
        
            
                
            
        

    
Sissy Schoolgirls: Dominated, Feminized, and Trained (September)

by Vanessa Lockridge


“Open wide, Susan,” she commands, her voice gentle but firm. “Show us what a good sissy you’ve become.”

The Lady Jane runs her finishing school with strict rules, fierce expectations, and rewards that leave me breathless. Her girls are gorgeous, confident, and eager to show me exactly what it means to be one of them.

And when I’m on my knees in front of them all, makeup smeared and heart racing, I realize I never want to leave.

All it takes is one mistake for me to be locked up. And as I discover the exquisite sensation of being filled and used while denied, one truth becomes crystal clear: I was made for this life.
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Chapter 1: Want to See Mine?

“Are you nervous?”

“A little.”

“Everything’s all laid out for you. And once you’re dressed, the Lady Jane will inspect you.”

“Can you help me?”

Marcia beams at me, all full pink lips and brilliant white teeth. I want to kiss her. I want to do more with her.

“Of course, cutie.”

The outfit is laid out on the bed like an expectation. It matches what Marcia has on: a tiny plaid skirt, pleated and trimmed with white lace along the hem. Sheer white knee-high socks with a frothy band of lace across the top. A crisp white shirt with short cap sleeves and a deep neckline, the first button so low that it looks like it would sit closer to my bellybutton than my neck. Red patent heels. Platforms, with an ankle strap. Something about them are so... slutty.

It makes my heart leap to think I would be, too.

“Oooh, look at your panties,” Marcia giggles, holding up the satin confection.

My nervousness about this whole, ridiculous, wonderful experience has meant that I’ve managed to avoid getting hard. But seeing those panties is enough, and Marcia can tell. Her smile widens into a grin as she lets me stare at them, teasing me with the rows of white lace and ruffles marching around the back and the tiny, sheer front that would completely expose how excited I am about this whole thing.

“Fit for a sissy schoolgirl,” I say weakly.

“Want to see mine?”

I don’t have the strength to admit I do. Marcia talks like a girl. She flirts like a girl. And she looks like one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen — but I know that underneath that tiny plaid skirt she has the exact same equipment that I do. That she isn’t really all that different from me. She’s just had more practice.

But she doesn’t wait for an answer before pulling back the hem of her skirt and leaving me totally speechless.

“Pink,” I finally manage, staring at her crotchless panties. She laughs like it’s the cutest thing I could have said and warmth bubbles up inside of me.

“You want to touch it?”

The warmth explodes into heat. I can’t imagine a girl of her caliber even speaking to me, much less telling me I can touch her there. Any other guy probably would turn around and run away when they saw how thick and hard she is. But it only makes it more exciting for me.

“Can I?”

She takes a step forwards and her shaft sways, draped by her skirt. The tip is pink and glistening and pointed straight at me. My body buzzes and my stomach flips over. I can’t stop staring at it. I want to touch it, alright. And when she bites her lip, it makes me want to do a lot more than that with it.

“If you let me touch yours,” she says softly.

My heart melts. I belong to her. She is close enough that I can smell her perfume, pink and bubbly and girly, just like her. I want that smell inside of me.

“But not yet.”

I try not to groan in pain.

“Not until you’re dressed first, cutie!”

I waste no time ripping off my street clothes, tossing them into a corner and vowing to never touch them again, so long as Marcia is there. I feel her eyes on my body and know she doesn’t see me as a boy anymore. She sees me as a girl just like her, and for the first time, I don’t feel awkward or ashamed of what I look like.

“Panties first?” I ask.

She flings them to me with a smile and when I catch them, I expand my vow: it doesn’t matter if Marcia is there or the Lady Jane or anyone else. I’ve wasted my entire life not putting on satin panties every day, but no longer. They feel exactly how I imagine: soft and slippery and cool. The lace and bows are achingly gorgeous.

They feel even better when I slip them on. My throbbing cock is swallowed up by feminine sweetness, the little bulge at the front disappearing into white ruffles. A shiver runs through me. I try to resist the urge to touch myself through them and fail, utterly, much to Marcia’s delight.

“Is this your first time?”

“Yes,” I breathe, running my fingers up and down the front and letting the electric pleasure explode through me.

“Let’s make it memorable,” she says.

Her lips taste like strawberries. I let myself melt into her as her fingers join mine on the front of the satin, give me a few strokes, then push mine away entirely. I don’t resist — best to let an expert do her work. And she is an expert. As she pulls me into a soft, warm embrace, she finds the most sensitive spots of my throbbing shaft and slides the satin over them, her tongue slipping into my mouth, her heat against mine, my world melting into girlish pleasure. Her fingers drag up my neck and knot themselves into my hair.

I reach behind her and grab her tight ass, pulling her against me, my stomach somersaulting as I feel her thick cock bump into my satin-covered hips. She starts grinding immediately, sliding herself against me, and then moves her hand away entirely until it’s just her shaft rubbing against mine. The only thing separating us is that thin layer of satin. Our cocks vanish beneath ruffles and lace as she kisses me.

But they’re not really cocks, are they?

“Your clit feels amazing,” I whisper when she finally lets me pull away from her. I can tell it takes her effort, too. “It’s so big.”

“I like how sweet yours is,” she says, and when she kisses me again, I take it as a compliment and not an insult. A sweet little clitty.

Perfect for panties.


Chapter 2: Acceptable

“It’s rather rare for me to say this,” the Lady Jane drawls as she inspects me. “But I am impressed, especially with our newcomer. You did an excellent job, Marcia.”

I’m standing in front of the assembled class of her sissies, each dressed in variations on the same slutty schoolgirl outfit. Plaid skirts, so short that what’s underneath is clearly visible. The girls who are hard are dripping; those who were allowed panties have wet spots at the front. One girl has something steel wrapped around her tiny shaft that I can’t stop staring at.

“Thank you, Lady,” Marcia says, giving a curtsey that reveals her throbbing shaft.

“You take to it quite naturally, Susan,” the Lady Jane continues, looking at me. “But looking pretty isn’t enough. It’s time for school, girls. I hope you’ll help me educate our new charge.”

Feelings roll through me like thunder. My new name, the causal mention of how pretty I look. Marcia had been so careful when she put the make-up on me, murmuring about how stunning I was going to be when she was done. When she finally let me look I agreed with her. But it was different to hear it, especially from a woman like the Lady Jane.

“May I be the first, Lady?” Marcia asked.

“Something tells me you already did with her,” the Lady Jane says with a smirk. “Time for someone else to have their turn. May?”

May gasps and squeezes her hands against her cheeks. “Yes please, Lady! Thank you!”

Marcia looks crestfallen, and even the icy Lady Jane can’t ignore a face that sad. “Don’t worry, Marcia. I think we’ll save you for the end.”

And we all know what that means.

“What do you want to do with her, May?”

“Everything,” she whispers. Her dark eyes are fixed on mine. She’s gorgeous. Slim. Long legs, tiny breasts barely contained in a shirt two sizes too small. “I want everything.”

The Lady Jane sighs dramatically and rolls her eyes. “Start slow. Show her how to please you. Hands only for now.”

May struts to the front of the room next to me, her black platforms clacking on the floor with every step, her thick clit making a visible tent in her skirt that sways from side to side. She wastes no time showing me what’s underneath. “Have you ever touched one of these before?”

“No,” I admit. Mine is rock-hard beneath my own tiny plaid skirt. I feel achingly, wonderfully vulnerable and exposed like this. It’s not the frothy maid’s dress of my dreams — but somehow it’s better. I don’t just feel sexy. I feel slutty. “But I’d love to start with yours.”

The girls giggle. The Lady Jane simply smiles and waves her fingers. Go ahead, the gesture says. Make May cum for us.

“Kiss her, first.”

I’m still getting used to the idea of being kissed by girls. And May isn’t as good as Marcia — she kisses too hard, almost desperately, pushing me around — but there’s something sweet and soft about her when she lets go, a hint of innocence and vulnerability that makes me melt against her. She pulls away breathless and looks into my eyes again.

“Don’t make me wait anymore, Susan!”

She snatches my hand and pulls it between her legs. Her cock is hot and it makes me gasp, much to the delight of my gathered audience. It throbs in my palm, warm and hard, pulsing gently with her heartbeat. Almost automatically, like she can’t control herself, May starts thrusting in and out of it, skirt swaying, rocking in her heels. It’d be a strange sight if it didn’t feel so right: a stunning girl in her knee-high socks and white button-up shirt, thick shaft sticking out of her tiny skirt. We must look like quite a pair in our matching outfits.

It gets me excited just thinking about it.

“Don’t just stand there,” she says. “I haven’t had an orgasm since yesterday!”

I’ve never touched a cock before — or a clit as big as this one. But it feels good in my hand. Natural. And I love the way May’s face changes when I do start to stroke it: eyes rolling back in pleasure, lips parting, soft sounds escaping her throat. It doesn’t take long until she’s thrusting against me. I wrap my hand tighter around her and she gasps in pleasure.

“Oh, fuck,” she moans. It makes me even harder, clit buried in white satin.

Her mouth is barely open, red lips framing white teeth, eyes half-lidded as she stares into mine. She’s beautiful and she’s rock hard in my hand. I open my mouth and lean forwards to kiss her and when she twitches in my hand, I know it’s because she thinks I’m beautiful, too. Two girls, pleasuring each other the way only girls can.

“I’m going to cum,” she whines. “Please, Lady Jane, please let me cum!”

“On your knees, Susan.”

It’s so natural that I don’t hesitate at all, falling down onto them on the smooth wooden floor. I want to make a big one. I pump her clit and it responds into my grip, twitching and throbbing, her package bouncing, her entire body bent towards her climax. Her breathing is fast and desperate. My heart is a snare drum in my chest, skin buzzing with anticipation and nerves. I’m going to maker her cum.

And she’s going to cum on me.

She erupts with a squeal, shooting thick ropes of sticky cum out towards me. Some lands on my chin and cheek but most splatters across my shirt. I can’t believe how hot it is to make her cum like this. I am relentless with my strokes, pumping as much cum out of her as I can. “Cum for me, May,” I breathe. “I want it all. You’re so gorgeous.”

All she can do is let out a moan, gasping noise until she’s run dry and the sensation is so overpowering she has to stagger backwards to get away from me.

“Acceptable,” the Lady Jane says. “But next time, do a better job aiming for your face.”

“Yes, Lady,” I say, biting my lip as I imagine what I’ll look like, make-up smeared with cum.

“Although I suppose it won’t matter for what’s next.”


Chapter 3: Swallow Every Drop

“Don’t get up,” the Lady Jane says testily. Then she points at the floor in front of me. “April.”

The girl minces over. Her skirt is borderline sheer, just see-through enough to give a tantalizing look at the tiny bikini panties she’s wearing underneath. They’re tied at the sides and trimmed with fluffy lace, but unlike my little clit, hers is throbbing out over the top, a shadow beneath pink plaid. When she reaches me, I can see the wet spot forming on it.

“What are you waiting for?” the Lady Jane says when we both pause for too long. “I want April to finish inside two minutes, or there will be consequences.”

The threat seems to work — although what they could be, I have no idea. April beams at me and takes a step forwards, hands on her hips, biting her pink-gloss lips. “Open up, sweetie.”

It makes my insides roil. This is the real deal — not just kisses, not just touches. I part my lips hesitantly, my knees aching against the hard wooden floor. My heart is racing like I’ve just run a mile. April moves closer until her smooth thighs are right in front of my face, her plaid skirt tenting with her arousal.

“You’ve never done this before, have you?” she asks, her voice suddenly softer, almost tender. “Just relax. It’s going to feel so good.”

Her fingers thread through my hair, guiding my face towards her panties. I can smell her — a heady mix of perfume and something muskier, more primal. My mouth waters involuntarily. When she pulls her waistband down, her cock springs free, and I’m shocked at how pretty it looks. It’s pink and smooth, perfectly shaped, not intimidating at all.

“Kiss it,” April instructs. “Like you kissed May earlier.”

I lean forward, my lips pressing against the silky head. It’s warm and pulses slightly against my mouth. April lets out a tiny gasp, and hearing her pleasure emboldens me. I part my lips further, letting the tip slip into my mouth.

“That’s it, baby,” April coos. “Use your tongue. Make it nice and wet.”

I follow her directions, swirling my tongue around her tip, tasting the salty pre-cum that’s already leaking out. It’s not unpleasant at all — slightly sweet, even. The Lady Jane watches with an appraising eye, checking her watch with a theatrical flourish.

“Time’s ticking,” she announces. “Susan better not disappoint me.”

The pressure makes my stomach twist. I take April deeper, sliding my lips down her shaft as far as I can go. She moans loudly, her hips bucking forward. I gag slightly and pull back.

“Sorry,” I whisper, feeling my cheeks flush hot with embarrassment.

“It’s okay,” April says, stroking my hair. “Take your time. Just use your hands for what you can’t fit.”

I reach up with trembling fingers, wrapping them around the base of her shaft while I focus on sucking the tip. April’s breathing gets heavier, her moans encouraging me.

“One minute gone,” the Lady Jane announces. Her voice sounds different - tighter somehow. When I glance up, I catch her shifting in her seat, crossing and uncrossing her legs. There’s a flush spreading across her chest that wasn’t there before.

I redouble my efforts, bobbing my head faster, my hand stroking in rhythm with my mouth. April’s fingers tighten in my hair.

“Oh fuck, that’s it,” she gasps. “Right there, don’t stop!”

The Lady Jane’s watch beeps. “Two minutes,” she announces, but April is nowhere near finishing. A chill runs down my spine as I realize I’ve failed the test.

I look up at the Lady Jane, still sucking April’s cock, my eyes wide with worry. To my surprise, she doesn’t look angry. Instead, her eyes are dark with something else entirely, her lips slightly parted, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

“Don’t stop,” she commands, her voice husky. “A good sissy finishes what she started.”

It makes my clit throb harder in my panties.

I return my focus to April, determined to make her cum as quickly as possible now. I take her deeper, ignoring my gag reflex, using my tongue to massage the underside of her shaft where I’ve noticed she’s most sensitive.

“Cup her balls,” Jane instructs, her voice tight. “Gentle but firm.”

I cradle April’s package in my palm, surprised at how soft and warm it feels. The combination of my mouth, hand, and gentle fondling seems to push her over the edge.

“I’m going to cum!” April cries out, her hips jerking forward.

“Swallow every drop,” the Lady Jane orders. “Don’t waste a single bit.”

April’s cock pulses against my tongue as the first jet of hot cum hits the back of my throat. It’s saltier and thicker than I expected, but I swallow instinctively, trying to keep up with the spurts that follow. Some escapes, dribbling down my chin, but I quickly lick it up, determined not to disappoint Jane further.

“Four minutes, seventeen seconds,” the Lady Jane announces as April’s trembling subsides. “More than double what I asked.”

I pull back, wiping my mouth, fear and excitement battling in my stomach. “I’m sorry, Lady Jane. I tried —”

“Did I say you could speak?” she cuts me off, rising from her seat. Her eyes are burning with intensity as she approaches. “You failed a direct instruction, Susan.”

“It was my fault,” April interjects, still breathless. “I held back because it felt so good.”

The Lady Jane’s lips curve into a smile that sends shivers down my spine. “How noble of you to defend her, April. But rules are rules.” She cups my chin, forcing me to meet her gaze. “Such disobedience requires... special attention.”

My clit throbs almost painfully in response to her words, a reaction she clearly notices as her gaze flickers downward.

“I see someone’s excited by the prospect of punishment,” she purrs. “Good. That will make what comes next so much more... effective.”

“What... what are you going to do?” I whisper, unable to help myself.

The Lady Jane’s smile widens. “Oh, Susan. You’ll find out soon enough. But first, I think Janelle has something special to show you.” She turns to the girl standing nearby. “Don’t you, Janelle?”

Janelle steps forward with a wicked grin, holding what looks like a large, intimidating dildo. “Oh yes, Lady Jane. I’ve been dying to demonstrate.”

My eyes widen as I look between the toy and the Lady Jane’s satisfied expression. Despite my fear, I can feel my panties growing wetter by the second.

“But your punishment,” the Lady Jane says, leaning close enough that I can feel her breath on my ear, “will have to wait for later. Sometimes anticipation is the sweetest torture of all.”


Chapter 4: Open Up Like a Good Girl

“Breathe, Susan. Breathe.”

Janelle’s voice is soft in my ear as she kneels behind me, one arm wrapped around my waist. I’m on all fours on the plush white rug, still dressed in my schoolgirl outfit, though my panties have been pulled down to my knees. The other girls sit in a semicircle, watching with various expressions of excitement and encouragement. The Lady Jane observes from her armchair, legs crossed, a smirk playing on her red lips.

“I don’t know if I can,” I whisper, eyeing the silicone shaft. It’s intimidatingly large, curved slightly with ridges along the shaft. “It’s so big.”

“You’ll stretch,” May says matter-of-factly, leaning forward to smooth my hair back from my forehead. “We all did our first time.”

“It’s going to feel amazing,” April adds, still looking flushed and satisfied from earlier. “Better than anything you’ve ever felt.”

I want to believe them, but anxiety tightens in my stomach, competing with the arousal that’s making my exposed clit throb between my legs. This feels like a point of no return. Once I let them put that inside me, I can’t go back to pretending I’m just a regular guy who sometimes likes to wear panties. This makes it real. This makes me a sissy — a girl — in a way nothing else has.

“Are you ready, sweet Susan?” Janelle asks, her breath warm against my neck.

“I want to be,” I say truthfully. “I want to be a good girl for all of you.”

“Oh, baby, you already are,” Marcia coos. She’s been quiet until now, watching from her position beside the Lady Jane. Our eyes meet, and I see something soft in her gaze that wasn’t there before. “This just lets you feel it.”

Katherine brings the dildo over, handling it almost reverently. “Who wants to do the honors?” she asks.

“I think Janelle should,” the Lady Jane says. “She seems to have established quite a connection with our new sissy.”

Janelle takes the toy with a smile, giving me a reassuring squeeze with her other arm. “We’ll go slow. I promise.”

As she shifts behind me, April moves to sit cross-legged in front of me. She takes my face in her hands. “Look at me,” she says. “Just focus on me.”

Her thumbs stroke my cheeks as Janelle’s fingers trace circles around my hole, spreading the cool lubricant. It feels strange but not unpleasant, sending little shivers up my spine. When her finger slips inside, I gasp against April’s palms.

“That’s it,” Janelle coos. “Just relax for me. Open up like a good girl.”

April leans forward and kisses me, her tongue sliding between my lips as Janelle works a second finger inside me. The dual sensations make my head swim — April’s sweet kiss contrasting with the stretching fullness between my legs. My clit leaks pre-cum, dripping onto the rug below.

“She’s ready,” Janelle announces, withdrawing her fingers. “Hold her hands, someone.”

Katherine and May each take one of my hands, squeezing gently. The Lady Jane leans forward in her seat, her eyes dark with interest.

“Remember,” she says, “a good sissy takes what she’s given with grace and gratitude.”

I feel the blunt head of the dildo pressing against my entrance, cool and slick with lubricant. My whole body tenses reflexively.

“Relax,” Janelle whispers. “Just take it the way your body wants to.”

There’s a moment of resistance, a burning stretch that makes me whimper against April’s lips — and then suddenly the head pops inside, sending a shock of sensation through my body.

“Oh fuck,” I gasp, pulling away from April’s kiss. “Oh, oh!”

“Good girl,” Janelle praises, holding still to let me adjust. “The hardest part is over. How does it feel?”

“Full,” I manage, my voice shaking. “So full.”

“Isn’t it amazing?” Katherine giggles.

Janelle begins to ease the toy deeper. The initial burning has subsided, replaced by an intense pressure that melts into pleasure. April kisses me again, deeper this time, swallowing my little moans and whimpers.

“Almost halfway,” Janelle announces, and the other girls murmur encouragement.

Then the dildo shifts, the curved tip hitting something inside me that sends an electric jolt of pleasure so intense that I cry out, jerking forward.

“There it is,” the Lady Jane says with satisfaction. “Her sissy spot.”

“W-what was that?” I stammer, trembling all over.

“That,” May says with a grin, “is how sissies really cum. Not from their clitties, but from inside.”

Janelle pulls the toy back slightly, then pushes it against that spot again. Another wave of pleasure washes over me, stronger than the first. My arms shake, threatening to give out beneath me.

“Please,” I whimper, not even sure what I’m begging for.

“‘Please,’ what, Susan?” the Lady Jane asks, her voice silky.

“Please more,” I manage, pushing back against the dildo. “Please don’t stop.”

Janelle establishes a gentle rhythm, pulling the toy almost all the way out before sliding it back in, hitting that magical spot each time. April continues to kiss me, swallowing my increasingly desperate sounds. The initial discomfort has completely disappeared, replaced by waves of pleasure more intense than anything I’ve experienced before.

My clit is rock hard, dripping constantly now, but I don’t even want to touch it. The sensation from inside is so overwhelming, so all-consuming that nothing else seems to matter. I understand now why May doesn’t mind being caged — this pleasure is on another level entirely.

“Look at our pretty Susan,” Katherine coos. “Taking it so well. Such a natural.”

“Born to be fucked,” the Lady Jane says approvingly. “Aren’t you, Susan?”

“Yes,” I gasp between kisses. “Yes, Lady Jane.”

Janelle speeds up her thrusts, angling the toy to hit my spot with each pass. The pleasure builds and builds, my entire body tensing as something inside me coils tighter and tighter. I’m making sounds I’ve never made before — high, feminine moans and whimpers that don’t sound like me at all.

“She’s going to cum,” May announces excitedly.

“From just the dildo,” Marcia adds, sounding impressed.

“Should we let her?” Janelle asks, slowing her movements slightly.

The Lady Jane considers this, tapping her chin thoughtfully. “I think she’s earned it,” she decides. “This time.”

Janelle immediately resumes her pace, thrusting the toy firmly against my spot. April kisses down my neck, whispering encouragement. “Cum for us, Susan. Show us what a good sissy you are.”

The pleasure crests, breaking over me in waves so intense that my vision blurs. I scream, a high, feminine sound that seems to come from somewhere else entirely. My clit spurts untouched, shooting ropes of cum onto the rug below as my entire body convulses. It goes on and on, longer than any orgasm I’ve ever had, each thrust of the dildo prolonging the ecstasy until I’m sobbing with the intensity of it.

When it finally subsides, I collapse onto the rug, trembling and gasping. Janelle gently withdraws the toy, and someone — I think it’s Katherine — strokes my hair soothingly.

“Such a good girl,” she murmurs. “Our beautiful Susan.”

Through half-lidded eyes, I look up to find the Lady Jane standing over me, a pleased expression on her face.

“Well done,” she says. “You’ve taken your first step into a larger world, Susan. There’s no going back now.”

Katherine steps forward, her hard clit clearly visible beneath her pleated skirt. “My turn,” she says with a wicked grin.

“And this time,” the Lady Jane adds, “we’ll see how well you can multitask.”


Chapter 5: Such a Pretty Mouth to Use

I barely have time to recover before the girls are rearranging me. My body feels boneless, still trembling with aftershocks from the most intense orgasm of my life. Janelle and Katherine gently guide me to lean against the plush ottoman, my legs splayed out in front of me, skirt bunched around my waist.

“Give her a minute,” May suggests, handing me a glass of water. “First sissy orgasms can be overwhelming.”

I drink gratefully, the cool liquid soothing my throat raw from screaming. Katherine kneels beside me, her blue eyes sparkling with excitement. She’s tucked her skirt up into her waistband, revealing lacy white panties with her hard clit straining against the delicate fabric. The sight makes my mouth water, even in my exhausted state.

“You did so well with the toy,” she praises, smoothing my hair back from my forehead. “You’re a natural sissy.”

“A natural slut, you mean,” April giggles from across the room. The other girls laugh with her.

“Are you ready for more, Susan?” the Lady Jane asks, her voice deceptively casual. “Or is one orgasm enough for today?”

The implication is clear — I can stop now, but it would disappoint everyone. And strangely, that’s the last thing I want to do. Despite my body’s exhaustion, I feel an insatiable need for more: more pleasure, more approval, more of this intoxicating feeling of belonging.

“I want more,” I say, my voice steadier than I expected. “I need more.”

Katherine’s smile widens. She leans in, her lips brushing against mine. “Good girl,” she whispers before capturing my mouth in a deep kiss.

Her lips are impossibly soft, tasting faintly of cherry lip gloss. I melt into the kiss, my arms instinctively wrapping around her neck. She pushes me gently back against the ottoman, her body pressed against mine, her clit a hard presence against my thigh.

“Janelle,” the Lady Jane says, “why don’t you continue Susan’s education while Katherine occupies her mouth?”

Janelle appears beside us, the dildo freshly cleaned and lubricated. “With pleasure,” she purrs, positioning herself between my legs.

Katherine’s kisses grow more insistent, her tongue exploring my mouth as Janelle’s fingers trace circles around my still-sensitive hole. Despite having just cum, my body responds eagerly, my clit hardening again as Janelle slips a finger inside me.

“Still nice and open,” Janelle comments. “Ready for more, Susan?”

I can only nod against Katherine’s lips, gasping when Janelle slides the dildo back inside me in one smooth motion. The fullness returns immediately, but without the initial discomfort from before. My body remembers now, welcomes it.

“Look how wet she is,” Janelle marvels, her free hand wrapping around my clit. “Getting fucked really turns you on, doesn’t it, Susan?”

“Yes,” I gasp as Katherine kisses down my neck. “God, yes.”

Janelle begins to pump the dildo slowly, her other hand stroking my clit in rhythm. The dual sensations are overwhelming, pleasure building rapidly despite my recent orgasm. Katherine’s mouth finds my ear, her breath hot against my skin.

“I want to feel your pretty lips around my clitty,” she whispers. “Will you suck me like you did April?”

I nod eagerly, and Katherine shifts position, kneeling up beside my head. She pulls her panties down just enough to free her clit — it’s longer than April’s, curving elegantly upward, the tip glistening with pre-cum. She traces it across my lips, leaving a trail of wetness.

“Open wide for me, Susan,” she commands softly.

I part my lips, and she slides inside, the weight of her warm clit on my tongue making me moan. The position is different from earlier — with her kneeling over me, she has more control, setting the pace as she gently rocks her hips.

“Good girl,” she praises. “Use your tongue... ooh, yes, just like that.”

Meanwhile, Janelle has found my sissy spot again, the dildo pressing against it with each thrust. Her hand on my clit alternates between firm strokes and feather-light touches that keep me teetering on the edge. When she feels me getting too close, she slows down or stops entirely, drawing frustrated whimpers from my occupied mouth.

“We don’t want her cumming too soon,” the Lady Jane comments from somewhere nearby. “Edging makes everything so much better.”

Janelle laughs. “She’s so responsive. Just a few strokes and she’s ready to burst.”

Through half-closed eyes, I can see the other girls watching avidly. May has her hand between her legs, rubbing herself through her skirt. April and Marcia are kissing, their hands wandering beneath each other’s clothing. The room has become a tableau of feminine pleasure, with me at the center.

Katherine’s movements grow more insistent, her clit pushing deeper into my mouth. “Such a good cocksucker,” she moans. “You were born for this, weren’t you, Susan?”

I can only moan in response, my world narrowed to the fullness in my mouth and ass, the teasing touches on my aching clit, and the overwhelming need to please these beautiful girls who have accepted me as one of their own.

“I think she loves it,” Janelle observes, twisting the dildo to hit my spot from a new angle. My back arches involuntarily, a muffled cry escaping around Katherine’s clit.

“She does,” Katherine agrees. “Look at her face. Pure sissy bliss.”

And it’s true — I’ve never felt more complete, more myself than I do right now, servicing Katherine while Janelle pleasures me. The lingering embarrassment has transmuted into something else entirely — a delicious humiliation that only heightens my arousal. I’m a sissy. A slut. A cocksucker. And I’ve never been happier.

“I’m getting close,” Katherine warns, her thrusts becoming more erratic. “Susan, I’m going to cum in your pretty mouth. You’re going to swallow every drop like a good girl, understand? I know you can do it.”

I nod as best I can. Janelle times her thrusts with Katherine’s, the dildo hammering my spot as Katherine fucks my mouth. The dual rhythm is intoxicating, making me feel completely owned and used in the most wonderful way.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” Katherine gasps, her thighs tensing on either side of my head.

Her clit pulses against my tongue as the first jet of hot cum fills my mouth. I swallow eagerly, the taste sweeter than April’s had been, like vanilla with a hint of salt. She continues to thrust gently through her orgasm, feeding me every drop as her body shudders above me.

“Good girl,” she praises, stroking my hair as I lick her clean. “Such a perfect little cocksucker.”

Janelle has slowed the dildo’s movements but continues to tease my clit with light touches that keep me desperately on edge. I whimper, pushing my hips up seeking more pressure, but she withdraws her hand entirely.

“Patience,” she admonishes with a smirk. “Good sissies wait their turn.”

To my surprise, Katherine doesn’t move away after her orgasm. Instead, she shifts slightly, her still-hard clit resting against my lips. “Ready for more?” she asks.

“Already?” I ask, astonished.

The girls laugh. “Sissies recover quickly,” April explains. “Especially when they have such a pretty mouth to use.”

This time she sets a slower pace, savoring the sensation as I worship her with my tongue. Janelle mirrors her rhythm with the dildo, the slower strokes somehow more intense than the fast ones. She occasionally gives my clit a few quick strokes before pulling away again, building my arousal to an almost painful level.

“Please,” I beg when Katherine momentarily withdraws to adjust her position. “Please let me cum.”

“Not yet,” the Lady Jane says firmly. “A good sissy earns her pleasure by giving pleasure first.”

“And you haven’t finished with me,” Katherine adds, sliding back into my waiting mouth.

The teasing continues, Janelle’s expert manipulation keeping me perpetually on the edge of orgasm without allowing me to tip over. My body is on fire, every nerve ending screaming for release, but there’s also a strange pleasure in the denial itself. Being kept desperate and wanting makes me focus entirely on pleasuring Katherine, on being the perfect sissy receptacle for her desire.

“She’s twitching so much,” Janelle reports, her fingers dancing lightly over my straining clit. “I can barely touch her without setting her off.”

“Then don’t,” the Lady Jane instructs. “Focus on her hole. That’s what sissies are really for, anyway.”

Janelle removes her hand from my clit entirely, focusing instead on thrusting the dildo against my spot. The pleasure is intense but different — deeper, more consuming, but without the sharp urgency of direct clitty stimulation. I moan around Katherine’s clit, my eyes rolling back as waves of sensation wash through me.

“I think she likes that better anyway,” Katherine observes, her voice breathless as she approaches her second climax. “Look at her face. Pure bliss.”

My world has narrowed to the pleasure radiating from my core and the silky hardness filling my mouth. I’ve never felt more feminine, more sissy, than in this moment — taking my pleasure from being filled and used rather than from my clit. It feels right in a way I can’t articulate.

“I’m close again,” Katherine announces, her thrusts becoming more insistent. “You’re so good at this, Susan. Such a perfect little cocksucker.”

Her praise sends a thrill through me, and I redouble my efforts, swirling my tongue around her tip the way I’ve learned she likes. She rewards me with increasingly desperate moans, her hands tangling in my hair as she holds my head in place.

“That’s it,” she gasps. “Right there, don’t stop!”

With a high, feminine cry, she erupts in my mouth again, her release even more copious than before. I swallow greedily, my throat working to capture every drop as she shudders above me. Something about this — about being used as a receptacle for her pleasure — feels profoundly right. I was made for this.

As she slowly withdraws, panting and spent, I lick my lips, savoring the lingering taste of her. She collapses beside me, her face flushed with satisfaction.

“How was that?” she asks, stroking my cheek.

“Amazing,” I whisper honestly. “I loved it.”

“You’re a natural,” Janelle agrees, the dildo still moving slowly inside me. “I’ve never seen anyone take to this so quickly.”

Pride blooms in my chest at their praise. I’ve pleased them. I’ve been a good sissy.

“I think it’s time for the next phase of Susan’s education,” the Lady Jane announces, rising from her chair. “Janelle, you can stop now.”

Janelle carefully withdraws the dildo, leaving me feeling strangely empty. My clit is still painfully hard, pre-cum pooling on my stomach, but I’ve somehow reached a state where the denial itself has become pleasurable. I understand now why May doesn’t seem to mind her cage — there’s a certain peace in surrendering control of your pleasure to someone else.

The Lady Jane approaches, something metallic glinting in her hand. “You’ve done very well today, Susan,” she says. “But I think you need a little help with your... self-control.”

I look down at what she’s holding and feel a mixture of fear and inexplicable excitement course through me. It’s a chastity cage — small, pink, and delicate-looking, with a tiny lock dangling from it.

“This,” she says with a smile that makes my clit throb one last time, “is going to help you become the perfect sissy.”


Chapter 6: Punished

“W-what?” I stammer, staring at the pink chastity device in the Lady Jane’s hand.

“Don’t sound so surprised, darling,” she says, her voice silky smooth. “You knew there would be consequences for failing my little test with April.”

“But I’ve been good,” I protest weakly, my voice catching. “I did everything you asked!”

“And you did it beautifully,” the Lady Jane agrees, kneeling down beside me. “But rules are rules, Susan. How will you ever learn to be a proper sissy if there are no consequences?”

Her touch is clinical yet somehow sensual as she examines me, wrapping her fingers around my shaft and lifting it to inspect underneath. “Perfect size for our smallest cage,” she comments, as if discussing the weather. “You’ll fit nicely.”

“It will hurt,” I whisper, staring at the tiny cage.

“Only if you get hard, sweetie. It’s a nice reminder.” May giggles. “I like it.”

“A real sissy,” she continues, “doesn’t need her clitty to feel pleasure. She finds her bliss in serving others, in being filled and used.” She holds up the cage. “This just helps you focus on what’s important.”

My clit throbs in response, a betrayal that doesn’t go unnoticed by the Lady Jane.

“See? Even your body knows what it needs.”

With surprising gentleness, she slips the base ring around my package, then carefully encloses my clit in the pink cage. It’s snug but not painful, the plastic cool against my skin. The tiny lock clicks shut with a finality that makes my stomach flip.

“Perfect,” the Lady Jane pronounces, sitting back to admire her work. “Like it was made for you.”

“How does it feel?” Katherine asks, her voice gentle.

“I don’t know,” I answer honestly. “Weird. But also...” I trail off, unable to articulate the complicated emotions swirling through me.

“Like it belongs there?” May suggests with a knowing smile.

I nod mutely, unable to deny it.

“The punishment isn’t complete yet,” the Lady Jane announces, reaching into a drawer. She withdraws a small pink vibrator, sleek and elegant. “This is the second part.”

“What are you going to do with that?” I ask nervously.

Her smile is predatory. “Not me, darling. You.” She presses the vibrator into my hand. “I want you to make yourself desperate while we watch.”

My eyes widen. “But I can’t... I mean, with the cage...”

“Exactly,” she purrs. “You’ll tease yourself through the cage until you’re absolutely desperate to cum, but of course, you won’t be able to. A perfect lesson in the frustration and submission that comes with being a proper sissy.”

The humiliation burns through me, but it’s accompanied by the fierce heat of arousal. The idea of pleasuring myself in front of these beautiful girls, of being denied while they watch, is awful.

And thrilling.

“Go on,” the Lady Jane encourages, settling back into her chair. “Show us how much you want to cum.”

With trembling fingers, I switch on the vibrator. It hums to life, the sound suddenly very loud in the quiet room. I hesitate, then press it against the front of the cage.

The sensation is immediate and overwhelming. Despite the barrier of the plastic, the vibrations travel through to my imprisoned clit, sending waves of pleasure radiating through my body. I gasp, my hips involuntarily jerking upward.

“That’s it,” the Lady Jane encourages. “Feel how different it is now? How much more... girly?”

She’s right — the pleasure is different. Instead of being concentrated at the tip, it spreads throughout my body, softer but somehow more pervasive.

The other girls begin to arrange themselves around the room. Katherine and April curl up together on a loveseat, their hands already wandering beneath each other’s skirts. May reclines on the carpet, legs spread shamelessly as she teases herself through her panties, biting her lip. Janelle kneels at Lady Jane’s feet, like the proper pet she is.

Only Marcia remains standing, watching me with an intensity that makes my skin tingle. There’s something in her gaze I can’t quite decipher — hunger, certainly, but something else too. Something almost like tenderness.

“Don’t just hold it in one place,” the Lady Jane instructs. “Explore. Find out what feels good now that you’re properly locked up like a good sissy.”

I obey, moving the vibrator around the cage. Each new placement brings a different sensation, none quite enough to push me toward climax but all intensely pleasurable in their frustration.

The buzz of the vibrator is punctuated by the soft moans of the girls around me as they pleasure themselves. The knowledge that I’m the center of their attention, that my humiliation is their entertainment, should horrify me. Instead, it makes me press the vibrator more firmly against the cage.

“Look at her squirm,” April giggles to Katherine. “Remember when it was your first time locked up?”

“I cried,” Katherine admits with a laugh. “But then I found out how good it feels to cum from being fucked instead.”

I’m no longer just a person to them — I’m a sissy, a plaything, an object of amusement and desire.

And I love it.

“I want to see you desperate,” the Lady Jane says.

I increase the pressure, angling the vibrator to hit the most sensitive part of my caged clit. The pleasure intensifies, coiling tight in my belly, but there’s nowhere for it to go. My clit strains against its plastic prison, the feeling both painful and exquisite.

“Please,” I whimper, the word escaping before I can stop it.

“Please what?” the Lady Jane asks, though we both know what I’m begging for.

“Please, I need to cum,” I admit, shame and desire battling in my voice.

She laughs softly. “Of course you do. But you can’t, can you? Not while you’re locked up like a proper sissy.”

“Not from her clitty, anyway,” May adds with a wicked smile.

The implication hangs in the air, making my empty hole clench involuntarily.

“Higher setting,” the Lady Jane commands. “Show us how much you need it. Show us what a desperate little slut you’ve become.”

The room has become a symphony of blissful sounds — the hum of my vibrator, the soft moans and gasps of the girls as they pleasure themselves, the rustle of fabric as bodies shift and writhe.

“It feels so good,” I moan, beyond embarrassment now. “But I can’t... I can’t...”

“You can’t cum,” the Lady Jane finishes for me. “And you won’t, not until I decide you’ve earned it. And not from your clitty.”

“She’s dripping,” April observes.

“I can’t take it anymore,” I moan, though I make no move to stop the vibrator. “Please, Lady Jane, please!”

She leans forward, her eyes gleaming. “Please what, Susan? Tell me exactly what you want.”

The words tumble out, shameful and true: “Please fuck me. Please let me cum like a sissy should. I don’t need my clitty, I just need to be filled.”

The Lady Jane’s smile is triumphant.

“And there it is,” she says softly. “The moment a sissy truly accepts her nature.” She rises from her chair, crossing to where I lay trembling on the floor. With gentle but firm hands, she takes the vibrator from my grasp. “I think you’ve learned your lesson for now.”

I lie there, panting and desperate, my body humming with unsatisfied need. The cage feels like a part of me now, a physical manifestation of my new identity. I should be horrified, should be begging her to unlock me, to let me go back to being who I was before.

Instead, I find myself asking, “How long will I be locked up?”

The Lady Jane’s laugh is melodious. “Oh, Susan. That depends entirely on how good a sissy you prove to be.”


Chapter 7: Like a Real Sissy

Marcia’s grip on my hand is firm as she leads me to the center of the room. The other girls rearrange themselves into a loose circle around us, their expressions hungry and expectant. I’m acutely aware of my appearance — disheveled uniform, smeared makeup, hair a mess from Katherine’s grip, covered in cum, and my newly caged clit on full display between my legs.

“On your back,” Marcia instructs, her voice soft but leaving no room for argument.

I comply, lowering myself to the plush carpet. My plaid skirt fans out around my hips, the white satin stained and wet.

Marcia looms above me like a goddess, and I’m her willing sacrifice. She hooks her fingers into the waistband of my panties and with one swift motion, yanks them completely off, tossing them aside. Then she takes hold of my ankles, pushing my legs back until my knees nearly touch my shoulders.

“Still nice and open from Janelle’s toy,” she observes, running a finger around my exposed hole. It’s sensitive from the earlier penetration, making me shiver at her touch. “But I think you need something more substantial now, don’t you, Susan?”

“Yes,” I breathe.

“Tell me what you want, Susan,” she moans.

I swallow, suddenly shy despite everything we’ve done today. The words feel too real, too honest to say aloud.

“Say it,” she insists, gripping my chin and forcing me to look directly at her. “I want to hear you beg for it.”

Something in her tone breaks through my hesitation. “Please,” I whisper, then louder, “Please fuck me, Marcia. I need it.”

She smiles, satisfied. “Good girl.”

Without further preamble, she positions herself at my entrance and pushes forward. The pressure is intense, more than I expected despite my earlier preparation. I gasp as the head breaches me, my body instinctively trying to pull away.

Marcia’s hands clamp down on my hips, holding me firmly in place. “Don’t you dare,” she warns. “Take it like the sissy you are.”

Her words send a shiver of excitement through me, and I force myself to relax, to accept her invasion. She pushes deeper, inch by inch, filling me more completely than Janelle’s toy had. The stretch burns slightly, but beneath that discomfort is a growing pleasure that makes my caged clit twitch uselessly.

“That’s it,” she croons, finally seated fully inside me. “Good girl, taking all of me.”

She pauses, letting me adjust to her size, her hands roaming my body possessively. One slides up to my throat, applying just enough pressure to make my pulse quicken but not enough to restrict my breathing. The other grips my wrist, pinning it to the floor beside my head. I’m completely at her mercy, and we both know it.

“Do you feel that?” she asks, giving a small thrust that makes me gasp. “Feel how perfectly you take me? This is what you were made for, Susan.”

She begins to move in earnest then, establishing a rhythm that’s neither gentle nor particularly rough — deliberate, controlled, each thrust calculated for maximum effect. She watches my face intently, adjusting her angle until she finds my spot, the one that makes my vision blur and my back arch.

“Look at her face,” Katherine comments breathlessly from somewhere to my left. “That’s a sissy in heaven.”

“Nothing better than the first real fucking,” April agrees. “When they finally understand what they’re for.”

Their casual discussion of me, as if I’m not even present, sends another wave of humiliation and arousal through me. I’m not a person to them in this moment — I’m a sissy being broken in, a show for their entertainment, a vessel for Marcia’s pleasure.

And I love it.

Marcia shifts her grip, releasing my throat to grab both my wrists, pinning them above my head. The position forces my back to arch, pushing my chest upward. She leans down, her face inches from mine, her breath hot on my skin.

“You look so pretty like this,” she whispers, her voice surprisingly tender despite the force of her thrusts. “All desperate and slutty and perfect.”

Her praise hits me like a physical touch, warming me from the inside out. Being pretty for her, being desirable — it matters more than my own pleasure, more than anything else in this moment. I want to be good for her, to be perfect, to make her feel as amazing as she’s making me feel.

“Kiss me,” I plead, and to my delight, she does.

Her mouth crashes against mine, her kiss as demanding as her fucking. Her tongue invades my mouth just as her clit invades my body, claiming every part of me. I surrender completely, melting into her control, giving myself over to her entirely.

When she breaks the kiss, she shifts angles again, hitting my spot with each precise thrust. The pleasure builds inside me, different from before — deeper, more all-encompassing. It radiates outward from where we’re joined, flooding my entire body in waves that make my toes curl and my fingers clench.

“M-Marcia,” I stammer, a new urgency in my voice. “Something’s happening.”

She grins, recognizing what I’m experiencing before I do. “That’s it, baby. Cum for me. Cum from my cock like a real sissy.”

The pleasure crests suddenly, explosively, crashing over me with an intensity that draws a scream from my throat. My body convulses, clenching around her, as wave after wave of ecstasy radiates through me. My cage feels like it’s vibrating, my imprisoned clit pulsing uselessly, unable to release but still participating in this new, profound type of orgasm.

“Oh fuck,” I sob as it continues, seemingly endless.

“That’s a real sissy orgasm,” the Lady Jane explains clinically, though there’s a note of satisfaction in her voice. “No clitty required.”

Marcia doesn’t slow her pace, fucking me through the orgasm and beyond, prolonging the pleasure until it borders on overstimulation. Her movements become more erratic, her breathing more labored, and I realize she’s approaching her own climax.

“Where do you want it?” she asks roughly, her hips still pistoning against mine. “Tell me.”

In my haze of pleasure, I know exactly what I want. “Inside,” I beg. “Please, cum inside me.”

Her smile is triumphant. With a final, powerful thrust, she buries herself completely in me and lets go, her clit pulsing as she fills me with hot spurts. I can feel each one, can feel her throbbing inside me as she marks me from the inside out.

“Take it all,” she growls. “Every last drop.”


Chapter 8: One of Them Now

“Open wide, Susan,” June commands, her voice gentle but firm as she approaches, clit already glistening with pre-cum. “Show us what a good sissy you’ve become.”

She threads her fingers through my hair, guiding the tip of her clit to my waiting mouth. Unlike April’s hurried need or Katherine’s dominant approach, June is almost reverent, sliding between my lips with a soft sigh of pleasure.

“That’s it,” she encourages as I begin to suck. “Just like that.”

Behind me, I feel Marcia positioning herself again, her still-hard clit pressing against my sensitive hole. There’s no resistance now — my body opens for her readily, accepting her back inside with a slick glide that makes us both moan.

“Look at our perfect little sissy,” the Lady Jane observes from her vantage point. “Taking cock from both ends like she was born for it.”

Pride blooms in my chest at her words. Yes, this is what I was born for — to be pretty, to please, to serve.

The other girls have formed a loose circle around us, watching with hungry eyes as I’m spitroasted between June and Marcia. Some are touching themselves, others kissing and caressing each other, but all are focused on the tableau we create.

“How does she feel, June?” April asks, her hand working between May’s legs.

“Heavenly,” June sighs, her hips beginning a gentle rhythm. “Her mouth is so soft.”

“And her ass?”

Marcia laughs, her thrusts speeding up slightly. “Perfect. Tight but eager. Like she was custom-made for me.”

June’s clit slides deeper into my mouth as she grows more aggressive, her initial gentleness giving way to more insistent thrusts. I relax my throat, welcoming her deeper, wanting to show everyone how well I can take it, how eager I am to please.

“Look at her,” May marvels. “Not even a day with us and she’s already such a perfect cocksucker.”

“Natural talent,” the Lady Jane agrees. “Some sissies just know instinctively what they’re meant for.”

Marcia establishes a steady rhythm behind me, her hands gripping my hips firmly. Each thrust pushes me forward onto June’s clit, creating a perfect synchronization that makes me feel like a vessel, a conduit for their pleasure. My own body responds instinctively, my caged clit dripping despite its confinement, my inner walls clenching around Marcia.

“I think she’s getting close again,” Marcia announces, sounding pleased. “I can feel her squeezing me.”

She’s right — despite having just experienced my first prostate orgasm, I’m already building toward another. The dual penetration, the knowledge that I’m being watched and evaluated, the thrill of being used so thoroughly — it all combines into an intoxicating cocktail of submission and pleasure.

June cups my face tenderly, her thumb stroking my cheek as she continues to thrust. “You look so beautiful like this, Susan,” she says softly.

Her words push me closer to the edge. I moan around her clit, the vibrations making her gasp and thrust deeper.

“I’m getting close,” she warns, her rhythm faltering slightly.

“Me too,” Marcia groans behind me.

The Lady Jane leans forward in her chair. “What do you think, girls? Should we let our new sissy have another orgasm?”

“Yes!” Katherine exclaims immediately. “Look how well she’s serving. She deserves it.”

“She’s been such a good girl for all of us,” April adds.

The Lady Jane smiles, pleased with their answers. “Very well.”

I whimper gratefully around June’s clit, tears of gratitude and arousal stinging my eyes. That they would consider my pleasure at all feels like an undeserved gift, especially when my focus should be solely on serving them.

Marcia speeds up her thrusts, each one hitting my spot with unerring precision. “Get ready, sissy,” she warns. “I’m going to fill you up again.”

June’s fingers tighten in my hair, her clit swelling between my lips. “Me too,” she gasps. “Take it all, Susan. Every drop.”

Their impending climaxes spur my own pleasure higher. I surrender completely, letting my body become a vessel for their desire and my own submission. The pleasure builds from deep inside, radiating outward in waves that grow stronger with each thrust, each pulse.

“Oh fuck! Fuck!” Marcia cries out, driving deep inside me as she begins to cum.

June follows almost immediately, her clit throbbing against my tongue as the first jet of hot sissy cream fills my mouth. The dual sensation — being filled from both ends simultaneously — triggers my own orgasm, more intense than the first. It crashes through me like a tidal wave, my body convulsing between them as pleasure overwhelms every nerve ending.

I swallow eagerly, not losing a drop of June’s release as my inner walls pulse around Marcia’s still-spurting clit. The room spins around me, reality narrowing to these points of connection, these moments of shared ecstasy.

When it finally subsides, leaving us all trembling and spent, I feel transformed. Reborn. Complete in a way I’ve never experienced before.

June withdraws slowly, her softening clit slipping from between my lips. She bends down to kiss me, tasting herself on my tongue with a soft hum of approval. Behind me, Marcia gently disengages, leaving me feeling empty but satisfied.

“You’re one of us now,” April giggles.

“A proper sissy,” May agrees, her cage glinting in the soft light.

As they help me to my feet, supporting my wobbly legs, I catch sight of myself in a mirror across the room. My reflection startles me — flushed cheeks, swollen lips, messy hair, the pretty pink cage between my legs. I look thoroughly used, utterly debauched.

And absolutely radiant.
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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.
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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?
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“Look at those stockings, darling,” she purrs, her hands all over me. Ever since I put them on, she can’t seem to stop touching me. “Your legs are divine.”

“You don’t think I look —“

“No,” she cuts me off, fingers trailing higher up. “You’re exactly what I want.”
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