish beauty.

The Lady Jane steps closer and lets her hand rest on the bulge in my panties. “Aren’t they incredible?”

“Why aren’t women wearing these all the time?”

She laughs — full and bright, nothing held back. “Because then we’d never get anything done.”

The garter belt is a pink arc of silk overflowing with ruffles and lace. The cute little bow on the front is mirrored by four others, one on each garter clip that she carefully clips onto my stockings. They pull the lace tops up in elegant curves and tug the silk over my legs, drawing out another quiet moan of pleasure.

“Next time, I expect you to do this yourself,” she says, looking up at me with her steely gaze. She glides her nails up my thighs and over the tent in my panties as she stands. “If you can avoid getting too... distracted.”

Next time.

She crosses the room, not to my dresser, but to large leather bag she brought with her. As she squats to pull something out of her, she glances over her shoulder at me and my chest tightens. What is she going to think? I must look ridiculous — the cartoon of a man in drag, foolishly excited in a pair of over-the-top panties. Just like Declan said.

“My, my,” she breathes, raising her eyebrows. “You look even better in that than I expected.”

It’s almost enough to bring me to tears.

“Thank you, ma’am. It’s all thanks to you.”

That same smirking smile returns as she pulls something pink and flowing from the bag, letting it drape over her arm as she returns to me. Lace flickers in the air, ruffles marking the hems. When she presses the bundle into my hands, I gasp.

“I can’t wait to see how pretty this will look on you,” she breathes, brushing my cheek with the back of her fingers. “Put that on while I get you into your shoes.”

It’s a babydoll, spun from gossamer silk that feels almost weightless in my hands. It is impossibly delicate, with intricate floral lace spilling across the unstructured cups and down the flowing edges and spaghetti straps that I worry about breaking as I slip my arms through them. It is a shimmering fog that floats around me as the Lady Jane slips my feet into a pair of towering pink stilettos. It makes me feel like a storybook princess being dressed by a lady-in-waiting.

Except this Lady will do so much more than just get me dressed.

When she finishes, she steps back, her heels clicking next to mine, and extends her hand for me to take. I take it and she pulls me swiftly upward faster than I was expecting and I tip forwards, trying to catch my balance but unable to find my footing in my new shoes. I topple towards her and she catches me in a surprisingly strong embrace. My prince charming.

“Just where I want you,” she breathes, leaning down to kiss me.

Except her lips don’t meet mine. They go past, to my ear, where she whispers words that send an electric jolt down my back.

“Now then, you pretty little thing. I think it’s time for your reward.”


Chapter 3: Her Good Boy

“You look so very nice and pretty for me.”

“Oh, fuck,” I whimper. The words are barely out of my mouth when she presses her lips against mine. They are hot and eager and full, her tongue slipping into my mouth. My heart beats rapidly in my chest. Every breath, every movement, every touch of her body against mine is a thrill. When she breaks the kiss and pushes me away, her eyes are wild.

Am I allowed to swear in front of her? I don’t want to disappoint her, don’t want her to take all this away.

Her hand slithers down my back, finding the split in the back of the babydoll that exposes my bare skin beneath. I’m surprised at just how sensitive I am. Even that simple touch is enough to make me moan and shudder with pleasure as it slips downwards, to the lace-trimmed top of my garter belt, to the back of my panties, to the bulge in the front.

“Still so excited,” she whispers, cherry lips curling upwards. “I just love how much boys love their first time.”

“It feels incredible,” I breathe. “Thank you, ma’am.”

“You look incredible. Very pretty. Next time, Jeffrey, I’ll even teach you how to do your make-up.”

My stomach twists in excited anticipation, and then again when she begins stroking the underside of my cock through the panties. Her other hand slips around my back and pulls me against her body. My silk slips along her dark leather, soft and cool where it touches my skin. I feel completely under her control like this. She could do anything she wanted to me — and I’d let her. No, I realize as she stares into my eyes, her thumb sliding up and down my satin-wrapped shaft. Not just let her.

I _want_ her to.

“You can do anything you want to me,” I say, voice shaking. My cock twitches in her grasp.

“Anything?” she says, eyebrows slowly raising. “Are you sure about that, Jeffrey?”

“Yes, yes.”

“There are so many delicious things I can think about doing to someone as pretty as you.”

I bite my lip. “Like what?”

The small smile grows into a broad grin. “That’s not something you need to worry about right now. Just focus on how good this feels.”

It does feel good. Better than I could have imagined. Every stroke sends a new wave of pleasure through my body, and her gentle pressure is just enough to keep me on the edge, not quite able to finish. Not that I’d want her to stop. The last thing I want is for this to be over. As the pleasure builds, I’m torn between my need to cum and her refusal to let me — and the thought of what else she might have in store for me.

“What does a woman like you do to a — a boy like me, ma’am?”

Why did I stutter?

“Oh, Jeffrey, I can feel just how much the thought of that excites you,” she says, her voice growing deeper and huskier. Her thumb glides under my tip, swirling around and driving pleasure deep into my chest and gut. “But it’s so much for your first time. I’d hate for you to be scared away and lose my plaything.”

“I’ll be brave for you, ma’am.”

She chuckles. “I’m sure you will. So why don’t you prove to me how much you’d like to know? Show me your dedication.”

She keeps her eyes locked with mine as she pushes me down to my knees. I sink slowly between her legs, shivering at sensation of the nylons stretching over mine. When I settle at her feet, she rests her hand on the top of my head and slowly, deliberately, draws up the tight hem of her dress. A pair of smooth, taut thighs is teasingly revealed. My cock twitches in my panties and I feel something damp and sticky.

I wonder if I’ll have a mess to clean up.

“Show me,” she commands, and the words wash over me, making the world fade until all that exists is her. “Show me how badly you want to please me.”

When she’s revealed her bare crotch, her hands slip over my shoulders and the slender straps there, and up my neck, before settling in my hair. There’s a moment where I hesitate, a flicker of doubt that threatens to rise to the surface, but her firm touch reassures me. She wants this. She made me like this. She wants me.

So I press forwards, and taste her.

“Oh,” she moans, her voice low. “Very good boy, Jeffrey.”

Her scent is heavy and warm and thick and mixes in with the heady brightness of her perfume. My eyes flutter closed as I press my tongue against her and her grip tightens in my hair, her breath hissing in through her teeth. I slide the tip up her labia and along her slit. More doubt flashes through my mind — what will she think if I’m not any good at it? — but there’s something so exciting about her, about the idea that she’s enjoying this, it seems impossible that I could let her down.

I’ll be a good boy for her.

“You look very pretty on your knees, Jeffrey.” Her voice oozes into my ears between her thighs pressed against me. “So delicious in your pretty pink lingerie. Be a good boy for me, and I’ll give you a little taste of what’s next.”

A thrill ripples through me.

“You want that, don’t you? You want to know what your Lady has planned?”

“Mmm.”

“Do you have any idea, Jeffrey?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Then I’m sure it will be such a delight for you.”

She lets out a long, breathy moan, and the grip on my hair grows tighter.


Chapter 4: Holding On

I’ve never been on all fours before, not like this — and never with someone behind me. The Lady Jane finally freed my cock from its satin confines, but her touch is no less teasing now than it was before. My shaft points down between my spread legs, and I’m so hard it almost hurts, pre-cum dripping from the tip. She strokes it softly and languidly, giggling every time she draws out another moan or squeal or squirt of pre-cum. My legs already ache and my arms are shaking.

But I don’t dare move in case she stops.

“You look so pretty like this, Jeffrey. You were made for pink panties.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” I manage. My voice shakes.

“Does it feel good, having your hard cock wrapped in silk?”

“Y—yes, ma’am.”

“You like the feel of the panties on your pretty cock? Like the way they feel sliding against your hard shaft, like the way the lace wraps around your balls?”

“Yes, yes!”

“And those gorgeous stockings.”

She slides her thumb along the underside of my cock, from my package to my tip, her fingers following along on top and I let out a squealing moan of pleasure. My arms finally give way and my head falls onto the bed, my rear and my cock high in the air behind me. She lets out another giggle and snaps my garter strap.

“Oh, I love hearing you moan like that.”

It’s easy to do again.

“Good boy, Jeffrey. Moan for me. Let me hear what a little slut you are.”

“Slut,” I echo, feeling a strange mixture of shame and delight. The word is harsh coming from her, but hearing it makes my cock throb in her hands, and I know she can feel how much more excited it makes me.

“You’re a very good little slut for me. My pretty little boy. All dressed up, all ready to play.”

I’m so close to cumming. A tremor of pleasure washes over me, a foreshock of my climax. I can hear the smile in The Lady Jane’s voice when she speaks, her hand still working me with agonizing slowness.

“I bet you’re dying to finish, aren’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am. I’m sorry, ma’am.”

“Oh, there’s no need to apologize. It’s all so exciting for pretty little sluts like you. Wearing all this pretty lace and silk for the first time. I have to say, you’ve been a very good boy for me so far, keeping all your sissy cream inside where it belongs.”

I try to focus on her words, to use them to distract myself from her slow, teasing motions, but they only make things worse. Being her good boy — sissy cream — a pretty little slut. My balls are tight and tense. I can barely hear, barely feel anything besides the caress of the babydoll and the squeeze of the stockings and endless pleasure of her hand working my shaft.

“Do you want to cum like this?”

“Yes,” I moan. “Please, yes!”

She clicks her tongue. “Did I say I was ready for it, yet?”

I gasp. “Nooo...”

“Do you want me to make a mess out of all these pretty, pretty panties, Jeffrey? Make a mess of your bed?”

“No,” I cry, my voice high and desperate. “No, no, no, please, ma’am, no! Not until you’re ready. Not until you — you tell me.”

Her hand is relentless.

“Well, maybe I want to. Maybe I want to see a big load of my little slut’s cream filling these gorgeous panties.”

I can’t speak. My body trembles, and the only thing stopping me from falling is her firm grasp.

“I guess I can be nice, since you’ve been such a good boy for me. What do you say, Jeffrey? Would you like to cum like a pretty girl?”

“Yes!”

“You want me to milk all that creamy sissy cum out of your big, hard cock, don’t you?”

“P—please, ma’am.”

“Then here you go, darling.”

Her hands start moving faster. Her grip gets tighter. I feel my body tighten and tense. Pleasure roars through me like a wind, muting everything but her touch and voice.

“Cum for me, Jeffrey. Cum like a pretty little slut. Cum for me, just for me.”

Pleasure roars through me as she strokes. Lace brushes my skin, its gentle kiss almost overpowering in its intensity. My body burns, my skin crackling with electricity. She knows just how to work me, just what to say to me. I want the silk, want the lace, want to be her good, pretty little slut. I’m close — so close, right there, yes, yes—

“But on second thought...”

The Lady Jane’s hand slips off my cock and trails along the insides of my thighs, and I let out a wild groan. I throb where her hand once was, a fresh pulse of pre-cum spilling out. I want to beg for her touch, want to ask her why, beg her to start again, but I can’t get the words out. I burn with the denial, every part of me throbbing and aching and empty and cold — all the things she is not.

“I think I’d like you to wait, just a little longer.”

“No, no—”

“Now, Jeffrey,” she says, and her tone is suddenly different: no-nonsense and firm. “Do you think you can keep being a good boy for me?”

“Yes,” I gasp, my body trembling. “Oh, fuck, yes, I can be your good boy. I am your good boy. Your good slut.” The words pour out of me unbidden and uncontrolled.

“Even when you’re so excited and so very, very close to making your sissy mess?”

“I’ll be a good boy. I promise.”

“That’s what I like to hear,” she says. The warmth is back in her voice, but her command remains. “I think you can stand to hold on a little bit longer.”

“How much longer?” It comes out sounding more like a whine than I want.

She’s already standing from the bed and crossing back to her bag. I want to scream to tell her to stay, to finish me. Pre-cum jolts my body as it squirts out again in something that’s almost an orgasm. But it doesn’t satisfy me. It only leaves me more frustrated. But she doesn’t leave — instead, she pulls my panties back up over my raging cock and pats my bottom with a patronizing kind of affection.

“Just until next time.”

My heart flutters and I look up at her. “Next time?”

Her smile is wicked and wide. “I had such a fun time today, Jeffrey. So did you. Next time, I want to have even more fun. We’ll take it a step further. You’ll learn even more about yourself and what you... enjoy. Isn’t that something you’d like?”

“Yes,” I whimper, my cock throbbing in my panties. The pink satin is dark at the front from my arousal.

“I want you to put on your pretty panties and babydoll and stockings every night until then, okay, Jeffrey? And you must play with yourself when you’re all dolled up.” She turns and stares daggers into me, eyes burning with a sudden intensity. It’s more than the desire she had for me before — this is something bright and wild and barely controlled inside of her.

“But don’t you dare cum until I let you.”


Chapter 5: The First Reward

It’s almost two weeks before I can see her again. Two weeks of waiting, of wondering, of fantasizing. Two weeks of slipping into her gifts, the silky nylon and the satiny lace and the delicate silk. It becomes a ritual every night — the stockings first, then garter belt. The babydoll on top, the fabric brushing deliciously over my body. And as I slip my panties up my silk-glazed legs, I can hear her voice in my head praising me for being such a good boy for her. “You’re going to be the best little sissy in the world for me.”

Sissy. It’s a word that terrifies as much as it excites me.

The waiting is agonizing. I have to wait through a boring, normal day, filled with nothing but anticipation. I’m almost worried it will drive me insane. When it’s almost time for her to arrive, I nearly jump out of my skin when my phone vibrates. I glance down at it and it unlocks even though I don’t want it to. But, to my annoyance, it’s not her. It’s my friend Declan, who I foolishly told this about. His message appears: Are you really doing this again? And then another: I just don’t get it, man.

Well, he doesn’t have to.

When I finally see her standing at my door, her black bag in one hand, the other resting on her hip, everything disappears from my life except for us and the promise to be her good, pretty boy.

“Why, Jeffrey,” she says, stepping inside and shutting the door with her foot. Her stilettos are tall and pointed, the soles the same shade of bright red as her lips. “You even got dressed for me.”

“Of course, ma’am. I want to be your good — good boy.”

She pinches my cheeks between her fingers and lets her fingers drizzle down my lingerie, slipping along bare skin under the babydoll and over the throbbing tent in my panties. “And you certainly are. But after today, you might not call yourself that.”

“Good?”

She gives me a smile but says nothing, and that tells me all I need to know.

“I have something new for you today. But I’ll only let you wear it if you really have been good for me. Did you make yourself all nice and pretty like I asked while I was gone?”

I bite my lip. “Yes, ma’am.”

Her eyebrows move a fraction upwards. “And did you get so excited you had to play with yourself?”

A shiver runs through me and my cock twitches in my panties. “Yes, ma’am. I — I thought about all the things you told me.”

The smile melts into a grin. “Good boy. About how pretty you were?”

“Yes.”

“And what a good little slut you are in your sexy lingerie?”

I swallow, my throat almost as dry as the first time I met her. “Yes, ma’am. And what — what a good little sissy I was being.”

Her eyebrows raise upwards at the word, but she doesn’t comment on it. “Now be honest with me, Jeffrey. Did you keep your promise to me? Did you make any messes in your pretty panties?”

“No, ma’am!” I say quickly, with a strange mix of honesty and pride. “I — I came close a few times, but I never did.”

“Very good, Jeffrey.” She steps closer and I catch the scent of her perfume, bright and warm and sharp. Her eyes lock with mine. “Then I’ll have to reward you. Would you like that?”

My heart flutters. “Oh, yes, ma’am.”

She pulls away and reaches into the bag she’d set on the table. Her fingers slide over the edges, searching for something. When she withdraws them, she’s holding a wide, flat box tied with a shiny pink ribbon. It looks just like a box in a movie, that a girl would get lingerie in. Is that how she sees me?

“Is that — for me?”

“I can’t wait to see you in it.” I reach towards it, but she holds it firm as I try to take it. “But Jeffrey?”

“Yes, ma’am?”

“Once you put this on, you must follow my instructions completely, do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I answer, butterflies taking flight in my stomach. “Anything.”

“Good. Because that’s the only way you’re going to get your second reward.”

She pulls the box back, out of my reach. There’s something mischievous in her expression, and I know this is another part of her game, that she’s making me chase the prize. So I follow after her, and the box, and the promise of my reward. Prove to her that I really do want this. The Lady Jane watches me from my bed, a hungry look on her face as I slowly remove the lingerie she’d given me. The box sits on my dresser, the same place the panties were the first time. When the last stitch of her previous gifts have been removed and placed in a neat pile, she hands it to me.

“Open it, Jeffrey.”

I slide the ribbon off the top and lift the lid. My eyes go wide, and then my heart skips a beat.

“For me?”

“I insist.”

Ruffles and lace explode from the box. The bodice seems to be made almost entirely from them, white lace atop pale blue satin. More white silk peeks out from behind what can only be the girliest dress I’ve ever seen — something plucked straight from my imagination. It slowly unfolds as I lift it from the box, revealing a tiny skirt with dense lines of ruffles running along it studded with large white satin bows matching the one at the back. Sheer balloon sleeves are closed with small white bows and more frothy lace.

I look up at her and find her eyes shining, her smile wide. “There’s matching lingerie, too.”


Chapter 6: Her Good Girl

She watches me while I put on the lingerie. It’s not like the ones she gave me last time, though they’re no less beautiful. These are made of pure white silk, with a thick frill of lace at the waist and the sides. More bows are attached to the hips, and there are three more in a row down the front. There’s also a bra, white silk cups topped with more frothy lace, with a sheer layer of blue bunched over each. The garter belt is a delicate lattice of silk and lace that pulls my sheer, nude stockings up into place. The Lady Jane smiles when she sees the straight seams in the back, her finger running down each of them.

When I turn back to her, she’s holding a pair of heels and a white pair of silk gloves. Her smile grows even wider.

“They’re gorgeous,” I say, my voice almost shaking. “Thank you, ma’am.”

“Don’t thank me yet. There’s still so much left to do.”

My dress swishes around me as I cross to her, heels clicking on the floor. The dense white petticoat holds my skirts so aloft that my panties are just visible beneath with every step, and when I reach her, her hand dives beneath the cloud of silk to find her prize underneath. This time she wastes no time teasing me — her fingers wrench down my panties and plunge my throbbing cock into the petticoat as she strokes me, fast and firmly.

“Mmmm,” she moans, her voice deep and hungry. “I love how hard your cock gtes in your frillies, Jeffrey.”

She frowns, and for an instant, worry floods my body as if I’ve committed some unspeakable sin. I disappointed her.

But she’s not upset with me. “No,” she says, brow wrinkling. “That doesn’t seem right, does it?”

“No?”

“No,” she says softly. “In your pretty blue dress, you’re not really a Jeffrey, are you. You’re a Janelle.”

The name makes my cock throb even harder, the word sending a spark of lightning up my spine. “Janelle,” I echo, and hearing it from her mouth is even better.

“Yes, Janelle. Do you like that?”

“Y—yes,” I gasp, her hand working furiously.

“That’s a very pretty name for a girl.”

“I — I want to be your — pretty girl.”

I can barely believe I’m hearing myself say it. It’s like she’s pulling words out of me — words I let myself know about, never dared to speak. She knows all the things I want and can’t say. And she’s going to make me say them.

“Oh, Janelle,” she purrs, pivoting until she’s standing behind me, one hand on my chest, pulling me against her body, the other moving so quickly beneath my skirts it sends the entire dress swinging around me. Lace brushes against silk, filling the room with a sweet rustle almost as loud as my moans. “That makes me so happy to hear.”

“Me — me too, ma’am.”

“But pretty girls like you don’t have big, hard cocks, do they?”

“N—no, ma’am.”

“No, pretty sissy girls don’t have cocks. They have lovely, sweet little clitties.”

She swirls her finger on the tip of my shaft to emphasize her point. That’s all it takes: in an instant, she has transformed it from the last of my masculinity into something dainty and girly. Another thing for her to play with.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” I moan, relishing in the idea that I could have a clit. “Oh, it feels so good when you touch my clitty like that.”

“Oh, I can tell. Do you like it when I stroke it here?”

Her fingers swish underneath my tip and my stomach tightens with pleasure.

“Yes, yes!”

“And do you like the feel of all your pretty skirts brushing your cute little clitty?”

The words are sparks that ignite a fire in my mind.

“Oh, yes, yes, ma’am, I love the feel of lace and silk. It feels so good. Please, more, I need more!”

“The first time in a dress can be so overwhelming for a sissy,” she giggles. “You don’t even know what you need!”

“No,” I moan. “No, I don’t.”

“No,” she repeats. “You don’t. But don’t worry, Janelle. Your Lady knows exactly what pretty little sissy sluts like you need most of all.”

The hand on my chest snakes down, brushing through rows of ruffles and lace and ribbon and gliding along the edge of my skirt before disappearing beneath it. I am utterly under her control now. Jeffrey and his cock are gone — there’s only Janelle and her pretty clitty, burning with a need to satisfy her Lady. To do anything she asks.

Anything.

“I want to make you happy, ma’am.”

“I know you do, Janelle. And you’re going to.”

One hand continues to play with my clit, focusing on the tip and underside. She doesn’t stroke me anymore — that’s what you do to a cock, I think, and I don’t have one of those anymore — preferring instead to tease me with the girlish touch of silk around me. The pleasure is so overwhelming I almost don’t feel her other hand as it slips around my hips, one nail tracing the contours of the waistband until it plunges between my cheeks and I let out a high, gasping squeal.

“And how lucky for both of us that what makes you happy makes me so happy, too.”

“Oh, fuck,” I breathe as the finger slides deeper into my panties, between my cheeks.

“You’re my good little girl, aren’t you, Janelle? A good girl who obeys her Lady?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I manage, my voice barely more than a squeak.

“Yes, you are,” she whispers into my ear, spraying fuel onto the fire burning inside of me. I gasp and my hips buck, thrusting my clit into her had, but before the orgasm can take me, she lets go, leaving me driving it into my petticoat’s soft cloud of silk. Even that is almost enough to make me finish. “Ah, ah, not yet, Janelle.”

The hand on my clit comes up to my cheek, pushing on it and twisting my head until my lips meet hers behind me. Her kiss is tender and loving and hungry. I can feel her burning for what comes next. The hand in the back of my panties slips down and finally finds its target, circling a finger around my hole and forcing out squealing moan muted by her lips.

“You’re only allowed to cum with my cock buried in your tight little sissy ass.”


Chapter 7: What I Really Want

She is relentless in her teasing.

It is slow, and sweet, and agonizing. Every motion, every word, is designed to drive me mad with pleasure. She lays me on the bed, my skirts spilling out around me and revealing my throbbing clit and tender thighs. Her fingers work over what she finds, teasing and tormenting. All my exposed skin is subject to her kisses, each a tiny pinprick of pleasure that builds into a wall of need that makes my clit throb and drool pre-cum.

“I’m so close, ma’am.”

“Good,” she purrs, dragging her nails over my stockings and giggling at the shuddering pleasure it causes me. “Just look at how sensitive you are.”

“I want to cum for you,” I plead.

“And you will, Janelle. Don’t worry.”

“I need to now.”

She raises her eyebrows. “You ‘need’ to, Janelle?”

I know I shouldn’t keep pressing, but I can’t stop myself from talking. “I’m so close. If you don’t let me soon, I —”

“You’ll what, girl?” Her tone is sharp, and it strikes me like a whip. My breath catches, and I have to look away from her, suddenly shy.

“I might make a mess by accident, ma’am.”

“You better not,” she says, but there’s no real menace in her voice. It’s teasing and playful, and the sound makes me blush and squirm with pleasure. She trails her finger up my shaft again and the pleasure is a seismic shock to my body. “Or you won’t be my good girl anymore. Do you want that?”

“No,” I moan as she presses her lips to the tip of my throbbing clit. Her breath is warm and moist on it.

“No,” she repeats. “No, what do you want to be for your Lady, Janelle?”

I bite my lip, trying to keep the words inside, but her finger slipping between my cheeks again forces it open and the truth to pour out of me. “I want to be your good girl, ma’am. I want you to play with my clit and make me beg to cum and fuck me the way a sissy slut is supposed to! I want to be in my pretty dress and make you happy!”

The words words hang in the air for what feels like hours before she finally speaks.

“My, my. That’s a very very good answer.” The way she says it sends a fresh pulse of desire through me.

Her kisses trail up the sides of my cock until her lips are against the base. Her tongue lashes out, tracing a line of pure pleasure up the underside, and the sudden sensation nearly sends me over the edge. Her mouth opens and the head of my cock disappears between her lips. My hips buck, my hands clutching the bed, and a long moan falls from my lips.

“But I’m not done teasing you yet.”

Her fingers slide along my cock, and then slip away, and she lifts her hand to my face.

“Lick, Janelle.”

I can taste my pre-cum on them, salty and sweet, and the sight of it being sucked from her fingers sends a thrill through me. “Oh,” I moan, and she laughs.

“Don’t you just love being such a filthy little slut?”

“Yes, yes, yes!”

When she takes her hand back, her fingers glisten with saliva. She grins and reaches down between my legs, pressing her newly-slicked finger into my hole. My eyes widen and eyebrows arch as the very tip presses into me, barely spreading me open. It’s a tease, a tiny, delicate tickle inside of me, but even that is almost too much. I feel my clit throb and more pre-cum spill out of me.

“You want me to fuck you, don’t you, Janelle?”

“Yes, please. I need more than your finger, please, ma’am.”

She beams at me. “Why do you want my cock, sissy?”

“Because I want to cum — because I want to be your good, slutty girl,” I say, catching and correcting myself. “Because I want to make you happy.”

“Oh, very good. And when do good, slutty girls get to cum?”

The finger slides a tiny fraction deeper inside of me and shockwaves of new sensation wrack my body.

“Oh, fuck, fuck!” I moan.

“That’s not the right answer, Janelle.”

My eyelids flutter as I try to regain whatever composure I had left. “I can cum when you give me permission.”

“That’s very good, Janelle, very good.”

When she pulls her hands from my panties and clit I stifle my groan of dismay. I’m her good girl, and good girls don’t complain.

She takes my wrist and pulls it over to the hem of her pleated, plaid skirt. I was so focused on her kiss and the box when she arrived that I barely noticed what she was wearing. My heart thunders as she moves my hand upwards and inwards, gliding along her stockings towards her thigh. Her skin is soft and smooth, and when I finally feel it, I gasp, heart lodging itself in my throat.

“Yes,” she purrs. “That’s right.”

I don’t need to see it to know what it is. I can feel its shape and contours, the curve of the tip, shaped just like my own but far thicker and longer. I can feel the veins and its heft, even nestled between her legs. And when I finally sit and look at the thick cock sticking out from beneath her skirt, it looks so life-like that I almost can’t believe it’s not real.

When she takes her hand away, I keep brushing my fingers along it, up and down its mighty length. The Lady Jane shivers and lets out a tiny moan as I do, and again I wonder if it’s real and she’s had it all along. But I’ve tasted her, and I know it’s not. It’s just her excitement from what this means. What she’s about to do.

Where she’s about to put it.

“It’s so big,” I breathe, and my nervousness is obvious.

“Just what a good girl like you aches for.”

Something overtakes me. “Yes,” I moan. “Oh, please, ma’am, please fuck me with your big cock.”

“And when I do,” she says, slipping off the bed and standing over me, the massive shaft arcing up and out of her skirt. “Then, beautiful sissy girl, then you have my permission to cum.”


Chapter 8: The Second Reward

Her lips are as soft as her touch as she pulls my panties down, letting the white satin drape from my ankle. On my back, beneath her, I feel totally vulnerable to her. As she leans down to kiss me again, she presses my legs up towards my head, my feet high in the air. My back curves and my naked rear points towards what’s between her legs.

“Do we have — will it hurt?” I say, my gaze flickering down to her strap-on. Her cock. I look back up at her and bite my lip. “Will you be gentle?”

Her eyes are wide, her nostrils flaring. A lock of silver-blonde hair has fallen over her face. She looks wild and barely controlled, a stallion on the edge of breaking. One hand moves to my cheek and her thumb follows the line of my cheekbone down to my lips.

“No,” she whispers, a hungry grin on her lips. “It won’t hurt.”

She guides her cock, towards my hole and presses the tip against me. I can feel it, a pressure at the entrance to my body. My breath catches, and my stomach tenses. A tiny moan of anticipation slips past my lips and she inhales it. I watch it grow inside of her and flush her body with excitement.

“But I can’t promise I’ll be gentle.”

The pressure builds and my chest tightens until all it once it gives way and she slides into me in a long, smooth motion. It fills me, pushing out a gasp as it stretches me wide enough for it. Pleasure explodes in me, and then my own moans and cries drown everything else out. The world is lost to a torrent of pleasure. Her hands grip my hips and her fingernails bite into my flesh.

I’m being fucked like a girl.

“You’re talking my cock very well, Janelle,” she purrs. “Such a good girl. Does it feel nice?”

“Yes,” I moan. “Oh, fuck, your cock feels so good. It makes me feel so — oh, fuck, yes, there.”

She grins. “Ahh, your sissy spot.”

It’s like nothing I’ve ever felt before. My dress rustles as I shiver with pleasure, my clit throbbing and buried deep inside the dense mass of silk. She won’t need it, now, and neither will I. I’m a good girl now. I cum from her cock.

“You’re so big.”

“Doesn’t that make you feel good, sissy? Taking such a big cock for your first time. What a good little slut you are for me.”

She pushes in deeper as she kisses me again, my head still cradled in her hand.

“Tell me how it feels, Janelle.”

“Big,” I gasp. “It’s big and — and good.”

“What does your sissy ass feel like?”

“Like you’re splitting me open.”

“You like that, don’t you.”

“I do, ma’am.”

“What else you like, Janelle?”

“I like — I love being your pretty sissy girl.”

“You do?”

“I love the dresses and the panties and — I love your cock inside of me.” She’s thrusting now, long and slow movements that go to the very core me and blur the world with pleasure. Stockings tug across my skin as I take a cock so well that it makes me want to scream. That it makes the Lady Jane proud of me. “I’m going to be such a good girl for you.”

“Mmm, you are a very good girl, aren’t you, Janelle. So eager. You’ll let me use your ass as much as I want?”

I shudder as I think about what that means — the promises of more to come with her.

“Yes, please, please!”

Her free hand slips up my thigh as she slides in and out of me. The touch is electric, the pleasure magnified by the feeling of the cock inside of me. It feels wrong that it feels this good — that I’m on my back being fucked in a beautiful dress and silk lingerie. But it’s all I want, and I don’t want her to stop. I want to be a good girl.

So when her hand finds my clit buried in my petticoat and begins to stroke, it’s almost as much a shock to me as to her when I slap it away.

“No,” I moan to her surprise. “No, I want to cum from being fucked.”

Her grin turns wicked and she leans forward, thrusting so hard that I nearly scream. Her hair brushes my face and her breath is hot on my ear.

“As you wish, Janelle.”

She fucks me harder. Faster. She rams the massive cock into me, using my hole like I deserve. All I can do is whimper and squeal as each thrust drives out any doubt. I’m her sissy, her slut, her good girl. Every part of my body is alive and burning with a desire to be used and to make her happy.

“Is this what you wanted, sissy girl?”

“Yes, yes, yes!”

“Did you need your sweet little sissy ass pounded like a good girl?”

“Oh, fuck, yes! Your cock feels so good. Your girl — your good little sissy slut —”

I can’t take it anymore. With every thrust, every word, I’m driven closer and closer. There’s a wall of pleasure, and on the other side is everything I’ve told myself I didn’t want.

“Oh, fuck, please,” I beg. “Please, can I cum?”

“You’re such a good, dirty, filthy little whore, aren’t you, Janelle.”

“I am,” I agree, the words stinging and building the pleasure until I’m sure I’ll burst.

“You’re a little whore who cums from getting fucked in the ass by her Lady.”

“Yes, oh, fuck, please let me. Please, please, please.”

“Cum for me, Janelle. Cum like a good sissy. Get your pretty dress all nice and sticky for me.”

I let out a high-pitched scream and the world turns to light. Her cock fills me, stretching me to my limit, and the pleasure overwhelms me. I can feel my legs shudder with the intensity of the feeling as it crashes over my body, an orgasm like nothing I’ve ever had before.

“Cum for me in your pretty little dress.”

It’s all I can hear. It’s all I can think. Her cock is driving the world away. I’m only her girl, her slut. I’m Janelle, and that’s all that matters.

“Oh, fuck,” she groans, her voice breaking as her pace falters. “I’m close.”

The thought of her cumming from fucking me pushes my orgasm even higher, and I buck and moan as her nails dig into my hips and scratch along my collarbone and neck and legs. Her groans grow into screams and moans of pleasure, her body quivering so strongly I can feel it in her cock. I wrap my arms around her and press her close to me as thick jets of cum explode into my petticoat. It’s heavy and sticky, my thighs are warm and slick. When her lips find mine, it’s all I can think about. My cock, if I even still have one, is gone, replace by a clit. Her kiss is a flood, and the orgasm that overtakes her is a fire that burns me alive.

She collapses onto the bed beside me, her skirt a pool around her, the soft leather straps of the strap-on squeezing into her thigh. We are a tangled mass of bodies and clothes and silk and the heavy smell of sex and perfume. When she rolls onto her side and kisses me, her eyes are shining and her cheeks are flushed.

“Well, that was unexpected,” she pants.

“That was —” I start, but she hushes me.

“You were so good, Janelle. So wonderful. Such a pretty little girl. You made me very proud of you.”

My cheeks burn.

“Was I really a good girl?”

“Such a good, beautiful girl. Such a perfect sissy slut.”

She lets me keep the dress and lingerie. “A way to grow my collection.” And when she leaves, I’m still wearing it. They make me feel safe and pretty, like the girl she knows I can be. The girl I want to be. And when she calls me the next week, my heart nearly stops.

“I’ll be there at six. And Janelle?”

“Yes?”

“I expect you to be properly dressed.”


Taken Like a Sissy: Feminized, Dominated, and Transformed: February Sissy of the Month

by Vanessa Lockridge


Lace caresses my skin as I kneel below her, pulse pounding. The gauzy babydoll floats around my curves. I’ve never felt so exposed, so vulnerable... or so exhilarated. I am her sissy now, and I’ll do exactly what she wants.

No matter what that is.

The Lady Jane told me could show me pleasures I never dreamed of and transform me into her obedient sissy plaything — and she kept her promise. With each sensual touch and whispered command, she strips away my inhibitions, leaving me desperate and eager to obey.

Just like her good girl should.

I crave her dominance and approval. But as we explore this intoxicating world of control and pleasure, I have to wonder — how far does Jane plan to take me? And how much does she expect her new girl to do?
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Chapter 1: Janelle

Woah, could I look like that, too?

I can’t help but stare at the picture Declan sent me. Full, pouty lips painted a glossy pink. Short hair, but long enough for a cute clip-in bow. Heavy make-up that brings out the green in her brown eyes. A long, flowing babydoll trimmed with lace and split down the middle to show the matching panties beneath.

And maybe a hint of something inside...?

My phone buzzes, and it’s Declan. I can hear his scoffing even through the text message.

Can you believe he did this?

Yeah, Declan, I kind of can. I text back:

Dude, I can barely believe that’s Jeffrey.

I’ve known him for a long time, and I’ve never once thought he could look like that. That he could look, well... Hot. Like a girl!

I know, right? It’s ridiculous!

I can’t explain why, but one picture isn’t going to do it for me. I need to go straight to the source. It’s not weird, right? I know that technically it’s my friend, but… that doesn’t look like Jeffrey. That doesn’t even look like a guy. How the hell did this even happen? I text him and try not to worry about what exactly it all means.

Declan sent me that picture. It’s amazing!

I don’t even have to ask for a second. Right away I get an answer that includes a picture. This one is from above, still in the same lingerie, lying on the bed. The hem of the babydoll is pushed up a little, revealing a tantalizing arc of a hipbone beneath ruffly panties. It comes with a message:

Janelle’s pretty cute, huh?

Who’s Janelle?

Another picture, posing in the mirror. Big pink lips pushed together to blow a kiss. The panties, I can’t help but notice, seem to be slipping ever-so-slightly down.

This is Janelle, dummy. Me!

My stomach twists as I think about what it means. What I want. What I’m going to do.

You look really great. Any more pics?

;-)

Janelle is lying down on her bed in this one, her stocking-covered feet up in the air behind her. Her head is down and I can see the smooth curves of her rear behind her, the lace-trimmed leg openings of her panties emphasizing its size. She looks really, really hot. All I can think about is what else is inside of those panties.

My phone buzzes again and a new picture slides in. Janelle’s rolled over, her legs up in the air against her headboard like a pin-up model from the 50’s. Her babydoll is totally open now and I can see her panties underneath. There’s an outline in the front, and they’re just sheer enough to give me a tantalizing hint of what’s inside.

I don’t want that. I click my phone and lock it, tossing it across the room. I am _not_ being turned on by my friend in lingerie. My hand is trembling.

But I can’t deny the tent in my pants. And that’s not really my friend, is it? That’s someone else. That’s Janelle, and Janelle has been sending me sexy selfies all afternoon, now. The polite thing would be to tell her.

You look amazing.

You could, too.

It’s like a shock to my system. I can feel my heart start to beat faster. I have to remind myself that I don’t want that. All I want is more of her.

I’d rather just look at you.

Another picture. I can see the sun is setting outside her window, just like it is outside mine, and I realize she’s taking these pictures right now. Just for me. That knowledge makes it all suddenly hotter and more intense. Janelle is real, and she’s as excited by this as I am. She’s bent over and the babydoll has fallen in front of her, hiding what’s between her legs. But I can see enough of the curve of her ass to see she’s not wearing panties. The only thing standing between me and that view is a gossamer curtain of silk.

If you want more, you need to see the Lady Jane.

There’s a contact attached. I’ve never called a phone number faster in my life.


Chapter 2: Dress Up

“What if someone sees us?”

“They’ll be very, very jealous.”

I can’t help feeling terrified that someone will. I thought Jane was going to come to my house, but she told me to meet me here instead. In front of lingerie store, and I’m the only guy in it! We passed a flock outside who were clearly waiting for their wives and girlfriends, but they all knew better than to cross the line and actually go inside. And as much as I want to stare at the racks of bras and panties and nighties, all I can think about is someone asking me why I’m there.

Or asking why I have such a big tent in my trousers.

“Do we have to be here?” It sounds like a whine, and I watch a thin crease form in Jane’s immaculate forehead.

“Your friend didn’t know what she liked, so I provided it for her. But I think you know exactly what you want.”

A ripple of anxiety washes over me. “I don’t know anything about this kind of thing.”

Her heels click as she takes a step closer to me, and all of sudden she seems to tower over me. Her perfume is bright and sharp and delicious. For a moment, it’s all I can smell. Then the world comes back into focus as I feel her hand on my bulge.

“But you find it plenty exciting.” She leans in even closer, dropping her voice so I’m the only one who can hear her. “Because you know that you’re picking out something sexy to wear. And when we get back, you’re going to get all nice and pretty for me. And then?”

I swallow and discover my throat is suddenly very dry. “And then?”

Her red lips curl up into a smile that should terrify me but only makes me throb harder in my pants. “And then I’m going to fuck you.”

She gives me a light squeeze through my pants, enough to make me gasp and draw some looks from other women in the store. Her smile becomes predatory, full of lust and desire. I’ve never been this terrified and turned on at the same time.

“Doesn’t that sound nice?”

“Yes,” I breathe. “Yes, that sounds very nice.”

The smile splits into a grin.

“So what would you like to wear for your Lady?”

The question seems simple enough, but I have no idea where to start. She takes pity on me after a few moments, though, and guides me around the shop. We pick out stockings, bras and panties and slips. Lace trimmed bustiers and frilly babydolls that make my heart flutter. A nightie covered with tiny flowers so delicate that they could be real. Soon, her arms are overflowing with silk and gossamer and lace. There’s a brief moment of awkwardness as I avoid eye contact with the dressing room attendant, and then Jane steps inside with me.

“You’re — I want some privacy,” I say as she shuts the lock behind her.

“I’m sure you do,” she says softly, turning and putting her hands on her hips. When she cocks her head, her blonde hair splashes over her shoulder. “But I don’t think you know how any of this is supposed to fit.” She leans in, raising her eyebrows. “I don’t think you even know how to put any of this on.”

“That doesn’t mean I want you in here while I change!” The idea almost cripples me with embarassment.

“I tell you what. If you can tell me what this is, you can try all this on by yourself.” She lifts a tall, satin garment with long straps dangling from it. “If you really want to.”

She’s got me cornered.

“A... chemise?” It’s the only thing I know beyond bras and panties.

“A garter belt.” She holds up something long and flowy. “A slip. Not to be confused with a babydoll, of course.” The second garment looks identical to the first to me.

I swallow again. My throat doesn’t have any moisture in it. “What’s the difference?”

“You’ll find out when it’s on you. Strip.” Her tone has changed now. Gone is the seductive coo that I’ve become so enamored with. In its place is a firm order. An order that makes my knees weak and my heart pound even faster. I know I should say no — it’s way too much, getting naked in a lingerie store dressing room with a woman I’ve only known for an hour.

But I want to say yes.

I’m shocked at how easy it is to pull off my clothes and lay them over the chair in the corner, like a snake shedding its skin. Jane’s eyes never leave me. I’m almost certain they widen as she watches more and more of me get exposed, and I can feel her gaze boring into me. By the time I’m totally nude, I’m blushing down to my chest. My hands cover my still-throbbing cock almost automatically. I’ve never felt more vulnerable.

“Lovely,” she says softly. Kindly. “You’re absolutely beautiful, darling. Made for this. Just look at those legs!”

I bite my lip, my gaze boring into the floor, unsure whether I should feel good about it or not. After all, she’s telling me I have a great figure… for a girl. “Thanks.”

“No need to be shy about it. After all, once I get you home...” To my relief, she lets it trail off suggestively. I’m not sure I can handle hearing her say it out loud when I’m like this.

“What first?”

“What excites you the most?”

My stomach spins like a washing machine as she picks each garment out of the pile and hangs them up for me to see. Glitter throws sparks across the walls. Everything is dripping with ruffles and lace and ribbons. Some are girlish and some are sultry, but some — my favorites — are both. And there’s one that calls out to me right away.

“That one.”

Jane grins. “What a delicious choice.”


Chapter 3: Her Good Girl

“Come here.”

The thick lace hem on the dress brushes against my bare legs as I walk to her. Garter straps pull at my fishnet stockings while my cock strains against the red satin of my panties. I’m hard enough that the outline is even visible beneath the frilly white apron.

“A maid’s dress,” she says with a knowing smile when I reach her. “I guess I shouldn’t be surprised you picked something so... submissive.”

The word sends a shiver of excitement down my back.

“It’s pretty,” I say quietly.

“It makes you feel pretty,” she corrects, running a finger over my exposed clavicle and drawing a breathy moan from me that turns into a gasp when she snaps the bow-trimmed spaghetti strap against my shoulder. “And it makes you look incredible.”

Her hand is already under my skirt, fingers brushing against the front of my panties. My eyes snap wide open and I instinctively try to take a step backwards, but she holds me tight against her body. Her touch is strong and commanding.

“Ah, ah,” she scolds. “I’m in charge, now. Don’t run away from your Lady.”

“We’re in public,” I breathe, mortified. “What if someone catches us?”

“Oh, that would be bad. We could get into trouble.” She leans in, her lips right next to my ear, and her hand does not stop moving. The tickle of her breath makes my cock twitch beneath her fingers. “I guess you’ll just have to be a nice, quiet girl for me.”

Girl.

The word echoes in my head as she strokes me through the panties. The pleasure is soft and intense in a way I’ve never felt before. I can feel a moan welling up inside of me and can tell that Jane sees it too. Her eyes are wide, but I bite my lip and let out the smallest squeak. Jane smiles triumphantly.

“Very good. Such a sweet little maid. Maybe I’ll keep you like this when we get home.” She runs a finger up along my shaft, making me tremble and gasp again. “Or maybe I should put you in something else.”

“Something else,” I say, my voice so quiet I can barely hear it. But Jane does. She doesn’t say anything, but her broad, white smile communicates more than enough.

“Turn around for me. Show off your new outfit.”

I do what I’m told and slowly spin in place for her. I can feel her hungry gaze on my bare legs beneath my skirt and see her face light up with pleasure at seeing how well it fits over the curve of my ass. When I turn back towards her, she reaches out and runs her finger along the white ruffle trim between the cups and along the front of the dress. The sides are open, exposing my ribs and back, and she lets her hands explore there, too. It makes me feel small and vulnerable — but it also makes me feel wanted. Desired.

Sexy.

“Do you like how I look?”

“Very much.”

“Good.” Something shifts inside of me and I feel the shyness begin to disappear. Like this, I don’t have to be anxious. I can just be me. “I want to make you happy.” I hesitate. “I... I want to please you.”

Jane’s face lights up. She takes a step closer and leans in so her lips are against my ear again. “Do you think you can?” Her voice is low and full of hunger.

“I want to try.”

“Trying isn’t good enough, sissy.” The word is as illicit-sounding as it is exciting. “Do it or don’t. Be a good girl for me or I’ll find someone who can.”

The world around us seems to stop. I swallow again and this time I finally taste moisture on my tongue. My whole body tingles with anticipation. “I’m a good girl.”

It’s barely audible even to myself, but I know Jane heard me when she tugs the lacy waistband of my panties down, my cock springing forwards. She grabs it through the apron and skirt, swirling the satin around the tip and forcing out barely-silenced moans and whines of pleasure.

“Do good girls like it when they get rubbed with their pretty little dresses?”

“Yes,” I gasp.

She takes a step closer. I can feel her body heat, smell her perfume. “Do they like it when their Ladies touch them like this?”

“Ohh. Yes, Lady Jane.”

“And what do they say?” Her voice is firm but not harsh, and she punctuates the question with another squeeze.

“Please, don’t stop,” I try to keep my voice quiet as my heart thunders, but my hips buck involuntarily and push my throbbing erection harder against her hand. “Please, let me cum!”

“Not even close, girl.”

I screw my eyes shut as pleasure thunders through me like rain through a desert canyon. “Th—thank you, Lady Jane!”

“Much better, girl. Now, we wouldn’t want to ruin your pretty dress before you’ve even brought it home.” Another squeeze makes my whole body quiver. “And besides. I have more exciting ways to handle sexy little things like you.”

It takes every last bit of strength I have not to burst right then and there. The world narrows into a tiny dot that focuses on only one thing: getting back home as quickly as possible.

And getting myself nice and pretty for my Lady.

But she has other ideas. Even as I try to pull away, she holds me tighter, eyebrows sliding up her head. “I didn’t say it was time to leave. You have so many other things to try on.”

The word makes me feel hotter than any sunburn ever has. “More?”

Her smile becomes predatory once again. She makes me try on everything, and there are a lot of things to try on. Stockings with bows on the tops. Panties that go along with bustiers or garter belts. Slips and nighties and chemises that cling in different ways. All of them make me feel sexy — and not like I have before, in a suit, as a boy. No, they make me want someone to come and grab me, kiss me, throw me down on a bed and take me. They make me want to be used.

And I’m sure the Lady Jane can make it happen.


Chapter 4: What I Deserve

“I like you like this. These suit you.”

A matching set of pale yellow lingerie hugs my body as tight as a second skin. The thong disappears between my cheeks, the frothy lace trim and enormous satin bow the only evidence it’s there from behind — and that’s how Jane is looking at me. Bent over, my hands on the chair, legs spread. I feel deliciously, wonderfully exposed to stand like this. She could do anything she wants to me.

“They’re pretty,” I breathe. My cock is already throbbing again and pushing against the silky fabric of my panties.

“Yes, they are.” Jane runs her fingers along my sides. I can feel goosebumps springing up under them and my nipples harden into little pebbles beneath the matching yellow babydoll that flows around my ribs and hips. “And they make you look...” Her lips brush against my ear from behind, making me gasp again. “So tasty.”

As she leans in, her hand slips down between my legs, gliding along the satin of the skimpy thong and following the throbbing shape of my cock beneath. My tip peaks up from the waistband and she luxuriates in stroking me there. The sensation is brand-new and incredible — it’s even better than when she rubbed me through my panties before. I don’t want her to stop.

But she has other ideas.

“Are you going to be my good girl, Katherine?”

I bite my lip as I feel the sound of my new name wash through me. It feels pure and clean and beautiful. It feels right.

“Of course.” It sounds like a moan.

“Do you like it when I play with your clitty?” She swirls her finger on my tip and this time I can’t suppress the gasp of pleasure. It’s all so overwhelming, and it’s all happening so fast. I’m Katherine — I have a clit — I’m a good girl. The room spins and narrows down until it’s just me and the Lady Jane and her touch and the knowledge that I’ll do anything she asks if it keeps feeling this good.

“Yessss...” My voice hisses through clenched teeth. “Your hand feels so good on my — my — my clit.”

“I love a sissy like you,” she coos, squeezing tighter. Her grip is strong and sure and perfect. “Sissies who are made for wearing pretty clothes like these.” Another squeeze that makes my legs shake beneath me. “But sissies are made for other, more exciting things, too.”

A ripple of fear courses through my belly.

“Like what?” I manage to say through trembling lips.

She is silent as her hands provide the answer. One stays on my clit, stroking just the exposed tip through the lace of the waistband. The rest is trapped within the thong. The other hand glides down my back beneath the gossamer silk of the babydoll until it finds the large bow at the back of the thong — and then it slides further down, following the lace-trimmed garment as it dives between my cheeks. It feels even more illicit than being stroked through the front of my panties does — even though my cock has never been harder than it is now, aching with desire for a release she seems intent on denying me. And when she finds my rear, she pushes firmly against it.

“Good girls,” she says softly, “Get fingered. And they get fucked.”

I want to gasp, but my body is too tense. I can barely breathe, and I can’t tell if it’s embarrassment or arousal or fear. But before I can figure it out, the finger shoves aside the thong and squeezes against my rear entrance and I squealing moan pours out of me.

“Shh, pretty girl.” She doesn’t stop. “Just relax and let me show you how a girl feels good.”

“Oh, yes, please, please!” I moan in answer.

Nobody has ever touched me there. Now my entire body throbs with pleasure, the pressure in my panties replaced with overwhelming, stomach-twisting sensations that explode out into my fingers and toes. My clit pulses in response to every new sensation as Jane expertly works me, front and back. I never want this to stop. I want to be pleasured like a girl.

“Oh, fuck,” I moan. “That feels so good.”

She giggles. “Good girl, Katherine. Getting pleasure from your ass like a good sissy should.”

And then the finger slips inside.

I feel a flash of panic. The tight muscles of my entrance fight against it and the sensation suddenly becomes uncomfortable, but when she presses deeper I let out another loud moan. It feels amazing. A thousand times better than her playing with my cock does. This is where all the excitement is for me now.

“Oh fuck, fuck.” I can feel pleasure rising already. My clit twitches against the satin panties, a tight reminder of how I’m dressed.

“Doesn’t that feel lovely, Katherine? Does it make your little clitty nice and hard?” She pushes deeper and my body shivers uncontrollably.

“It’s so much,” I manage to gasp out between moans. “I’m going to cum! Please!”

“Do you deserve to cum?”

The question catches me off guard. Do I? Have I been a good enough girl? Why do I even want to be a girl at all? But even as the thoughts work their way through my silk-and-pleasure-addled mind, my hips start moving on their own, thrusting back against her fingers as they move in and out, filling me with intense, overwhelming sensations. I don’t want this to stop, even if it means holding off my orgasm.

“Not yet,” I moan. “You decide. You’re my Lady.”

“Good answer!” She is obviously delighted. The finger slides back in, but this time she hooks it and presses against a spot inside of me that sends electric pleasure erupting through me. My body bucks and wrenches away from her involuntarily, but I manage to regain enough control to stay in place as she fingers me from behind, bent over, dressed in my lingerie like a pretty girl aching for sex. My legs begin to shake as she works it, my mouth hanging open in a silent scream.

“This,” she says, her tone almost conversational. “Is your sissy spot. And a good girl like you will cum just from it being touched.”

“Yes,” I moan. “I want that.”

But even as the shaking in my legs grows stronger and I know an orgasm is coming, her hands slow down until they stop entirely. When I whimper with need, she gives my ass another hard squeeze. “Oh, you’re so sensitive. I like that, Katherine. But we don’t want you getting too excited. Not yet.”

The word echoes in my ears long after it leaves her mouth. And when she tells me to turn around, I do it without hesitation, staring at her with wide, hungry eyes and knowing what she has planned.

Yet.


Chapter 5: Her Slut

She makes me put on the third outfit and wear it under my clothes as she pays, explaining to the girl at the register that I “decided to wear it out.” They exchange knowing smirks and the girl looks me up and down. “I’m sure it’s absolutely stunning.” I want to sink into the floor forever.

Back in the car, I’m silent, watching Lady Jane drive in her sexy-yet-elegant black dress and heels and feeling every motion of the car through my panties. I feel exposed in them, even beneath my pants, like someone could look over and see how horny I am — but the idea only excites me more. My heart is thundering. Everything about today has been overwhelming. It still doesn’t seem real.

And it’s only barely stared.

The ride home is torture. My rear is hyper-sensitized from her touch, and every bump and pothole sends pleasure rippling out from it and through the rest of my body until I can’t help but squirm in place. My clit throbs within its sweet silk confines and the soft lace of my bralette caresses my hard nipples as I shift in the seat, making everything worse. When we finally arrive, I feel ready to burst — but the Lady Jane is ready for a little more teasing first.

“Did you enjoy yourself?” She says as she holds open the door for me. Ladies first. Her smile makes my clit twitch again. “Because if you did, you can prove it by doing exactly what I tell you to.”

“Yes, Lady,” I breathe as I walk past her, stockings tugging over my skin with every step. “I did.”

When the door clicks shut behind her, I feel like an animal trapped with a predator. Like she’s going to attack at any moment — but that only excites me more. I’ve never felt like this before, this kind of need. This time she doesn’t have to command me to strip. My clothes are already sliding over my silky lingerie and puddling on the floor behind me. I leave them behind, unwanted, unneeded. My heart is a snare drum in my chest as I all-but-run to her. I throw my arms around her and lean in for a kiss, burning for her.

But instead of returning it, she stops me short.

“On your knees.”

I don’t even hesitate. It feels like the most natural thing in the world to fall down before her, looking up into her crystalline face and hoping to hear praise. The hardness between my legs strains against its confines and twitches with each beat of my heart. It makes me feel desperately sexy to be like this, to know that she can and will use me any way she wants. And when Jane smiles again, I know she notices how excited I am.

“Good girl, getting all excited for me like that,” she purrs. “Do you like how your pretty panties feel on your hard little clitty?”

“Yes, Lady.” Clitty. Every time she says the word, it sends a shudder of arousal through me.

“Wouldn’t you love to be able to touch yourself while you look at me like this?” Her smile turns into a smirk. She knows the answer.

“Yes,” I breathe. “Please!”

Her eyes flash. “What was that?”

“Please let me play with myself! I’m so hard, Lady.”

She leans down until we’re face to face. Her scent is intoxicating — and just like before, her breath tickles my ear as she speaks in low tones. “Do you think good sissy girls are allowed to touch their clitties?”

A shiver blasts through my body. Can she possibly mean — But even as the thoughts cross my mind, I already know the answer. There’s only one possible answer when she asks me things like this. One thing that will make her happy and turn me on even more.

“No,” I moan quietly, biting my lip. “I need... something else.”

“Yes, you do.”

Her hand cups my cheek and it’s tender and affectionate. But it quickly morphs into something more — her palm slides across my jawline until her thumb plays with the corner of my lips and my mouth falls open. She shoves her thumb inside the same instant she forces my head backwards so I’m looking up at her with huge, round eyes. Then my eyebrows arch as I feel the tip of her pointed stiletto slide between my stocking-glazed legs and nudge against my throbbing clit. It twitches in response and her face softens for a moment, her gaze flicking down.

“You’re all wet,” she murmurs. “Look at how excited this all makes you. Getting all nice and dressed up for me. Putting on your pretty things.” She leans forwards, tilting my neck even further back. “Getting ready to be my good little slut.”

A jolt goes through my entire body when she says it and I want to scream yes! I’m your slut! but I can’t. Her thumb is pressing too hard against my tongue and she’s grinding her toe against my silk-covered clit, sending sparks of pleasure coursing through me. All that comes out is another muffled moan, which only seems to make her press harder against both.

“That’s what you want to be, right?”

I can’t nod fast enough.

“Good girl!”

She releases me with a shove that almost sends me toppling backwards, circling past me and going to the couch. I know she expects me to join her there, but I take a moment to steady myself, every part of my body shaking with excitement. When I look down between my legs, I almost laugh. My panties aren’t just wet. They’re soaked with my pre-cum. All of this has made me more aroused than I ever have been in my life.

And now she’ll treat me just the way I want.


Chapter 6: Like A Sissy Should

A gasping moan slips through my lips as she tugs the thong to the side, exposing my rear entrance to her. She has me on all fours with my head pressed against the couch, my hips high in the air behind me. The gauzy babydoll floats around me like a pale yellow cloud. It’s beautiful and soft and girlish and I never want to take it off. I want her to tell me never to take it off.

“Delicious,” she breathes.

She snaps one of my garter straps against my leg and I yelp. For a moment, it relieves the tension building up in my limbs, but it comes rushing back in when she starts kissing my naked skin. Every touch is a shock of pleasure that makes my clit twitch, still trapped in its silken confines, and back arch. I moan loudly. Here, I don’t have to be quiet.

Here, I’m free to scream.

“Oh, that feels so good,” I breathe. “Kiss me like that. Please!”

“Naughty girl,” she giggles. “Getting all excited from this. Just waiting until I take you right... here.”

I squeal as she plunges her finger into me in one smooth motion, her knuckles bumping against my cheeks. Pre-cum erupts into my panties as she begins to squeeze my sissy spot. My vision goes blurry for an instant and my fingers clutch at the sofa. I want to squirm away from the intense sensation, but there’s no escape. And now that I’ve had a taste of it, I don’t think I’d want any even if there was.

“You look so pretty like this, Katherine.” Her voice is low again. “All bent over and ready to get fucked.”

“Th—thank you, Lady,” I groan.

“Thank you for what?”

Her hand smacks my rear playfully — at least, at first. When she starts spanking harder, pain mixes with pleasure and I moan louder. It makes my ass clench down on her finger, making it feel even bigger than it is.

“Thank you f—for the lingerie,” I manage between smacks.

Each new slap sends shocks through my body until every muscle twitches involuntarily beneath my skin and pre-cum flows in a steady stream from my throbbing clit, soaking the satin thong. The finger starts moving and I feel like I’m going to explode right there.

“And?”

I screw my eyes shut as another smack lands on my already-burning cheeks. The pain mixes with the pleasure into an intoxicating cocktail. My babydoll brushes against my thighs as I squirm, tickling me with its light touch, and all the sensations become too much to handle. They overwhelm my senses and make my heart race faster. She hasn’t even fucked me yet. And just imagining what that will feel like sends shivers through my body and makes my hole clench down tighter around her invasion.

“For making me such a good girl,” I groan into the couch. “For making me into your pretty slut.”

“You are pretty,” she purrs. “Look at how your little clitty tents your sexy panties.”

The next smack doesn’t come. Instead, she tugs the waistband down and wraps my throbbing shaft in her hand, pumping at the front while she fingers me from behind. A shudder passes through my whole body and my cock erupts pre-cum so fast that it spills onto the couch cushions beneath us. I’m going to ruin them. But the knowledge that I’m this turned on from it all only makes it all more exciting, and another thought takes over: I really am a sissy slut.

“Oh, fuck,” I moan, the words so slurred with pleasure that they’re barely more than sounds. “I want you inside me. Please! Lady Jane, please!”

“Like this?”

Another finger joins the first — and it slides in just as smoothly. The sensation of being stretched makes my body twitch and bounce, but she doesn’t let go of my clit and she keeps both fingers buried deep inside of me. They pump slowly but deliberately against my spot, sending wave after wave of stomach-twisting ecstasy through me until I feel like I’m melting into the couch. It’s an even better sensation than her touch was.

“Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck, Jane, oh — fuck, that feels so good in my ass, oh fuck!”

“Good girl,” she says. “Are you going to make your sissy spurties just from this?”

“Yes,” I groan. “Please don’t stop. Please, I’ll be a good girl. I won’t — I don’t want to cum until — until — until —”

“Until I fuck your pretty sissy ass with my big, hard cock?”

It’s a cruel thing to say, and she knows it. Not because it’s mean. But because of how much closer it’ll push me to the edge of my limit. It forces me to beg for something I never thought I would.

“Please stop playing with my clit, Lady,” I moan, barely able to believe I’m saying it. “Just finger m—me instead. Like I’m a girl. Please, please!”

“Are you sure, Katherine? If I take my hand off now, I won’t put it back on. You’ll have to get your pleasure just like a girl.”

She swirls her fingers around the tip and my toes curl. The sensation is overwhelming. I want to cum so bad that it hurts. And yet every time her fingers stroke the underside of my shaft, or glide against my throbbing crown, pleasure flares through my whole body like an explosion in slow motion, and I know I need her to stop or I’ll ruin it all too soon.

“Please stop!” I scream the words as loudly as I can, and she does, to my horror and relief.

“You’d rather have me play with your hole than your clit,” Jane says as if she almost can’t believe it herself. “You really were meant to be a sissy slut.”

“Yes,” I squeal, her fingers pleasuring me like I never thought was possible. “I am, I am.”

“And sissy sluts do what?” Her other hand squeezes my rear. I’ve lost track of how many spanks she’s given me by now — but I love how hot it feels. My body quakes beneath the assault of pleasure until my voice comes out in a whining moan:

“Sissy sluts get fucked!”


Chapter 7: Taking Her

“What’s the rule for naughty girls like you?”

“No cumming without — without permission.”

“What happens if you do?”

“I get — punished.”

“And do you know how I punish bad sissies that break my rules?”

“No.” I smirk. “But maybe I want to.”

She laughs, still running her fingers through my hair. I turn my head to look at her legs underneath me. She’s still wearing her tight black dress, still wearing her fishnets. But now there’s something new sticking up from her lap, pushing its way between my leg and my package. The thick black strap-on is so long that it dwarfs my shaft as it strains against the waistband of the thong. There’s enough room between the lace and my belly for the shiny black tip to slide up between them.

Kneeling on top of her makes me feel achingly girlish. Her hands rove over my body, squeezing my nipples and slipping the gossamer babydoll over my skin. My legs are spread, feet hooked around her legs. My hole pulses with anticipation next to her massive shaft. Pre-cum pours down my clit, and I take some of it to wet my hole for her. I’m so excited, she won’t even need lube. I ache to feel what it’s like when she fucks me in earnest. To finally give into my sissy urges for good.

“You’ll take this,” she whispers in my ear as I moan softly, “until you cum.”

“Yes,” I breathe, voice shaking.

“I’m going to fuck every last drop of your sissy cream out of you. I’m going to fuck you until your clit is too sore to cum anymore. I’m going to fuck you until you never want to take your panties off again!”

“Ohhh, fuck!”

She doesn’t bother asking if I want to or not — we both know that’s just a formality. Instead, she presses the fat tip against my rear and pushes inside slowly. I squeal as it pops through, spreading my tight muscles apart more than I thought they could handle, but she keeps going until there’s nowhere else for it to go but deeper.

“How does it feel, sissy?”

“Amazing,” I groan. My hands dig into the cushion beneath us, knuckles turning white from the pressure. “You’re so fucking big!”

“You love having such a fat cock filling your ass, don’t you?”

The words come out in a low purr, right next to my ear. Her breasts push against my back as she leans forward to speak and when she tugs on my earlobe with her teeth, I gasp out: “Oh fuck yes, yes, yes!”

She laughs and her hand glides down the underside of my clit as it strains against its silken confines. For a moment, I think she’s going to play with it and my body tenses — until I remember her promise that she won’t. That the only way I can cum now is from the cock in my ass. From being fucked.

“You look so nice for your Lady in your pretty frillies. The perfect outfit for your first cock.”

A shiver of delight runs through me. When I turn to look at her again, her eyes are wide and sparkling with intensity. With excitement at how easily she transformed me into this.

And how easily I let her.

Her cock pushes deeper inside of me and pleasure floods my whole body as her hips start rocking slowly back and forth. I groan and press back against her, wanting more. My clit is twitches madly with every thrust against my sissy spot. Lady Jane’s fingers dig into my skin hard enough to leave marks and every new slap of flesh against my tender cheeks sends jolts through me. The pain only makes me feel more like her plaything. Like a toy for her enjoyment. And all it does is excite me even more.

“You’re doing such a good job taking me,” she purrs in my ear. “I start most girls out on a much smaller cock, but you liked my fingers so much I knew you could do something bigger.”

“Thank you,” I moan. “I — I love it!”

I never thought being fucked in the ass would make me so hard that my clit hurt — or that I would even have a clit — but now it throbs painfully as it bounces around, still confined in its silky prison, pre-cum still pouring through the material in a steady stream. I want her to touch it, knowing that the moment she does, I’ll explode with all the pent-up pleasure she’s been building in me. But another thought flashes through my mind that’s terrifying with how true I know it is. I don’t want her to touch it.

I want to cum just like this.

“Fuck me,” I beg. “Please, fuck my ass. I want to cum like a good girl should.”

Her pace increases and my entire body begins to shudder and shake from the force of her thrusts. It pushes against every spot inside of me. Every place I didn’t know was there. Her breasts crush against my back as she wraps an arm around my chest, holding me close and tight to keep me in place as she rails me. The couch rocks beneath us. I already have to buy lingerie, I think to myself. Please don’t make me have to buy a new couch, too.

The thought makes me laugh breathlessly, but not for long — when her hand slides around my belly, my voice rises into a high-pitched squeal:

“No! Please don’t!”

She stops short.

“Don’t what?”

It’s so hard to focus on speaking that my words come out in fragments: “You can — play with — other things — but don’t touch my clitty!”

She shivers, and it’s the first time I realize how turned on this is making her, too.

“Good fucking girl,” she breathes, but it sounds more like a growl. “So obedient now. Such a perfect little slut.” She grabs hold of my thighs and yanks me down onto her cock until my body shudders and spasms with ecstasy.

“I love your cock,” I gasp as she pumps deep inside of me, again and again and again. My voice is rising higher with every thrust. My clit throbs almost painfully hard within its satin prison. The pressure mounts inside of me to the point where I feel like I’ll explode at any moment — and there’s only one thing holding me back.

Permission.


Chapter 8: Climax

She lays me back on the bed with a slow tenderness that makes me feel cared for, even though we both know what’s coming next. I want her inside of me again. Now that I’ve had a taste of being fucked like this, it’s all I want. It feels better than anything else could ever hope to. But I already know I won’t have long to wait.

“You’re going to be my good submissive slut,” she says, grabbing my wrists in each hand and pushing them up over my head. She has to lean over me to do it, her thick shaft bumping against my throbbing clit and reminding me what I am now, and what parts of me I’m allowed to use. The parts I want to use. “Keep your hands right there. If you move them at all, this stops.”

“Yes, Lady,” I moan, already pulling my legs up to my belly. The position exposes my ass and I know she’ll take full advantage of that. I want her to.

She never breaks eye contact as she stares down at me with an animal ferocity that’s almost terrifying. Her blonde hair falls around her head like a silver curtain that throws her face into shadow. All I can see are her wide and bright eyes glinting in the light, a blue so pale they’re almost white. A chill runs through me when I feel her massive tip squeeze against my hole. I want to grab her and pull her to me.

When the cock plunges inside again, it does so with a forcefulness that knocks the wind out of me. But I don’t even have time to recover before she starts slamming into me again and again, making my eyes go wide from the shockwaves of pleasure. It goes so much deeper when I’m on my back, so much more smoothly. In one brief movement, she’s buried the entire thing inside of me and I’m squealing like the sissy I am.

“Your pretty panties look so cute next to my big black dick,” she laughs as her hands squeeze around my ankles, pushing them closer to my head. My body is folded practically in half. I crave more. I ache for it. My ass clenches tight around her shaft and I hear her breath catch in her throat. She slams down again and my vision flickers for a moment.

“Spank me,” I moan. “Please. I want to be your slut.”

She hesitates just long enough for me to whimper please again, and then I feel the sharp sting of pain on my rear followed by another burst of ecstasy when she pounds against my spot once more. Each thrust seems to bring me closer to release — but each time it doesn’t quite finish me off, I realize there’s only one thing left that could do that now. “Oh fuck, yes, yes.”

“You really are a slut!” Smack. “Are you going to cum from your panties and my cock?”

“I’m so close,” I moan. Smack. It sends waves of pleasure through me. “Oh, fuck.”

“I bet you could cum just from being spanked,” she giggles. “Maybe we’ll try that next time.”

The promise of a next time excites me almost as much as the cock buried deep inside of me, pounding hard enough to rock me back and forth. The babydoll slips up over my skin until I’m all exposed beneath my pretty lingerie. Her gaze runs over me like a caress, making my whole body flush with excitement at her enjoyment. Her hips slap against my sore cheeks again and again, driving her shaft deeper every time until she’s buried to the hilt.

“Oh yes! Please let me cum!” I gasp the words out in an endless litany of pleading begging moans. My clit twitches madly behind its silken prison and the ache is becoming too much to bear. I need release so badly it hurts.

“You have to make me a promise,” she breathes.

“Anything. Anything!”

Smack. Moan. Thrust.

“You can’t wear any of your icky old boy’s underwear until you see me again, do you understand?”

“Yes, yes, yes!”

My body shakes as ecstasy floods through every part of me in a wave of intense pleasure so strong that I lose all control over my muscles. They contract involuntarily around Lady Jane’s huge shaft while she slams against me faster and faster, her breath coming out in ragged gasps as well. She fucks me hard enough that my voice rises into a squealing cry.

“Because next time it won’t just be me fucking you.”

Smack.

I can’t hold it back. “Please, please, I’m going to cum!”

“You have my permission, slut.”

The cock thrusts deep inside of me once more and holds there, pressing firmly against my sissy spot. My fingers clench tight on the bed above me. Pre-cum flows freely from my trapped tip as orgasm overtakes my body and the first burst of girl cream shoots free. I squeal with delight when it fills my panties.

“Fuck yes,” Jane groans. “Oh, fuck, that’s so hot. Good girl, Katherine. Cum with a cock in your ass.”

Her hips slam down against mine again and again and my body shudders as the pressure releases, sending shockwave after shockwave of pleasure through every inch of me. I feel like I’m floating in a cloud of ecstasy where only our moans are real, echoing in the air. My legs kick out and she slaps my burning cheeks once more for good measure — and suddenly I feel her entire body twitch. When I turn to look at her, she’s grinning wide with delight.

“I just came too!” she squeals with glee. Her hands squeeze tighter around my ankles. The babydoll is wet now from sweat beneath the satin and sticking to my skin. Her massive shaft slides back and forth smoothly as she continues to fuck me until the very last drop has been squeezed free by her huge cock.

My eyes roll up into my head and my voice comes out in an incoherent stream of yes yes yes. She’s fucking me so hard that the couch itself rocks beneath us and when it finally stops, the sound of both our heavy breathing fills the air. Our bodies shake together from the force of my climax. We collapse against each other. I wrap my arms around her back as she leans over me, still inside of me, and presses her lips against mine. She tastes like sex, sweet and salty. Her tongue teases mine and I moan into her mouth again before we part and just look at one another, grinning from ear to ear.

“That was amazing,” I moan when she finally breaks the kiss.

“I can tell you loved being my little sissy slut,” she laughs. “Look how messy your panties are! Such a good girl to cum without me touching your clitty.”

My cheeks flush but I know it’s true. My clit still throbs beneath them even though I’ve already cum — and I don’t even have it in me to feel ashamed for feeling that way anymore. The ache is still there, demanding more. To feel another cock in my ass. To know that I’m a slut, a toy, a sissy girl who’s nothing more than something pretty to fuck.

“I’m very proud of you, Katherine.”

“Th—thank you, Lady.”

“It’s good practice. Sissies should never touch their little cocks while they’re being fucked unless told to by their Ladies. It reminds them that they’re playthings — not the ones doing the fucking!”

I groan softly, thinking about having more cock inside of me as Jane pulls out and flops down on the bed beside me. Her breasts heave beneath her dress with every breath and I watch as she unclasps her bra and lets them fall free again, then kicks off her heels before turning to look at me again. She smiles gently this time.

“Because next time, you’re going to take a real one.”


Becoming Her Sissy Maid: Teased, Transformed, and Taken: March Sissy of the Month

by Vanessa Lockridge


The silk slides over my skin as Jane watches, her eyes burning with something between desire and amusement. Behind me, her maid adjusts my petticoat. Knowing I’m becoming Jane’s next one is a delicious, illicit thrill.

And the cage makes sure I’ll never stop feeling it.

I thought my stay at the Lady Jane's elegant brownstone would be temporary — just a place to wait until my luggage arrived. But she had plans for me from the minute she saw me.

To give me exactly what I needed.

Jane's flirty maid Chrys knows just how to excite me, and Jane knows just what to do with me. It’s not long before Chrys isn’t the only one in something frilly, silky, and short. Together, we’ll serve Jane however she asks.

And she has very thrilling needs.
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Chapter 1: Missing Bags

“Well, are you or not?” She shoots me a look, one eyebrow arched beneath a straight curtain of platinum bangs. I can see her tongue moving inside her mouth, pushing against her lip piercing. When I don’t answer, she rolls her eyes. “It’s now or never, honey.”

She looks so out of place in the old-fashioned elegance of the rowhouse living room. Her clothes are tight and architectural, like a modern glass building. Black pants with a subtle sheen cling to her thighs, sitting low enough on her hips that I can see narrow strips of her skin between the waistband and the lace bodysuit she’s wearing. It’s low-cut, too, with a clear view of her breasts and the dense network of tattoos that crawl up her body. When she crosses her legs and stares at me, her stilettos clack on the stone floor.

“You’re — it’s not what I expected, Jane.”

She cracks a smile. “I get that a lot. You still have to decide.”

I can’t help but glance at the woman standing at attention next to an ornate doorway. She’s dressed in a tiny maid’s uniform, so short that it barely reaches the middle of her thighs and overflowing with ribbons and lace. Something about it is distracting — I can’t seem to tear my eyes off her long legs and frothy white underskirt.

“Don’t worry, Eric, Chrys will be here too,” Jane says, her smile spreading into a grin as she sees how embarrassed it makes me to be found out so easily. “She’s very cute, isn’t she?” Jane’s eyes narrow ever so slightly as she looks at me. “And so is her outfit.”

“She works for you?” I ask, my throat dry.

“She’s my assistant.”

“And that’s her… uniform?”

Jane shrugs, casting the maid a look from under her eyebrows. “I like the classics. Don’t you, Chrys?”

The maid nods and bites her lip. “Yes, very much.” Her voice has the barest tremor to it, and as I watch, it seems like her body does, too.

But Jane snaps my focus back to her. “I have other appointments this evening, Eric. Are you spending the week or not?”

“If it’s not too much trouble.”

“Oh, I can’t see how it would be. Chrys will show you to your room.”

“Have you heard anything about my luggage?”

“The airline said they’ll send it when they find it.”

My stomach turns and I try to count my blessings. At least I’m not saying at a hotel — Jennie was able to connect me with Jane while I visited the city. “The Lady Jane,” Jennie had called her. “I think you two will really get along.” She had made it sound like Jane was some old matron doddering around a tumble-down shack on a back street, not the tall, glamorous woman curled up in an armchair in this magnificent brownstone. And nobody said anything about her being so wealthy she had service staff. Who is this woman?

“I’m sure I’ll manage until then.”

Jane’s eyes flash. “I’m sure you will. Chrys? Show the poor boy upstairs.”


Chapter 2: Cute When I Beg

Her skirt dances around her hips as she leads me up the dark, twisting staircase at the back of the house. I can see her garter straps stretch her stockings with every step and find myself unable to look away. They emerge from a lacy cloud of petticoats beneath her black skirt. It’s an irresistible view — I’m sure if I just look hard enough I’ll see a flash of panties.

“You, uh, work for Jane?”

“I’m the Lady’s personal assistant.”

“What does that mean, exactly? I don’t mean to pry — it’s just, well.”

She looks over her shoulder at me with a knowing smile, blonde hair dancing around her shoulders. “Not used to seeing a maid in someone’s home?”

I return the smile. “It’s like something out of the 1920s!”

“I’ve known the Lady for a long time. It’s my pleasure to serve her as I do.”

Cryptic. And why does she keep saying “the Lady” like that?

“And she makes you dress like that? Doesn’t that feel... I don’t know, a bit old-fashioned?” “Silly,” is what I mean.

“Not anymore.”

She says it with a tone that makes it sound like it’s the most obvious thing in the world — she’s Jane’s maid, or assistant, or whatever. What’s strange about that? I want to keep asking more, but I don’t want to be rude.

“This will be yours for the duration,” she says, pushing open a heavy wooden door and leading me inside. The room is small, but like everything in this house, magnificently finished with complex moldings and paneling on the walls. An expensive-looking chandelier dangles from the ceiling and a massive fireplace is set into one wall beneath a painting of a dangerous-looking woman lounging in a chaise. It feels more like being in a fairytale castle than in the middle of the city.

She turns sharply on her heel so quickly that I almost run into her, skirts flaring around us. I take a startled step backwards just as she shoots out her hand to grab mine. “Sorry!” we say at the same time, then smile. She’s warm. Her hands are soft.

“My fault,” I say softly. Her eyes are brown and flecked with green.

“No, you’re our guest. The fault is all mine.” There’s a pause. She’s still holding my hand. “The Lady asked me to make sure you had whatever you need.”

“That’s very kind of you.”

“And it’s my pleasure.”

I desperately want there to be a deeper meaning behind those words, so I linger there for a long time, not sure if I should make another move or wait for her. Finally, to my dismay, she steps backwards and lets my hand slip from hers. But she doesn’t stop looking at me.

“It’s cold out,” she says. “And your room has the most beautiful tub in the house. Shall I draw you a bath?”

Is this the invitation I think it is?

“That sounds very nice. Thank you, um... Chris?”

She gives me a small smile. “Chrysanthemum, actually.”

I stifle a snort. “Like the flower?”

“Like the flower. But you can call me Chrys.”

The bathroom is beautiful, with a massive, claw-footed tub dominating one wall beneath an enormous window framed by heavy red curtains with a gauzy shade paying lip service to privacy. The click of Chrys’ heels echo on the floor as she walks across the room, and it’s there I finally get a sight of what I’m looking for. She bends low — perhaps lower than she needs to — to the faucet set into the white-tiled wall.

Two stick-straight seams rise up the back of her legs, the stockings pulled up by her garter belt. Each strap disappears underneath sheer black panties, the leg openings finished with a ruffled band of white lace that matches the trim on her dress. I can see each strap curve over her perfect ass before vanishing beneath her skirts. The perfect view is framed by the dense curls of her petticoat and the black satin of her dress. My chest tightens as I look at it and I feel myself stiffen in my pants.

“I’ll go and get you a robe, seeing as your clothes are still flying somewhere over the country,” she says as she turns to face me.

I snap my eyes up to meet hers. “If they’re even still in the country.”

“Well, we have plenty of very lovely things for you to wear if they don’t turn up. I’ll give you your privacy,” she says with a grin. Then her gaze flicks down to my crotch and the grin widens. “Just let me know when you’re ready.”

As she leaves, her skirts brush past me, sending lace and frills dancing around her hips as she rounds the corner. I can’t tell if I should be embarrassed or excited, so I settle on both and wait for the click of her heels to disappear down the hall before stripping off my travel clothes and facing the bath. To my surprise, it’s frothy — she filled with bubbles that smell like roses when they pop. It’s far too girly for me, but I don’t want to be any trouble, so I slip into it anyway.

“The water must be cold by now.”

My eyes snap open and I sit up in surprise. Chrys is standing in the doorway, a pile of fluffy towels draped over one arm. Her tilted head rests against the doorframe, her mouth open in amusement as she looks at me. It makes me feel awkward to be seen like this, but she doesn’t look embarrassed. If anything, she looks excited.

“How long have I been in here?”

“A while.” She clicks her way in, setting a towel on the counter and unfurling what turns out to be a thick white robe. She holds it open for me like she expects me to get out and let her put it on me. “Are you ready to start?”

“I can’t get — I’m naked in here, Chrys!”

She clicks her tongue. “You’ve got nothing I haven’t seen before.”

“You haven’t seen me before!”

She makes a show of peering at the water. “Is there something wrong with it? Is that why you’re so afraid of me seeing it?”

Embarrassment turns into indignation. “There’s nothing wrong with it!”

“Then stop being such a baby and get dried off.”

I do it, but I’m not happy about it. I try to keep my back to her as I step out of the chilled water, my skin smelling like flowers. Almost the instant my feet touch the fluffy bathmat, she envelopes me in the robe.

“It looks just fine from here,” she says over my shoulder as I wrap the robe around myself and turn back towards her. Her lips are curled up in an amused smile.

“Can we not talk about it?”

She giggles. “Sure. Come on then. I have a better idea anyway.”

With a surprisingly firm grip on my waist that makes me feel buzzy inside, she turns me around and marches me out of the bathroom. The sun is just slipping behind the twinkling skyline outside the window, the long shadows in my new bedroom melting into darkness. Chrys steps around me, skirts bouncing, and rests her hands on my chest, staring up at me from under her sculpted brow. She’s standing close enough — too close — that I can smell her perfume as it mixes with the scent from my bath.

“You’re cute,” she says simply.

My cock springs to life beneath my robe.

“You’re pretty,” I breathe, suddenly feeling painfully awkward.

“Thank you. Do you like my dress?”

I blink in surprise, but go with it. “It’s very sexy on you.”

She smiles. “That’s sweet of you. Do you think it’d be sexy off of me, too?”

“Probably. Should we find out?”

I reach up behind her neck to find the zipper there, but before I can, she pushes my arm away. She reaches beneath her skirt, into the cloud of her petticoat, and starts to wiggle her hips side to side. After a few shimmies, she bends down, lifting one leg, then other. When she straightens, something sheer and silky and lacy is dangling from her fingers. My heart skips when I realize what it is.

Her panties.

“I have a better idea,” she says softly, draping one arm around my neck while she slips the panties beneath my robe.

The touch of the body-warmed silk makes me gasp. Dangling ribbons and soft lace tickle my thighs as Chrys wraps her panties around my now-throbbing shaft. Every muscle in my body tightens before slowly relaxing as she begins to move her hand. Her mouth is open, face flush with excitement. My eyelids flutter from the sensation. It’s so new and illicit and wonderful that it makes me ache for more. I let out a shuddering breath, looking deep into those green-brown eyes as her hand slowly slips it along my cock.

“Oh, f— oh, please don’t stop.”

She grins. “Are you sure?”

“Yes! Oh — please!”

“You’re cute when you beg.”

My mouth hangs open as my mind empties. She leans in closer until her face is hovering above my neck. Thens she pushes in, lips on the bottom of my jaw as her hand works my shaft. Her skin is hot. A moan rumbles through me as we make contact and she squeezes my cock through the silk.

Her grip is firm but gentle, each stroke sending the panties gliding over my swollen head with patient ease. It feels like pure bliss every time. There are times where I can feel her hand underneath the fabric, warm and wet from being inside her panties all day. It excites me, knowing she’s been wearing them since this morning.

“You know,” Chrys whispers against my ear, “I think you’d look better in these than I do. Wouldn’t you like that? To feel that wrapped around you?”

My hips move back and forth without me realizing it, thrusting into her waiting fist. The silk is so soft, the lace so sweet. All I want is to feel more of it — more of her. Chrys kisses me again, her lips moving down the front of my neck while she slides her other arm under my robe to embrace me. I melt into her, my legs already shaking from the intensity of the sensation.

“Cum for me,” she whispers. “Cum in my pretty silk panties.”

“Please... Please don’t stop...”

She speeds up just enough, her strokes firm enough to give me exactly what I need. My eyes close as the tension inside me builds up until I feel like I’m going to burst. I cling to Chrys’ body and push my hips forward to meet her hand each time, moaning softly with every pump. With one final squeeze, my cock swells in her palm, pulsing again and again. And then I explode into it, the sticky mess oozing between the thin layers of silk as I shudder against her. She doesn’t stop stroking me even as I empty myself until my legs shake beneath me and I have to cling to her just to stand up.

“What a naughty boy,” she says. “I think you’ll have to be punished for that.”

She pushes the robe off of me. The air is cold where my skin is still wet from the bath and goosebumps spill out across it. Chrys pulls the panties away, a long strand of cum connecting my tip to them, then drops to her knees. My limbs are too weak to resist as she pulls first one foot, then the other into the soaked panties. As she stands and pulls them up my legs, I feel it slide over my skin. She never breaks eye contact.

“Be a good boy and stay in these tonight, and I’ll do this for you again tomorrow.”

My head is spinning, my skin prickling. What has just happened? Did she really just make me cum in her panties and then put them on me? My stomach lurches. Is she going to tell Jane about what we did? Is she going to punish me for this transgression?

Before I can say anything else, she kisses me — hard and deep. Her tongue finds mine and dances against it until I feel dizzy with desire. It takes all my willpower not to fall onto the bed and pull her down with me. Instead, she slips out of my grasp and turns away from me with a final flounce of her skirt. She pauses at the door, silhouetted by the dim light from the hallway. It highlights the slender curve of her legs and the frothiness of her dress. It’s just bright enough for me to see the curve of a smile.

“You look pretty in those.”


Chapter 3: Black or Pink

“How was your evening?”

Jane is curled up on one end of an enormous velvet couch when I enter the living room the next morning, coffee cup between her hands. The house is silent but for the ticking clock in the corner as the sun streams through tall windows set behind heavy curtains. I can’t help but stare at Chrys again, now dressed in another maid outfit, this one even more ostentatious than yesterday’s — lots of frills and lace and ribbons that draw attention to every soft part of her body. It is a bright, crimson red with black trim with her hair tied up beneath a matching headband. I try not to look at her as I answer.

“Relaxing,” I say, keenly aware of what I’m wearing beneath my robe — the only thing I had to wear. “I took a bath.”

“I can see that!” Jane grins, nodding towards the robe. “It must have been nice. You know, that bathroom is the nicest one in the house. So full of beautiful things.”

I swallow. “So I’ve heard.”

“Did Chrys give you what you needed?”

Does she know? I try not to react. “She was very helpful. But even she can’t work the right kind of magic to find my bag.”

“Well,” Jane says, stretching out over the end of the couch until the hem of her dress slides up her thigh and emphasizes her long legs. She’s dressed all in white today, her bodice tight with thin straps, a flowing skirt draping around her hips and ending just below her knees. A wide black belt cinches her already-slim waist into something tiny. Everything about her is perfect, from the shapely curve of her calves to the way she tucks her feet beneath herself when she sits back down. “We should have everything you need here.”

“Not everything.”

She cocks her head, then snaps her fingers as if she just realized it. “Your clothes! Ah, so the robe isn’t a style choice, hmm?”

“That depends on whether or not you like it.”

She laughs, and it makes me want to hear more of it. Her teeth are so perfectly white they almost glow against her dark red lipstick. When I look at her — really look at her — I realize how stunning she is. Her face is sharp but still feminine, her nose proud, cheekbones high, hair slicked into a severe ponytail that falls down over one shoulder in an immaculate waterfall of black. Her eyes are blue-green — aquamarine, really — and twinkle when she looks at me with a smile playing at the corners of her lips.

Jennie really gave me the wrong idea about her.

“I think you’d look more appropriate in something else,” she says, then glances down at her expensive-looking watch. “But unfortunately I’m booked all day. Perhaps Chrys would be so kind as to help you?”

Her gaze flicks up and fixes on Chrys. For a second, their eyes lock before Chrys gives Jane a small nod.

“I’d be happy to.” She turns back to me, that smile making my insides feel all funny again. “I know just what Eric needs.”

Jane stands abruptly, brushing nonexistent lint off her skirt. Then she takes three steps towards me until she’s standing right next to me. She smells like cinnamon, and it makes me dizzy with excitement when she reaches out and places a hand on my chest through the robe. A soft gasp escapes my lips and I look up at her. She looks back down at me with those perfect teeth bared in another grin, the corners of her eyes crinkled in amusement. My stomach flutters as she leans closer until our faces are nearly touching. I want her to kiss me. To grab me and pull me into her, or push me to the floor and ride me until we’re both exhausted.

But instead she pulls away and pats my cheek. “Enjoy your day.”

Then she’s gone before I can even breathe. The only sign she was ever there is the warmth still lingering from her touch on my skin. And now that heat moves lower, and Chrys doesn’t make it any cooler.

“I’ve been thinking about last night,” she coos, pouncing on me almost the instant Jane’s skirt flicks out of the door. “Were you my good boy? Did you wear them all night like I asked?”

My chest tightens as I smell her perfume and memories of the night before flood my mind. I try to speak but I can’t seem to make any words come out so I just nod instead and hope she calls me a good boy again.

She grins and pulls me into an embrace, one hand around my waist, the other diving beneath my robe. Her red satin skirt presses against me, the lace trim on her petticoat stroking my thighs as her fingers find the panties I’m still wearing beneath. She gasps, then bites her lip and almost automatically begins to stroke me through them.

“Oh, you love these, don’t you! I told you that you only had to wear them at night.”

“I didn’t — I thought —”

“You thought they were so pretty,” she interrupts. “That you couldn’t wait to try them on again. You just had to know how they’d feel on your cock, didn’t you?”

She strokes me with each word and I let out a little whimper. “Yes...”

“You naughty boy,” Chrys purrs. Her grip tightens. “Oh, these are all dirty, aren’t they. Did you make a big mess in your lovely panties?”

“Yes.” It’s barely more than a whisper this time. I can hardly hear myself over the thundering of my heart in my ears. I’m already almost at the edge. I don’t want her to stop.

Instead, she gives me another grin before pulling away completely.

“Then I think we’d better get you some new ones.”

I can’t help but stare at the swing of her skirt as she minces in front of me — and I can’t help but wonder what it must feel like to wear it. But before my mind wanders too far down that path, we arrive at my room. It’s a surprise to be there until she slides her way across the room to the ancient, heavy dresser pressed against the wall. Even from where she deposited me on my bed, I can see the pale pastels and bright hues that erupt from it. The explosion of color makes my muscles tense.

“Hmm,” Chrys says as she makes a show of bending over to examine the drawer. Her thong is slender and lacy and slips between her perfect, round cheeks, her otherwise naked rear framed by a dress that seems frillier and shorter than before. “What color would be good for you?”

She doesn’t really expect me to answer. I don’t know what I would say if I did. All I know is that this woman is stunningly beautiful, and every movement she makes sends electricity pulsing through me. When she pulls out an armful of panties and lets them cascade into a pile on the floor next to her feet, I barely fight down an urge to jump up and run over to bury myself in them. My swollen cock throbs against the cum-stained panties I’m wearing as Chrys turns back towards me and takes three long strides until she’s standing above me. Then she holds up two pairs — one in each hand — so close that I could reach out and touch them if I wanted to.

And I want to.

“Black or pink?”

“One first, and then the other?”

She grins and rolls her eyes. “I’ll decide for you if you don’t.”

My eyes flick back and forth. They’re both beautiful — frothy with frills and ruffles atop slippery satin. But one stands out, even if I can’t force my mouth to form the words. It turns out I don’t need to. Chrys’ expression turns from amused to knowing and she leans down to give me a gentle kiss on my cheek.

“The pink, then,” she whispers into my ear.

And with that, she pushes me back onto the bed. There are no words. Just Chrys’ hands sliding along my legs, lifting my knees to help me out of the soiled pair I’m still wearing. The robe is pushed off of me until I’m naked, my cock standing high in the cool air until she buries it beneath pink satin trimmed in white. The touch of the panties is enough to make me gasp. When they slide up my legs, while she watches my reaction with a smile playing at the edge of her lips, it’s enough to drive me mad. I want to wait for her expert touch, but the arousal is overwhelming. When I touch my tip through the silk, it’s electric. I can’t stifle the moan.

“Hey!” she gasps, playfully swatting my hand away. “Not until you’re dressed.”

“There’s more?” The idea makes my stomach tighten, and I can’t tell if it’s excitement or fear. I shouldn’t be enjoying this, I remind myself, even though I know it’s a lie. I want more. I want her touch through the silk, want to feel it slip over my skin. I want wear a dress just like —

“Of course. You can’t trot around the house in nothing but panties, can you?”


Chapter 4: All Over These Sweet Panties

“Don’t those look nice and pretty on you. Lift your petticoat so I can see them better.”

My stomach is in knots, my chest tight, but of course I obey. I gather the silky cloud in my arms, the lace trim brushing sweetly against my skin as Chrys wastes no time running her hands over my pantied rear. She’s standing so close that her skirts press into mine. Silk against silk, body against body. I can smell her perfume and all I can stare at are her lips.

“Beautiful,” she murmurs. Her fingers slip along the lace-trimmed edges of the panties but her warm brown eyes stay locked on mine. “Another lovely silky sissy.”

A ripple of — what? Excitement? Nervousness? I want to say something to her, but I can’t make my mouth work.

“Do you like how they feel?” She moves almost imperceptibly forwards. I want her closer.

“Yes,” I gasp.

“I can tell.” Her smile is bright and wide and beautiful, and it excites me to know that’s because of me — because of how hard I am in my panties. Her fingers are there, now, stroking up and down my length through the pink silk. I want her touch on me again, but I don’t want her to take them off of me. “Is it the stockings, too?”

She snaps my garter strap and giggles when my gasp turns into a moan. The tug pulls the sheer nylon over my legs and sends a wave of pleasure through me. I’ve never felt anything like this before. I thought wearing a dress would feel wrong, but it’s nothing like that. It’s thrilling. It’s exciting.

It’s right.

“I feel incredible,” I manage. Her fingers are wrapped around my wrist, draping my arm around the small of her back. Our petticoats rustle and crunch as we slip closer together, satin-wrapped bellies touching above our skirts. My breath seizes in my throat as I stare at her. She seems nervous, too, but excited. Like it’s our first time at a school dance, still figuring out how far we can go, fully knowing how far we want to.

“You look incredible,” she whispers. “Are you going to be a naughty girl again?”

She lets my hand go and wraps her arm around me until our chests touch, hers in red, mine in black, both overflowing with lace and ribbons. I feel girlish in a way I never thought I could. My cock twitches in its silk confines, and I gasp when I realize how close she is to me now. Her panties are there, too, hidden beneath our luxurious petticoats, so close to mine that I can almost feel them brush against me. When her stocking-glazed leg buzzes against mine, it sends an electric shiver through me.

“Only if you want me to,” I answer, not sure what else to say.

She called me “girl.”

I feel her hips bump against mine, gliding over the bulge at the front of my panties. The touch sends waves of sweet whispers through our skirts. “It seems like you’re having very naughty thoughts.”

“What about you?”

She wasn’t expecting that. Her grin widens and she grinds harder against me, making me whimper from the sudden intensity. “Maybe I am.”

I can’t wait any longer. My hands wrap around her back and pull her in until I’m kissing her hard. We push our hips into one another, our tongues meeting as she slips hers between my lips. Satin slips over satin as we kiss. I’m not Eric, now. It’s not a boy kissing a girl — it’s two girls doing what comes naturally when dressed in pretty dresses and beautiful stockings. I disappear into her, letting her girlishness wash over me and fill me until I am as soft and lovely as her.

“I want to touch you,” I whisper when she breaks the kiss.

She hesitates. It’s a sudden break in the easy confidence she’s had since I got here, which surprises me. I can feel the moment fracturing and begin to slip away. I don’t want it to — not now. We’re just getting started! But then she looks at me again and grins with that same playfulness as before.

“No.”

Before I have time to think about it, her hand slips down my hip and finds my cock through the pink panties. The touch of silk is intoxicating enough, but when it moves faster and faster and harder and harder, my head spins from the sheer excitement. My knees go weak and I have to cling to her to keep myself upright. I’m lost in pleasure until she whispers in my ear:

“I’m going to make you cum for me first. All over these sweet panties.”

Her words are magic and send a shiver of anticipation through me. Her touch on my cock gets tighter, each stroke pushing me closer to the edge. Every part of me wants this, and there’s no hesitation or guilt anymore. I let myself be swallowed up by it.

“Chrys!” My moan is all I can say before the tension inside me releases.

Pleasure overwhelms every inch of my body as Chrys’ fingers squeeze around me, sending wave after wave of ecstasy through me as they milk me dry into my panties. It takes everything in me not to collapse onto the bed behind me.

“Ohh,” she sighs, still stroking me with a grin. “We’re not done yet, Marcia.”

The pleasure is powerful and overwhelming as she works my still-hard shaft. Slippery fabrics caress my skin, stockings drag along my legs, her fingers flood me with sensation. There’s nothing more exciting than being with her like this, even though it makes me nervous. Why? Why is it different? The thoughts swirl through my mind but are gone almost immediately when Chrys squeezes one last time and makes me cry out with excitement.

“Marcia.”

“Are you ready for something new?”


Chapter 5: Something New

Somehow, it’s better on my knees.

Maybe it’s because the pink panties I’m wearing are even tighter, or that the soft brush of nylon against my thighs excites me to the point where all I want to do is rub them together and feel their touch on every part of me. Or it’s the look Chrys is giving me. There’s something burning in her eyes that thrills and terrifies me. I can’t tell if she’s going to hurt me or kiss me, and I can’t tell which I want.

“Are you a good girl, Marcia?”

“Yes,” I say, my words thick and sticky.

“You’re dressed like one. Do you like your pretty dress?”

“Yes,” I repeat.

Her hands disappear beneath her petticoat. When they reappear, her panties are sliding over her garter straps and down her thighs. My cock twitches, still furiously hard. There’s nothing standing between me and her wetness except the lovely white cloud of silk. Her long legs disappear inside of it, emphasized by the sheer stockings. I can see the barest curve of her rear. I want all of her.

“Show me.” She steps towards me until we’re inches apart again, then pushes aside her petticoats and lets me finally see what I’ve ached for since I got here. She’s hairless and smooth. Her skin is perfect. “Show me what a good girl you are, Marcia.”

And she’s hard.

My heart freezes in my chest. I try to say something — anything! But all I can do is stare as Chrys guides my hand up and onto her stiff shaft. It feels like velvet in my grasp. It fits easily into my hand, so small that it feels more like a clit than a cock. I gasp when I feel how hot it is despite its size. Mine twitches in my panties, buried beneath layers of silk and satin and lace. Her tiny pink package is tight and small and beautiful, tucked beneath her.

“Chrys —” I say, staring up at her. “You — You’re a —”

“Just like you,” she murmurs from behind her skirts.

I shouldn’t want it. But I stroke anyway. My touch sends pleasure through her that comes out in petticoat-rustling shivers and girlish moans and gasps. I can feel myself shaking. She’s so small. It’s so pretty. She is so pretty.

It tastes sweet and salty. The moan that spills from her mouth makes me ache inside for her, too. When she tugs on my hair with one hand, the other pushing against the back of my head to keep me close to her crotch, I know I need her. I lick her tiny tip, swirling my tongue around it before drawing it completely into my mouth. I wrap my arms around her hips and pull myself into her as she thrusts between my lips. It excites me beyond words.

Is this what I taste like?

“Touch yourself, Marcia. I want to see your clitty, too.” I pull back the curtains of silk and free my cock from its silken confines. When it springs out, the satin of my dress wraps around it in a delicious embrace. “Oh, fuck, that’s hot.”

She doesn’t make much noise, but when she does, it’s wonderful. Each soft sigh sends electricity coursing through me until every part of me seems to be vibrating with desire. My mind races with thoughts of pleasing her. What else would feel good? What should I do now?

A thought flickers through my mind: How far can we go?

I push the skirt up until her rear is bared. She shivers again, her knees almost buckling from the touch of my fingertips on her smooth skin. Her moans fill the air, and they only grow louder when my fingers slide closer and closer to her tight, puckered hole. I wonder what it feels like. The thought excites me — enough that my hand speeds up around my own shaft. Chrys’ fingers tug at my hair more insistently now as she pushes my head further between her thighs. I slurp her tiny shaft. It’s barely hard in my mouth, and for some reason that only makes it sexier.

“Are you going to cum?” I ask. When I pull away, there’s a long, dewy strand connecting my lips to her tip. “I want you to cum. I want to taste you, Chrys.”

“I need your fingers,” she moans.

It feels strange, but right. When my fingertip slides past the outer ring of muscles, she cries out and pulls even harder on my hair. Pleasure radiates through me in waves with each moan that comes from between her red-stained lips. I’m mesmerized by how she moves. Each little buck of her hips thrusts into me, her tiny cock pushing against my cheek or my chin before I take it back into my mouth again. She squeals with pleasure when I do, her shuddering breathlessness awakening something deep inside of me. With my other hand, I pump furiously at myself. Thoughts flash through my mind almost faster than I can register them — I want this. She’s so beautiful. I could be beautiful like that. I am already, in my dress and stockings. I’m just like her. I want more like this. I don’t want this to stop. I want to be like her. I want her fingers in —

“Ohh, fuck yes!” she cries out when my finger sinks into her up to its base. She tightens around me. The pleasure must be incredible — but all I can feel is her heat surrounding me. “Oh, fuck, I’m going to cum!”

“You’d better not, dear.”

A familiar voice snaps both of us from our haze of lust.

It’s Jane.

I’m shaking, now, my hand still wrapped around my cock. Chrys staggers back, ankles trapped by her panties. There’s a tiny wet spot in the front of them that I can’t help but stare at. I want to finish what we started. We’re so close. Fear washes over me. What have we done? What will happen now?

“I don’t remember giving you permission for this.”

Permission? She’s not in charge of me. But then I realize she’s talking to Chrys, that she’s about to get in trouble — and it makes me do something foolish.

“It’s my fault. I — I started it.”

Jane’s face is flat, but her eyes are bright.

“Then you’ll be the one who gets punished.”


Chapter 6: Almost Too Small

“You’ve been a very naughty girl, Marcia. Playing with my lovely sissy’s clitty like that. She’s not allowed to cum without my permission, you know. And when you’re wearing my beautiful things, you’re not allowed to either.”

Chrys’ lips are wrapped around my shaft. She works me expertly, bringing me right up to the edge without letting me cross into climax. She’s on all fours on the bed between my stocking-glazed legs, her ass high in the air. Her skirts have fallen to the side so I can see the curve of her pantied rear. As she slips up and down my shaft, all I can think about is what else she has in those panties.

And how much I want it.

“So I’m afraid you’ll have to be punished, Marcia.” Jane is looking at her fingernails as she talks, almost pointedly disinterested in what is happening on the bed next to her. Chrys slurps me happily. “And of course, Chrys will be, too.”

“Yes, Lady,” Chrys says cheerfully. “I’m a naughty girl.”

“A very naughty girl. And you’re rubbing off on our newest girl in the worst way. How is our lovely Marcia going to be a good sissy girl for me with you as a role model? I’d like her to stay here in these pretty dresses.”

“Oh, fuck,” I moan. It takes everything I have not to cum from their words alone. They make my heart race and my cock ache for more. The thought of being here with them — of being one of them! — excites me beyond measure. They’d let me wear dresses like this every day. And that might just be the beginning.

“I think she likes hearing that,” Chrys says with a giggle. How is she not terrified by the promise of punishment? All I can wonder about is what it will be.

“Of course she does,” Jane says. She lolls her head to the side and stares at me. “New sissies are so easy to tease. Do you want to put another pretty dress for me, darling? Maybe a beautiful wedding gown? White and virginal with a lovely big petticoat beneath it? You could be my storybook princess, the belle of the ball. Just think about the stunning satin and all those beautiful ribbons and frills.”

Her words make me whimper and writhe on the bed. My thoughts spin and spin until I can barely see anything but white lace and flowing tulle and sweet satin ribbons. The image of a gown is enough to send pleasure rippling through me. “Lady Jane,” I gasp as my fingers grip the bedsheets. I’m right there.

“Chrys,” Jane says idly.

All at once, pleasure is replaced with emptiness. When I open my eyes, Chrys has stopped sucking and instead is watching me from between my legs, still wearing that same knowing smile. I want to reach down and touch myself — it would take seconds! — but I don’t dare to after what Jane just said. So instead I try to focus on not exploding.

Jane laughs, her voice light and clear like bells in the morning air.

“She’s compliant, at least.” She turns back to her nails. “How long do you think for her, Chrys?”

“How long for me?” the sissy asks.

“At least a month, I think.”

Chrys’ dress rustles as she shivers and bites her lip. What the hell are they talking about?

“You locked me for three months my first time,” Chrys says, unable to stop her fingers from slipping along the inside of nylon-covered thigh. I shudder and moan. “Because ‘that’s the best way to learn your new place.’”

“Three months? That seems almost generous now, doesn’t it?”

“Longer?” Chrys’ perfect mouth edges closer to my quivering shaft.

“We’ll just have to see how well she does,” Jane says with a smirk that turns my blood to ice and makes my cock throb with excitement. “Maybe I’ll never have to take it off again.”

The idea seems to powerfully excite Chrys. A shudder rolls through her as she slips my tip back between her lips and floods my world with pleasure again. There’s no holding back now — even if I wanted to. All I can do is lie there helplessly as her tongue laps over my shaft. It feels so much better than before. Every second sends waves of heat through me. Each lick makes my head spin more until all I want is release.

“You must feel so pretty, Marcia,” Jane says. It’s not really a question, but I moan an affirmative anyway. “You’d like to feel like this all the time, wouldn’t you?”

This time I manage to choke out a “yes.”

“It’s special to feel sexy as a girl. When you’re a boy, you can’t be pretty. You can’t be desired. But as my lovely, pretty little plaything, you’ll get to feel like this all the time. Stunning and feminine in your frothy petticoats and tiny little dresses. Aching to be touched. Doesn’t that sound lovely?”

I nod, my voice a low groan of pleasure as Chrys bobs up and down my length. I could be pretty like her. People could want me the same way I want her. The idea is powerful and intoxicating. And it’s getting harder and harder for me to think about anything else. My mind swirls with thoughts of soft lace and taffeta and satin ribbons, of delicate high heels and lacy stockings, of sweet kisses on warm lips. I want this.

“Of course you do. But I know how difficult it can be for a sissy — especially a new one — to keep her head where it belongs. Wearing all these pretty things gets you so excited, but you wouldn’t want that excitement to end too soon. Not before I’m ready.” Her voice softens. “But I know how hard it can be for an overheated girl like you to follow the rules. If you play with your cute little clitty too much, you might make a mistake and end things before you should, and we can’t have that, can we?”

I shake my head desperately. There’s nothing more important than not letting go now — not after everything she just said! The idea of wearing these clothes every day, of being pretty for them both... It thrills me beyond words. I would do anything for it.

“Chrys?”

She pulls back with a satisfied grin. When her mouth comes off me, my shaft snaps into my petticoat, disappearing into the white cloud of lace. But all I can do is watch as Jane walks to the nightstand by the bed and opens its single drawer. When she returns, there’s something silver and shiny in her hand.

“No, we can’t. So to make sure accidents like that don’t happen, I have just the thing to keep your head — and your hands — where they belong.”

Jane holds up the device and lets it swing from one finger like a hypnotist’s watch. She turns it left and right as Chrys watches. It glints in the light, perfectly polished. All I can do is stare at it as heat radiates through me, each new sight and sound sending waves of desire through me. My shaft throbs with need, but all I can think about now is the cage swinging in front of me.

It’s small. Almost too small. It looks like it’s made of stainless steel, with tiny bars for walls and a little padlock hanging from its side. It’s apparent what belongs inside.

“Do you want this on you, Marcia?” Jane asks with a grin. “So you can be my good girl and stay so sweet and sexy in your beautiful clothes?”

The deal is clear. My throat is dry.

I nod.


Chapter 7: Just For Her

“Oh, fuck, yes, yes, Jane!”

“Good girl. Good girl!”

“Right there. Oh, fuck, oh, your finger feels so good. Give me — oh, oh, oh!”

Chrys’ eyes flutter shut, her nose pressed between my cage and my thigh. Her breath washes between the steel bars that keep me a achingly, furiously squeezed inside. My cock — my clit, now — is barely longer than Chrys’ in its new home. It doesn’t hurt. In fact, it almost feels comforting. That thought gives me a queasy, twisted pleasure that I try not to dwell on, even as Jane and Chrys seem dedicated to reminding me.

“How does it feel?” Jane asks with a laugh in her voice. She’s behind Chrys, fingers pinched around the sissy’s tiny clit while the other hand probes her rear. “How does it feel to wear my pretty little clitty cage, dear?”

“It looks so hot on her. Good girls stay locked up for Jane.”

“And I know she’s going to be such a good girl for me.” Jane might be fingering Chrys, but she’s staring right at me.

“It feels —” My voice falters and my clit twitches, sending the cage bucking into Chrys’ face. She lets out a giggle that melts into a moan, her eyebrows arching.

“She loves it,” Chrys gasps against me. Every syllable she speaks is a tease against my sensitive skin. Already I’m desperate to be be free of it, but a dark voice murmurs deep inside of me to remind me of the truth: I’d rather be a good girl and make Jane happy than get to cum.

“I’m a good girl,” I moan.

Jane’s face lights up with a brilliant smile. “Yes you are, Marcia. Just like Chryssy here.” She emphasizes the name with a hard thrust that sends Chrys crashing forwards into me. She squeals in delight, fingers clamoring at my garter strap, soft lips pressed against the tip of my cage. Thens he slurps it into her mouth as if she can’t control herself, tongue darting between the bars in a twisted, muted version of the blowjob she was giving me before. Except, I think, shudders of excitement and arousal washing through me. Sissy girls don’t get blowjobs on their clitties.

“Oh fuck,” I gasp. “Your mouth feels so good on my clit, Chrys.”

“You’re leaking already, baby,” the sissy says, sucking the pre-cum away as it dribbles out of me. “Are you excited thinking about all your pretty new clothes?”

“And how much I’m going to tease you,” Jane breathes. “I’ll make you put on your frilliest little dress. The one that gets you the most excited. Chrys will play with your cage until you’re almost bursting out of it. Until you’re begging me to set you free.”

Chrys giggles against my skin, her hands cupping my package as she licks along the length of my caged clit. I’m shaking helplessly now. Every time she touches me is a shockwave of pleasure, making me whimper and cry out and moan louder and louder for her. It’s too much!

It’s just right.

“But don’t worry, sissy girl,” Jane continues with a grin. “I know what you really want. I always know what you want.”

“What — what do I want?”

“To stay denied and pretty, just for me.”

I moan, half in frustration, half in excitement. I want to deny it.

“My special girls never get to use their clitties again,” Jane continues. Her eyes are bright and alive with fire. She watches us intently from behind Chrys’ bobbing head. “But that doesn’t mean you don’t get any pleasure.”

A shiver runs through Chrys and sets her skirts dancing. “Ooh, Lady,” she moans. “I’m so ready.”

She pulls away from me at last and turns to Jane. The pose exposes her clit and the long stream of pre-cum pouring from it. It’s still soft, and for some reason, that excites me even more. Their kiss is passionate and hungry, Jane tilting her head back and wrapping her fingers around the sissy’s jaw. All I can do is watch, excitement and terror flashing through me in equal measure. I know what’s coming next. And locked up like I am, I know it will be my turn, too.

“Fuck me,” Chrys breathes, her forehead resting against Jane’s as they stare into each other’s eyes. Her gaze shoots to me. “And then fuck her.”

Jane’s fingers are still working Chrys’ ass, every thrust driving out another stream of pre-cum and an excited gasp from the sissy’s perfect pink lips. The change in position seems to be driving Chrys closer to the edge. She tumbles backwards until she’s resting between Jane’s thighs, their lips so close they’re almost touching, the Lady’s finger driving in and out of her. Chrys moans and bites her lip, grabbing her knee and pulling it back to give Jane an even better angle.

“I won’t even have to fuck you to make you cum, will I?” Jane asks. Her voice is dark and low.

“No,” Chrys moans. “Just like that. Oh, fuck.”

Jane gives her a long, tender kiss. “Except, you’re not allowed to cum, are you, Chrys?”

The sissy lets out a whining groan. I can feel her frustration. “No, Lady, no, I’m not.”

“Because you were a very naughty girl, weren’t you?”

“Yes,” Chrys gasps. “Yes, I’m a bad girl.”

“Bad girls don’t get to cum. But I do.”

Chrys is obviously close to cumming, but Jane clearly doesn’t care. She keeps fingering the poor sissy. Chrys’ body is wracked with pleasure, every muscle tensing and relaxing as she fights against her orgasm. Jane turns to look at me as Chrys’ head falls back in a silent scream. I feel tiny beneath her gaze.

“And I’m going to from fucking your ass.”


Chapter 8: Self-Control

“Isn’t that a pretty sight.”

She lined us up the edge of the bed on all fours, our panties around our ankles to keep our feet together, our naked rears high in the air next to each other. Each is framed by an explosion of white silk and lace, satin dresses and pretty ribbons. We are exposed to Jane, perfect and beautiful for the sole purpose of exciting her. So we can be used the way we’re supposed to be.

So we can be fucked.

“Is this your first time, Marcia?”

Jane’s fingertip traces a line over my cheek and down the back of my thigh. My body reacts like her touch is burning hot.

“Yes,” I moan. Chrys’ fingers interlock with mine. I want to kiss her.

“How lucky you are to lose your sissy virginity next to a pretty thing like Chrysanthemum,” Jane says. “And how lucky that I get two perfect pretty asses to have my way with.”

I’m shaking, with nerves and excitement. My mind is racing. What does it mean that I want this? What will happen when she fucks me — will she really never unlock me? The thought terrifies me.

But my clit has never been harder.

“Lady,” Chrys gasps breathlessly. “Oh, you’re so big.”

That makes my stomach tighten. I risk a glance backwards and see Jane behind us, staring down at our naked rears like’s just been served a delicious dinner. But our dresses are too big for me to see what’s between her legs. I can’t tell what her strap-on looks like. The only way I’ll know is when she slips it inside of me. Then Jane catches my eye and, with a knowing smirk, points for me to turn my head away.

“Normally I’d start with something smaller,” Jane says softly. I can barely hear her over the sound of Chrys’ whimpering gasps. I know the strap-on is slipping inside of her. “But you two have both been such troublemakers. So I thought I’d give you a taste of what a good sissy should be able to take.”

“Oh, oh, oh —” Chrys moans. Her grip on my hand tightens as her hips rock backwards into Jane’s. She turns towards me, eyebrows arched and mouth open, and I take my opportunity. When our lips touch, I can feel her shaking. She tastes like vanilla.

“Good girls,” Jane breathes. “Help her take my big, hard cock, Marcia. It’s going inside you, next.”

The sissy moans against me but doesn’t break our kiss. I can feel her body react as Jane slowly pushes the cock inside of her, murmuring words of encouragement. “You’re taking me so well, Chrys. You’re such a good sissy, staying nice and soft for me. Look at how nicely you stretch to take my cock.”

My clit throbs at the idea of that being me soon. I can barely breathe.

Jane fucks her slowly at first. Chrys falls away from me, but the sounds she makes excite me as much as her kiss: gasps and moans of pleasure rather than pain or discomfort. The harder Jane thrusts into her, the more Chrys cries out and shakes, until finally, the Lady has one hand on the sissy’s hair and another around her waist as she drives her cock deep inside.

“Oh, Lady, yes! Fuck her tight little ass!”

“Is that what you want me do to you, Marcia?” Jane asks, wrenching Chrys’ head back and giving me a clear view of her face. It’s twisted in ecstasy, mouth open, eyes rolling backwards in pleasure. I can see it written across every feature. I want that.

“Yes,” I gasp breathlessly. “Yes, Lady, please!”

“And are you going to be a good girl for me while you wait your turn?” She gives Chrys another thrust. A low growl escapes the sissy’s lips as her whole body rocks backwards. Her dress whispers silken secrets as it swaps.

“Yes,” I moan. “Yes, anything. Anything!”

“Play with your little clit like a girl and get your hole nice and wet for me.”

Her words drive straight through me and hit something deep inside. My mind races to catch up. When it does, I can’t resist the temptation — not when she asked so nicely. I slip my hands between my legs and take the cage into them, shivering at how it feels against my fingertips. I find my skin between the bars as best as I can, focusing on the tip and the pre-cum there.

Jane lets out a long moan from behind us, clearly turned on from seeing this. And it makes me hotter than ever to know that she likes it, too. To see myself the way she does — just a helpless, pretty little toy for her enjoyment. She slams harder into Chrys now, making both of us scream out in excitement.

I play with myself more eagerly now, my fingers moving quicker over my clit as Jane watches. The cage feels so tight around me that it almost seems impossible that I’ll ever get to cum again, but that thought gives me a sick, twisted excitement. All I want is to make Lady Jane happy with me. To serve her however she asks.

“Are you going to cum, Chryssy?”

“Yes,” the sissy whines. “But please don’t stop. Please don’t stop!”

“You can hold off,” Jane says with a wicked grin. Her hips rock backwards and forwards, driving her cock deep inside the other sissy. Just like she’ll drive it into me. Every thrust makes her body shake and her dress dance. The sight drives me wild. “Good girls always learn how to control themselves.”

It takes everything I have not to touch Chrys as she struggles not to cum. Instead, I do as Jane told me to do: I focus on playing with my clit and getting myself ready for what’s next. My hands are trembling, and my stomach tightens as pleasure courses through me. I’m so excited that all I can do is bite down on my lip and pray that I’ll be able to follow orders long enough to give Lady Jane what she wants.

“How’s your hole doing, Marcia?” Jane asks over Chrys’ panting whimpers of desire. “Nice and wet and ready for my big, hard cock?”

There’s a keening, wailing moan of frustration from Chrys that tells me all I need to know. She’s done — Jane has given her all the pleasure she deserves now. Now it’s my turn to be fucked. Now it’s my turn to be her good girl.

Now it’s my turn to make her cum.

“Yes,” I breathe as I rub my collected pre-cum over my rear entrance. My fingers aren’t even out of the way before Jane rests the tip of her strap-on there. Its sudden weight and size drives the breath out of me and makes my toes curl in terrified anticipation. “I’m — I’m ready.”

She doesn’t make me wait.


Chapter 9: Locked and Pretty

The tip is thick and terrifying. My muscles spasm around it and my breath catches in my chest as the reality of what’s about to happen crashes into me. I’m going to be fucked like a girl. My cock — clit — is caged, my rear naked and split by a massive cock — the source of my future pleasure. Chrys tilts towards me, mouth parted to kiss me again. I see it all through a haze. Everything is narrowed down to just my body, my dress, the pressure at my rear.

“Oh fuck!”

Chrys’ lips touch mine at the same moment Jane slips the tip inside of me. It’s like nothing I’ve ever felt before. Pain mixes with pleasure mixes with arousal and submission. My clit throbs, furious to be left out. The knowledge that this is how I deserve pleasure now, on my knees in silk and satin, makes my stomach twist. It’s terrifying. It’s perfect.

I am a good girl.

“Fuck me!”

The words spill from my lips before I even realize I’m saying them. All I can do is moan for Lady Jane as she leans into me. Every tiny movement sends bolts of sensation through me. My stockings are stretched over my legs as I shift beneath her, unconsciously opening myself up to take her deeper. Chrys’ tongue dances against mine, our lips locked, my moans dying inside of her.

“You’re taking my cock very well, Marcia. You’re a natural.”

“Thank you,” I gasp. “I — oh!”

Good girls get fucked.

My eyes roll back into my head and my whole body stiffens when Jane slides deeper inside of me. Suddenly the pressure and pleasure seem so much greater than it was. The feeling of fullness, of being stuffed by a cock this big feels right. It feels perfect. I melt into Chrys. I want to be just like her — a perfect, giggly sissy. She took Jane’s cock so easily.

So I will too.

But as she slides deeper into me, the feeling grows more intense. Soon I’m whining with every thrust, trying desperately not to beg her to stop. Chrys’ hand finds mine again. She strokes the skin between my fingers reassuringly.

“Don’t fight it,” she whispers against my mouth. Then she gives me one last kiss before pulling away from me at last. “It feels good.”

The next time Jane pushes forwards, the pain slips away. I feel her cock bottom out inside of me, the massive package on the strap-on bumping against my tight, swollen balls and making me squeal. She’s so much bigger than me — I deserve to have a clit and keep it locked away. I could never fuck like her. I’m meant to be like this, bent over and taking her. This is what I’m for.

Good girls don’t have cocks.

“Very nice, Marcia,” Jane says. Her voice is breathy and shuddering. As my body slowly acclimates to the thick shaft inside of me, I realize her hands are wrapped around me. Her fingers are digging into me and I can feel her shaking. “You look so fucking hot with my cock inside of you.”

“Thank you, Lady,” I moan. My clit feels like it’s going to explode, but all I want now is to make her happy. To hear her praise as she fucks me and makes me hers. “Call me a good girl again. I want to be your good girl, please!”

I expect her to laugh, but she moans instead. As she begins to pull backwards, I feel her hand move from my waist to my cage. She doesn’t tease or play — she just takes me firmly in her grasp. It’s a simple mark of her power over me. This is mine. And you’ll never get to fuck with it again.

Good girls keep their clitties locked up.

I gasp as Jane thrusts back into me. Her grip tightens around the cage and sends a jolt of pleasure through me, making every muscle in my body tense and relax at once. Chrys’ lips touch against my neck, peppering me with kisses. The sissy giggles when she sees that she’s left lipstick marks on my skin. My body is awash in pleasure as Jane begins to fuck me in a steady rhythm, every thrust driving pleasure through me.

She pulls the tip almost all the way out of me before sliding it back inside. “Take all of me, sissy,” she grunts. “I’m going to cum from fucking your pretty little ass!”

“Yes! Yes! Please! Cum for me, Lady! Oh, fuck, your cock feels so good. No — please don’t let go of my clit.”

“Your locked little clitty. Just for me.”

“Oh fuck, yes, it’s just yours. All I want is your cock. I just want you to fuck me.”

Jane moans, her breath heavy against my bare rear. She leans over me until I can feel the warmth radiating off her body. She presses down hard enough that I sink onto the bed beneath her, my cage disappearing beneath my skirts. Her thrusts are fast and hard now, almost savage. There’s no concern for me or my pleasure. She’s working towards her own climax now, and she’s just using me to get there.

“You’re my toy, locked and pretty! You deserve nothing more than to be fucked when I want!”

“Fuck!” My toes curl in my boots as her voice washes through me. Her hips pound against mine, driving the huge cock deep into my ass.

Her orgasm rocks through her at last, making her shake and gasp above me. Her cock is deep inside of me, squeezing against my sissy spot and forcing my clit to drool pre-cum. My body still burns with need — for her cock, to be fucked, to cum, to be hers, to finish, to be pretty. Denial roars through me all at once. I’ve never been this close to climax without finishing before. It’s almost a shock — it’s almost painful. It takes all I have not to beg her to touch me again, but I’m a good girl and good girls don’t complain about how their owners treat them. Jane cums because of me — and if it’s not enough for me to cum, too, that doesn’t matter.

“Oh, fuck,” I moan, and the sound of it makes it clear how desperate I am. Jane can tell, too, and it triggers another shuddering orgasm in her.

“Mmmm,” Jane breathes at last, rolling her hips slowly against mine. “You’re a very good fuck.” She pulls out of me and the last hope of my climax goes with it. Cold frustration fills the space where the pleasure used to be. But the knowledge that I asked for this — that this is how she wants me — is a twisted pleasure all its own. My clit is hard and dripping. The Lady Jane is happy.

I am a good girl.

Jane slips from the bed and drops her strap-on to the floor, leaving the two of us on the bed, dripping and achingly aroused. Chrys’ hands are already sliding across my thighs and stocking-covered legs, sending waves of sensation through me. Jane notices and grins. She knows we’ll follow her rules — Chrys because she wants to.

And with my cage, I have no choice.

“Go ahead and play, girls. I love to see my sissies enjoying each other. Go kiss Chrissy and make her happy while I think about what other fun things we can do together today.”

When she leaves and Chrys straddles me, our dresses squeezing together into an explosion of silk and lace, all I can do is whimper. I’m still throbbing for more pleasure. My body aches. But the knowledge that my only source of enjoyment will come from a cock inside of me makes me burn inside like nothing else ever has before. I kiss her desperately as our hands slip under skirts and find clits and cages, the last remnants of who we used to be. Tools of submission, now.

My life as a good girl has only just begun.


Dressed, Teased, and Shared: Feminized and Used by Mistress and her Sissies: April Sissy of the Month

by Vanessa Lockridge


The yellow satin dress slips over my trembling legs. It’s beautiful, but all I can think about is her instructions and what’s waiting for me in the corner. It’s all happening so fast.

And the Lady Jane is not the only one waiting for me.

It was just supposed to be me and her for my very first time: A private encounter. A chance to explore my desires. Just the two of us. But it becomes something far more thrilling when I discover I'm not her only sissy playmate.

Jane's elegant home holds secrets I never imagined — like beautiful Janelle and stunning Chrys, know exactly how to make a newcomer feel welcome. Their pretty dresses match mine, their lips taste like candy, and their eyes sparkle with mischief as they teach me what it truly means to serve our Lady.

I came seeking Lady Jane's approval, but in her sunny yellow dress and matching underthings, it might be something else that I've been craving all along.
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Chapter 1: April

“Were you a good boy for me?”

“Yes, Lady Jane, of course!”

She crosses her arms and I see the tail end of a tattoo peeking out. “Should I believe that?”

“I can prove it.”

Now she looks bemused, with an eyebrow arched. “You can start by showing me right now.”

My chest tightens. When it was just pictures, it was one thing. Online was easy. Meeting her for the first time in real life — that’s something else. Exciting, yes, but terrifying, too. She’s stunning and I’m just… well, me. I’ve spilled all my guts to her and told her all my secrets, everything that excites me. So seeing her for real is almost a formality. It’s not like I haven’t fantasized about this a million times. I planned for everything, worked through any eventuality.

But no plan survives first contact with the enemy.

“Oh, those are very cute. Have I seen those before?”

My hands shake as I slide my pants down over my stocking-covered legs. I feel Jane’s eyes slipping down my body as she takes in what I’m wearing beneath my pants and shirt. Even when she only existed as a username and a face on a video call, it didn’t always seem real that the Lady Jane existed. Seeing her in person…

“No, Lady. I… They’re special for today.”

“You have such darling sissy taste.”

It makes me twitch in my panties to hear it. Jane doesn’t miss the small movement and she grins from ear to ear. “You look so precious. It almost seems like a shame to take them off.”

I shiver. I want her to and she knows it. After months of teasing and touching myself as she whispers sweet, delicious dirtiness into my ears, all I want now is to finally feel her hands on my body. She didn’t give me a hug when I met her this morning or even shake my hand. “Because,” she whispered into my ear, “It will be so much more fun to wait until I can touch you the right way.” Even in greeting, she cannot help but be dominant.

“What if I did it myself?”

I slip my fingers into the lacy yellow waistband of my thong panties, tugging them out far enough that my matching garter straps curve outwards above them. My entire outfit is a matching set — sunny yellow lace with ruffles along the edges, studded with pink bows and pale blue rosettes. Even the stockings are the same color and covered in a floral lace that makes me feel like a tulip field.

“Haven’t you had enough of playing with yourself?” She leans in, her lips so close to mine I could lean forwards and finally kiss her. “Wouldn’t you rather have someone else do it?”

“Yes,” I say, but it comes out as a moan. I can smell her perfume, soft and sweet. I can almost feel her fingers on my skin. I’m rock-hard in my little panties, trapped within the silk and lace. It wouldn’t take much for her to free me.

“‘Yes,’ what?”

“Yes, Lady Jane.”

She grins and it’s ice-cold. “If you’d asked me the right way, I might have. But now you’ll have to wait.”

I try and fail to stifle a groan. It only seems to excite her more. Her hand moves to her thigh and slips slowly up towards them hem of her tight black dress. My gaze flickers between her burning eyes and her skirt as she hikes it up. A black and red snake is tattooed on her thigh, curling around it and disappearing beneath her skirt. I can see more and more of it until finally I see its head — or at least where its head should be. It lays on her belly, its mouth open, tongue out, severed from the body. The thin line of her bikini panties runs in the gap between them.

“I just love a pretty sissy girl on her knees for me. Do you wish you were touching me right now?”

“Yes, Lady Jane.”

A long fingernail hooks into the sheer black panties and pulls them out.

“Wouldn’t you love to feel how wet I am right now? To taste my arousal?”

I shiver. She knows exactly how to work me. “Oh, yes, Lady Jane.”

The finger slips along the waistband and then finds her wetness behind the silk. She sucks in air the instant she touches herself, eyelids fluttering as her fingers begin to work. It makes my chest tight to see it. Every muscle in my body aches to launch me from the floor and take her like I’ve dreamed about for months. But I know better. I know to wait until she gives me permission.

If she ever does.

“Oh, fuck,” she breathes with a satisfied grin. “This must be so hard for you.” She nudges my throbbing panties with the pointed tip of her stiletto to emphasize the point. “To be so close to what you want and be able to touch it.”

“I could.”

She giggles. “If there’s one thing I know about you, April, it’s that you’re going to be a good girl for me no matter what I do.”

April. It’s light and airy and floral. The name matches me, matches my lingerie. It makes me feel pretty. I repeat it softly, tasting it like I wish I was tasting her.

“And you have been a very good girl, waiting for me this long.”

I let myself get excited, feeling it bubble up in my chest. Her fingers are still working in her panties. Now her breathing is coming faster and her high cheekbones are tinted with excited pink. It’s agony being on my knees like this and knowing that no matter what I do or what I say, she won’t give me what I want until she wants to give it to me.

“Thank you, Lady Jane.”

“Good girls get rewarded. Do you think you deserve a reward?”

I can smell the trap. “Only if you think I deserve it, Lady Jane.”

She beams at me. “Clever girl.”

This time when she bends back down, she does touch me — just now how I want. She darts past my lips and stops when she’s next to my ear. But she doesn’t ignore my mouth as she begins to whisper. Her wet fingers slip inside, flickering across my tongue. I can taste her on them, so sweet and so strong. The perfume is everywhere around me and her hair brushes against my cheeks. Every sense is filled with her. When she speaks, it seems to fill every corner of my mind.

“Go put on the dress I got you.”


Chapter 2: Two Surprises

“Is this my surprise?”

“One of them, darling.”

“How did you know?” The satin is the exact same shade of yellow as my lingerie. I’m going to look stunning.

I gasp at her answer and she doesn’t even need to use words. All it takes is her hand tightening on my ass, the feeling of her squeezing my bare cheeks, her finger slipping down the line of the thong to my sensitive hole. It electrifies me. Her power over me is so casual, her command simply assumed. To her, I am simply April — and she’ll use me however she wants.

“You’re going to look so pretty in that.”

“Don’t you think I do already?”

“I don’t have to let you wear it if you’re going to be sassy with me.”

“Who else would look as good in it as me?”

I can hear the smirk in her voice. “Sassy girl. Where’d all that nervousness go?”

“I must have left it behind with my pants.”

“Should I make you put them back on?”

“No, I want to wear this.”

“Then,” she says, giving me a spank somewhere between teasing and punishment. “Get dressed, get ready, and then come find me in the parlor.”

I start to turn, but she snatches my arm before I can. With surprising strength, she pulls it behind me, twisting it just short of painfully. My hand finds the wetness between her legs and it makes me gasp and twitch in my panties. It’s a dark thrill to know how turned on she is just from seeing me and knowing what she plans to do to me.

“I’ll be waiting for you,” she whispers. Then she disappears out of the room with nothing more than the click of her stilettos.

She’s barely out of the room before I snap up the dress and pull it against my chest, relishing in the satin-soft touch and the delicious swish of the silky layers. The sunny yellow matches the shade of my lingerie so perfectly they might as well have been made for each other. Desire crosses with anxiety as I step into it and heft the weight up my legs. The lace-trimmed hem and underskirts teases against my stockings until I settle it in place. I feel gorgeous in it. I can only hope that Jane feels the same way.

The ivory petticoat swings around my hips, each layer pleated and ruffled until they’re nothing more than a cloud of effervescent white. Floating above it is the yellow satin of the dress. It’s split down the front, the skirt arching away on either side to expose the petticoat and — I realize with a shiver — provide easy access to my panties. Pale blue ribbons criss-cross up the front, each studded with pink rosettes. My arms emerge from enormous translucent balloon sleeves tied with floppy blue bows. The whole outfit is so short that my legs seem to be three times their usual length — and my panties are on full display.

But it’s not my appearance that makes my heart flutter and my cock twitch beneath the silken layers. It’s not even my surprisingly girlish reflection, emphasized by the pink layer of gloss and twinkly eyeshadow Jane applied to me. It’s what I find next to the dress, with a lipstick-kissed note nearby.

A vibrator.

“Get yourself ready the way a girl does,” the note reads in beautiful calligraphic handwriting. “Don’t take your panties off. And don’t have a little sissy accident.” It smells like her perfume.

It feels like it gives me a shock when I pick it up. To hold something so intimately feminine and to know what I’m expected to do with it makes my legs shake in anticipation and anxiety. It’s like every fantasy I ever discussed with her, every late-night sexting session transformed into something real. If it wasn’t so exciting, it would make me sick with how overwhelming it is.

I sink into a huge, overstuffed chair in the corner and spread my trembling legs. The dress is so short that I don’t need to gather it up in my arms to have easy access to my panties. My cock is still throbbing beneath the pale yellow lace. Lace and silk and ruffles surround me in feminine perfection. I look so pretty like this. I can’t wait for the Lady Jane to see me.

To take me.

I gasp at the unexpected strength of the vibrator when it springs to life in my hand. I’ve never used one before — I’ve never even seen someone use one before. My cock is already straining against the silken yellow confines of my panties. Slowly, my arm trembling, I run the vibrator down my satin bodice and into the voluptuous eruption of my skirts. Even the touch against my chest is enough to make me moan. When I finally slip it down between my stocking-covered legs, it makes me squeal.

The touch is powerful and intensely pleasurable, made only more so by the knowledge that this is how Jane wants me: with my legs pulled back to reveal my pretty panties, but knowing I’m a good enough girl to leave them on as I tease myself for her. I run the curved tip of the vibrator up and down my throbbing shaft, reveling in the girlish pleasure that washes through my body. It doesn’t take long for my entire body to start shaking, my skirts dancing around me and my head falling backwards against the chair. I imagine what I’d look like to anyone who walks in: a stunning sissy aching for their touch. To be used the way I know I deserve.

It takes strength to overcome the agony of stopping. My heart thuds in my ears as I switch the vibrator off when I feel the precipice of my orgasm. There’s a wet spot at the front of my panties, and I can’t help touching and swirling it as I set the toy back on the table. That touch alone is almost enough to make me cum, but I fight the pleasure down. Because I’m a good girl. Because I want to make the Lady Jane happy with me.

Because I only get to cum with permission.

My legs are still shaking as I make my down the hallway towards the ornate parlor, heels clicking on the floor, fingers brushing across the complex floral wallpaper and heavy wooden wainscoting. I pause just outside the pair of pocket doors to steady myself for what’s about to happen. I can only imagine the position the Lady Jane will be in as she waits for me. It’s something I’ve fantasized about a hundred times before, and now it’s finally real. She’ll be there, excited to finally have me as the sissy she wants, and I’ll be able to serve her the way she demands.

With a deep breath, I push open the doors, then barely manage to stifle a scream as I see what’s waiting inside.


Chapter 3: Two More Surprises

“I hope you don’t mind,” the Lady Jane says with a grin. “You know how exciting pretty new clothes can be.”

The Lady Jane is here, and she is beautiful — the picture of a woman plucked straight from my deepest fantasies. She is dressed all in white, her boudoir lingerie peeking out from beneath a white silk robe trimmed with dense fur. The bustier beneath is very low, the sheer lace cups struggling to hold her breasts in and leaving an expanse of smooth, perfect skin decorated with black tattoos and a long pearl necklace. The robe is tied around her waist, and from it emerge her long legs glazed in nude nylons ending in fluffy white mules. I can only imagine what else lurks beneath the white silk. She sits casually in a large black leather chair in the corner, her legs crossed, her head tilted to the side. She looks like she’s lounging on a throne.

And to my shock, her subjects are already at her feet.

“I’m not — these are —”

“Janelle and Chrys,” Jane says, gesturing at each and blinking slowly at me. “Some of my lovely girls who are very eager to see what the delicious April can do for them.”

I can barely stand in my heels as I look from one to the other. She never said anything about having other sissies. Especially not about having them here! My gaze shifts from one to the other as I try to take it all in.

They are stunning in their sissy finest. Both on their knees in tiny dresses similar to mine. Janelle is in pure white, Chrys in frosted pink, her skirt is split down the middle like mine but pulled back far enough to reveal that she wasn’t allowed to wear any panties, and something shiny and metallic gleams between her legs. Janelle has short hair with pretty bows over each ear and heavy make-up.

And her hand is already working between her legs.

“Janelle is one of my newer girls, aren’t you Janelle?”

“Yes, Lady,” she purrs. “I can’t wait to play.”

“Is your little clitty nice and hard?”

Is she talking to me?

Janelle doesn’t answer. Instead, she gathers her skirts in her arms to reveal pretty pink panties with a tall line of ruffled trim arcing around each leg opening. But even the high-waisted panties aren’t enough to hide the thick clit and its drooling tip pushing out of the pink satin. It’s far larger than mine. All I can do is stare in total shock.

“Oh,” Janelle giggles, meeting my gaze before I avert it somewhere — anywhere! — else in the room. “I think your new plaything is interested in tasting sissy clitty.”

My stomach twists, but my cock lurches.

Jane rests a hand on Janelle’s shoulder and the sissy reacts like a dog being pet. “April has never seen another clitty before, Janelle. It’s natural for her to be curious.”

“She’s very pretty,” Chrys says softly.

She’s playing with her hair as she stares at me, one long finger wrapping around her blonde curls. In any other context, I’d be desperate for her attention. But now all I can do is stare and try to find my words as anxiety floods every fiber of my body. And what is between her legs?

“April doesn’t know what sorts of things pretty sissies can do with each other,” Jane says. Her bright eyes are fixed on mine. “But I’m sure she’s dying to find out.”

An excited shiver runs through Chrys and she drapes her fingers over Janelle’s stocking-covered leg. “May I, Lady?”

“You’re such a good girl, Chrys, always waiting for permission,” Jane says. “You both are. I wonder if April is going to be a proper sissy for me, too?”

I still can’t find my voice.

“I’ve never played with one of your girls, either,” Janelle murmurs, but if she’s nervous, she doesn’t show it.

“You’re in for a treat, girls. Chrys is so talented at pleasing others, especially when she’s under my lock and key,” Jane giggles. Janelle joins her in a joke I don’t understand. Chrys doesn’t laugh, but I watch something deeper course through her. Excitement? It terrifies me to see. It terrifies me to know that anyone other than the Lady Jane has seen me like this — knows that I want this.

“With your permission, Lady,” Chrys says, her fingers crawling further up Janelle’s thigh.

“Start with a kiss,” Jane says softly.

My heart flutters as I watch Chrys put a hand on Janelle’s cheek and turn the girl’s head to face her. She hesitates just long enough to make me wonder if this is really going to happen, if these two sissies are really going to kiss, if they’re really going to do what I think they’re going to do — and then she presses forwards. Glossy lips press together as tongues dart into mouths. It isn’t long before hands begin to slide over legs and under skirts and tiny moans slip out from Janelle’s mouth.

“Ah, ah, Chrys,” Jane scolds with a smile. “Not yet.”

Chrys pulls back, panting and excited, while Janelle leans backwards to rest against her Lady’s legs, one hand still tucked between them, her thighs spread wide so we can all see the thick bulge of her panties and her shaft standing proudly out of them. All three are gorgeous and practically shaking with anticipation.

“They’ve been waiting for you, April,” Jane says. “Being such good girls in their pretty new clothes. You know how exciting it is to get to do something so delicious and new. How was the vibrator?”

I squirm, my cheeks suddenly hot. “It was — it was very good, Lady.”

“Did you make a little mess?”

“No, Lady!”

“Show me.”

With trembling hands, I lift my skirt enough to reveal my panties — and the wet spot at the front. Chrys and Janelle both gasp excitedly when they see it. The Lady Jane just smirks like she expected it. My cock twitches again beneath its satin prison as if begging to be released and Chrys stares at it with a hunger I always longed to see in a woman’s eyes.

But never expected I’d get like this.

“Wouldn’t you like to come play with them, April?”

“I’ll be gentle,” Chrys says.

“You’re so pretty,” Janelle adds, biting her lip and suddenly looking almost shy. “I really want to kiss you.”

And so I turn and run away.


Chapter 4: Sunshine

“April!”

I don’t answer. I want to. I don’t want to. I want to be found, but not by them. By Jane — but she’s the one that pushed me into this mess in the first place. I feel like I’m going to throw up. This was never a part of any of my fantasies. I wanted to put on a pretty dress as a powerful woman made me kneel in front of her. Maybe, if things were going well, I’d even get to taste her. Maybe she’d taste me. Maybe she’d even peel of my panties and bend me over and —

“April.” The voice comes from the doorway, but curled up on the bed facing away, I can’t see who it is. “May I come in?”

I shrug and I hear heels clicking across the floor, then feel the bed shift as whoever it is sits on it. There’s a long pause, and I can tell she’s gathering her thoughts.

“I was nervous the first time, too.”

I bet she didn’t give you an audience, I respond curtly in my head.

“I could barely admit to myself that I wanted this. It wasn’t until the Lady Jane gave me my first dress and told me how beautiful I was that I started to feel… safe.”

This must be Janelle.

“You’re way prettier than me,” I mumble, pulling my arms tighter across my chest.

She snorts. “Did you see the way Chrys was looking at you? I wish she’d look at me that way.”

“So why don’t you two go and… play.” The word tastes like acid.

“Because I want you to feel as pretty as you look.”

Her touch on my ankle sends a jolt through me. It’s light and careful. There’s no intention behind it. It’s almost comforting — or at least it would be if it wasn’t connected to a sissy with a cock three times bigger than mine. But I’ll take any comfort I can get, and when I don’t pull my leg away, she leaves it there.

“Do you believe me?” she murmurs.

“No,” I snap.

“I didn’t really believe Jane, either,” she says. “Sometimes I still don’t.”

I find that hard to believe. If I hadn’t seen what was lurking beneath her skirts, I’d never believe she was anything short of a stunning woman with a taste for the girlish. I feel the bed move again and feel another hand on my shoulder. It makes me twitch, but I don’t roll over.

“I had to start with something easy before I felt okay doing anything more. The very first thing she gave me was a kiss.” I tense, expecting one to come, but it doesn’t.

Instead, I hear something worse.

“But that’s not the first thing she gave you, is it?”

My stomach lurches. “No.”

“It felt so good, didn’t it?”

She reaches over me and carefully sets the buzzing vibrator on the bed next to me. I stare at it like it’s a snake that could strike at any second. Her hand returns to my ankle and strokes me lightly, fingers sliding across my nylons. It did feel good. I feel myself beginning to stir in my panties again.

“You’re safe with me,” she murmurs. The bed shifts again, and I feel her next to me now, her body next to mine. “Would you like my help?”

I nod, eyes burning, not sure I can look at her. But she doesn’t make me — she takes my hand and we pick up the vibrator together. The instant my fingers touch it, butterflies explode in my stomach and my chest tenses with fear. But Janelle leans across me from behind, our dresses pressing together in a silken crescendo of rustles and slippery silk. My breath catches as I let her move my hand slowly down between my legs, burying it under the layers of gossamer there.

“It’s such a pretty dress,” she whispers in my ear. “You make it look especially beautiful.”

My gasp melts into a moan as the vibrator thrums against my throbbing, satin-wrapped shaft again.

“How does it make you feel?”

“Like… sunshine,” I murmur.

She giggles, and I let the sound bubble to life inside of me. Her hand leaves mine and brushes an errant hair out of my face. The gesture is so tender, so comforting that it almost makes tears spring up in my eyes. She gives me a gentle, experimental press on my shoulder and I let her roll me onto my back, my legs splaying out across the mattress, the vibrator still between them. I can barely bring myself to believe this sissy exists in reality. She is stunning.

And she wants to play with me like this.

“Can I kiss you?”

“Yes,” I say shakily, my body buzzing at the idea.

Her lips are soft velvet against mine, our gloss mixing together until it tastes like sugar candy. We sink into each other, our mouths open for one another, tongues dancing, fingers caressing over fabric as we both shake from nerves and anticipation. Our chests heave against each other and I feel her beginning to grind against the vibrator, her thick, satin-wrapped hardness pressing against mine with more and more force until the vibrator slips from between us and it’s nothing but sissy shifts rubbing together with nothing but silk in between.

When she pulls away, there is something new shining behind her eyes. A hunger. A need. One that I know too well because it lives deep inside me, too. This time, when her hand snakes down between our bodies, I can push the fear down and let excitement take its place. When her fingers slowly peel back the yellow satin and brush against my throbbing shaft, I gasp in pleasure, not terror.

“Your clitty is so hard in your pretty dress. Do you want to feel mine?”

And this time, I don’t have to struggle to find my words. Even though my voice is barely more than a whisper, it only thrills me to finally answer and mean it.

“Yes!”


Chapter 5: Arranging Trouble

My head spins as Janelle slides up the bed, then spreads her legs wide to reveal herself completely. Her shaft drives through the ruffled layers of white silk beneath her dress, towering over the petticoat. The sight makes my heart thud and my cock twitch. But do I even have a cock like this? Or am I just like her?

“You have a really big — clitty,” I say, tasting the word and feeling it excite me.

“Touch it,” she says softly, grabbing my wrist and guiding my hand to it.

I gasp when I feel it.

“It’s hot!”

She giggles. “Isn’t it wonderful?”

My toes curl inside my stilettos. My fingers tingle as they wrap around her thick shaft. She’s so much bigger than me. And so hard, too, throbbing beneath its silken confines. It’s almost impossible to believe something like this could belong to someone so effortlessly girlish. My breath quickens as I begin to work it up and down. The butterflies are still fluttering in my stomach. I can barely believe what I want her to do and that I have the strength to say it.

“Will you touch mine, too?”

“I thought you’d never ask.”

I squeal in pleasure when she buries her hand beneath my skirt and begins to stroke me through the panties. I expected that she’d rip them off me, but the touch of her fingers through silk is so foreign and delicious that I don’t want her to. I want to stay like this forever — in my stunning dress, playing with the thick clit of a beautiful sissy while she plays with mine.

“Can we kiss again?”

Her smile is soft. “Of course we can, sweetie.”

We kiss for what feels like forever, our bodies melting into each other’s dresses, her fingers wrapped around my shaft and mine hers until all we know is pleasure. When she finally pulls away, I’m almost dizzy with excitement. My cock feels like it’s going to explode from being teased for so long. Even Janelle looks like she’s struggling. Her chest is heaving and her clit is dewy from excitement.

“The Lady Jane didn’t give us permission,” she says, biting her lip.

“We don’t need it.”

“We’ll get in trouble.”

“What if I like being in trouble?”

“That can be arranged.”

This time it’s not Janelle who answers. The sound of Jane’s voice slices through us, pushing us apart on the bed. “No, girls, please don’t stop something so beautiful,” she purrs, draping herself on one corner of the mattress. The clicking of heels announces Chrys before she appears in the doorway, her skirt swinging around her hips. Jane doesn’t even turn to look at her when she addresses her.

“Chrysanthemum, darling, would you be so good to give these lovely girls your sissy best?”

“Of course, Lady,” Chrys says, giving a curtsey only Janelle and I can see. She lifts her skirts enough as she dips that I see a flash of that strange metallic thing between her legs, but when she crawls onto the bed, dress flaring around her, I can’t see it. All I can do is wonder, and let my mind go blank as Chrys’ expert hands slip up my stocking-covered legs and find my shaft beneath my skirt.

“Oh, you haven’t even taken off your lovely panties,” she giggles. “Janelle, you’re such a tease.”

Janelle grins. “She liked it.”

“Is that true, April?” Chrys asks with a broad, excited smile. “Do you like it when I touch your clitty through your panties like this?”

Her words and her touch and the dress and lingerie — all of it combines into something intensely pleasurable as she begins to stroke me through the silk. My answer is simply a moan and a shudder and a sudden twist towards Janelle as she slips an arm around my bodice and pulls me into the kiss I burn for. Chrys’ fingers work on the front of my panties as Janelle’s lips meet mine. Satin and lace brush together in sweet, girlish perfection.

It’s almost too much when she finally pulls my panties down, bit by bit, letting them slide over my stockings. She pulls them over one stiletto but leaves them hooked around one ankle. The pale yellow silk is a beautiful contrast to the shiny black leather of my shoes. I gasp into Janelle’s mouth as she kisses me, holding me next to her, as Chrys strokes me with my petticoat. Then I feel a squirt, and for one horrible moment I worry that I’ve had an orgasm.

“Do you feel so nice and sexy in your pretty dress?” Chrys giggles. “You’re so wet, cutie.”

“You’re so fucking hot like this,” Janelle breathes against my cheek

She lifts her fingers from my skirts and a gossamer thread trails behind it. I think she’s going to stick her fingers in her mouth, but she plunges them into mine instead and I taste my own pre-cum mixed with the heady scent of her perfume. I lick them clean while Janelle’s kisses move down my neck and out along the exposed top of my shoulder. I let her push me down onto the bed until I’m laying on my back, Chrys between my legs and Janelle kneeling next to me.

“Oh, Janelle, you’re being very naughty,” the Lady Jane says with a bemused snort and a shake of her head. “Let her get her own chance before you stuff that in her.”

My blood runs cold. Chrys’ fingers crawl up my stocking-glazed legs, higher and higher until they find the naked strip above my stocking-tops, and then the throbbing clit beneath. Over me, Janelle is pushing her panties down into a crumple of pink silk she tosses onto the floor. Her eyes are wide and wild, nostrils flaring like a panicked mare. The butterflies are back in my stomach. My heart thunders in my ears. She barely even gave me a chance to touch it.

Chrys pulls my cock — clit? — into her soft, warm mouth the same instant that Janelle’s mighty shaft springs proudly out of her silken skirts. Even before I can respond, a bead of pre-cum drips from the tip and lands on my lips. I lick them almost automatically and her taste mixes with mine. I suck in a shuddering breath of air as pleasure runs through me, from Chrys’ mouth and Janelle’s pulsing clit.

And then she pushes it into me.


Chapter 6: Permission for Her

She tastes salty and sweet and hot and cool all at once. I know exactly what to do, I think as I wrap my tongue around her heat and swirl it on the underside. My clit twitches in Chrys’ mouth at the thought. My dress rustles sweetly around me as she bobs up and down on my length. I know soon I’ll have to do that with Janelle, too, and hers is far larger than mine. But for now, it’s enough to just do this.

“You’re very pretty with a cock in your mouth,” the Lady Janes says from somewhere behind Janelle. “I wonder where else she could put it?”

I barely have a chance to register the comment before Janelle drives deeper into me and I feel a finger pressing at my rear entrance. I squeal in shock and arousal around Janelle, the sound muted. But it’s enough for the three of them to hear; Jane with a giggle, Chrys with a satisfied moan, and Janelle with a broad grin.

“She’s a natural,” she says to Jane while staring straight at me. I pull back to speak but she grabs my hair and keeps me tight around her shaft. “Don’t stop.”

The truth is I don’t want to. Pleasure courses through me from Chrys’ tender touch and her perfect, teasing blowjob. She walks me up to the line of pleasure before pulling me back. I do no such thing with Janelle, secretly thrilling at how I can make her beautiful lips fall open as I pleasure her and her delicious taste and smell. She floods my mouth with pre-cum and I slurp every drop down.

“Janelle, are you going to have an accident?”

“No, Lady,” Janelle groans. Her arms are tight around her bundle of skirts.

“Are you sure? I would hate to punish you like I had to with Chrys.”

“Is it really a punishment if she loves it?”

“It is when it lasts for three months.”

The pre-cum spilling from Janelle is thicker now. The wiggle of her hips has turned into something more like thrusting, and her breathing comes in gasps instead of slow groans. Even I can tell she’s close to cumming. It makes my chest tighten to realize that part of me wants her to. I want to taste her excitement. I want to be the cause of it.

But instead she pulls away and slips off of me. A long strand of saliva mixed with pre-cum runs between us until she collapses onto the bed, chest heaving, clit twitching amongst her skirts. My eyes flick down to Chrys, still slipping up and down my length. Her finger is still between my cheeks, making tight circles over my rear entrance, until her eyes snap up to mine. The instant our gazes meet, her finger pushes forwards and slips inside of me, fast and hard.

“Oh,” I manage, my voice a high whisper.

It’s like no pleasure I’ve ever known. She moves it in and out carefully, her eyes searching for any sign of pain or discomfort. But all there is for me is the strangeness and intensity of feeling so filled — and then by the stomach-lurching pleasure of a spot deep inside of me her finger curls against. My body lifts off the bed as my back arches, driving my clit deeper into Chrys’ mouth. Her touch is relentless, grinding against the spot so hard I can feel pre-cum spurt out of me with every touch. My mouth falls open in a silent scream that Janelle uses as an opportunity to kiss me hard and fast.

The world blurs around me. Chrys keeps thrusting harder and faster while I writhe on the mattress, pinned beneath her lips and fingers. Jane leans over her shoulder now and watches us both with interest. My whole body is tense like a spring being wound tighter and tighter. It’s only when I realize my eyes are shut and I manage to open them that I see Chrys is no longer wrapped around my clit.

All the pleasure has come from her fingering me.

“That’s your sissy spot,” she purrs.

“Yours seems quite sensitive,” Jane says, impressed. “There are so many fun things we can do with you. In fact, Chrys, why don’t you show the dear girl how we like to tease you.”

“Can I have her mouth, Lady?”

Jane’s voice suddenly sounds excited in a way that makes me nervous. “Chrys, you are allowed to cum.”

It seems to hit Chrys like a ton of bricks. Her eyes widen before she lets out a tiny, high-pitched squeal. Then she all but throws herself next to me, pulling her skirts back against her chest to reveal what has been lurking underneath. It all happens so fast I can barely register it. But when I see what’s in her panties, it all makes sense at once. I’m going to suck Chrys’ clit, too, and she’s going to cum in my mouth.

And when she peels her panties down and I finally see what’s in them, what that strange metal glimmer has been, my stomach drops and my mouth dries. Her clit is tiny, shorter than my thumb, and furiously drooling pre-cum. If her panties weren’t black, they’d be stained darker from it. But as I open my mouth to suck my second shaft of the day, it’s not that knowledge that makes my breath catch in my chest.

It’s what’s locked around her tiny, drooling clit.


Chapter 7: Sexy Like This

“Please, Lady Jane,” Chrys moans as my tongue flicks between the steel bars. “Please, please unlock me.”

“You’re cute when you beg,” Jane says. “It won’t change the answer, but I don’t want you to stop.”

“Please,” she moans. “I could cum without the cage on.”

“But I know your little secret, dear.”

Chrys screws her eyes shut. Her eyeshadow is a smoky gray flecked with silver sparkles.

“You can cum with that little cage on,” Jane says with a dark smile. “And I know you even prefer it.”

Chrys groans in agony, but I feel her steel-wrapped clit twitch in my mouth, taste the spurt of pre-cum from her excitement. It makes my heart race to realize such a thing — a chastity cage — even exists, much less that someone would allow themselves to be locked in it. Chrys’ clit is furiously hard within hers. It almost looks cute, I think. It makes her panties perfectly smooth. It’s truly a clit like this.

The fact that it turns me on gives me an illict, terrifying thrill.

“Do something more useful with your mouth than that,” Janelle says, sitting up and pulling Chrys into a kiss. I can taste and feel everything that makes the sissy excited, and nothing has made her spurt more pre-cum than this. I slurp it down as she allows herself to be maneuvered downwards, between Janelle’s legs, and begins sucking on the clit there.

She loves being used like this, I think as I swirl my tongue over her trapped shaft. She moans happily around Janelle as I do. She prefers being like this. It shakes me to my core to notice this about her so easily. Is it simply observation? Or is it recognition of a part of myself inside her? Could this be what I want, too?

I gasp around the steel-clad clit as I feel a fingernail slide up the underside of my quivering shaft.

“Are you excited, April?”

My clit twitches in response.

“Good girl. I’m glad Janelle was able to help you. For that, she’s allowed to cum.” The sissy’s moans of pleasures grow. “But” — Janelle lets out a high whine — “only when she gets my permission. And not into anyone’s mouth.”

How else is she going to do it?

“You like your pretty dress, don’t you, April. You feel so beautiful in it.”

I nod around Chrys’ clit.

“But you’re not just beautiful. You’re sexy like this, in your tiny skirt and your little panties wrapped around your ankles. Janelle certainly noticed, didn’t you, Janelle?”

“Yes, Lady,” the sissy groans.

“It can be so overwhelming the first time a girl gets to be dressed up properly, especially with other lovely sissies to play with.”

She wraps my entire clit in her fingers now and begins to slowly, teasingly pump me. My gasp mingles with Chrys’. Her clit pulsates against my tongue and floods my mouth with seemingly endless pre-cum. For a moment, I wonder how big she is unlocked. I let my teeth scrape across it for the briefest moment and her moan becomes almost deafening.

“And when girls get excited like this,” Jane continues, “well, typically I manage it myself. But you girls have played so well together, I think you all deserve a special reward. Something to help you feel so very girlish, April. Is that something you think you’d like?”

Something in her tone makes me uneasy. It feels like a trap. But her touch is heavenly, Chrys’ taste ambrosia. My dress is tight and sweet and soft in all the right places, and knowing that I’m wearing it — sucking a clit like a girl, wearing pretty lingerie, dressed like the two others, all for the pleasure of this stunning woman in white — make the fear drift away. All I want is more of this. To feel more pleasure. To kiss and suck.

To feel ever more girly.

“Yes,” I moan. “As long as it makes me feel pretty.”

Jane’s laugh is delighted and high-pitched. Her hand never stops working my shaft. “Oh, I think it will make you feel very desirable. A good girl makes herself all nice and pretty for moments just like these.”

Chrys is almost vibrating above me. I can feel the steel cage shake against my lips and tongue as she moans in delight. It takes all the focus I can muster to keep licking at her trapped clit, swirling around the bars of her cage. For a horrible moment, I wonder if the Lady Jane is going to put one on me, too. If this whole thing has been a setup to lock me away for endless torment. I twitch at the idea, not sure how much I hate and how much it excites me.

But she doesn’t reveal some hidden cage or promise to deny my orgasm. Instead, she says something even worse.

“Janelle, when you’re ready, why don’t you take April’s sissy virginity?”


Chapter 8: Kiss Me

How did it come this far?

Our dresses brush together as Janelle takes her place above me. Her heavily-painted lids are heavy, her pink lips open with arousal as she leans down to give me a deep kiss. Our clits bump together, each hot and spilling pre-cum. She grinds against me and the movement seems almost instinctive so I follow suit. The sensitive undersides slip across each other and for a moment, I’m worried this is enough to make me cum.

Yesterday Jane was just some woman who sent me dirty texts about putting on lingerie.

Janelle’s mouth moves out across my jaw, my neck, my chest. I gasp at the intensity of the pleasure coupled with the knowledge of what this is a prelude to. What she’s going to do to me. What I might do, too.

“Is there anything prettier than two sissies kissing like that?” Jane coos. “Are you rubbing your hard little clitties together?”

“Yes,” Janelle moans. “Hers is so cute.”

Cute. It should feel horrible to hear my shaft described like that, but it makes me feel even girlier. It’s only more exciting.

“Don’t you wish you could do that, Chrys, you naughty girl?”

“Oh, yes, Lady,” Chrys moans. Her voice is colored with pleasure, loud enough that I can hear it over the buzz of the vibrator on her cage. “Please, please let me play with myself.”

“It looks like you already are,” Jane chides gently. “Now be a good girl for April and tell her how Janelle is going to make her feel.”

Chrys’ words are thick with lust. “It feels so good, April. She’s so thick and long. Nothing feels as good as Janelle filling you up and fucking your tight little sissy hole.”

I can’t believe it, but I want this. The truth thrills me from my head to my toes.

“I’m going to fill you up with my hot sissy cum,” Janelle breathes. She shifts her hips and suddenly her cock isn’t brushing against mine anymore, it’s pushing downwards until it slides between my cheeks and I can feel the heat pulsing against my hole. It’s enough to make me squeal. Janelle silences me with another long, tender kiss.

“May I fuck her, Lady?”

“You may.”

My muscles are as tight as springs as she positions herself at my entrance. Her thick head throbs against me so powerfully I can count her heartbeats. She looks at me as she lines up, but her eyes are faraway. She’s no longer teasing me for fun; now, she’s going to take what she wants.

I wonder how often her clit’s been locked up.

She pushes forwards and all at once there’s nothing around us. All I can feel is her and our lingerie and our dresses and the sweet tug of the garter strap on my stockings, pulling silky sweetness across skin. The moment when the head finally slips into me makes both Janelle and I cry out. The pleasure of it — the fullness and strangeness of being filled by her length — overwhelms me almost instantly.

The world comes rushing back in as I hear Jane’s coos us over Chrys’ moans. “How does it feel to take your first cock, April?”

It’s a shock to hear it said so plainly. Janelle slips deeper inside as the realizing that I am being fucked like a girl washes over me. Pleasure mixes with surprise as Janelle’s huge shaft stretches my hole open wider and wider until it hits the same spot deep inside that makes stars explode behind my eyes — my sissy spot. My clit pulses between my legs, pre-cum pouring down the side, and suddenly I want more than anything for someone to stroke it.

“It feels — it — it feels —”

It feels incredible.

Jane’s hand slides up along my stocking-wrapped leg and hooks into my garter strap, then snaps it against my skin just as Janelle reaches her full depth. She feels enormous, stretching me open and flooding me with hot pleasure. Our eyes meet and I see desire mixed with lust in her gaze. She wants me like this, wrapped in my pretty silk dress. My clit throbbing. My body entirely hers.

“Kiss me.”

She does, hard and fast as she starts thrusting inside of me, each motion driving her hips harder against mine. Her lips move from my mouth to my bare skin. And then suddenly Chrys is there, her mouth wrapped around my shaft, her fingers still pressing the vibrator tight against her tiny cage. Her moans make my clit buzz even as it silences them to Jane. I feel myself building towards an orgasm. The way they both make me feel is overwhelming. The way the dress makes me feel is staggering. I never want this to stop.

“I need your mouth,” Chrys cries, casting the toy to the side and suddenly plunging her clit into my mouth. I suck at it hungrily, relishing the sweet taste of her pre-cum.

And then suddenly it’s thicker and saltier and she’s moaning above me and her clit is bucking so violently between my lips that I can barely keep it between them. Her moan turns into a scream and her body begins to shake as her orgasm rocks her. Months of torment and arousal explode from the tip of the cage as she squeals above me, every muscle in her neck standing out and her legs quivering. I swallow every drop I can, but her orgasm seems never-ending and it isn’t long before her cum is spilling down my cheeks and chin.

I don’t know how much longer I’m going to be able to hold out before I cum, either. The combination of Janelle and Jane and Chrys has been too much for me — I have no chance of keeping back my own orgasm now. Janelle must be feeling the same way — her thrusts are short and aggressive, her fingers curled into tight white balls on either side of me. Somehow she looks even more beautiful like this, dressed in her frilly finest as she fights against the great wave of her orgasm.

“I — please — Lady — oh, Lady — may I — may I—”

“You may, Janelle.”

I’m still slurping at Chrys when I feel Janelle erupt inside of me. Her screams are so loud they’re almost deafening. Her hot cum floods me instantly, her clit twitching deep inside of me. She pumps a dozen times into me before slowing, and with each one another shudder rolls through me as she floods me deeper and deeper with her excitement. As she uses me like a sissy should be used — as a girlish little plaything. As a pretty little slut.

“Oh — fuck —” I grunt as my orgasm suddenly overtakes me.

It feels as though all the muscles in my body tense at once. My eyes screw shut to focus entirely on the pleasure that’s flooding every part of me. Chrys swallows every thick jet with practiced skill. It seems never ended, the waves of pleasure so intense and powerful that they border on pain. Janelle gives a few more thrusts before pulling out of me with a satisfied sigh. Her hot juices spill down onto the sheets underneath us as mine fill Chrys’ mouth just as hers filled mine.

When it finally ends and our bodies have stopped shaking and the three of us are draped on the bed in a panting, sweaty, silken cloud with our Lady sitting over us, it’s only then that what happens really begins to settle in for me. My dress is beautiful — so beautiful I had to wear it. It made me feel sexy — so sexy I wanted someone to touch me. And in it, I became feminine — so feminine that I needed to suck and swallow and be fucked like a girl.

And I loved every second of it.

“How was that, April? Everything you expected?”

“Better,” I moan.

“Better,” Jane repeats with a smile. “I’m glad to hear you say that. Because now you’re going to find out what happens to a girl who breaks the rules.”

“But you told Chrys that she could cum!” The girl gave me the best orgasm of my life. The least I can do is defend her.

“I did. But someone made their little sissy spurties without permission, April.”

My mind is still hazy with pleasure as I try to figure out who it could be. She gave permission to Chrys before we started. She even gave it to Janelle. Who else — My blood runs cold. Jane is already speaking, my realization arriving at the same instant she says it out loud.

“You never asked if you could cum, April.”

My eyes flutter shut in horror.

“What do you think, Chrys?” she asks. “A month in the cage?”

“Better make it three, Lady.”

“Three,” Jane says, and I can hear the grin in her voice. “And by the end, I bet you won’t even want to take it off.”
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My Neighbor’s Secret Satin Sissy: Dominated and Feminized by the Woman Next Door
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"No sissy cream yet," she instructs, her hand working mercilessly over my trembling body. "Good girls wait for permission."

One afternoon in my best friend's house changes everything. Matilda Jameson — stunning, commanding, irresistible — sees something in me I've never acknowledged.

And she knows exactly how to break me.

The first touch of silk against my skin awakens something I've buried deep inside. When she locks me in chastity and christens me "Ashlee," I should protest. Instead, I find myself aching for her approval, desperately seeking her praise as I explore pleasures I never knew existed.

But as the boundaries between Fletcher and Ashlee blur, I must decide: am I simply playing her game, or becoming exactly who I was always meant to be?

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/secret-satin-sissy or…

Click here to read it right now!


From Husband to Housewife: Dominated and Transformed into a Sissy
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“You're my pretty little housewife now,” Grace purrs as she slides the satin up my stocking-clad legs. “And I expect you to look and act the part.”

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

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

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

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

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

Click here to read it right now!


The Sissy Manor

If you liked this book, you'll love the first book in this super hot series about being transformed into a beautiful, sexy sissy and locked in chastity — The Sissy Manor.
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"That doesn't belong to you anymore," she said, smacking my cage dangling between my legs. "This is mine now."

"Yes, Madame," I said as I pulled up my panties, my dense petticoats settling over them, my skirt so short that they were still visible.

"Now you're my sissy maid, girl," she smirked, shoving on my shoulder. "So get on your knees and do your job.

It was supposed to be a simple summer job, a housekeeper at a country estate. I was going to be the only guy there, surrounded by pretty girls in pretty clothes. What more could anyone ask for?

But that was before I knew about the uniform, and why everyone there was dressed like a maid. It turned out that the uniform was mandatory for everyone at Belmont Manor — even for me! Panties, a tiny skirt, a massive pettioat — and a tiny chastity cage in my panties.

How else can Madame Belmont keep her girls ready and eager to please?

Because she has something special between her legs, and she insists on using it whenever and however she wants. Am I read to be her next prospect? Am I really ready to be trained and used the way she demands?

Can I really become her sissy chastity maid?

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

Click here to read it right now!


Becoming her Sissy Housewife

If you liked this book, you'll love this super hot three-part series about being transformed into a beautiful, sexy sissy housewife!
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“This is how I’ve always wanted you,” she breathed, lips brushing my ear.

I strained in my cage, body aching for her touch. To be unlocked, to be released. My dress and petticoats rustled as she circled me, fingers gliding across the satin bodice.

“Now get on your knees and serve me.”

My wife Veronica wanted things from me I never knew I could do. It started with me putting on lingerie — and in the end, transformed me into a perfect sissy housewife. Now my life is nothing but lace, silk, and the constant torment of the chastity device.

When she takes me as her bride, I fall head-over-heels into a world of femininity and denial that is as exciting as it is agonizing. When we move to Coopersville, I’m surrounded by sissies and stunning, dominant women. And when Veronica is up for a promotion, it’s up to me to make sure she gets it.

It’s the perfect sissy life, full of silken thrills and steel denial, all driven by the dominant hand of my wife — and the sissy world around me.

Collects three Becoming Her Sissy Housewife books:

	Locked and Feminized for my Wife
	Her Locked Sissy Bride
	Shared Sissy in Lace and Steel


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

Click here to read it right now!
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