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The House of Silk: Feminized and Dominated in Chastity

by Vanessa Lockridge


“You’ll look so pretty in white,” Juliette beamed at me, holding up the silk gown. “And these panties are perfect to show off your cage.”

“Is that what she wants?” I asked, voice quivering as I thought about dressing up for Theresa.

“She loves her sissies looking as pretty as possible,” Juliette grinned. “And don’t you want to make her happy?”

My friend invited me to her aunt Theresa’s country estate — but ditched me after I got there. Worse, my luggage never arrives, and the only clothes in the closet are panties, dresses, and stockings. At least there’s a stunning maid to distract me from all of this.

But she just wants to see me in those panties.

Theresa expects us in our sissy best at all times — because she’s going to use what she has between our legs to turn us into the best sissies we can be. And to make sure we follow her rules and commands, she keeps us locked tightly in our little silk panties.

Is this really how I wanted to spend my summer? And why does Theresa insist on dressing me in white? What’s she planning to do to me?
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Chapter 1: Personal Maid

“I expect you properly dressed, on your knees, waiting for me,” she said, enumerating her commands on her red-manicured fingers. “And those stocking seams better be straight, Olivia. I’ll be checking to make sure.”

“Of course, Mistress,” I said, curtseying as best I could in my nightgown.

“Don’t disappoint me, Olivia,” Theresa said with a long, hard look. “Not again.”

Then she swept out of the room in a swirl of dark skirts, her heels clicking down the hall and leaving me in my sun-drenched bedroom, reflecting on what had happened to me. My panties were tight, shaft twitching against the silky pink nylon. Or at least as much as it could, now.

I never should have trusted Alicia.

“It’d be so much fun to have you for the summer!” she’d grinned at me. She was pretty, she seemed to like me, and apparently her aunt was rich and had a huge estate. The idea of Alicia and I getting to spend the summer together there seemed pretty romantic — and I was desperate to get into her pants.

She was going to meet me there after her trip abroad. I’d have about a week alone, just me and her “Auntie Theresa.” It would have been awkward, if not for an incredible surprise that was waiting for me there.

She forgot to tell me about Juliette.

“Welcome to Maison de la Soie,” said the slender stunner of a girl who met me at the door. Her words practically poured off her tongue like honey, her glossy pink lips forming the most perfect shapes as she spoke. “My name is Juliette. You’re Aaron?”

I stared at her for longer than I meant to before I managed to find my words. “Oh, um, yes — hello.” I stuck my hand out awkwardly for a handshake.

A large part of the problem was her outfit. She was dressed like a stereotypical French maid — but the kind from my fantasies. Her black dress was shiny satin and trimmed in fluffy white lace, cut low and high in all the right places. The white apron was spread out across her tiny skirt, held aloft by a mass of petticoats that swished around her with even the slightest movement. From it emerged long, pale legs, and she stood in towering stilettos. Around her neck was a thick pink ribbon, tied in a floppy bow below her jaw.

Juliette’s eyes narrowed imperceptibly as her face pressed into a tiny smile. She squeezed my hand, her skin soft and warm, then turned on her heel. “Follow me.”

She didn’t have to ask me twice. “I thought it was just, ah, Theresa who lived her?”

“I am Mistress Theresa’s personal maid,” Juliette said.

What a sexy idea, I thought to myself as she led me though the house — mansion, really — heels clacking along stone and wood floors. It was all I could do to keep myself from tying to catch a glimpse up her tiny skirt. I could have sworn that once I saw a flash of lace and a hint of satin.

“Your room for the summer,” Juliet said, turning to face me and gesturing into a bright room with heavy wooden trim.

“It’s a bit, uh…” I said hesitantly, glancing around. “Is this Alicia’s room?”

It was dominated by a massive four-poster bed covered in pink velvet. Delicate, sheer curtains were draped lazily around it, pooling on the floor at its feet. A long dresser sat across from it, next to a large, full-length mirror. It was all a bit feminine.

Juliette gave me the same placid smile she had at the door. “Mistress Theresa specifically chose this room for you. As long as you’re here, it and its contents are yours.”

I set my bags down in the center of the rug and glanced around uneasily. Why does this make me so uncomfortable?

“And Mistress instructed me to help you with whatever you need,” Juliette added before she disappeared from the doorway. “Please, don’t hesitate to ask.”

I raised my eyebrows. This might not be so weird after all.


Chapter 2: Pretty Panties

My heart was in my throat. Is this some kind of trick? Some kind of sick joke?

First, Alicia had called to tell me that she wouldn’t be coming to the house for the summer. “I met a boy!” she told me excitedly on the phone. “We’re going to Lisbon!” Then, Juliette had appeared to inform me that my bags had been put on another train, which had been delayed. All I had were the clothes on my back, but I could “help myself to anything in the closet.”

It could have been worse. Without Alicia around, I could focus on Juliette. Surely, she was starved of some attention. If the stories Alicia had told me about Theresa were even halfway true, the poor maid could certainly use a little normal company. Plus, it was pretty clear that Theresa was loaded. I bet there were some super cool clothes I could wear until my stuff arrived. Heck, when it eventually did, I might not even want to.

Everything was turning out okay — until I checked out the closet.

Pale pink and frosty blue surrounded me, frothy lace and ruffled nylon covering every surface and wall. Sleeves dripped with ribbons, skirts were studded with bows. Everything was sheer or silk or shiny or satin, pastels and jewel tones, an eruption of femininity. On a table in one corner was an arrangement of lace and satin panties, stockings draped next to it.

Why is this here? I thought in shock, my fingers brushing across the garments. The fabric was soft and sweet, sending sparks shooting through my arms, straight to my stomach. Butterflies erupted there, and I suddenly became keenly aware of how tight my pants were. The closet even smelled good; a heady mixture of flowers and vanilla.

Each dress was beautiful to the last, a countless number squeezed into the room. And where they ended, the gowns began, then the nightgowns, then the négligées. I tugged at a sheer sleeve, watched it waft back into place, leaving a trail of nylon ruffles and lace trim behind it. I made my way slowly past the racks to the table overflowing with panties, letting my hands run across the dresses as I did.

Am I supposed to wear this? I wondered, my stomach curling at the idea. Juliette said my bags got delayed…

Being in the closet was an illicit thrill. I felt wonderfully, deliciously out of place, like I was snooping in a hidden chamber I shouldn’t know about. It was almost exciting to see it, getting to piece together all the secret parts of a girl’s outfit. Juliette must have been wearing panties just like that, and stockings like this, and she probably had other dresses just like that one.

With trembling hands, I picked up a frilly pair of black panties. I wasn’t even sure what I was doing with it — admiring it? They were satin, the fabric gleaming sweetly, the waistband and leg holes trimmed with frothy white lace that matched the rows running across the back. Juliette probably has a pair like these. And now I guess I do too.

I tried to picture myself wearing them, tried to imagine what they would feel like. Nothing at all like my regular underwear and my jeans. I guessed I’d have to keep wearing the same set of clothes until my bags arrived, because I couldn’t wear these. No matter how soft they were. No matter how pretty they were.

Right?

These are in my_ room…_

“Do you like them?”

I barely stifled my scream as I whirled around, dropping the panties to the floor. My heart thundered in my ears, my eyes the size of dinner plates. If the closet was filled with contraband, I had just been caught. What if she realized what I had been thinking? What was going to do? Was she going to tell Theresa? Was I going to get kicked out?

“Like — uh, I mean — what?” I stammered.

Juliette was leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed, a smug smirk on her face. She was still wearing her tiny dress. Unlike me, she and her outfit seemed completely appropriate surrounded by the eruption of satin and lace. Unlike me, she was supposed to be interested in this kind of thing. It was no wonder she stayed around with Theresa, having access to a closet like this.

“Those panties,” she said softly, nodding her head down at the crumpled black pile on the floor at my feet. “Do you like them?”

“I mean,” I said slowly, suddenly feeling shaky. “I… guess… so?”

“I know what you mean,” Juliette said, frowning. She bent down to pick them up, pivoting at her hips. Her skirt flared around her, giving me a clear view of her panties. They were, in fact, nearly identical to the pair I had just been holding. “They’re pretty, but a bit… run of the mill?”

“‘Run of the mill?’” I repeated dumbly as she pushed past me.

“I think these are much more exciting,” she said, holding up a pair of high-waisted pink panties overflowing with lace and ruffles. I couldn’t help but stare, letting my gaze linger over each feminine accoutrement: lace-trimmed leg holes, each further outlined in frills, a rear end completely covered in swirling ruffles, a pretty, floppy bow over the front that would have made me — or whoever wears them, I thought quickly — look like a beautiful, pretty present.

She let her gaze slide from the panties to me, and her face transformed into a knowing grin. “Don’t you think?”

“I dunno,” I said slowly, my chest suddenly tightening.

“This all seems plenty exciting to you,” she breathed. I gasped as I felt her fingers brush across the rigid tent in my trousers. “Aren’t you curious about how they feel?”

I swallowed, my throat suddenly very dry. Juliette batted her eyelashes at me, then leaned in until her lips were almost brushing my ear. My breath caught in my chest, and there was a rushing sound so loud I almost couldn’t hear what she said next.

“Because I’d like to show you.”


Chapter 3: Fully Dressed

“Now that you’re here, you can have these whenever you’d like,” Juliette whispered. “Doesn’t that sound wonderful? Wearing pretty panties just like this all the time.”

She was kneeling in front of me, staring up at me with her big, bright eyes. Her black skirt was spread smoothly around her, the tips of her stilettos peaking out beneath it. My angle above her gave me an incredible view of her chest. She must have had the hardest-working bra in the world — if she sneezed, I was sure her breasts would come pouring out of the low-cut dress she was wearing.

I managed to tear my eyes away and look at her. She was clearly waiting for me to answer, her hands still tucked into my waistband but frozen in place. “Oh, uh, yes,” I stammered, not really sure what she had even asked me. “Sounds totally great.”

Juliette beamed at me, then returned to undoing my pants. If it hadn’t been happening in front of me, I wouldn’t have believed it. This stunning woman in a tiny French maid’s outfit was taking off my pants, and once she did, she was going to — what, exactly?

“Juliette,” I said slowly as she unzipped my fly. “When I’ve got my pants off. What, uh — are you expecting me to put those panties on?”

I glanced at them, leering at me from the bed. My cock twitched in my disappearing pants as I thought about putting them on. Now that I wasn’t surrounded by the dresses and lingerie in the closet, they had suddenly felt almost threatening. Guys weren’t supposed to want to have panties on their cocks, much less put them on.

“Of course not!” Juliette chirped, tugging my pants and underwear down. My erection sprang free, pointed straight at her forehead.

“Oh, okay,” I said, and I wasn’t sure if it was a relief to hear that or not.

“You have to put your stockings and garter belt on first, silly!” she grinned, standing quickly and grabbing the bottom of my shirt. “Now let’s get this off!”

Dashed expectations and confusing reality crashed into each other. She wasn’t going to touch my cock? I was still going to wear them? Why was she taking my shirt off? What the hell was a garter belt?

“I think I need to sit down,” I said, stumbling to the bed and sitting heavily on it. “I don’t think I want to do this.”

“Oh, Aaron,” Juliette said with a pout. “That’s not what your sweet little cock is saying, now, is it?”

She sat primly on the bed next to me, the panties in one hand. I glanced sideways at them, stomach churning.

“I can’t put on panties, Juliette.”

“Of course you can,” she said brightly. “I do it all the time!”

“That’s different!” I objected. “_You_ are a girl.”

Juliette gave me a tight smile. “Aren’t you curious how they feel?”

Before I had a chance to answer, she draped them across my cock. She didn’t move her hand or stroke me — just rested the frilly pink garment across me. It was like an electric shock. I gasped at their cool softness, staring down at them like they had bitten me. The lace tickled the inside of my thigh, an errant ribbon brushed across my belly.

“They’re just _panties,_” she said with a grin. “Underwear, Aaron. They can’t hurt you. You’re not afraid of some pretty girls’ underwear, are you?”

She cocked her head to the side, fingers hovering over the mass of silk and lace. My heart was beating so hard it was making my cock twitch, the panties bouncing with it. My eyes slid from the panties to Juliette and back again. How bad was it really to let her play with me in panties? Who was she going to tell? Alicia wasn’t even in the same country anymore.

I bit my lip and tilted my head down in a tiny nod, but that was all Juliette needed. “Just look how excited they make you,” she whispered, wrapping her hands around them and beginning to stroke me.

I moaned and shuddered at the intense, soft pleasure of the panties. I’d never felt anything like them before, even if I had — once or twice, never more — wondered what girls’ underwear felt like. Juliette twisted and pulled them over my cock with expert attention. Every movement forced a tiny squeak or gasp of pleasure from me.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned. “I’m — I’m gunna cum, Juliette.”

She let go of the panties but left them draped across my cock. It bucked angrily and I groaned in frustration. But inside of me was a tiny voice, one I had heard before but had always pushed away. It was louder now than it had ever been. You don’t want to cum yet, it whispered. You want more lingerie. You want —

“Why’d you stop?” I said angrily, deciding my frustration was simply because of my denial.

Juliette frowned. “You can’t make your spurties until you’re fully dressed!”

“You were serious about that?”

“I’m just giving you what you want,” she said, disappearing into the closet.

“I don’t want that!” I snapped loudly towards the silk-filled doorway.

“I’ll start believing that when you stop being so hard,” Juliette responded with a grin when she emerged, lace and straps and ribbon dangling from her hands. I couldn’t help but stare at the twisting strands of pink.

She minced over to me, hips swaying and making her skirt spray silk and lace from side to side. When she reached me, still sitting meekly on the side of the bed, cock still wrapped in the pink panties, she bent over at her waist. I could see her skirt flare out around her and instantly imagined what she looked like. Black panties, white lace, perfect, tight little ass.

You could look like that, too, whispered the voice before I had a chance to shut it up.

“I don’t want to look like that,” I said, realizing too late that I had said it out loud.

“That’s not what this is telling me,” Juliette said, stroking my tip through the panties using just her fingertips. I gasped and bit my lip, trying to stifle any further moans. “Aren’t you curious about your garter belt? This pretty bra?”

I eyeballed them skeptically, my attention drifting away from the panties. There was no harm in looking. Suddenly, I was very curious the garter belt.

I nodded again, casting my eyes to the side. Juliette straightened and put her hands on her hips, raising one eyebrow. “No, Aaron,” she said sternly. “I want to hear you say it.”

“I want to see the garter belt,” I mumbled, still not looking at her. When there was no answer, I glanced up at her frowning face. She was impassive, waiting for me.

“Can I see the garter belt, please?” I sighed, keeping eye contact with her this time. But she stayed silent, her other eyebrow creeping up her head.

She knows what you want, whispered the voice in my head. All you have to do is ask for it.

I took a deep, steadying breath, feeling my heart flutter as I did. I couldn’t explain why, but saying it out loud — giving voice to the thoughts and ideas that were flitting through my head — made it suddenly feel real. Like I was crossing over into new territory.

“Please, Juliette,” I said softly, staring up at her. “Please, can you please help me put on that lingerie?”

Her face split into a broad grin. “Of course,” she beamed.

“But first, we need to do something about your legs.”


Chapter 4: House of Silk

The “something” had rapidly turned into what I could imagine a day at the spa was like for a girl. By the end of it, my nails were shaped and painted a glittery baby blue, my hair was wrapped tightly around curlers, and I was hairless from the eyebrows down. Juliette had worked quickly and efficiently, transforming me from a man into, well —

“Olivia,” she said softly, putting the spot on the bed next to her. “Time to get dressed.”

“Olivia?” I asked shakily, unsure if I was excited or not. “Is that… Is that who I am now?”

“Would Aaron wear nail polish like that?” she asked simply. I looked down at my twinkling fingers and shook my head. “But Olivia loves it, doesn’t she.”

She. The word made my blood run cold. I’d never thought of myself like that — why would I? But Juliette had a point. Aaron wouldn’t have painted fingernails. Aaron had leg hair. Aaron wouldn’t be putting on panties. Those were the kinds of things that girls did, that got girls excited.

All it took was one look at my cock to see how excited by all this I was.

“For as long as you’re here,” Juliette said slowly. “You are Olivia. Do you understand?”

“Here… where?”

“Here, in this house. At _ Maison de la Soie_,” Juliette said, leaning down towards my cock. “With me. With Mistress Theresa.”

I swallowed hard as I watched her mouth open, her cherry red lips parting just enough to slip around my tip. I let out a long, low gasp of pleasure as she tenderly began to suck me. Her fingernails grazed the inside of my newly hairless thigh, the tiny sensation sending shockwaves of pleasure blasting through my body. I gasped and felt my toes curl agains the hard wooden floor.

“Juliette,” I breathed as the pleasure settled into me and she had settled into her slow, delightful rhythm. “What does that mean? ‘Mayson de la swah?’”

She snorted at my mangled French. “_Maison de la soie,_” she repeated, tongue curling around the consonants and making goosebumps curl out over my arms and legs. Her finger swirled lazily around the tip of my cock while she spoke. “It means ‘House of Silk.’”

The name made butterflies erupt in my stomach. What a sexy idea.

“Would you like your pretty silks now, Olivia?”

I bit my lip, heart pounding. “I — I think I would, Juliette.”

She grinned, then placed a long, tender kiss on the tip of my cock before standing. “I’ve never seen anyone so excited for it.”

First came the stockings. She brandished them at me, the gossamer silk drifting through the air like dust motes. I had never seen anything so delicate before. The idea that I was going to be wearing them made my breath catch in my throat. “Those are mine?”

“Beautiful, aren’t they? Trust me, Olivia, when you put them on…” She sucked air in between her teeth. “You’ll do anything to keep them.”

I dipped my toe in the donut I had made with mine, rolling it slowly over my foot and up my leg. As the slinky fabric slipped past my knee, I felt its silky tug on my skin and let out a long, happy moan. The soft touch was like nothing I had ever felt before, a sensuous squeeze across my skin that made my cock twitch and my stomach twist. The higher I rolled them up my leg, the more intense the feelings were until I was afraid I was going to burst.

And I still had my second one to wear.

Juliette was busying herself behind me with the garter belt, wrapping it around my waist and clipping it shut. It gave me another deliciously feminine squeeze as she tugged it into place. It was pink satin like the panties, tall enough that it covered my navel and tugged my waist in. Long lines of ruffles and ribbons ran down the front before transforming into bow-studded garter straps that dangled next to my lace stocking-tops. A large ribbon was tied over the rear, matching the bow at the back of the panties.

“This looks simply darling on you,” Juliette whispered, her hands sliding around my sides, over the satin and lace. She pulled me backwards against her, her chin settling into the crook of my neck, her fingers finding my quivering cock again. “I love feeling how excited this makes you.”

Her perfume was light and airy, like flowers after a spring rain. I inhaled it with a gasp as she began to stroke me, soft fingers gliding over my cock. I was so turned on, I was worried I would cum with any amount of attention. But Juliette was masterful with her hands. She kept me effortlessly on the cliff’s edge between arousal and orgasm, never letting me fall.

“Time for your stockings,” she whispered, hands gliding down to the band of skin above my thighs. “We need to clip them into your lovely garter belt.”

The tabs were awkward at first, but the eight straps on the garter belt gave me plenty of opportunities to practice. By the time I clipped the last one into place, it was easy. Juliette kneeled in front of me and slipped my feet into a pair of shiny black stilettos with a tower heel and bright red soles. She extended her hand and pulled me to my teetering feet. When I managed to find my balance, she stepped backwards and looked at me.

“How do I look?” I asked nervously, looking down at my frill-framed cock, still pointing resolutely up and outwards.

“Delicious,” Juliette breathed, biting her lip. I could see her chest heaving as she stared at me. Her gaze was so intense, it would have made me nervous — if I didn’t already feel so anxious. “Come over to me.”

I took a tiny, careful step forwards, then almost screamed. As I lifted my leg, the garter belt tugged sweetly at my stockings, pulling them over my naked, overstimulated skin. It was like putting them for the first time all over again, a sudden rush of pleasure straight to my head. Somehow, I stayed standing, but I knew there was no way I could walk to Juliette.

Fortunately, I didn’t have to. She was suddenly on top of me, my cheeks in her hands, her stocking-covered leg between mine. They rubbed together in buzzy, stomach-twisting pleasure. My cock disappeared into the cool, silk folds of her petticoat, the lace trim brushing against it and forcing a squeal out of me.

She kissed me hard and deep, her body screaming her need at me. She was desperate for me, and I was desperate for her. Her tongue wrenched open my mouth, a hand on my cheek sliding down and clamping itself tightly against my rear. Her nails sank into it and I let out a muted squeak.

“You’re fucking stunning, Olivia,” she breathed, resting her forehead against mine. “Your legs are incredible. You were made for stockings.”

I slid my hand forwards, guiding it underneath her petticoat and past my cock. I could feel her garter strap, the wonderful upward curve of her stocking top. I felt her naked skin, as covered in goosebumps as mine was. I pushed it forwards, between her legs, my fingertips finding the lacy leg hole and the soft satin of her panties. I grinned at her, pushing forwards for a kiss, slipping my fingers into the leg opening to find her hot, sweet wetness inside.

But before I could, she kissed me and pushed me away, dropping down in front of me and pulling my cock back into her mouth. The familiar warmth made my already-shaking legs began to quake. In my wobbling stilettos, I was worried I was going to fall over. I tried to pull backwards, but the hand on my rear tightened, her other draping across my cock.

I was totally at her mercy.

“Juliette,” I choked out as she bobbed up and down my cock, tongue swirling along its underside. “I need to sit. Or I’m going to fall.”

She looked up at me with wide, desperate eyes. There was a long moment as she worked me before she slowly, almost sadly, let me go. She stood, one hand still wrapped around my cock, and nodded. “Of course,” she whispered. “Let’s finish getting you dressed.”

She was silent as she finished dressing me, helping me into my panties and bra. It matched the rest of my lingerie, all satin with low, curving cups trimmed in frothy white lace. The trim brushed against my nipples, keeping them just out of sight but constantly hard in the bra. A large bow with trailing ribbons sat between the cups, matching the two on either strap.

“Time for your dress,” she whispered from behind when she finished adjusting my bra strap. “Go pick one out.”

“What do I choose?”

“It’s easy,” she answered. Her fingers danced across the front of my satin panties, drumming against the underside of my cock. It was pressed up against my belly, harder now than it had been since Juliette had started dressing me.

“Whatever gets you the most excited.”


Chapter 5: Mistress Theresa

My dress swished around my hips as Juliette made me twirl in front of her. My curled hair swung around my shoulders, locks bouncing around my cheeks as I came to a stop. The garter belt tugged at my stockings, my panties squeezed at my cock.

“You look stunning, Olivia,” Juliette beamed. “Mistress Theresa will be very excited to see you.”

“What?” I squeaked. It hadn’t occurred to me that Theresa would see me like this. Why would she even care? “What do you mean, ‘see me?’”

“Mistress is always interested in new visitors to the Maison,” Juliette said simply. “I’m sure she’ll be delighted to see you taking advantage of our assets. You do wear them quite well.”

I balked but shot myself another glance in the mirror. I had barely been able to stop looking since I had finished. Aaron had disappeared, replaced entirely with a bewitching creature called Olivia.

Olivia’s hair was bouncy and curled, her lips painted a glossy pink that matched Juliette’s. This was a delicious touch. Whenever she kissed, Juliette’s lips slipped across Olivia’s with a stomach-twisting joy that made Olivia’s cock twitch in her pretty pink panties — which reminded her of just how beautiful her panties were.

The dress that Olivia had picked was short, though not as darlingly so as Juliette’s. Olivia’s panties were not on constant display, only a teasing hint of the elaborate lace of her stocking tops. The dress was a densely layered, bell-shaped confection of taffeta and silk that bounced and swung with every tiny movement. Each tier was ruffled and curvy, some trimmed with white lace, others with twinkling silver trim. Bows marched along the edges, mirroring the large one tied in back where the skirt met the bodice. It was low-cut, barely covering the bra beneath. Ruffled straps curved over Olivia’s shoulders, with sheer tiered circlets around each arm finished with more fat satin ribbons.

Juliette had draped a long strand of pearls around Olivia’s neck and slid a set of glittering, jangling bangles over her wrist. Olivia had never felt so pretty before — had never realized that she had wanted to be pretty. Had never realized how desperately empty she had felt, how quickly the lingerie and dress and jewelry had filled that emptiness.

I stared at Olivia in the mirror, and she stared back at me. I’m beautiful, I thought, heart fluttering. I’m sexy. I’m wearing beautiful things.

“Just look at you,” Juliette said from behind me, her face appearing over my shoulder in the mirror. “Simply enchanting.”

I turned slowly to face her, gratitude flooding me from head to toe. I surged in my panties, the endless teasing Juliette had given me finally nearing its climax. I needed her touch, her mouth. But I wanted to give it back to her, to thank her for all she had done for me. I wanted to kiss her, taste her, bury myself between her legs and make her scream while our dresses shook and rustled around us.

“Kiss me,” I whispered, pulling her towards me. Satin slid against satin, petticoats crunched together. Deep beneath it all, my cock strained against my panties. It would be free, soon, I knew, but I could barely wait. I needed the maid’s touch.

Her lips touched mine, her tongue parting them and darting inside my mouth. I moaned against her, let myself melt into her. Our dresses and lingerie squeezed us, held us in place, reminded us how radiant we were. Her leg buzzed against mine, stockings against stockings, one hand on my cheek, the other digging through the layers of silk under my dress to find the burst of satin and ruffles that contained my cock.

We stumbled backwards into the bed, falling into it amongst the piles of rejected lingerie and dismissed dresses. A lace hem brushed my cheek, a pink petticoat tickled my thigh. But I was focused on Juliette. I tried to find her panties, eager to taste what I found there, but she was already climbing on top of me. She shoved my skirts away and wrenched my panties down, my cock springing forwards. After being buried in the mass of silk and satin and lace and ruffles, the cool air was almost a shock.

“Now, Olivia,” Juliette whispered, almost to herself. “I’m going to give you exactly what I want.”

She sucked and slurped and pumped me with an eagerness that bordered on hunger. Her strokes were long and twisting, her mouth tight and warm. She kept me frustratingly, deliriously on edge, free hands exploring the contours of my dress and legs. Her touch was electric, the knowledge that we were both wearing stockings and panties and bras and beautiful, gorgeous dresses keeping us furiously aroused.

This was what I had always wanted, without ever knowing it.

“I’m going to make you cum, now, Olivia,” Juliette whispered. “But I want the first time it happens in your dress to be special.”

“It’s already special,” I moaned as she slid her fingers up and down my length.

“Then this is just the icing on top.”

I screamed as I felt her finger slip inside of me, parting my cheeks and spreading open my rear entrance. It was painless, but the pressure and sudden, stomach-twisting pleasure was as shocking as it was wonderful. My toes curled as her slender finger sank inside of me. She stopped, and for a moment, I managed to catch my breath.

Then she curled her finger, pressing against a firm spot just behind my cock, and I cried out again. My back arched, lifting my hips off the bed and bringing Juliette’s finger with me in a trail of lace and satin and bows. She pressed and rubbed and stroked the spot while she pumped my cock with her other hand. The sensations were so overwhelming they almost blotted each other out into raw, white feeling that flooded through my body.

“Fuck!” I screamed as I felt pressure building, building, building — and then finally, mercifully, the dam burst and I exploded.

Juliette pumped my cock and sucked its tip as I came, hot jets exploding out of my mouth. She sucked them down as fast they came. Her finger never pulled out, squeezing me from inside as I screamed and cried and came over and over again. It felt like she was controlling me, like my body wasn’t my own anymore, like I no longer had a say in my pleasure. I was completely under her spell, my orgasm driven entirely by her mouth and finger and hand.

When I finally finished, my cock drooping in her mouth, all the pleasure and frustration finally emptied out of me, I lay in a quivering mound of satin. My breathing was fast and ragged, my curls matted to my sweaty forehead. I didn’t care. I felt like I was floating on a sea of satisfaction.

Who knew this is what I needed?

“My goodness, Juliette,” came a smooth, elegant voice with a trace of an accent. “She’s very excited by this, isn’t she?”

I turned my head and stared at the woman framed in the doorway. She was staring at us, silvering blonde hair pulled into a tight bun on the back of her head. A crooked smile was plastered on her face, her bright eyes squeezed upwards. Her expression sent icy chills of fear coursing down my back.

“Hello, girls,” she said when Juliette and I were both looking at her. “I’m Theresa McCabe.”

She stepped forwards into the room, heels clicking against the floor. She stared down at us, eyes wide, taking in the scene she had found. I couldn’t tell if she was angry or surprised or simply curious.

“But you may call me ‘Mistress.’”


Chapter 6: Clits and Cages

She towered over me, slender and curvy. Her tight, black dress clung to her hips, the hemline ending just high enough to make me wonder what her panties looked like. The neckline was square-cut and low enough for me to know what kind of bra she was wearing: red satin with eyelash lace that peered around the edges of her black bodice.

Juliette sprung from the bend and sank into a low curtsey. “Mistress Theresa!” she said, her voice containing trace notes of surprise and anxiety. “I wasn’t expecting to present Olivia to you until this evening.”

A smirk flashed across Theresa’s face. “I heard some sounds that indicated I need to see how my girls were doing.”

Juliette’s forehead wrinkled and she bit her lip. “I’m — I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“Oh, Juliette,” Theresa said with a soft, knowing smile. “It’s not your fault. I should have known what would happen. It’s all just so exciting for a sissy, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Juliette breathed, shooting a look at me.

“I shouldn’t have let you near her until she was locked,” Theresa continued, looking at me. “The temptation is simply too much.”

What the hell is going on?

I struggled to sit up, my head filled with a rushing as I did. I blinked and stared awkwardly up at Theresa.

“Lacking some decorum,” she said, raising her eyebrows. “What did my maid say your name was?”

“Um,” I stammered, not entirely sure how to answer the question.

“Olivia,” Juliette said quickly. Theresa’s eyes slid to the side, but she didn’t turn away from me.

“Olivia,” Theresa repeated. “Very lovely. Well, Miss Olivia, it appears that Juliette, in all her exhilaration, only showed you half of the rules in the house.”

I narrowed my eyes. Rules?

“To be fair to her, they are her favorite. I’m afraid the others are a little more…” She looked upwards, searching for the right word. “_Frustrating._”

Juliette squirmed awkwardly behind her, staring hard at the floor.

“Now, Olivia, I know this afternoon has been very overwhelming. Normally, I like this process to take a bit longer, but I’m afraid we need to nip this in the bud.”

I stared at her in abject confusion. “Nip what in the bud?”

Theresa gave me something that approximated a sympathetic smile. “As long as you’re wearing those lovely clothes, I’m afraid you have to abide by all the rules for sweet sissy girls. Juliette?”

The maid sprung up and took something from a dresser drawer. She worked the object in her hand, then handed it to Theresa. She examined it, gave what looked like a silver ring back to Juliette, then nodded her head towards me. Juliette climbed back on the bed and gingerly grabbed my flaccid cock and package.

“I’m sure you have questions,” Theresa said as Juliette worked. She was tugging at me, squeezing me through the ring. “And I’m afraid I only have time for a few answers. Maybe it will be easier for me to simply explain the rules.”

Juliette extended a hand towards Theresa. Into her open palm, the older woman placed a shiny silver tube constructed of slender bars. It was slightly curved and tapered toward one end, about the size of my thumb. I stared at it dumbly, still shocked by the sudden appearance of this woman and Juliette’s deference towards her.

It’s almost like a cage.

“First,” Theresa said, sitting primly on the bed next to me. A silver chain around her neck caught the fading afternoon sunlight as it sliced through the windows. “There are no trousers allowed in the Maison de la Soie. In fact, everyone who stays here must be in panties and a dress at a minimum. Regardless of their, ah —“ she peered down her nose at my cock and package “— _anatomy._”

There was a gentle tightness around my anatomy now. What was Juliette doing down there? I wanted desperately to look, but I couldn’t tear my gaze away from Theresa.

“Second,” she continued, tugging at her necklace. “I am in charge here. As long as you are wearing my clothes and living in my house, you are in service to me. That means you follow my rules. All of them. And if you don’t, then all of this goes away. Do you understand?”

I nodded dumbly. The tugging at my cock had changed; now Juliette was pulling the slender, cage-like tube over it.

“And finally,” Theresa said, revealing a set of tiny silver keys at the end of the necklace. “Sissy girls in pretty dresses don’t have cocks anymore.”

She leaned forwards as I tried to process her words. Juliette let my cock go free, and Theresa fiddled with something attached to it. There was a tiny clicking sound, and she straightened back up, tucking the key back into her bra.

“They have clitties, and they stay nice and locked until I decide to let them out.”

Slowly, I stared down between my legs. Where once had been my cock and balls was now a small silver cage locked tightly in place over them. It kept them small and contained, barely making a bump in the satin as Juliette pulled my panties up and into place. As she smoothed the satin over them, the cold realization of what I was wearing began to sink in.

Theresa rose from the bed and straightened her skirt.

“Welcome to the House of Silk, Miss Olivia. I think we’re going to have quite a bit of fun together.”


Chapter 7: Begging Her

“Is your little clitty all nice and hard in your cage?”

Mistress Theresa’s voice was like silk pouring inside of me. Her presence filled every room she was in. I could tell she was there before she said anything. Hearing the click of her heels made the back of my neck tingle and my breath catch in my throat.

?And inevitably, my cage grow tight.

“Yes, Mistress,” I mewled as her hands slid over my dress. They were always quick to follow behind her voice — fast and grasping and teasing.

“You look so nice and pretty for me,” she said from behind, her voice barely above a whisper. It was all I could do to suppress a moan, but my body was still racked by a shudder of anticipation and pleasure.

Being caged had transformed me almost more than the clothes had. Juliette had taught me what Theresa expected of the sissy girls in her house. The promise of being unlocked was always there if I just pleased our Mistress enough — the right clothes, the right attitude, the right make-up. The slender chain around her neck was a constant reminder of the control I had given her.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I breathed. “I picked them especially for you.”

“Now, now,” she scolded, her voice filled with chilly mirth. “Be honest with me, Olivia, you picked them for yourself. Tell me what you like about this.”

I squeezed my eyes shut as I felt her finger slide underneath the white silk of my petticoat and shove my panties to the side. In the weeks since she had locked me — since I had become Olivia full time, always dressed in stockings and dresses — she had been teasing me in every way she could. First, simply touching my cage had been enough.

Now she had found something even better — or was it worse?.

“I like the lovely pink silk,” I moaned. She pushed me roughly against the wall, my chest squeezed against it. The lace of my bra tickled my nipples, my entire body electric with sensation.

“What else? How does it make you feel?” Her finger was tracing invisible lines across my smooth, naked rear. A teasing promise of what was to come.

“Like a sweet sissy girl, just for you,” I said, turning my head to look at her. Part of me hoped she was going to do what she always did to me now. That part of me had been growing.

“I could take these clothes away,” she snapped, pushing my head against the wall, her long fingers spread out over my cheek. “If you don’t behave the way I expect.”

“Oh, Mistress, no!” My stomach dropped. It was a surprise to realize how frightening that idea had become.

“Beg me.”

The words were ice-cold, hissed straight into my ear.

“Please, Mistress Theresa, please let me keep my pretty dresses,” I moaned.

“Is that all you want?”

“And my stockings,” I breathed. “And my panties, please!”

The hand on my rear curled underneath my panties and shoved them entirely to the side. My breath caught in my chest and I bet my lip as a manicured nail slid with slow purpose between my cheeks and pressed gently against the rosebud there. A tiny squeal escaped my lips. I heard Theresa’s curl into a smile.

“You darling sissy,” she breathed in wonder. “You want to be pretty for me.”

I nodded vigorously. The finger was making tiny circular movements, each orbit filling me with stomach-turning pleasure.

“I love how you look at me,” I admitted.

“You never knew you needed this, did you?”

“No, Mistress!”

“To be a beautiful, girly plaything for someone so much more powerful than you. Someone to serve. Yes?”

Her finger slid suddenly into me, up to her knuckle. The tip of it squeezed against my prostate — what she had begun calling my sissy spot — and rubbed it slowly. A gasping choke fell out of my mouth and my back arched, pushing my rear up towards her.

My cage was furiously, angrily tight now. Weeks of teasing and denial had made me achingly desperate for any touch or attention, and Theresa knew how to touch my sissy spot in the perfect way to drive me completely wild. Every press, every stroke squeezed pre-cum out of the silver tip of my cage and into my satin panties.

“Oh, yes, Mistress, yes!” I squealed, toes curling in my stiletto sandals. I had utterly forgotten what she had asked me.

“You need to be treated the right way,” she breathed in my ear, her soft words mixing with the intense pleasure from below and sending goosebumps out over my skin. “How do you want me to treat you, sissy?”

“Like this, Mistress,” I moaned, voice desperate.

“Like how?”

“Like your pretty doll!” I could barely think, much less speak. Her finger thrummed against me, beating out a rhythm of pleasure that erased everything from my brain.

“You want more than that, Olivia,” she said flatly, her fingers tightening on my cheek and keeping my head firmly planted on the wall.

“Your plaything!” I gasped. “Your toy!” Saying the words made my cage twitch almost more than her finger did.

“Say it, girl.”

“Your slut!”

The words hung in the air for a moment. I couldn’t tell if Theresa had stopped playing with me or if time had lengthened to accommodate the weighty truth of it. Thoughts that I had avoided suddenly coalesced in my mouth, revealing who I had become.

Sissy. Plaything. Slut.

“That’s right. My sexy sissy slut,” she said, pronouncing each word slowly and clearly to punctuate just how deeply I had become those things. “Is that what you want to be?”

“Yes, Mistress Theresa, _yes._” I oozed.

“Tonight, darling. I’ll make you into the slut you want to be so badly.”

She pulled her finger from me and tugged my panties into place. Even when she gave up her control of my body, I stayed pressed against the wall. I was panting, not just from the nearly crippling pleasure she had tormented me with, but from the overpowering realization of what I had just admitted.

Her heels clicked away from me, then paused. Her voice seemed like it was coming from far away, barely audible over the rushing sound in my ears.

“And wear something white.”


Chapter 8: Mistress’ Sissies

My dress swept around my feet as I made my way down the dark corridors towards Mistress Theresa’s office. The long white train dragged along behind me. The front of the skirt was split, the large scallops of lace brushing my thighs as they spread it open with every step. My white stockings stroked my legs, tugged upwards by my garter belt, my towering white heels clicking on the floor.

The bodice had a low-cut sweetheart neckline that exposed most of my chest. That left ample room for the heavy, jewel-encrusted necklace draped around my neck. Every scrap of light in the hallways glinted in the gems, a million glittering pinpoints cast onto the walls. It was framed by enormous balloon sleeves, sheer and white, tied tight around my upper arms by thick ribbons.

Virginal, I had thought as I dressed. I could barely bring myself to think about what that meant. Theresa had started her teasing with my clit, but it had been weeks since she had touched it. Now she only used my sissy spot.

All I could think about as I made my way was what was waiting for me.

“You look simply radiant,” came Theresa’s voice as I slipped into the darkened room. “A vision in white. So lovely and innocent.”

The only light was coming from the fireplace on one wall. Across from it was an enormous wingback chair. Theresa had draped herself lazily across it, one leg propped up on the pink velvet armrest. Her head was lolled to one side, resting on her first, her face curled into a smug, predatory smile.

“As do you, Mistress,” I said, offering her a curtsey with trembling limbs.

“I thought the evening demanded something special,” she grinned, her lips pulling back into a baring of fangs.

She wore a corset pulled so tight around the middle that she looked like a wasp. Her breasts were pushed high and together, revealing so much that they looked constantly on the edge of falling out. I thought I could see the barest hint of one nipple. Pulled over the top of her quivering flesh was a sheer, lacy covering that was tied around her neck. Dangling earrings twinkled in the firelight.

Beneath the corset was a long, sheer skirt made from several layers. At her waist, it was nearly opaque, giving just the barest hints of what was beneath. I traced the length of her leg as it emerged from the shadows and folds to where it ended in a simple black stiletto.

Theresa in black, me in white. I could feel myself beginning to get lightheaded, and my clit began to swell in its cage. The tiny scrap of silk that was my panties — the only white pair I could find, probably intentionally — barely contained the small cage. I was sure that Theresa was staring at it now, planning her torments.

Planning to take them off. To expose me to her needs, to turn me around and bend me over and lift my white gown and —

“This would be important for any sissy,” Theresa said, snapping me out of my thoughts. “But it wouldn’t be fair for me to take all the credit, would it?”

“No, Mistress?” I asked.

“It was dear Juliette who showed you the thrill of panties, wasn’t it? Who helped you put on your stockings for the very first time? I simply provided the door — she was the one who led you through it. Isn’t that right, Juliette?”

“It’s very kind of you to say, Mistress,” came Juliette’s voice, light and airy. But there was a tension in it, something I didn’t recognize.

“No need to be humble, girl,” Theresa said, glancing over her shoulder. “It’s time for your reward.”

The words set me on edge, but I couldn’t answer why.

There was a muted clacking of heels from the dark corner behind Theresa. Slowly, Juliette stepped into the light. Her hair was curled and piled high on her head in a dramatic updo. She was dressed in a long, sheer babydoll gown that ended at her ankles in an elegant wave of scalloped lace. Her black stockings were held up by a simple black lace garter belt that matched the cups of the nightgown. There were no panties, but that wasn’t why I couldn’t stop staring.

“Juliette, you’re a — you have a —“ I gasped, covering my mouth in shock.

Framed sweetly — almost beautifully — by the garter and stockings, tenting the sheer gossamer of her gown, was a long, thick erection. Pink, with a swollen tip, and the ring from her cage still wrapped around the base. It wiggled as she moved, a tiny wet spot forming where it brushed against her gown.

“A sissy clitty,” she said softly. “Just like yours.”

Juliette stopped next to Theresa, her cock — no, her clit! I corrected myself — trembling. She was looking at me with a mixture of excitement and nervousness that made my stomach tie itself into a knot.

Her reward, I thought slowly, the realization of what I’d be doing slowly dawning on me. I began to tremble.

“Now, Olivia,” Theresa said, one hand reaching up to Juliette’s clit and stroking her languidly through the nightgown. The sissy gasped softly, eyes widening in surprise. Theresa raised her voice to be heard over the stream of moans that the sissy began to produce as she was stroked. “Tonight, you will give yourself to me completely, of course. In doing so, you’ll become my sissy, just as Juliette is.”

My throat was dry as I swallowed. I found myself nodding. “Yes, Mistress, I understand.”

“Oh, I know, girl,” Theresa said, eyes flashing. “But your other responsibility is to thank Juliette.”

“Thank her, Mistress?”

Her face split into a wide grin that sent terror straight into my heart. I suddenly felt utterly exposed, like a cornered animal. My stockings, my dress, my panties. I was completely at her mercy, a plaything receiving her instructions. I felt my cage surge and knew I had begun to make my own wet spot in my panties.

“Get on your knees, girl,” Theresa commanded, her voice forceful and high. “And show her what a good sissy is for.”


Chapter 9: Her Taste

Even framed by lace, even wrapped in a gossamer nightgown, even attached to Juliette’s slender body and stunning face, I struggled to think of it as a clit. Hers was bigger than mine, even unlocked, and swung in front of her with a meaty weightiness that made me feel lacking in comparison. It pushed the sheer fabric forwards, its tip pointed towards my mouth.

“It’s not a cock,” Theresa said, her voice betraying a hint of impatience. “Sissies like you two don’t have cocks anymore. What do you have?”

“Clits,” Juliette said smartly.

“I want to hear the new girl say it,” Theresa said coldly.

“We have clits,” I said quietly, voice reedy and thin.

“That’s right, girl,” Theresa snapped. “Lovely sissy clitties. And what better place for a sissy clit than in a pretty sissy mouth?”

It stared back at me behind the filmy fabric draped across it. The wet spot at the front had grown, and now a dewy drop was growing at her tip. My stomach curled, my heart pounding in my ears.

?_Was I really going to do this?_

“Go on, Olivia,” Theresa instructed. “Touch her clitty. Play with her. Show her how pretty you think she is.”

I looked up at Juliette and saw hopeful desperation on her face. I thought about how much she had done for me, the silky thrills she had led me into. She had touched me when I still had a cock. I could do the same for her clit.

“How does that feel?” I asked shakily, stroking just her tip through the slippery nightgown. I could only bring myself to use my fingertips, barely moving them across her shiny tip.

“Oh, _fuck,_” Juliette moaned from above me. Even my miserly touch was enough to make her knees buckle.

“Very good,” Theresa grinned from the chair. “Every sissy loves the touch of pretty clothes on their clits, don’t they?”

It was, I discovered, not very different from touching another part of Juliette. Touching her clit didn’t suddenly send a bolt of lightning through me. I didn’t transform into something horrible on the spot. In fact, it wasn’t too dissimilar from touching my own.

Or at least it wouldn’t have been, now that I was locked away.

My strokes grew bolder and longer, wrapping the entire length of her clit in the silky nightgown and slowly pulling it along her length. This drew shuddering moans of pleasure from her that were louder at her tip. I focused my attention there, swirling the nightgown over her and spreading the sticky pre-cum there.

“She’s such a tease, Mistress!” Juliette moaned.

“Do you think it’s time she thanks you with her mouth?” Theresa asked, her voice sounding thick and rough. I glanced over and saw her fangs, nearly shriveled away from the intensity of her gaze.

She loves this, I thought. Controlling us like dolls. Making us play together.

This was all just foreplay for her.

“Yes!” squealed Juliette. In a rush, she gathered her nightgown in arms, pulling it upwards into a sheer ball of fabric at her belly. Her clit stood straight in front of her, glistening slightly from the pre-cum I had spread over it. “Yes, Mistress! Make her suck me!”

“You heard her, Olivia,” Theresa said. “Time to practice.”

I stared at the tip for an achingly long time before I slowly leaned in towards it. I expected it to smell musky and sweaty, but she smelled sweet and airy instead. There was a hint of something dark and low behind it all, but it mixed with her perfume into a heady cocktail that I couldn’t help but inhale deeply.

“Kiss it,” Theresa instructed.

The tip was hot against my glossed lips. I pressed them to it, and the moment I did, I felt something sweep over me. My tongue darted out, circling over the tip, tasting the salty glaze of pre-cum there. Above me, Juliette emitted a tiny moan that turned into a yelp of pleasure as I swallowed the rest of her clit.

“Oh, that’s hot,” Theresa muttered from the chair. “How’s your first taste, sissy?”

I answered by slowly sliding my mouth along Juliette’s length, tasting her as I lapped at her with my tongue. She squealed above me, eyes slammed tightly shut and mouth open. Her head had fallen back, a curled lock of hair that had escaped from her hairdo bouncing next to one immaculately shadowed eye.

“Be careful with that one, Olivia,” came Theresa’s drawl. “It’s been months since her clit’s been unlocked. She’s liable to pop at any minute.”

“May I, Mistress?” Juliette panted loudly, her voice dripping with desperation. “Oh, please, may I?”

“Not until I give you permission, girl. Simply unlocking you should be enough to make you happy! The fact that you’re getting pleasure like this is a gift. Be careful you don’t lose it.”

“Of course, Mistress,” Juliette responded quietly, put back in her place. “I’m so sorry.”

“Olivia will taste your sissy cream,” Theresa continued, ignoring the sissy’s repeated apologies. “When I tell you to give it to her.”

That knowledge made my toes curl and my cage twitch beneath the layers of silk and lace and steel. But to my surprise, I wasn’t filled with disgust or horror or surprise. On my knees, in my white, virginal lingerie and gown, made-up and manicured, locked and dominated, I had let go of fear and expectations. I only felt one thing now.

Excitement.

I bounced along Juliette’s clit, twisting my hand around her exposed skin as I sucked and teased her with my mouth. Drools of pre-cum poured from her tip. I let long strands of it dangle downwards before I lapped them up, Theresa loudly delighting in the display. Her hands moved across her skirt, playing with herself as I played with Juliette.

“I’m — going — to — cum —“ Juliette gasped, and I pulled myself from her instantly. Denying her like that gave me a sick thrill. I can see why Theresa enjoys this.

“Well, we can’t have that,” Theresa said idly. I saw her shifting in her chair and looked over at her while Juliette panted above me. “I suppose that means it’s time for Olivia to do what she was meant for.”

She rose smoothly from the chair, towering over us in her stilettos. Framed by the fire behind her, her long shadow cast across the room, I felt like I was in the presence of royalty. I shrank beneath her, overwhelmed by her power and beauty. Next to me, Juliette swayed on her feet, then collapsed onto her knees.

“You two are simply perfect like that,” Theresa said, her voice swelling. She was working with a buckle at the waistband of her skirt. When it was open, she held on to either side, keeping the sheer layers around her legs. “Sissies ready to serve your Mistress. To do anything she asks.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Juliette breathed.

Theresa dropped the skirt and my eyes widened at what was behind it. Thick and long, firelight dancing across it. It curved gently upwards, the swollen pink head swaying in front of us. Her package dangled below.

“Come, Olivia,” Theresa rumbled. “Let me make you my sissy girl, once and for all.”


Chapter 10: Serving Together

If Juliette and I had clits — sweet, sissy shafts meant only to be touched and teased — then Mistress Theresa had a cock. Despite its size, it was elegant and oddly feminine. As beautiful as it was powerful. Theresa could not be contained like us sissies were. She’d wield her cock against us to pleasure her the way only a sissy could.

“Yes, girls, _yes,_” Theresa moaned as we slurped her.

Juliette’s perfume mixed with the heavy scent of Theresa’s cock. The mixture was intoxicating, combining with her taste and the knowledge of what I was doing, how I was dressed, what I was becoming. I kissed and sucked and swirled and teased it.

“Touch Juliette’s clitty, Olivia,” Theresa instructed, her words dripping with arousal. “I want you to keep her right on the edge.”

I obeyed, reaching between us and finding Juliette’s quivering member beneath her nightgown. The gauzy fabric slid over it, the sissy’s moans muffled by Theresa’s cock in her mouth. I kissed and licked along the shaft. It was far too large to fit fully in either of our mouths.

Surely, she doesn’t expect it to be inside me?

My white dress rustled around me as a shiver ran down my back. This was the first time I had let myself think about what was doing to happen — why I was dressed in white.

“Get me all nice and wet, girls,” Theresa moaned. “Get me ready to fuck you.”

My toes curls and my stomach flipped over. I stroked Juliette’s cock absentmindedly. Her mouth popped off Theresa’s tip and mine replaced it. Before I had a chance to take as much of her length as I could, Juliette kissed me around it, our tongues swirling around our Mistress’ thick head. I had never felt so utterly submissive in my life, had never felt such an illicit thrill as knowing that we were simply there to make her cum.

“Beautiful,” Theresa breathed from above us.

She began to rock her hips forwards and backwards. Juliette and I opened our mouths and stuck our tongues out, letting Theresa’s enormous member slide across them. Letting her fuck our faces.

Before we let her fuck us somewhere else.

“Go to the desk, girls,” Theresa commanded, her voice low and gravelly.

I rose on shaking legs, holding Juliette’s hand as I made my way slowly across the room. I could barely stand up, relying on Juliette’s tight grip to make sure I didn’t fall over. My heart was pounding in my chest, my vision narrowing down. For a moment, none it seemed real.

“Bend over,” she instructed. “Juliette, take off your nightgown.”

Juliette’s fingers shook as she shrugged off the slender straps of the babydoll. It pooled on the floor around her black heels. She hugged herself, hands on her shoulders, biting her lip and looking between me and Theresa. She looked nervous and excited, eyes wide, body trembling. After one final look to our Mistress, she turned and bent, presenting her naked rear.

Slowly, I did the same, matching Juliette’s pose. We were bent over at our waists, arms tucked beneath our torsos, necks curled backwards to keep our heads up. Juliette was naked save for her garter belt, stockings, and shoes, her body ready to be of service to our Mistress.

I didn’t need to be instructed. I undid the small pearl buttons at my chest and let my dress fall off me. It made a muffled thump as it landed on the floor in a heap of lace and silk, joined shortly afterwards by my panties. Now Juliette and I matched — nothing but lingerie between us and Theresa. I looked over my shoulder at her and was shaken by the intensity of her hungry, predatory gaze.

“That is the sexiest thing I have ever seen,” she breathed. “Two lovely sissies presenting themselves for me. Ready for me. _Desperate for me._”

Her words washed over me like water, goosebumps rising on my skin. Juliette let out a tiny moan and squirmed next to me. “Thank you, Mistress,” she squeaked.

“Good girl,” Theresa said, her voice suddenly next to us. “Would you like me first, Juliette?”

“Oh, Mistress, yes!” She cried, biting her lip and looking hopefully over her shoulder.

“Good girl,” Theresa repeated, standing behind the sissy. She shot me a look out of the corner of her eye. “Watch close, sissy. You’re next.”

Despite its size, her cock slid effortlessly into the sissy. Juliette’s mouth fell open in a silent scream as Theresa glided into her, hands wrapped around Juliette’s garter belt for leverage. In one smooth motion, she was up to her hilt, hips pressed against Juliette’s rear.

The sissy finally managed to make a sound — a long, low moan that transformed into squeals of pleasure as Theresa began to thrust in and out of her. Her head rolled to the side and I leaned in to kiss her, suddenly needing her, wanting her to feel my need as Theresa used her.

Theresa’s powerful movements made Juliette’s entire body shake. Every drive forced out a moan of pleasure. I kissed and held her, my rear high in the air, waiting my turn for Theresa’s cock. My body tingled, my stomach tying itself into knots in anticipation.

She’s going to fuck me, I thought, anxious and excited. I’m going to cum. And when I do, the only thing left will be Olivia.

“Juliette, you are not allowed to cum,” Theresa grunted between thrusts. “Save all your sissy cream for Olivia, do you understand?”

“Yes!” cried Juliette, her scream overflowing with pleasure. “Yes, Mistress. Oh, fuck! Fuck! Yes!”

I kissed Juliette and waited until finally Theresa pulled out of her. Juliette made a sad, deflated sound. Her eyebrows were arched, almost as if she were about to burst into tears. But Mistress had no time for her. Her gaze had turned to me, like a spotlight in the darkness, flooding me with anxiety and arousal. My cage bucked, another spurt of pre-cum spilling out of it.

“On your back on the desk,” Theresa instructed.

When I was on it, knees bent, heels resting on the edge, Juliette circled around it. Her clit was pouring pre-cum, so red it was almost purple. It was clear the poor sissy was desperate to cum. It looked like all it would take was the barest whisper of pleasure and she would explode. I couldn’t believe she had managed not to all this time.

“When I tell you,” Theresa said slowly to Juliette, lining herself up between my legs. “You may put your clit in her mouth and make your sissy cummies.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” Juliette said weakly. I looked upwards at her and she glanced down at me, a thin smile on her face. She was so turned on, she looked like she might fall over.

“As for you, Olivia,” Theresa said. I suddenly felt gentle pressure at my rear, thicker and heavier and hotter than a finger. Butterflies erupted in my stomach and I felt my blood run cold. “Now you finally get to be my sissy.”

There was no question, no need for me to speak at all. I was simply there to be used. To be enjoyed. My pleasure was simply a means to her end, a way to heighten her arousal. Dressed in white, locked in a cage, nails painted, hair done, make-up perfect — all of it to make Mistress happy. To turn her on. To make her want me.

“Fuck me!” I squealed, looking down at her, suddenly overwhelmed with a desperate need for her. Theresa grinned.

Then she entered me.


Chapter 11: The Way A Sissy Should Be

The heat of her cock flooded me, her sheer size stretching me open and forcing out a scream. “Theresa!” I cried as she pushed into me. “Oh, fuck, oh fuck! Mistress! You’re too big!”

“There’s no such thing for a sissy,” Theresa breathed as she slid relentless forwards.

Her tip spread me, her massive shaft filling the opening. I was so tight around her I could feel her heart beating. My legs were shaking so much that I was worried I was going to fall off the desk, but Theresa grabbed my ankles and tossed them carelessly over her shoulders. The sudden shift in position loosened me.

Now her cock could grind against my sissy spot, its pulsations buzzing against me like her finger had before. I moaned in sissy bliss, the pain of her size melting into pleasure. I dropped my ankles over her shoulders, relishing the feeling of my silk stockings against her neck. My heels clicked together behind her as she moved.

“You’re so tight,” Theresa grunted. “Fuck, sissy, you feel good.”

“Thank you,” I moaned. “Fuck, thank you. Please, Mistress, grab my cage!”

She looked surprised for a moment, then the familiar look of raw power replaced it. She grinned, her fingers wrapping around the steel bars and squeezing it. “I own this clit,” she growled. “This is mine. You, Olivia, are mine.”

“Your toy,” I breathed. “Your plaything.”

“My sissy.”

Finally, she stopped pressing forwards. Her cock throbbed deep inside of me, its twitches making my clit bounce in her hand. She gave it a squeeze and let it go. I was so aroused that it stood straight up into the air, padlock lolling to one side. I was worried — or maybe it was hope — that it might break.

But it stayed resolutely in place.

“I’m going to fuck you now,” Theresa breathed. “And you’re going to suck Juliette’s clit. When she cums, you’ll swallow every last drop, do you understand?”

I nodded eagerly. I opened my mouth to speak but found it suddenly full of Juliette. She started thrusting quickly in and out, hands behind her back. Theresa began to do the same, and my body became overwhelmed with pleasure.

My dress. My lingerie. My cage. My role. Becoming her sissy. Being used.

The weeks leading up to this moment crashed into me. I wanted to be hers, to give myself to her completely, to let her control me and use me and dress me and turn me into the most beautiful, perfect sissy she could.

Her tip thudded over my sissy spot and I yelped around Juliette’s clit, pre-cum spilling from my own. Then Theresa slammed her cock back into me. My back arched, my squeals muffled. Pressure was rapidly building behind my clit, each of Theresa’s movement making it rise higher and higher.

“I’m gunna cum!” screamed Juliette, but she was too late. Her clit was already exploding in my mouth, thin hot jets shooting into me. They were so fast that I could barely swallow them. I tightened my lips around her clit, sucking and swallowing as hard as I could, desperate not to let a single, bitter drop spill out of my mouth.

“Good sissy girl,” Theresa groaned as she watched. “Suck her dry, Olivia. How’s your first taste of sissy cream?”

When Juliette finally finished, her high screams quieting into quivering moans, her clit slipped from my mouth. I still tasted her, the acrid flavor of her cum mixing with her perfume and the leftover taste of Theresa’s cock. It made me shudder in pleasure, the pure submission of the act almost enough to bring me to the edge.

Theresa was close, her fluid thrusts transformed into hard, aggressive slams against me. Every movement sent the padlock on my cage clattering against it, my stilettos smacking together behind her head. Moans and screams spilled out of me, the pressure in my sissy spot nearing its limit.

“Sissies like you were made to pleasure girls like me,” Theresa grunted. “I’ll cum as many times as I want. You don’t get to cum at all.”

“Oh, fuck, Mistress,” I mewled. “Fuck me, use me however you want. Just let me be your pretty sissy and put on panties whenever I want.”

That was all it took. Theresa let out a mighty roar of pleasure that bordered on a scream. “Olivia!” she cried as she exploded inside of me. Where Juliette had been thin and light, Theresa’s cum was thick and heavy, flooding me and bursting out around her cock. There seemed to be no end to her orgasm. She was pushed as deeply into me as she could be, and I could feel her package bounce and twitch against me as she came.

She leaned down over me, resting her head on my chest, pressing my clit against my belly. I moaned, the touch suddenly igniting a need inside of me. All she had to do was take the cage off and I could cum. Weeks of pleasure, being used tonight, all of it had brought me to the precipice. All I needed was a touch to push me over.

“I’m so close,” I moaned beneath her, her cock finally softening inside of me. “Please, I’m so close to cumming, Mistress!”

She said nothing for a long, horrible moment. Her cock slipped out of me, then she finally stood back up. Her hair had fallen over her face, matted with sweat. But beneath it, her eyes burned as bright as ever, alive with her power.

“Good,” she growled. “That’s how I want you, Olivia.”

I felt something tighten inside of me.

“Horny, desperate, denied. Just the way my sissy should be.”

A grin spread out over her face, like she had just thought of some private joke.

“Just the way she will be.”


Locked and Shared Sissy Princess: The House of Silk 2

by Vanessa Lockridge


“You put her in the cutest little panties!” the woman giggled as she lifted my skirt. “And is she wearing a…?”

“See for yourself,” Theresa said with a smirk. The woman tugged the lacy waistband down and gasped as she saw my cage.

“That is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. I can’t wait to get you bent over!”

It’s been months since Theresa transformed me into her newest sissy and had her way with me and Juliette. But as I’m about to find out, there’s more to being her sissy than serving her and her voracious appetite. There are others out there who want to taste me, too.

And Theresa is thrilled to share me.

The stunning girls at her Tea Party all have a little bit extra that they’re eager to use on me. But as incredible as they each are, it’s Clara who takes an extra interest in me. Theresa is more than happy to let Clara use me — so I can satisfy her and her unique tastes.

If I want to stay in silk, I have to commit to being a sissy. Am I willing to give myself up to someone else and let them control me?
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Chapter 1: The Next Step

I was about to step into my uniform when I heard Theresa’s voice behind me, soft but firm. I whirled around, the pink satin dress clutched against my chest, lace trim brushing against the cage that peeked out through the lacy opening at the front of my panties. My heart was pounding, my eyes wide. I ran through the house rules, trying to remember what I was supposed to do. How could I curtsey with my dress off?

“Sit, girl, before you fall over,” Theresa said with a snort. She gestured towards the bed and I wobbled towards it, thumping down on it.

Mistress Theresa sat next to me in a fluid, elegant movement that made me embarrassed for how awkward I had been. She put one warm hand on my stocking-covered leg.

“You’ve been here long enough that I think it’s time for us to continue your… training,” she said. “You have done an admirable job serving my needs.”

“Oh, uh, thank you, Mistress,” I said after a moment when she didn’t continue. “What else do I need to be… trained on?”

“I’m not the only person who would appreciate you,” she said, the hand on my leg moving to cup my chin. “As lovely as you are, as skilled as you are. There are plenty who would enjoy you the same way I do. We like to celebrate that at our regular Tea Parties.”

I felt my muscles tense. Theresa’s appetite for me and her other sissy maid Juliette seemed relentless. We were constantly on our knees, sucking and kissing and swallowing her, or bent over a chair, skirts flared around us as Theresa had her way. It was clear how she liked to enjoy me — and what she was suggesting.

“You want me to… be with other people?” I asked, my stomach churning as I said it.

?“Whether you know it or not, Olivia, you’re part of a wider world, now,” Theresa said, her brow furrowing just slightly. “When I train a new sissy girl, there are people who know what that means.”

I opened my mouth to ask her exactly what all of that meant. A wider world? Who else would be excited about a sissy maid? But before I had a chance to ask, Theresa started to speak again.

“I’m very interested in you meeting my friends,” Theresa said. “And if you do a good enough job with them?”

Suddenly her hand was wrapped around my cage, the sudden touch making me gasp. Theresa looked deep into my eyes, fingers tightening to emphasize her point.

“I might even take this off.”


Chapter 2: Tea Party Girls

”Oh, aren’t you just radiant?” the woman who answered the door bubbled, taking my hand and pulling me through the door. “You must be that new Olivia that Theresa has told us all so much about. Girls? Theresa and Olivia are here!”

From down the hallway, I heard squealing giggles of excitement, the clinking of teacups being set down. Hopefully, that’s all they need for a Tea Party, I thought, nervous to be seen by anyone else.

Knowing what was really going to happen.

Heels clicked and two tall, stunning women emerged from an arched doorway and minced down the hall. They stood on either side of the woman who greeted us, forming a wall of beaming, elaborate femininity that made my heart skip.

“Oh, she’s perfect, Theresa,” the one on the left said, waving her hand in the air and giving Theresa a broad, excited grin. “Did you help with her make-up? The pink is simply divine.”

?“Can’t wait to see how good she is with those lips,” winked the one on the right.

“Girls!” the woman in the middle chuckled. “Give these two a second to come in, for goodness’ sakes. Poor little Olivia here doesn’t even know our names.”

“She doesn’t need to, dressed like that,” the right-hand woman said. She was practically licking her lips. The aggression on her face made my stomach twist and my cage feel very tight. “I’ll take her just like she is, and I can be a happy, mysterious memory for her.”

“Not if I get to her first,” said the one on the left. She reached out and took my trembling hand. “I’ll be gentle with you, Olive. Or —“ she smirked “— as gentle as you want me to be.”

“Clara, be nice!” Theresa chided, but there was plenty of smile in her voice.

“Mmm, she doesn’t want me to be nice,” Clara said with an expression that was more a bearing of fangs than a grin. “Do, you, Olivia dear?”

All I could think about was what was going to happen. Why we were all here. What’s lurking under those skirts.

The three women were dressed to their feminine bests. Clara had long blonde hair that spilled down her bare shoulders in thick, loose curls. She wore a headband that had a sweet pink bow that matched her stud earrings. Her top was a high-collared halter-neck tank top that gathered at her neck so tightly that I was sure I could see a hint of her nipple poking out from the side. It was tucked into a tiny pleated skirt that seemed to barely cover her rear.

“Don’t let these beasts get to you,” said the woman who answered the door, putting her arm around my shoulders and leading me down the tastefully-appointed hallway. “I’m Denise. You’ve already met Clara, and this is Katie.”

Katie grinned broadly, waggling her fingers at me before tucking a lock of dark hair back behind her ear. She was wearing an A-line dress constructed entirely of sheer lilac, covered in embroidered flowers. Even the straps were draped, sheer silk, tied in floppy bows over her shoulders. The skirt was short, though not as dramatically as Clara’s had been. Still, I had a hard time not trying to peek underneath it as she walked in front of us.

“How much as Theresa told us about our little group?” Katie asked, sliding a hand down my back and resting her hand — rather suggestively, I thought — on the curve of my cheeks.

She was wearing a white lace pencil skirt that ended mid-thigh, giving fleeting, tantalizing glimpses of her stocking-tops and garter straps. It followed the curve of her hips upwards to her waist, where she was wrapped by a very tall white satin ribbon tied in a smart bow at her belly. A sheer pink blouse covered in ruffles was tucked into it. I could easily see her bra behind it — it too was sheer, with ruffled cups that just barely hid her nipples from view.

“Not much,” I said meekly, trying to figure out how much these women knew about me. “This is your regular get-together? Your… girl time?”

The three women giggled and exchanged knowing looks. “You could say that,” Clara said with narrowed, predatory eyes.

“We all love sweet, girly things,” Katie said, running her fingers up my back. Her touch was soft but controlling. There was a casual confidence behind. A clear sense of who was in charge.

And what she’s going to do, I thought, the idea making me shiver.

“And we just love to share with each other, don’t we, girls?” Denise added brightly, pivoting my shoulders into the living room.

It was a long room with high ceilings, the massive bank of windows flooding the space with light. The walls were covered in elaborate molding and bright, ornate paintings. A curving velvet couch dominated one side of the room, with a collection of chairs facing it across a stone coffee table. It had a decidedly feminine air to it, but I couldn’t quite explain why.

“Oh yes,” Clara said, still staring at me. Her gaze filled my stomach with butterflies. “We’re very generous with each other.”

She dropped onto the couch, directly next to the spot where Denise was depositing me. I sat onto it slowly, keeping my knees together and tucking my skirt behind my legs. The moment I was on it, Clara draped one arm languidly around my shoulders. I gave her a nervous glance, and she tilted her head to the side, giving me a broad, hungry grin.

“You are simply darling,” she grinned. “I can see why Theresa is so fond of you. So glad she brought you to play.”

Before I had a chance to ask what she meant, Theresa cleared her throat. She was sitting across the table from us, dressed in a dark dress with long, sheer sleeves. Compared to the extravagant outfits of the other three, she seemed almost out of place. But there was a command to her presence that was obvious. As she began to speak, all four sets of eyes turned to her.

“Girls,” she began, a smirk playing at her mouth. “I know how much fun we’ve all had with Miss Juliette in the past.”

“Mmm, remember that day with her at the Davenports’?” Denise interrupted, turning to face us.

“Was that when Juliette had that —“ Katie said.

“Yes!” giggled Clara. “And when we finally got her on her back —“

“I’ve never heard such squeals,” Denise said with a grin, shaking her head fondly. She turned back to Theresa. “Sorry, dear, please go on.”

“But today is Olivia’s day,” Theresa said with a smile and an eye roll. “She’s had lots of practice, and now I’m very interested to see how she can perform.”

“Oh, me too,” Clara purred, running the back of her hand over my shoulder and bare arm.

“Olivia,” Theresa said, turning to face me. “I think you understand your role here. I expect you to provide my very dear friends with exactly what they need. Do you understand?”

I nodded, my heart fluttering. Clara was already sliding her hand up my thigh, pushing my skirt to the side and revealing my stocking tops. Denise was staring at me with an intense expression, like she was planning the best approach to take me. Katie had already sprung out of her chair. The lilac skirt bounced around her hips as she made her way towards me. From the way it was swinging, I could tell there was something long and hard sticking into it.

My cage was furiously, desperately tight.

“She’s yours now, girls,” Theresa said, spreading her arms.

Clara stared down at me, fangs bared in a hungry, stomach-twisting, thrilling grin. “Welcome to the Tea Party, Olivia.”


Chapter 3: How Long It’s Been

My dress was removed in mere seconds. Girls ooh-ed and ahh-ed at my lingerie, fingers brushing across lacy trim and satin ribbons.

The longline bra was sheer except for its thick pink stripes. From a distance, they appeared solid, but up close it was clear they were lace. They were carefully arranged to hide just the right parts of me. Cups and edges were trimmed with frothy white lace that even ran up the straps. A pretty white bow sat at my chest, a satin rosette in the middle of it.

My garter belt was more of a garter skirt — pink stripes followed the garment’s curve downwards, with a burst of sheer pink skirts emerging from beneath it. Another satin bow sat in the middle of the waistband, just below my navel. Garter straps connected to my nude stockings, the pink lace tops tugged upwards in tantalizing arches.

Underneath it all were my panties; solid pink in the front and open in the rear. A final white bow was so large that it almost completely covered the front. It was a clear message about what part of me was most interesting, and what part could be safely ignored.

But I do a good enough job, my cage might come off, I thought, trying not to get too excited. It had been almost a year since the cage had been put on. I almost couldn’t remember what it was like for someone to touch my clit without it.

It was of the last of several sets I had modeled for Theresa. None of them had been good enough until this one. “You have to be more than just beautiful,” she said, her voice belying a note of anxiety. “You have to be delicious.”

Already, lips were exploring my skin. Denise had draped herself across my legs and was kissing the narrow strip of skin between the bottom of my bra and the top of my garter belt. Every time her mouth pressed against me, I let out a tiny, mewling gasp that made the other two giggle.

Clara had barely waited for Theresa to finish before she had pushed me roughly against the couch, one hand planted on my chest. With a surprisingly strong motion, I was nearly pinned between the back and bottom cushions. For an instant, I felt anxiety rise in my chest and stared up at her with wide eyes. But the hand moved, and even though I was below her, she wasn’t holding me in place.

“Theresa has exceptional taste,” she breathed as she leaned down, pressing her lips to mine. I melted into her, letting her tongue open my mouth and play against mine. I felt myself twitch in my cage as she kissed me, the other girls’ touches already making me worry about leaking.

Katie’s hands were sliding across my stocking-covered legs, working their way slowly but certainly up to my panties. When they arrived, she tugged them down and gasped as she saw my cage. For the second time, anxiety bubbled up through my body. Didn’t these women know who I was? What I was?

Was all of this about to end?

“Oh Theresa,” Denise gasped, her voice low with surprise. “How did you ever fit her into something so small?”

“It’s so cute!” Katie grinned, running her fingertip across the skin exposed between the bars. “And look at how hard she is in there.”

I bit my lip.

So they do know, I thought, but without as much relief as I was expecting. Is… that a good thing?

“Our dear Olivia hasn’t been unlocked in —“ Theresa began before Denise lifted her head.

“Wait! Let us guess!” she interrupted. “Hmm. Well, I know how much it turns you on when your playthings are so committed to you. I’ll say… oh, four months? I hope it’s not that long, poor thing.”

Clara broke the kiss, her finger still sliding into the lacy cup of my bra. “She’s far too selfish to share with us that early. I’ll say eight months.”

“Eight months?” Katie gasped again, one hand planted on her chest in shock, the other still drawing gasps and moans from me as it played across my clit. “That’s almost cruel. I can’t imagine it. Certainly Theresa wouldn’t leave her in there for more than five.”

Theresa smiled, a satisfied look on her face. “Why don’t you tell them, Olivia?”

Three sets of eyes turned towards me. “It’s been ten and a half months,” I said quietly, to stunned silence.

“That’s so fucking hot,” Clara finally growled, her eyes bright as she looked hungrily at me. “You must be very desperate in there, princess.”

“Yes,” I breathed as she began to kiss me again. Her fingers had found my nipple, flicking and pinching it and making my chest tight with pleasure. Denise had moved down to my thighs, kissing the naked skin above my stockings. Katie was there with her, pushing her head away from me and leaning in for a kiss.

“Enjoy that, girls,” Theresa said. “She only cums when I allow it.”

“I bet I can make her break that rule,” Clara grinned at me. “I think I’m going to.”

She sat up, pulling back her skirt. It took only the barest movement before what I had expected — and maybe, a quiet voice inside of me said, what you had hoped for — sprang up, pushing aside the refined, feminine skirt with its thick, towering mass. Long and smooth and sweetly pink, with a quivering head that was already dewy at the tip.

“I need your hands on my cock,” she said softly. “Show me why Theresa keeps you all to herself.”

She sucked in air between her teeth as I brushed it with my fingertips, letting them run up her massive length and tickle the sensitive spot on the underside of her head.

At my knees, Denise and Katie were kissing each other, Denise pulling off her blouse and frantically undoing her bra. As soon as it was off, she launched herself at Katie, straddling the woman’s legs and pulling out another thick, quivering cock. It stood sweetly out of the lilac cloud of Katie’s dress. Denise was already rolling up her white skirt, revealing first stocking tops, bow-trimmed garter tabs, pretty, scallop-edged garter straps, then the bottom of satin panties that bulged outwards as she rolled it up and up. Then, finally, a final cock sprang free, smaller than the other two —

— but still big enough.

I looked up at Clara, saw the look of dominance she written all over her face, and felt a jolt run through me. My clit bucked, and I knew a dribble of pre-cum had squirted from the tip. I could barely believe what was happening around me — at the beautiful women, at what they were endowed with, at what they were doing.

“Don’t get distracted, princess,” Clara said from above me. “I know; it’s a lot for a first time.”

She grabbed my chin in her hands and yanked me towards her swollen tip, eyes glinting with steely calm and confidence. Everything about her made it clear that she was in charge. That I was going to submit to exactly what she wanted. My eyes flicked to Denise and Katie as they moaned, saw Katie’s red lips wrap around Denise’s thick shaft, felt my clit strain in its cage.

Clara grinned down at me as she pulled me forwards, my mouth opening almost automatically. “But you’ll have plenty more.”


Chapter 4: Clara

Fingers tightened in my hair as I bobbed up and down Clara’s massive shaft. She tasted sweet and salty, musky perfume blending with her taste into a mixture that made my toes curl. Something about it was different than Theresa’s flavor. Stronger, darker, headier. It made me shake just to smell her, my rear entrance already twitching as I thought about what was going to happen with it.

Katie and Clara were sitting on the couch, stocking-covered legs spread up, their skirts and dresses hiked up to reveal garter straps and panties pulled just beneath their massive cocks. As Denise worked Katie’s, I sucked Clara’s, the pair of us on all fours. My panties had been removed — I wasn’t sure by who — and as I sucked, my caged clit swing between my legs. The padlock clinked quietly, just loud enough to be heard over the slurps and moans.

“It’s so hot knowing you can’t cum, Olivia,” Denise grinned as she watched me. “We’ll cum as many times we want. And you’ll just have to take it.”

When Clara wasn’t kissing Katie, I could see her staring at my ass or grinning at my cage. Every time she did, her cock twitched in my mouth. It was only a matter of time before she took exactly what she wanted from me. I may have been at the Tea Party for the benefit of all of them, but it was clear who was going to enjoy me the most.

“I can’t believe you kept this gift from us for so long, Theresa,” Clara moaned, grabbing my hair and yanking me roughly upwards. She kissed me deeply, tongue pushing open my lips. As I was pulled up, I felt my cage bounce against her cock.

?She gets to have what I want, I thought, but there was no jealousy behind it. Instead, a quieter voice whispered. But is being unlocked really what you want?

“You can see why I did,” Theresa said, a smirk in her voice. “But she’s simply too good not to share.”

“I want to a turn!” Katie said, mock whining in her tone. “I’ve only had Denise!”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Denise snorted. “Last time, you said you never wanted anyone else.”

“Oh, Denise,” Katie said with a grin, leaning down and kissing Denise’s upturned forehead. “Nobody has a mouth like yours.”

“I’d love to find out what this minx can do,” Denise said, turning to look at me. “You’re being so selfish, Clara!”

“Once you get a taste of her, you won’t want to let her go,” Clara chuckled. “Theresa hid her from us for a year!”

“That’s a lot of missed Tea Parties you owe us, Olivia,” Katie grinned. “Why don’t you show us how sorry you are.”

Katie climbed onto the couch, sitting between Denise and Clara. Their cocks wiggled in the air, framed by lacy panties and garter straps, silk stockings and sheer, ruffled dresses. Pink and red lips were curled into hungry smiles, perfectly made-up eyes focused on my lingerie-covered body. It was an intoxicating, confusing, thrilling combination. Sweet perfumes mixed with dark, musky notes as thick cocks twitched in front of me, desperate for my touch.

They want me, I thought, the simple idea making me even more aroused. Just like this. On my knees, ready to serve them.

“I only have one mouth,” I pouted, looking up at Katie. “So I guess I’ll have to start with you.”

The three women exchanged surprised giggles as I crawled between Katie’s legs, running my nails over her stockings and up her thighs before gliding them up her waist. I let them rest on her bra as I slid my mouth over her tip and sucked as much of her as I could. Her squeal of delight turned into a long moan of pleasure as I began to slowly, teasingly move my head up and down. Clara pushed her cheek so they were facing each other, then moved in for a kiss.

I let go of Katie’s chest and brought my hands to the cocks on either side of her. They were hot in thick in my hands, their owners moaning with delight from my touch. Hearing them respond like that made my cage even tighter.

I’m nothing but a toy to them. I’m just here for their pleasure.

“Look at her ass while she sucks you,” Denise breathed, biting her pinky nail. Her hips were slowly rocking up and down, thrusting into my hand as I pumped her. “It’s so cute!”

“Even better without panties,” Katie agreed. “It is so hot to see that cage like that.”

“Even easier to fuck,” Clara growled with a grin that made my heart stop.

“Me first,” Denise grinned, lifting herself off the couch. She dropped to her knees behind me, spreading her legs until our stockings rubbed together. My gasp was stifled my Katie’s cock, but my cage was loud enough: I shivered in anticipation as I felt her shaft smack against my naked rear. Denise leaned forwards, her curled hair brushing across my back. “Are you ready, cutie?”

“Fuck me,” I moaned, but she hadn’t been waiting for an answer. I felt a slight pressure at my rear blossom into delicious, toe-curling pleasure as she drove herself into me.

“Oh, fuck,” Denise groaned from behind me, fingers curling around my garter belt as she slid deep into me. “You are so fucking tight.”

“You’re so big!” I gasped. Already I could feel myself being stretched out around her. “Oh, fuck, Denise, your cock is so good.”

“Do you want all of me?” she purred.

“Yes!” I squealed around Katie’s cock. She was thrusting into my mouth, her sweetness growing saltier as pre-cum began to run from her tip. “Fuck me hard, please!”

“Did you train her to say that?” Clara asked, lolling her head to the side so she could look at Theresa.

“I didn’t have to,” Mistress said from behind. I felt a swell of pride in my chest — to know that I was considered such a prize, that I was pleasing Theresa as I worked them. But there was something else there, too, a deeper feeling that was slowly working its way up to the surface. “She’s a natural, isn’t she?”

“You can’t have her back,” Denise groaned. She had finally reached her hilt, her pulsing cock buried deep inside of me. It wasn’t as long or as thick as Theresa’s, but it filled me with delicious bliss. Then she did something Theresa never had — she wiggled it, hands tight on my hips, the tip stroking me from the inside.

“Oh, fuck!” I gasped, my head dropping off Katie’s cock.

“You like that?” Denise giggled. “Katie does, too.”

“Mmm,” Katie moaned, pushing my head back towards her shaft. “Denise is so talented with her pretty dick. Don’t cum in her until you’ve fucked me, okay?”

“I’ve never been able to say no to you, beautiful!” Denise giggled. “Besides, I think Clara wants her more than either of us.”

“I’m going to wreck her,” Clara said idly, swiveling her heavy gaze down to me. A smirking smile curled the corner of her lips. It was the expression of someone with unquestioned dominance. She was going to fuck me the way a sissy was supposed to be: hard, fast, and only concerned about how good Clara felt. “I’m going to fuck her dry, and then I’m going to fuck her again. And when she’s so turned on, so desperate for my cum that she can’t even feel her toes in her pretty little stilettos anymore — then I’m going to make her beg me for it. And that’s exactly what you’re going to do, too, princess. Because I know that the only thing you want is to be used exactly like this.”

Oh, fuck.

There was a long pause, interrupted only by the gentle slaps as Denise drove herself in and out of me and the tiny moans I made as she did. Every thrust sent my cage swinging between my legs, clit ignored and useless. All of us were staring at Clara with open mouths.

“Fuck,” Katie finally said, reaching down to Clara’s cock and beginning to pump it with me. “Now I want you to fuck me, too.”


Chapter 5: Screaming For Her

Denise’s cock was already buried deep inside Katie when Clara told me to get on her lap. Katie was straddling Denise’s lap, her purple skirts sprayed around her as she bounced on the thick shaft. Her back was curved, rear pushed out behind her against Denise’s chest. With her legs spread, her cock stood straight out in the air in front of her, curved and proud and beautiful.

“Your turn, princess,” Clara said, her voice barely above a whisper. She stood in a quick movement, heels clattering against the ground and pushing me backwards until I was kneeling. I looked up at her, biting my lip. “Fuck,” she breathed. “You do look good like that.”

“But you don’t want my mouth,” I purred, running my hands over her thighs and giving the tip of her shaft a kiss. “You want something much nicer than that.”

“Few things are nicer than your mouth,” Clara said, grabbing my chin and pulling me upwards until I was standing. “Except for this.”

Her hand was suddenly wrapped around my caged clit, one finger playing between the bars. I gasped and doubled over at the sudden, intense pleasure. Theresa had long since stopped playing with my cage, preferring to use my mouth and ass whenever she pleased. But Clara clearly enjoyed seeing me twitch and moan at her touch. When she released me, her grin was bigger than I had ever seen it.

“Wow,” she said. “All that from just one touch?”

“I’m very sensitive,” I murmured.

“Just the way a sissy should be,” she said, hands exploring my back before creeping down to my naked rear. “Does Theresa ever let you out of that?”

“She has other ways she likes to use me.”

“What a shame. If you were mine, I’d make every day for you a trip to sissy heaven.” Her finger slid down between my cheeks and pressed at my rear entrance. I sucked in air between my teeth, clit twitching. “Or maybe you’d prefer hell?”

“Whatever you want,” I moaned, pressing myself against her and leaning in for a kiss. She granted it to me, and I melted into her, suddenly desperate to please her.

“What I want,” she said softly when she broke the kiss. “Is to make you scream.”

She led me to the side of the couch where Denise and Katie were squealing and moaning together. Denise’s hand was wrapped around Katie’s quivering shaft, Katie gasping as Denise groaned and bounced the other girl up and down. Katie’s cock was a deep shade of red, and it was clear that Denise had been keeping her close to the edge.

That’s where I want to be, I suddenly thought, the words a surprise to hear. That’s what I want, all the time.

“You’re so pretty,” Clara said from behind me, hands sliding around my belly, lips next to my ear. “But I love seeing you from back here.”

I craned my head around to kiss her. She darted her tongue into my mouth, then gently bit my lip before pulling away. I could feel her grabbing her cock and prepared myself to feel it go inside of me, but it never did. Instead, I felt it slide slowly between my legs, pushing my clit and package to the side. I looked down, and saw something shocking.

For the first time in a year, I had a cock.

Then I blinked and gasped. That wasn’t mine — it was Clara’s! Her cock stuck out in front of me, dwarfing my caged clit as it dangled to the side. My eyes widened. There could be no starker difference between them. My clit, her cock — I could barely imagine it fitting inside of me. Hers was a tool for her pleasure.

Mine was a tool for torment.

“Are you ready for me, sissy girl?” Clara whispered. “Are you going to be my good, pretty princess and take my cock?”

“Only if you promise to make me beg you to cum,” I grinned. “Do you really think you can?”

She swatted my ass, sinking her nails into it. I gasped as the twinge of pain melted into the sea of pleasure I was riding on. I turned to kiss her again, but before I could, she seized my hair and wrenched me upwards and back towards her. I was staring at the ceiling, eyes wide.

“Oh yes, sissy,” she growled. “And when I’m finished, you’ll thank me for it.”

Before I had a chance to answer, she shoved me forwards. Katie’s cock was bouncing in the air in front of me, so close it almost hit me. “Suck it,” Clara commanded. “And don’t stop until you’ve swallowed every last drop of her cum.”

There was a steel edge to Clara’s voice, now. The playful smugness had disappeared, fully realized into dominance. I wasn’t flirting with her anymore — I wasn’t with any of them.

?Now I was serving them.

“Fuck, she has a perfect mouth,” Katie groaned as I slipped her between my lips. “Fuck, Denise, oh fuck, you feel so good.”

“You’re so tight!” the other girl moaned from beneath her. “Your stockings feel so good against mine.”

There was pressure at my rear now. Clara’s fat shaft pushed against me, threatening to split me open even before she’d entered me. My clit twitched between my legs, a stream of pre-cum pouring from the tip and pooling on the floor. I wobbled in my enormous stilettos as Clara snapped my garter strap against my thigh. Katie and Denise moaned in front of me, Katie’s cock forcing my jaw open as I sucked and swirled my tongue around her.

“You can cum whenever you want to, sissy,” Clara said. “But I’m not going to stop fucking you until I’m satisfied.”

She leaned down, her lingerie and hiked up clothes pressing against my naked back. I felt her breath against my ear the same instant as I felt her push into me, her massive cock splitting me open. I almost couldn’t hear what she whispered as I squealed in agony and pure sissy pleasure.

“And I’m never fucking satisfied.”

Denise had been slow and gentle. Even Theresa had be careful to listen to me, never to go too fast or too hard. But Clara didn’t wait, didn’t care about my needs at all. Her cock slammed into me with a biting swiftness that made me scream around Katie’s cock, eyes squeezed closed so tightly that tears began to form at their corners.

Her thrusts were deep and long, withdrawing almost her entire length from me before pushing back into, stretching me open. Her package slapped against mine, sending my cage swinging wildly, the padlock clinking madly. Fingers dug into my waist and hips, giving me just enough support to keep me from being thrown forwards onto Denise and Katie.

“Fuck! Fuck!” was all I could scream as Clara railed me, using me for nothing more than her own needs. “Fuck me! Fuck!”

I’d never been more turned on. Nothing had ever felt so right.

“Scream for me, sissy!” she growled.

“Touch my clit!” I cried, barely hearing myself as I did.

Katie’s cock rammed into my mouth as I felt Clara’s tight grip around me. In an instant, my body was overwhelmed. Cum began to dribble out of me, then exploded from me in tiny, water bursts with each of Clara’s heavy thrusts. I groaned and screamed as I came, knowing — and wanting — her to keep going, to fuck me until she came.

“Oh fuck,” Clara giggled behind me. “She just came! What a little slut!”

The other two were too focused on their impending orgasms to notice us. Pre-cum was spilling down Katie’s cock, and I tried to focus on licking it up while Clara’s shaft filled me.

“Please don’t stop,” I moaned as pleasure washed over me. Part of my body wanted to be done, had reached the relief it had been so desperate for. But part of, a stronger voice that had been slowly growing louder — that part wanted her to keep going. That was the part of me that thrilled at being used so completely, my needs utterly irrelevant. It didn’t matter if I was done. The only thing that mattered was Clara and her orgasm.

And that was exactly how I wanted it.

“I’m not going to, sissy,” she cried from behind me. She had pulled my clit back between my legs, the cum running down its caged length. Her package hit it with every thrust, a constant reminder of what — who — this was for. “Tell me how much you want this!”

“I want all of you,” I groaned as the pounding continued. I realized I had never stopped being hard in my cage, that even after I had cum, I was desperate to cum again. “I want you to fuck me until you cum, and then I want you again. I never want your cock out of me!”

“Fuck!” Katie squealed. Her cock burst in my mouth, hot, acrid jets of cum flooding into me. I swallowed quickly — I’d had enough practice with Theresa that not a single drop escaped my lips. “Fuck, hearing you two got me there so fast. Fuck!”

When she finally finished, limp cock falling from my mouth, Denise rolled her onto her belly. Katie’s ass was high in the air, panties pulled to the side, as Denise drilled into her. It took just a handful of quick, hard thrusts before she made a high choking sound, her back arching and head thrown backwards. I stared at her as she came, watching her hair spill across her shoulders as she drove herself deep into the other woman. I thought about her beauty, about her cock, about Katie’s cock.

“Are you ready for my cum, princess?”

Clara’s voice seemed like it came from another room, but it suddenly snapped me back to what was happening. She had released my clit; it swung limply between my legs again. One of Clara’s hands was clenched around my garter belt, using it for leverage. The fingers of the other were knitted into my hair, yanking my head backwards. It was all I could do to stay upright in my heels.

“Yes!” I squealed. “Fuck, yes!”

I had never wanted anything more.

She erupted in me, her heat filling me in an instant. Her cock twitched and pumped and bounced, pressing against my sissy spot and bringing me right to the very edge of climax. I grabbed my clit, rubbing my finger over the exposed parts of my tip, willing myself to cum again. But it wasn’t the sensation there I needed.

It was Clara.

“Fuck me, please, please!” I cried. “I need your cock! Please, fuck, Clara, fuck, don’t stop! Don’t stop!”

With effort, she began to thrust into me again, her cries of pleasure mixing with mine. Every movement made her entire body shudder, and I knew she was totally overwhelmed with sensation. I knew I should have stopped, should have focused on her and not my own climax, but I was too close — I needed her, needed her cock, needed her control over me.

“Cum, sissy slut,” she croaked from behind, her own orgasm finally finished. I could feel her beginning to soften inside of me. “Make your little sissy mess. Prove to your Mistress why she should never take your cage off again.”

I screamed as I came again, harder than before, cum exploding out of my tip. My body was wracked with convulsions of pleasure, knees buckling and then finally giving way. With my arms still resting on the side of the couch, I sank to my knees, Clara’s cock slipping out of me as I did. She disappeared, the room and the other girls and everything vanishing except for my clit and the pure white pleasure that flooded me.

I felt the words rise up inside of me, pushing inside whatever was left of my denial to reveal the simple truth that I hadn’t let myself believe.

This was exactly where I wanted to be.


Chapter 6: New House, New Rules

“I expect your lingerie to excite me, princess” she said matter-of-factly. “That means frills, Olivia, and lace. I trust that won’t be a problem.”

“Of course not, Clara,” I said, biting my lip. “That sounds perfect.”

“Your nightwear,” she continued as if I hadn’t spoken. “Should match. Think gossamer. I want you to look like a beautiful present, just for me to unwrap.”

I felt my chest tighten, a mix of excitement and nerves spilling out through me. I can’t believe this is really happening! Clara had made it clear that a single Tea Party would not be enough for her. She wanted me, in her words, “as often as I can have her, and I don’t want to wait.”

Theresa was more than happy to arrange a long-term visit for me.

“Of course, Clara,” I answered, glancing around my new room in her house. It was elegant and beautiful, with massive windows overlooking the street and elaborate, complex scrollwork on the moldings. A room fit for a queen — or a princess. “I — that’s what I want, too.”

Clara grinned broadly at me, then began to walk slowly to me. “Good, because it’s no fun for me if you’re not constantly aroused. I want you pretty. I want you horny. I want you desperate. But most of all…”

She trailed off when she reached me, one hand cupping my chin and tilting it up into a kiss. “I want you everywhere.”

My soft, gasping moan was muffled by her kiss. It was tender and sweet, but carried an undercurrent of power and control that made my toes curl in my stilettos. Already, my body ached for her in a way that it never had with Theresa. I wanted Clara. To please her, to make her happy, to hear her call me princess and tell me what a good sissy I was.

“To that end,” she said conversationally when she broke the kiss, as if I hadn’t just completely lost myself in her firm, tender touch. “You’ll be wearing one of these until I say otherwise.”

She produced a thick, black, undulating object covered in knobs and ridges. I didn’t need her to explain what it was — I could tell it would soon be the source of my torment with her. A plug, specifically designed to find my sissy spot and direct its vibrations there.

“Drop your panties and bend over.”

It entered me smoothly and easily, snuggling inside of me and instantly filling me with stomach-knotting pleasure. Clara gave my cheek a playful slap, then tugged my panties back up. As she did, the plug sprang to life inside of me, a cascading wave of buzzes erupting through my body. I squealed, eyebrows arching upwards as the pleasure coursed through me. The plug was laser-focused on my sissy spot, already squeezing pre-cum from my cage.

“What a lovely sound,” Clara beamed. “Now, Olivia, I believe you have some chores to do. While you work, why don’t you think about what we’ll be doing tonight?”

“What’s — what’s that, Clara?” I managed.

“I’m very excited you’re here,” she grinned. “I’m looking forward to taking you for a test drive. You’ll find your outfit waiting for you. I want you on all fours on your bed, ready to serve me.”

She paused as she reached the doorway.

“Because I am going to break you.”


Chapter 7: Presenting Myself

The babydoll was so short that when I finally bent over on the bed, it rode up high enough to reveal my sheer panties. I curved my back and pushed my pantied rear into the air so Clara could see her prize immediately. So she could take me exactly the way she wanted.

My body was draped in dense layers of sheer peach silk. When I stood, the babydoll formed sharp angles away from my body. The hem was trimmed in thick, scalloped lace, but it was the trim that drew the eye. Ruffled flowers made from the same sheer fabric covered the bottom third of the nightgown, slowly getting smaller as they crawled upwards in spirals. They ended at my chest, framing my nipples.

The panties matched, leg openings and waistband covered in more ruffled flowers. The front was overflowing with them, completely obscuring my cage in another reminder of what parts of me Clara was interested in. The back of my panties were nothing more than a thin layer of sheer fabric, the plug thrumming against my sissy spot just beneath.

There were no stockings, but she had given me a pair of long, sheer gloves that matched the babydoll. They ran up to my elbows, where they were tied with pretty bows. Around my neck was a heavy, elaborate necklace made of twinkling white gems that complemented my long, sparkling earrings. I had put my hair into a complex updo that showed them off — I thought Clara would enjoy watching them swing as she fucked me.

I can’t believe I’m planning for things like that. But some part of me desperately wanted to impress her. I wanted her to be thrilled by me — when she saw me, I wanted her to take me.

The vibrator crested in intensity and I let out a long, quiet moan, fingers curling against the sheets. My head dropped down between my shoulders as the buzzy pleasure coursed through me, my clit twitching and legs trembling. It had been a source of constant, agonized delight all day. I was sure that Clara was controlling it — it seemed to have an uncanny ability to tease me most when I wanted it the least.

“I have to say,” her voice came from behind me. “It’s pretty hot to know that you make those sounds even when I’m not around. No — don’t turn around.”

I froze, then slowly turned my head back to look at the tufted headboard. I felt the bed shift as Clara sat on it. “You look particularly lovely this evening.”

“The lingerie you picked out is so pretty!”

“It wouldn’t look half as nice on anyone else.”

Something like pride bubbled up inside of me. “Thank you, Clara.”

“Thank you, Olivia, for letting me dress you like this. And then for letting me look at you.”

“Is looking all you want to do?”

I could hear the smile in her voice. “As a matter of fact, it’s not.”

“What else do you want to do?”

“I have some ideas. Would you like to hear them?”

“I think it’d be more fun if you showed me.”

I let out a tiny gasp as I felt her fingers brush the tiny strip of exposed skin between the thick ruffles of my babydoll and the back of my panties. Her nail glided across it, then hooked in the waistband and tugged them down just far enough to expose my cheeks. She dragged her fingers across my skin, making it alive with sparks of pleasure and anticipation.

“Even Juliette wasn’t this eager,” Clara said softly. “You’re really something else, Olivia.”

“You were with Juliette?” I asked, suddenly stung with jealousy.

Why do I care so much?

“You’re hardly the first sissy girl to come to a Tea Party,” Clara answered. “But you’re the first one I’ve brought home.”

“Why did you?”

“Because just being with you once a week isn’t enough for me,” she hissed from behind me, the sudden change in tone making my heart flutter. “I want to own you, sissy.”

The smack was hard and fast and so unexpected that for a long moment, I didn’t even realize what it was. By the time it registered, the second was being delivered. The pain was bright and hot. Clara barely gave me enough time to feel it before she swung again, her hand loud against my bare skin. The fourth came, the stinging radiating across my cheeks. Now I knew what was coming, could predict the rhythm, and steeled myself for the next —

But it never came. My body was tense like a coiled spring, but instead of another spank, Clara dragged her fingers light across my skin. The pain transformed into pleasure, my rear sensitized to even the slightest touch. I gasped and groaned at her gentle touch. The graze of her nails was almost more intense than the smacks that had followed it.

“Fuck,” Clara breathed. “There is nothing hotter than the sounds you make when I play with you.”

She gave me a rapid volley of spanks, firm and fast. I rocked away from her, then slowly pushed myself backwards towards her. I was hers — my feelings didn’t matter. If she wanted to spank me until tears ran down my face, I was going to let her. I had to let her.

I want her to.

She hit me again, driving pre-cum out of my cage and a squeal from my mouth. White pain exploded inside of me, then hot pleasure as she ran her nails over my skin again. My body was quivering at her touch, my breathing fast and shallow. Another spank, then another, with no choice for me but to take it. I was hers to do with whatever she wanted. Her toy, her girl, her sissy.

“Good girl,” she murmured as she spanked me again.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “Thank you, Clara, fuck!”

“Pain and pleasure mix so wonderfully, don’t they?” Smack. Another squeal. “There’s something so beautiful about a pretty girl bent over for you like this.” Smack. Smack. “Knowing she just has to take it.” Smack. “And the sweet, sick knowledge that, deep down, you want me to do it.”

I let out a moaning gasp of pleasure as she said it, expecting another spank that never came.

Clara giggled. “Maybe it’s not that deep down after all.” Her fingernails skipped across my tender skin. “Have you had enough yet, sissy?”

“No!” I moaned, not sure if I wanted more or just wanted to tell her what she wanted to hear.

“It doesn’t matter,” Clara said sweetly. “You’re all mine, sissy girl. I tell you what you get to do, what happens to you. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

It may have been phrased that way, but it wasn’t a question. I swallowed, throat dry, and nodded. “Yes, Clara, fuck. I just — I just —“

She clenched my cheek, fingers digging into the red-hot skin. I yelped, pain melting into pleasure and crystalizing back into pain. Her other hand shot down to the front of my panties, finding my cage buried beneath the dense flower ruffles. She squeezed that, too, the sensation mixing with the burning on my rear into a heady mix that almost knocked me over.

“Hush, sissy,” she whispered, breath on my ear sending goosebumps exploding out across my skin. “You don’t have to tell me. I know what you want, and I know what you need. Don’t worry, I’m going to give it all to you.”

I felt my panties get tugged all the way down, sliding across my thighs and pooling at my knees. “Now, Olivia, I have an important choice for you to make.”

A finger on my chin, rotating my head until I was looking at her. Her make-up was dark and fierce, hair loose and curled around her cheeks. A high, black halter collar with a tight, angular dress, so short I could see the lace trim of her panties peaking out from beneath the skirt. She leaned in close, her lips tantalizingly close to touching mine.

“Would you like me to unlock you?”


Chapter 8: What Sissies are For

I could see the bulge in her figure-hugging dress, physical proof of how turned on she was. I knew what was hiding behind the smooth black of that dress, and I was desperate for it. It was almost shocking to feel the need burning inside of me. I wanted to touch her, to taste her, to take her deep inside of me.

She swatted my hand away as I reached towards her. “Ah!” she scolded. “Did I say you could touch me?”

I bit my lip and looked up at with wide eyes. “No, Clara, I’m — I’m sorry.”

“Make your choice, sissy,” she said. “Either I’ll leave that cage on and you can make your little sissy cummies. Or you can have it off for the first time in months and I’ll play with your clitty.” A grin spread out over her face, red lips curling upwards. “But you won’t be allowed to cum.”

My heart pounded as a rushing sound filled my ears. Since the Tea Party, I had been almost constantly-aroused. Clara’s plug and spanking had already brought me close to bursting — now I was desperate to cum. “Leave it on, please,” I said softly.

Clara’s grin widened into something more like a baring of fangs. “You still don’t get it, yet, do you, sissy?”

I blinked at her, breath catching in my throat. “Get what?”

“Why do you think you have a choice, sissy?” She bent over, pulling a tiny, silver key from the side of her dress and bringing it to my cage. It slid smoothly into the lock. “You’re mine. I control you.”

She pulled the cage away, and for the first time in a year, my clit could grow to its full size. Even before it had, her hands were on it, stroking and tugging me, the pleasure so intense it made me scream. After four quick strokes, she released me, leaving me a quivering, moaning lump on the bed.

“And you’re going to do exactly what I want.”

Her lips found my nipples through the soft silk of the nightie, her tongue flicking across them. My moan grew into a loud groan of pleasure as I felt her fingers back on my clit, slowly dragging as she pulled them along my length. Each stroke left me trembling, my body totally overwhelmed by the sensation there. It had been so long since I had been touched like that, it felt like I had forgotten how to feel it.

“Fuck, fuck,” I mewled as she kissed a line over my collarbone and up my neck, lips nestling into my ear.

“No cumming, sissy,” she breathed. “No little sissygasm for you tonight. Nothing but squeals and torture for you.”

“What if I do it by accident?” I asked, voice shaking.

“You won’t,” she said, her voice still playful but with the slightest edge to it. “I’ll make sure of it.”

She wrapped her hand around my clit and gave me a long pump from tip to base. The movement was slow enough that my body could keep up. A wave of pleasure rose up inside of me, welling out to my fingers and toes. I moaned and sank backwards onto the bed, enveloped in bliss I had almost forgotten existed. Automatically, I began to rock my hips upwards and down, thrusting myself into her hand.

“Ah, ah,” she scolded, letting me go. “I’m in charge, girl. This is mine to play with, not yours.”

“I’m sorry,” I choked out.

“This is going to be very fun,” she grinned, slithering down my body.

The first kiss sent electricity exploding through me. The second was an earthquake that would have knocked me over if I hadn’t been lying down. The third was a wave that threatened to carry me out to sea.

But I wasn’t prepared for her mouth.

She took my entire length all at once, sucking gently while her tongue wrapped around my shaft. I screamed, fighting my instinct to move away from the bright sensation that flooded my body. I wouldn’t have been able to anyway; the hand that wasn’t pumping my shaft was wrapped around my thigh and kept me firmly in place.

“Fuck, Clara,” I moaned as pleasure rose up through me. “I’m — I’m gunna cum!”

“I don’t see how that’s my problem,” she murmured around my clit. “You know the rules, Olivia.”

I gritted my teeth and laid backwards, every muscle in my body clenched against the orgasm that was rapidly building. I fought against it as much as I could, relishing the pleasure and hating where it was taking me. My clit twitched against Clara’s tongue, my toes curling against the bed. I tried to speak, but all I could do was moan and squeal.

“Please, Clara,” I begged, screwing my eyes shut, back arching. “Please, please, stop, please! I’m gunna cum!”

She ran a thick tongue up the length of my clit, swirling at the tip, then pulled away. A slim strand of pre-cum ran from my shaft to her lips.

“Are you sure you want me to stop?” she purred happily. “Once I’m done, I’m going to lock you back up, and who knows how long it’ll be until I let you back out?”

“Fuck,” I groaned, laying my head back down. “Do I even get a choice?”

“Of course not,” she giggled, pumping my clit with one hand while she kissed the inside of my thigh.

I lost track of how long she worked me, the sensations blending into a long thread of pleasure that I fought against with every fiber of my being. It was a delicious, brilliant torture: she was forcing me to resist the one thing I wanted most of all. But even as I struggled against it, I knew it was only a matter of time before I would finally cum.

“Clara,” I moaned, body shuddering as I spoke. “Clara, fuck me, please, please.”

She looked up at me, eyes wide, clit still in her mouth. I stared down at her, desperate. “Please, I need your cock. I want you inside of me so badly. Please, Clara, please fuck me!”

“Wow,” she breathed, climbing up and kissing me. “That’s fucking hot to hear.” She pressed her body to mine, her cock still sheathed in her tight, black dress. I could feel it next to my clit. It was rock hard and huge, the pressure against mine almost enough to make me cum.

Just wait until it’s inside of me.

“Get back on your hands and knees, sissy,” she instructed, finally releasing my clit. “I’m gunna fuck your little ass until your legs are jelly. And you know what?”

“What?” I breathed, shakily lifting myself up off the bed.

The fangs were bared again as she grinned.

“You’re still not allowed to cum.”


Chapter 9: Fighting It

I could feel her cock stretch me out as she slid it swiftly into me. I groaned, then squealed, then shuddered in pleasure as her tip spread me open. Pre-cum dribbled from my clit as she ground on my sissy spot, my head dropping down between my shoulders. With my panties still around my knees, my legs were together, making me extra tight for her.

“Fuuuuuck,” she breathed as she reached the deepest part of me. “You’re so fucking tight.”

“You’re so big,” I moaned. I could feel her cock twitch in time to her heartbeat. I thought about my clit, slender and curved, wiggling in the air below me. It was so small compared to Clara. She and Theresa were right — it was better as a toy. A way to tease me.

A way to control me.

“You look absolutely incredible like this,” she purred. “All nice and pretty for me, in your little sheer babydoll, panties shoved off. You’ve been aching for this, haven’t you?”

“Yessss,” I admitted, my words slurring into a gasp as she began to slide out of me. My back arched, forcing the angle of her cock to change. It squeezed against my sissy spot, drawing a long squeal from me as every part of my body lit up with pleasure. My clit twitched, more pre-cum spilling out of it. “Oh, fuck, Clara, fuck!”

“You like my big cock in your ass, don’t you, princess?”

“Fuck yes! It’s — it’s all I could think about when Theresa sent me here.”

“Oh yeah? Did you think about how good it would feel when I did this?”

She drove herself into me, stretching me open again and sending gut-twisting bliss out to my toys. “Yes!” I groaned.

“Were you imagining all the pretty things I’d put you in?”

“Oh fuck, oh yes, oh fuck —“

“And how every single night was going to be like this? With you on all fours, and me behind you, ready to fuck your pretty little ass?”

“Oh fuck, that sounds so good, Clara, fuck!”

“You’re my sissy toy, aren’t you, Olivia? My pretty little fuck princess.”

She was pumping into me hard and fast, her package swinging and smacking against mine. Every movement made my clit twitch and wiggle and dribble. I was desperate for her to touch it. I was on a hair trigger. All it would take was one word, one touch, one thrust that went in just the right way and I could have my orgasm. All the pleasure my body burned for, all my denial and pent-up frustration could finally be released.

Which meant I had to do everything I could to make sure that didn’t happen.

“I’m so, so close, Clara,” I moaned, voice shaking as I did.

“Good girl,” she breathed behind me. “That’s where I want you all the time. What would you do for me if I let you cum?”

“Anything!”

“That’s what I thought. But you know what, princess?”

I squeezed my eyes shut. I knew the answer. “What, Clara?”

“I like you best like this.”

My toes as I fought against my orgasm. There was only one thing I wanted more than to cum. And it was the one thing I was doing everything not to do.

“If you stay with me,” she grunted, slamming her cock in and out of me. Every thrust sent bright pleasure through me, lighting up my body until she withdrew. “I’ll make sure you have nothing but the prettiest clothes and the sluttiest lingerie. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

“Oh, fuck, yes!”

“I’ll make sure you feel pampered and beautiful. My stunning trophy sissy. A perfect princess. And all you have to do is let me fuck you whenever I want. Let me use you. Let me control your little clitty and what you get to do with it.”

How could anyone say no to that?

The words burned brightly in my mind as they appeared. I wanted to be pretty. I wanted to be hers, to do whatever she wanted me to, simply to please her. To serve her, to be controlled by her, to be subjugated by her. A life of silk and lace, tease and denial.

“If you keep — oh — promising — fuck, fuck! — me things like that,” I managed, my words interspersed with moans. “I’m — I’m — oh, oh, oh! — I’m going to — to break — oh, right there, yes! — break your rule tonight.”

Suddenly I was wrenched upwards and backwards. My knees stayed on the bed, my body straight and pressed against Clara’s. I could feel her hard nipples as they dug into her back, felt her cock shift inside of me. One arm was tight around my chest, holding me in place, the other on my chin, forcing my head up and backwards. Her lips were against my ear, her heavy panting hot and wet against it. The change in angle made her cock feel tighter than ever. It ground relentlessly against my sissy spot, the dribble of pre-cum from my clit now transformed into a steady river that poured from the tip.

Wrapped in her arms, I felt utterly helpless. I wriggled experimentally against her as her cock slammed into me, every movement lifting me slightly off the bed. She held me tightly, locked in place against her body. I didn’t even want to pull away, to be free of her — I just needed to know that I couldn’t.

“Don’t. You. Fucking. Dare,” she whispered into my ear. “I didn’t give you permission, sissy.”

“I won’t,” I whimpered. My clit curved up in the air in front of us, wiggling uselessly. “I promise.”

“I know, princess,” she said. “You’re my good girl. All you want to do is make me happy.”

“Do I make you happy like this?” I moaned.

“Very, very much.”

“You like knowing how much control you have? How my body is just for you?”

“Fuck, sissy —“

“That you can take me any way you want to, any time you want? And I’ll just give myself to you?”

“Yes, yes!”

“I won’t just give myself to you, Clara. I’ll need you. I’ll be aching for you, dripping for you, desperate for your touch. Dressed up pretty just for you.”

“Fuck yes you will, sissy girl.”

“Moaning for you. Screaming as you fuck me. Reminding me of what I am to you.”

“What’s that?”

“Your sissy princess fucktoy.”

She made a choking, grunting sound and froze with her cock buried deep inside of me. I could feel ripples of her pleasure as her body tensed and relaxed. Her cock bucked inside of me, matching her quivering as it sped up. Her fingers were squeezing my chin and cheeks so hard I thought they might leave marks.

“Give me all your cum, Clara,” I moaned, mouth open in a smile. “Fill me up with it.”

“Fuck!”

She exploded inside of me. Hot, sticky cum flooded me deep inside. Her cock shuddered and jolted like a wild animal as she pumped jet after jet into me. Her scream melted into gasping moans of pleasure, her hips still rocking back and forth as she filled me. Even with her cock still in me, I could feel how thick her load was, could feel it already beginning to spill out of me.

A rough hand on the back of my hand shoved me back onto the bed. There was so much force behind it that it made my babydoll flare around me. I was flattened to the bed on top of my red-hot, quivering clit, Clara’s cock ripped out of me. I gasped at the final insult of pleasure, then took deep breaths as I felt myself teetering on the very edge of orgasm.

Don’t cum, I repeated. Don’t fucking cum. Don’t fucking cum. Fuck!

I had to block everything out. I couldn’t think of my panties or my nightie, my cage or my submission. I tried to tune out Clara’s heavy breathing, tried to ignore the tingling, phantom pleasure that still electrified my body. And with enormous effort, I managed to keep myself from doing the one thing I desperately wanted to do.

“Good sissy girl,” Clara finally said behind me, her voice thick and tired. “What a fuck you are.”

“Thank you,” I managed, my own breath coming in short gasps.

Clara laid down next to me. She traced the curve of my babydoll and followed the line of the straps with her finger. Sparks of pleasure erupted anywhere she touched me. I moaned and tried to roll away, but as I did, the hand clenched my upper arm and held me firm.

“Ah, ah,” Clara scolded. I had rolled far enough that I could see her thrilling, terrifying grin. “Where do you think you’re going, princess?”

I didn’t really have any answer. Fortunately, Clara had one for me.

“It’s time to get back in your cage, Olivia.”


Her New Sissy Maid: A House of Silk Story: Feminized, Locked, and Dominated

by Vanessa Lockridge


“You can wear anything you want,” she says with a grin. “But I think the pink would look perfect on you.”

I can’t tear my eyes away from the gauzy ruffles and silk frills that poured from the closet. And with lingerie to match…

“Get dressed, now, sissy. Because once you are, I’m going to put you on your knees.”

Mistress Theresa knows exactly what a guy like me needs — even if I don’t know it myself. A lifetime of fantasizing about lace and satin is about to come true when she welcomes me to her sprawling mansion staffed with stunning maids who were once just like me. I can only imagine the silken delights inside.

But I can’t possibly know the delicious depths she’ll take me to.

It’s only once I’m in gorgeous dresses and enormous petticoat that Theresa reveals an important rule for the girls here: we can only stay in our frillies if we stay locked in our panties. And once I’m sealed in the cage, she reveals the huge secret between her legs — and just how far my journey into feminine thrills is going to go.
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Chapter 1: What I’ve Always Wanted

“Now that you’ve arrived, would you like a tour?”??Her heels clicked smartly on the marble floor as she walked to me. Glided, really. She had an air of power around her that transformed her femininity into something thrilling and frightening. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her.

Not that I wanted to. She was stunning — tall, slender, and statuesque, with high cheekbones that shone in the bright sun that flooded the foyer. Her twinkling earrings dangled down past her long neck, almost brushing the exposed ridge of her collarbones. The blood-red dress she wore had long, loose sleeves with a wide neckline that dove down over her chest before being tied in a wrap around her thin waist. It clung to her hips and rear, so short that I was sure she couldn’t bend over in it. Between her breasts was a thin silver chain with a collection of small keys dangling from it.

Although here, the other girls are doing the bending over, I thought, already beginning to stiffen in my trousers.

“Or would you like to get dressed, first?”

Her perfume wafted over me and I felt my hands begin to tremble. There was no beating around the bush here. I suppose that was to be expected. When she had pulled me aside, told me what she could offer me, I hadn’t even tried to tell her I wasn’t interested. Miss Theresa was not a woman you could lie to.

“Whatever you think is the right choice, ma’am.”

Her red lips curled upwards into a smirk. “I was quite impressed with you. You’re very lucky to receive an invitation like this — not many do. I hope you make the most of it.”

“I’m — honestly, I’m a little nervous.”

She took a step towards me, her long, stocking-clad legs stretching her tight skirt so far I thought it would slide up her legs like a windowshade. I fought the urge to try to catch a glimpse of her panties, but couldn’t help but notice the thick garter straps that peeked out from beneath the hem. Each one was finished with a small, square bow.

“That’s natural when you’re about to get you’ve always wanted.”

“How do you know what that is?”

Her smirk split into a broad smile that revealed perfectly white and dangerously sharp teeth. “You’re at the House of Silk, darling. We know what you want even more than you do. Olivia!”

Instantly, a woman appeared, trotting towards us in another pair of enormous stilettos. She was as feminine as Theresa, but while the Mistress of the House dripped with confidence and power, Olivia dripped with ribbons and lace. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her outfit: a hyperexaggerated maid’s dress in blush pink, so short that I could see the satin of her panties beneath the dense cloud of her white lace petticoat. Floating atop it was a skirt overflowing with ruffles, a high-necked bodice, and enormous balloon sleeves. She, too, was gorgeous, with plump pink lips and wide eyes.

When she reached us, she gave us a quick, precise curtsey, then folded her hands in her lap. “Yes, Mistress?”

“Take our guest to his room. I’ll be along shortly, after I’ve dealt with Jessica.”

The maid dipped another low, impeccable curtsey, then turned to me. “It would be my pleasure.”

She turned as sashayed away from me. I almost forgot my suitcase as I staggered after her. When she reached the bottom of the massive, sweeping staircase, she glanced over her shoulder at me, curls bouncing around her face.

“I think you’ll be very excited to see what we have for you.”


Chapter 2: A Taste of Punishment

Despite the bright sunlight, heavy curtains draped around the enormous windows kept the room dim and cozy. It felt like being in a palace, with elaborate moldings on the walls, heavy wooden furniture, and a four-poster bed draped with expensive-looking linens. A pale peach sheet peeked out from beneath a heavy bedspread, shaded by the gossamer white curtains strung from each bedpost.

In one corner was a wide vanity with an enormous mirror. It already had several glass and shiny bottles scattered across it next to small, flat boxes that I assumed contained make-up. It was all a mystery to me — but I know it wouldn’t stay that way for long. Theresa had made it clear that if I came to her House, I would have to learn how to serve her as she required.

And Olivia’s appearance made it clear what Mistress’ expectations were.

She strutted across the room with surprising poise in her towering black heels. Her heavy crinolines bounced and swayed around her hips, making a delicious susurration of lace against lace. Her long legs emerged from the white bouffant, stocking tops pulled upwards by her slender garter straps. Every step made her skirts swing and flashed the crinkled satin of her panties.

“It’s beautiful,” I said. Olivia answered with a bemused smile. Realizing what she must have heard, I quickly added, “I mean, the room is! I can’t believe I’ll be staying here.”

“Although if you’re serving our Mistress well, you won’t be spending much time here.”

“I won’t?”

Olivia swished across the room to me, pink satin glittering in the sunlight. I felt butterflies take off in my stomach as I watched her. It wasn’t just that she was gorgeous — it was the knowledge that Theresa believed I could be just like her. That I could be stunning, wearing a dress like that. Taking care of the House. Serving our Mistress’ needs.

“It wouldn’t be very much fun for you to be cooped up in here, would it?” she asked softly, laying her hand on my shoulder and sliding it down my chest. She oozed arousal. Every breath she took made her chest heave. She never seemed to fully close her mouth, and even a single blink seemed like a fluttering of her eyelids. An invitation to come join her.

To be like her.

“I suppose not,” I said, heart pounding. She was so close that I was enveloped in her dress and petticoat, the white silk spraying out around me. I watched as her hand continued its path down my body, disappearing into the cloud of lace and finding my waistband. I gasped and looked up at her. She was biting her lip as her fingers found my turgid shaft.

“Oh,” she said as if she was surprised to find it there. “My goodness, this all seems very exciting for you.”

“You could say that.”

“Is it me?” Olivia breathed. Her perfume was light and airy, like the sun on the last cold day in spring. “Or is it the dress?”

“It’s — it’s you,” I stammered.

“Are you sure?” she asked, squeezing my shaft. “You’d like me to drop to my knees and take out your big, hard cock? Kiss it, leave a nice pink lip print on it?”

“Oh, fuck.”

“Or would you rather be in your lovely pink lingerie, just like mine? Or perhaps you’d like to wear something nice and white, to match your pretty petticoats bouncing around your hips?”

My cock twitched in her grip and I let out a tiny moan. She’d caught me, dead to rights, and her broad grin told me she knew it. She took another step closer to me, frills and lace wrapping around me in a soft, sweet embrace.

“Mistress will be very pleased,” she said. “And to see how excited it makes you.”

“See it?”

She let out a tittering giggle. “Of course. She likes to examine her property.”

My breath caught in my throat. “Her property?”

“Of course! It’s one of the rules. As long as we’re in service to her, we give up — Oh, hello, Mistress!”

Another spray of silk and lace as she took a step away from me, my shaft slipping from her fingers, and dipped into another slow curtsey. I turned and saw Theresa leaning against the doorway, staring intensely at the maid. I tried to focus on her, but my head was spinning.

What exactly did I have to give up?

“There are rules about that sort of thing, Olivia.” She raised her eyebrows. “Did you break them?”

“No, Mistress!” Olivia said quickly.

“She may not be dressed yet, but that still belongs to me.”

“I just wanted to see —“

Theresa’s eyebrows rose higher. “So you did break a rule.”

I glanced back at Olivia, suddenly feeling very awkward to be in the middle of this.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You naughty girl. First Jessica and now you. I think we’ll have to extend your sentence, mmm?”

The maid’s eyelids flickered and her muscles tensed. I could see her fighting against something. Then she opened her eyes, gave a small curtsey, and bowed her head. “Yes, Mistress.”

“If that other girl hadn’t put me in such a foul mood, I might have gone easy on you. But I understand that you instigated that little incident too, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Olivia said, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Eight more weeks. And absolutely no releases until then. Do you understand, Olivia? Don’t think this means I won’t be playing with you. In fact, I think I’ll make it a point to try to make you finish before then.”

Olivia was silent, staring at the floor.

“Get,” Theresa said simply, waving her hand towards the hallway. In a flurry of skirts and clattering heels, the maid scrambled out of the room. Then she turned to me, her face softening. “I’m sure you’ll be much better behaved for me. Won’t you?”

“I’ll certainly try, Ther — err, Mistress.”

“There’s no need for that, dear.” Her face split into a grin that sent a shiver down my back even as it made my cock stiffen even more. “At least, not until you’re dressed. Until then, you may simply refer to me as Theresa.”

I nodded, feeling the urge to curtsey like Olivia had. In truth, I was desperate to be dressed, but I wasn’t sure how to broach it. I glanced awkwardly around the ornate room, trying not to let my eyes linger too long on the heavy door I was certain led to the closet. I could only imagine what beautiful things were inside.

“Oh, I see,” she said, her grin transforming into something sharper and more knowing. “You’d like to start calling me that right now, wouldn’t you.”

I grinned sheepishly.

She began walking towards me. I felt my breath catch in my throat, but to my disappointment, she went straight past me, leaving me in the trail of her delicate perfume. She placed one delicate hand on the closet door, spreading her fingers open and revealing red nails the same shade as her lips. With a gentle push, it swung open just enough for me to see the hints of lace and ruffles beyond. I could feel my heart begin to beat faster.

“Do you think I should make you wait even longer?” she asked, dipping her head to the side.

I swallowed hard. “If you’d like, Mistress.”

A smirk played across her face, but she pushed the door open all the way.

“I think I can find more interesting ways to make you squirm.”


Chapter 3: My New Wardrobe

“Now you have to make the hardest choice a sissy can,” Mistress Theresa whispered from behind me, her lips so close that I could feel her breath on my ear. My bare toes curled against the wood floor. Every word sent shivers down my back, my skin alive with pleasure and sensitized to even the slightest touch.

Or maybe it was the panties wrapped around my cock.

“What’s that?” I moaned as she pumped me with the pink satin. The ruffled lace tickled my thighs as she worked them slowly up and down my length. An errant ribbon brushed against me and I bucked backwards, pushing my rear against her hips. I could feel something hard and pulsing beneath her tight dress.

“Don’t worry, you’ll get that,” she whispered, grinding herself against my naked rear. “But not until you’re ready, sissy, and theres more to that than your dress.”

Is she saying what I think she’s saying? A dark part of me thrilled, my belly tightening as I imagined what could be lurking behind her skirt.

I shivered and moaned. She swirled the panties over my tip, drawing out a squealing gasp of pleasure. I was torn: desperate to be dressed, to put on lingerie and the first of many stunning outfits I’d be required to wear here — but I ached for her touch, didn’t want her to stop. She worked me masterfully, keeping me buzzing on the very edge of climax.

“Pink was a perfect choice for your first set of lingerie,” she continued. “But now you have to decide if you’d like to match or do something a little more creative.”

The closet we were standing in was bursting with the most elaborate, stunning dresses I had ever seen. Every color was there, though they tended towards the pastel and girlish. There was more pink satin in this one small room than I had ever seen in my life before. Each dress had a tiny skirt, and each was overflowing with ruffles and lace and ribbons. Just seeing this would have made me tremble. But knowing I could wear it…

“Oh, yes,” Theresa said softly as she felt my cock twitch in her hands. “They are all so very pretty, aren’t they?”

“Yes,” I managed. “I — I had no idea it would be like this.”

“That’s very flattering to hear,” she said. I couldn’t see it, but I heard her lips pull back into a grin. I could imagine those angular white teeth. More of a predator baring its fangs than a smile. “I know exactly what boys like you need.”

“What do we need?”

She giggled and her tongue flicked across my ear. Her hand pumped me faster, squeezing me through the slippery pink satin of the panties I was minutes away from wearing. With stockings and a garter belt, strutting in heels.

“To feel as pretty as you deserve,” she whispered, her free hand slithering down my shoulder and naked back and resting on my rear. I let out a whimpering gasp as she squeezed it, blood-red nails sinking into the tender skin. “And to be reminded of your place.”

“Then I — I want to match,” I said softly, eyes lingering on the pink dresses across from me. The far wall of the closet was dedicated to them in every shape and color. You can have any dress you want, I giggled to myself. As long as it’s short.

“That’s a very good choice.”

I expected her to let me go, but her hand stayed on my cheek, the panties still slipping over my shaft. Did I really want to go? We could just stay like this forever. I’d never have to know if dressing up like this would be as perfect as I had always imagined it would be. It could just stay a fantasy.

“Once you’re dressed,” she whispered into my ear. “I have a surprise for you.”

“Oh?” I asked, heart fluttering.

“Something special for girls like you.”

“Do you give it to everyone?”

“Of course. But it’s best with my lovely maids.”

“Just today?”

“Oh, no,” she giggled. “You’ll be seeing it just about every day. But it’s only a surprise the first time.”

I swallowed, my throat dry, as I felt something twitch behind her dress. I could only imagine what it was. How skilled Theresa was at giving sissies what they wanted. How uniquely suited she was for it.

Imagine? Or is it hope?

“I can’t wait to see it.”

“Then go pick out your pretty new dress, sissy.”

There was only choice. It had caught my eye the instant I had walked into the closet, my men’s street clothes stripped and discarded. Theresa had giggled when she had seen that I was already hairless, complimented me on my preparation. Told me what a good boy I was for preparing like that. Explained that normally she picked out the lingerie for her new maids, but I’d already earned myself a reward.

The dress was a shimmering, iridescent pink that felt impossibly cool and soft beneath my fingertips. Lace and satin, dripping with ruffles — and it was only more beautiful when I tugged it free of the packed closet and could finally marvel at it. My stomach flipped over and my hands began to shake as I held it. As it finally sunk in what I was doing.

I’m going to put on lingerie and this dress and begin to serve that stunning woman as her sissy maid. She’s going to tease me and torture me and insist on me being as beautiful as I can. As perfectly feminine as possible. And if I don’t…

I bit my lip, thankful she had finally stopped stroking me.

“Now that is a lovely choice,” she murmured. “Goodness, you’re going to look good enough to eat in that.” She snapped her teeth together and a shiver ran through my body. “And that’s exactly what I intend to do.”

“I’m — I’m happy I can please you like that.”

I turned to face her, legs quivering. My cock was still furiously hard, buried in the slippery pink satin of the dress. It pulsed every time my heart beat. The twitches rubbed my tip against it and sent fiery pleasure coursing through my body. I could only imagine how wonderful it would feel to wear it.

“You’ve already done such a good job,” she said. “But you’ve barely even begun. No more dawdling, dear. Time to get dressed.”

She flashed me another bright-white grin.

“Then you can begin to please your Mistress.”


Chapter 4: The Rule

She pushed an errant lock of hair out of my face, tucking it back into the headband behind my ear. Her other arm was wrapped around me, squeezing me even tighter than the pink corset she had squeezed me into. My ribs ached, but that didn’t matter to me now. It made my body as curved as an hourglass. It made my dress hit me perfectly.

And it made my Mistress happy.

“I have to say,” she murmured. “I had high expectations for you, but you’ve somehow managed to exceed them.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said, my voice shaking. “That makes me — I mean, I’m so happy to please you.”

“Would you like to know all the ways you can please me?”

My stomach lurched. “Yes, Mistress, please!”

“The most important thing for you to do is to be immaculately feminine at all times. I expect perfect make-up, nails, and hair whenever I see you. Day” — her eyes widened — “or night.”

I bit my lip. “Of course, Mistress.”

The sweetheart bodice of my dress was a low-cut with frothy lace trim that barely hid my nipples. Around my neck was a ruffled collar, from which ran a sheer fabric that connected to the edge of the bodice. At my nape was a large pink bow with ribbons that trailed down to my exposed back, framed with my frothy lace trim. The back opening of the dress curved low enough that it almost revealed my panties — though the skirt was short enough that they could be easily seen from below.

Another pink ribbon sat at the small of my back where the skirt exploded outwards from the bodice. It was made from tiers of pink satin ruffles, each one shorter than the last, creating a bell-shaped dress floating on a dense layer of white silk petticoats. It barely reached my thighs, revealing the bottom of my panties as they curved up my rear and hinting at the hard, quivering cock inside.

Mistress Theresa’s hand found the front of them, fingers curling around my shaft while she stared deeply into my eyes. I gasped, but this touch was not like the strokes she had given me before. This wasn’t about my pleasure, now.

It was about hers.

“The trouble with sissies is,” she began. “Is that they have so much trouble controlling themselves in such beautiful things. Put them in a pair of silky panties and all they can think about is how sensitive their little clitties are.”

She gave me one stroke to emphasize her point. I emitted a shuddering gasp and she raised one eyebrow.

“Exactly. And, well, not every sissy has this problem, but girls come in all different sizes. And your clitty, dear, is big enough that ruins the lines of your pretty panties. That’s not very girlish, is it?”

My stocking-covered toes curled in my stilettos. They were not nearly as tall as Olivia’s had been, but it was still a struggle for me to stay standing.

“No, Mistress,” I breathed. My chest was tight. What was she saying?

“Fortunately,” she said with a tight smile, hooking one thumb in her silver necklace and tugging at it. The tiny keys at the end jingled cheerfully. “We have a solution to that. Show me your clit, sissy.”

With quivering hands, I pushed my panties over my hips and let them slip down my legs. My cock — though now that I was dressed, it had become a clit — stood upwards, disappearing into the silky mass of petticoats beneath my tiny pink skirt. Mistress closed the distance between us, each click of her heels on the floor making my heart beat faster and faster.

When she was on top of me, her body disappearing into my dense flare of skirts and silk, so close I could feel her heat against me, she grabbed my cheeks between her thumb and forefinger and pulled me into a kiss. My eyes widened with surprise, then flickered shut. Her velvety lips were soft and warm against my pink gloss, her tongue darting into my mouth. I sank into her, tasting her, drinking her up and letting her take as of me as she wanted.

Without warning, she dropped to her knees and pushed aside my skirts. I moaned, but the warm wetness I expected to envelop my cock never came. Instead, my moan transformed into a confused gasp as I felt her grab my shaft and package and pull them through something cold and rigid. Frantically, I gathered my skirts against my chest, but there were so many that they kept spilling from my arms. I felt the rigid ring settle around the base of my shaft, then felt something cooler slip around it entirely.

When I finally managed to see what she was doing, she was clicking the lock into place on my new chastity cage.

“There,” she said, beaming up at me. “Now your clitty will stay nice and small and where it belongs.”

“Where it belongs?”

“Where it can’t distract you from serving me.”

The cage was tiny, half the length of my thumb. My clit raged inside of it, frustrated flesh squeezing out between the slender steel bars. But as hard as I was, I could feel how secure the lock was. I didn’t even need to experiment to know there would be no way out of it.

Mistress cheerfully removed her necklace and pulled it open, taking the tiny silver key she had used to lock my cage and threading it onto the silver chain. It clinked in place next to the others that were already there, and in that moment I realized who they belonged to.

“Olivia?” I gasped.

“And Jessica,” she said simply, putting the necklace back around her neck. “And now you, too, Britney. My newest sissy maid.”

Britney. The name sent a chill through me but made my clit strain harder against its new restraint. I was utterly transformed for her now. Dressed and pantied, locked and made up. One of her sissies. One of her maids.

One of her playthings.

She was already reaching behind her dress. I saw it loosen as she undid the button at her neck, watched it fall down her body and reveal her enormous breasts. I saw it crumple and drape at her hips, as if something was sticking out there. She was grinning again, watching me watch her as she slowly pushed the dress forwards to reveal what was beneath.

I couldn’t help but gasp.

“Your clitties stay locked,” she murmured as she revealed her massive, pulsing length. “But I get to use this whenever I want.”

Her cock curved gently upwards, its swollen tip pointing at my lips. Her hand moved to my satin-clad shoulder and pressed down. I didn’t resist — how could I? I sank to my knees as her tiny dress finally slipped away and pooled on the floor next to my satin panties. My cage dangled between my legs as I stared up at her thick shaft. She looked down at me with a smirk, hands on her hips.

“Now show me what a good girl you’re going to be for me.”


Chapter 5: Serving Her

All I could do was stare and quiver, my dress whispering sexy, silent promises to me. I stared at the lace and ruffles that trimmed the edge of my tiny pink dress — a reminder of what I was wearing, what I was doing, and where I belonged. My panties squeezed my rear, garter belts strung tight enough across my cheeks that they were digging into it. I could barely believe that just this morning, I’d arrived in trousers.

But even in the cage, buried beneath the white silk of my petticoat and the dense ruffles of my skirt, I’d never been this hard.

“We both know what you really want,” Mistress breathed, her mouth open, tongue sliding across her teeth. “Why you got yourself all nice and pretty for me.”

She bent down and kissed me, her velvet lips warm against my glossy ones. One hand slipped behind my head and pulled me against her. She was even and steady, and some of that calmness soothed me. When she pulled back, she left a cloud of her perfume behind her that mixed with the musky scent of her giant cock. I stared up at her and bit my lip.

“Show me how much you like being in that pretty dress. How thankful you are to be my pretty Britney.”

My eyes focused on the swollen tip. A tense wave of nerves rolled through my body as I slowly reached out to touch it. My arms were sluggish. Moving them felt like dragging them through mud, but they moved anyway. All of it had felt real, but now suddenly the entire day felt like a dream. How could I be Britney now? How could I be in a dress, my cock locked in a —?

It was hot! I gasped and looked up at Mistress with wide eyes. My fingers still trailed along her shaft, slipping down towards her base. She gave me a bemused smile. “Good girl. How does it make you feel?”

“I’m — I’m not sure.”

It made skin buzz. It made my stomach fill with butterflies. It felt so horribly wrong — the one that a man was never supposed to do. And as my fingers slid around her shaft, so big they couldn’t touch, I felt a wave of something dark and illicit flood me. A shiver ran out through my body.

And I knew how perfectly, deliciously right this was.

“Feel how hard I am?” she breathed.

“I feel it.” The gentle pulse in my hand. The shocking heat. The unyielding hardness.

“Your little clitty might be hard in your cage, but it can’t be like this, can it?”

A shudder now — but I couldn’t tell if it was anticipation or anxiety. My clit twitched against my panties. I could barely feel cool softness through the bars that surrounded it. It was very tight, but it only bordered on discomfort, not pain. A constant reminder of my place.

As if the dress wasn’t enough.

“Will you ever unlock me?” I asked, plaintive, finding myself wanting her to tell me no.

“If I decide you’ve earned it, pretty girl.”

“How do I do that?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

“Serve me the way a sissy maid should.”

Another shiver. “Does that mean — you want me to — with my mouth?”

“You can start with your hands.”

“How do I — what am I supposed to do?”

“Show me what you wish you could have.”

Slowly, I dragged my fingers up her length. It was soft despite how rigid it was, but it felt huge in my hands. I could barely imagine fitting it in my mouth. Or anywhere else she wants to put it…

“Oh, yes, Britney,” Mistress hissed, eyelids fluttering as my hand came to her tip.

I slid it back down, faster this time, finding surprising delight in watching Mistress react to my touch. As I started to pump her, first with one hand and then with both, I watched as pleasure flooded through her and felt an odd sense of pride. Already her hips were rocking back and forth, thrusting her shaft into my ready hands.

“Is your little clitty nice and hard in your cage?” she whispered. “Are you thinking about how much you want me to touch it like you’re touching mine?”

It was all I could think about.

“Wouldn’t it feel so lovely to rub your clitty on your soft, silky panties?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said, but it came out more like a moan.

She grinned. “You could if it wasn’t for those nasty bars. Instead you’ll have to be my pretty little plaything for however long I want you to be.”

As I stroked her, I thought about how quickly this had all happened. How she had touched me, played with me while I put on my lingerie, how she had shown me the closet overflowing with beautiful dresses. The promises of satin delights and blissful servitude. And the maid who had met me at the door, whom Mistress had scolded before stripping me naked. What had she said?

“Eight more weeks. And absolutely no releases until then.”

My blood ran cold.

“Mistress,” I said quietly, almost afraid to ask. “How long have Olivia and Jessica been locked?”

Her eyes stayed closed, her head tilted back, rivulets bouncing across her shoulders, but her lips curled up into a smile. “Nine months for Jessica and four months for Olivia. She was actually due to be released now that you’re here, but she lost her chance. Got too excited by the idea, I think. We always like to have our newest maid break in our new prospect.”

She went on, but all I heard was a rushing sound after the words “nine months.” I could — happily — do nine months as a made. But nine months in a cage was a different story. Nine months without touching myself. Nine months of torture by beautiful clothes and tantalizing women. Nine months without orgasm.

And she could extend it whenever she wanted.

She was looking down at me, sharp white teeth gleaming as she grabbed the base of her cock and pushed it towards my lips. “Doesn’t that sound exciting?”

Without waiting for an answer, she pushed it in. My eyebrows arched and my clit bounced in my panties as I tasted her. Sweet and hot and salty and musky, her perfume wrapping around her taste. It was so big that it forced open my jaw. She began thrusting immediately, driving her shaft into me, package swinging below. My mouth hung open in shock, eyebrows arched, as I gave the first blowjob of my life.

“Fuck, you look pretty with my cock in your mouth.”

But it definitely won’t be my last.

It shouldn’t have, but hearing her compliment made my heart flutter. I managed to close my lips around her, sealing her shaft inside of me, and rest my hands on her hips. She was already thrusting harder. I felt my responsibilities begin to sink into me. In my tiny dress, on my knees, it was my job to pleasure her. My purpose. Britney loved to serve her Mistress, and she looked fucking sexy while she did it.

“You’re so big, Mistress,” I moaned, pumping her cock with one hand while it was out of my mouth.

“Hush, girl. Use that mouth for something more important.”

I slurped her back between my lips and swirled my tongue around her shaft. It was saltier now, especially at the tip. I realized it was pre-cum leaking from her — and knew what that meant.

“Now you need to prove that you belong in that dress. Show me what a good sissy slut you’re going to be for me.”

My back arched, pushing my chest out, and I fluttered my eyelids. Britney loved the taste of her Mistress. She wanted this to last as long as possible, to serve as well as she could. And when Mistress was ready, she’d drink every last drop of what she was given.

“Ooooh,” Mistress moaned. “Isn’t that pretty as a picture. My, my, you were meant for this, weren’t you?”

I nodded around her shaft and wrapped one hand around it, pumping as I bounced up and down. The other I let crawl over her hips towards her rear. It made its way between her cheeks, looking for the rosebud between them. But before I could find it, she swatted it away with a scolding giggle. “Naughty girl! That is not for you, Britney. But I appreciate how eager you are.”

I wiggled proudly on the floor in front of her, skirts sloshing back and forth. The lace trim on the petticoat tickled my thighs and rear where my pink panties didn’t cover. I liked how they made my ass look. I knew Mistress would be staring at the curve of bare flesh peeking out from beneath the ruffles and lace there. She loved her sissies wrapped up like frilly, sexy presents, and I was going to be her favorite.

“Please, Mistress,” I moaned. It was a risk to take her out of my mouth again, even as I gave her tight, twisting pumps up and down her length. But it was a gamble worth taking. “Please, I want your cum!”

I felt chills run through me as the words spilled from my mouth. Was it really me saying that? No — that was Britney, the pretty pink sissy maid who lived to please her Mistress.

But as she exploded into me, groaning as her hips bucked, I knew the truth was. It wasn’t just Britney sucking and slurping the huge cock in her mouth. It was me. It wasn’t just Britney pumping her Mistress, drawing out every last drop of cum she could, trying to prolong the orgasm she knew she would be denied. It was me. And it wasn’t just Britney sitting primly backwards on her heels, a slender strand of cum running from her lips to the still-hard tip in front of her.

It was me. All of it was me — Mistress Theresa’s newest sissy maid.

“Very good, Britney.” The compliment made me glow. I made her happy! “I’m very pleased to have you here.”

She pulled up her dress, tucking her cock up behind the skirt. When she went for the hallway, she paused at the door, one perfectly-manicured hand resting on the knob. She turned and looked at me, one eyebrow raised.

“I’m very excited to see how else you can take my cock.”


Chapter 6: Dress Up

“Honestly, you really are pretty. That dress suits you.”

I squirmed against the velvet stool, my tiny thong slipping between my cheeks. “You don’t mean that.”

Olivia giggled. “You are so pretty, Britney. Honestly, just look!”

She set down the brush next to the steely blue eyeliner pencil and cherry-red lipstick and turned the mirror towards me. I had to admit, she had worked some magic on me. My eyelashes looked huge, and my lips were nice in that shade of red. I turned my head from side to side, examining myself, until Olivia giggled.

“You take to this so well.”

Instantly, I felt sheepish. “Is that — I shouldn’t be like that, right?”

Olivia draped a hand on my shoulder. “You should be exactly the way you want.”

I glanced sideways at the pretty girl in the mirror and smiled back at her.

“Besides,” Olivia said with an impish smile. It was a look I’d already come to recognize. “Mistress likes seeing us in pretty things.”

“I never see her wear anything like our clothes.”

“She doesn’t need to. She gets to see us in it. And isn’t more fun to play in the frillies together?”

She bent forwards and gave me a kiss that I was sure was meant to be playful but sent an electric spark deep into my belly. I instantly swelled to fill my cage, sucking in a deep breath. In the two weeks since coming to the Maison de la Soie — House of Silk — I had become incredibly sensitive. Even the softest touch was enough to make me achingly aroused.

And in dresses and panties, my life was nothing but soft touches.

“Yeah,” I managed. “It’s more fun.”

Olivia’s grin broadened and her hand slid mischievously over my stocking-covered leg, finger finding the ruffled hem of my sheer blue nightie. “Ooh, I can tell.”

She kissed me again, more passionately this time. Mistress’ kisses were full of power and felt like an extension of her strength. They were dominating kisses that put us back beneath her, where we belonged. But Olivia’s were soft and sweet and gentle. I could get lost in them. I needed more of her. I asked her for it with hands on her cheeks, with a tongue between her lips. Lipstick over lipstick, nylons buzzing across nylons.

“Hey!” she giggled, pushing me on my shoulder. “Not until Mistress says it’s okay. I still have six more weeks from the last time I did that.”

I bit my lip. “I’m sorry, Olivia. If I had known, I never —“

She held up her hand. “I’m not mad. But if you want to make it up to me…” She raised her eyebrows suggestively.

“Anything,” I breathed.

“I’ve got a new dress that I think would look incredible on you. Come try it on for me?”

“Only if you put on something cute, too.”

Olivia giggled. “Deal, you absolute sissy doll.”

Butterflies erupted in my stomach, and I followed her cheerfully down the hall to her room.


Chapter 7: Playtime

“I feel like a princess,” I moaned, twirling in front of the mirror.

“You look like one!”

“I never thought I could be pretty like this. Wear these things.”

Olivia looked up at me, tugging her tiny dress into place around her chest. The blue satin matched her eyes. “You’re stunning in them, Britney. Like they were made for you.”

The dress was a vision in white lace and silk piled atop the single largest petticoat I had ever seen. It poured off of me in endless layers of lace-trimmed sheer silk, holding my skirts out wider than my shoulders — when I rested my arms at my sides, they were completely engulfed by white silk. But despite its density, it was still perilously short. My white silk-covered legs emerged from the cloud above mid-thigh, the ruffles barely concealing my panties but leaving my garter straps on full display.

Skirts poured out from the empire waist, studded with white satin bows and encircled with rows of ruffles and lace run through with a baby blue satin ribbon. Dense, spiraling floral embroidery ran across it, and the hem was gathered at regular intervals and finished with more blue bows. The low neckline was trimmed with ruffled white lace, the opening spreading wide over my shoulders. It revealed the edges of my collarbones before exploding into enormous balloon sleeves around my shoulders and tight, sheer lace sleeves that ran down to my wrists.

Apparently the dress hadn’t been enough for Olivia, because she had draped me in a twinkling necklace and tied a pretty, floppy blue ribbon in my hair. Long earrings dangled so low that they brushed the bare skin at my neck and shoulders.

“I look fucking pretty!” I giggled, unable to tear my eyes away from my reflection.

Olivia finished fastening one of the tiny silver buckles on her T-strap heels, then stood next to me and looked in the mirror. Her baby blue dress stood out at a steep angle, but her petticoat was much more modest than mine. Still, both frocks were so voluminous that they rustled as they crushed into each other, white silk gliding over white silk. She slid one arm around my waist and tugged me against the tide of petticoat until we were nearly touching.

“You do,” she said with a smile. “We both do.”

“You’re a stunner too,” I added, feeling a little selfish. “Thank you for letting me put this on.”

“Mistress is going to love you in it.”

“Oh —“ I hemmed. “I don’t know if I can do my chores while I wear this.”

“Chores? Who said anything about doing choresin this?”

My stomach did a flip and a chill ran down my back. Deep beneath the heavy layers of my dress, hidden behind white satin panties that matched the dress, my clit began to stir in its cage. I glanced down at Olivia and briefly wondered what was happening beneath her petticoat. I still hadn’t seen it — I wasn’t even sure if she even had a cage, despite what Mistress had implied.

“Mistress likes us dressed up for… that?”

“Oh yes. Prefers it even.”

“I thought she might like us in lingerie.”

Olivia shrugged, still staring at our reflections, but her hand had moved further down. Now it was sliding across the broad expanse of my skirt. “She does, sometimes. But nothing gets her more riled up than a sexy sissy in frills.”

“Is that what you think I am?”

Her gaze slid to meet mine in the mirror. “In a dress like that…”

I turned to look at her, pulling her closer to me. “You’re the one who gave it to me.”

“Don’t make me regret that, Britney.”

I tucked a lock of hair behind her ear and leaned in, feeling the satin of my bodice tighten around me and my enormous skirts shift around our bodies. “Why would you regret this?”

She was so close now I could almost taste her. “Don’t make me break the rules again.”

“Don’t you think I’m worth it?”

Her hand found the front of my panties as we kissed. It was the first time anyone had touched me like that since being locked. My squealing gasp was muffled by her kiss just as the pleasure was muffled by the cage.

But I felt my need as intensely as ever.

This kiss was long and luxurious, and this time I worked my way through her skirts. My knuckles bumped against silk stockings, then slid up to bare skin. I let my fingers follow the trail of her garter strap as it led to her satin panties. I knew without seeing them that they were the same powder blue as her dress. As my fingers brushed across the front, she let out a tiny squeak.

“You don’t have a —“ I gasped. Olivia’s panties were smooth and flat.

“I do,” she said softly, taking my arm and pulling my hand upwards to the waistband of her panties. I pulled them back, the lace tickling my fingers, and let her slide my hand inside, never once breaking eye contact with her.

“Oh,” I gasped again when I felt it. Tiny, barely half the size of mine, and all steel. The only exposed skin was a tiny strip at the front, but I could tell from the heat that she was furiously, desperately hard inside. “It’s so small!”

I didn’t mean it as an insult, and Olivia giggled when she heard it. “It’s what she calls a punishment cage.”

“What do I have?”?

“A teasing cage,” came a hard voice from behind us. “But if you girls keep this up, you’ll be matching hers.”

Now it was Olivia’s turn to gasp, the color draining from her face. “Mistress!”

“Hello, girls,” Mistress said, a wry smile plastered to her face. She was wearing a long sleeveless nightgown made from black silk that was barely sheer. It swept around her feet as she strode into the room, unseen stilettos clacking beneath her. Her hair was pulled back into a tight bun, her makeup dark and dramatic. As she walked towards us, I could tell from how the nightgown draped around her that she was already very hard.

When she reached us, her gaze swiveled from Olivia to me.

“May I join you?”


Chapter 8: My Sentence

“Naughty, naughty sissies.”

She made slow circles around us while we stood, feet together and heads bowed, awaiting our punishment.

“This is why it’s so important to keep you girls locked. Can you imagine the wicked sorts of things you’d get up to if I didn’t? Why, I imagine you’d never even make it out of your closets without making a little sissy mess.”

She was in front of me and lunged forwards, fingers finding their mark and closing around my cage. “And what fun would it be to play with you?”

“None at all, Mistress,” Olivia managed. Mistress’ eyes slid to her, but her hand remained tight on me.

“That’s right, Olivia. Because what is a sissy girl for?”

“To be played with, Mistress.”

“Because I do whatever I want,” Mistress hissed. “And you do the same.”

“It’s really my fault, Mistress,” I said softly.

“Are you volunteering for a new cage, Britney?”

I swallowed. “If that’s what I need.”

Mistress stared hard at me, eyebrows raised. Despite her words, she didn’t seem upset. I dared not let my eyes wander to the tent in her black nightie, but even without looking at it, I could tell it was still there. She was loving every minute of this.

“What you need,” Mistress said. “Is a reminder of why you’re here. What do you think, Olivia? Do you think our newest girl deserves a reward? Has she earned her place amongst our ranks?”

“I think she’s sissy perfection, Mistress,” Olivia said.

Mistress sized me up. “You have excellent taste, sissy.”

“Thank you,” Olivia and I said at the same time.

“Olivia,” Mistress said slowly. “I think I’ll take her. Would you like to help?”

“Oh, yes!”

“Your punishment is still in effect, dear.”

Olivia’s face crumpled. “That means I can’t —“

Mistress grinned. “Not for six more weeks. But I’ll make sure it’s as hard as possible for you.”

“Of course, Mistress.”

Theresa pulled at a tie around her waist and the dark folds of her robe spilled open like ink on a page. Beneath, she was wearing high lace panties and a tall garter belt with no bra. Pert breasts spilled out of the black silk and her massive cock pushed the lace waistband down. The back of her nightie slipped down her arms, exposing her shoulders and upper arms.

“Then please prepare me for her.”

Instantly, Olivia dropped to all fours and crawled to Mistress. Her dress sprayed out around her, petticoats dancing as she moved. From behind, all I could see were garter straps disappearing beneath her panties.

I was right, I thought. They do match.

When the sissy reached her, she knelt and glided her hands up Mistress’ stocking-covered legs and across her hips before reaching her quivering cock. In one smooth movement, she slipped the massive tip between her red lips and began to bob up and down, pumping the shaft with her hands at the same time. Mistress let out a low, shuddering moan, her eyes fluttering shut as Olivia began to work.

“Get me all nice and wet,” Mistress said. “Because it’s going inside you, girls.”

My blood ran cold, but my clit strained against its cage.

“Ooh, yes, Mistress,” Olivia purred.

Mistress’ hips were already rocking forwards and back. Olivia managed to swallow her to an impressive depth. I couldn’t help but stare, and when my eyes finally moved back up to Mistress’, I found her grinning at me.

“Are you going to be my good little cocksucking sissy, too, Britney?”

I nodded, chest tightening, and made my way to them. My dress swung around me, huge petticoats heavy as I walked. I felt beautiful and anxious, knowing that once I was off my knees, she would finally complete my transformation into her sissy plaything.

That’s why I’m in white, I realized.

“Beautiful,” Mistress murmured as she watched me. “Innocent and perfect. Unspoiled. I can’t wait to make you scream for me.”

I dropped to my knees, skirts filling the air around me. Olivia was loudly slurping Mistress’ cock, but her hand found mine as I knelt. She pulled away from the shaft and kissed me. Her mouth tasted like Mistress, salty and musky. The flavor was intoxicating. I needed more of it, now. As soon as we broke the kiss, I rose and slipped my lips around her tip.

“My, my, someone’s eager,” Mistress giggled.

I took as much of her as I could, tightening my tongue around her tip while Olivia placed kisses on her length, leaving behind bright red lip prints.

“Look at your pretty lipstick getting all over my big cock,” Mistress said. “Oh, it must be so hard for you two to be locked up like that. Knowing you can’t get what I get, no matter how desperate you are.”

My mouth was too full to answer, but Olivia’s wasn’t. “I’m so horny, Mistress. I could make my spurties just from your kiss.”

“Should we find out?”?

Mistress’ fingers closed around Olivia’s cheeks and she wrenched the sissy to standing. I looked up as I sucked her cock and watched with a hint of envy as they kissed. Olivia melted into her, head tilting back and leg lifting behind her. Mistress had a smug smile on her face the entire time, her eyes meeting mine, cock twitching in my mouth.

It was a look that said simply — ”You’ll do anything I want, and you’ll thank me for it.”

“Hmm,” Mistress said with a frown when she broke the kiss. “Normally when you cum, you’re quite vocal about it.”

“I’m close,” Olivia whimpered.

“Good,” Mistress grinned, angular and bright. “That’s where I want you to stay.”

She pushed Olivia back on the ground and giggled at the sissy’s moan when she landed. “You two look so pretty on your knees for me. Two lovely little playthings, all for me. All wrapped up in satin and steel. Oh, I know how hard this is for Olivia. But your first time in a cage, Britney. You must be aching for release.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, sliding my hand up and down her slick length. “But I’ll stay locked for as long as you want.”

“How long was your first caging, Olivia?”

“Six months, ma’am.”

“And look how naughty you’ve been since then. Clearly, six months isn’t long enough.”

My muscles tensed in anxious anticipation.

“Maybe I should try doubling it with Britney. See if that teaches her to follow the rules. What do you think, Olivia?”

A rushing sound filled my ears. A year in chastity? Olivia was staring at me with a look of pure sympathy. Then she turned back up to Mistress. “A year is a very long time,” she said carefully.

Mistress frowned, a thin crease on her forehead. “Perhaps you’re right. After all, as much as I adore how you behave a few weeks into your caging, you do need something to look forwards to. Very well. Twelve months in the cage, but I will allow you to make spurties in it.”

A cold chill ran down my back. My arms and legs felt loose and light as I imagined what a year in a cage would be like. Constant denial, permanent arousal. A year spent in silk and lace without a chance to do the one thing in it that I wanted most of all.

“I think we should start right now.”


Chapter 9: Taking Her

Olivia kissed me fiercely, almost apologetically, but I barely noticed. On all fours, panties down around our ankles, naked rears framed by the sinuous layers of white silk and ruffles, all I could think about was my cage. Twelve months of torture. Twelve months of denial.

“It takes practice to learn how to cum the way a sissy should,” Mistress said cheerfully from behind us. “But I’m happy to help you learn.”

She hooked a finger into my garter strap and snapped it against my leg. My yelp was muffled by Olivia’s mouth, but the bright pain refocused me. I kissed her back, pouring my anxiety and frustration into her. Our hands and tongues intertwined. I let the pleasure of her kiss flood me. I needed her. Needed Mistress. Needed all of it.

I even need the cage.

Her hand between my thighs, pushing them open and tugging my caged clit backwards between them. Naked sissy cheeks surrounded by lace, caged clitties on full display. Olivia kissed me, her fingers on the back of my head, our skirts loud as they pressed into each other. “Now isn’t that pretty as a picture. Two lovely sissy asses, ready for me to fuck.”

A finger at my rear entrance forced a gasp out of me. I broke the kiss, my head dropping down between my arms. No one had even touched me there before. And now…

“Olivia,” Mistress said. “Are you ready?”

“Oh, yes!” the sissy bubbled. She wiggled her hips, skirts dancing around her rear. “Fuck me, Mistress! I want your cock so fucking bad.”

“No cumming,” Mistress said, her voice gentle but firm. “The punishment for that is rather severe.”

“I know, Mistress,” Olivia whimpered. Her hand found mine and squeezed it.

“But I’m going to do everything I can to make it happen.”

Olivia let out a low groan as Mistress grunted. Her fingers clenched, her mouth falling open and eyelids fluttering. Then her red lips pulled back into a smile and she drew in a deep breath. “Oh, fuck, Mistress, you’re so big. Fuck me hard, please.”

“Why should I?”

“I’m such a naughty girl. I need a real cock so badly. I need you to punish me with it.”

“Yes, you do,” Mistress said, already building up to a rhythm. I craned my head backwards and could see her hips swinging beyond the thick mass of our skirts. With every drive forwards, Olivia moaned and my body tensed.

Because soon it would be my turn.

“You are a very naughty sissy girl. I should do more than just fuck you, Olivia. Do you want me to keep you caged?”

“Oh, fuck, Mistress!”

“I asked you a question, slut!” There was a smack of hand against a bare cheek and a squeal from Olivia.

“Yes, Mistress, keep my clitty locked up the way it should be!”

“How does a sissy cum, Olivia?”

“From being fucked, Mistress!”

“And what is this for?” A rough rattle of padlock against steel.

“Oh, fuck, fuck!”

“Answer, sissy, or I’ll never take this off!”

“I’m gunna cum, Mistress! Fuck, please don’t make me cum!”

“I don’t see how that’s my problem, slut.”

“Oh, fuck! It’s — it’s for teasing me with, Mistress.”

“And do you want me to unlock you?”

“Yes!”

“Too bad, girl.”

Olivia groaned. It was the loud, frustrated sound of someone who was told exactly what they needed to hear — even if they didn’t want it. Her fingers were so tight against my hand that her nails were cutting into it. I leaned over to kiss her, but she was too lost in the torturous pleasure to notice. Every thrust made her cage swing so wildly that I could hear the padlock against it.

And soon, that will be me.

“Don’t cum,” Mistress commanded, and Olivia let out a tight, groaning sound. “Does my cock feel good, sissy?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Are you close to cumming?”

“Oh yes, Mistress, oh yes.”

“Do you think I should let you?”

“I — I — Oh, fuck, fuck!”

“I asked you a question, slut.”

“I want to, Mistress.”

“Six more weeks. On top of what you already have.”

Olivia cried out, her head dropping down to the bed, skirts spraying around her.

“Good girl.”

Then, all at once, I felt something hot and hard pressing against my rear. My body tensed, fingers balling into fists against the bed and stocking-covered toes curling in my stilettos. Butterflies filled my stomach and my heart pounded wildly. I didn’t have to look behind me to know what was there.

“You looked so nice with my cock in your mouth, sissy,” Mistress said. “But I think you’ll look even better with it in your ass.”

There was pressure that grew and grew until suddenly I spread and her tip slid into me. My gasp melted into a squealing scream as the rest of her cock followed. There was a moment of bright pain as I stretched around her, but it quickly disappeared into the stomach-twisting pleasure that came with. Mistress groaned behind me as her cock slowly pushed its way into me.

As I was fucked for the first time.

“You are so tight, sissy,” she breathed. “Nothing like a sissy’s first time.”

My arms and legs were shaking from the overwhelming sensation. Pleasure mixed with pain mixed with the deeply arousing knowledge of what I was doing. Being fucked in a dress. In a cage. As a sissy. The person I was before was gone. I was Britney now, a submissive sissy maid, aching for cock. I needed it — needed all of her to fill me.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned. “You’re so big.”

“Does it feel nice? Doesn’t it feel right to be fucked like this?”

“Yes,” I said, my words shuddering and breathy. My clit twitched in my cage. Olivia was panting next to me, but I wanted her kiss again. “Oh, fuck, yes.”

Mistress’ cock drove deeper and deeper, hot pleasure flooding my body as it did. I wanted as much of her as I could take.

“With your clit locked away, you don’t have to worry about it,” Mistress said. “You can focus on being pleasured the way you’re supposed to. With a cock deep in your pretty little ass. This is what sissies are for, Britney.”

“Make me a good sissy, please,” I begged. “Show me what I’m good for, Mistress!”

Olivia’s lips found mine the moment that Mistress’ package bumped against mine, sending it swaying gently between my legs. Her cock was thick and huge inside of me. I could feel the pulse of her heart in it, felt my heartbeat sync to it. Olivia and I kissed, her hand on my cheek, our dresses pressed together, satin sleeves brushing our cheeks. Two perfect, pretty girls, clits locked and useless, panties stripped off.

Meant to be fucked and used.

Mistress pulled backwards, then drove herself back into me in one swift movement that forced a scream from my mouth and pre-cum from my clit. “Oh, fuck, Mistress!”

“You’re doing such a good job taking me, sissy,” she breathed. “You are sissy perfection like this.”

“I want you to make me cum like this,” I begged. “Please, fuck all the cum out of me. I want to cum my first time.”

“Do you think you can, sissy?”??“I need to,” I groaned. “Fuck me!”

Mistress leaned forwards, body crushing the layers of my petticoat, her breasts pressing against my back. Her mouth was close enough to my ear that I could hear her even as she whispered.

“I know just what a sissy needs, and I’m going to give it to you. The truth is, you don’t want to be unlocked, do you?”

I whimpered an answer. Her cock drove deeper into me.

“You don’t want to cum. You just want to be used.”

Another thrust, deep and hard.

“You’ll do anything to stay pretty for me, won’t you?”

“Yes,” I moaned.

“Just to hear me tell you how lovely you are. How much you turn me on. How sexy you are like this.”

“Oh, fuck, yes, yes!”

Her pace was quickening now. Olivia draped a stocking-covered leg over mine, our nylons buzzing against each other.

“Your dress is lovely, sissy. White and virginal, just for me to take. Did you think that’s what you wanted when you came here? For me to fuck you like this?”

“No,” I moaned. “But I hoped.”

“You hoped,” Mistress said, and I could hear the smile in her voice. “You were meant to be a sissy slut, weren’t you. To make yourself nice and pretty, just so you can be fucked on all fours.”

I could feel pressure rising now. My clit was so hard I thought the cage would break, but it stayed resolutely in place. It didn’t care how aroused I was — it would keep me desperate until Mistress decided I was ready.

“I can’t wait to use you like this. Fuck, I love a sissy locked in chastity and wrapped in silk. I love knowing how excited the pretty clothes make you. And how there’s nothing you can do about it.”

“I just want you to fuck me, Mistress!”

“Because you want to cum?”

“Because I want yours!”

“Good — fucking — girl!”

Hot jets of cum exploded out of us at the same time. My whimpering scream as my clit erupted in its cage, her groaning moans as she exploded inside of me. She filled me immediately, her hot cum flooding around her cock. My pleasure came and went in a flash, intense waves roiling my body with a feeling more like relief than orgasm. As soon as it was over, I wanted more.

?“Oh, fuck,” I groaned as I realized how different a sissygasm like this was. It wasn’t like a climax from someone touching my clit. Cumming like this, bent over on all fours in my dress and stockings and heels — it only made me more desperate. Made me want it more.

Mistress was already slipping out of me. “No,” I moaned. “No, no! I need more!”

“I know, sissy girl,” Mistress breathed. “The longer you wear that cage, the more you’ll want it. Welcome to the House of Silk, Britney.”

She straightened, smacking my rear. Even that sent confused thrills through me, my body so overwhelmed that any sensation at all was transformed into pleasure. I moaned, pushing myself backwards, aching for more. For anything.

“I’m going to have so much fun with you.”
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The Princess wants me in her bed. The Queen wants me under her control. And both of them want to see just how far they can push their newest servant before she breaks.

One week into my new position as a royal maid, and I've already broken the most important rule: don't let the Princess seduce you. But the Queen doesn't want to fire me. She wants to punish me.

The Queen works my body like an instrument, pushing me to the edge of release only to lock me back up in something so small I can barely breathe. Every lash of her crop teaches me obedience. Every stroke of her hand teaches me desire. And the collar around my neck?

That's teaching me exactly who I belong to now.
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“I love you in this,” she breathed, running her fingertips over the pink silk of my dress. “Are you as excited as I am?”

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

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

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

And how much I was going to want her to?

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

Including little steel cages.

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

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

Click here to read it right now!
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If you liked this book, you'll love this story about being transformed into a slutty, sexy, desperately horny sissy maid and learning how to serve a stunning, dominant woman.
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“Aren’t those stockings just lovely?” she purred as she ran her hand down my silk-covered leg.

“Isn’t this dress a bit short?” I flared it out, revealing the dense petticoat beneath. It barely hid my panties, revealing my lacy stocking tops with every step.

“That’s just the way I want you,” she grinned, pushing me backwards onto the bed.

If I had known what the job required, I never would have taken it. But a job is a job, even if Selena told me I had to put on a dress to do it. I’ve always thought maid outfits were sexy — who hasn’t? — but I never expected to be the one wearing one.

I guess she thinks they are, too, because she can’t keep her hands off me when I’m all dolled up. But she has some rules about what I’m allowed to do, and when I break them, she gives me a fitting punishment. I’d never seen a chastity cage before she locks it on me.

She must have done this before because she knows just how to torment me. I love the dresses and lingerie, but am I really willing to submit to her the way she wants? Can I give control to her and fully become her sissy — even if it means letting myself be used however she wants?

Find it at https://books.vanessalockridge.com/her-chastity-sissy-maid or…

Click here to read it right now!
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If you liked this book, you’ll love my collection of five sweet sissies locked in delicious, horrible chastity!
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“My, my, aren’t you a pretty little thing all dressed up like that,” she purred, eyes flashing.

My skirts swished around me, a spray of white silk and black satin. Buried within my tiny panties, I was already straining in my cage.

“And now that I have you locked, I think our fun can begin…”
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