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Becoming a Sissy Maid
UNLOCKING HIDDEN DESIRES



Prologue


It was suddenly quiet. It felt as if time had frozen around me. I began to reflect over what my life had become over the last year and what had led me to what I had just done.

I noticed a small droplet of liquid beginning to drip from the side of my mouth. Drool or semen? Having come this far already it didn’t really matter. I used my tongue to lick it up before it had a chance to dribble down to my dress.

“Couldn’t get enough, I see,” said my wife, Melissa, as she sat up our bed, naked, behind a naked man whose semi-erect penis was still in front of my face. “Why don’t you lick his dick clean to make sure you get every last drop. I wouldn’t want you to miss out on having every last drop.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I locked eyes with her as I leaned forward and opened my mouth around the head of the penis. I gave it a suck as I twirled my tongue around the tip and pulled my head back. I could taste his cum on my tongue even after swallowing.

“That’s a good little sissy,” she said as she placed her hand on the man’s shoulder and started rubbing his back. “Didn’t I tell you my little Zoe was a good girl, Taylor?”

Taylor was a well built man standing taller than me even when I wore the 4-inch high heels my wife had me wear. He was the typical athletic type: toned chest and abs, bulging biceps, and a chiseled chin with the perfect amount of stubble. Not to mention his large cock, at least it was large compared to mine. He was the kind of guy who appeared to have it all. And now he had my wife... and me.

I turned and looked at myself in the mirror. I was wearing a brunette wig, black blouse tucked into a black mini skirt with a frilly petticoat underneath, lacy black bra holding up my fake E-sized breasts, a garter belt supporting my white thigh high stockings, and a small black thong that helped keep my penis tucked down inside of my micro-sized pink chastity cage. To complete the outfit was a white apron and white lacy headband to give me the appearance of a French maid.

Underneath my maid’s outfit is a short, out of shape man in his mid-30s who had let himself go after getting married. That being much unlike my wife who was just as beautiful as the day I met her and spent an hour a day at the gym staying in shape. The gym of course being where she eventually met Taylor, her physical trainer. If I had kept going to the gym with her and stayed in shape would I be in this position right now with another man’s cum coating my throat?

I considered the little pink chastity cage tucked between my legs. This is what started us down this road. I could feel my penis pulsing from within the cage and felt a drop of cum drip from my penis. I felt embarrassed by how aroused I was from I sucking Taylor’s dick while my wife watched me and called me a slut and I was surprised by how much I wanted more.

I suppose the real question isn’t what would have prevented my new life, but rather, would I actually want to prevent my new life?


Chapter 1
How it Began


Looking back at my life and marriage, my wife Melissa’s need for a change was understandable. Back then, before I was Zoe, I was Brad. I met my wife Melissa during my second year in college and even though she looked way out of my league, I asked her out and we have been together ever since.

Our early years of dating were amazing. We spent most of our nights together at bars or parties, drinking and socializing with friends. No matter where we would be, we always made sure to find a private place to make out and fool around which often led to us sneaking away to go back to my apartment. Melissa was breathtaking in bed. From her perfect hourglass figure to her insatiable appetite for sex. It was a rush, and we never wanted it to end.

When we weren’t out, we enjoyed our time together alone as well. We would often lay around and talk about our future together. We both saw eye-to-eye in what our future would hold. Most importantly, we both agreed that we didn’t want to have children and instead wanted to focus on our careers while spending years traveling the world.

As we learned more about each other and fell deeper in love, I knew she was the one. On the day of our college graduation, I surprised her on one knee while holding a diamond ring and asked her to marry me. She was surprised and happy beyond belief and said, ‘Yes’.
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As we had planned, we spent the first few years of our marriage traveling the world and having amazing adventures together. We visited countless countries across several continents in just those first few years and we loved it. Every trip seemed to bring us closer together. I felt like I had truly found my partner, the one person who knew me better than perhaps I even knew myself.

Unfortunately for us, as time went on and we grew older, started new jobs and had new responsibilities, our ability and desire to travel waned. Eventually, we bought a house in the suburbs, settled down and started living a low-key life. Or at least I did. I began to love the comforts of our house, my daily routine and sitting back watching sports or playing video games. Melissa, on the other hand, was still more interested in going out with her friends for drinks or going to the gym.

Although we lived different lives, at the end of the day, we always found our way back into each other’s arms to rekindle our love for one another. Our love life wasn’t what it once was, but I figured that was common after years of marriage and didn’t worry too much about it. When we did have sex it was rarely as passionate as it was while we were dating, but it still felt great and made me feel more connected to her.

To be honest, Melissa was mostly in the mood after she came home from drinking with her girl friends. She would flirt with me, get me into bed, and then pass out before anything got started - leaving me with an erection to take care of by myself. And that’s when I started turning to porn.

After she passed out I would spend hours in my office watching porn. Mostly lesbian porn; I just couldn’t get enough of watching two sexy women sensually kissing, touching each other’s smooth bodies, eating each other out and fucking each other with strap-ons.

Over time, when she would go out I would just head straight to my computer and watch porn for hours until I orgasmed or she came home. That led into me sneaking to my office to watch porn and masturbate whenever I had the chance.

Needless to say, that was when our sex life took a turn for the worse.
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After a couple years of this, Melissa finally confronted me. “Brad, this just isn’t working for me anymore.”

“What isn’t working for you, dear?” I asked as my heart started beating heavily.

“Our marriage, Brad. We rarely spend time together any more and hardly have sex. You’re always locked up in your office playing video games and watching porn. Lots of porn according to your browser history.”

I could see a look of pain and sorrow in her eyes, she was being honest and I felt guilty as she called me out for my lifestyle. At the same time I felt like she was partially responsible for the state of our relationship, but I figured it was easier to just apologize and move on instead of arguing about blame. “I’m sorry, Melissa. You were always going out so I started watching more porn and masturbating and I guess that kind of killed my libido for sex,” I admitted.

“Do you still find me desirable? Do you still love me?” she asked with a subtle hint of accusation, as if she believed the contrary no matter how I answered.

“Of course I do, Melissa! I love you with all my heart.” I was surprised that she would ever ask such a question. Has our relationship become that bad? “How can I prove it to you?”

“Well, Brad. I’m glad you asked… There is one thing you could do to prove it.”

“Anything, just name it.”

“I’ve been reading about male chastity devices and how they can improve relationships. In a chastity relationship, a husband will lock his penis up in a special chastity cage then give his wife the key so that only she can unlock it. He isn’t able to touch his penis, let alone masturbate, and the wife gets to control when he orgasms.” I felt my eyes widen with surprise as she described chastity - could she be serious? Is this a real thing that men did?

She continued. “Let’s be honest, Brad. You’ve become lethargic in your life. I think chastity could really help refocus you both with our marriage and your career. We used to spend so much time together or you would be researching new projects and learning new technologies. Now you’re just wasting your time alone. What do you think?”

I was dumbfounded. I had never heard of male chastity or these crazy cages. In our early years we had sex all the time but lately it was just a couple times a month. Did she expect me to not masturbate at all and only cum twice a month?

“I don’t know what to think, Melissa,” I replied as I scratched the back of my head. “Do you think we’ll have sex more than we are now if I do this? I’m not sure I could make it very long without cumming.”

She crossed her arms, clearly annoyed. “Well, yes, Brad. I certainly hope to be having more sex soon, but I would hope that you would trust me and try this out for me and not be so concerned with your own needs.”

I knew she had a good point and felt I had no choice but to agree. “Ok, sure, I’ll give this cage thing a try. Where do we get one of these cages?”

She pulled out a box from behind her and presented it to me. “I took the initiative to buy one for you, to show that I’m serious about this. I’m pretty sure I bought you the right size. Think you could try it on to make sure?”

I took the box and looked inside. There was a penis-shaped device about 2-3” long, several rings and a small lock with a key. There were instructions that showed how to put your testicles inside one of the rings, put your penis in the cage, then connect the cage to the ring, put the lock in and pull out the key when locked. It looked ridiculous.

“Alright, sure. I’ll go try it on and come back when it’s on,” I said as I gave her a small nod and turned to walk away. She had a big smile on her face.
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I took the box into the bathroom and started pulling out the pieces. I saw that it included four different ring sizes and decided to go with the biggest as I figured it would be the easiest option. The cage itself was made of hard plastic and reminded me of an exoskeleton. It was definitely weird, but kind of looked cool.

I pulled down my pants and put the ring on then tried to put the cage over my penis. It was a little hard to get my penis all the way to the tip of the cage so I pulled it out, used a little water to lube it up and then I was able to get it in properly. I connected the cage to the ring then put the lock in the hole, turned the key and pulled it out.

I looked up at myself in the mirror and I looked silly. The chastity cage fit well, but that didn’t change the fact that it was a plastic cage around my penis.

Does she really expect me to wear this?

I pulled my pants back up and returned to the bedroom where my wife was waiting for me.

“Is it on?” she asked as I entered the room.

“Take a look,” I replied as I pulled down my pants to show her my caged penis.

“Oh my,” she let out with a giggle as she covered her mouth. “How does it feel?”

“Not great now after you laughed at it. Otherwise, it feels a little weird, but it doesn’t hurt.”

“Sorry! I know this whole thing is a little crazy, but I’m happy you are willing to try it. I think it will really help us. Thank you, Brad.” She got up from the bed and walked towards me. With one hand she reached down and grabbed my caged penis and with the other she grabbed my head and pulled it towards her until our mouths connected.

She kissed me passionately as she started to rub the cage. I could feel my penis starting to swell and press against the cage. It wanted to get erect but the cage was preventing it.

I pulled away. “What the heck… woah!” I grabbed my cage and tried to shift around my penis a bit, but the cage didn’t give it any room to move or grow. “I’m not going to lie, hun. This isn't a very pleasant feeling,” I told my wife.

“From what I read, that’s to be expected. It takes some getting used to before you feel comfortable and can wear it for long periods of time. I was hoping you would agree to put it on when you get home from work and keep it on until we go to bed. To begin with at least.” She gave me a hopeful smile and went back to rubbing my cage.

My penis started pressing against the cage again and actually started to feel kind of good, but it still made me squirm as I got used to the feeling. “Yeah, alright, sure. We can try that, Melissa.” In the back of my mind I was thinking of how I might be able to masturbate while at work.

“Thank you, Brad. And please, no masturbating at work! We’ll have to use the honor system and I’ll try to trust that you aren’t doing anything out of the house.”

Damn, she knows me well.

“Yeah, of course, hun. I promise I’ll be good.”

“Good, now how about you go ahead and unlock that cage for today and let me show you my appreciation.” With that she quickly pulled off her shirt and fell back into the bed, beckoning me with her finger.

This may not be so bad after all.


Chapter 2
My Life in Chastity


After several weeks using my chastity cage for a few hours every evening, I was starting to feel very comfortable wearing it and it was beginning to feel normal. After work, I would go home, put on my cage then try to find something productive to do. Or at least something to preoccupy myself from my desire to play too many video games or watch porn. When I would see Melissa she would grab my crotch to make sure my cage was on then give me an appreciative kiss and say, “That’s my good boy.” It was kind of weird, but oddly arousing. If I had forgotten she would demand that I immediately put it on and I found her dominant personality sexy.

Cutting out my old bad habits gave me a lot of extra time and I started feeling aimless. I never realized how much time I wasted locked away in my office alone.

One day Melissa approached me as if she could tell I was struggling to figure out what to do. “You seem to have a lot of extra time these days. I think it would be great if you started planning and cooking dinner for us. In fact, I would really appreciate it if you could.”

“Yeah, sure. I think I can throw something together for tonight at least,” I said. I grabbed some steaks from the refrigerator and went to start the grill.
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When dinner was ready, I called for Melissa and waited for her at the table. She arrived to a plate of grilled steak, asparagus, a side salad, and a small glass of red wine.

“Wow. Impressive, Brad.”

I could tell she was excited and while I found myself happy to please her. I’ve always enjoyed doing good things for Melissa, but this was a different feeling, almost like I was getting praise from my boss.

Soon our plates were both empty and our stomachs full. “That was delicious, hun.” She had a big smile on her face. “So, how about you take care of these dishes and think of what you will cook for us tomorrow night. I’m going to go get ready for bed. Don’t take too long… the more time we have in bed, the better.” She walked over and gave me a kiss on the cheek then headed upstairs.

Assuming that she meant she wanted to fool around in bed, I quickly grabbed the plates and rushed to the kitchen to clean up. Normally we would alternate who cooked and who cleaned, but she had just made an offer I couldn’t refuse so I wasn’t about to press the issue. I cleaned the dishes, loaded the dishwasher, and ran upstairs to meet her; my penis already starting to fill my chastity cage, trying to get erect as I imagined what we might do in bed.

When I arrived upstairs, I was not disappointed. Melissa was lying in bed naked with several lit candles on the night stand beside her for light. I ripped off my clothes as I approached the bed and crawled into bed, trying to be as sexy as I could.

“Don’t get any ideas just yet, Brad. I have another task for you,” she said as she pushed my head towards her pussy.

“Yes, dear!” I eagerly spread her legs and got to work pleasuring her. With each lap of my tongue I could see her writhing as she rubbed her nipples with her hands. My dick was pulsing hard, trying to get erect but failing as the cage held it back.

After she climaxed, she grabbed my hair and pulled my head up. “Well done!” she exclaimed as she huffed, catching her breath.

I crawled on top of her and thrust my mouth onto hers. My instinct was to slip my cock in her, but as I tried to make my move I was reminded of the cage encompassing my dick.

She grabbed the cage and whispered, “I suppose you probably want this off.”

“Yes!” I cried out as I started kissing her neck.

“You did such a good job this evening, Brad, so I wanted to reward you. Did you enjoy your reward?”

I reared my head back. “Uh, what reward was that?”

“I let you pleasure me. Don’t you like to pleasure me, baby?”

“Of course, I do.”

But I still want my own pleasure!

“You’re the sweetest.” She gently kissed my lips and pushed me off of her then released a loud sigh. “We should probably go to sleep now.” She turned on her side and blew out the candles, leaving the room dark.

“What about my cage? You always take it off before bed,” I said with slight panic and confusion.

“I know you have been feeling more comfortable in your cage these days and I know you’re probably really anxious to orgasm so I think it would be best to keep it on at night from now on. Maybe I’ll take it off in the morning. Good night, love.”

“Good night, dear…” I squeaked out.

My eyes were wide open as I laid on my back. My penis was as hard as it could get in its cage and it was beginning to hurt as the cage restrained it. I tried to adjust it but it didn’t help much.
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The next morning I woke up to my penis trying to get erect in my cage and really pulling on my balls to the point of discomfort. I tried to ignore it and go back to sleep but eventually just gave up and got out of bed.

I heard Melissa begin to stir in bed when she asked, “So, how did it feel being locked up all night?”

“Pretty uncomfortable to be honest,” I admitted as I turned around to show her how my penis was trying to get erect and pushing hard against the cage.

“Oh, that does look uncomfortable. Does it hurt?” she asked.

“No, it doesn’t hurt, it just feels weird. It will probably settle once I go to the restroom,” I answered as I pulled on some pants.

“That’s good, because I think it’s time for you to wear your cage longer. I’ve heard that once you make it through the first night, it gets much easier. Do you think you could go all day with it on? Do you think you could do that for me?” She crawled towards me in the bed, looking up at me.

Wearing the cage had become easier and hadn’t been bad during the evenings when I normally wore it so I answered as sweetly as I could, “For you, babe, of course I will.”

“That’s a good boy,” she said with a wink. “Now how about you go make us some coffee.”
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Little did I know that this night would be the first of several consecutive nights. Once I was able to keep the chastity cage on for a full night without issue, Melissa saw it as the gateway to keeping me locked up for days at a time.

As each day passed, I found myself with more and more pent up sexual energy and very easily aroused. Of course my arousal was futile while locked up in my chastity cage.

Every time I saw Melissa, I wanted to jump her and fuck her, but with the cage on I felt like a dog on a leash. I did what I could to please her, with hopes of her unlocking me. I continued to make her dinner and wash all the dishes. I cleaned up messes around the house that caught my eye and even offered to do her laundry when I would wash my own.

I wouldn’t say my efforts went unnoticed however, when she would go up to bed and see it so neatly made, she would get so appreciative that sometimes she would actually get in the mood to fool around. Unfortunately, fooling around seldom resulted in what I wanted.

The first time she decided that I hadn’t been locked up enough and that she wanted to see how long I could go. However, she was in the mood and wanted to orgasm herself so she pushed my head down to her crotch and told me to get to work.

I’ve always enjoyed pleasuring her, but after being locked up for days, I had a whole new lust for it. My penis was throbbing and trying its hardest to break free as if it knew what I was doing and wanted a turn at her pussy. My tongue was going wild, too, and I could tell she was loving it by her loud moans.

When she orgasmed, I crawled up her body and started kissing her.

She returned my kisses at first but eventually pushed me away. “My god, Brad. You are an animal. Keep this up and you’re going to make me a very happy wife. But for now, it’s time for bed. Goodnight, love.”

I felt dejected. It seemed like no matter how good I was to her, she had no interest in letting me cum. On the other hand, I also felt a growing sense of pride that I had just given her such an amazing orgasm.

The next time she was in the mood, she unlocked my cage and started sucking my cock. After nearly a week locked up, my penis was insanely sensitive and her normally good oral sex skills were amplified. However, just as I was getting close to climax, she suddenly stopped and said, “I think we’re going to save this just a little longer. Go put your cage back on.”

I felt like I was going to erupt. Just a couple seconds more and I would have had my relief. “Seriously?! How am I supposed to get it back on? My dick is ridiculously hard right now! I need to cum so badly. Please, Mel!”

“Go downstairs to the freezer and grab a bag of frozen peas. That should shrivel up that little dick of yours so you can put your cage on.”

Once again feeling dejected, I walked downstairs with my dick sticking out straight and hard. I grabbed a bag of frozen peas and put it on my dick which was very cold and unpleasant. I could feel it start working though so I kept at it and eventually my penis went limp enough for me to fit my chastity cage back on.

Why did I ever agree to do this?

All night and into the next morning I could feel my balls ache and my penis tight in my cage in a seemingly never-ending heightened state of arousal. I woke up several times, feeling my penis trying to get erect. I kept thinking of Melissa’s mouth on my dick and how good it felt and then how she denied my completion… and how I just went along with it.

I could have just gone downstairs and pretended to ice my penis to put it back in the cage or even masturbated while I was alone with my cage off, but instead I obeyed her once again. I had to be honest with myself. She had taken control over our relationship and I was liking her control over me. She took to her new role naturally and it was so sexy. I never thought we would both enjoy this new chastity lifestyle so much.
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The next morning, I made coffee and brought Melissa a cup made to her liking. She looked up at me from the couch with a smile as she took the mug. “Brad, you have been doing so great with your chastity. Thank you for giving it a chance. You have really changed back to that loving, caring man that I fell in love with and I couldn’t be happier.”

I sat down next to her on the couch. “I couldn’t agree more, Melissa. I’ve noticed a change in myself as well. I feel like I have more purpose and motivation in my life.”

“That’s great, Brad,” she said as she leaned in and gave me a kiss. “I love that you have found purpose in serving me.”

Serving her? I thought about it for a second; was I really serving her? I had taken over planning and making dinners, making her coffee in the morning, and doing all the dishes, but those are just household chores.

“I’m not sure I’d say I’m serving you, Melissa. I’m just trying to help out more around the house. Honestly, I’m probably just doing what I should have been doing already.”

“I guess you’re right, but don’t you think you would like serving me? I know I would like it.”

I could feel my penis pulsing again. The idea that I was serving her was kind of sexy and was another way she could flaunt her control over me. At this point I would do probably do whatever she wanted to get a chance to orgasm so I thought I would play along.

“Of course, Melissa. I would love to serve you,” I said in my sexiest voice as I moved closer to her on the couch and started slowly leaning in towards her.

“Good boy,” she whispered as placed her finger on my lips to stop me from getting closer. “I think this is the perfect time to take your chastity to its next phase.”

She stood up from the couch and turned around to look at me. “Meet me in the bedroom in five minutes and I’ll explain everything.” She turned and walked away.

Next phase of chastity? What could she mean by that?


Chapter 3
Her Next Demand


For the next five minutes I sat on the couch daydreaming about what Melissa was preparing to show me upstairs. I imagined myself entering our bedroom and discovering her wearing black lacy lingerie with thigh high stockings. She was kneeling on our bed with her legs spread as she beaconed me into bed with one hand and offered me my chastity key with the other. Then she tells me to unlock my chastity cage and fuck her. God, I was getting so horny. I couldn’t even remember the last time she let me cum.

When I entered the bedroom she had changed her clothes, but she was now wearing her workout clothes; tight black leggings and a bright pink sports bra covered by a loose fitting black tank top. I noticed that there was clothes laid out on the bed so I reserved hope that something fun and kinky could still take place.

“What’s all this?” I asked as I walked closer.

“Well, Brad,” she began to say with her arms crossed and a smirk on her face. “You’ve been doing a great job with your new responsibilities, but to be honest, you’re not doing enough. The house is still filthy and needs a lot of work.”

As I approached the bed I saw that there was a dress and some lingerie laid out as I hoped, but I was beginning to be concerned by what she was saying.

“I thought about simply adding to your list of chores, and I will be, but the house would still need the occasional deep cleaning. So that’s what you will be doing today… and you will be wearing this uniform.” She waved her hands over the clothes on the bed.

I was pretty confused about why I would need a uniform to clean the house until I realized exactly what was on the bed. It was a French maid’s costume complete with dress, apron, and headband, along with lacy lingerie with garters, thong and thigh high stockings.

I'll admit that I’ve always wondered what it would feel like to wear lingerie and women’s clothing, but I couldn’t imagine why my wife would want me to wear it.

“You want me to dress up like a maid?” I asked in shock.

“Yes. From now on you will be my sissy maid once a week and it will be your job to make sure this house is spotless. You will dress up and act as my maid once a week and clean and serve me until I'm satisfied.”

“Seriously? Can’t I just be your butler or something? Why a maid?”

“I’ll give you two reasons. One, I have a feeling you will really like it and two, because I have these.”

She extended her hand in front of me which was holding the keys to my chastity cage.

“Come on, Mel. I’ve already agreed to wear this cage for you and I’m cleaning and cooking like crazy. Why do I need to dress up and do this?”

“You have been amazing, Brad, I acknowledge that. I just think there’s a little more left that will make you the perfect partner.”

“What about me? You keep me locked up for days and have me doing all the housework all the time. Don’t you want me to be happy, too?”

“Oh, Brad. I let you live your happy little life for years. You just sat in your office playing video games, watching porn and growing out of shape. It’s time to do things my way.”

I felt my cheeks redden in embarrassment as I looked down at my feet. She had a good point, me being happy lead to her to consider leaving me and I didn’t want that.

She broke the silence and continued. “On the plus side, if you do a good job in a timely manner without complaining and you may get a reward. Anything else will earn you a punishment and delay your cage getting unlocked."

I stared at my wife in disbelief. Is this what our relationship is now?

“Come on, Brad. In all honesty, I wouldn’t make you do it unless I believed you would actually like it. Consider this as your first chastity reward for being such a great husband lately.”

“Huh,” I considered what she said. Maybe she was right. The longer I looked at the outfit the more intrigued I was with trying it on; feeling the lacy lingerie and silky stockings on my body. I always loved touching them when Melissa wore them so they would probably feel good to wear. On the other hand, if this is what I needed to do so I could get unlocked and have a chance to cum then it wasn’t too bad. It’s not like anyone would know about it and she’s going to make me clean the house anyways so why not have a little fun doing it.

As I thought about wearing it in front of her I could feel myself start shaking nervously. “A-alright,” I choked out.

"Good. Now get dressed. And while you're my maid, you will refer to me as ‘mistress' and you will be ‘Zoe’. I expect you to talk and act like a woman. Text me when you're done dressing and remember, if you disappoint me in any way, you won’t be seeing that dick of yours for a while.”

She walked out of the room and shut the door, leaving me alone with the frilly maid’s dress and lingerie.

I could feel my dick trying to get hard in its cage. Melissa was starting to aerate power and it was very sexy. I felt like she somehow took even more control over me in those last few moments. Somehow she had easily convinced me to dress up as her maid and clean the house for the whole day.

The more I thought about it the naughtier I felt. My wife wanted me to call her my ‘mistress’ and instructed me to dress like a maid! I got undressed  as I examined the clothes on the bed. I first picked up the lingerie. It was a black lacy spaghetti strapped corset with padded cups and garters. When I picked it up I noticed that underneath it was a small black thong.

I set down the lingerie and slipped on the thong. It was a little awkward fitting at first until I realized that I needed to tuck my cage between my legs. Pulling the thong up into my butt crack felt surprisingly good and I got a little more excited. I grabbed the corset and pulled it over my head and down my torso. Despite my wife saying I had fallen out of shape, I was still a slim guy, just no longer very toned. My now flabby chest fit into the small cups well and the padding made me feel like I actually had breasts. I adjusted the corset so that it seemed to fit right and then went back to the bed to grab the stockings.

The stockings were opaque black thigh highs with little white bows on the top of each. I sat down on the bed and started pulling them up my legs. They were so soft and instantly made me feel sexier. When they were both on, I connected them to the garters.

I turned around to face the my closet’s mirrored doors. I put my hands on my hips and tried to do a sexy, feminine pose. Not half bad!

When I was done admiring my new undergarments, I turned back around and grabbed the dress. It looked like a French maid costume that might be worn on Halloween, but it appeared to be decent quality. It was black with white ruffles and a white petticoat built in. I unzipped it, stepped in and pulled it on. It fit well around my body, but you could tell that it was meant to be worn by a woman with decent sized breasts by the extra fabric at the top of the dress. I reached behind and awkwardly pulled up the zipper.

I guess this is why Melissa always has me zip her up when she wears a dress.

The last pieces were the maid headband which I put on my head and the apron which I tied around my waist. When I felt like everything was on and looking good, I turned back around to checkout my final look and was pleasantly surprised. With my small frame and these stockings to cover my hairy legs, I actually kind of looked like a girl.

“I look fucking sexy!” I moved my hands down my dress as if I was caressing a woman. I could feel my penis drip out a little cum.

Do I like this that much or am I just that pent up?

After a little more admiration I texted Melissa to let her know I was done. I then sat on the bed and waited for her to return. As I sat I crossed my legs and daintily put my hands on top of my knee, trying to be as womanly as I could.

When Mellisa opened the door, I noticed that she walked in with her hands behind her back.

“Well hello there. Don't you look cute. It’s nice to meet you, Zoe.” She said as she walked towards me.

I stood up and attempted a curtsey. “Good morning, Mistress. It’s nice to meet you, too,” I said in my girliest voice.

“I’m excited for you to get started, Zoe, but before you do we need to discuss my rules.” She slowly walked around me, examining my outfit. “They are very simple rules that you must abide by and if you don’t, you will be punished.” She lifted my dress in the back and ran her finger along the top of my thong then gave my ass a little slap.

“Ok,” I replied.

Damn, dominant Melissa is sexy.

“The first rule I’ve already mentioned; your name is Zoe, you are my maid, not my husband, and you will act as such. I am your mistress and that is how you must address me. Being your mistress, you must show me the utmost respect.

“The second rule is that you must keep your uniform clean and cared for. This won’t be the last time you wear it so I don’t want to see it tossed in a pile on the floor when you’re done today. As my maid you are a reflection of me and I expect you to represent me well. You must always wear it in its entirety. I better not see you with any part of it missing or out of place.

“Rule three is that you will do as you are told without complaining. A good maid is an obedient maid.

“For rule four you will need this,” she said as she revealed her right hand from behind her back and presented me with a black pouch.

I took the pouch from her, opened and emptied its contents into my hand. It was a black butt plug.

"As my sissy maid, I expect you to always be caged and plugged. The caging I will make sure of, but you are responsible to always have this butt plug in and vibrating.”

I examined the butt plug in my hand. I had worn one a few times before and had enjoyed it so I wasn’t too worried about it.

“Are my rules understood?” she asked.

“Yes, I understand,” I replied. They were pretty simple rules and I was entranced by her dominant persona.

“Clearly you don’t. Bend over!” She demanded.

“W-what? Bend over? Why?” I was confused as to how I had already broken a rule.

“Are you questioning me? I said, bend over!”

There was a fire in her eyes so I gave in and did as she said.

She lifted up my dress and gave me a hard spank on my butt with her hand. “That was for not addressing me as ‘mistress’.” She spanked me hard again. “And this is for not doing as you're told. Do you understand my rules now?”

I stood up and straightened my dress. “Yes… Mistress,” I said meekly.

“That’s a good girl,” she said as she put her hand on my cheek. She leaned in and gave me a light kiss on the lips. “Go get your ass plugged and get to work. I'm going to the gym. I expect the house to be in a much better state by the time I get home."

She gave my ass another light slap and left the room.
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As I now stood in our bedroom alone, I suddenly felt overwhelmed. Both with arousal and with the fact that I now had to clean the whole house dressed as a maid and if I didn’t, my wife said she would punish me. I didn't know what that her punishments would entail, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to find out. Her imagination has been at an all time high lately and the thought of a punishment unnerved me.

So I got to work.

I started in the bedroom since I was already there; making the bed, picking up dirty clothes and so on. From there I moved to the bathrooms and cleaned the sinks and toilets. Next I started vacuuming the upstairs rooms and hallways.

As I worked I realized that Melissa was right, the house was a mess. There was dust and dirt all over the floors and on the furniture, the bathrooms had smudges and stains all over the sinks and counters, there was clothes all over the bedroom floor. While it wasn’t all my doing, I certainly had not been any help either and I clearly had not been helping out as much as I thought I was. But I guess this was my way of correcting that mistake, or rather it was Melissa’s way since she was forcing me to do it.
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After what felt like an eternity, I deemed the upstairs clean and made my way downstairs to the kitchen. I was parched and had worked up a good sweat. I grabbed a glass from the cupboard and helped myself to a glass of water. As I was drinking, I heard the front door open and saw Melissa walk in. When she saw me she looked furious.

“Zoe! Did I tell you that you could drink my water or use my cups? Those belong to me and my husband!” She exclaimed and she dropped her bags and stomped into the kitchen.

“Uh, I am your husband,” I nervously replied.

“Have you already forgotten Rule #1? You are Zoe. Zoe my sissy maid. If you, Zoe, want anything you must ask my permission. Is that understood?”

“Yes, dear.”

“Yes, MISTRESS,” she gasped. “Seems like you need to learn a lesson in respect. Come here and bend over.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said sheepishly as I did as instructed. I was beginning to feel more nervous around my wife than I ever had.

She lifted up the back of my dress and gave me the hardest spank I have ever felt. “You will show me respect and do everything I say, is that understood?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“That’s right,” she said calmly as she started slowly caressing my butt cheeks with her hand. I found myself biting my lip, bracing myself for another spank. “Now repeat after me. ‘I am your sissy maid and you are my mistress. I live to serve and worship you.'”

“I am your sissy maid and you are my mistress. I live to serve and worship you.” I repeated. I felt myself become more excited after every word I spoke. It felt like I was giving her even more control over me and her intensity was becoming so overwhelmingly arousing.

“Good,” she said again as she lifted her hand off my butt cheek and gave me another hard spank. “I want to be a good and fair mistress to you. I want to reward you for your good work, not have to punish you for your disobedience or poor work. But rewarding you requires you to be a good girl for me. Can you be a good girl, Zoe?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Now go get my bags.”

I stood back up and walked over to her dropped bags. Behind me I could hear her continue, “I decided to skip the gym and instead go shopping for you. For another very important part of your outfit.”

I returned to the kitchen with her bags and put them on the counter. She pushed aside a couple bags until she found a large one which appeared to contain a shoe box. She pulled out the box and opened it. Inside was not just shoes, but a large pair of shiny black heels, at least 4 inches high.

“These are for you, put them on,” she said as she handed me the opened box. “These are now part of your uniform. I never want to see them off.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied as I took the box from her. I set the box on the counter and pulled out the heels. At first glance they were very intimidating. I had worn heels a couple times as a joke when I was much younger, but how was I supposed to wear these for hours a time while cleaning? I took a deep breath and slipped the heels on. They were a bit tight and hard to balance in. My legs wobbled slightly at first but I grabbed on to the kitchen counter for support. I didn’t think I could do this, but I knew I had to do as I was told so I tried my best.

When I had composed myself I looked back at her, she slowly took a step towards me. “Very good, Zoe. I think you’re starting to learn.” She put her hand on my cheek and gave me a gentle kiss on the lips. I felt my knees go weak again, but this time not just because of the heels. As she pulled back she whispered in my ear. “See, I can be grateful when you do as you’re told.”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress,” I replied as I tried to regain my composure.

“Now make me lunch and get back to work. I’ll be relaxing in bed.” She grabbed the remaining bags and headed upstairs.

As she walked away I found myself lost in my thoughts. I couldn’t believe what had just happened. Now I had to wear high heels while I cleaned? What was happening to me and what had gotten into Melissa? Why did she want me to wear all of this?

I looked down at my new heels. I had to admit that they did make me feel sexier, especially paired with the thigh highs. Somehow my outfit felt more complete while wearing the heels. I felt my penis give a strong pulse within its cage and I realized I was once again biting my lip. I was really starting to enjoy being force to dress like this. But was I enjoying it too much?

I snapped myself out of my thoughts. No time to reflect now, mistress is expecting her lunch!


Chapter 4
Punishment


After an hour went by, I felt like I was finally getting used to wearing the new high heels Melissa had bought for me. However, now my feet were killing me. As I wiped the sweat off my brow, I decided I needed to take a quick break. I walked back into the kitchen and leaned against the countertop to rest. After a few deep breaths I took a look down at my maids outfit and shook my head in disbelief again.

What am I doing?

I was exhausted, thirsty, hungry and starting to feel some major pain, but I was almost done. All that was left was to clean the living room. I wasn’t sure I could manage to wear the heels any longer though.

Melissa was upstairs in bed with her lunch, watching TV so I figured that she probably wouldn’t be down anytime soon to check on me. I quietly slipped the heels off and started rubbing my feet. Apparently it would take a lot of practice to get used to wearing high heels, but for now, rubbing my feet helped relieve the pain.

I decided to risk it and finish my work shoeless. I could be quick. I made for the living room and got started on the couch. I reached to grab a remote control off the couch but accidentally knocked it onto the ground. As I bent over to pick up it up I felt the back of my dress creep up just over my butt cheeks and instantly felt naughty.

I bent over again to fluff the couch pillows, this time making sure to keep my legs locked as I bent at the waist and popped out my butt.

“Wow, you’re really getting into this aren’t you, my little sissy?”

My heart started racing as I quickly stood up and saw Melissa looking down at me from atop the stairs. I felt like I had been caught doing something wrong and was going to be in trouble.

“Once I saw how subservient you liked being, I just knew you had some sissy inside of you waiting to come out.” She slowly walked down the stairs as her hand slid down the railing. Her eyes locked on me; her posture tall and dominating. “I’m going to have so much fun unlocking your inner sissy. Though probably not as much fun as you will.”

I stood up tall putting my hands together in front of me in the most proper, maid-like way I could imagine. I lowered my head in a submissive manner as I would expect a maid to do. As I did, it dawned on me that I wasn’t wearing my heels. My eyes darted around the room looking to find anything I could hide my feet behind but there was nothing. I tried to keep my calm and hoped she wouldn’t notice.

It was at just that moment that Melissa entered the living room. “Zoe! Where are your heels!” She had noticed, too.

I felt a surge of panic as I tried to think of an excuse as to why they were not only off, but in a different room.

“Uh… uh… I’m sorry, Mistress,” My mouth was suddenly dry and all I could croak out was a meek apology.

“Sorry doesn’t begin to describe what you are, Zoe. Where are your heels?!”

“In the kitchen, Mistress. I’ll go get them and put them back on,” I said as I scampered off to get them.

“Get them and meet in me the bedroom. A.S.A.P.!” she yelled as she stormed off.

“Shit, shit, shit,” I mumbled to myself as I awkwardly put the heels back on my feet, balancing on the countertops. I knew she was about to punish me, but had no idea what to expect. This whole day had already been a huge surprise and way out of left field for Melissa – what could she possibly have in store for me now?

I hurried upstairs and into the bedroom, making sure not to trip in my high heels. Upon entering the bedroom I saw Melissa standing next to our bed, arms crossed with a very disappointed look on her face.

“Come here and bend over,” she demanded as she pointed to the bed. I noticed she had something tucked under her other arm. I wasn’t sure what it was but I knew I was about to get spanked either way. There was no avoiding it so I did as I was told and assumed the position.

“I have to admit, Zoe. For your first day, you impressed me. You had a little hiccup earlier, but the house is looking spotless and I haven’t heard a single complaint or argument from you which I love.” She moved to stand behind me and threw my dress up onto my back, exposing my thong and otherwise bare ass. “At that is what I would have said a few minutes ago until I found out you broke a second rule. I was so ready to take you out of your cage and reward you for being such a good girl, but unfortunately you hurt my feelings by discarding the gift I had just bought for you.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress. I love your gift, but I’ve never worn heels before and my feet were killing me!” I didn’t know why I was feeling so scared of my wife but she had this ever growing power over me.

I had started to turn my head to look at her as I spoke she stuffed my head into the bed. “No excuses, slave!” she yelled as she quickly pulled the object from her other arm and spanked my ass with it.

I was stunned. I thought she would just give me some firm spankings like she had done to me before, but this hurt and now she had a tool. I wanted to turn to look back at it but knew better than to try again.

“This is my special paddle. I’ll be honest, I bought it hoping my husband would use it on me, but something tells me he would rather be on the receiving end of things…”

She waved the black leather paddle in front of my face to show me then brought it back and started slowly rubbing my other butt cheek with it.

“As you can see, it says ‘SLUT’ on it. I’m going to have to keep spanking you until you’ve learned your lesson and have been thoroughly branded as the slut you are. Now repeat after me, ‘I’m a sissy slut and I will do everything my mistress tells me’.”

As I repeated her phrase she spanked me hard again with the paddle. This time on the other cheek. I could feel both cheeks stinging already.

“Again!” she demanded and again I repeated the phrase as she spanked me as hard as she could. After several more times she stopped. “Good girl, Zoe. Now say, ‘I promise to be a good girl for my mistress’.”

Again I repeated her phrase and again she spanking me hard each time I did, alternating butt cheeks. My penis was trying hard to burst from my chastity cage and I could feel a little pre-cum dripping out of the head.

“Good, now your cheeks are telling me what a slut you are. Stand up, Zoe.”

I did.

“Overall, you did good for your first time, Zoe, but I urge you to remember my rules. I really, really wanted to reward you and fool around with you, but instead you forced me to teach you a lesson,” she said in her sexiest voice. “That’s not how either of us wanted to end the day now, is it, Zoe?”

“No, Mistress…,” I replied, my head hanging low, not wanting to look my wife in the eyes both out of shame and fear that she might spank me again. My penis was still pulsing and I really regretted taking off the heels and losing out on a chance to orgasm. 

She placed her fingers under my chin and lifted my head up as she leaned in and gave me a soft kiss on the lips. I felt shivers all over my body. Before Melissa made me wear a chastity cage, I would often masturbate to lesbian porn and here I was dressed as a sexy French maid while my wife was kissing me; it was like I was suddenly living out a fantasy I never knew I had. It also made me think of the opportunity I had just lost and I felt another pang of disappointment.

She gave me another soft kiss and then slowly pulled her head away as she said, “Lucky for you, you have a chance to redeem yourself next weekend. I expect you to be much more prepared to wear your heels and outfit next time, Zoe. My expectations for your performance, behavior and uniform will increase every time you’re here… as will your punishments if you fail to live up to these expectations.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said as my heart fluttered with a mix of excitement and apprehension for what my future would hold.

“Good girl. Now I can’t give you the reward you were probably hoping for, but I don’t want you to feel completely unappreciated for all your hard work today… so I have one more task for you today if you think you’re up to it.”

“Of course, Mistress,” I perked up at the possibility of even the smallest of rewards.

“Good. With that attitude, I think you will have a bright future ahead of you, Zoe.” She started taking off her leggings and then threw her self into backwards into the bed. “Make me cum, maid.”

My dick was throbbing harder than ever in its cage.

God, I want to fuck her so badly.

I crawled onto the bed below her and slowly pulled down her panties. My entire body was consumed with my sexual desires as I felt an intense need to orgasm. Maybe if I did a good job she would let me. I channeled all my sexual energy, spread open her legs and started licking.

Melissa was surprisingly wet already. She was clearly having fun with her mistress role. As her moans grew louder I stuck my finger in her vagina and fucked her. Penetrating her without my dick was just driving me more crazy, but I couldn’t stop.

As I continued licking and fucking her with my finger, I could see her grabbing her breasts and biting her lip as she moaned louder and louder. To my surprising I was starting to feel like I might cum soon. The pressure was building in my dick and I could feel the cum starting to flow.

Melissa let out a loud moan and I felt her entire body pulse and then relax. She had orgasmed and I was so close myself, but my task was done. I kissed the inside of her thigh as I made my way up to sitting, hoping the extended intimacy might push her over the edge.

“Oh my god, Zoe. That was amazing. Way better than my husband has ever done.” She propped herself up against the head of the bed as she was still trying to catch her breath.

“Oh, thank you, Mistress,” I said. I felt silly still being in the maid role after just having pleasured my wife, but I knew it was also what had made the experience so amazing for the both of us.

She got out of bed and started putting her clothes back on. As she did I knew my chance to orgasm was gone and I was just left with major frustration and aching balls.

“Ok, Zoe. I’m going to head downstairs. You should probably leave so my husband can come make us some dinner.” She had a grin on her face as she finished and started walking towards the bedroom door. “I’m looking forward to seeing you again next weekend, Zoe. Hopefully we can finally take that cage off of you if you’re a good girl.”

So there it was, another week before I even had a chance to get out of my cage. I could still feel the cum swelling up in my dick, wanting just a little bit more to trigger its release, but I guess it will have to wait.

This next week would feel like an eternity as I awaited my next chance to orgasm and dress up as a maid again.


Chapter 5
Reward


Over the next week I snuck into my office and practiced wearing my high heels whenever I had a chance. Standing and walking in them was becoming much easier, but they still left my feet sore after extended wearing. I figured I would just have to get used to wearing them over time and break them in more.

I found myself wanting to wear the panties and stockings as well, but I didn’t want to get caught. The heels I could easily slide off if I heard Melissa walking nearby, but I thought that anything more than that may be difficult to hide. During the few moments I had to myself when Melissa went to the gym after work, I put on the full outfit to practice and I was starting to really enjoy it.

I’m not sure if it was the weeks locked in chastity or a general interest and desire, but every day I was getting more excited for what was to come on the weekend. My mind raced with possibilities of what a reward as Zoe might be and even what further punishment I might get. I felt as if Melissa had really unlocked a new side of me and it felt naughty. Just the slightest thought of her forcing me to be Zoe made my penis plump up in its cage.

When Friday night came around I could hardly sleep. Knowing that tomorrow was when I got to be Zoe again had me too excited. Not to mention it was my next chance to orgasm if Zoe did a good job cleaning and didn’t break any more rules. During the week I made extra care to keep the house clean and tidy to help minimize the work I would have to do. Not to minimize the time I got to spend as Zoe, but because I wanted to spend any extra time I had getting the harder to reach areas needed a deeper cleaning. I wanted to make sure the house was spotless by the time I was done so I could get my reward.

The next morning I got up early and went downstairs to make our breakfast and coffee. I tried to keep my cool and stick to my normal weekend morning routine of breakfast while reading, but it was hard to focus. Eventually, I grew tired of pretending to read and decided I might as well try to get the day started.

“Did you still want Zoe to come clean today?” I asked Melissa.

Melissa was sitting across from me at the table. She lifted her eyes up from her phone and looked at me. “Well aren’t you eager to get going? I was starting to think I might have to force you again, but you’re just ready to go.”

“Well… I figured you were going to make me anyway so I might as well get it over with.” I said awkwardly.

She place her phone down on the table and raised her eyebrow at me. “Oh yeah? It’s not because you’ve been longing to dress up as my little sissy maid again? Don’t think I haven’t heard you wearing your heels all week.”

I felt embarrassed and felt my cheeks start blushing.

She continued. “Sure, this would be a great time for Zoe to come. I need to get going to the gym. I started with a new physical trainer this week and my appointment is in an hour. So Zoe can come clean in peace.”

“Alright then, I’ll go get Zoe,” I said as I tried to hide my smile.

I stood up and started upstairs to get changed into Zoe. I could feel the excitement coursing through me already. Once upstairs I went into my office where I had my maids outfit all laid out already. I shut the door and started getting undressed. I could already feel my penis trying to get hard in its cage.

As I pulled up my thong and tucked my chastity cage between my legs I felt a surge of passion envelop my body. I slipped on the corset then pulled on the thigh highs, attaching them to the garters. I pulled the maids dress over my head, pulled it down over my lingerie and zipped it up. I completed my outfit by tying on the apron and placed the frilly headband on my head. With each garment I put on, I felt sexier and more aroused.

I still needed to put in my butt plug. I picked it up from its charger, covered it in lube, worked it into my butthole, then turned on the vibration. It gave me a little surge of pleasure when it turned on. I was surprised when Melissa first ordered me to wear the plug, but after wearing it with the vibrator on last time, I was glad she did. It gave a constant, pleasuring sensation.

Last, I pulled out the high heels from my closet. Despite my practice wearing them during the last week, they still looked intimidating, but I knew they were my key to getting my reward today. If I took them off even for a second and Melissa found out, I would never hear the end of it. I slipped them on while holding onto the wall for support.

I took a deep breath in and exhaled. I readjusted my dress, composed myself then opened the door and walked out. I had a big smile on my face.

I was Zoe again.
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As I walked down the stairs I saw Melissa packing her gym bag. She had changed into her workout clothes: tight pink leggings, a black sports bra and her white gym shoes. She looked up to me and said, “Hi, Zoe. It’s good to see you again.”

“Hi, Mistress. How are you this morning?” I replied in my Zoe voice.

“Oh, I’m doing great. Are you ready to get cleaning?”

“But of course, Mistress. That’s why I’m here after all.”

“Let’s not get cheeky, Zoe,” said Melissa as she crossed her arms. “I expect you to be a very good girl today and follow all my rules. You do remember my rules, right?”

“Yes, Mistress. Sorry, Mistress.”

“Good.” She picked up her gym bag and started towards the front door. “I’m on my way out to the gym. I expect the house to be spotless when I get back.”

I gave her a nod. “Yes, Mistress. I hope you have a good workout.”

“Thank you, Zoe.” With that she opened the door and walked out, closing the door behind her.

“Time to get cleaning,” I said aloud to myself. I made my way to the cleaning closet to get my supplies and got started. 
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After three hours of cleaning, I had finished everything on my list. I expected Melissa to be home a long time ago so I used this extra time to dust all the shelves and handle any little details that I may have missed. I was exhausted, but even more, I was growing worried that something bad might have happened to Melissa. I was about to text her to check on her when I heard the front door opened.

I hurried to be in sight of the front door so I could greet her. “Hello, Mistress. How was the gym?”

“Oh, good, you’re still here, Zoe. I had a great time at the gym. I met with my new personal trainer and wow, did they give me a hard workout.” She said with a big grin on her face. “You’re wearing your heels I see, have you been wearing them the whole time? And you better be honest with me."

“Yes, Mistress. I kept them on the entire time. I’ve learned my lesson.”

“Good girl. Are you all done cleaning?”

“Yes, Mistress. I hope you’re satisfied with my work,” I replied.

“Me, too. I’m really in the mood to reward you.” She set down her gym bag and walked towards me. She had a strong sexual energy about her and I was really hoping she would come kiss me but she stopped just short. “Let me take a look around. Follow me closely.”

She walked through the living room, moving her head to each piece of furniture that she passed. I saw her wipe her finger on the coffee table, checking for dust. She straightened the couch cushions a little and then made her way into the kitchen as I followed her.

She inspected the counter tops, the oven range and cabinet fronts. Everything seemed to be to her liking until she looked into the sink.

“What is this?” she exclaimed.

I felt my eyes bulge as I scampered towards closer to the sink. “What is what?” I replied in my confusion. The sink was empty and I had wiped it down.

“You don’t see this? This ring of grime around the drain? Take a closer look.” She grabbed the back of my head and shoved it into the sink to look closer. “See it now?”

I did. “Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry, Mistress.”

As she continued to hold my head down with one hand she harshly spanked my butt with the other. “That’s one strike, Zoe. I better not find anything else.”

She let go of my head and I stood back up. She continued her inspection through the house as I nervously followed her. Her inspections were much more thorough than I had expected. When she was satisfied with the downstairs, she started up the stairs.

“I have to admit, Zoe. I’m very impressed so far. If the upstairs is as good as downstairs, you may be a happy girl very soon.”

Hearing her say that was like music to my ears. My penis was throbbing and my balls were aching. I needed to orgasm.

Once upstairs she checked the halls and bathrooms and saved the bedroom for last. She ended by walking up to her side of the bed. “The bed looks very nice and inviting, Zoe. Come join me.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I hurried to my side of the bed as she pulled back the covers and slipped in. I took off my heels and did the same.

“Besides your one little mistake, you did a very good job today.” She positioned herself on her side, looking at me.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“I’m torn though, Zoe. I want to reward you, but I also want to keep you caged and subservient to me.”

“Oh…,” was all I could muster. I didn’t know what to say.

She slipped her hand below the blankets then under my dress. She ran her fingers along the inside of my thigh until she reached my caged penis. She began to rub my cage as my penis instantly pressed against its confinement, getting as hard as it could.

“You probably really want to cum, don’t you,” she whispered into my ear.

I let out a moan. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Mmm, I bet you would. Maybe I’ll just play with your cage a little first.” She kept rubbing my chastity cage. My penis was bulging through all the openings. 

She touched the tip and felt the pre-cum that had started leaking out. “You better not cum, Zoe. You never get to cum unless I say you can.”

She threw the blankets off of me and crawled down the bed until she straddled my legs. “Lucky for you, I’m in a dick sucking mood.” She bent over and started sucking on my caged dick, running her tongue along all the skin that was exposed.

It was both pleasurable and frustrating at the same time. If not for this chastity cage I would be getting an amazing blow job, but instead I could just barely feel it. Her energy and the little sensation I could feel was working me into a frenzy. I really needed to cum.

She stopped sucking the cage and focused on licking it while she gripped my balls. “Do you like sucking cock, Zoe? I bet you're a dirty slut, aren’t you?”

“What?!” I asked in surprise.

“It’s okay, Zoe. You’re going to be my little slut. You gave me such an amazing orgasm last week, I think you show great promise in giving people oral.”

“Oh, I enjoyed that, too,” I said between more moans as she started sucking some more. My penis started pulsing and I felt like I might be able to orgasm. “Uhh, I think I’m going to cum.”

Melissa immediately stopped. “I said no cumming without my permission!” she shouted as she dug her nails into my thighs.

“Ow!” I exclaimed in pain.

She pulled away from my penis. “I can’t believe you were about to cum in your cage after I explicitly told you not to!”

“That was before you started sucking my cage; I thought you wanted me to cum.”

“You will know it when I want you to cum, Zoe. Now I don’t think I can allow you to.”

I felt like I had been punched in the gut. I couldn’t help but beg. “Please, Mistress. I promise if you let me cum I’ll still be a good, subservient girl for you.”

“You’re probably so pent up right now.” She paused and I could tell she was considering her options. “Alright, I think I know a good compromise for my little dilemma. I can’t unlock you from your cage, I would be a bad mistress if I let you out after what you’ve done, but I am going to let you cum while you wear it. So you will get your reward, but stay a good subservient, caged girl for me. How does that sound?”

At last! I was going to get to cum. I wasn’t sure how it would feel orgasming while wearing a chastity cage, or if it was possible, but I didn’t care. I needed release. “Sounds good.” I said.

She started playing with my cage again, stroking the outside with her index finger while she fondled my balls. “One caveat though. You have swallow your cum.”

“Seriously?” I asked in my normal voice, breaking character.

“Watch your voice, Zoe. And yes, that’s the only way I’ll let you cum today.”

My shoulders slumped. I was seriously torn. I hadn’t cum in weeks, my penis and balls were aching, and I was so close to orgasm, but I had absolutely no interest in a mouth full of cum, even if it was my own.

“Fine…” I grumbled. My urge to cum had won out.

She went back to sucking my cage. Within seconds my penis was pulsing again and I started moaning loudly. “I’m going to cum!” I let out in warning. I felt my penis burst as it orgasmed. To my surprise it kept pumping and pumping. Melissa caught it all in her mouth as she looked straight into my eyes. It may have been my largest orgasm ever and it felt amazing; it certainly felt like the most semen I had ever released.

“Uhhhh…” I let out as I relaxed, letting my body go limp into the bed.

I felt Melissa’s mouth pull off my cage and then I remembered our deal. I started backing up against the headrest. “You’re not actually going to make me swallow all that are you?”

She looked at me with her cheeks full and nodded as she crawled up the bed towards my head. She put her knees on my wrists, pinning me down as her eyes told me how serious she was.

“Please don’t make me!” I begged.

She quickly grabbed my jaw and pulled my mouth open. I wanted to fight it and push her away, but I couldn’t. I begrudgingly let her open my mouth as I closed my eyes. I felt my warm semen start dripping into my mouth, down my tongue and to the back of my throat. I had to stop myself from gagging. There was so much of it.

“Swallow, slut.” I opened my eyes and saw that Melissa was done so I closed my mouth. I gagged and felt an urge to spit it out. I started looking around for somewhere to spit but Melissa once again grabbed my jaw, this time holding my mouth closed. “I said swallow, slut.”

I looked her in the eyes and swallowed. She let go of my jaw and rolled back over to her side of the bed. “Phew, that was a huge load! Quite the undertaking for your first time swallowing cum! How are you feeling?”

I didn’t know how to feel. I had a huge orgasm, but then got manhandled by my wife and force to swallow my own cum.

“Good, I guess."

“I hope you liked your reward.” She started getting out of bed. “I’m going to go grab a snack. Please make the bed again and then see yourself out. I’ll see you next weekend. I may have a new surprise to give you then.” She gave me a wink and headed out the door.

“Yes, Mistress,” I sighed as I watched her leave. I decided I would just lay in bed for a few minutes to catch my breath and reflect.

What was that? I just swallowed cum? Never in a 100 years would I have thought I would do that. And a new surprise next week? What could it possibly be this time? 

I wasn’t sure, but I knew I would be fantasizing about it all week.


Chapter 6
Surprises


As the next week went by my drive to be Zoe started to rebuild. After finally orgasming the last weekend, my built up sexual energy from being locked in a chastity cage for weeks had majorly depleted. With it went my immediate desire to be Zoe, but since Melissa had left me locked in chastity, it didn’t take long for the sexual energy to build back up in my cage.

It didn’t help that Melissa had found a new way to tease me. When she would see anything that needed to be cleaned, she would tell me she was adding it to Zoe’s to do list. It was as if she knew how much I was enjoying dressing up as Zoe. Every time she reminded me of Zoe it made me want to be Zoe even more.

As my pent up sexual energy increased with each passing day, my mind started racing as to what Melissa’s next surprise would be for Zoe. I couldn’t think of anything else that could go with her outfit besides a wig. Maybe it was new chores or ways to punish or reward her? There were so many possibilities. When Saturday morning finally came, Melissa didn’t waste any time in showing me her surprise. As she sat down to breakfast she set a shopping bag down on the table between us.

“This is for you,” she said as she slid the bag towards me.

The bag was bright pink with “Victoria’s Secret” printed on it. “For me or for Zoe?” I asked.

“For both of you, really. I want you to start wearing these during the week so you’re more prepared to be Zoe.”

I grabbed the bag from the table and put it into my lap. I was very curious but also a little concerned. Melissa had proven herself to be a tough and very dominant mistress so far. This surprise may be a trick.

I opened the bag to see that it was full of an assortment of panties in all different styles and colors.

“You want me to wear panties all week?” I asked.

I was pretty surprised she would want Zoe to start leaking into every day life but as the week went on, I had also been wanting to wear panties. I had even done some online browsing to find some I might like to wear. Needless to say, I was very excited by this surprise.

“I really appreciate what Zoe has done these last two weeks and I want to keep it going. So I thought that if I could help you feel more in touch with Zoe that you would stay interested in being her and be able to channel her energy better when she comes.”

“Uhh, okay, sure. I guess I could wear panties for you.” I tried be as calm as I could to hide my excitement. Inside I was as giddy as a schoolgirl.

What a great surprise!

“That’s great, Brad. I’m so glad that you’re accepting your new chastity life so well. It really makes me love you so much more.” She had a genuine smile on her face and I felt closer to her than I had in years.

“I love you, too. I hope this goes to show that I would do anything for you to make you happy. You’re my everything.”

“You’re so sweet.” She reached over the table and squeezed my hand. “Since you’re being so good, I may have a few more surprises for you and Zoe today. How about you go get her and meet me in the bedroom?"

“Yes, mistress,” I replied. I got up from the table and took our plates into the kitchen then started upstairs to get dressed to be Zoe, taking my new bag of panties with me.
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Once I had become Zoe, I met Melissa in the bedroom to find out what my next surprises would be. I had decided to wear one of my new pairs of panties which made me feel extra sexy and special. I was really hoping these next surprises would be just as good as the first.

“Ready for your surprises?” she asked when I walked in.

She was sitting on the bed. I made my way over and as I did, she reached down and picked up a small box and handed it to me.

I took the box from her and opened it up to see a smaller version of the chastity cage I was already wearing. “Oh, a new cage. Thank you, mistress.”

“You’re welcome, Zoe,” she began, clearly very happy with her surprise. "I know it means you have to finally take your current cage off, but I think it’s time we get you into a better fitting sissy cage. This one is the ‘micro’ size and I think it is more appropriate given your penis.”

I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment. Sadly she was right. I had what people called a ‘grower not a shower’ and in its flaccid state it was very small. I could easily fit it into this new micro cage.

She continued, “Since you will be taking your cage off to put your new one on, I thought it was an appropriate time to get your started on your next phase of being Zoe, too.”

She reached down for her next surprise. This time it was a little black plastic bag which she handed to me. I opened the bag and found a pair of pink razors and a canister of shaving cream.

“Umm, thank you?” I said. This was a very unexpected surprise and I wasn’t sure I liked it. 

“I expect you to be hairless and smooth from the neck down like a real woman. I’m getting sick of seeing your little leg hairs poking through your stockings and since you will have your cage off for a short time today, this is the perfect chance for you to get a full shave.”

“Are you serious?” I asked in my normal voice as I looked up from the bag and met her eyes. 

She frowned at me and replied, “Have I made any jokes this last month? Yes, I’m serious and if you know what’s good for you, you’ll do as I say. Did you think that I would want you wearing panties all the time with your disgusting hairy legs? No. Panties should be worn with smooth, hairless and feminine legs. So if you want to wear your new panties and stay employed with me, Zoe, then you will go start shaving. Remember the rules, Zoe? You need to trust me and do as you’re told.”

“Yes, mistress…” I mumbled out my response. “But won’t hairless legs make it feel weird when you’re intimate with your husband?”

“Considering we haven’t been intimate in quite a while, I don’t think that will be an issue. If I really had a need for his pathetically tiny dick then I wouldn’t keep him locked in chastity so long.”

I felt a new wave of humiliation. If she didn’t want my pathetic little dick anymore then I guess all I have left is Zoe as a way to gain sexual gratification and release.

She patted the bed next to her. “Now come here and I’ll unlock your cage so you can start.”

I sat down next to her and lifted up the bottom of my dress. She pulled my chastity keys out of her pocket, pulled my chastity cage out from under my thong, and unlocked the cage. I pulled the cage off and then removed the ring from around my testicles. My penis looked tiny and shriveled. It was weird to see it.

“Aww, look at that sad little guy. I think he misses his home already. Don’t worry, little guy, we have a new more cozy home for you!” She giggled as she patted my dick on the head. “Ok, time to get shaving. I’ll be here waiting for you to finish. Give me your keys after you’ve locked yourself up in your new cage and don’t you dare think about pleasuring yourself. I’ll hear it if you try!”

She gave me a playful slap on the ass as I stood up from the bed. I walked into the master bathroom with my shaving supplies. This was the first thing she had demanded I do as part of being her maid that could be noticed outside of our house. If people saw that I had shaved legs out in public what would they think?

I didn’t want to quit being Zoe, however, and to be honest, I was a little curious as to how shaved legs would feel so why not give it a try. Despite what she had said, Melissa would probably hate seeing and feeling me with shaved legs and tell me to stop soon enough anyways.

I got undressed and started shaving my legs which took a lot more time and effort than I had expected. In the end, I had to trim my leg hair with my beard trimmer before I could shave using the razors. I knew after the first shave it would get much easier to maintain so that was a comforting thought. I was very nervous shaving my pubic area as I had never done it before, but I took my time and got a nice, clean shave. Last I shaved my chest and face so that I was nearly completely hairless.

When I had finished, I took a shower to rinse off. Washing my hairless body was surreal. I felt so smooth. Afterwards, I got out, dried off and walked over to my wife’s vanity. I picked up some of her lotion and rubbed it over my legs. I always saw her covering her legs with lotion after a fresh shave so I thought I should as well. 

I grabbed my new micro chastity cage off of the bathroom counter then slipped the ring around my testicles and then started putting the cage over my penis. It was a little snug but I had no problem getting it on. I put the lock in and turned the key to lock it. While I wasn’t necessarily happy to be caged again, it surprisingly felt right. I had been caged for so long before being allowed to take it off that apparently this is what I was used to now.

With my new cage on, it was time to get dressed as Zoe again. Putting my thigh highs on over my legs gave me shivers. They were so soft and smooth and made me feel even sexier. As Melissa had said, they did look much better without being able to see hair underneath and poking out.

Once I was fully dressed, I returned to our bed where Melissa was watching television. “So, how does it feel?” She asked.

“It feels… interesting… It will take some getting used to,” I replied.

“That’s understandable. You’ve been so hairy all of your life. Don’t worry, you will have plenty of time to get used to it. Let me touch those legs.” She started getting out of bed.

“Yes, mistress.” I walked closer so she could touch.

She reached over and started caressing my legs. Her touches felt so good. My penis quickly reacted to her touch, but found intense resistance in my new, micro-sized cage.

“Oh, that’s nice. So silky smooth and no little hairs poking through your stockings anymore. And how about your new cage?” She slowly moved her fingers up my leg, under my dress and to my caged penis.

“It fit well, thank you, mistress.” She was starting to drive me crazy. I felt shivers all through my body as she began to inspect the cage.

“What a big day for you. First you get new panties and a new cage, then you shave your body for me. You’re becoming such a good, feminine sissy maid. I just love how obedient you are, Zoe.”

I really was becoming feminine wasn’t I? After shaving my body today I felt like I had already gone all in so might as well own it. “Thank you, mistress. I live to serve you.” I replied as a did a little curtsy.

She gave me a soft kiss on the lips. “For that answer I think I may have one more surprise for you. One last piece for your outfit.”

“Oh?” I inquired hesitantly.

She got up from the bed and walked towards her closet. “I just want you to feel like a real woman while you work so I bought you these. I was going to save it for next time, but why not just give it to you now.” She pulled out a white box from her top shelf then returned to the bed and set it down next to me.

I opened the box to find a pair of fake breasts. The label said they were size E and they looked huge. I picked them up to examine them. They were made of silicon and had a realistic jiggle when touched. They had straps like a bra so I didn’t think they would be hard to put on but damn were they heavy.

“You want me to have boobs?” I asked as I lifted the fake breasts from the box.

“I want you to feel more woman-like and these boobs are just the thing to do it. Nice, big, jiggly breasts just like my husband likes. Why don’t you give them a try?”

“Umm, ok.” As far as surprises go, this wasn’t so bad.

I got undressed so that I was wearing nothing but my thong and thigh highs then I strapped on the fake breasts. They seemed to naturally adhere to my chest and it felt like I had large, real boobs. 

I began to get dressed up once again, first putting the corset on so that it properly cupped the breasts then slipping on the dress and tying the apron around my waist. Last, I slipped on my heels and stood up tall.

I looked at myself in the mirror; I looked amazing - or at least more woman-like with my new breasts. I turned to examine myself in different angles and bounced in my heels to make my breasts jiggle. They moved like real breasts. I began to touch them, groping them as I would Melissa's breasts when we were being intimate. They felt so real and they really did complete my outfit.

When I was finished admiring myself in the mirror, I remembered that Melissa was just a few feet away. She was watching the whole time. I turned and l saw her staring at me with an amused look on her face.

She laughed. “Don’t worry l, I’d be checking myself out if I were you with those big boobs, too!”

I blushed and gave her a smile.

“But enough is enough. That’s all for the surprises today so it’s finally time for you to get to work.” She stood up and pointed out the door.

“Yes, of course, mistress,” I said as I bowed my head and turned towards the door. As I walked out I noticed that I naturally had a new strut. The more I looked and felt like a woman, the more I was starting to act like a woman. The truth was, I really liked feeling this way and couldn’t wait to see what my wife had in store for me next. 

As I was about to walk out the door, she had one last thing to say. “Zoe, you better not disappoint me after all of my generous surprises today.”

“Of course not, mistress.”

When I was out of sight I adjusted my cage in my thong. My penis was trying to get erect again. Interacting with Melissa while I was Zoe was still very arousing to me. I couldn’t wait for my next chance.


Chapter 7
Longing For My Other Self


As the weeks began to pass I found that I was no longer just counting the days until I got to be Zoe again, but I was actively longing to be Zoe. I loved the feeling of the fake breasts on my chest bouncing as I walked, the silky thigh highs on my bare legs, and even the corset that gave me more feminine curves. Cleaning was becoming second nature to me and every week I was learning how to clean more while becoming more efficient and effective with my work.

I also appreciated being Zoe because it felt like an escape. When I was Zoe I didn’t have to worry about work, life, my marriage or anything other than cleaning and serving my mistress. It was actually quite relaxing and acted as a release for my pent up sexual energy that continued to grow from being locked in my chastity cage for so long.

Melissa still hadn’t let me out of my new micro cage and her recent rewards for Zoe had been teases or pleasuring her. It had once again been weeks since I had last been allowed to orgasm. She no longer showed any interest in having sex with me as Brad so it seemed as if being rewarded as Zoe was my only chance at being allowed to orgasm. Between that and her requiring me to keep my body hairless and wear panties every day, it was making me think about being Zoe constantly and making me want to be her more than ever.
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One Wednesday morning, as we sat together for breakfast before going to work, I was feeling extra horny and built up. I couldn’t take it anymore. I summoned all of my courage and asked Melissa to allow Zoe to visit an extra day each week.

“Hun, I’ve been thinking… one day a week to clean just doesn’t seem like enough. There’s a lot more Zoe could be doing each week if she had more time.”

“Oh?” she inquired as she looked up from her plate. I continued. “She could organize the kitchen pantries and cabinets, mop the floors, change the bed sheets more often, clean the windows, do food prep… the list goes on and on.” I paused, waiting on some reaction from her.

“Wow, Brad. You just can’t get enough of being my sissy maid, can you? I knew you would like it, but not this much,” she replied as she leaned back in her chair. “Alright, Zoe can come more often but only if you agree to a few caveats.”

I blushed a little at her calling out my enjoyment of being Zoe. “Alright, name it,” I tried to say as nonchalantly as I could.

“First, I want to hear you admit it. Say this, ‘I love being your sissy maid and doing everything my mistress says’.”

Pretty easy first demand.

“I love being your sissy maid and doing everything my mistress says,” I repeated.

A smirk grew on her face. “Good. Next, you have to agree to me expanding the toys I use with Zoe. If Zoe is going to be cleaning more often, then I’m going to hold her to a higher standard and may need new options to… motivate her for her new role. I could just do it anyways, but I want you to be onboard.” She crossed her arms and lifted an eyebrow as she listed her new requirement. Clearly she has been thinking about this herself.

“Ok, sure.” I wasn’t sure what toys she meant but it couldn’t be too bad – maybe a bigger butt plug or spanking with a bigger paddle? “What else?” I asked.

“Lastly, I like that you mentioned cleaning the windows because they definitely need to be cleaned. However, once you get started I think you’ll notice that most of the dirt is on the outside of the windows. Zoe will be expected to clean the outside as well.”

My heart skip a beat. 

Outside? She wants me to clean outside?

She could tell I was panicking. “Or maybe you’re just not cut out for this whole maid thing and we should just stop. If you can’t clean some simple windows then you’re not of much use to me. I mean, what’s the point of having half cleaned windows?”

Here I was asking to be her maid more often and she was suddenly threatening to take it away. I had no choice. She knew she had all the power and she chose to humiliate me with it.

I sighed. “Ok, fine. You know Zoe is a good girl and will do anything you say. So of course she will clean the outside of the windows.” I didn’t feel good about agreeing, but I couldn’t lose being Zoe.

“Exactly what I wanted to hear. Now, because I know this is all you’re going to think about today, I think you should just call in sick to work and have Zoe come today. I expect to see her here in 15 minutes.” She shooed me away with her hands and I excitedly ran off to become Zoe.

“And remember,” she shouted after me. “This was your idea, my little sissy.”

The way she said that unnerved me, but I didn’t care. I would get to be Zoe again and more often. As I hurried upstairs to become Zoe again I sent my boss a text informing him that I would be out sick today. The truth, however, was that I was going to be doing the job I much more enjoyed.
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When I came downstairs as Zoe, I noticed that Melissa had a devious smile on her face.

“Good morning, Zoe. It’s so good to see you,” she said. “Good morning, Mistress. It’s good to see you, too. Thank you for allowing me to come clean more often. I’m so excited for the opportunity.” I found that I had a big smile on my face. I was truly happy to be Zoe again.

“I’m so glad to hear that. However, I want to make sure you know that this added day will not be a casual or friendly visit. I expect you to work harder than ever.” She took on a more serious tone. “To help you stay focused I’m going to need you to wear this.” 

She pulled out a long black strap and held it out towards me. As I took it from her I noticed that it wasn’t just a strap. It also had what appeared to be a 4 inch dildo in the middle of the strap. 

“What am I supposed to do with this, Mistress?” I asked as I inspect it.

“You stick the dildo in your mouth and strap it around your head. Consider it your training dildo to practice sucking on. Plus, it will help you learn to control your gag reflex. Don’t worry though, I won’t make it too tight yet. I don’t think you’re ready for the whole thing.”

“Does it have to be shaped like a penis?”

“Of course, how else are you going to learn?”

“Learn… what?”

“Well, I think that’s obvious. Now come here and let me help you get it in.”

I hesitated as I stared at the gag. I know she’s been wanting me to be more feminine so I can be more in touch with Zoe, but having a dildo in my mouth… wasn’t that a little… gay?

“You really want me to have a penis shaped object in my mouth?” I asked.

“If I didn’t I wouldn’t have bought it for you and wouldn’t be telling you to do it right now.” She sighed a little. “Listen, Zoe or Brad, whoever I’m talking to right now, I told you early on that I’m doing this all for you. You have to trust me. If I tell you to do something then I’m okay with it and you should be, too.”

“A-alright…” I stuttered.

I still didn’t want to do it, but I loved being Zoe and didn’t want to betray my mistress. I walked closer to Melissa and handed her back the strap.

“Good, girl. You’re going to love this. Now turn around for me and open your mouth.”

I did as I was told. She reached around me with both arms, the dildo in her right arm. She brought it up to my mouth and slowly put the dildo in my mouth. I cringed as she did so. She kept inserting it until I gaged as it hit the back of my throat.

“Sorry, a little too much for your first time!” She pulled it out some. “Now close your mouth around it and suck to hold it in place.”

Again, I did as I was told.

“Good.” She grabbed both sides of the strap and pulled them towards the back of my head then began working the strap through the buckle.

I could feel the head of the penis-shaped dildo on my tongue as well as all the veins on the shaft. I was still a little uneasy about it but gosh did I feel naughty. My wife just put a dildo in my mouth and locking it in with straps. It was a lot more erotic than I would have ever imagined.

“How’s it feel?” Melissa asked me.

“Uhh. Alright,” I choked out.

“You’ll get used to it over time and then we’ll make it tighter.”

I heard a small click and then she put her hands on my shoulders and spun me around.

She giggled as she held up a small set of keys. “One more set of keys for me to hold on to. I had to lock your gag on so you aren’t tempted to take it off.”

I tried to respond but just gagged and choked.

“I’m so proud of you, my little sissy. You’ve come such a long way already. Now move that little cute little booty and start cleaning. And don’t forget! I expect the windows cleaned. Inside and out.” 

She let out a little laugh as she walked away. “I’ll be in my office. I’ll expect you bring me lunch in a few hours.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Ugh. This is going to be humiliating if somebody sees me dressed up like this outside. Let’s just enjoy being Zoe for now and worry about that later.
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As my day progressed as Zoe, I felt great. The house was shining and I was proud of my day’s work - not to mention I looked and felt sexy as I always did as Zoe. My balls were beginning to ache again from my arousal, but I was getting used to that feeling and tried to ignore it. The gag in my mouth was much harder to ignore, but after a while I stopped gagging as much and found that it did help focus me.

The only thing that was left was going outside to clean the windows which I was putting off as long as I could.

I was standing in the kitchen, debating what to do when I saw Melissa enter. “Zoe, it’s getting late and I need you to head home soon. Is everything done?” She reached around my head and unstrapped the gag so I could respond.

Should I admit that I have to clean outside still or lie and hope she doesn’t remember? I had already cleaned the windows from the inside and they looked mostly clean. Maybe I could clean the windows tomorrow in my normal clothes and she won’t notice.

I decided to take my chances and lie. “Yes, Mistress. I’m all done. Unless there’s anything else you would like me to do.”

She walked over to the nearest window. “So you went outside and cleaned all the windows like I told you?”

Fear instantly consumed my body. I was stupid to think she wouldn’t remember or inspect my work and now she had caught me. “Oh, no! I’m so sorry, Mistress. I must have forgotten!” I built another layer on top of my lie.

“You forgot?!” Her brow furrowed with anger. “Cleaning the windows was a specific request and a requirement for you being here today. This is simply unacceptable. Go to the bedroom and assume the position. NOW!” She screamed at me, pointing up the stairs towards the bedroom.

I ran upstairs as quickly as I could in my high heels. I ran all the way to our bed then put my arms and face onto it and stuck my butt out, my usual punishment position for her to spank me.

Seconds later I heard Melissa walk into the bedroom. “This is bad, Zoe. The windows were a test of your obedience and you not only failed me, but you lied to me.” Her words were oozing with disappointment. “Now I’m going to have to teach you to be a more obedient sissy.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress. Please let me make it up to you. I’ll do anything!” I begged her. She had already threatened to stop letting me be Zoe and I was desperate to not lose that; Zoe was becoming a big part of me.

“Anything?”

“Yes, Mistress. Please let me prove how sorry and obedient I am!”

“Answer me this, Zoe. You clearly love being my sissy maid so why would you lie to me and ignore my specific request?”

“I-I was just afraid to be seen outside like this,” I admitted.

“You’re ashamed of yourself?”

“I don’t want people seeing me, a guy, dressed up as a French maid cleaning the windows!”

“Why are you concerned with that? You are no longer a man, you are my sissy! You shave your body, wear women’s panties every day and haven’t touched your penis in months. Not to mention that just this morning you were practically begging me to dress up as a French maid to begin with. What makes you still think you’re a man?”

I felt humiliated because she was right, I really wasn’t much of a man anymore and truth be told, I was ok with that.

“I’m sorry, Mistress. You’re right."

“Doesn’t it feel good to admit it?”

“Oddly enough, yes, it does.”

“Unfortunately, you’re admitting that you are no longer a man isn’t going to be enough to get you out of what’s coming.”

“Yes, Mistress. I understand.”

“Good. Now remember, I said Zoe was to be my sissy maid. While you’re off to a good start as a maid, I think it’s time to start better training you as a sissy. Stay there while I get ready.”

A better sissy? What does that mean? I thought the whole point of this was for me to clean and serve her. 

I waited patiently as I heard her riffling through her closet and putting something on, my face still in the bed.

“It’s funny. While this may seem like a punishment to you today, soon you will beg for this. Then, I will have you fully under my control and you will be my good, obedient sissy.”

She walked up behind me and lifted up my dress as she normally does to spank me. This time however, I felt something poke me in the butt. I flinched in surprise. I wanted to turn back and look at what it was, but I knew it would be best to wait until told.

“How lucky that you agreed to allow me to use new toys today? Your new gag was a good start, but after your behavior today, I now realize that I need to take you one step further. Turn around and look at our next new toy.”

I pushed myself up and turned around to sit facing her. She was wearing a strap-on harness with a large flesh-colored dildo dangling from it. The dildo must have been at least 8-inches long. It had a large head and thick veins running all the way to its testicles.

I was shocked. What was she going to do with this?

“Get on your knees, Zoe,” she demanded.

I was about to find out...


Chapter 8
Unlocking Hidden Desires


Islowly slipped down from the bed to my knees as my eyes remained locked on the large dildo dangling in front of my face. First the gag with the dildo attached and now a much larger, much more realistic dildo? I felt a mix of fear, discomfort and thrill surging through me.

“You better learn to get comfortable on your knees because the first thing I need my sissy to know is how to suck cock.”

I felt my eyes bulge open.

Why does she want me to know how to suck cock?

“W-what?” I asked in shock.

“Don’t think about it. Just open that pouty little mouth of yours and stick out your tongue.”

Her tone was so demanding and sensual. So arousing. I felt entranced so I obeyed. My penis was throbbing in its cage, clearly telling me I was interested.

She stepped forward, gripping the dildo with her right hand. “Start sucking, slut,” she commanded.

I knew I was on shaky ground with her already and that I had no choice but to obey. I leaned in with my open mouth and slowly let the dildo enter my mouth.

“I said suck it, slut!”

She thrust the dildo deep into my mouth causing me to gag as it poked the back of my throat. I pulled back my head to stop the gagging. I could feel the thick veins of the dildo on my tongue as I pulled it out.

Is this what a real cock would feel like in my mouth?

I tightened my lips around the shaft and slowly started to move my head back and forth along the dildo.

“Ugh, Zoe. This is pathetic. I know you know how a cock should be sucked.”

She grabbed the back of my head and pushed it forward, forcing the dildo deep in my throat again. She held on for several seconds while I gagged.

“We’re going to have to work on that pathetic gag reflex of yours.” 

I looked up at her with pleading eyes. I was starting to feel a bit abused.

“You used to have a dick and it used to get sucked. Suck it like that. Suck it like it was a real dick attached to a man you wanted to please.”

As I continued to look up at her I grabbed the shaft with one hand and started sucking faster. I started thinking back to when I have had my dick sucked and what I liked. I started using my tongue more to work the bottom of the shaft like Melissa would do to me. With my other hand I grabbed the back of her leg to help brace myself as I worked faster.

“That’s it, that’s a good slut. You like this don’t you, slut.”

Once I fell into a rhythm it became second nature and I was starting to enjoy it. I was beginning to feel like the little slut my mistress was calling me. I could feel my penis swelling up beneath my panties and the feeling made me release a little moan.

Melissa gasped. “You do like it! Good girl. Keep sucking. Take it deeper like a good slut.” She spat out the word ‘slut’ as if she was a little disgusted with me.

I went faster and took it deeper. My confidence was increasing with each stroke and so was my moaning. Suddenly, Melissa stepped back and pulled the dildo out of my mouth.

“That’s enough of that. We’ll circle back to your cock sucking ability another day. But now I need you to assume the position again.”

I caught my breath as I wiped the drool away from my mouth. I turned around and crawled up onto the bed feeling exhilarated. I put my arms and face back into the bedding and lifting my butt up in the air to assume the position.

She threw my dress up on my back, exposing my butt and grabbed both of my cheeks hard. Then she yanked my thong half way down my legs. “Are you ready for your next training session?”

Seems like she’s going to spank me again.

“Yes, Mistress.”

I felt her place a hand on my back and then felt pressure on my butt plug. She was pushing it in and out.

“What are you doing?"

She gave a hard push in which pushed my face further into the bed and made me moan. Then another, and another. I turned my head to the side so I could breathe as she kept pushing. 

“I’m giving you another taste of what it’s like to be a real sissy. Do you like it?”

I started moaning more. I had enjoyed wearing the butt plug, but this was a new feeling. It was like her pushing it in was hitting me in just the right spot and it felt good. Really good.

“Yes, Mistress,” I finally managed to respond.

She stopped suddenly. “I thought you would, my little sissy.” She grabbed my butt cheeks firmly, slightly spreading them apart. “Now, I think you’re ready for your actual training."

I relaxed my body as I heard her walk away and tried to catch my breath. “Wait, that wasn’t it?"

She went back to the closet to grab something and then returned to stand behind me. “Oh, no. That was just the beginning. Now the real training will begin.” I felt her touch my butt plug again but this time instead of pushing it in, she slowly pulled it out and set it to the side. “We won’t need this little thing."

I heard a squirt and then Melissa said, “Now let’s work on stretching your pussy…”

“What?!”

My pussy?! What does she mean by that? 

My eyes bulged and I tried to turn around to look but she put her hand on my back and pushed me down. I didn’t need to see to figure out what she meant; I quickly found out as something big and cold penetrated my butthole.

“Oh… oh my god! What are you doing?” I yelled out at her. “What do you think I’m doing? I’m fucking my naughty little slut in her tight little sissy pussy. Now stop whining, that was just the tip.”

Her playing with my butt plug made me forget that she was still wearing a strap on. She moved her hands to my waist and then I felt her start to slowly push the dildo in to my butt further as she pulled my hips back.

“Nooo… ooooh…” I moaned as she pushed it in. It was so much bigger than my normal butt plug. She started pulling it out and then slowly pushed it back in again. In and out, in and out, over and over. 

“That’s a good slut. Take that cock.” She said as she slapped my ass.

I wanted to protest but couldn’t. I started to relax, allowing the dildo to slide easier. It felt… good. It felt different than what she had just done with my putt plug. It felt even more fulfilling. It was hitting pleasure spots that I didn’t even know existed.

She pulled it out and slathered it with more lube. “Think you can take it deeper?” She asked.

Deeper?! No way!

“Yes. Please, Mistress. Give me more.” My brain was no longer in control.

“Good girl!” She exclaimed as she stuck the dildo back in my butt hole. “I want you to show me how much you want it. Push back on it and fuck yourself.”

I began to push my hips back so that the dildo slid further inside me. I never thought being fucked could feel this good. I pulled my hips forward, pushed back again and continued repeating the motions. 

“I love hearing you moan, Zoe. We’re going to loosen up your pussy and make you a real sissy.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

She put her hands back on my hips and started thrusting in sync with my movements. It started going in further, deeper than ever. 

“Ooooh! Ooooh! OOOOH!” I moaned loudly. This was mind blowing. My penis was pressing hard against my chastity cage. Throbbing.

She grabbed my hair and pulled my head back as she continued to thrust. “Good sluts take it balls deep. Are you a good slut?”

“Yes!” I exclaimed between moans.

She pushed it in all the way until I could feel the dildo’s balls against my butt cheeks. She continued pressing it in hard once she was there, grinding it against my prostate.

“Oh. My. God!” I couldn’t take it anymore. Suddenly, I felt my penis burst as I orgasmed. I let out a loud sigh as my body went limp in the bed.

Melissa stopped thrusting. “Did you just cum, Zoe?!”

“Uhh… Yes, Mistress…” I sheepishly admitted.

I felt her pull the dildo out of me. “I knew you would like getting fucked. I guess you’re going to make for a good sissy after all. Normally I would have to punish you for cumming without my approval, but I think I’ll let it slide this time. I know you’re going to want to be fucked more and more and will become the good subservient maid that I want.”

She was right. I did want more.

She slapped my ass hard. “Now clean up your mess and you can leave, Zoe. I’ll let you deal with the windows another time.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I rolled over and collapsed into the bed, exhausted.

What just happened? Did I really just get fucked?

I never thought she would take things this far… or that I would like it this much. I was becoming powerless to her and she had just proven it. “I need you to come back on Saturday. I have some girl friends coming over for brunch and you will be hostess. You will serve us food and drinks of your planning so you better get started on a menu. I expect you to be a professional. None of this being embarrassed nonsense, Zoe.”

Before I could argue she had dropped the strap on to the floor and was on her way out of the room.

She wants me to be hostess to her friends?! No way, that’s way too much to ask!

Inside I knew that I didn’t have a choice. It was time for Zoe to meet the world, and time for me to start planning a brunch menu.


Chapter 9
New Outfit


When I was dressed as my old self again I walked downstairs and found Melissa reading in the living room. I joined her on the couch and sat silently as I continued to wrap my head around her demand to have Zoe host her and her friends for brunch in just a few days.

Eventually she broke the awkward silence. “Is something wrong, Brad?”

I began fumbling with my thumbs. “I guess I’m worried about Saturday. I’m not sure I can handle being seen as Zoe by other people; let alone your friends.”

“Well, Brad, if it helps, you don’t really have a choice in the matter.” She spoke with a very matter-of-fact tone. “Also, Jen and Trish already know that you’re my little chastity slave, so what does it matter if they know you wear a dress while you serve me?”

“They know about my chastity cage?!”

“Sure. You know I like to wear your key on a necklace when I’m out. One day they asked about it so I told them all about it. About how you have to do everything I demand of you if you want a chance for me to use the keys to unlock you from your tiny little cage. They were very jealous of me."

“Oh. Did they make their husbands wear chastity cages, too?”

“Sadly, no. We all agreed that their husbands were far too masculine and well endowed to be locked up like you.”

I wanted to argue that I, too, was manly, but then I remembered that I had spent the whole day wearing a lingerie and a dress with a dildo gag locked in my mouth. Instead I just sighed.

“Oh, it’s okay, Brad.” She could tell I was disappointed. “I didn’t marry you for your masculinity. I married you because we got along so well. You were my best friend and an amazing partner. None of that has changed. In fact, I feel closer to you than ever because I just love unlocking your sissy side and having you cook and clean for me. I feel like a queen when I’m at home.”

“Thanks, Melissa. I feel closer to you, too. Thank you for making me do this. I’ll admit that I thought it was crazy at first, but have really come to like it. But that doesn’t mean I’m ready for your friends to know about Zoe…”

“That’s a shame, Brad. I was really seeing this as an opportunity for you to prove your obedience to me after your failure today.”

“So this is payback for not cleaning the windows?”

“No, this is a second chance for Zoe to prove herself to me. And it was also meant to be an audition for her.”

“An audition? For what?”

“I have been flirting with the idea of hiring Zoe full time.”

“Full time? How? What about my job? What about money? How would we afford all of our bills?”

“Well, I don’t want to jinx it, but I’m up for a big promotion at work. If I get it, it will come with a sizable raise. I would make more than enough to support both of us.”

I could feel my body surging with excitement at the possibility.

She continued, “I would still work from home, but I would be much busier. I was thinking it would be nice for Zoe to be here full time to take care of the house and serve me my meals during the day to help me focus on my career.”

“That’s amazing, Mel. But are you sure you would really want Zoe to be your full time maid?” I took a deep swallow and felt my stomach sink. “What about me? What about your husband?”

“You would still be around in the evenings after Zoe has completed her work. It would be like your day job.”

“My day job, huh?”

“Exactly, but with slightly extended hours. I would expect you to wake up,  become Zoe then make my breakfast so that I can just wake up and go straight to work. Then you would handle all the household chores, cooking, and cleaning throughout the day, as well as serving me food and drinks at my request. After dinner you will finish cleaning up then go upstairs and become Brad again.” She chucked. “I like Zoe, but I don’t have any interest in sharing my bed with her at night.”

“Huh. And you would be okay with all of this? I mean, you actually want me to quit my job to dress up like a French maid to serve you? Seriously?”

“I have definitely been considering it, but only if Zoe can prove to me that she can handle the full time job which will definitely include serving guests from time to time.”

There it was again, serving guests. I really hated the idea of being seen by anyone else and now it sounded like it might be on a regular basis if I chose to be Zoe full time.

Wait. Am I really considering quitting my job to become my wife’s full time maid?

“What about my job and career? Randomly quitting and taking who knows how long off would certainly leave a question mark on my resume.”

“Just tell them you left to take care of a family member or something. It’s none of their business what you are going to do. And Zoe will always be hard at work so you won’t lose your work ethic. If she runs out of things to clean then I may be able to find her some side projects to work on.”

“You've really put a lot of thought into this. What if your friends tell everyone else? You know Trish loves to gossip. Having a couple of your friends meet Zoe is one thing, but if they start telling the world, then… well, I don’t think I’m remotely ready for that yet.”

“I’ll swear them to secrecy.”

I let out a big breath of air that I had been holding in. “Then okay… I’ll have Zoe serve you and your friends brunch on Saturday."

“I knew you would. You and Zoe are always so eager to please. Which is good for you because I’m going to let the girls rate Zoe’s hostess skills and their rating will not only determine if she gets a reward or punishment afterwards, but will also hold large weight to my decision of making her full time.”

“Yes, Mistress. I understand.” I accidentally slipped into my Zoe voice instinctually.

“Sounds like Zoe is already trying to come out full time. I look forward to seeing her work on Saturday.” 

Melissa gave me a smirk as her eyes went back to her book, signaling that the conversation was over. I turned away and once again got lost in my thoughts about what was to come on Saturday.
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For the next couple of days my mind continually wandered between planning the perfect brunch and the possibility of becoming a full time maid. I had been working the same job for over a decade and my career was stuck in a lull so quitting wouldn’t be a big loss to my career. Working side projects like Melissa suggested could help me retain my skills while I didn’t have a full time job which was reassuring to me to have a backup plan.

None of that would matter however, if Zoe doesn’t host the perfect brunch on Saturday. So what should the menu be? Melissa and her friends typically eat very healthy meals so no waffles, pancakes or bacon. Fruit is a must and they’ll need some protein so eggs are a must as well.

I started imagining myself as Zoe preparing various plates of food. I was gliding around the kitchen like a trained professional or an old fashioned house wife. A full length apron fitting perfectly over my dress. The bottom of my smooth butt cheeks just barely noticeable from underneath my petticoat as I bent over to open the oven. The thought was incredibly arousing.

One thing I noticed about my continued fantasy was that I was not wearing my usual black maids outfit, but instead was wearing a pink dress with a full length white apron. The dress was accented with white lace trim and a large matching pink bow over the chest. The sleeves were short and puffy which helped hide my slightly masculine shoulders. Finally, the outfit was completed with a thick white petticoat that I wore under the dress. It made my outfit so much more puffed out than the thin, built in petticoat that was sewed into my old dress.

Just thinking about the pink maids outfit was enough to make my penis throb in my chastity cage. I knew I had to have it. I went online and found a similar outfit to the one in my fantasy. I added a white petticoat, new pair of white thigh highs and panties to my order and then made my purchase. I paid for overnight shipping to make sure to have it by Friday night. I was giddy with excitement.
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During the next couple of days I couldn’t stop fantasizing about my new outfit. I saved a picture of the dress on my phone and kept pulling it up to look at. On Friday, I couldn’t stop checking the tracking information for the delivery of Zoe’s new outfit. When I saw that it was delivered I rushed home from work to try it on.

However, when I arrived home and ran to the front porch, I found that the package was no longer there. As I opened the front door, I saw Melissa straight ahead of me holding up the pink dress.

“What’s this?” She asked me.

“Oh, uh. That’s Zoe’s new outfit for tomorrow. I thought she should have a special new outfit for her first opportunity to play hostess.”

“I see… I like it and I like that you’re being proactive. It gives me hope that Zoe won’t embarrass me in front of my friends. However, I think I’m going to need to see Zoe wear it first. Go get her and have her wear it for me. Have her meet me in the bedroom.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I said.

I grabbed the dress from her and then picked up the package it came in. My excitement grew exponentially each step I took as I walked to my office upstairs. Not only did I get my new dress, but I got a bonus opportunity to be Zoe!

In my office I quickly got undressed and started unpacking the box containing my new clothes. I pulled out the new pink panties and white thigh highs and put them on. Then I strapped on my fake breasts and pulled on my corset. My new white petticoat was the perfect puffiness; I pulled it up to my waist and gave it a little twirl with my hips.

All that was left was my new pink dress. I held it up in front of me and looked it over. It looked just like it did in the picture and it was fabulous. The pink color was bright and screamed with femininity. I pulled the dress over my head. It fit perfectly and puffed out nicely with the petticoat underneath. I zipped up the back and then ran my fingers along the lace trim. I couldn’t wait to see how it looked in the mirror. I attached my apron, put on my head band and high heels and went to meet Melissa in our bedroom.

When I entered the bedroom I didn’t see Melissa at first so I decided to check myself out in the mirror. I looked as sexy as I felt. 

“Hello, beautiful.” I heard behind me.

I turned around and saw Melissa leaning against the doorframe of the master bathroom. I tried to hide my embarrassment.

“I like it. You have my approval, Zoe. It really screams, ‘sissy’.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said as I gave her a bow.

“Seeing your cute new dress gave me a great idea. I think we can make you look even better and more woman-like. All it should take is the right nail polish and just a touch of makeup.” “You want me to wear makeup?”

I was taken aback. Besides shaving my body and wearing the maids outfit, she had never seemed interested in hiding that I was actually a man. I still had short hair, slightly noticeable stubble, and a man’s physique. Makeup would be a big change.

“For now, just for special occasions like tomorrow. Don’t worry, I will apply it very tastefully. I think I have the perfect colors to match your new dress. You’re going to love it! Now come in here and sit down.”

As always I knew better than to question my mistress so I followed her into the bathroom and sat down on the chair in front of her vanity.

“We’re going to start with your toes so take off your heels and stockings,” she instructed.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied as I took them off.

“Now put your right foot up on the table and pay close attention. This is the only time I will be doing this for you and I think this will be a new requirement for you. Once you get good at it, I may even have you start painting my nails.”

She grabbed a bottle of nail polish, shook it, unscrewed the cap then pulled out the brush. 

“Typically you want to apply a base coat first, but we’re short on time so for this first time we’ll just go straight to the nail polish. You want to apply a thin coat of polish in as few strokes as possible. Start at the base and swipe straight lines to the tip, like this.” She began painting my toe nails, starting with my big toe. It was a light shade of pink that appeared to match my dress perfectly as she said it would.

“Oh wow, it’s so pretty.”

“I’m glad you like it, Zoe.” She continued painting the rest of my toe nails, having me switch feet when she finished painting the first. “We’re just going to do a single coat today, but often you may need to apply a second or third layer for the best look and color. Okay, now set your foot down and put your hands on the table.”

My heart started racing. “My fingers, Mistress? But won’t people notice them?” I asked nervously.

“Are you arguing with me, Zoe?”

“I’m sorry, Mistress. Please paint my finger nails.” I really didn’t want her to.

“That’s a good girl. We’ll see how well you perform your tasks this weekend and then decide if you get your nail polish off or not.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She began painting my finger nails with the same color as my toenails. When she was finished, she put back the bottle of nail polish and said, “Okay, Zoe. Keep those still while they dry. I’m going to try some lip stick now. Pucker up your lips.”

I puckered my lips as she does when applying lipstick on own her lips. She grabbed a tube of lipstick, opened it up and held it up to my dress to compare. She tried a couple more tubes until she found the shade she wanted then she started applying it to my lips.

“Now press your lips together like this and rub it in a little.” 

She showed me what to do with her own lips and I copied her.

“Oh, yes, that’s perfect. Look at yourself, Zoe!”

She stepped aside so I could see myself in the mirror. My lips had a matching shade of pink lipstick.

“Stand up and take in the whole picture!” Melissa said exuberantly.

As I stood up, I fixed my dress and then looked into the mirror. I flashed my fingernails to really see the change. It was amazing how just a little nail polish and lipstick could make me look and feel so much more feminine.

“I love it. Thank you, Mistress.”

“You’re welcome, Zoe. Now I wasn’t expecting to see you tonight, but while you’re here you should probably do a little extra cleaning to make sure everything is in proper shape for brunch tomorrow. Then you can make my dinner.”

“Yes, of course, Mistress. You are so wise.”

She leaned in and gave me a light kiss on the cheek as she walked away. Just a few days ago I had asked to be Zoe more than just once a week and suddenly I was going to be her three days in a short span and was about to auditioned for a chance to become my wife’s full time maid. I felt my heart flutter with excitement as I hurried downstairs to start cleaning.

All I had to do was impress her friends and I could start living out my fantasies.


Chapter 10
The Trial


That night I struggled to sleep. I couldn’t escape the thoughts of hosting brunch in the morning as Zoe. Despite agreeing to do it, I was still terrified at the thought of being seen by Melissa’s friends and because of the pressure riding on hosting. If I did a good job then I could be Zoe even more, possibly indefinitely. On the other hand, if I failed, then I would be lucky to keep up my once a week opportunity to be Zoe and Melissa’s friends would still have seen me as Zoe.

Eventually I gave up on sleeping around 5 in the morning and decided to sneak downstairs to the kitchen to start my preparations. However, I first needed to become Zoe so I snuck into my office, which had become a dedicated closet for my Zoe wardrobe, and put on my new pink maid’s outfit.

As I pulled on my white thigh highs I smiled as I saw my newly painted toenails. What a supportive wife I have, painting my nails and making me feel more feminine for my role as Zoe. From the beginning she told me to trust her and that she knew I would like being Zoe. While it feels odd to admit that I like to dress up like a French maid, clean the house and serve her, she was absolutely right. I loved every part of being Zoe.

After I was dressed I quietly made my way downstairs, carrying my high heels in my hands to not risk waking Melissa. In the kitchen I started by making myself an extra large cup of coffee to help make up for my lack of sleep. I knew I was going to need a lot of energy today to not only prepare brunch, but to also be a good hostess. I wasn’t very charismatic to begin with so for this high anxiety situation I was going to need all the help I could get. I took my time drinking my coffee as I mentally prepared myself for the day. I had originally planned to wake up early to clean, but because I was able to clean the house last night, I didn’t need as much time today.

I slowly began to pull out all the serving trays and vessels that I would need for the day. My plan was to make a tray of sliced fruit, a frittata, healthy whole grain blueberry muffins, some mini sausages, and a kale salad with avocado, chickpeas, sunflower seeds, radish and a light ginger infused dressing. I was hoping a mostly healthy menu would be most to the liking of Melissa and her heath conscious friends.

I first started working on the items that required baking; first the frittata and then the blueberry muffins. In the past, I had never been good at cooking, but I was quickly learning since Melissa had made me responsible for making all of our meals. I also spent ample time this last week watching online tutorials while searching for the perfect recipes so I felt very confident in my ability to make brunch.

As I moved around the kitchen with my heels clicking on the floor and my dress swishing about, it felt right. Everything from the outfit, to the baking, and even the chastity cage felt as if it was meant to be. Just like in my daydreams.
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When I heard Melissa moving around upstairs, I made some more coffee and set it on the dining table along with a freshly baked muffin.

“What is that delicious smell?” I heard Melissa ask as he walked down the stairs.

“I made some blueberry muffins for your brunch. If you would like to try one ahead of time, I’ve set one out for you on the table along with your morning coffee.” I replied in my girly Zoe voice.

"Oh, Zoe. You’re an angel.” She continued down the stairs and into the dining room. “I definitely think I could get used to waking up to this sort of treatment.” 

“Oh, thank you, Mistress. I live to serve you as always.” I give her a little curtsey as she sat down at the table in front of me. “Now if you would excuse me, I need to get back to cooking. Please let me know if you require anything else.”

“Thank you, Zoe. Jen and Trish will be here in about an hour so after I’ve finished we should go upstairs to apply your make up. Remember, as my servant you’re a reflection of me and I can’t have you looking basic in front of my friends.”

“Of course, Mistress. Thank you for helping me look more like a proper woman.”

I scampered back into the kitchen to get as much done before I had to go upstairs for my makeup. I opened the oven to check on the frittata; it looked good so I pulled it out to let it cool and then went to the refrigerator to pull out everything I needed for the salad.

I quickly tossed together the salad, lightly applied the dressing, then put the bowl into the refrigerator to stay fresh. The fruit were next; I grabbed the  various berries and melons and began chopping them into bite sized pieces, laying them neatly on a serving tray which I also put into the refrigerator. 

“Everything looks and smells great, Zoe. I can’t wait to try everything.” I turned around to see Melissa entering the kitchen. “Are you ready for your make up?”

“Yes, Mistress. Lead the way.” I replied as I began to follow her upstairs.
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When we entered the bathroom I took a seat at her vanity as I had last night. She started going through her vanity drawers and pulling out various containers of make up.

“I think all of this will work. I wish I had had this idea sooner so I could have bought proper shades. I’ll have to help you buy your own make up to better match your skin tone soon. This will be good enough for now though.”

She looked at me in the mirror as she tapped her finger to her lips, deep in thought. “On second thought, we are definitely going to need some foundation to cover up your stubble. Go give yourself a fresh shave while I find something that will work.”

She went back to digging through her drawers while I went to my sink and gave my face a clean shave.

“If you become my full time maid then maybe I’ll have you wear make up daily so pay close attention.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I wasn’t sure how I felt about wearing makeup every day or even at all. It seemed like a lot of work. Though I did love how girly it made me look.

She began applying the foundation to my face which made my skin look much smoother by hiding my imperfections and any semblance of facial hair. Next she applied mascara and a thin line of black eye liner around my eyes.

“Oh my god, Zoe. Your eyebrows are crazy. We don’t have time to tame this madness completely today, but let me just give them a little clean up.” She grabbed my beard trimmer and delicately trimmed down my formerly very bushy eyebrows to be much thinner then she plucked the edges to clean them up. When she was done she ran a makeup pencil through them.

“Much better!”

Next she grabbed the pink lipstick and applied it to my lips just as she had yesterday. I puckered my lips to help her apply it then pressed my lips together once she had. Last, she grabbed a brush, dabbed it in some powder and gently dotted my cheeks adding a slight rosy tint.

“All done! What do you think?” She asked me as she stood back and placed her hands on her hips.

“I-I… look like a woman!” I exclaimed. I couldn’t believe my own reflection. I really looked so much like a woman.

“Well, that was the idea…” Melissa said sarcastically. “But I don’t know… You still look pretty man-ish with your short hair.”

Hearing her say that put a big crack in my illusion and I began to see myself as just a weird man wearing a dress and make up and grew a little sad and dejected.

“Luckily, I think I have just the thing for you.” She quickly turned and walked to her closet in the bedroom. I watched her reflection in the mirror dig through her closet and pull out a bag. As she began returning to the bedroom, she pulled something long out of the bag. I turned around in the chair for a better look. It looked like hair.

“I wasn’t sure if I would ever have you wear this because it really takes your femininity to a new level, but you’re already wearing make up and today is your big day, so why not?”

She stood behind me and unfurled the hair which I realized was a wig. She lowered it to my head and placed it on, shifting and maneuvering it as needed to get it to look and fit correctly. It was a long brunette wig with curly hair. The shade of brown was nearly identical to my actual hair color. She began to brush the hair and then grabbed some bobby pins and tucked back front which brought it out of my face.

“There we are. Now you look like a woman,” she said with pride.

“Oh my. I really do. Thank you, Mistress.” I gushed in response. I felt myself fighting back tears. I felt so happy to look like this. It felt and looked so right - as if this was how I was meant to look.

“Get up and take a look at yourself now, Zoe.”

I stood up and walked to the full length mirror in the bedroom. I hardly recognized myself. “I look like a princess.” I said.

“Settle down, Zoe. You look like a woman, but don’t you dare forget that you’re just a maid and I’m the only royalty in this house. You do look sexy though.”

I grabbed the bottom of my dress and did a little swirl. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Ok, Zoe. Enough playing around. Jen and Trish will be here any minute. Are you ready?”

“Just about, let me go finish up in the kitchen.”

I began to head out of the bedroom when Melissa grabbed my hand. “Hold on. You’re wearing your butt plug, right?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Seeing you like this makes me want to do very bad things to you so I want your butt nice and loose for later.”

She put her hand under my dress and pressed my butt plug in hard. I felt my penis throb in my chastity cage as I suddenly had a strong desire for her to fuck me.

“Yes… Mistress…” I squeaked out.

“Only if you’re good though. If, after all my work getting you ready, you disappoint me. Well, you don’t want to know how bad of a punishment you will get.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She slapped my ass. “Now go get ready, slut.”
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When I returned downstairs to the kitchen, I took out all of the food I had prepared and put them on their proper serving trays as needed. Then I pulled out the champaign and orange juice to make mimosas. Once I had everything laid on the counter, I started bringing the trays out to the dining table and set up placemats, plates, and utensils so that the table looked perfect.

After the table was set, I turned my efforts toward cleaning. The kitchen was an absolute mess and I, of course, would be responsible for cleaning eventually so I might as well get a head start. 

Minutes later I heard the doorbell ring and I felt my heart start pounding. That had to be Melissa’s friends. They were finally here and so was my time to play hostess. I took a few deep breaths and stood tall. 

There’s no turning back now. I can do this.

I turned off the sink faucet and took off my cleaning gloves to prepare to begin my hostess duties. I heard Melissa come down the stairs, towards the front door. As she did she yelled, “Zoe, stay in the kitchen until I call for you!”

I leaned against the counter and continued my deep breathing. When I heard the door open, my heart started beating even faster.

“Hey!” I heard all three girls yell out in greeting.

They exchanged pleasantries by the door until Melissa led them into the living room. As I listened, I noticed my hands were shaking. I shook them out and continued trying to settle my nerves.

I can do this! Who cares what they think. Be proud of who you are and what you’ve become!

They proceeded to sit down on the living room sofa. I walked over to hide behind the doorframe so I I could hear their conversation better.

“I thought we were having brunch, where is everything?” asked Trish. 

“Don’t worry, it’s getting prepared as we speak,” answered Melissa.

Trish looked confused. “Prepared? Is Brad making it?” 

“In a manner of speaking he is. I decided to have someone help plan this brunch for us. They did everything so I didn’t have to lift a finger,” replied Melissa.

“Oh… does this have to do with the chastity thing?!” chimed in Jen.

“Ok, fine. I thought we would catch up before eating, but if you want to get straight to it then why don’t I just show you? Let’s move to the dining room.”

“What’s going on, Mel?” I heard Trish ask as they relocated to the dining room.

“Wow, what a spread!” gasped Jen as they approached the table. “You’re saying you didn’t make any of this?”

I knew my time was coming so I picked up the tray of mimosas and tried to steady my shaking hands.

“That’s right. Let me introduce you to today’s hostess. Zoe! Come meet your guests.” Melissa beckoned.

I closed my eyes, took one final deep breath and I stood tall and proud then started walking into the dining room.

You can do this, you can do this.

As I entered the room I saw Trish and Jen’s eyes widen; they could clearly tell it was me.

“Mel… what did you do…? Is this Brad?” asked Trish in disbelief.

“Trish, don’t be rude,” Melissa rebutted. "This is Zoe and not only did she make us this whole delicious looking spread, but she will be our hostess for the morning. If you need anything, please don’t hesitate to ask her.”

“Hello, ladies. It’s an honor to meet you. Would any of you care for a mimosa?” I asked in my girliest voice.

Jen remained speechless but slightly raised her hand to request a mimosa. I walked over and set down a glass in front of her then returned to my position in front of the table.

Trish, on the other hand, stood up and began circling me, looking me up and down. “You have your husband wearing a pink dress to serve us? He’s wearing heels and he shaved his legs! And makeup! What the fuck, Mel?”

I felt myself start to shake and blush. I lowered my head to hide my embarrassment.

“Trish, please sit down. You’re embarrassing Zoe. This is her first time hosting and she’s already nervous enough. She doesn’t need you making a scene,” replied Melissa.

“I’m going to need a lot more of this,” said Trish as she grabbed a glass of mimosa off my tray. “A lot more.” She walked back to her seat and sat down. She leaned back and continued to glare at me.

“I’ll take one, too. Thank you, Zoe,” said Melissa, clearly unfazed by Trish’s scene. I walked over and handed her a drink. “You may go now, Zoe, but not too far. We will call for you if we need anything.”

“Of course, Mistress,” I said as I gave her a curtsey and turned to walk back into the kitchen.

Behind me I could hear Trish starting up again but in a more hushed tone. I hid just inside the kitchen doorframe to try to overhear the conversation.

“Seriously, Mel. What. The. Fuck?” Trish asked.

“Yes, that’s obviously Brad, but please acknowledge him as Zoe. You know I started locking him up in a chastity cage months ago… well, one thing just led to another and he was so agreeable to me making him do all the housework and cooking. I thought it would be fun to have him dress up as a French maid to clean and we both loved it. It really motivates him to clean and I really like dominating Zoe. It’s been a win-win for both of us.”

Hearing Melissa gush about our new lifestyle made my heart swell. I’m glad that I was bringing such happiness to her. Her confidence and defense of me and Zoe showed me how much she approved of my changes.

“So this is some fetish thing?” asked Trish.

“There’s definitely a fetish aspect, but really it’s just our new normal. Look at this house and this food, I’m living a dream.”

“But what about sex? Do you really want to have sex with him after seeing him dressed like that?”

“We still have our fun. Since locking him up in chastity, his oral skills have become masterful.”

“But what about dick, don’t you need some dick? From a man?”

“Don’t worry about it, Trish. Let’s just say I’m satisfied. You just enjoy today and stop harassing poor Zoe.”

“Yeah, Trish. This food is amazing, give poor Zoe a chance!” chimed in Jen who sounded like she had a mouthful of food.

“I don’t know how you can be accepting so quickly, Jen. Aren’t you at all creeped out by this?” asked Trish.

Jen shrugged. “Sure, it’s a little weird, but when’s the last time you had frittatas and muffins made for you? I wish Roger would do this for me. Hell, I would let him wear whatever he wanted for the rest of his life if he would even offer to make me scrambled eggs one morning or clean something without me asking him first. I don’t know exactly what you did Melissa, but well done.”

“Thank you, Jen,” returned Melissa. “This isn’t exactly how I thought the morning would start but it can still turn around. Let’s have some fun!”

“I’m going to need a lot more to drink then. Maid, more drink!” shouted Trish as I heard her empty glass clink down.

I quickly hurried to the counter and grabbed the pitcher of remaining mimosas and returned to the dining table. I picked up her glass and began to fill it.

“So you like being a maid?” asked Trish as she took back her glass from me.

“Yes, of course. Serving Mistress Melissa and making her happy is my greatest pleasure,” I replied as I scanned the table to see if anyone else needed a refill.

“Aww, that’s sweet,” said Jen.

Trish continued her interrogation. “But what about sexual pleasure, do you get that?”  “Trish!” yelled Melissa. “Inappropriate!”

“It’s ok, Mistress,” I started. “Mistress Melissa does give me sexual pleasures when she deems I have done a good job and I am always most appreciative when she does.”

“Wow, you’ve trained him well, Mel,” replied Trish.

“To be honest, the chastity cage did most of the work. It really helped transform him from a lazy man to an amazing partner who lives to please me,” said Melissa. “I highly recommend it.”

“Do you think I could get Roger to wear one of those cages?” asked Jen.

Both Trish and Melissa laughed at the same time. 

“No way! Roger would never go for that,” laughed out Trish.

“She’s right,” said Melissa. “There’s no way Roger, or your Steve, Trish, would ever let you put a chastity cage on them. My Brad always had a little subservient nature in him that I was able to unlock.”

They all laughed again. My shoulders slumped a bit in disappointment as they all implied that I wasn’t very manly or dominant, but then I remember I was wearing a dress and shrugged it off. Clearly I wasn’t very manly nor did I want to be. I wanted to be feminine Zoe.

“Well, speaking of sexual pleasure, ladies,” began Melissa as she stopped laughing. “I told Zoe that her reward or punishment would based on how well brunch goes and you two will be the deciders of that.”

“What are the reward and punishment?” asked Jen.

“I can’t tell you that, especially not in front of Zoe,” said Melissa.

“More importantly, why do you have to involve us in your fetish?” asked Trish.

“Well, if you don’t want to grade Zoe’s brunch then you don’t have to. How about you, Jen?”

“It’s an ‘A’ for me so far. This food is delicious!” Jen replied, once again with a full mouth.

“Fine, I’ll help, too,” grumbled Trish.

“Thank you, ladies. Now enough of all of this talk, I invited you girls over today in hopes of celebrating my new promotion. And, well, it’s official! I signed my new contract yesterday.”

“Wooo!” shouted all three girls as they raised their glasses.

“Alright, well in that case, if we’re going to do this right we’re going to need a lot more drinks to celebrate properly. Zoe, leave the pitcher for now and get started on another round,” ordered Trish.

“Yes, ma’am.” I said as I placed the pitcher down and hurried into the kitchen to make another batch.

Once I was back in the kitchen I felt a big weight off my back. I felt like I had survived the worst of it and now I could just be Zoe and have a good time. The topic of conversation had shifted to Melissa’s promotion so I was no longer the focus.

I pulled out another pitcher and made a second batch of mimosas. I then took a second to catch my breath and rest my feet a little by sitting on top of the kitchen counter. I was done cooking and I had the next round of drinks ready. After hours of preparing for brunch it was finally going without a hitch and I could take a break.

And now I knew that Melissa had received her promotion. Today was officially my audition to be a full time maid.
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A short while later I heard my name called so I grabbed the pitcher and hurried to the dining table.

“Yes? How can I be of service?” I asked the table.

“Ah, good, more drink. Give it here!” demanded Trish. 

I set the pitcher down on the table in front of her and stepped back.

“Now that I’m a little tipsy…” Trish began. “You don’t look half bad, Zoe.”

“Yeah, you look good, Zoe,” slurred Jen. “You're like every woman’s dream. Good looking, takes care of the house, cooks, and has a dick!” She laughed whole heartedly as she finished.

“I think she’s probably every man’s dream, too!” laughed out Trish. “Except for the dick thing, I guess.”

I was feeling flustered and embarrassed by the girl’s comments until Melissa chimed in. “Zoe doesn’t have a dick. Zoe just has her chastity cage,” she said.

Trish gasped. “I want to see her cage! Can I see her cage?”

I felt my heart start beating faster.

“What? No way. I don’t ask to see your husband’s dick, do I?” rebutted Melissa.

“But you just said Zoe doesn’t have a dick,” countered Trish with a smirk on her face.

“Hah, you got me there,” laughed Melissa. She turned to look at me and shrugged, “I guess I’ll leave it up to you, Zoe.”

I suddenly felt everyone’s eyes on me. “Uhh…” I stammered. 

“Come on, Zoe. You want to get your reward, right?”

I felt my eyes widen in shock. They wouldn’t hold that over me, would they? I practically had to show them if they did. “Uhh…” I mumbled again as I continued to buy time and figure out what to do.

“Don’t be like that, Trish!” exclaimed Jen.

“You know you want to see it too, Jen!” argued Trish.

My heart was racing and my mind going a million miles an hour. Before I knew what I was doing I closed my eyes, grabbed the bottom of my dress and petticoats then lifted them up and then pulled aside my thong to display my chastity cage. 

“Oh my!” exclaimed Jen.

“It’s so small! And pink!” shouted Trish.

I quickly pushed down my dress to cover up my chastity cage as the girls started giggling. My cheeks were burning with embarrassment now.

Melissa interrupted their laughter. “I think that’s quite enough for now, Zoe. You can go.”

I turned and fled back to the kitchen as quick as I could.

Did I really just show them my chastity cage? I hope Melissa isn’t mad.
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Back in the kitchen I still felt flustered. I needed something to preoccupy myself so I started cleaning. As I got into a good groove I felt my heart beat slowing down and I was able to relax. I was in my safe space working as Zoe again. If serving them brunch dressed as a maid wasn’t enough, I had to go and show them my caged penis. What was I doing?

Had I just ruined my life? Melissa said she would swear them to secrecy, but what if they tell their husbands and word gets around. I would be the laughing stock of our friends - or at least of Melissa’s friends. But wait, what life would be ruined? My life as Brad? Did I care about that anymore? Melissa said she got her promotion so I may officially have a chance to be Zoe full time. Thinking about that gave me hope.
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As brunch continued I spent most of my time in the kitchen cleaning up and waiting to hear my name called again. A few times I went unsolicited to take empty plates, offer other coffee and water to help them sober up, and check if anything else was needed. The girls were definitely beyond tipsy and on their way to drunk which made it much livelier and, for me, relaxing as they seemed to accept me more in this state.

Overall, I felt like it was going well and after this long morning I was really hoping to earn my reward. I found myself daydreaming of Melissa telling me I was a good girl and then bending me over our bed and fucking me with her strap on. I wasn’t sure if that would be my reward or if she had something more grand planned after such a trying day. Either way, I couldn’t wait to find out and kept trying my best to please our guests. 

Eventually, I overheard them talking about ordering rides and I knew the brunch was close to over.

“Zoe, please come say goodbye to our guests,” shouted Melissa.

I hurried out to see them off and met them in the entrance hallway. “Goodbye, ladies. It was a pleasure to meet you,” I said as I approached.

“You, too, Pinkie,” slurred Trish as she laughed.

“Thank you for brunch, Zoe,” said Jen. “Everything was delicious.”

I gave a slight bow in thanks and tried to keep calm as I awaited their verdict.

“So, girls, what do you think? Did Zoe earn her reward?” asked Melissa.

“Eh, whatever. I just want to go nap,” said Trish.

Jen rolled her eyes at Trish. “Absolutely, I look forward to our next brunch. You’ve set a high bar for yourself though, Zoe.” Luckily she had transitioned to drinking water much sooner and was more coherent than Trish.

“Well, I guess we will settle on that being a ‘yes’,” said Melissa. “Thank you for coming and celebrating with me, girls. Get home safe and remember, no telling anyone about Zoe.”

They gave each other hugs, said their goodbyes and were out the door. It was suddenly very quiet in the house which was a nice change of pace. I was relieved that brunch was finally over.

“I guess you have earned your reward, Zoe. Are you excited?” asked Melissa.

“Yes, Mistress, but before you so graciously reward me, I would like to clean up the dining table and put the leftovers away,” I replied.

“Very good, Zoe. Ok, come meet me in the bedroom when you’re done. And please bring me some water and Advil when do you.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said as I hurried off to the dining room to begin cleaning. 

I did it! I passed her test and I get a reward. I’m so happy I could squeal!

Now all I had to do was clean a few dishes and I could find out what my reward is.
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By the time I had finished my cleaning, I was exhausted. Between the lack of sleep, hours of cooking and cleaning, and wearing high heels all day, I was beat and my feet were killing me. I was ready for bed even though it was only the early afternoon. 

I took my time going upstairs to met Melissa. I wanted to use the extra time to both recover and seem less eager when I entered the room. When I entered the bedroom, I brought Melissa her water and medicine then sat down next to her on the bed with a sigh.

“Long day, huh?” she asked.

“You could say that,” I replied with a chuckle. 

“You know… if you were my full time maid, it would be like this every day.”

“I would be hosting brunch every day?”

“Well, no, but you would be cooking and cleaning all day, every day. Do you think you can handle that?”

“I pretty much do all of that every day already.”

“That’s true. Then congratulations, you’re hired.”

“Just like that? I’m going to be Zoe full time from now on?”

“That’s what you want, right? You want to be my subservient sissy maid for the rest of your life?”

I hesitated for a moment to really consider. Did I want to be Zoe more than Brad? I thought about it. What was really left of Brad? He never gets out of his cage and has to clean and cook anyway plus goes to work all day. Zoe has all of the fun and sexual encounters with Melissa. At this point Brad was just my shell. Zoe was who I really was or at least who I had become.

“Yes, I think I do,” I finally replied.

“Well, then that’s your reward. You’re officially my full time sissy maid.”


Chapter 11
Full Time Maid


Ifelt a surge of excitement through my body. “Really? You want me to be Zoe full time?” I asked just to make sure.

“Well, you want it and I want to make you happy. I’ve always wanted to make you happy, dear. That’s why I started you down this road. I just had a feeling you were meant for it,” Melissa replied. “Plus, being served all day is pretty nice.”

“You’re amazing. I love you so much, Melissa. Thank you for everything.”

“I love you, too… Zoe.”

We both sat in silence for a minute before she finally broke the ice again. “So we should probably talk job description. Why don’t you fix us some snacks and we will meet at the couch to discuss your new position.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Before I left I leaned over and gave her a kiss; she had really warmed my heart today and made me feel more loved than ever. She returned the kiss and smiled when I pulled away to leave.
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I prepared a tray of light snacks and met Melissa on the living room couch. It felt appropriate serving her snacks while we discussed what my role would be as her full time maid.

“So I’ve been thinking about what your day to day should be and I think I’ve come up with a good set of rules to begin with. Would you like to hear them?” Melissa asked to begin the conversation.

“Yes, of course,” I replied.

“The basic rules will be as such. First, your priorities will be ordered as me then the house. You will be serving me food, drinks, or whatever I need, whenever I need it. I expect you to drop anything you’re working on and come running whenever I call for you. The rest of the time you will spend on the house and keeping it clean and in order. As I will be the sole earner in the house, I do not expect to have to lift a finger. You want money for groceries, new clothes or anything else? You will earn it with your hard work and dedication.

"Second, you will need a new wardrobe; I expect you to have a different outfit every day of the week and no more of these silly maid costumes. You need to wear a nice black dress or a black blouse and skirt combination along with your other normal accessories: thigh highs, apron, fake breasts, panties and so on. If, for whatever reason, you must leave the house, you must always wear at least a bra and panties. Furthermore, you will be expected to continue maintaining a hairless body except for the top of your head which you will start growing out.

“Third, you will be 100% in charge of meal planning, prepping, and cooking. You will order all groceries online to be delivered here so that you can minimize your time out of the house and not being Zoe.

“Fourth, I still wish to retain my normal social life and that means having friends over from time-to-time like today. You will continue to be my hostess moving forward when requested. They won’t always be for full meals like today and it won’t be all the time, but I expect you to be ready upon request.”

She paused for a moment to catch her breath which I felt like I needed to do as well in order to help process all of her rules.

She continued. “As far as your old life goes, I will allow you to have up to two nights out of the house a week as Brad to see friends if you wish. However, all of your chores must be completed before you leave. Still onboard, Zoe?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I acknowledge. “Those rules are acceptable to me.”

“Any questions before I continue?”

“Are my daily outfits supposed to include my butt plug and gag?” I asked, hoping the answer would be yes.

“Very good question. That brings me to the next rule, you must continue your sissy training. While you’re becoming a very good sissy, I believe you still have a lot of untapped potential. So yes, I expect you to wear your gag and butt plug at all times unless otherwise instructed. Additionally, you must take two 10 minute breaks every day from your normal responsibilities to further practice sucking dick and stretching your butt hole. These are both crucial skills that any good sissy must have. If I’m in the mood I may join you, but if not, which will be most of the time, I expect you to do this on your own. You need to do each one at least once a day so no skipping either."

I felt my cage filling up as she explained the rule. I can’t believe she even considered it a rule, it was more like daily pleasure.

“Furthermore, as I’m sure you will quite enjoy your training,” she said as if she could read my mind. “You must not allow yourself to orgasm during your training. If you feel like you’re close, you are to immediately stop your training. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. You must never orgasm unless I’m with you and say that you can. Orgasming without permission will demand a severe punishment.” She paused until I gave her an accepting nod. 

“The last rule is the most important. You will be required to wear your chastity cage permanently except for occasional cleanings. Agreeing to my terms will render you dickless. From that point forward you will be a permanently caged sissy with a little sissy clit.”

I felt myself take a large swallow when she finished talking. I would be permanently locked in chastity with no access to my penis. Then it dawned on me that I had already been locked up for over two months and I relaxed. I already was essentially dickless and I doubt that would change if I took the full time maid role or not.

“I understand,” I said to accept to her terms.

“Thank you for making it easy and agreeing. I want to be a good mistress to you, Zoe. You will be tired, sore and probably very horny by the end of the day and I want you to know you’re appreciated when you do well. So I will have a daily grading system. Each day I will grade you on your appearance, servitude, cooking, and how clean the house is. If there is a special assignment like hostessing then you may be able to earn extra credit on those days. 

"At the end of the week I will average your grades and if you get a B+ or higher average then you will get a reward. Anything lower and you will be punished. The worse the grade, the harsher the punishment. I would like to reward you, but I won’t be going easy on you. You’re not doing this for fun, this is your job from now on and I expect you to put your full effort into it. Understood?”

I bowed my head I as replied. “Yes, Mistress. Thank you for giving me the opportunity to earn a reward. I promise I won’t disappoint you."

Melissa smiled at my response. “Very good. So then on Monday I expect you to put in your notice at work. Once you’ve completed your final two weeks, then you will start your full time position as Zoe.”

“Yes, Mistress. I look forward to further serving you.”

“And I look forward to being served by you, Zoe. I hope this new role makes you happy.”

“I think it will, I have very much enjoyed being Zoe for you.”

Melissa smiled again as she patted my knee. “How about you go shower and get changed into your normal clothes and then we can go out shopping to celebrate both of our new jobs. I think Zoe has done enough for today.”

“That sounds wonderful! Thank you, Mistress.” I quickly stood up to start getting ready.

“Get ready as fast as you can. I’m still a little tipsy from brunch and may fall asleep if you take too long.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied as I hurried out of the room to go shower and get dressed.

“And don’t forget to wear your bra and panties!” I heard Melissa shout from behind me.

As if I would ever forget that.
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When we arrived home from shopping, my hands were full of shopping bags as I walked through the door. I continued upstairs to the bedroom where I set down Melissa’s bags on the bed. With my bags still in hand, I started towards my office where I had been storing all of my Zoe clothes, but stopped just before leaving the bedroom.

If I’m going to be Zoe more than Brad, shouldn’t Zoe’s clothes be in the bedroom now?

I turned back and walked to my closet. I opened it and looked at all my old clothes. I scanned my wardrobe and immediately knew which clothes I could pack up to make room so I began taking them off the hangers, folding them and putting them on the bed. Once I had cleared out most of space on the racks, I grabbed the piles of folded up clothes and placed them on the highest shelf. I wouldn’t be needing much of my man clothes anymore.

I grabbed my shopping bags and began taking all of my new clothes out. First was my new collection of bras and panties. Most of them were white or black to fit the French maid motif, but Melissa picked out a few colorful ones for special occasions. Next was a couple bags of skirts and tops. The skirts were all short and black, but had different styles such as pleated or pencil, and different lengths. The tops were either blouses or bodysuits and came in a variety of styles and cuts.

As I took each item out of the bags and hung them in the closet, I flashed back to the hours before when I was trying each one in the stores. Melissa and I were together in dressing rooms as I stripped down to my bra and panties and tried on different combinations of skirts and tops. She gave me honest feedback about what she liked and didn’t. It was surreal having my wife give her opinion on how I looked in skirts in public, but that had become our life and we were both embracing it.

Melissa bought herself some sexy new clothes as well which she let me help pick out. I felt so much love towards her as I reminisced over our shopping trip. In the past I when I felt this way I would sweep her off her feet, carry her to bed and show her how much I loved her. However, that was no longer an option for me after agreeing to be permanently locked in chastity. I decided the best way to show her much I loved her was by serving her the best that I could and to never take my position for granted.

Thinking about that did make me wonder why she decided to buy new lacy lingerie if we would never have sex again, but I suppose I would still have opportunities to sexually pleasure her in other ways and maybe she would wear it then or simply just as a way to tease me. Either way, she looked fantastic in them and after what she had done for me, she deserved anything she desires. I would never discourage her from anything she wanted.


Chapter 12
Zoe’s First Day


Resigning from my job was awkward. My coworkers all asked me why I was leaving and what my new job would be. I couldn’t stomach telling them the truth so I told them that I was leaving to start my own business as that was common in my field.

To make things more awkward, Melissa made me wear a bra along with my normal panties in the office during my last two weeks of work. I feared that people would see the bumps on my chest or the straps on my back through my shirt. As a result, I ended up wearing a thick and baggy sweater everyday to help hide anything that might be noticeable.

On the morning of my last day, Melissa demanded that I “celebrate” the end of one career and the beginning of the next by wearing even more underneath my work clothes. She made me wear my corseted lingerie with garter belts connected to thigh high stockings. I felt very sexy and naughty wearing it in public, but had to watch how I sat and moved all day to make sure my stockings couldn’t be seen.

That night I decided to take it easy by ordering takeout so I didn’t have to cook or clean up dinner. Melissa told me that maids don’t get weekends off and that my new position as Zoe would essentially be 24/7. That meant that I would be starting my new role as Zoe the next day without having any time off. I was excited to begin my new life so I was okay with that.

After a casual dinner with takeout and a bottle of wine shared with my wife, I went to sleep knowing that tomorrow my life would be forever changed.
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Zoe’s first day began much like the day she hosted brunch. I struggled to sleep so I snuck out of bed early, got dressed as Zoe and headed into the kitchen to make breakfast.

For my first day, I decide to wear my favorite new outfit. It consisted of a black lacy bra with matching panties and garter belt, white thigh highs, a black thong bodysuit with a v-neck cut and puffed sleeves, a black pleated skirt with a white fluffy petticoat underneath, and of course my maid’s apron and headband. I especially enjoyed the bodysuits that I picked out because they helped me tuck my cage better and I enjoyed the feeling of wearing thongs so wearing thonged bodysuits was an added bonus. I also decided to wear the brunette wig again and figured I would until I could grow my out hair a decent length. The wig helped complete my feminine look that I now longed for.

As I drank my morning coffee I considered the state of our house. The house was mostly clean already other than the dust and clutter that tends to pile up naturally each day. Furthermore, I had already planned all meals for the week and had all required groceries delivered yesterday. I had just started my new job as the house maid and there already wasn’t much to take care of which was a little concerning. I would need to think of some projects to take on to fill my time. For now while Melissa was still asleep I decided to take the opportunity to have my own relaxing breakfast.

When I eventually heard her stirring upstairs, I made more coffee and an omelette and sliced some fruit for her breakfast. By the time I was done she was just walking downstairs. I set out her breakfast and coffee on the dining table and waited next to the table to greet her.

“Good morning, Zoe. Is this for me?” Melissa asked as she entered the room.

“Good morning, Mistress. Yes, this is yours. Please have a seat and enjoy your breakfast and, of course, let me know if you need anything else,” I replied.

“Thank you, Zoe. I appreciate that you have taken such initiative on your first day.”

“But of course, Mistress.”

I gave her a slight bow then turned and left her to eat in peace as I returned to the kitchen to clean up.
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After cleaning up breakfast I began to brainstorm ideas for household projects that could be done today and in the near future. As I did with my old job, I decided it would be best to have goals for each day and week. This would be my ticket towards getting my high daily and weekly grades so I could earn rewards every week. My ideas included reorganizing the pantries and closets, cleaning out the refrigerator and all other kitchen appliances, weekly vacuuming, mopping and changing bed sheets, laundry, and, of course, cleaning the windows inside and out.

When I had finished making my plans, I figured it was a good time to begin my first practice session. I went up to the bedroom and pulled out my favorite dildo, the one that I believe felt most realistic. I removed my gag and set it on the bed then tried to figure out the best way to practice sucking dick. I decided that on my knees next to the bed would be best as that was how Melissa had always had me practice when she wore her strap on.

I kneeled in front of the bed then took a look at the clock to mark when I started. I put the back of the dildo against the bed with the tip pointing at my mouth and I started sucking, just as my wife had taught me.

I started off slowly, caressing the dildo with my mouth and tongue to get a good feel for it. I pushed my head down as far as I could, taking the dildo deep down my throat until I gagged. I lifted my head back up and worked the head, licking it with my tongue as I slowly moved my mouth back and forth over it. Then I started it all again, pretending I was giving a real blow job. I could picture a chiseled man standing in front of me with rock hard abs and large throbbing cock. That was how Melissa always told me to imagine my blow job practices.

The first time Melissa made me suck a dildo, I was so surprised by how natural it felt and as my continued practicing over the last several months it only became more natural feeling. I started moving faster and rotating my head as I went down on the dildo as I began to moan. It began to feel primal and I longed for more. I pulled it out of my mouth to catch my breath but didn’t want to stop. I began to lick the shaft until I was ready to take it back in my mouth. When I had caught my breath, I deep throated the dildo again and started working the entire dildo, slurping up the excess drool as I sucked.

As I practiced I felt my penis pulsing in my cage. Besides feeling natural, it also made me feel naughty which I greatly enjoyed. In the past I had found myself longing to suck something when it had been too long in between my practice sessions with my wife. Luckily for me, my wife had made it a daily requirement so I would get in all the sucking that I desired. It wasn’t the same without her barking orders at me and calling me a slut, but I still enjoyed it.

Soon I felt like I was close to orgasming so I knew I should stop even though I would have loved to keep going. I pulled my mouth away from the dildo as I looked at the clock and realized it had already been 14 minutes. I was well over my practice time so I got up off my knees and put the dildo away. I readjusted my cage beneath my thong, straightened my skirt and petticoat and got back to work.
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Throughout the day, I worked on laundry and general straightening around the house while I made notes of more future projects that I would add to my list. I brought Melissa snacks and lunch as she requested as well. When the first load of laundry had finished drying, I took the load upstairs to put away and used it as an opportunity to take my next practice break. 

This time I needed to do my anal training so I grabbed my other dildo, this one a little firmer, longer and thicker, and a bottle of lube and took them into the bathroom. I first took off my skirt and petticoat to keep them clean then unhooked the bodysuit, pulled down my panties and removed my butt plug. Then I used the dildo’s suction cup to stick it on the bathroom counter and sensually slathered it with lube. When it was well coated, I turned around, grabbed the shaft and slowly sat down on it to let it enter me. 

Once it was in me, I continued to sit down towards the counter, letting the dildo go deeper inside me. I took it in as far as I could then started standing up. When I was near the top I began sitting back down and repeated the process to began fucking myself. It was the first time I had done it myself and while I didn’t feel as naughty doing it myself, the feeling of the dildo hitting my prostate still felt amazing and sent shivers through my body. I braced against the countertop with both hands and continued to fuck myself, my small caged penis pathetically dangling in front of me.

As I continued bouncing on the dildo, I suddenly had a craving to be sucking something. I began pushing out my penis-shaped gag with my tongue to try to use it to practice sucking at the same time. The gag was much smaller than the dildo that I had been sucking earlier so it didn’t quite hit the spot. I knew I would have to think of a creative way to practice both skills at the same time for tomorrow.

When my ten minutes of practice ran out I was exhausted physically, mentally, and sexually. I had ridden that dildo hard and while I enjoyed it, I was glad to be done for now. I wiped the sweat off my forehead, pulled the gag out of my mouth and decided to rest for a bit before resuming my duties. 

So far the day had gone well and I believed Melissa would be satisfied with everything so a quick break wouldn’t hurt. When I had finished resting, I cleaned up my mess, got redressed and headed out of the bathroom to resume my maid duties.
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Before I knew it, it was almost dinner time so I began preparing our meal. I wasn’t sure how dinner would unfold; would we eat together with me as Zoe or Brad? When was Zoe’s day officially over? Ultimately Melissa would let it be known what she wanted so I tried not to think about it and continued my work. I made pork chops with a side of asparagus and healthy mashed potatoes (which were mostly made out of cauliflower) and set the table when it was ready.

By this time Melissa had finished work and was relaxing in the living room, catching up on the day’s news. I entered the room and announced that dinner was served. She thanked me and followed me into the dining room where she sat at her normal seat. I had set a second plate just in case she wanted me to join her in some form, but until I knew for sure I just stood by the doorway.

“Why don’t you join me, Zoe?” Melissa said as she pointed towards the second dinner setting.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said as I walked to the table and sat down. “I didn’t want to assume that you would want to eat with the help.”

“Well, I don’t want to eat dinner alone and you’re the only one here…,” she said with a tinge of disappointment in her voice. “I think from now on I would like my husband to join me for dinner. I’m sure you probably want to clean up the dinner mess after, but I think he can handle that just fine.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said in acknowledgment.

It was silent for a stretch after as we both began to eat.

“So how was your first day, Zoe?” she asked me between bites.

“I think it went well, but I’ll let you be the judge of that.”

“Well, from what I can see everything looks clean and orderly. All my meals have been very good, including this one. I know you did your practices as I could hear you moaning loudly from the bedroom throughout the day.”

I could feel myself start to blush and tried to hide it behind a napkin.

“Don’t be embarrassed, Zoe. Your practice sessions are a daily requirement that I set for you. It’s all part of your sissy training so we can make a proper sissy out of you.”

“Yes, Mistress. I quite enjoyed my practicing so thank you for that requirement."

“Good, well I quite enjoyed being waited on all day.” She swallowed her last bite then stood up and continued. “Clean this up then meet me in the bedroom. I’m going to look around the house and maybe we’ll celebrate your first day if everything is to my liking.”

She walked away, leaving her plate, and began inspecting the house. I was excited by the idea of celebrating my first day so I quickly finished eating, grabbed the plates, and began cleaning.
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When I entered our bedroom, Melissa was in bed, half covered by blankets and reading on her phone as she waited for me. From the waist up I could see that she was wearing her new lingerie which gave me hope that I would be getting a reward.

“Hello, Zoe.” Melissa said as she set her phone down.

“Hello, Mistress,” I replied as I went to stand in the middle of the room to wait for her instructions.

“Well done today. I did a quick inspection of the house and everything looks… good.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“I do think a reward is in order…” I felt my mind begin to race. How would she reward me this time? 

“I want to reward you, Zoe, by allowing you to pleasure me in a new way.”

“A new way?” I asked, confused.

“Put these on.” She pulled the blankets down on the bed and revealed her strap on harness with a dildo attached and collar with a chain attached.

I walked over to grab everything, but first I decided to take off my skirt and petticoat so that I could get the harness on. I pulled up the harness and tucked my cage down under it. The dildo was exactly in the position my penis would have normally been. Having a full penis at my crotch looked foreign for a moment as I realized I hadn’t seen my erect penis for a long time. Then again, having a penis this large at my crotch was even more foreign to me.

I grabbed the next item which was the collar. I put the collar around my neck then attached the chain and let it dangle in front of me.

“I know you would probably prefer to see that dildo on me and have me fuck you, but hunny, I need some dick, too.” She grabbed the chain and yanked my head down. “That’s why I felt that I need to put a leash on you, to ensure that you would do as I requested. You’re going to fuck me as if that was your real dick and as if you were a real man. Hopefully you still remember how a dick works.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I choked.

She continued holding the chain tight. I placed my hands on the bed to brace myself as I climbed into the bed one leg at a time until I had them between her legs. She looked amazing in her lingerie. For a second I was jealous of how beautiful as she was, but she quickly snapped me out of my jealousy by pulling my head down closer to hers and stuck her tongue in my mouth.

I felt my caged penis begin to come to life as it started filling up the chastity cage and pulsed as we made out. I wanted to stick my dick in her so bad, but there was no chance of that with my dick caged and tucked beneath this strap on.

She loosened the chain and said, “Now fuck me, sissy."

I pulled back and grabbed the shaft of the dildo and angled it towards her vagina. Moving aside her lingerie, I slowly pushed the dildo inside of her. She moaned as I continued to push it in deeper. It felt surreal using a fake penis. I could see a penis between my legs and see that it was inside of her, but I felt nothing.

“Oh my god, it’s so big!” She exclaimed between moans as I began to fuck her with the dildo. “No wonder you love it when I fuck you with this.”

My own penis began to throb as if it was upset and knew that it should be the one inside of her. I longed to feel my dick inside of her.

“That’s right, fuck me. Fuck me harder!”

I was beginning to find a good rhythm as Melissa’s moans grew louder. There was no question that she was enjoying this large dildo much more than she ever enjoyed my tiny penis.

“Oooh, yes, deeper!”

After several minutes, she suddenly arched her back and let loose a long, loud moan as she climaxed. I waited a few seconds then pulled out the dildo. When it was out, she once again pulled the chain tight and gave me a kiss.

“Good job, Zoe!” she exclaimed. She then sighed and melted back into the bed, letting go of my leash. “Since this is your first official day in permanent chastity and as my sissy slave, I wanted you to remember what it is you gave up. You will never feel your pathetic little dick inside of me ever again.”

I used my hands to push myself back so that I was kneeling straight up between her legs. “Yes, I understand, Mistress.”

“You will only be taking dick inside of you from now on.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She sat up and detached the dildo from the strap on. “I want you to clean this. Show me your dick sucking skills.”

My eyes lit up as I saw her hold the dildo in front of me. I quickly grabbed the shaft and started sucking. I could taste her juices on the dildo as I let it slide deep down my throat. 

“Yeah, suck it, slut,” said Melissa as she pulled the chain, forcing my head forward and the dildo deeper down my throat and making me gag.

I choked for a second then got back to work sucking. 

After another minute she pulled the dildo out of my mouth. “I think that’s enough for now. You have plenty more dick sucking in your future to look forward to.”

I didn’t want to stop but I knew not to argue. It was more than I had expect to get a few minutes ago.

I started climbing off the bed. “Thank you, Mistress.”

She leaned back in the bed and said, “I’m glad you enjoyed my generosity. Congratulations on completing your first day, Zoe. I’ll see you tomorrow. You may go now.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

My first day was officially over and I was exhausted, but I couldn’t wait to start again tomorrow.


Chapter 13
Present Day


As my new life continued, I began feeling more myself being Zoe than I ever did as Brad. Melissa had definitely unlocked the true me and for that I was eternally grateful. It was only fitting that I now lived to serve her. Luckily, I love every second of my servitude.

The first couple of weeks as a full time maid were definitely a learning experience for both of us. I found that there was only so much cleaning needed with just the two of us living in the house. There wasn’t a lot clean on a daily basis so I spent most of my time working on my long term projects list, but even that list began to dwindle quickly.

Melissa came to the same realization that there was only so much work to be done each day so she instructed me to spend time a few days a week learning to apply my own makeup and paint nails. When she was impressed enough by my nail painting skills, she had me start painting her nails while she worked. She also insisted that I use my extra time to learn new meals and required that at least of our dinners each week came from new recipes.

Melissa also began going to the gym more than ever. She said she needed it to help relax and blow off some steam after stressful days at work. When she was out, she trusted me to not make myself orgasm. I was tempted, but I wanted to be good for her so I always resisted. Instead I stole time for breaks. I would kick off my heels and lay on the couch and research new cleaning methods or cooking recipes. I felt a little guilty, but standing in heels all day was killing my feet.

At first Melissa’s grades were very forgiving. She was generally happy with the arrangement as long as the house was clean, she was well fed and I didn’t distract her from work. I received A grades each week for the first month which earned me rewards. The rewards included being allowed to pleasure her again, receiving gifts such as new panties, and once fooling around. The rewards weren’t what I had expected or hoped for but I felt like every day being Zoe was a reward so I was happy knowing that I was making my wife happy.

At the end of the month, as congratulations for getting an A average every week, she gave me a bonus reward. To my delight, she had me wear her leash and pulled it tight as she pegged me and called me filthy names. It didn’t take long for me to orgasm which was the first time I had been allowed to in two months. Afterwards, she told me that her grading curve would be getting harder now that my first month was complete. The bar for my work was being raised. 

The next week I only received a B average and thus was punished. She made me put her leash on then pulled me through the house pointing out the areas that weren’t up to her standards, spanking me hard each time. When she was done she bent me over the bed and spanked me with her paddle until my butt cheeks were red and raw. She also told me that she was adding a month to the time when I would next be allowed to orgasm.

It hurt to sit for the next 24 hours which helped me further learn my lesson. From then on I worked even harder to get good grades. Over the next few months I strived to always get A grades, but sometimes it seemed like Melissa just felt like being extra strict and found obscure reasons to lower my grade. I mostly squeaked out passing grades, but on occasion I would fail to pass and be harshly punished again.
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That leads us up to today. Yesterday Melissa told me that I earned an A+ for the week and was so impressed that she wanted to give me an extra big reward. She said the reward would be life changing and that I would love it. I was thrilled to have earned my first A+ grade and to have such a big reward awaiting me.

Per her instructions, this morning I wore my sluttiest outfit and put on full makeup. When I checked myself out in the mirror I was very pleased with how much I looked like a woman. I had started wearing waist trainers and doing exercises that would enhance my feminine form and it was beginning to work. For the next few hours I did my best to keep calm and perform my daily duties as normal so that she didn’t reconsider giving me my reward. 

Eventually, in the early afternoon, there was a knock at the door. I quickly ran to hide in the kitchen. I had no idea who was there but I always hid when someone knocked so they wouldn’t see me. Melissa answered the door and seemed very familiar with whoever was there. 

After a couple of minutes, I heard Melissa call out to me. “Zoe, come meet my guest!”

I was shocked. I hadn’t met anyone other than her two friends, Trish and Jen, and she didn’t tell me that anyone was coming over. Was this one of the girls or someone new? I peeked around the corner and saw that it was a man which made me immediately nervous. Who was this man and why did I have to talk to him as Zoe? I had never talked to a man as Zoe.

“Come on, Zoe. Don’t be shy!”

I knew I didn’t have a choice so I took a deep breath and walked through the doorway towards the front door. As I approached the man had a puzzled look on his face which caused my hearth to beat faster.

“Hello, sir,” I squeaked out as I gave him a bow, keeping my head down to avoid eye contact with him.

“Uhh, hi,” he replied awkwardly. 

Melissa broke the awkward silence. “Zoe, this is Taylor, my... personal trainer. Don’t be nervous, I’ve already told him all about you.” Melissa was wearing some of her normal workout clothes: black leggings and a neon pink sports bra.

So this is her trainer Taylor? I thought Taylor was a girl’s name! She’s been spending all this time with a guy?

“Oh, umm, ok,” I replied as I lifted my head a little and gave him a nervous smile. As I looked up I saw that Taylor was a well built man. He was taller than me, even while I was wearing high heels. He was toned with huge muscular arms and a protruding chest. I could only imagine that he was hiding perfect abs under his shirt. “Nice to meet you, Taylor."

“Yeah, you too,” he said. He looked back at Melissa, clearly hoping that she would get him out of this interaction.

“The gym is closed today and while I would normally just go to his house for extra training, I thought it would be fun to have him come meet you, Zoe. Sorry for not telling you ahead of time, it took a lot of convincing to get him to come over. Do you think you could whip up some snacks and cocktails for all three of us to have in an hour?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good, we will be in the bedroom training until then. I’ll call for you when we’re ready for drinks so you can bring them up to us.”

“Yes, of course, Mistress. Have a good workout.”

Melissa smirked. “Oh, I think I will.” 

She then grabbed Taylor’s hand and started leading him upstairs. I watched them leave and suddenly felt upset. 

She wouldn’t do anything bad would she? Of course not. She’s still my wife and loves me.

I knew the best way to feel better would be to distract myself with my work so I returned to the kitchen to begin making our snacks.
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As I put together our snacks and cocktails, I heard a lot of noise coming from upstairs. The master bedroom happened to be directly above the kitchen and there was a lot of banging and thumping noises emanating from above me. The noises only made me more anxious about what she could be doing with him, especially when I would hear the occasional grunt or moan. I tried my best to remain professional and stay positive. 

I had never drank as Zoe before, but the longer Taylor was here, the more I felt it would be necessary. I was so excited for today and for my big reward and so far the day was a big let down. 

I really hope serving this guy drinks while he works out my wife isn’t my reward…
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By the time I had completed my serving tray of snacks and cocktails and cleaned up the mess I made preparing it, I heard Melissa call for me to join them. I was dreading having to interact with Taylor again and I knew he felt the same way. Why was Melissa forcing this?

When I entered the bedroom I was shocked by what I saw. I stumbled and had to quickly regain my balance to prevent dropping my tray. As I recomposed myself I looked back at the scene in front of me. The bed was a mess of tossed blankets and sheets and Melissa and Taylor were both lying on top naked.

“What the hell is this?” I shouted. I had broken character and used my normal voice. I set down the tray so that I didn’t drop it or throw it as I had the urge to do.

“Settle down and listen, Zoe,” said Melissa as she raised her self up onto her elbows. 

“Listen to what? You’re naked in bed with a man! How could you possibly defend that?”

“Zoe.” Her voice was stern. “You better not argue with your mistress…”

“Don’t ‘mistress’ me to get out of this, I never agreed to any of this!”

“Enough, Zoe. Put your gag ins!” she demanded as she quickly got out of bed and stood up.

I was still furious but my brain was telling me to obey. I stood there glaring at her, not knowing what to do.

“I said, put your gag on. Don’t make me tell you again, Zoe.”

I stomped over to my closet and retrieved my gag. I put it in my mouth then fastened the strap on the back of my head. I found wearing the gag to be somewhat calming. I took a few deep breaths then looked back at her.

“Good. Now listen.” She sat back down on the edge of the bed. “Zoe, for months now you’ve replaced my husband and, well, a woman has needs. I still love you dearly and love having you as my partner, but there’s just no way you can please me sexually with our new lifestyle. 

"I met Taylor at the gym and one day during a private training session I broke down crying. I knew I had lost my husband and I felt lonely. He comforted me and one thing just led to another. I felt terrible at first, but I eventually came to terms with it as I hope you will. You’re living out your dream of being Zoe, so I think it is only fair that I’m happy, too."

I stood still, staring at her while I considered her words. I couldn’t believe it, but I actually understood where she was coming from. I felt heart broken that my wife felt lonely and had to turn to another man for affection.

After a moment of silence she said, “Ok, you can take your gag out and respond.”

“I-I didn’t know you felt that way, but you could have unlocked my chastity cage and let me be with you. I would love to be intimate with you again. You didn’t have to turn to another man.”

“You can’t be Zoe and Brad. You chose to be Zoe so you don’t get unlocked. You eagerly agreed to that.”

“I know, but I guess I thought you were happy with the arrangement.”

“I was for a while, but then I realized that not having a real man around was creating a gaping hole in my life and I have needs, too.” She stood up again and started walking towards me. “But why are you arguing with me, Zoe? Don’t you understand your place by now? You decided to be my sissy maid. You don’t get a say in what I do or make you do. If I want to go out and get fucked, then I’m going to get fucked. Is that understood?”

I stared at her and felt tears welling up in my eyes. I still loved Melissa and wanted her to be as happy as she had made me. I was about to agree with my wife that she could have sex with other men. 

I nodded my agreement.

“Good. It’s best if you realize your place in our relationship, Zoe. Now, where are those drinks?”

I slowly walked back to the serving tray and picked it up as I considered what was happening. Is this really what I wanted? Did I want to be her sissy maid rather than her husband?

I returned to the bed with the drinks and handed one to Melissa and then walked around to handed one to Taylor. I tried my best not to look at his naked body but my eyes were drawn to his large erect penis which he was gently stroking. It wasn’t as big as the dildos I had been practicing with, but it was close, and probably 3-4 inches longer than mine plus thicker with big veins and a plump head.

I quickly handed him his drink and returned to Melissa. She took a small sip of her drink while I noticed Taylor take a long swig. I grabbed my own drink off the tray and decided on taking a larger swig myself. I placed the serving tray on a nearby dresser and held on to my drinks with both hands to hide my shaking hands.

“There, you go. Loosen up, Zoe. It’s almost time for your reward,” said Melissa.

As if a reward could make me feel better now.

I gave a slight nod and smile. We all continued sipping our drinks as silence hung over the room. What does one say to his wife in front of her new lover?

When I finished my drink I set it down on the serving tray. I looked at the tray of snacks I had prepared, but found that I had no appetite. 

“Thank you, Mistress, but I don’t think I’m in the mood for a reward.”

“But you don’t even know what it is. Don’t you want to find out before you deny yourself your big reward?”

“A-alright.”

She got up and walked towards Taylor’s side of the bed, running a finger  down my lips as she walked by me. “You have been such a good sissy maid for me, so diligent and effective and so good at keeping up with your sissy training. I felt it was time you broke your sissy cherry and become a real sissy.” 

She sat down next to Taylor and began stroking his dick. I couldn’t look away.

“Poor Taylor worked so hard pleasuring me today, but I wouldn’t let him cum just yet. I told him he needed to save it… for you, Zoe.”

I felt my eyes bulge as I continued to watch her stroking his dick.

“Save it for me? …what do you mean?”

“I want you to channel all your training, everything you have been practicing this last few months… and pleasure Taylor.”

“You want me to what?!” I exclaimed. 

“Don’t act so surprised, Zoe. Did you think you would only be sucking and fucking dildos your whole life? We both need sexual human contact in our lives and you need to have your first experience today.”

“N-no!” I refused. “I’m not gay, I don’t want to pleasure a man!”

“Oh, hunny. You wear a dress every day and have been sucking dildos and sticking them up your ass for months. You’ve woken me up from naps with your loud moans of pleasure. I’m pretty sure you need to admit to yourself that you like dick. And that’s ok.

“Taylor’s not gay. He doesn’t want to do this, but I got him so horned up that he finally agreed. Men will do anything when they’re horny enough.”

“Just unlock me and I’ll be with you! I want to have sex with you!”

“Even if that were true, we have gone too far to turn back to that life. Now stop denying your mistress and do as you’re told. Get on your knees, maid!”

I was shaking with nerves. She really wanted me to suck this man’s dick? I knew that tone in her voice meant that one more argument would result in a punishment. I walked over and slowly lowered myself to my knees in front of them.

Taylor pushed himself up and kicked his legs off the side of the bed. His very large, erect penis was staring me in the face.

“I’ve told you to imagine yourself sucking the dick of a well built, muscular man. Have you been doing that, Zoe?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said as I looked up at Taylor’s muscular body.

“Now you get to live that dream. Now start sucking, slut!”

I stared at penis in front of me and felt my own start throbbing. I had been fantasizing about what it would be like to suck a real penis rather than a dildo, but I always thought I did it because it felt naughty. Based on my own penis’ reaction, it seemed like I actually I wanted to do this. I looked up at Melissa and she gave me a nod telling me it was okay. Her acceptance made it slightly easier but I couldn’t bring myself to start.

She grabbed the back of my head and yelled, “I said, ‘SUCK’!”

As she pushed my head forward I opened my mouth and felt Taylor’s dick enter my mouth. I closed my mouth around it and began to slowly suck it as I looked up at Melissa. It was much fleshier and softer than any of my dildos and had a unique taste as well. I definitely tasted Melissa on it with a mix of saltiness; probably sweat.

I ran my tongue along the underside of the penis, feeling its thick veins as I moved my head back and forth. I moved my eyes to his perfect abs and I felt my penis throbbing harder. I raised my hand and let it run down his abs as I lowered it to grab his shaft. I was beginning to get into it.

“A good sissy slut takes dick deep in her throat. Are you a good sissy, Zoe?” Melissa asked me in her domineering voice.

I looked up at her and gave a muffled acknowledgment. I relaxed my throat and pushed my head forward, taking the dick deep in my throat. I let out a small gag, but was proud of how deep I was table to take Taylor’s cock.

“That’s a good girl.”

Melissa was now kneeling on the bed behind Taylor as she was rubbing his chest. She began to make out with him while I continued sucking his dick. I was far too aroused at this point and started working Taylor’s cock with my mouth, tongue and hand. I was sucking and licking the head as I stroked the shaft. I could feel the head begin pulsing and it seemed to be getting bigger. Taylor was moaning while he made out with my wife.

I suddenly felt ravenous and took it deep in my throat again and sucked faster. My mouth was salivating and I had to slurp up the excess drool as I sucked his cock. I felt like my penis could explode any second.

Just then I felt the full length of Taylor’s cock pulse in my mouth like a wave moving from the shaft to the head. An explosion hit the back of my throat and I gagged as my mouth was filled with a warm liquid. Taylor released a loud moan and then I knew; I had successfully pleasured him and my mouth was full of his cum.

Melissa unlocked her mouth from his and said, “you better not spit that out! Swallow it all!”

I did as I was told.
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I could still taste the cum in my mouth and throat as I snapped out of my flashback of the last year. My dick was still pressing hard against its cage. I couldn’t believe that I had just sucked a man’s cock to completion and had been so close to orgasming myself from doing it. I looked back at the now drooping penis that I had just pleasured and felt a tingle of lingering desire.

If I could, I would do it again. I looked over at my wife who was still rubbing Taylor’s abs while she kissed his neck.

“Congratulations, Zoe. You’ve taken your first real step towards being a true sissy."

“I’m not a true sissy yet?”

“Oh no, Zoe.” She began to stroke Taylor’s limp dick. “A real sissy has been fucked by a real man. Do you think you have what it takes to be fucked by a real man, Zoe?”

I stared at her shocked. Was she serious? Of course she was. If I asked her she would just be annoyed and tell me that she’s always serious and I knew that to be true by now.

I suddenly had a longing to be fucked. My butt plug seemed minuscule in comparison to the dick in front of me and I knew it would never satisfy me the same way. I bit my lip as I watched her face to see if I could read her expression. My penis was throbbing so hard that I thought it might break out of its cage. This was an opportunity I couldn’t pass up and I had already sucked dick in front of my wife, why stop there?

“Yes, Mistress. I want to make you proud and be a real sissy for you.”

“That’s a good sissy. Taylor, think you have another round in you to show this sissy how a real man fucks?”

“Maybe if you let me fuck you first,” said Taylor as he turned and mounted her, pushing her back into the bed. She gasped as he spread her legs and started kissing her neck.

“Mmm, that sounds delightful. What do you think, Zoe? Should I let Taylor fuck me again so that he can get his dick hard enough to fuck you?” asked Melissa as she stretched out her neck to let Taylor kiss more of it.

“If that’s what you would like, Mistress,” I mumbled, trying to make it her decision.

She started moaning as Taylor started kissing down her chest and grabbed her breasts with his large hands. I was getting jealous. Between moans she said, “No, no, Zoe. I need you to want it. How badly do you want to be fucked?”

“I want to be fucked,” I said quietly.

“What was that?”

“I want to be fucked.” I said a little louder.

“I know that, but how badly do you want it?”

“I really want to get fucked!” I admitted in almost a whining voice. 

Suddenly she gasped again as Taylor penetrated her and thrusted his dick into her. I thought I would be horrified watching my wife have sex with another man, but instead my jealousy was growing stronger. I really wished I was the one being fucked right now.

“Hold on, hold on,” Melissa gasped as she patted Taylor on the chest, telling him to stop. “Zoe, go take your plug out, clean up and bring us another round of drinks. I think Taylor will be ready for you by then.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I scampered off to the bathroom to take out my butt plug and clean up the area. Then I grabbed my serving tray and ran out of the room as I continued to hear Melissa moan in our bed. I was impressed with Taylor’s vigor. If that was me with her, I would have already finished.
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I took a long sip of my drink then walked back into the bedroom. Taylor stopped and unmounted Melissa when he heard me enter. I couldn’t believe he had lasted that long. I walked up to the bed and offered the drinks to them. Taylor chugged his and put the empty cup back on the tray. Melissa took a sip and put the glass on the night stand. They both looked sweaty and exhausted. I noticed beads of sweat dripping down Taylor’s chest and had an urge to lick them up.

I set the tray down and stood waiting to be told what to do. I noticed I was starting to shake a little.

Finally Melissa gave me my cue. “Ok, sissy. Assume position.”

I set the tray down then went to the side of the bed next to Taylor then bent over, putting my elbows and face into the blanket.

“No, no, Zoe. Bend over the front of the bed. I want you to be able to watch yourself getting fucked in the mirror.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I got up and moved to the front of the bed as instructed. Taylor got off the bed and walked to stand behind me, his erect dick inches away from my ass.

“Are you ready to learn how a real man fucks, Zoe?” asked Melissa as she got up onto her knees on the bed in front of me.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said as I bit my lip and closed my eyes. “Shouldn’t he put a condom on though?”

“Sissies take dick raw; I really want you to feel him inside of you. Now open your eyes and watch.”

“O-ok.”

I opened my eyes and stared at myself in the mirror at the side of the bed. Taylor flipped my skirt onto my back and yanked my panties down to my knees. He took a step closer until I could feel the tip of his dick on my butthole. He ran it up and down my butt crack while Melissa reached back, opened the nightstand’s drawer and pulled out a bottle of lube. She squirted some into Taylor’s outstretched hand and he rubbed it on his dick. Melissa dripped some on my butthole then penetrated me with her finger.

“Just a little to get you started. You ready to get fucked, Zoe?”

I was breathing harder. Was I really about to be fucked by a man? I fought the urge to close my eyes while I awaited his dick entering me. “Y-yes, Mistress.”

I felt the tip of his dick on my butthole again. He applied pressure until I felt his dick pop into me. I moaned as I watched him push his dick deeper inside of me in the mirror. He put his hands on my waist as he pulled his dick back then pushed it back in as he pulled my body back against his cock. 

“Oooooh!” I cried out. It was happening. I was really being fucked. And it felt so good.

Taylor increased his speed and power as he continued to pull my waist back for leverage. I could feel him hitting my prostate, hard, giving me a burst of pleasure each time. I closed my eyes as my moaning grew louder.

“Eyes open!” Melissa yelled as she gave me a slap on the face. She then ripped off my wig, grabbed the hair on the back of my head and lifted it up and pointed it towards the mirror. “Do you like watching yourself get fucked, Zoe?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I breathed out between Taylor’s thrusts.

“I bet you do, Zoe. Are you going to thank me for your reward?”

“Thank you, Mistress!”

My penis throbbed harder and my fake breasts bounced higher with each of Taylor’s thrusts. I felt like I could explode; I wanted to cum so badly.

“You’re welcome.” She pulled my head up towards her and began making out with me. After a few seconds she pulled away and pushed my head back down into the bed.

“You’re such a fucking slut, Zoe. Swallowing a man’s cum wasn’t enough for you. You needed him inside of you, too?”

“Yes, Mistress. I needed more cock. I always need cock.”

“I know you do, slut. And you might get even more if you continue to be a good sissy maid. Are you going to be a good sissy maid?”

“Yes! I’ll do anything you ask!”

It was getting hard to keep my eyes open, Taylor was pounding my ass so hard and it felt so good. Watching him thrust his dick in and out of me in the mirror made me feel extra dirty. I really was a slut. I felt like I could orgasm any second.

“Stop for a second, Taylor,” demanded Melissa.

Taylor pushed his dick all the way inside of me and held it there so I could still feel his dick pulsing inside of me. I loved how it felt.

“Before you get any more dick, Zoe, I need you to make me some promises, ok?”

I was panting hard, exhausted from such a vigorous fucking. I finally breathed out, “Yes, Mistress."

She once again grabbed the back of my head and pulled it up so that we were looking eye to eye.

“Promise me that you will never question me again and that you will do everything I tell you to do.”

“I promise, Mistress.”

“Good.” She looked up at Taylor and gave him a slight nod. He began slowly fucking me again. “Now promise that you won’t have any issues when I sleep with other men.”

I felt a pang of jealousy again and hoped that it might lead to this experience again. I also knew that she made a great point earlier that if I get to have this life as Zoe, it’s only fair that she gets to be pleasured by other men.

“I promise, Mistress.”

She gave Taylor another nod and he began to move a little faster. “Last promise. Promise me that when I have men over that you will cook, clean and serve us how ever I request.”

“Yes, Mistress, of course. Anything you desire."

“Such a well trained sissy. Ok, Taylor,” she said as she pushed my head back into the bed.

Taylor resumed his pounding as Melissa leaned over me and began making out with him. I felt his penis pulsing harder, just as it did when I sucked it earlier. There was a sudden burst and I felt his cum filling me up as he grunted.

The feeling of his penis ejaculating startled me. I flinched a little and felt my butthole clench around his dick which was still pumping cum inside of me. When it stopped pumping he slowly pulled it out.

Melissa stopped kissing Taylor when she saw him pull his dick out of me. “Look at that. My little sissy made a man cum twice today. Not bad for her first time, huh, Taylor?”

“That was surprisingly good,” Taylor admitted as he walked into the bathroom.

My penis was still throbbing and felt like it was so close to climax. I just needed a little more and I would have got there. I sighed and collapsed into the bed as I let out a sad little moan. I was drenched in sweat and my balls were now aching.

“I bet you want some more, don’t you, slut?” Melissa asked as she got out of bed and walked to the front, behind me.

“Yes, please,” I groaned out with my face in the bed.

“Everyone came today except poor little Zoe.”

I felt her hand on my butt cheek and I looked into the mirror just in time to see her stick her middle finger inside of me.

She started fucking me with her finger. “Can’t get enough can you, you fucking slut?”

I groaned a response as she continued. I was already so close that it didn’t take long for my penis to find its release. I groaned as my penis unloaded weeks of backed up semen.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Melissa pulled her finger out then slapped my ass. “You’re welcome. Now clean up this mess up, maid.” She climbed off the bed and stood in front of me. “Congratulations, Zoe. You’re officially a sissy.”

I let out a sigh as I laid face down in bed as I heard her walk away. I was lying in my own cum with another man’s cum inside of me. I laughed at that realization and felt a smile grow on my face.

I knew my life would never be the same and I wouldn’t want it any other way.
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Prologue


Ilaid back in bed, staring up at the ceiling. My hands awkwardly reached down beneath the skirt of my black and white maid’s outfit to adjust my dick within its chastity cage. Despite being locked in chastity for weeks, my dick felt mostly calm after finally being allowed to cum. But it was also growing increasingly aroused. Aroused because I couldn’t stop thinking about having another man’s cum in me. In my ass, and my stomach.

In the distance I heard the sounds of my wife and her lover teasing each other in the bathroom as she started a shower. I tried to block them out as I stared into nothingness and continued reflecting on what had just happened. What I had allowed another man do to me. No, what my mistress had allowed me to experience.

I knew I didn’t have much time to think, however, there were still chores to be done. I would need to remake this bed and I would likely need make my mistress and her companion a meal. I couldn’t disappoint my mistress after receiving such a reward from her.

I slowly pushed myself up and out of bed as I clenched my asshole tight, trying to keep the cum from dripping out. I carefully pulled my panties up from around my knees, hoping that they might help catch any spills, then hurried out of the bedroom and down the hallway to the bathroom. Once there, I quickly sat on the toilet and let the cum drip out of me.

I can’t believe I just let that happen. I let a man fuck me… and I loved it.

It was exciting to learn that after just a few short months as a full time sissy maid, my life was continuing to evolve… and improve. Would this be the new norm in our home? Would Melissa be taking more lovers and sharing them with me? Is that what I really wanted?

As I felt the last of the cum drip out of me, I laughed at the question.

Of course this is what I want.


Chapter 1
My Life as a Sissy Maid


Ioften reminisced about the first time I had a man inside of me. His name was Taylor and he was my wife Melissa’s personal trainer. On that day, Melissa had invited him to our house and taken him upstairs for some “training”. She asked me to make drinks and snacks to serve them when they were done. I, of course, did as I was told and waited downstairs to be summoned.

When she finally called me up, I was blindsided when I saw them both naked in bed together. I was even more shocked when Melissa told me that Taylor was my reward for being her good sissy maid. She told me that she had been warming up his cock for me and that it was now ready. I was stunned, but I did as my mistress instructed.

First, she let me suck his large, hard cock. To this day, the thought of Taylor’s meaty cock filling my mouth as I sucked it hungrily, still made my dick swell up in my chastity cage. I can still remember the taste of his cock mixed with the taste of my Melissa’s pussy. Sucking his cock allowed me to finally use all of my cock sucking lessons and practice and apply it to the real thing. And that practice all paid off when I felt his cock explode in my mouth, filling me up with cum.

Melissa demanded that I swallow his load and again, I did as I was told. She then gave me the option to let me become a real sissy by letting Taylor fuck me. However, in order for that to happen I would have to let Taylor fuck her more so he could once again get his dick ready for me. I would also have to beg Taylor to fuck her and promise that from that moment on, I would do anything she required of me and not get upset when she slept with other men. Or more specifically, real men.

I couldn’t pass up this opportunity. It wasn’t the experience or the chance to become a real sissy that made it impossible to reject, but rather the insatiable urges my body was having. I needed it to happen. I needed to get fucked by a man.

I begged Taylor to fuck my wife and made my promises to Melissa. I would be her good, obedient sissy for as long as she desired. I would serve her and her various lovers as any good sissy maid would. With that, I watched as Taylor started fucking her again. And when he was ready, he fucked me.

At that point in my life, I wasn’t a stranger to having my ass fucked. Melissa had fucked me with a dildo several times before and she require me to use her dildo on myself every day for practice. None of that mattered, however. No amount of practice could have prepared me for the first time I had a real man’s cock inside me. The soft, fleshy feeling. The pulsing veins. The feeling of its head swelling up before filling me with cum. Dildos never felt the same again after experiencing the real thing.

That night had been liberating for both me and Melissa. For me, it opened my eyes to my true desires, unlocked hidden urges, and solidified my decision to become Melissa’s sissy maid for life. For Melissa, it opened the door for her to take new lovers without having to hide them from me. Sadly, it had now been months since that life changing day, and months since I had felt a dick inside of me. On the other hand, Melissa had felt many dicks inside of her since then, both Taylor’s and other men’s.

I could tell that she loved it, too. Not just getting fucked by real men with man-sized dicks, but making me serve her and her men while making me watch her get fucked. She loved to cry out during sex about how nice it felt to have a real man inside her and how she was finally experiencing sexual pleasure. She would look into my eyes as she teased me about how badly I wished it was me getting fucked instead of her.

And she was right. Each time I watched her parade another naked man in front of me I grew more and more jealous. I stared at their cocks longingly as I felt my breath slow and my mouth salivate. But the closest she would allow me to get was when she allowed me to clean the man’s cum out of her pussy.

I held on go hope that she would eventually allow me to get fucked again, but I also knew that she wouldn’t make it easy. I had to earn it. Unfortunately for me, since that day, she had drastically raised her standards for my maid work. I had to cook her better, more complicated and diverse meals, make sure there wasn’t a single speck of dust anywhere in the house, and most importantly, always keep busy — which was increasingly hard as there was only so much cleaning I could do in one house all day, every day.

Her elevated standards showed each week when she graded my work. I knew that in order to get fucked again I would need not just a perfect week, but a perfect month. Just as I had that first time. So that’s what I strove for. I worked day and night to please her in hopes that she would allow me to once again feel the pleasure that I longed for.

I often managed to string together multiple good weeks, but the last week of the month she always made extra difficult. She would invite her girl friends over and have me play hostess for them or she would find creative new ways to make large messes and give me a time limit to clean them to perfection. She was playing with a loaded deck, and while I wanted to cry out that it was unfair, I knew that she was in charge and my cries would only make her make things harder for me.

Luckily, she was still gracious enough to provide me some rewards when I was good. While she had long ago decided that she would never let my dick get unlocked from its chastity cage again, after some high graded weeks she would take pity on me and help me cum. She would fuck me with her strap on while she hurled humiliations at me. She love to tell me that I had a small, useless dick or call me a cock slut and other humiliating names. I loved hearing her spit those names out at me. Hearing those humiliations only aroused me more and helped me cum. Even though I wanted a different type of pleasure, I always remained grateful for every ounce that she allowed me.

Besides Melissa’s new men and her elevated grading scale for my work, our relationship had changed in other ways as well. When I had first started being her full time sissy maid, she always requested that Zoe, my maid persona, “left” at night so that she could go to bed with her husband, Brad. However, now that she had an array of men that would often spend the night with her, she no longer had a need for Brad. Ultimately, I think that watching me get fucked by a man changed the way she saw me. After that day I was no longer her husband, Brad. I was now her maid, Zoe.

Soon after that day, Melissa ordered me a small bed to put in my office which she had me convert into Zoe’s bedroom. She told me that from that day on, I was Zoe and Zoe slept in her own bedroom while her bed was reserved for real men. She also grew more interested in dominating and punishing me. She loved to put me in my place and show off her superiority to me. My new bedroom also became the room where she stored her growing collection of punishment devices and tools. Amongst them was a small dog cage which she liked to lock me up in whenever I was disobedient.

Over the past two years our relationship had evolved into something completely new, something that I could have never imagined. While we were no longer traditional husband and wife, we had found new roles and new ways to please one another. I loved my new role as her subservient sissy maid. I loved the feeling of prancing around in a dress and heels as my fake breasts bounced on my chest. I loved the feeling of the vibrating butt plug in my ass. And I loved the feeling of her dominating me.

I had no regrets.


Chapter 2
Zoe’s New Job


The day of my one year anniversary of becoming a full time sissy maid was another big day in my life. It felt a little silly to acknowledge such an anniversary, but one had such few life changing moments in their life such as this so it felt worthy of remembering and celebrating in some way. I had no expectations that Melissa would remember such a day, however, and even if she did, I doubted that she would she find cause to celebrate it with me. It didn’t take long to realize that she hadn’t remembered, but that didn’t matter. She had another big surprise in store for me.

In the late afternoon, just as I was about to start preparing a special dinner as a way to celebrate, she approached me in the kitchen with a serious look on her face.

“Zoe, we need to have a talk,” she said. Her tone was strong and fierce, as it normally was when was ready to punish me. Hearing those words in that tone gave me a bad feeling, but I tried to remain hopeful and good spirited as I stopped my work and turned to face her.

“What would you like to talk about, Mistress?” I asked.

She sat down on a stool at the end of the kitchen counter and sighed. “Zoe, I don’t think this setup is working for us anymore,” she started.

My heart suddenly stopped. I froze, stunned and panicked like a deer in headlights.

She continued, “There’s only the two of us here and while we have a sizable home, there’s just not enough for you to do every day.”

The end of her statement gave me a small sense of relief. What she was saying wasn’t any fault of my own. In fact, it was something that I had realized very early into my life as her maid. There was only so much for me to do every day.

“Oh,” I let out, waiting for her to continue.

“Remember when I first hired you as my full time sissy maid? I said that if you ran out of things to do, then I might try to find you side projects to work on.”

I nodded as considered the option. Before I was Zoe, back when I was still Brad, I was a computer programmer. As such, there was always good options for side work as a contractor. Getting back to doing some programming work actually sounded like fun. I replied, “Yes. I remember, Mistress.”

“Well, how would you feel about doing some side work for us? It would help fill out your days, give me some privacy, and allow you to bring in some extra income again to help pay for all your clothes and accessories.”

The more I thought about it, the more excited I became. “That sounds delightful, Mistress. I would be very interested in working on some programming projects when I’m out of things to clean and cook for you,” I said with a smile.

Melissa’s eyebrows raised as she stared at me in confusion. “Programming? You don’t know how to program, Zoe. You’re just a simple maid. All you’re good for is cleaning, cooking, and taking cock,” she said.

I guess that makes sense. These days I’m nothing but Zoe the maid to her. Why would Zoe be able to do anything but maid things. But then what does she have in mind for side projects?

I bowed my head to her as I said, “Yes, Mistress, of course. I’m sorry. I forgot my place.”

Melissa stared at me for a moment and then nodded. “You’re right, Zoe. You did forget your place. Come here and assume your punishment position,” she said firmly.

I did as I was told and walked towards her, the clicking of my heels filling the quiet kitchen. When I reached her, I bent over the counter and awaited my punishment. She stood up and walked behind me before giving me three hard spanks on my ass.

“Thank you for admitting your wrong doing,” she said as she sat back down.

I bowed to her again. “Thank you for punishing me,” I replied. I could feel my little dick growing in its cage, excited by my discipline. “Punishment is the only way I can learn.”

“Yes, of course. Anyways…,” she said, trying to get back to the original subject. “How would you feel about doing some extra maid work?”

Nervous, anxious, and scared is how I felt. Besides her girl friends who occasionally came over for brunch and the random men she invited into her bed, I had never been seen as Zoe by anyone else. And I had certainly never left the house looking like Zoe. I was growing more terrified by the moment.

“Uhh, I-I…,” I stammered.

Melissa rolled her eyes. “You’re still so pathetic, Zoe. You really are the perfect sissy.”

I forced a smile on my face. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Let me help you out by letting you know that you don’t actually have a choice, I was just being polite. I’ve already hired you out to an old friend of mine. Or rather, an old professor of mine. Professor Duncan.” She paused briefly as if to savor the thought of her old professor. “I had a huge crush on him back in college and we’ve kept in touch since. In our recent conversations, he mentioned that his wife has been out of town a lot lately and that he isn’t good at cooking or cleaning. He has been spending all his nights alone with frozen dinners in a dirty house. It pained me to hear that coming from such an old and dear friend, so I offered him your services.”

My heart was pounding in my chest now.

She’s already hired me out to some man? Someone she has known for years and had a crush on?

“D-does he know about… me? What I am?” I asked nervously.

“Oh, yes. He was actually the one who gave me the idea in the first place. He’s a professor of human sexuality. I’ve told him all about you, your training, and your transformation. He was very impressed by my work and is very excited to meet you,” she replied.

I was taken aback by hearing that. I had no idea she had consulted with anyone about me, let alone someone who studies human sexuality. No wonder she was able to tell that I would like becoming a sissy and knew exactly how to transform me. Having the chance to meet the man responsible for my sissy lifestyle was very intriguing.

“Oh. I didn’t know that you discussed me with anyone else,” I muttered.

“It’s hard not to brag about turning my husband into a maid who lives to cook, clean, and serve me while I get to sleep with anyone I want,” she said nonchalantly. “I just leave out the part about you preferring cock over my pussy.”

That’s not necessarily true. I quite enjoyed fucking her when she allowed me to, but now I know it will never be an option again so I don’t try.

I resisted my urge to argue. Instead I said, “I’m glad I helped give you such a proud lifestyle, Mistress.”

She let out a boisterous laugh. “I gave myself this lifestyle by transforming you. Professor Duncan definitely helped as well, but you… you just do what I tell you to,” she laughed.

I blushed at her correction, feeling humbled. “You’re right, Mistress.”

Melissa stopped laughing and recomposed herself. “Tomorrow will be your first day working for him. I expect you to take care of all your morning chores, make me lunch, and then go to his house for the afternoon. I will be going to the gym after work and will expect dinner to be ready for me when I get home later in the evening. Do you understand?”

I took a deep swallow. I tried to find my voice as my body trembled in fear from hearing that this was actually happening. “Y-yes, mistress,” I finally managed to squeak out. “How should I look when I work for him?”

She scowled at my question. “What do you mean how should you look? You should look your best, Zoe. Put on your nicest outfit with your fluffiest petticoat, biggest butt plug, and highest heels. Professor Duncan is like a mentor to me. He is a man I hold in high esteem. If you dare embarrass me in front of him… then you can forget about ever seeing a dick again. Your’s or anyone else’s.”

Her threat consumed me with panic. Could I live a life without any dick? I shook the thought out of my head. Of course I could. I don’t live for cock, I live to serve her. Making her happy is my life’s mission; cock is just a reward.

“Yes, Mistress. I won’t disappoint you. I promise,” I replied.

She nodded in approval. “You are to do everything he requests of you. And I mean everything,” she said, emphatically.

“Of course, Mistress. I always obey my masters.”

She smiled and said, “I don’t know why I’m so worried. I’ve done such a good job in training you. I know you won’t disappoint me, Zoe.”

My heart started fluttering from her praise, but then it stopped as she let out a deep sigh.

“Or so I thought I had, but here I am sitting around you and not once have you offered me refreshments,” she added.

My eyes bulged in surprise and I felt a rush of dread.

She’s right. I was so worried about this conversation that I completely forgot my duties. She must be furious with me!

My mouth was suddenly dry. “I’m so sorry, Mistress. Can I get you anything to eat or drink?” I asked, trying to control my panic.

She shook her head in disappointment. “You know it’s too late for that, Zoe. Go wait for me in your bedroom,” she said firmly.

I hurried upstairs to my bedroom, my heart pounding all the while. There, I stood in the middle of the room and waited for her. While I waited, I gazed around my bedroom which doubled as my punishment room. The walls were covered with whips, paddles, chains, harnesses, and cuffs. In front of me was my sex machine along with the bench I laid on when I let it fuck me. It had my favorite, and biggest, dildo attached to it. To my side was a large, wooden x-cross that she would tie me to when she wanted to spank and whip me. Behind me was my small bed that I slept in, alone, along with the small cage she would occasionally lock me up in as punishment.

Melissa slowly sauntered into the room and looked around for herself. She pulled her phone out of her pocket to check the time then said, “Fortunately for you, I don’t have a lot of time. I told Trish I would meet her for happy hour. Unfortunately for you, I need to make sure you learn your lesson so you don’t disappoint me during your big day tomorrow.”

My mind raced with thoughts of how she might punish me as my heart pounded nervously in my chest.

She went to grab a harness off the wall and then pointed towards my cage. “Get inside,” she demanded. I lowered myself onto all fours and crawled into the cramped dog cage. I started to turn around but she stopped me. “Stay facing the wall and lie down!”

I did as I was told, awkwardly lying down in the small cage. I had to kick my legs up behind my back in order to fit my torso across the small cage. I reached back to grab my legs and support them.

She came to squat behind me. With the harness in her hands, she reached in and strapped it around my ankles and then my wrists. She then pushed my legs to the side and crawled over me before forcing my wrists down beside my head and looping the harness around my neck, holding my arms down securely.

As she crawled out of the cage, she closed the gate and locked it. “You will be spending the night in here while you think about how poorly you treated your mistress today. You will also think of your plan for cleaning Professor Duncan’s home tomorrow. Assume that everything needs to be cleaned and figure out how you will best manage it all within a few hours. Is that understood, maid?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I let out, trying to ignore my discomfort in front of her.

“Very good,” she said as she walked towards the door. “I’ll try to remember to bring you something to eat later. But if I forget, goodnight, Zoe.”

“Goodnight, Mistress,” I said, knowing that she would likely forget.

The lights turned off, plunging me into darkness. Then I heard the door close behind me.


Chapter 3
Getting Ready


Iwoke up early the next morning from the pain of my legs cramping. They were still tied up behind me and I was still locked in my cage. I had heard Melissa come home late last night, giggling and stumbling through the house. I thought I heard another voice with her and when I later heard thumping coming from her bedroom, I knew there definitely was someone else with her. Someone who was fucking her.

It was at that moment that I knew for sure that I would remain locked up all night, though I didn’t much hope of getting out to begin with. Instead of dwelling on if I would be released or not, I instead spent most of the night thinking about the topics she had left me with. I reflected on my embarrassment of neglecting to offer her refreshments while she spoke with me yesterday, and made a goal to make it up to her today. I also spent a large amount of time putting together a game plan for today, just as she had suggested. After a long night, I felt like I was ready to make her proud with the work I would do at my new job today. I just needed out of this cage so I could get started.

Not being able to be working already was becoming increasingly frustrating as the minutes passed. I couldn’t tell what time it was, but my internal clock was telling me that I should be already be dressed and making her breakfast right now. The thought of starting my big day off without being able to have coffee and breakfast ready for her when she woke up was greatly upsetting to me. I had to hope that she wouldn’t be mad about it.

There was light filtering into the room from the window now and I could finally see my restraints. I might be able to slip out of them, but doing so would be moot as Melissa had locked the cage and had the only key. Plus, she would be outraged if she found me outside of my punishment without her approval. I knew that she wanted me to stay as I was and embrace the pain that I was due for mistreating her so that’s what I did. I soon heard footsteps coming from her bedroom. Actually, I heard two sets. One was hurrying downstairs while the other was walking down the hall towards my bedroom. My door opened and I was suddenly blinded by the bright lights as they turned on.

I heard Melissa grumbling as she approached my cage and unlocked it. She reached in and unstrapped my restraints as she said, “Coffee. Now.”

I quickly backed out of the cage and then used it to pull myself up, my cramping legs needing the support. I badly needed to stretch and massage them, but I knew she was already mad at me for being behind schedule so I hurried out of the room and downstairs to prepare her breakfast.

Melissa soon joined me and sat down at the kitchen bar, just as she had yesterday when I had disappointed her. Her hair was disheveled and her face look pained; I could tell she was definitely hung over. I quickly delivered her a hot cup of coffee and let her know that her breakfast would be ready shortly. I walked back to the oven to finish her omelet, occasionally glancing back at her to make sure she was alright.

During the week she would normally eat her breakfast at her desk while she worked, but on the weekends such as today, she would sometimes have it at the kitchen counter. These occurrences were always awkward. When I was still her husband, I would love to chat with her about her plans for the weekend or how last night had been when she went out with her friends. But now as Zoe, her maid, I knew that it was not my place to initiate casual banter with my mistress. She would let me know if she wanted to hear from me.

I hurried to plate her breakfast and deliver it to her. I did so with a smile and a bow before I took my leave to return to my bedroom and get dressed for the day. I felt so embarrassed that I had let her see me in yesterday’s clothing and makeup, even though I knew there was no avoiding it. On the other hand, I felt like I had handled the morning the best that I could have given the circumstances. I was able to provide her with her breakfast and coffee in a timely manner so I was proud of that.

Back in my bedroom, I checked the time and realized that I was an hour behind schedule and still had a lot to do before I left for my new job at Professor Duncan’s house. I quickly got undressed and removed yesterday’s makeup so I could get ready for today.

I would start by getting dressed. Yesterday, Melissa told me to wear my best outfit so I intended to do just that. I opened my closet to see my extensive wardrobe of black skirts, dresses, tops, and high heels, along with white aprons, headbands, and other various accessories. And, of course, the bright pink fluffy maid’s dress that I had worn when I first acted as hostess for Melissa and her friends. Back when I needed to prove my loyalty and obedience to her in order to become her full time maid.

I ran my hands along all of my various clothing options. Deciding what to wear was always difficult when every item tickled my fancy. Picking out the outer layer could wait though, and I could think about it as I started getting dressed. But first, I needed to start by putting my butt plug in.

I grabbed it off of its charger along with my bottle of lube. I poured some lube on the plug and slathered it around with my hand before squatting down and pushing it in. My butt plugs always slid right in these days, no longer facing much resistance. Feeling it inside me always made me feel more complete.

With my butt plug in, I now faced my first outfit decision: to wear white or black thigh highs. Though to many it might seem like a minor detail, to me it was not. I knew that I would ultimately build my outfit based on this decision. For today, I decided to go for the more conventional black stockings. I grabbed them from the closet and slipped them on, one at a time, feeling the familiar smooth and silky sensation on my hairless legs.

Now that I had my general theme for my outfit, I continued. I picked out a black thong and put it on, tucking my small caged dick down in them, between my legs. These days I liked to wear tighter thongs. They both helped keep my cage tucked down and helped keep my butt plug in my loose asshole.

Next, I pulled out a matching black garter belt and hooked it around my waist before connecting the straps to my thigh highs. This, too, was an important piece of my outfits as my thigh highs liked to slip during my more vigorous cleaning work. I also loved the feeling of the tight straps across my ass. There was something about it that just felt so sexy.

Putting on a matching black bra was the next step. I put my arms through each strap and connected the hooks in the back. The bra had large cups which always looked silly at first, but made sense once they were filled. I unboxed the size E fake breasts that Melissa had bought me and slipped them into the bra. The breasts jiggled as I applied some adhesive to the backs and pressed them against my chest. The realistic feeling breasts were always one of my favorite parts to my outfit; they made me feel so much more like a real woman. And today, I knew I needed to look and feel as womanly as I could.

To improve this, I decided to wear my tightest and most firm corset to give me more feminine curves. It might be painful at times, but I knew it would be worth it to impress both of my masters. I wrapped the boned corset around my waist, hooked all the clasps and then pulled the strings as tightly as I could before tying them around me.

Now that I had the structure of my outfit on, it was time to finally decide what to wear on top. This would be what everyone would see today. My pink dress was calling to me and felt appropriate, but I wanted to look more professional today. Plus, I didn’t think the pink dress would look as good with the black lingerie that I had already put on. Instead, I found a black blouse that caught my eye and opted to try it.

The blouse had a silky sheen to it that I felt gave me a more mature look. I pulled it over my head, pushing my arms through the overly puffy sleeves. It had a deep V-neck which ended just above my breasts, almost giving me a look of having cleavage without showing off my obviously fake breasts. Realistic looking cleavage was still something I needed to improve upon.

For my bottom, I selected a skater skirt which I pulled up to my waist. It was simple, black, and short, and it was my go to skirt that I felt I could wear with any outfit. To amplify the skirt, I took out my white, fluffy petticoat and pulled it on underneath, giving it a nice poof and bounce. With both of those on, I then tucked in my blouse.

The last piece of clothing was my apron. I wasn’t sure what exactly I was in for today, but I had a feeling Professor Duncan’s house would be quite the project and require a lot of cleaning. For that, I selected my half apron which had pockets that allowed me to collect trash as I worked. I wrapped the apron around my waist and tied it in the back. It was white with lace trim that just touched the bottom of my skirt.

Now that I was dressed, I turned to my mirror to examine myself. I loved how I looked, but then again, I always loved dressing up as Zoe and feeling like a sexy, beautiful woman. Using my reflection, I adjusted my clothes so they fit just right, knowing that I would be examined closely today. Once everything was perfect, I went to sit down at my vanity and apply my makeup.

As I sat down I let out a sigh. It was a lot of work preparing myself to become a sissy maid every day. After the first few months, it all became second nature, but that didn’t make it any less work. I always wondered if someday I would pay to make my transformation more permanent. I could get permanent hair removal so I could save time from shaving, permanent makeup to save time applying it each day, and I could even get breast implants to make myself feel more like a woman and not have to worry about my fake breasts falling out of my outfit. Though I thought about it often, I always decided that I would let more time pass to see how serious Melissa really was about my maid life before I would make such serious changes to my body. Yesterday’s conversation definitely had me worried that my being her maid might have a shelf life. If she didn’t think that there was enough work for me to do on a regular basis, would she want to keep me as her full time maid? That question only made today more important. I needed to impress her and show her my worth through my new side work.

I checked the time again and realized that I was falling further behind schedule. I quickly got started on my makeup. I used foundation to give my face a soft feminine appearance and hide my stubble, contour to give it a more feminine shape, black eye liner and shadow to give my eyes a more sultry look, and added long, thick false eyelashes which I gently brushed with mascara. I topped it all off with dark pink lipstick.

I was almost done now. The last thing I needed to do was my hair. I grabbed my wig off of the mannequin head which I kept on my vanity and placed it over my head, tucking my hair underneath. I had been working on growing my hair out, but it wasn’t yet long enough for me to forgo wearing my wig. I greatly looked forward to the day when it would be. I brushed my wig with my hair brush until all the knots and tangles were out. When I let my brunette hair down, it fell to my mid back. To complete my hair, I put in my maid’s headband. It was a black headband with white lace atop it.

I walked over to my mirror to take in my full look. Seeing myself fully made up always turned me on. I wasn’t that I was turned on by myself, but rather that I was turned on by my lifestyle and what my look represented. I loved everything about it.

Finally, I grabbed my tallest black stilettos and slipped them on my feet. I was finally dressed and ready to take on the day and the new challenge it held for me. I turned on the vibration on my butt plug, embraced the surge of arousal it generated, and walked out of my bedroom to get started.


Chapter 4
Zoe’s Big Day


Ihurried downstairs to get started on my day’s chores. I had already provided Melissa her breakfast so that task was already accomplished, but I now needed to clean up the mess she left behind and then make sure the entire house was in order. After yesterday, I needed to make absolutely sure that our house was in perfect condition before leaving for Professor Duncan’s house.

For the next few hours, I cleaned, vacuumed, dusted, and did the laundry. I moved with my usual maid’s grace and poise, but also a sense of urgency unlike any that I had had for some time. I always stuck to a strict schedule which I rarely found myself behind on, especially not this far behind. But then again, I also rarely had such a full day like today. I did everything I could in the time I had while making notes of several minor details that I would need to attend to tomorrow.

When I was done, I settled in the kitchen to make Melissa her lunch. I set her meal on a serving tray along with a glass of iced tea and then set off to bring it to her in the living room. There, I found her laying on the couch reading. “Here’s your lunch, Madam,” I said to her as I extended her the tray.

Melissa looked up from her book and gave me a small smile. “Thank you, Zoe,” she said. She kicked her legs over the side as she came to sit on the couch. She took the tray from me and set it on her lap as she gave its sight an approving nod. “So, what is your status for today? Are you ready to go to start your new job?” she asked me before taking her first bite of food. I could sense a mix of excitement and anxiety in her voice. I could tell she was eager for her old professor to met me.

“Yes, Madam. I think I’m just about done here. I just need to freshen up and then I think I will be ready to go,” I replied. “Unless you need me for anything else, of course.”

Melissa nodded as she swallowed her bite. “Oh, good,” she said once her mouth was empty. “In that case, you may stay while I eat my lunch. I could use a table for this meal.”

Out of all of the humiliations and punishments she used on me, being her table was one of my least favorites. I forced a smile and nodded as I begrudgingly lowered myself down to all fours and positioned my back just in front of her. She moved her lunch tray off of her lap and onto my back.

“Thank you, Zoe. You’re an angel,” she said.

“I live to serve you, Madam,” I replied.

Melissa let out a chuckle and then continued eating. After a few more bites, she started talking again. “Zoe, there’s something I need to warn you about,” she said, a sense of hesitance and forewarning in her tone. “Professor Duncan… he’s a curious man. As a professor of human sexuality, he has often liked to explore his sexuality with new, interesting subjects…”

“Oh,” I let out, already understanding where she was going.

“Yes, well, there’s no doubt that he will likely take an interest in you, Zoe,” she said.

I suddenly felt flustered by the thought of meeting this man who might take such an interest in me. Maybe I would soon find a way to be intimate with another man, if she let me that is.

She continued, “I need you to promise me that you will refuse any sexual advances that he may attempt to initiate with you. Can you promise me that?” she said. Hearing her words was deflating. Just when I thought I might get a chance to experience the pleasures of cock once again, to explore my growing sexual desires, she finds a reason to deny me. I knew, however, that I needed to obey.

“Yes, Madam,” I responded.

“Very good. This will be the first time I’ve let you be alone with a man and I know you probably have some naughty ideas floating around in your simple mind… But remember that I’m trusting you and this is very important to me. You’re not going to let me down, are you?” Melissa said.

I wanted to cry out, to beg and plea. She was dangling this new experience in front of me and swiping it away once again. I held those feeling in, just as I always did, and said, “No, madam. I never want to let you down.”

Her arms crossed as she looked at me disdainfully. “That’s what I thought until you forced me to punish you last night. Did you learn your lesson in your cage last night?” she asked.

The memory of being locked in my cage all night filled me with angst. I couldn’t let that happen again. I needed to obey her new rule. “Yes, madam,” I answered. “I need to always put your needs before my feelings. No matter what you choose to talk to me about, should you choose to talk to me, I should always maintain the standards that you have taught me.”

“Excellent,” she said as she removed the tray from my back. “Now why don’t you clean up lunch and then get going?”

“Of course. Right away, Madam.” I stood up and took the tray from her lap and went off to start my final preparations.

///

When I finished cleaning and getting ready, I grabbed my keys and wallet, put them in an old black purse that Melissa had given me, and then made my way to my car in the garage. As I sat down in the driver’s seat I quickly realized that I had never driven in high heels before. For that matter, I had never left the house fully dressed as Zoe before. The most I had ever worn in public was a bra, panties, and thigh highs, and that was all underneath my old man clothes.

I clicked the garage remote and as the door opened, letting sunlight fill the dark garage, I had another sudden realization. It was the early afternoon of a Saturday. There would be lots of people home and on the streets of our neighborhood. They could see me.

I looked around my car for something to wear, something to disguise myself with, but there was nothing. I pulled down the sun visor and opened the mirror to examine myself. I had a wig and makeup on and rarely left the house these days. Would anyone actually recognize me? The answer didn’t matter. I didn’t have a choice either way.

The engine of the car purred as I turned the ignition and shifted the car into reverse. I slowly backed out of the garage and driveway as I glanced around to look for people on the streets. Besides a few kids playing on the sidewalk, and some landscapers mowing a lawn, the street was luckily very empty. I shifted the car into drive and left my safe home to make my way to unknown of Professor Duncan’s house on the other side of town.

The drive over was exhilarating. At every stop light I imagined the drivers next to me staring at me. Could they tell what I was? What did they think of me? The thought of being seen was more arousing than I had expected and my chastity cage fought off my struggling dick the entire drive.

Those feelings shifted, however, as I pulled up to his house. As I pulled my car into his driveway, I found myself growing increasingly nervous, a feeling I didn’t experience much these days. After being seen by Melissa’s friends and her many lovers, I was used to being seen by other people these days so meeting someone new as Zoe wasn’t unusual. And while I would feel a sort of nervousness when Melissa would get mad at me or point out a mistake that I made, that was less being nervous and more a mixture of fear and arousal. This feeling of nervousness was different.

Do I feel like this because of Melissa’s warning? Because he might be interested in me? Or maybe I’m nervous that he might not be into me after the warning she gave me? Would that mean that I don’t look like the sexy woman that I feel I am?

Melissa’s girl friends and random men never had an interest in me. Upon first seeing me they were all pretty confused or weirded out, which I could understand. But this was a man who studied human sexuality, who liked to explore and test his own sex desires. If he had no interest in me, then was I a disgrace as a sissy maid? Was I not everything that I thought I was?

The thought haunted me as I turned off my car. I glanced around to see if anyone was near and then quickly climbed out and scampered to his front door. I looked down at my outfit and straightened everything to make sure I looked presentable.

And then I rang the door bell.

I heard the sound of footsteps moving towards the door and I felt my heart beating faster. There was a brief pause and then I heard the door unlock and begin to creak open. The door opened to reveal a man standing in the doorway. He was an older man, likely in his 50’s. His hair was cut short and mostly grey, but still had some patches of the original brown color. His face was distinguished with a sharp nose, hard brown eyes, and a square jawline. He was average height and wore a tweed jacket with a light blue collared shirt underneath, and slacks that matched his jacket. He certainly had the look of a professor.

“Professor Duncan?” I asked.

The man’s face lit up at my sight. “You must be Zoe! Please, come in! And call me Scott,” he said as he ushered me inside. “I don’t know why Melissa always insists on calling me Professor Duncan after we’ve been friends for over twenty years. Or, wait, yes I do. Because it still turns her on.”

I was more than glad to hurry out of public view, though I was a little caught off guard by what he said about Melissa. As I entered, I took in the view of the living room. It was a large room with light gray painted walls, white wainscoting, and large, fancy moulding on every wall. It had large windows covered with grand dark grey curtains and was filled with cream colored furniture in a simplistic and modern style. To my surprise, there wasn’t trash skewed around or any glaring messes, though I did notice quite a lot of dust.

“Thank you for having me… Scott,” I said, turning around to face him.

He smiled in response. “Thank you for coming to help me. It might not look too bad in here, but I assure you, your help is dearly needed. Please follow me and let me show you around,” he said as he started down the hall. As we walked he continued, “I have to admit, after all of Melissa’s stories, I was quite eager to meet you. It’s so refreshing to hear about people taking control of their sexuality in these modern days. It’s truly an honor to meet someone such as yourself.”

I blushed at his complement. “Thank you, sir. You flatter me,” I replied.

He turned to walk through the first door in the hall and into the kitchen. As I entered, I instantly saw where my help was needed. The kitchen was grand; it had high ceilings, beautiful white cabinets with exquisite moulding, and a large island in the middle. But it was a disaster. The sink was filled with dirty dishes, the counters were covered in filth, the trashcan was overflowing, and crumbs were all over the floor.

“Oh my,” I let out. I instantly covered my mouth, ashamed at such an inappropriate and judgmental remark which was unbecoming of a servant.

Scott sighed. “I know, it’s shameful. Not that it is any excuse, but I grew up in a very old fashioned household where a man was a man and woman was a woman. I was never taught how to cook or clean. Once I left home for school, I soon met Cathy, my wife, and she has always taken care of these duties.

“But recently, she released her first novel, her life’s work, and she has been traveling on longer and longer book tours, leaving me to fend for myself. It’s shameful that a man of my age can’t take care of himself, but it just feels unnatural,” he said. I could hear the shame in his tone, he truly was saddened by his inadequacies in his home.

I looked at him and gave him a smile. “Don’t worry, sir. You have me to help you now. You won’t have to lift a finger,” I said.

He looked as if his stress melted away. His shoulders slumped and a relieved look showed on his face. “Thank you, Zoe. That’s very reassuring,” he said. “Though maybe, someday, you will teach me how to do some of what you do? As a teacher, I’m always interested in learning. And I have always loved getting dirty and learning with my hands.”

Is he flirting with me?

He continued, “Speaking of hands-on learning, let me show you the bedroom.”

Okay. He’s definitely flirting with me.

I followed him into his bedroom where he showed me his king sized bed which was unmade and covered with dirty clothes along with the rest of the room. I could also see into the master bathroom which had towels on the floor and a mess on the countertop.

I really have my work cut out for me.

“The more I show you, the more embarrassed I am, Zoe,” Scott said awkwardly. “But I’m sure you can relate. I mean, your slobbery was one of the reasons Melissa transformed you into a maid.”

“There’s nothing to be embarrassed about. These messes are exactly why maids like me exist. Please just go relax while I take care of everything,” I said, trying to make him feel better.

My reassuring words seemed to help as he smiled back at me. “Thank you, that’s such a relief. I’ll leave you to it then,” he sighed. “Please let me know if you have any questions. I’ll be in my study grading papers if you need anything. Oh, and no need to clean that room. It has an organized chaos that suits me well.”

I gave him a bow and returned his smile.

“Oh, and Melissa told me that I am to hold you to the highest standards. I expect my house to be spotless and tidy by the time you leave. And I expect dinner at 5pm. You may use anything that you can find in the kitchen,” he said, his tone becoming more serious.

I was surprised by his sudden change, but understood that I was just on loan from my mistress and he didn’t want to break her rules for me.

“Yes, sir,” I replied with another bow.

He started walking out of the bedroom, but stopped just before. “I am to give her a complete report of your work and your behavior. She said she would determine your reward or punishment based on what I told her,” he added.

I nodded to let him know I understood.

His body language changed again as he leaned against the doorframe. “But Zoe... if you happen to be extra naughty, I may have to punish you myself,” he said with a soft, sensual voice.

He let his words hang in the air for a moment and then gave me a wink and walked away.


Chapter 5
Scott


Iknew he was just teasing me, but I still felt my body flush with warmth and my dick growing in its cage from his threats of punishment. It appeared that Melissa had been right, he was taking an interest in me and I would need to do everything in my power to resist any advances he tried. I couldn’t risk breaking my promise to my mistress.

I checked the time and realized that I only had three hours to get everything done. Could I really clean a whole house and make dinner in just three hours? Over the last year I had been maintaining an already cleaned house so it had been quite a while since I had to clean a complete mess of a house like this one. Luckily, at this point in my life as Zoe, I was very experienced at being a maid. I knew that with a proper game plan, I could get everything done. And I would.

First, I would need to start the laundry so it could run while I worked on other areas and so I would have time to put it away when it was dry. Then, I would need to tackle the larger tasks such as tidying, vacuuming, and mopping before working on the kitchen while also deciding what to cook for dinner. Once I had completed those tasks, I would fit in whatever else I could including making the bed, putting the cleaned clothes away, dusting, cleaning windows and mirrors, and so on. Ultimately, I had a strong feeling that I wasn’t going to leave the house today feeling satisfied that I had fully cleaned it, but I would do the most that I could to make the biggest difference while optimizing my client’s happiness. That was my job as a maid so that’s exactly what I would do.

There certainly would be no down time or any time to waste. With my plan in mind, I got started. I rushed around Scott’s bedroom and picked up all of the dirty clothes off the bed and ground, collecting it in his hamper. Then, I did a quick scan of the house looking for any other stray garments or towels that may need to be washed as well before finding the laundry room and starting a wash cycle.

With the laundry started, I could get working on cleaning the floors. But first, I needed to wipe off the kitchen counters. I learned long ago to clean the kitchen counters before vacuuming because there’s a high probability of knocking crumbs from the counter to the floor and you don’t want to have to clean twice. I did a quick wipe down of the countertops and then got started vacuuming the house.

Despite vacuuming every day, doing so in high heels was still a bit of an effort and always escalated my heart rate. By the time I was done, I already had sweat beading on my forehead. There was no time to rest though, I needed to keep moving. I grabbed the mop and started washing the floors. I did so in a circle around the house, starting at the kitchen sink and going around so that I could finish on the other side of the sink. This was so I could position myself where I could wash dishes while the floors dried.

While I washed the dishes and loaded them into the dish washer, I felt a growing sense of pride. I was in the midst of a large undertaking and I felt that I was conquering it. While I wanted to congratulate myself on becoming such a good and efficient house keeper, I knew that I would be no where if not for the strict demands and training enforced by my wife and mistress. She had not only transformed me from a lazy husband to her sissy maid, but she had trained and molded me into an excellent, subservient one. She was the one deserving of the credit.

But it wasn’t just my cleaning skills that made me an excellent sissy maid, it was also my new skills in the kitchen. A year ago, if you had told me to enter a stranger’s kitchen and whip together a nice dinner using whatever was available, it was likely that you would get a couple slices of buttered toast. These days, however, I knew how to use any and every ingredient to not only make a complete and balanced meal, but to make it delicious and suitable for my masters.

As I started preparing dinner, I heard footsteps enter the kitchen and turned to see Scott. “My goodness, Zoe. This place looks amazing already. You’re a miracle worker,” he said. I could hear the awe and sincerity in his tone; he wasn’t flirting or being nice, he really meant it.

I flashed him a smile and gave him a bow. “Thank you, sir. I am grateful to hear that you are pleased with my work so far,” I replied.

“I am far more than pleased, I am ecstatic. When Cathy returns tomorrow she’s going to be amazed and thrilled that she isn’t coming home to a huge mess again.”

“I am more than pleased to help you whenever needed, sir,” I said as I dropped some noodles in boiling water. “As long as it’s okay with my mistress.”

He walked closer to me and I felt his hand on my back. “I was really hoping you would say that, Zoe. I would really love to see you again. Maybe then you could give me those private lessons,” he said.

His hand started drifting down my back, sending shivers down my spine as it went. I closed my eyes to embrace the feeling as my dick started growing in its cage from his sensual touch. His hand was approaching my ass slowly but surely. Just as his fingers brushed the curve of my ass I suddenly remembered Melissa’s warning.

I was consumed by fear. I quickly turned around to get his hand off of me. But he was now standing right in front of me. His arm reached around and grabbed me tight, pulling me against him. Our lips were inches apart and I couldn’t help but look at them. I saw him looking at mine as well as our eyes flickered back and forth. I felt a magnetism pulling us together. Our heads both turned and moved closer. Then the fear returned.

“No!” I shouted suddenly as I pushed him away. “I’m sorry, sir, but I can’t. It would be against my mistress’ rules.”

He stumbled briefly and then regained his balance as he casually leaned against the island in the middle of the kitchen. “I see,” he said, considering. “That Melissa is a strict one, isn’t she?”

I nodded and said, “She does what she thinks is best for me. To get the best out of me.”

“Yes, of course,” he said with a sigh. “If she wasn’t one of my favorite students and a long time friend, then I might consider stealing you away to have you all for myself. But as it is, I will try to be good. For her.”

I gave him a short bow. “Thank you, sir. I know she would appreciate that.”

I went back to working on dinner while keeping an eye on him. He continued to lean against the counter, sometimes watching me work and other times just gazing off, looking lost in his own thoughts. To be honest, it was growing more awkward by the minute. Eventually, he stood up, gave me a light tap on the ass and walked out. I could tell he was still pushing his boundaries with me, but I would let that touch go. Mostly because I liked it.

Dinner was nearly ready now so I hurried off to get some more work done around the house before I served Scott his dinner and returned home to make dinner for Melissa. I quickly put his clean clothes away, made his bed, and tidied the bathrooms. When I was done with those tasks, I returned to the kitchen to complete dinner.

I dished out the pasta on a plate, mixed in my homemade pesto, and sprinkled a generous helping of parmesan cheese on top. I felt a little guilty serving him pasta for dinner after bragging to myself about my cooking skills, but his pantry and refrigerator were very empty and this was likely far better than whatever he would have been able to make for himself given his supplies. I brought the plate to his study where he was still busy grading papers.

“Sir? I have your dinner,” I said as I knocked on the half opened door.

“Oh my, is it 5 o’clock already? Please, come in,” he said.

As I entered the room I was forced to hold back my horror at the state of it. There were papers, trash, and dirty dishes scattered all about. Clearly, I hadn’t done a well enough job hiding my feelings as he sighed and looked around at the mess.

“I know, I know. It’s a terrible mess, but I have a system for everything. I promise I do,” he said, embarrassed.

I forced a smile as I set down his dinner on the only empty space on his desk. “Here you are, sir,” I said.

“Thank you, Zoe,” he said. “You’ve done an amazing job today and I will make sure Melissa knows.”

I gave him a bow. “Thank you, sir. It has been an honor serving you today. Thank you for giving me the opportunity,” I replied.

“Of course. Well, until next time I suppose,” he said, letting me know that it was okay for me to leave.

I gave him a smile, but couldn’t find the urge to leave. My eyes kept darting around the mess of a room. I couldn’t accept it. “I’m sorry, sir. But would you mind if I just cleaned up a little? Could I at least take the dirty dishes and empty the trash?” I asked. I tried to remain calm despite the mess eating at me.

He had just taken a bite of food, but started to look around his study as he chewed. Once he swallowed, he said, “I suppose that would be fine, if you have the time that is.”

I knew I didn’t, but I just couldn’t leave a mess like this, not without feeling like I failed my job. “Of course I do,” I said as I quickly started collecting the dirty dishes and mugs of stale coffee. I brought them back to the kitchen to wash off and then hurried back to his office.

He was casually eating his dinner and looked up at me as I returned. “This is absolutely divine, Zoe,” he said as he chewed.

“Thank you, sir. I’m glad you like it,” I replied as I continued tidying his office. I found a trove of trash behind his desk and bent over to pick it up.

I felt something cold on the inside of my leg and then heard him ask, “Are you sure you can’t stay a little later for some… dessert?”

I peered back over my shoulder and realized he had used his fork to lift up my petticoat and was staring at my ass. I quickly stood up and tried to compose myself, feeling flustered by his surprise come on.

“Oh, umm, no… I really should be going now,” I said under my breath. I emptied my hands of the trash into his office waste bin, and scurried towards the door. “It was a pleasure to serve you, sir,” I said as I gave him another bow on my way out.

“Thank you, Zoe,” he said, acting as if nothing had happened. “Oh, and Zoe? Next time please call me Scott. No more calling me ‘sir’.”

“Yes, si-Scott,” I replied with a smile. He smiled back and then shifted his focus back to his plate. I hurried out of his house and back to my car where I collapsed into the driver’s seat. I reclined the seat and leaned back to catch my breath.

He is a dangerous one. It’s going to be hard to keep fighting off his advances if he keeps becoming more insistent.

Despite knowing that it was wrong and that my mistress had discouraged it, my dick was excited from the proposition of a man’s interest in me. It had been so long since I had felt that special touch of a man inside me. I hoped I could resist, for honor’s sake. And out of fear that Melissa would find out.


Chapter 6
First Client Review


Ireturned home later than I had planned, giving me even less time to prepare Melissa’s dinner. She always had a strong appetite after returning home from the gym so being late wasn’t an option. Luckily, I always planned my menu for the week well in advance and had already started some of the meal prep earlier. It wouldn’t take long for me to put together her dinner, though I would have to work at a much faster pace.

By the time I was done and setting the dinner table, I heard the front door open and watched Melissa stroll in with her gym bag. She wore tight purple leggings with a matching purple sports bra which showed off her toned abs in between. These days she practically lived at the gym so it was no surprise that her efforts were paying off to make her more fit and sexier than ever.

“Mmm, what smells so delicious?” she asked as she set the bag down and came to sit at the table.

I greeted her with my customary smile and bow. “Good evening, Mistress. Tonight I’ve prepared you salmon with a refreshing salad. Please come eat, won’t you?” I replied as I pulled out her chair for her.

“I don’t mind if I do,” she said as she let me sit her in her chair. I unfurled the napkin and set it on her lap and she picked up the silverware to begin eating. “This is delightful, Zoe. Thank you.”

“My pleasure,” I returned as I began to head back into the kitchen.

Melissa stopped me before I could make it out. “Hold on. Stay and talk to me before you go,” she said as she swallowed her first bite.

I turned around and returned to stand behind her. “Yes, Mistress?”

Without taking her eyes off of her plate she said, “Tell me how it went with Professor Duncan.”

I thought back to the three hours that I had spent cleaning his house. I reminisced about the flirtatious advances he had made on me. I knew I couldn’t admit any of that to her, but it was what stuck out in my mind the most.

“It was all really a blur. Not to speak poorly of your mentor, but there was a lot of work to be done. I had limited time so I was rushing to get as much done as I could.”

“I’m glad to hear that you gave it your all. Do you think you did a good job?” she asked me.

I knew I had and I knew that he was happy with my work as he had told me, but I also knew better than to say so. Telling her that I did a good job only elevated her already strict grading standards.

“It is not my place to comment on such a quality, Mistress,” I replied.

She took a sip of the wine that I had set out for her and nodded. “Yes, yes. Of course, Zoe. You’re so proper. He actually sent me a long text message, but I haven’t had the chance to read it yet. Now that I’m home, I thought I might as well hear your side of things first,” she said.

The thought of our lips nearly connecting flashed in my mind before I shook the image out of my head. “I spent the entire time cleaning and making his dinner. I don’t think there is much else to report,” I lied, hoping that Scott wasn’t crazy enough to mention anything he did or said to me.

Her eyes left her plate to look up at mine. “So he didn’t try to make any moves on you?” she asked with a serious tone in her voice.

“N-no. Of course not, Mistress,” I lied again.

Her eyes went back to her plate as she continued eating. “Very well. I expect to see you in my bedroom once you are done cleaning up dinner. I will have read his message by then and will know how to handle you by then.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said as I gave her a parting bow and left the dining room. I returned to the kitchen to eat my own dinner, alone as always. My food was more on the cold side now, but I was used to that. Cold food and leftovers were all part of my life as a maid.

///

When I finished eating dinner and cleaning up, I made my way upstairs to Melissa’s bedroom. She was just coming out of the shower, her naked body still wet and glistening. I admired her quietly as she ran her towel down her curvaceous body and around her perky breasts. I saw her pussy between her legs and the sight made my penis swell up in its cage. It had been so long since I had the honor of feeling the inside of it.

Despite everything that had happened over the last year, I still longed for that touch, even if I knew I would never feel it again. I wondered if it would even feel the same. If it was still as tight as it used to be or if it would be looser after being fucked by so many real men with large, man-sized cocks. My dick was pressing against its cage now as I imagined her getting fucked. And me as well.

I adjusted my cage in my panties and then finally made my presence known. “Excuse me, Mistress,” I said.

Melissa looked at me and had a grin on her face. “Have you been watching me? Naughty maid!” she said.

I could feel my cheeks turning red with embarrassment. I don’t know why I still tried to get things by her; she always knew what I was up to. I tried to change the subject to ease my growing shame. “Would you like a robe to wear?” I asked her.

“Yes, please. The pink one if you don’t mind,” she replied. I walked to her closet and took her pink robe off of its hanger. It was short and satin, and was one of her favorites to wear around her men. I had to wonder if that meant she would be having a visitor tonight.

I brought the robe to her in the bathroom and held it out for her to slip her arms through. “Thank you, Zoe,” she said as she pulled the robe around her and tied the belt. The robe only went down to her mid thigh and if I caught the right angle, I knew I could still sneak a peek of her pussy through the slit. “Let’s move to the bed so we can perform your review, shall we?”

“Of course, Mistress,” I said as I followed her. She sat on the edge of the bed as she normally did and I laid over her knees. A few months ago she had started requesting this position so she could easily spank me as needed while she gave me my weekly performance reviews.

Her hand hiked up my dress and started softly rubbing my bare ass. Her soft touch felt cool on my ass and was extremely sensual and arousing.

“Let’s see what Professor Duncan had to say,” she began as she scrolled through her phone with her other hand. “Oh wow, you made quite the impression on him, Zoe.”

She gave my ass a squeeze. I flinched at its suddenness. “Hopefully a good one, Mistress,” I said.

“Here’s what he said, “Melissa, thank you dearly for letting me borrow your Zoe. She was extremely well behaved and excelled at her work, never once wasting a moment of time. In just a short time she whipped my house into shape and made me a divine dinner; it was remarkable. She was truly a blessing. If it’s not asking too much, I would be grateful if she could come back some time soon to help out again. Would that be possible?”

Hearing her read Scott’s review was beyond exciting. He had already told me that I had done a good job in person, but now I knew he really meant it thanks to the review he sent to Melissa. “I’m glad he liked my work,” I said, trying to hide my surging pride.

Melissa grabbed my ass again. “I think he more than liked it. He wants you to come back. What do you think, Zoe? Would you like to continue working for him?” she said.

I knew my answer before she asked, but I knew it wasn’t my place to give such feedback so I deferred back to her, despite eagerly wanting to say yes. “If you would like me to continue to help Scott, then it would be my privilege to do so,” I replied.

She suddenly gave my ass a slap. “Scott? You two are on a first name basis?” she asked me pointedly.

I gulped nervously. “I didn’t want to be, Mistress, but he kept insisting. I didn’t want to disobey his orders,” I explained meekly.

Her hand patted my ass as if telling me it was alright. “If that’s what he wanted then so be it. You did the right thing in obeying him. You should always obey him as if he is your master, too,” she said. She paused briefly before continuing. “And I think I will have you continue to help him. He clearly needs the help and you have the time.”

“Yes, Mistress. Very well. I look forward to helping out however I can.”

Melissa’s hand moved between my legs until it reached my chastity cage. My thighs quivered as her cool hands brushed against them. The feeling of her fingers on my cage made my dick spasm in excitement. “I suppose you’re due for a reward for your hard work today,” she said.

She gave my ass a couple light taps, signaling for me to stand up. I did so and she followed me up once I was off of her. “Wait here,” she instructed me.

She untied her robe and let it drop to the floor as she walked out of the room naked. I anxiously stood waiting for her to return and reward me, wondering what she might do. I couldn’t help but bounce in my heels as the excitement surged through me.

When she finally returned, she was wearing a strap on with a large cock shaped dildo hanging from it. A hunger grew inside of me as I watched the cock hanging from her crotch sway back and forth as she walked towards me. My breasts heaved forward as my breathing grew heavy. My mouth salivated.

“After being around a man all day, I’m sure you wish this was a real cock, but you will have to settle for this one,” Melissa said with a smirk on her face. She knew me too well. But of course she did, she was the one who transformed me into my new self. Into Zoe.

“I’m always happy with whatever you decide to allow me, Mistress,” I said as I tried to hide my excitement. I had a dildo inside my mouth and asshole on most days when I practiced my oral skills and kept my asshole loose for her, but it didn’t compare to the feeling of getting fucked by her. I could never replicate her energy, her force, or her dominance. She degraded me when she fucked me. She made me feel like the naughty cock whore that I am. And I loved it.

“Thank you for picking the big one,” I added with a smile.

“You’re welcome, Zoe, but you know I didn’t have a choice. These days your sissy pussy is too loose for all of your other dildos,” she said nonchalantly. My caged dick started reacting to her words. I loved when she called my sissy pussy loose. “This dildo is looking a little dry though, why don’t you moisten it up a bit first?”

“Of course, Mistress.” I lowered myself onto my knees just in front of her. I grabbed the shaft with my right hand and positioned it towards my open mouth. My eyes looked up at her as my mouth moved forward and kissed the head of the dildo.

“Don’t be coy, sissy. Suck it,” she demanded.

I moved my mouth forward, taking the cock shaped dildo inside me. With my other dildos, I could really fill my mouth and throat now that my gag reflex was a thing of the past. But with this big, thick dildo, my skills were always humbled. My jaw extended wide as I took in as much of it as I could, though it wasn’t enough for my liking.

I pulled my head back, slurping the dildo as my lips ran along the veins and over the ridge of the head.

My dick tingled with arousal and my mind flushed with lust as I sucked on the cock. I remembered how it felt sucking Taylor’s cock. The feeling, the taste, the passion. My free hand grabbed Melissa’s ass, though I imagined it was his. I pulled it towards me and she understood what I wanted. She started thrusting her hips forward, fucking my mouth. I moaned as the dildo hit the back of my throat over and over again. I wanted to cry out for more, but my mouth was too full to make a sound.

Just as I was really getting into it, she stopped thrusting and pulled the dildo out of my mouth. I wiped the drool from my chin as I gazed up at her, awaiting my next instructions.

“You know what to do, sissy. Get in position,” she ordered me.

“Yes, Mistress,” I agreed as I raised up off of my knees. I crawled onto the bed and positioned myself so that my head was by my hands on the bed and my knees where tucked in towards my stomach. My ass was pointed towards Melissa.

Melissa stepped towards me and slapped my ass. “You’re a little too high for me. I think I need my power heels,” she said. She walked to her closet and opened it. Her hands reached in and pulled out a pair of five inch black stilettos covered in straps. These were her “power” heels. The heels she wore when she really wanted to take charge. She put them on and then returned to me.

As she approached, her dildo flopping freely from her crotch, I watched her in our mirrored closet doors. She stopped in front of me and I could see her wearing nothing but her high heels and strap on. Out of all the sexy outfits she liked to wear, this was by far my favorite.

“You know… I never thought I would like fucking you so much, Zoe, but I do. Not only is it a great way to relieve stress and release my pent up rage, but it also makes me feel powerful and sexy,” she said. She flipped up my skirt and pulled down my panties. My asshole was quivering with desire.

“You are powerful and sexy, Mistress. You should always feel that way,” I said to her over my shoulder.

She teased my asshole with her finger playfully. “Thank you, Zoe. You’re such a good girl. Would you please hand me the lube?”

I reached towards the side of the bed, to her nightstand, and opened the drawer. Inside was a half filled bottle of lube which I grabbed and extended back towards her. I heard the bottle squirt followed by the sounds of the lube slathering along the dildo. My excitement grew. Finally, I felt the tip pressing against my asshole and pop in. I gasped at the feeling of it entering me, further stretching me open as Melissa shoved it deeper.

I felt her skin against my ass. She was all the way inside me. “Your sissy pussy really gobbles up cocks, you filthy slut. We might have to find you an even bigger dildo soon,” Melissa said as she pressed the dildo in harder.

“Whatever you say, Mistress,” I moaned out as my fingers grabbed the bedsheets tightly.

She pulled her hips back then grabbed my hips tightly as she pulled me back and thrusted her hips forward against my ass at the same time, slamming the dildo against my prostate. I gasped at the euphoric feeling.

“I bet you like that, you fucking whore!” she spat out at me.

“Mmhmm,” I moaned in reply.

She continued pulling the dildo back and pounding it deep inside me. “I bet you’re imagining that I’m some tall, muscular man with a big cock making you his bitch, aren’t you?” she asked me.

“No,” I breathed out. “I’m just thinking of you, Mistress.”

She thrust the dildo deep inside me again, even harder this time. “You should. Imagine I’m Scott. I’m sure you would like that,” she teased. “Go ahead and get the fantasy out of your system because you won’t be getting anything from him.”

The mention of Scott instantly flooded my mind with thoughts of him. I wondered what he looked like underneath his professor clothes. Was he fit? I bet he was surprisingly muscular under his tweed jacket. He had a strong confidence about him and he was very comfortable with his sexuality which, to me, meant that he had a large cock. I wondered what it looked like. And how it would taste.

The thought of his cock made my dick throb. It made me wish I had something to suck on while Melissa continued to fuck me. Instead I bit my lip as she slowed down, likely taking a break to catch her breath.

“Are you doing it, Zoe? Are you imagining Professor Duncan fucking you?” she asked me.

“Yes, Mistress,” I admitted.

“Good girl, Zoe,” she replied. “I’ve often daydreamed about that myself. Maybe now that I can fuck anyone I want I will finally try to get what I’ve wanted for so long. I’ve always imagined that he has a big cock. What do you think?”

Sweat dropped from my forehead and my breathing grew more labored as she started thrusting harder again. “I agree, Mistress,” I breathed out in answer.

“When I was his student, I always fantasized about showing up to his office in a little school girl costume and throwing myself at him. I dreamed that he would bend me over his knees and spank me with his ruler for being a bad girl and for failing his exam. I would promise to do anything to make it up to him. I didn’t want to disappoint my favorite teacher after all. That’s when he would throw me over his desk, and take me, filling me with his long, hard cock,” she said, her breath heavy and sensual.

With each word she spoke, I imagined myself in her fantasy and my dick throbbed harder. It was such a sexy dream. If Scott tried any of that on me, I wasn’t sure I would be able to resist. But if Melissa was truly interested in him, then I knew I absolutely had to resist. I could never upset my mistress in such a way.

But still, at this moment I couldn’t stop thinking of being bent over his desk. Papers and books scattered all over. His khakis unzipped and down at his knees. The legs of the desk screeching against the floorboards as he fucked me. I let out a loud moan as Melissa started fucking me even harder.

My dick was pulsing now, so aroused by her fantasy and the dildo inside me. I couldn’t take anymore. I groaned as my dick exploded, pumping out load after load of cum. My body tingled with relief as the cum shot out, and when it finished, I melted into the bed. Melissa took that as her cue to stop fucking me and pulled the dildo out.

I flipped onto my back and stared at the ceiling as I caught my breath. As I did, I felt Melissa’s fingers crawling up my inner thigh. The feeling tickled and grew more sensitive as they approached my dick. And then her hand suddenly grabbed my caged dick firmly.

“Remember, slut. You can use your imagination, but Professor Duncan is mine. If you ever want to cum again, you will take heed my these words,” she said as she shook my cage. “Now I expect your mess to be cleaned up immediately. I have a guest coming over soon and we will need the bed nicely made. So we can mess it up ourselves.”

Melissa laughed as she slapped my dick and then unhooked her strap-on and let it fall to the ground. I watched as walked to her closet and pulled out a dress. It was a short black wrap dress which she slipped on and tied loosely around her waist. I noticed that she didn’t bother to put on a bra or panties. There was no doubt as to the type of guest she would be having tonight.

She turned to look at me and her face suddenly grew red with anger. “Why are you still laying there? Get cleaning!” she yelled at me before storming out of the room.

I let out a loud sigh and forced myself up to sitting. I looked at my puddle of cum all over her bed and wished I had had the foresight to put down a towel first. I had no regrets though, that was an amazing orgasm. And now I had a new fantasy to think of when I practiced with my dildos. I couldn’t wait.


Chapter 7
Melissa’s Reward


Once I had cleaned up Melissa’s bed, I made my way downstairs and found her chatting with a new man. He was tall, dark skinned, and handsome with rippling muscles. He wore a ripped blue jeans and a tight fitting white tank top that conformed to his muscular chest. It was easy to tell that he was another man that she met at the gym, just like most of her other men. By now all the men at her gym must know about us and our relationship, or at least about her sexual proclivities. The thought of so many men knowing about us… about me… was a little unsettling, but I rarely left the house let alone pretended to be my former self anymore, so I dismissed the thought.

“Would you or your gentleman care for a refreshment?” I asked Melissa as I entered the living room where they were seated on the couch.

They both looked up at me. Melissa had her normal grin while her new man was wide eyed as he tried to contain his laughter. He tried to feign a smile, but I could see right through it. I had seen all the looks from all of her various men over the last year; amusement, horror, disbelief, you name it. The reaction definitely varied from man to man, but they had been improving as my body became more feminine, my hair grew longer, and my skills applying makeup improved. I had even caught a few wandering eyes from a couple of her recent men.

“That would be delightful, Zoe. Please bring us the usual,” Melissa said as she turned her attention back to the man.

I gave them a curt bow and replied, “Right away, Mistress.” I then hurried out of the room and into the kitchen to prepare their refreshments. Melissa’s usual meant a cocktail for her and a beer for her gentleman. I fixed the drinks and set them on a serving tray to bring to out to them.

When I returned to the living room with the drinks, Melissa had her hands all over the man, rubbing his bulbous arms and legs while she let out over exaggerated laughter at everything he said. She didn’t need to try so hard to win him over, they always knew what they were coming over to do, but I knew she was doing it to make me jealous.

I carried the tray to them and curtsied as I extended the tray towards them, offering the drinks. “Here are you refreshments, Mistress. Is there anything else the two of you would like?” I said.

Melissa glared at me and then ran her hands all the way up the man’s thighs to his crotch. She started rubbing his cock through his jeans. I could see the impression through his pants. His cock was large, to say the least. “I can think of one thing that I would really like,” she breathed out. “Anthony’s dick.” She laughed loudly as the man, Anthony, rolled his head back and moaned.

I could feel my dick growing while I watched her rub Anthony’s cock. A hunger was quickly building inside me. I tried to distract myself by staying on course with my duties. “Shall I get the bedroom prepared, Mistress?” I asked her. She always liked to have the mood just right when she had men over to fuck her.

She stopped rubbing Rick’s cock and picked up her drink from my tray. Rick followed suit, grabbing his beer and taking a sip. “That would be delightful. Please have it ready in five minutes. Oh, and please gag yourself. I won’t be needing to hear from you anymore tonight.”

I tucked the tray under my arm and bowed. “Yes, Mistress. I’ll have it ready right away.” I hurried back to the kitchen to drop off the tray and then scampered upstairs to get everything ready.

First, however, I went into my room to put on my gag as ordered. I grabbed my normal four inch dildo gag from my closet, put it in mouth, and tightly strapped it around my head. The tighter the strap, the deeper it went in my mouth, and the happier my mistress would be. It had taken a long time to get used to wearing the dildo gag deep in my throat for such a long time, but as with everything in my new role, I eventually became accustomed to it.

With the gag in place, I hurried to Melissa’s bedroom. I started by lighting all the candles on each side of the bed. She told me that she always enjoyed the passionate ambiance of candles, but never used them when we used to have sex because it wasn’t worth lighting them to just blow them out seconds later when I was finished. Next, she would want me to spray her perfume over the bedsheets. She liked marking her territory by having her men leaving smelling like her. Finally, she had me set out supplies on her nightstand. This included several condoms, lube, tissues, and glasses of water. And from her closet I took out a small chest containing her favorite sex toys which I put next to her nightstand, just in case. I finished by fluffing her pillows.

I sat down on the edge of the bed, waiting for them to enter; I wasn’t sure what her plans for me would be tonight while she was entertaining her guest so I would wait for her to tell me. When I heard giggling and stomping feet coming up the stairs, I knew they would soon enter so I stood up and straightened my apron and dress to look presentable.

Melissa eagerly pulled Anthony into the room. He had a big smile on his face which quickly disappeared when he saw me. “Are they going to be in here while we, uhh…,” he asked Melissa awkwardly.

She dropped his hand and walked towards me, her head cocked to the side as she considered. “Hmm, I don’t know. What do you think, Zoe? Do you want to watch Anthony fuck me?”

I did. Well, mostly. I loved watching my wife, my mistress, my goddess, being pleasured by a real man. She deserved all the pleasure in the world which was far more than I could ever provide her. At the same time, as I watched her get fucked by this large man I knew I would be enveloped by jealousy. Jealousy for the one thing I longed for that she continued to deny me.

I shrugged my answer, unable to relay a proper one with the gag tightly in my mouth.

Melissa rolled her eyes at my response. “Oh that’s right, your mouth is full of cock,” she said. She stared at me and tapped her chin with her finger in consideration. “I think you should watch tonight. I took part in your reward so now you can watch me get rewarded for being a good mistress.”

I bowed my head, giving her my acceptance of her decision. Melissa grabbed Anthony’s hand again and pulled him towards the bed. As she did, I stepped back against the closet door to make sure to give them space. I noticed Anthony sneer at me, clearly unhappy that I would be watching him fuck my wife.

Melissa tossed the bedding back and jumped into the bed. Anthony following suit on the other side; my former side. She lunged at him and aggressively locked lips with him. Their lips smacked loudly as they made out and their hands groped each other passionately. She tried to roll on top of Anthony, but he overpowered her easily and mounted her instead.

He loomed over her, his hard, brooding chest heaving with each breath. Melissa’s hands grabbed his washboard abs and pulled his shirt up as they worked their way up his body. He aided her by taking his shirt off and tossing it to the side, nearly hitting me. She had a predatory smile when she saw him bare chested and her hands continued exploring his chiseled body.

I could feel my dick getting excited as I watched his hands brush aside the top of her dress to expose her bare breasts. He made a primal grunt when he saw them then his large hands consumed them, squeezing them firmly.

He leaned forward as he groped her breasts and flicked her nipple with his tongue as he stared into her eyes. I could see her desire growing in her eyes. She was never one for much foreplay and I could tell that she wanted to get right to the good part. But she stayed patient, just as she always was when she had a new man service her. She gave them all ample time to worship her body.

But her patience would only last so long. When it finally wore out, she grabbed the back of his head and pulled him up towards her. Their lips met and they started making out again as she held his head tightly against hers. His head was large, just like the rest of his body. It looked like he was devouring her.

I watched as her other hand grabbed one of his and guided it down her body and inside her open dress. She immediately started moaning as he took her cue and started rubbing her pussy. His hand appeared as a large mound under her dress which moved up and down the length of her lips. Melissa writhed in pleasure.

My dick was growing harder as I watched the large man pleasure my wife. He continued teasing her pussy until she pushed his head down. “Me first. Then you can get yours,” she said, setting the terms of their tryst.

Anthony grunted his acceptance. His hands untied her dress’ strap and flung it open. He gazed upon her naked body hungrily as he spread her legs open wide, his large fingers gripped her inner thighs. His head bobbed up and down as he started licking and sucking my wife’s pussy. Melissa grabbed her breasts and twerked her nipples as her body squirmed in delight.

As I watched, the typical thoughts flooded my mind. Every time I watched her pleasured, I couldn’t help but wonder what it felt like. What it was like to be pleasured as a real woman. What it felt like to have men crave you, to fight for you, to need you. What it felt like to have real, sensitive breasts. And what it felt like to have a real pussy and to have it teased, pleased, and fucked.

The thought of being fucked again made my dick strain hard against my cage. Even though I had just been fucked, watching my wife have sex made me long for more. And not only more, but the real thing. I longed for the day when she would tell me that she brought a man over for me or that I got to have a turn after her. But ultimately I knew that her pleasure was more important than mine and always came first. She would decide if I ever earned such a pleasure again and it would never take precedence over hers. The only thing I could do was work harder and serve her better.

I looked back down at Anthony to see him finger fucking her while he continued to eat her out. Melissa moaned loudly as her pussy was pleasured. Anthony looked up at her and grinned at the sound of her moans. “You close?” he asked.

She looked down at him with a scowl. “How dare you ask me that. Get back to work,” she spat out at him as she pushed his face back down.

I scoffed at his question. That was not the kind of thing you said to Melissa.

Her eyes looked around and then settled on me. “Zoe, come here. I need a dick to touch,” she ordered me. I stepped closer to the bed and her hand reached under my dress. She grabbed my caged dick out from under my panties. “Damnit. This thing is too fucking small,” she said in disgust as she pushed me away. Her hands went back to her breasts, squeezing them and playing with her nipples as Anthony continued pleasuring her. I again stepped back against the closet doors to get out of the way.

I tucked my dick back into my panties and gave it a loving rub. I no longer felt shame for my small dick. My small dick reaffirmed my lifestyle and my natural place as a sissy. But also, I knew the truth. As long as I was Melissa’s sissy maid, I no longer had dick. I only had a sissy clit.

Soon, Melissa’s back arched and she let out a loud cry. Her back collapse back into the bed with a huff. “Not bad,” she sighed out. “Now hurry up and fuck me.”

Anthony stood up and removed his pants and underwear. His large cock flopped out and Melissa and I saw it for the first time. I gasped at its sight. It was the biggest cock that I had ever seen. Melissa’s eyes lit up and she let out, “Oh my.” By the look in her eyes, I could tell she was clearly pleased by what she saw.

Anthony grinned at our reactions. He knew we were impressed. His hands pressed down on the bed as he began to climb up Melissa’s body, kissing her as he went. He kissed her legs, her inner thigh, her pussy, her navel, her breasts, and, finally, her lips. My body quivered at the sight of each kiss, longing for such a sensual embrace.

He braced himself up with one hand as they made out. His other hand reached down for his cock. He grabbed it and positioned towards her pussy before pushing his hips forward. Melissa’s eyes bulged open, telling me that she had been penetrated by his large cock. She tried to make a sound, a gasp or cry, but he kept his mouth pressed against hers as he continued kissing her.

She finally broke her lips away and turned her face to the side. “Holy fuck!” she exclaimed.

“Are you okay?” he asked, grinning even wider. This clearly wasn’t the first time a woman had been taken aback by the feeling of his enormous cock. “I’m barely in.”

Her eyebrows furrowed at him. “Do I need a gag for you, too? Just shut up and fuck me.”

He winked at her and then pushed his hips forward more. Her fingers wrapped tightly around the bedsheets as he filled deeper. Her eyes squeezed closed tightly.

I watched and wondered what it would feel like to have such a large cock inside me.

Some day… maybe…

Soon, Anthony was getting into rhythm. His long thrusts, moved faster in and out of her. I couldn’t tell if Anthony’s large cock was giving Melissa more pain or pleasure, but it was easy to tell that he was having a good time. He grinned as held himself up on his two hands, his face hovering over hers watching her squirm.

Melissa was breathing heavily now, panting, and moaning loudly with each of his thrusts. Anthony was grunting wildly as he gave her pussy the hardest pounding of her life. They were both glistening with sweat. It was all so hot to watch, my dick was throbbing.

Melissa’s eyes suddenly shot open, staring at me. “Come closer, Zoe,” she moaned. I stepped closer. “Closer. Watch him fuck me.”

Anthony started fucking her harder. Each thrust made Melissa’s breasts bounce as the bed shifted with his force. “Kneel down and watch!” she shouted, annoyed at me.

I did as I was told and knelt down beside them. I watched as Anthony’s body pressed against Melissa’s. I listened as skin smacked against skin. I smelled their sweaty bodies and the scent of sex being created between them.

I could tell that my presence was interfering with Anthony. He grimaced at the first sight of me and then appeared to be making an effort to not look again. I wished, for his sake, that I could give him the privacy he desired to pleasure my wife, but at the same time, I had to do what my mistress said.

Anthony’s grunting grew louder and his thrusts more vigorous. Melissa set a hand on his shoulder. “No, not in me,” she said.

I could see the look of annoyance on his face. He was ready to fill her up and didn’t like being told no. He stopped, but kept his cock inside her for the time being.

Melissa then pointed at me and said, “On her face. She needs to be reminded what a real man’s cock looks like.” Anthony looked at her indignantly. “Do it,” she ordered him.

With a sigh, he pulled his large cock out of her and positioned himself on the edge of the bed in front of me. He took his cock in his hand and started stroking it, aiming the tip at my gagged mouth. I stared down at the large cock and wished I wasn’t gagged. I wished I could help him finish the job, to taste my wife’s pussy on his cock and take his load in my mouth rather than on my face. At least I could suck on my gag and pretend I was sucking his cock.

Melissa crawled over to his side. She spat in her hand and then reached down to take his cock from him. Her hand moved up and down in long strokes. Anthony turned his head towards her and they started making out.

My eyes flickered back and forth between the large cock in front of me and the sight of my wife making out with the cock’s owner. What a sight it was. My cock strained even harder against its cage.

Anthony’s hands grabbed her breasts as she continued to rub his cock. His cock was growing stiffer, harder. His kissing was growing more passionate and moans escaped him as he ravaged Melissa’s breasts with his large hands.

And then he groaned. My eyes looked down at his cock just in time to see it explode in my face. I felt his cum hit me just below my eye then again on my cheek.

Melissa started stroking faster and aiming his cock at different parts of my face. Anthony was still groaning as more cum pumped out onto my face. “Oh, yeah! Take that cum all over your face you dirty whore!” she exclaimed. She quickly stood up, unstrapped my gag, and pulled it out. “Get every last drop out!” she shouted as she shoved my head towards the leaking cock.

My mouth opened wide and I eagerly took the cock in my mouth. I sucked vigorously and ran my tongue all over it, collecting all of his cum as I moved my head up and down his cock. I could feel his cum dripping down my cheek as I worked on emptying his cock. When I felt his cock start to relax, I wrapped my lips around it tightly and pulled my head back. I gave the head one final lick and then leaned back into my kneeling position.

“That’s a good cum slut,” Melissa said as she gave me a pat on the head. “I’m not sure what came over me, but I felt you needed an extra reward for helping Professor Duncan today.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said with a smile.

“Just so you know, I have already discussed it with him and you will be returning to him every Wednesday from now on,” she said.

I felt my heart swell up with pride and excitement. “Thank you, Mistress! I won’t let you down.”

Her face turned serious. “You had better not,” she said firmly. “Now go clean your whore face off and go to bed.”

I stood up and bowed to her. “Yes, Mistress. Right away,” I said.

Before I could turn to walk away, she added, “Zoe! Don’t forget to thank Anthony for your facial and dessert!”

I blushed at my failure and turned to face him. “Thank you, Anthony. I hope to see you again soon,” I said with a short bow. He just shrugged at me with a frown on his face. I waited a moment longer and then scurried off to clean up. In the hall bathroom I washed the cum off of my face and blouse.

I got a double reward and I got to experience real cock again! I have the best mistress. I never want to disappoint her…


Chapter 8
Return Visit


As each day passed, I eagerly counted down the days until Wednesday, the day when I would again have the opportunity to visit Scott. While part of me was excited to see him specifically because I enjoyed his flirting, I was also simply excited for the change of scenery, the new challenges, and the prospect of being rewarded for helping Melissa’s mentor.

When it was finally Wednesday morning, I woke up early to get ready for my big day. I opened my closet and took in an excited view of my wardrobe and accessories, specifically my butt plugs. After seeing Anthony fuck Melissa last week, I couldn’t help but wear my biggest plug since then. I put it in and felt more complete.

I covered the butt plug with a pair a satin black cheeky panties. I chose a pair that was a little extra tight to help keep the plug in me. Over my panties I connected a black garter belt which I attached to a pair of sheer black thigh high stockings and to finish with my lingerie, I put on a matching black bra which I filled with my fake breasts. For my outfit, I decided to wear a black bodysuit with a mock turtle neck and long, tight sleeves that showed off my slender, feminine arms. The front of the bodysuit had a sheer mesh V that went from my neck to my breasts, allowing me to look proper, yet seductive. Below, I put on a black pleated skirt with a white petticoat beneath it. As always, I topped my outfit off with my wig, apron, and headband, and then sat down to put on my makeup.

Once I my look was complete, I was feeling put together and more confident. I made my way downstairs to start my day. I rushed through my morning chores and responsibilities in hope of making it to Scott’s house earlier today. In hope that I could spend more time at his house, serving him.

The last task I had before I could leave was to make Melissa her lunch. I whipped together her favorite salad and delivered it to her at her desk. “Here’s your lunch, Mistress,” I said as I set the plate on her desk.

Melissa turned her chair to the side and looked up at me. “Thank you, Zoe. This looks delightful,” she replied. She turned back to her work, dismissing me without saying a word.

“Uhh, Mistress?” I started, nervously. “As today is Wednesday, I was hoping to head over to Scott’s house early so I can get more done today. I want his wife to be extra impressed the next time she’s home.”

Melissa once again turned her chair to face me. She cocked her head to the side and examined me. “Is that your favorite blouse, Zoe?” she asked me.

I gulped at her question. It wasn’t my favorite per-say, but it was one of them. “My favorite? No, Mistress. Though I am fond of it,” I said.

She nodded at me as she considered my answer. She stood up and stared into my eyes. “You’re not going to try anything, right? You’re going to be a good girl for me?” she asked.

I knew what she meant. She didn’t want me to disobey her by getting involved with Scott. “Of course not, Mistress. I would never betray you,” I replied.

She put her hand on my cheek and rubbed it with her thumb. “That’s a good girl,” she said softly.

I felt a rush through my body. It had been a long time since she had touched me so lovingly. It felt nice. I gave her a heartfelt smile.

She patted my cheek and then sat back down at her desk chair. “You may go,” she said dismissively. “But I expect dinner to be on the table at the usual time.”

I gave her a bow as I said, “Of course. Thank you, Mistress.” Then I turned to leave.

///

I arrived at Scott’s house a short time later where I parked in his driveway and hurried to his front door. I knocked hard, hoping to gain a quick entrance, away from the prying eyes of his neighborhood. Scott, however, kept me waiting longer than I had expected.

As he opened the door, he looked different. He was wearing a white and blue striped dress shirt, messily tucked into his khaki slacks, but no tweed jacket. His hair was a mess and his eyes bloodshot, looking at me in confusion.

“Zoe? You’re early… but oh, I’m sorry to have kept you waiting. Please come in,” he said as he waved me inside.

I scampered through the door, into his house. My first sight of his house was troublesome. In just a week he had quickly undone all the work I had put in the previous time. I held in my annoyance and accepted that this was my job and I would simply do it all again.

“I’m sorry to surprise you. I decided to come over as soon as I could so I could have more time to help you today. I hope that’s alright,” I explained to him.

He stared at me blankly for a moment and then blinked himself out of his trance. “Oh, yes. Of course. That’s more than alright. Thank you, Zoe,” he answered. He paused to rub his face and then continued, “You will have to excuse me. I’ve been grading essays all morning and must have dosed off for a moment. Would you mind making me some tea? I really must get back to my work and could use a bit of a boost.”

I flashed him a smile and bowed. “Of course, sir. Coming right up,” I replied.

His face twisted at my words. “I thought we agreed that you would call me Scott?”

“Are you sure?” I asked. It was so unusual for a maid to call their master by their name.

He nodded. “I insist.”

“Very well… Scott. I’ll have your tea for you shortly,” I said apprehensively.

“Thank you, Zoe.” He started to walk away, back to his office, but stopped to look back at me. “Oh, and Zoe? It’s really nice to see you again.” With that he walked out and left me to get to work.

I started by making my way into the kitchen to fix him a cup of tea per his request. Much like the living room, the kitchen was a mess as well. I took a deep breath in and let it out as I made mental notes of everything I would have to do. I set the kettle on to boil then pulled out a mug and bag of tea. While the water boiled, I set about tidying up. There would be no idle time today; I needed to make every second count.

When the kettle was ready, I poured the hot water over the tea bag and let it steep. I wasn’t sure how he preferred his tea, but upon examining his pantry, I noticed a jar a honey that looked well used. I decided to add a dollop and hope that I wasn’t being too presumptuous with my decision. After it had a moment to cool, I picked it up and brought it to Scott’s office.

I knocked on his door to announce myself. “Yes, Zoe. Please come in,” I heard him call out from the other side. Upon entering, I noticed that his desk was a scattered mess of papers just like last time, though the stack on his desk was quite larger.

As I brought over the cup of tea, I looked for somewhere to set it down. He noticed my struggle and helped clear a spot for it by picking up several old mugs. I took the mugs from him once I had set the fresh cup down.

“I wasn’t sure how you take your tea so I put in a bit of honey. I hope that’s okay,” I said as I looked down on him. He had barely taken his eyes off of the paper he was reading and while I didn’t want to disturb him anymore, I didn’t want him to be surprised.

He continued reading for a moment longer and then sighed and leaned back in his chair. He looked at me briefly and then picked up the cup of tea and took a sip, closing his eyes as the warmth flowed through his body. “This is splendid. Thank you, Zoe,” he said.

“Of course, S-Scott,” I replied with a smile.

I was about to turn to leave when he continued talking. “These papers just aren’t what they used to be,” he said as he tapped the paper he was reading with his finger. “Kids these days think they’re such revolutionaries because they’re more willing to kiss someone the same gender as themselves. They don’t realize that that has been done for centuries. Millennia!

“They have no respect for history. They ignore it so they can proclaim themselves the first,” he paused to scoff at his statement. “If they only knew half of the things I’ve done sexually. Or, I imagine, that you have.” His glare focused on me. His eyes scanning me. “That’s a very cute outfit, by the way.”

I blushed at his complement. “Oh, thank you, Scott,” I replied.

He considered me a moment longer. “Now you, Zoe. You would be an interesting topic for a paper. What would you think about me writing about you? That… that would be groundbreaking!”

My eyes bulged at his idea.

He wants to write about me? To tell the world about me?

I didn’t think I was ready for that kind of acclaim or notoriety, but I knew it wasn’t my decision. I gently cleared my throat and said, “I believe that decision would be for my mistress, not myself.”

He blew out a breath of air at my response. “That’s fine, I will talk to Melissa. But what do you think, Zoe? The world deserves to know about you. To understand you. To accept you.”

I could feel my heart beating faster the more he talked about it. The idea petrified me. “W-what would that entail?” I asked.

He set down his cup of tea and pushed back his chair as he stood up in front of me. His hands gently grabbed my shoulders as he stared into my eyes. He started rubbing my arms as he said, “Well, in order to write my paper, I would need to knew everything about you. What makes you tick? What motivates you? What drives you to be your wife’s maid? How have your desires changed?” My body started shaking as I felt his hands leave my arms and wrap around my waist, pulling me closer to him. “I would also need to learn… no, explore every inch of you to truly understand you,” he said in a whisper.

My entire body felt warm from his touch. From his words. I gulped nervously and tried to back up, but his hands tightened around me and held me close. “I-I will have to think about it,” I stammered.

His grip loosened briefly, but his hands stayed on me and started moving again. They moved down. I felt chills as they passed my hips and then gasped when they forcefully grabbed my ass. “Oh, how I would love to explore every inch of you, Zoe,” he said passionately.

I froze. I didn’t know what to do. His face leaned towards mine and I felt a surge of panic as his lips touched mine. They touched for only a second and then he stepped backed and released me as he sat back in his chair. It was only a soft peck on the lips, but it was more than enough to make my dick swell up in its cage and press hard against it. I was flustered while he calmly took a sip of tea and looked back at his papers.

Without looking at me he said, “Please do consider it.”

I tried to respond, but couldn’t find the words. Instead, I forced a smile a bow and left his office. I tried to stay composed while I walked down the hall, but once I was out of sight I collapsed against the wall.

What was that? He actually kissed me! Is he serious or was he just teasing me?

My fingers brushed my lips, I could still feel his lips on them. I could still taste the honey from his tea. It was the first time I had been kissed by a man. I still knew that nothing could ever come between us, because of Melissa’s orders, but suddenly the prospect of obeying her felt much more difficult. I shook my head to get the thoughts out of my head.

This is bad. I can’t disobey my mistress. I need to get back to work. Focusing on cleaning will keep me distracted.

When I managed to recompose myself, I set out for his bedroom to collect the dirty laundry and start a wash cycle. I then continued on to start cleaning the house. I tidied, picked up clutter, cleaned the floors and kitchen, took out the trash, and everything else I could think of that needed work. It was a hefty job, even with the extra time I was able to allot myself today, but I was glad for it. It helped me block out the thoughts of what Scott had done and said to me.

I kept my guard up and stayed on the look out for him, however. I wasn’t sure what else he might try if given the chance. He eventually closed the door to his office and kept to himself, but I did occasionally hear strange noises coming from within.

As my time drew to a close, I was actually starting to worry about him. It had been hours since I had last seen him. I wanted to go check on him so I decided to make his dinner so I had an excuse to see him. I prepared a nice meal for him using the few ingredients he had available and then went to deliver it to him in his office. When I knocked on the door, I heard what I thought was a mumbled acknowledgement for me to enter so I opened the door.

“Oh my!” I gasped as I saw him sitting naked in his desk chair. I stumbled back into he wall, nearly dropping the plate of food. His cock was out and he was rubbing it vigorously. He stopped suddenly and his eyes bulged open in shock when he saw me standing in the doorway.

“Oh, uhh… I didn’t hear you. Er, umm, sorry,” he rambled as he slid his chair under his desk, hiding his erection.

“No, I’m the sorry one,” I said, trying to relieve his embarrassment. “I knocked, but I should have waited for a definite answer.”

He cleared his throat and adjusted his glasses. He let out a deep sigh and then chuckled. “No, no. As a professor of human sexuality, I’m truly the sorry one. I shouldn’t be ashamed by my body or what I was doing; it’s human nature after all!” He rolled his chair back, once again exposing himself. “Surely, you’ve seen a penis before. It shouldn’t be that startling for you to see. But we’ve all been raised to be so ashamed of our genitals and to think it’s wrong for them to be seen. But it isn’t and it shouldn’t be!”

I had heard what he said, but I was too distracted to process it and come up with a response. I couldn’t look away from his cock. It was bigger than I had expected from him.

As I stood in silence, his hand returned to his dick and he began to slowly stroke it. I glanced up and noticed him watching me. He was stroking his cock for me. I felt my mouth salivate as I watched him. Tasting Anthony’s cock last week had given me a rejuvenated hunger for more. And it was right in front of me for the taking.

“Would you like to touch it?” he asked me.

I would. I really would. But I can’t… Melissa would be furious.

I lowered my head to hide my face. I didn’t want him to be able to read me or see through my lies. “No. That’s alright. I just came to bring you dinner. May I set it down?”

“Of course,” he said as he continued to stroke his cock. He turned his chair to face me as I approached with his dinner. I set it down and tried to avoid letting him see me staring at his dick, though my eyes kept stealing glances. His head cocked to the side as he studied me. “I know you want to touch it. Why are you denying yourself what you so desire?”

I turned away and walked back to the doorway. “I… I can’t,” I let out.

He scoffed. “Because of Melissa?” he asked.

I turned back towards him, but kept my head down. “Yes.” I replied.

“I see. Maybe I’ll have a talk with her after all. She shouldn’t be denying you your primal needs and urges.”

I shrugged in response, not knowing what else to say. Part of me hoped that he would talk to her and convince her to let me explore my sexuality more, but the other part of me worried that if he did, she would think that I put him up to it and she would punish me.

“I’m all done here and need to be going so I can prepare my mistress’ dinner,” I finally said, trying to change the subject and make my leave.

He stopped stroking his cock, picked up the fork from his plate, and took a bite. “Mmm, delicious once again. Thank you, Zoe. For this and all your work today. I’m sure the house looks immaculate,” he said as he dabbed a napkin on his lips.

I bowed and said, “Thank you, Scott. I will see you next week.”

He swallowed another bite and then smiled and said, “I look forward to it.”

I turned and hurried out of his office and his house. It was the second straight week that I had to rush out of his house to resist temptation. I knew my mistress discouraged it, but if he kept teasing me and coming on so strong… I wasn’t sure how much longer I would be able to resist.


Chapter 9
Brunch


At dinner that night, Melissa told me that Scott had once again given me a favorable review. He told her that, like an angel, I had cleansed him from his slobbish sins of the last week and freed him from his den of decay. She asked me if his house was as bad as he made it sound in his over the top review. While I didn’t want to speak poorly of him, I agreed with his assessment.

Melissa was visibly disappointed with the lifestyle of her mentor. He had helped her turn me into her submissive maid husband which in turn gave her a life filled with leisure and pleasure, a life with no need to ever cook or clean, and a life in which she was free to taste all the treats that life had to offer - at least when it came to men. Meanwhile, the man who had encouraged the process, was living in filth while his wife was barely home. He had no one to help him or for him to force to clean like she did.

“I hope he doesn’t think I’m going to share you forever, Zoe,” she told me. “I thought I was just doing him a favor to help get his house back in order. But if he insists on continuing to live like a slob and refuses to keep it clean… well then it may not be worth your time any more.”

I had mixed feelings about her assessment. On one hand, I understood where she was coming from, but on the other, I worried about losing my new… hobby. While things with Scott had been a little awkward at times, cleaning for him had finally let me out of my house and given me something new to fulfill my life. It was rejuvenating. In the end, she said she would talk to him about his life choices and I certainly didn’t envy being on his end of that conversation.

Though my end of the current conversation wasn’t great either. After discussing Scott, Melissa was clearly in a bad mood and not feeling up to rewarding me. Instead, she said, “You’re not going to get a reward every time you see Professor Duncan. Last week was a one time thing since it was your first time. From now on, his review will be included in your weekly grade.” I tried to hide my disappointment, but she could always see through me. “You will have another chance for fun this weekend, however, as Jen will be coming over for brunch. You will be serving us, of course.”

Hosting brunch was always a fun prospect which was made better when Melissa only invited her friend Jen over. Jen had always accepted me and loved my cooking. Serving her was always fun and enjoyable. When Melissa was done with her dinner, she left to relax in bed, leaving me to clean up and think about what I would serve for brunch this weekend.

///

By the time the weekend rolled around I had my brunch plans set and was ready to play hostess again. Doing so was never as nerve wracking as it was the first time, especially when it was a repeat guest. I knew exactly what Melissa would want to be served and I knew that Jen would be happy with about anything home cooked.

But having Scott in my life had given me a certain need for more excitement. Instead of just rolling out my classic blueberry muffins or raspberry scones, I needed to take a risk. I needed to make something with more pizzaz. And I knew exactly what I would make.

I found a recipe for a favorite that I had learned about while overseas when I was younger, crepes. It took a few tries to get them just right, but eventually I was able to make some that were up to my standards of quality. I coated them a nice ricotta cheese and a sprinkling of shredded coconut before folding them in half and drizzling a raspberry compote and a dash of maple syrup over the top.

I plated them with a few mint leaves and a side of perfectly crisped bacon. The bacon was a bit of a crutch as it was Jen’s favorite. I figured that if the crepe didn’t work out, then I would at least get a passing grade for the bacon. I didn’t mind having a bit of a safety net though, and I doubted that the two ladies would mind it at all either.

When the food was ready and plated, I walked out to serve Melissa and Jen their plates, my face beaming with pride as I went. As I set their plates down, I felt a rush of adrenaline from the risk I was taking from debuting my first attempt at a new recipe. They both looked at their plate apprehensively, but when they took their first bites I saw their eyes light up and my body was engulfed with glee.

“You’ve outdone yourself, Zoe!” Jen exclaimed through a mouthful of crepe.

Melissa nodded, but waited until she had swallowed before adding, “Indeed. Well done, Zoe.”

“Thank you, both,” I said as I bowed to them. My heart fluttered with excitement.

“I was expecting the usual brunch menu. Why the sudden change?” Melissa asked. I could see in her eyes that she already knew the answer, but wanted me to say it.

I shrugged. “I guess I’ve had some extra excitement in my life recently so I decided to bring that energy to your brunch today,” I answered.

Jen’s eyes darted back and forth between Melissa and me. “Excitement?” she asked enthusiastically. “What excitement? Did you let her get fucked again?”

I blushed at her questioning while Melissa let out a loud laugh. “I’m not sure I should tell you, Jen. You’re such a gossip. I know you’re the reason why all of our friends know about Zoe, despite you promising to keep it a secret.”

My stomach twisted from hearing her response. I didn’t know so many people that I knew were now aware of me being Zoe. The shock quickly dissipated as I reminded myself that I didn’t regret my new life nor was I ashamed of it. I didn’t care who knew.

“Come on, Mel! You’re killing me with the suspense. I really promise this time. I won’t tell anybody!” Jen pleaded.

Melissa crossed her arms and glared at her for a moment before easing her posture and letting out a short sigh. “Fine, but you better mean it this time,” she said sternly. Jen nodded eagerly. “Do you remember Professor Duncan? From college.”

Jen’s eyes squinted as she considered and then opened back up as she said, “Do you mean the sex teacher who everyone thought you were fucking?”

Both Melissa’s and my cheeks turned bright red with embarrassment. Melissa let out an awkward chuckle and said, “Yes, but no. We never fucked; he was just a mentor to me. He still is for that fact and he’s helped me a lot recently. So when I learned that his wife was spending most of her days out of town, I offered Zoe to help keep his life and house in order as a form of thank you.”

Jen’s eyebrows raised in intrigue. “So you’re letting him fuck Zoe while his wife is out of town? Scandalous!”

Melissa rolled her eyes. “No! Absolutely not. In fact, Zoe is under strict rules to not fall prey to Professor Duncan. Isn’t that right, Zoe?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied. I felt a pang of sorrow escape with my words. It was hard to doubt that there was a part of me that wanted to break that rule and let him follow through with his flirtations.

“Oh,” Jen let out, disappointed.

“Zoe is simply going over to help him clean his house since he is apparently incapable of doing so himself,” Melissa added. “But it has been an exciting time for my Zoe as she finally gets to go out into the world.”

Jen took another bite of food and nodded. She was clearly disappointed by the gossip she was hearing. When she swallowed she said, “Well, that’s nice for Zoe I suppose. She deserves a little excitement in her life.”

“Thank you, Madam Jen,” I replied with a short bow.

“I suppose so,” Melissa let out dryly. “But this was more for Scott. He was clearly in need of help and he doesn’t seem capable of taking care of himself. You know how men can be without us women around.”

Jen nodded. “I once went out of town for the weekend and returned home to a pigsty. Empty pizza boxes and beer bottles everywhere. Roger was so incapable of cooking anything that he ordered takeout for every meal and had cold pizza for breakfast.”

“That was how Brad used to be,” Melissa laughed out. “Honestly, that’s how I might be these days if I didn’t have Zoe here for me. Luckily, that will never happen.” She grinned at me as she said the last part.

Jen sighed. “You’re so lucky, Mel. I wish I had your life. I mean, I love Roger and all, but your husband serves you and watches you fuck other men. That’s amazing. I have to cook and clean all the time and I’m lucky if he’s able to give me one orgasm a month.”

Melissa’s grin faded. She reached over and placed a calming hand on her friend’s shoulder. “Maybe it’s time to change things. I can give you a spare chastity cage. Ask him to put it on. You would be amazed by how much it can change a man.”

“I don’t know,” Jen replied hesitantly. “I don’t think his dick would fit in one of those tiny cages like Brad’s did.”

“Don’t be silly. They make bigger ones. Not every penis can fit into a micro cage like Brad’s did,” Melissa explained. “Come on, let me show you what I have.”

The two ladies left the table and made their way upstairs, leaving me feeling embarrassed about my tiny dick. I took their plates and returned to the kitchen to clean up.

I wonder if Jen could actually convince Roger to put a chastity cage on. Maybe he would end up like me, too. It might be nice to know another person like myself.

The more I thought about it, the more I doubted he would ever become like me. Even if he did put a chastity cage on for Jen, he was so buff and macho, there was no way I could see him dressing up like a maid and cleaning for her. Although the chastity cage did have quite the power over me at first. Maybe he, too, has some hidden desires that could be unlocked by locking himself in a cage.

I guess you never know how a chastity cage might effect a man until they’re locked up.

As I finished cleaning, I heard a gaggle of giggles coming down the stairs. I peeked out of the kitchen and saw Jen holding a large metal cage in her hand.

“Good call on the metal cage, Mel. I really think Roger will be more into this one. It’s so manly compared to those little pink ones,” Jen said as she fiddled with the cage in her hands.

“Definitely,” Melissa agreed. “I bought several varieties at the beginning, not knowing exactly what I would need, but quickly realized that this one would be way too big for Brad. I had to order much smaller ones to fit his small dick. I can’t wait to hear how it goes when you surprise Roger with it.”

Jen laughed. “He’s going to be pissed, but I’ll just have to play the sad wife card like you did to pull on his sympathy.”

“You’re going to have him cleaning the house in no time once he’s locked up!”

They both laughed loudly together as they walked back towards the dining table to continue their brunch. I quickly poured them fresh glasses of lemonade and hurried out to serve them.

“Did you hear any of that, Zoe? You might have a new chastity friend soon,” Melissa told me.

“That would be wonderful,” I replied. “Madam Jen deserves a husband who worships her like the goddess she is.”

“Goddess?!” Jen cried out. “If a chastity cage makes a man think that I’m a goddess, then I’m not going to take no for an answer!”

“It’s not just wearing the cage though, Jen. You need to become dominant and powerful over him. As long as you hold his key, you’re in charge. Remember that and enforce it. Then you will become his goddess and he will have no choice but to do as you say,” Melissa explained.

I could feel my dick growing hard in my cage as I remembered how she had enforced her power over me at the beginning. And how she still did.

“It sounds so sexy when you say it that way,” Jen replied bashfully. “I hope I have the nerve to be as strong as you.”

I set down their drinks and returned to the kitchen to allow the two of them to continue gossiping in privacy. I knew well enough that they didn’t want me to eavesdrop or listen in when I wasn’t meant to. There were certain things that Melissa wanted to talk about with her girl friends that wasn’t meant for my ears and I appreciated her discretion.

I snuck upstairs to practice my daily sissy anal training. However, as I fucked myself with my dildo, I found it hard to think about anything, or anyone, but Scott. My mind continued flashing to the memory of him stroking his card cock in his office and I wondering what it would feel like inside of me. And wondering if I would ever feel it.


Chapter 10
Cooking Lessons


The rest of the week went by as normal, though my thoughts of Scott never waned. Whenever I did my sissy training, sucking and fucking my dildos, I continued thinking about his cock. All of the fantasies and pleasure I received while thinking about him made me nervous to go back to him, but also excited.

I learned that Scott had talked to Melissa as he said he would. When she told me what he had said, it was a very awkward conversation. She reminded me that I was her maid and I was not to break her rules, no matter what he told me. No matter how much he flirted with me, I would have to resist. Nothing could ever happen between Scott and me. Nothing else, at least.

I knew this as Wednesday came and as I set out on my way to work at Scott’s house once again. But despite my knowledge, I worried I lacked the self control. He had a way with his words and an energy that was intoxicating. If I let down my guard even a little bit, it could spell disaster. Melissa had told Scott to keep his hands off of me so I had to hope that Scott would be able to control himself. However, this hope quickly vanished as he opened his front door to let me in.

As I hurried inside I noticed that he was wearing nothing but a short robe that was loosely tied around his waist with his bare chest exposed. It looked like it had been quickly thrown on. “Oh. Hello, Zoe,” he said as I noticed him admiring my outfit. “You’re looking very beautiful today. I love your outfit.”

I blushed at his complement and my heart skipped a beat. I had hoped he would notice my outfit and the fact that he had delighted me. This morning, against my better judgement, I had picked out the perfect eye-catching outfit for today. I wore a backless black bodysuit with lace sleeves and a scallop trim. From the front I looked all business, but from the back, I had an elegant sexiness. The body suit tucked beneath a black pleated skirt which was topped by my white apron. Beneath everything I wore my favorite black bra and panty set to go with my normal black garter belt and sheer thigh highs. It was one of my favorite outfits which, unfortunately, Melissa disliked. But today I didn’t dress for her.

“Hi, Scott,” I let out bashfully as I turned my eyes away from him. He was showing a lot of skin and I wasn’t sure I could handle seeing it.

“Sorry for my appearance. I was just about to hop into the shower,” he added as he started walking down the hall in front of me. He stopped and turned towards me, catching me off guard. “You don’t mind, do you? I trust that by now you know what you need to do.”

“Oh, yes. Of course. It is your home after all,” I replied. “I will save your bathroom for later and get started in the kitchen.”

He nodded and started back down the hall, then stopped again. “Oh, and I wanted to say that I’m sorry if I caused you any issues with your mistress. Needless to say, but Melissa was a tad upset after our conversation. She wasn’t appreciative of my attempt to help sexually liberate you. I suppose I can understand given the nature of your relationship,” he said with a shrug. “She informed me that your visits would be coming to an end soon, unfortunately.”

I was taken aback by the news. Melissa hadn’t told me that. I felt my shoulders slump and my back hunch in sadness. I wasn’t sure I was ready to lose my visits with Scott. “Oh,” was all I was able to squeak out.

“Yes, I’m quite disappointed as well,” he said as if he could pick up on my body language. An mourning silence hung between us before he spoke again. “Before I lose you, I was hoping that you might be able to help me learn a thing or two about maintaining the house.”

“Oh, of course. I would be glad to help,” I answered. In truth, while I understood his request and it was my responsibility to do as my master said, the idea of teaching him scared me. It would result in more time alone with him and I wasn’t sure what that would lead to. Would he be able to behave himself the whole time? Would I?

He smiled back at me. “Thank you, Zoe. I thought we could start in the kitchen today and you could teach me how to cook a meal or two. I figured that being able to cook myself a solid meal would be the most important thing to learn.”

I smiled back at him. His idea of learning how to cook reminded me of when I was first locked in chastity. When Melissa made me start cooking all of our meals. I felt so lost and confused. Having someone to help me would have definitely escalated my learning and my confidence. With just a little help, I could provide that for him. “It would be my honor to help teach you. I will prepare something that we can make together,” I said.

“Thank you, Zoe. And again, I’m sorry if I caused any problems between you and Melissa.”

“Don’t worry. You caused no issues and I appreciated your sentiment.”

He let out a sigh of relief and his whole body relaxed. In the process, however, the loosely tied belt of his robe unraveled and his robe flapped open, exposing his cock. It was standing tall and erect, and pointing right at me. I stared at it in shock once again.

“Oh, my!” I gasped in surprise.

“Oh, pardon me,” he said, although he made no effort to cover up. “I guess I should take that as my cue to leave. I’ll meet you in the kitchen once I’m showered and dressed.”

I finally turned away just as he turned to walk off. I was upset that I had allowed myself to stare at his cock for so long.

I can’t believe I saw his dick again. I’m never going to be able to get that image out of my mind.

I shook my head as I made my way to the kitchen, trying to displace the image from my memory. I knew that the best way to distract myself from such thoughts was with work. Luckily, I had plenty of that to do, especially with having to create a lesson plan to help teach Scott how to cook.

Before I could prepare for that, however, I knew I needed to clean.

The kitchen was a mess as usual. There were empty boxes of food, dirty dishes, and leftovers scattered all around. I got to work cleaning up and soon had it looking shiny and new. I then looked through the pantry and refrigerator for something that I could teach Scott how to make. I found canned vegetables, some leftover chicken, and everything I needed to make dough.

I guess I can teach him how to make a chicken pot pie. Making dough isn’t the easiest thing to make, but there aren’t a lot of options here.

Scott still hadn’t arrived for his lessons yet so I decided to start on the rest of the house until he was ready. But as I walked out of the kitchen, I bumped into him.

“I’m so sorry,” I let out instinctually as I backed up and out of the way. When my shock from our collision cleared and my eyes regained focus, my jaw dropped in shock at what I saw in front of me.

I stumbled back further until I bumped into the kitchen island. I had indeed collided into Scott, but he had changed his look. He was now wearing a frilly black dress with a little white apron, white thigh highs, and black high heels. Over his dress flowed blonde hair from the wig he wore. He was dressed like a maid.

“Wh-what are you doing?” I asked, bewildered by his outfit.

He slowly stepped closer to me. “Becoming a maid was such a sexual awakening for you,” he said. As he reached me his hands grabbed my waist softly. “I’ve been dying to know how it felt to be somebody’s maid. To be somebody’s submissive. And who better to learn from than you? Please let me be your maid and follow your orders.”

I was speechless. Strangely, though, I could feel my dick swelling up in my chastity cage from the sight of him dressed as a maid.

With my high heels on, I normally stood several inches above him, but now that he, too, wore heels, he was right at my level. He’s eyes penetrated me as his hands tightened their hold around me. “Is it alright?” he asked. His touch sent shivers through me.

My throat suddenly felt dry, but I forced a swallow to clear my throat. “Uhh, it’s… well, it’s your house so I suppose you can wear whatever you would like,” I managed to say. “And look at me, how could I say that you’re wrong to dress like a maid.”

“Thank you for understanding, Zoe. You have such a kind soul,” he said softly. His hands slowly worked their way up my body, leaving me breathless and causing my dick to strain harder against its cage.

“We… we should get started,” I finally managed to say, just as his hands reached my breasts. I turned around and set my arms down on the island countertop as I started taking deep breaths to steady myself.

What is he doing? Why does he have to come on so hard even when he knows doing anything will spell massive trouble for me!

“Of course,” he replied softly. His hands ran down my body and then lifted off as he walked away. The clicking of his heels echoed in the silent room as he walked to the other side of the kitchen island. “What should I do first?”

I collected myself and stood up straight to face him. I forced a smile on my face and said, “Please find a can opener to open these containers.”

“Right, okay,” he let out as his head nervously darted around the room. It was clear that he had no idea where they where stored.

“Try that drawer over there, to the right of the sink,” I said as I pointed towards the drawer where I knew they were. He scurried off to find the can opener, nearly tripping in his heels as he went. I continued instructing. “And if you’re meant to be my maid, then you should speak to me as if I was your master, or mistress, depending on how you see me I suppose.”

He held up the can opener and smiled back at me. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied sensually. He returned to the island and started opening the first can. He was nearly done when he sudden lifted it up towards me. “Is this open enough?” he asked.

I looked down just in time to see a wave of canned vegetables douse my blouse, apron, and skirt. I gasped in shock at feeling of the water soaking my clothes.

“I’m so sorry!” he exclaimed as he clumsily tried to wipe the vegetables off of me.

“A towel, please. Quickly!” I let out, trying to bite my tongue and suppress my anger.

Why the hell would he do that? Did he really need me to check how open the can was? Is he that helpless?!

He ran off to find a towel and I heard him run it under the faucet to get it damp. When he returned he pressed the towel on me, and I felt another rush of cold water on me. The towel was drenched and now I was, too.

I again gasped at the sensation of becoming wet. I used my fingers to pry the wet clothes off of my skin, but it was a lost cause. My outfit was soaking wet. I was finding it harder to keep my anger at bay as I stomped over to find a dry towel to pat myself down with. Unfortunately, there were no towels to be found.

“Why don’t you come with me to the bathroom. We have fresh towels there. And maybe you should put your clothes in the dryer for a bit,” Scott suggested.

I let out of huff of air as I considered his option. “Yes, I suppose that would be best. Thank you,” I replied as I followed him through his bedroom and to the master bathroom. There, I removed my drenched clothing, leaving me in nothing but my lingerie. My skin was damp with water so I grabbed a towel to dry myself off. I then tried to dry off my clothes with the towel, but it was immediately clear that they were too wet. They would need time to dry properly.

I wish I had worn a full apron today. Had I known I would be giving cooking lessons I would have. No time to waste though, I need to toss my wet clothes into the dryer.

I stomped out of the bathroom and noticed Scott laying on his bed as I continued through to the laundry room. I tossed my wet clothes into the dryer and started it. I leaned against the dryer to catch my breath and calm down. I couldn’t let my anger affect my work. By the time I returned to the bedroom to find Scott, I felt much more calm about what had happened.

“I can’t believe I did that. I’m a terrible maid. Please forgive me, Mistress,” Scott pleaded with me.

I considered his pleas, unable to detect whether or not they sounded sincere. I wanted to believe that it was an accident, but I wasn’t sure. Something seemed off and part of me thought that he might have done it on purpose.

“It’s okay. We all make mistakes when we’re first learning,” I said nicely with a big smile on my face.

“Thank you for forgiving me, Mistress,” he said as he climbed onto his knees on top of the bed. “But I’d understand it if you needed to punish me for my poor behavior.”

He wants me to punish him? That has to mean that he did this on purpose! If he ruined my favorite outfit on purpose, then he’s going to get exactly what he wants.

“Very well, maid,” I said sternly. “First, remove your dress. If your mistress must be without clothes, then so shall you.”

“Yes, Mistress!” he exclaimed excitedly as he got undressed.

“Now get on all fours,” I ordered him. I looked around the room as he followed my command.

There must be something here that I can spank him with. Melissa always uses her paddles or whips on me.

When I couldn’t find anything suitable, I resigned to using my hand. I looked back at him bent over in front of me. He was wearing nothing but a black thong, black bra, and white thigh highs. His ass was smooth and hairless and as I looked his body over, I could tell he had shaved recently, just to get into character.

I started rubbing his smooth ass, just as Melissa liked to do to me. “Mmm, did you shave just for me?” I asked him.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied. He was now trying to speak in a more feminine voice.

I spanked him hard, creating a loud smacking noise. He flinched at the feeling and let out a soft moan. “Very nice,” I said as I went back to rubbing his ass. “I always expect my maids to be cleanly shaved for me.”

I felt his body shiver in excitement from my words.

“Now, do you know why you’re being punished?” I asked.

“Yes, Mistress. Because I was naughty,” he answered

I spanked him again, harder this time. “Yes, you were. But what did you do that was naughty?”

“I spilled food on you,” he said in a pathetic voice. I could tell that he was really trying to play the part and that he was loving every minute of this.

I spanked him even harder, his moan matched my intensity. “Yes, you did. Now be honest with me. Did you do that on purpose, just so you could be punished?”

He was quiet for a moment and then his head hung down and he answered, “Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry… I couldn’t resist my naughty thoughts.”

So he admits it! He soiled my clothes just so I would punish him!

“Thank you for admitting that to me,” I said. I channeled all of my anger into my hand as it whipped down vigorously against his ass once again. The spank created a loud impact and left a red hand print. He groaned and I knew he really felt that one. I gave his ass a gently pat right on the red spot and said, “That will do for now.”

He rolled over and sat on the edge of the bed in front of me. I could see his cock poking out from the top of his panties, a bead of pre-cum dripped from its tip and glistened in the light. “But Mistress…,” he said sadly. “I have another naughty thought that I’m struggling to control.”

I crossed my arms and stepped towards him so that I towered over him. “And what’s that, maid?” I asked him.

“I have a deep, uncontrollable desire… to fuck you.”


Chapter 11
Urges


Istumbled backwards until I caught myself against the doorframe.

He wants to fuck me?

I felt my cock swell in its cage as my breath grew heavy. I knew he had an interest in me, but to hear him verbalize his desires so bluntly took me by surprise. I didn’t know what to say.

“If you need to punish me for my impure thoughts… I would understand,” Scott said, continuing to play as his maid character.

Why am I behaving like this? Why am I so flustered. I already knew he wanted me. I can’t let him get to me like this. I have to obey my mistress!

I exhaled a deep breath and recomposed myself. “You know that such a thing isn’t an option,” I finally replied. “My mistress has denied such acts between us.”

Scott hung his head as he played up his shame. “I’m sorry, Mistress, but I don’t think you understand,” he said. “You’re the mistress here. You’re in charge of this house... and me.”

Another surprise. Was he right? Did I actually have power because I was playing his mistress at the moment? The thought baffled me; it had been so long since I had any semblance of power over myself or anyone else.

No, he’s just trying to trick me. I have no power, I’m nothing but a humble servant for my mistress.

I shook the thought out of my head. “No, you’re wrong. I will always belong to my mistress and must always follow her rules,” I said firmly. “Now let’s finish what we were working on. Try to keep your dirty thoughts to yourself.”

Scott opened his mouth to speak, but I abruptly turned and started down the hallway. I made my way to the kitchen and stopped at the island. As I waited for him to join me, I suddenly felt silly wearing only my lingerie, but I had no other choice. Not until the dryer was finished with my clothes.

I soon heard the clicking of heels behind me, telling me that Scott had followed me. He continued passed me and took his spot in front of me on the other side of the island. “Okay, I’m sorry,” he said. “I’ll be good.”

I let out a deep sigh as I looked at him. “This isn’t easy for me. I have needs. I have desires. But I trust that my mistress has my best interests at heart and will satisfy them when she feels the time is right,” I said.

He frowned at me. “But why? Why deny yourself what you so clearly want? What your body is begging you to embrace?” he asked.

I sighed again and shook my head. “Because this is the lifestyle I’ve chosen. Everything I do is for my mistress and I owe her everything; for unlocking this side of me, for embracing who I’ve become, for teaching me about these new pleasures that I now desire. I wouldn’t have any of this if it wasn’t for her,” I explained.

Scott nodded at me. “I see. I supposed I can understand that and I will try to respect your decision,” he said. “But for what it’s worth, remember that I did play a large hand in your transformation as well…”

From what Melissa had told me, I knew that to be true. He had helped her transform me into her sissy maid. “Well, then you, too, have my thanks for what you’ve done for me,” I replied with a bow of my head.

He smiled and then slammed his hands against the countertop. “Alright, well enough of that. Let’s get back to work. I promise I won’t toss anymore vegetables at you,” he said with a chuckle.

The shift in conversation was a relief. “Yes, let’s,” I said, feeling suddenly refreshed. “We will start with the crust. I’ve already measured out the flour, butter, and water. Why don’t you mix them all together in this bowl.”

Scott grabbed the ingredients and poured them together in the large mixing bowl that I had set on the counter. I smiled as I watched him clumsily try to mix them together into a dough. “I-is this right?” he asked as clumps of dough dripped from his outstretched hands.

“Not quite,” I laughed. “Come here and I’ll show you.”

Scott walked around the island until he was standing next to me. “Okay, what do I do?”

“First, you need to squeeze and work the butter to get it to mix with the flour. Like this,” I said. I grabbed some of the butter and showed him what I meant.

Scott moved closer and watched me over my shoulder. He placed his hand on my bare back which made my dick surge to life. I tried not to give him any sort of reaction, to just focus on my task and ignore the warmth of his touch. I did so by continuing to work the dough and rolling it into a ball.

“You’re really good with your hands,” he breathed out. The warmth of his breath on my neck gave me goosebumps.

I continued trying to ignore him, but my dick was fully invested. It was pressing against the walls of my chastity cage. “Now that the dough has been mixed, we need to roll it flat to make the crust,” I instructed.

“Mmm, okay. How do you do that?” he asked.

I grabbed the rolling pin and pushed it into the ball of dough, slowly pressing it out. “It’s a little tricky, but you need to roll it out,” I explained.

“Oh, can I try?” Scott whispered in my ear.

Before I could answer, he moved behind me. His arms reached around me and grabbed my hands on the rolling pin. His body pressed against mine as we rolled the dough out together.

We continued in silence. I could feel his chest rising and falling against my back. I could feel his hands gripping mine. I could feel his dick pressing against my ass.

My throat felt dry. I desperately needed a drink, but I was afraid to move, afraid that any slight movement might start an avalanche that I couldn’t control. I took deep breaths and I tried to calm myself. I tried to stay focused on the task at hand. But I could feel his dick growing harder and pressing more into me, and my desires were becoming too hard to resist.

“W-we need a pan to put this in,” I managed to say when the dough had been sufficiently rolled. “I need to go get one.”

“No, let me,” Scott said. He slowly ran his fingers up my arms and then down my back. My body quivered from his sensual touch. When his fingers reached my hips they briefly disappeared and then I felt his hands paw my ass. He giggled as he walked away.

I let out a deep exhale. I was beginning to feel exhausted from all the mental gymnastics he was putting me through. I walked to the sink and poured myself a glass of water, hoping that it might help steady my nerves. As I set the glass down, I glanced over my shoulder to see Scott’s hands in his panties, stroking his cock.

I thought we had an understanding? I thought he said he would respect my decision? Why is he torturing me!

I took one last deep breath, and then let it out as I turned around to face him. I slowly walked back to the kitchen island, now on the opposite side of him. He continued staring at me while he stroked his large cock. “You’re going to need to wash your hands before you touch the dough again. Clean hands are crucial for all chefs.”

Scott’s hand slowed down and he smirked at me. He held his hands up defensively and then started walking around the island towards the sink. “My apologies, Zoe. I’ve never been good at controlling my primal urges. In my line of work it is important to embrace and enjoy them whenever they may spring up. Especially any new urges.”

I was growing tired of his same old rhetoric. Did he really think he could still convince me to give in? I needed a way to stop him, to control him. Then it dawned on me. “If you can’t control yourself then I may need to control you,” I said, turning around to watch him at the sink.

He abruptly shut off the water and turned around to learn more. “Oh?”

I began strutting towards him, slowly closing the gap between us. “That’s right,” I breathed out. “And I think you know exactly how I could do that.”

His cock again popped out of his panties and I could see it getting harder. He was immensely turned on. “I do?” he asked sheepishly.

I scoffed at his answer and then grabbed his hand, pulling it towards me. I placed it on my panties so he could feel the bulge of my chastity cage. “Does this remind you?” I asked. He let out a small gasp and then fumbled around with my cage. “So tell me, was locking my dick in a chastity cage your idea or Melissa’s?”

He remained silent as he kept touching my cage through my panties. Anger built in me as each silent second went by. Finally, I gave in to my anger and slapped him across the face. “Answer me, maid!”

He looked at me as his hand held his sore cheek, his other hand still holding my cage. “It… it was my idea,” he admitted.

I crossed my arms and glared at him. “Ah, so then after all of your talk of embracing my urges, I have you to thank for constantly being denied them.”

I could tell he was becoming flustered. “But it helped Melissa. And it helped you! Without the chastity cage you would never have become Zoe!” he said in defense.

I nodded. “You’re right. Being denied my urges and letting my desires build up inside me without being allowed to release them did help me. They helped me learn about myself and learn about what I really wanted. So that’s why I honor code of my chastity cage and that of my mistress. That’s why I’m never going to give in to your pathetic come ons.”

It looked as if he was starting to shrivel before me and for a brief moment, I felt that I had finally won the debate. But as I watched him lower himself down to his knees, I instantly realized my error and what was actually happening. I had given him an opening to touch me and now he didn’t want to stop.

I felt his fingers dig into the hem of my panties and pull them down. My caged dick flopped out just in front of his face. His mouth dropped open and let out an air of astonishment. “Look at it,” he said in awe. “It’s magnificent.”

With one hand he cradled my balls, holding my dick up in front of him. With the other, he gently ran a finger along every curve of my cage. My body seized in shivers of pleasure as a quiet moan seeped through my lips.

“How long has it been on?” he asked me.

I closed my eyes and reached around for something to brace myself against. I found the kitchen counter and backed myself against it. His touches followed me. “Just over a year straight,” I breathed out. “Other than occasional cleanings.”

“Truly amazing,” he said. His finger continued teasing my dick as his hand fondled my balls. “Oh, and I can see that it still tries to get erect. Fascinating.”

I didn’t need to open my eyes to tell that he was right. I could feel my dick growing and pressing against its restraints as he touched them.

What am I doing? Why am I letting him do this?

As if in answer, my body groaned loudly in pleasure. Something had changed. I opened my eyes and witnessed him sucking on my cage as he continued to fondle my balls. I could feel his tongue swirling around my cage inside of his mouth.

“What are you doing?” I moaned. I tried to sound dominant and controlling, but the words just oozed out of my mouth.

With a pop, his lips pulled off of my cage and he looked up at me with a smile. “I’m showing you that even while you’re caged, even while your basic urges are denied… there are still ways to give in to new desires. There are still ways to express your sexuality and embrace it.”

Before I could find the words to respond, his lips surrounded my caged dick again. His hands grabbed the back of my legs and travelled up to my ass which they firmly gripped. He started moving his mouth back and forth along my tiny chastity cage.

Oh my… It feels so good, so naughty… But I can’t! My mistress wouldn’t allow it!

I didn’t want to stop him, but I knew I needed to. I couldn’t disobey my mistress, not when she had given explicit orders. I grabbed this head, summoned all of my strength, and pushed it away. Scott looked up at me with puppy dog eyes, clearly upset that I stopped him. Clearly wanting more. He opened his mouth to talk, but I couldn’t let him. I slapped him to silence him.

“That’s enough, slut!” I exclaimed. “You truly seem unable to control yourself so my decision has been made. I know you have one around here, so go get me a chastity cage so we can lock you up. We’re going to channel all your energy into more important avenues.”

Scott bolted up and nodded eagerly. “Yes, Mistress. Whatever you say,” he said.

There was a fire of excitement burning in his eyes and I wondered if I was only making things worse by playing up the mistress angle. I knew that locking him up would only build his drive up more, but at least it would hide my temptation and let me take back some control.

When I realized he was still standing in front of me, my eyebrows furrowed angrily. “Why are you still here?” I spat out.

“What kind of cage should I get? I metal one? A plastic one? Big or small? I’ve collected a lot of varieties over my years as a professor.”

“I don’t care. Just get the smallest one you can fit your dick inside and then meet me in the bedroom,” I snarled, annoyed at his question.

He hurried out of the kitchen and down the hall, leaving me alone and exasperated. I wondered if this was how Melissa felt when she first had to deal with me and my new urges. I shook off my annoyance as I walked to the freezer. I opened it and pulled out a bag of frozen peas.

This should help settle his dick down enough to get it in a cage.

As I left the kitchen I couldn’t help but chuckle at the thought of locking someone else in a cage, especially the man who had helped introduce one into my life.


Chapter 12
Unexpected Surprises


Isat on the edge of the bed, waiting for Scott to join me. I wasn’t sure what my plan would be once I had locked his dick in a chastity cage, but I hoped that it would at least settle the urges I had to use his cock.

Scott soon gleefully scampered down the hall, cage in hand, until he came to stand just in front of me. The chastity cage was made of pink plastic, and he held it out to me as if he was bestowing me a great present. “Here is the cage, Mistress!”

I pushed away his offering. “And what do you expect me to do with that? I’m already wearing one. Now it’s your turn to do the same,” I said dryly.

He flopped his hard cock out of his panties. It was still quite excited and erect. “How am I supposed to do that, Mistress? I seem to be a bit too excited.”

I grinned at him as I pulled the bag of frozen vegetables from behind my back. “Put this on it,” I said as I tossed him the bag. “It will settle eventually. It may not be very pleasant, however.”

Scott caught the bag and placed it on his hard cock. He flinched and shivered at the cold touch on his delicate skin. “Oh, my.”

I watched and waited, taking a sick pleasure in seeing him squirm at the ice cold touch on his genitals. “I don’t have all day. Is it limp yet?” I sighed.

“Almost, Mistress,” Scott grimaced.

“Maybe I should slap it a little bit. Sometimes that helps me when I need to get my cage back on after a cleaning.”

A look of terror filled Scott’s eyes. “No, no. I don’t think that will be necessary. It’s just hard seeing you looking like that. My penis wants to stay hard because of you.”

I felt my cheeks warm from his flattery. “Be it as it may, you need to get the cage on before we can get any further today so figure it out,” I said sternly.

He moved the bag away, exposing his dick to me. It was semi-hard yet still bigger than mine ever was. “Maybe we just need to use it to relax it,” he said coyly.

The sight of his cock made my mouth water. I bit my lip in consideration as my hand slowly reached out. I knew I shouldn’t, but it was becoming to hard to resist. As my hand touched his cock, mine suddenly pressed against its cage as my heart fluttered with lust.

But then there was a terrible sound that stopped me dead in my tracks.

“WHAT ARE YOU TWO DOING?!”

My jaw dropped. Scott turned around to see where the noise came from. As he did, I saw passed him. It was Melissa.

My heart pounded in my chest. I had been so good, so loyal and obedient. I had fought his seductions all day. But when I finally crumbled and gave in a little bit, I got caught.

“Why are you both wearing nothing but your underwear?!” she yelled again, her eyes piercing me.

I gritted my teeth, unsure of what I could possibly say to explain the scene before her.

“Oh, well—“ Scott started before being cut off by Melissa.

“Not you. The maid. Zoe, explain yourself,” she growled.

I folded my hands in my lap and tried to look like a good servant while I took a moment to figure out what to say. “There was a bit of an accident in the kitchen and my outfit became very wet. It’s in the dryer right now,” I said calmly. “Unfortunately, I do not have a proper change of clothes.”

“I see…,” Melissa said. She considered my answer for a moment and then pointed at Scott. “And what about him?”

I looked at Scott who was still wearing his bra, panties, and thigh highs, though his dick and balls were coming out of the top of his panties. “He... he wanted to explore his sexuality by trying to become a maid. Like me,” I explained. “He took his outfit off in solidarity.”

“Alright… that sounds like something he would do,” Melissa mused. “But that doesn’t explain why I just caught you sucking his cock!” Her fists clenched and her tone grew fierce.

“What? No, I wasn’t! I would never!” I exclaimed in defense.

“Then explain yourself!”

I looked at Scott. He looked stunned by Melissa’s fiery tone. Despite what he had said tonight, he was still my master and I didn’t want to speak ill of him or blame him for what happened… but I didn’t know how to explain what Melissa had seen without doing so. I needed to try, however.

“I-I was putting a chastity cage on him,” I said as I pointed to the cage in Scott’s hand.

Melissa glanced at it and the fire in her eyes extinguished and her furrowed eyebrows raised in confusion. “What? Why?”

How can I possibly explain this while not speaking poorly of Scott? And I don’t want to mention that he has been constantly propositioning me… Maybe he will admit to his part in this.

I again looked at Scott and our eyes met. I tried to give him a pleading look, trying to ask him to admit to what he had done. He simply shrugged at me, clearly too afraid to confront Melissa again.

If he’s not going to help me then I don’t have any other choice…

“Well, you see… Scott was having trouble controlling himself and his urges,” I said. I paused to let Melissa absorb my words. She nodded her understanding and then waited for me to continue. “So I decided that he needed to be locked in chastity to help him with his troubles.”

Melissa glanced at Scott and smirked. She walked towards us and stopped next to him. Her hand floated down and grabbed his cock and slowly began to stroke it. “Well maybe I should just help you with those urges rather than locking them away,” she said softly. “What do you say, Professor?”

My eyes widened in astonishment.

She wants to do what?!

I wasn’t the only one surprised. Scott’s face had a look of disbelief as well as his eyes darted back and forth between Melissa and me.

Melissa continued working his cock with long strokes, up and down the shaft. “Come on, Professor. Why not let me finally satisfy my old fantasies from university. I’ve been wanting to fuck you for twenty years.”

“I-I don’t know, Melissa…,” Scott stammered hesitantly. “I would love to, but we’ve known each other for so long. You were my student and now we’re good friends. Wouldn’t that feel weird?”

Is he actually considering this? A minute ago he was dying to fuck me and now he might fuck Melissa instead?

Melissa scoffed at his question. “Feel weird? From the look of your cock, I think it would feel pretty amazing. I had a feeling you had a big one, but this is better than expected.”

To my relief, Scott still didn’t look sold, but I could tell he was still considering his options. Finally, he said, “To be perfectly honest, Melissa. If I was to fuck anyone tonight, I would prefer it to be Zoe.”

My heart skipped a beat while Melissa froze, stunned by Scott’s answer. “Zoe? You would rather fuck the maid than me?” she asked hysterically. “I mean, look at me!” She ran her hands up and down her body, showing it off.

Scott looked uneasy and I had a feeling that he was about to say something that would only upset her more. “Yes, dear. You truly are a stunning woman. But I’ve had my share of beautiful women. On the other hand, I’ve never had anyone quite like Zoe,” he said.

Everyone’s eyes swarmed me and I felt the heat of embarrassment flood my body. I didn’t know how to react to Scott’s admission or the sudden attention.

Melissa shook her head and then threw her arms up in the air incredulously. “Well she’s not getting fucked if I don’t get fucked,” she let out.

I could feel my heart rate rising again. All of a sudden there was an opening. A chance that I might get fucked. My head whipped towards Scott and I gave him pleading eyes, begging him to fuck Melissa so he could fuck me. She had just given us the opportunity. I just needed Scott to give her what she wanted.

He flashed me a smile then turned back to Melissa. “Very well, I accept your terms,” he said. “But my lingerie stays on.”

That was what I wanted to hear, but that didn’t stop me from feeling torn. I was relieved that there was a chance to once again experience the pleasure I’ve desired for so long, but saddened that he needed to fuck Melissa first. What if they changed their minds afterwards? What if he came and lost all desire for me?

It didn’t matter. Those possibilities were out of my hand. I would just have to hold on to hope.

“Very well, I’m no stranger to feeling stockings on a man,” Melissa said as she glanced pointedly at me. She began removing her clothes, throwing each item at me as they came off. “Hang these up for me, maid.”

I hurried to Scott’s closet to find some hangers to put her clothes on. As I did, I watched the bed from the corner of my eye. I saw Melissa climb on, fully naked, and lay back against the headrest. Scott watched her as well and I couldn’t blame him. Melissa’s body was the epitome of perfection. Her tight hourglass curves, her large breasts, her long slender legs spread open, and her hairless pussy beckoning for him to enter it. But still he didn’t move.

“I’m sorry, Melissa, but I don’t like to fuck in missionary. Missionary is too intimate. Get on all fours,” he said.

Melissa groaned, but moved to do as he said. “Fine, fuck me however you want. Just fuck me already! I get so horny at the thought of getting fucked in front of Zoe.” She looked at me as she backed up towards Scott. She had a look on her face as if she meant to tell me she was stealing the cock meant for me. I worried that she was right.

Scott climbed onto the bed. He looked at me as he began stroking his cock, as if using the sight of me to get his dick hard again. But soon his eyes filled with sorrow and he turned to push his cock into Melissa’s eager pussy.

“Oh, wow,” Melissa breathed out as Scott’s cock entered her. He continued until his long cock disappeared inside her. When his skin touched hers, she let out a deep moan.

He grabbed her hips and quickly started fucking her with short thrusts. Their skin smacked together loudly, creating the sound of sex that I was accustomed to hearing coming out of Melissa’s bedroom. Despite witnessing Melissa getting fucked by countless other men in the past, seeing it this time felt different. This encounter left me in a state of utter disarray, my inner world thrown into turmoil and unease.

Normally, Melissa’s eyes would be closed while she was being fucked, but now she fought to keep them open and locked onto mine.“Oh, yeah! Give it to me Professor!” she exclaimed as her fingers wrapped around the blankets. “I’ve been such a bad student. I was too busy sucking off my classmates to study for your test. Please punish me for my promiscuity!”

When I realized that she was living out her college fantasy involving Professor Duncan, I became consumed with arousal, my dick grew in its cage.

“Don’t be afraid to grade my pussy hard, Professor. I can take it,” she continued.

Scott grunted in response as he continued fucking her hard and fast. I could see sweat building up on his forehead and I had the urge to towel him off.

“I want to be a good girl for you, Professor. But I need you to teach me how!” Melissa was moaning louder now, still starring into my eyes as she bit her lip.

Scott started slowing down but Melissa reached back and grabbed his ass, pulling him tight against her and keeping his cock deep inside her. “Mmm, yeah… Grind your cock in me,” she breathed out. “It’s so big and meaty. It feels so good!” She smirked at me with her last remark.

The air in the room grew thick and hot from their steamy sex. I was standing idly by yet I could feel sweat dripping down my nearly naked body. I only grew more heated the more I watched them.

My hunger to feel his cock inside me grew as well. I needed it inside me. I needed to feel how it felt to be fucked like a woman again. Just like Melissa was getting fucked now.

Suddenly, Melissa’s back arched as she wailed out in pleasure. She could no longer resist closing her eyes and she did so as her whole body tensed. Scott thrust his cock into her faster, harder, helping her reach her climax. And then he stopped as she released her grip on the bedding and her body went limp.

“Wow. Wow, wow, wow,” Melissa exclaimed. Her breasts were heaving with each deep inhale. “That was amazing, Professor. That was everything I’ve been dreaming about for the last twenty years.”

Scott nodded as he stroked his still hard cock and stared at me.

Melissa was all smiles. “Did you cum, too?” she asked him.

He shook his head. “No. I saved myself for Zoe,” he said softly.

Melissa’s smile quickly transformed into a scowl and she gritted her teeth in annoyance. She had clearly hoped that she would make him cum and that he would lose his interest in me. But she hadn’t. And he hadn’t either.


Chapter 13
Two Dicks and a Dildo


Melissa was speechless.

“We had a deal, Melissa, and I’ve satisfied your half of it. Now it’s Zoe’s time,” Scott told her. He walked around to the side of the bed and opened the top drawer of this nightstand, pulling out a bottle of lube. My eyes lit up at the sight. He was preparing for me.

Is this really going to happen? Am I finally going to feel like a real woman again?

I tried to hide my smile, to continue to act like the good servant, but it was difficult to conceal my excitement. “Did you wish to use me, sir?” I asked, my voice shaking.

Scott grinned and Melissa frowned. “I would very much like to use you, Zoe,” he replied.

Melissa let out a huff of air and flailed her hands dismissively. “Fine, whatever. Do as you please with her,” she said. There was no denying the aggravation in her voice.

I ignored her, keeping my attention on Scott. “How would you like me, sir?” I asked him.

He moved back to the bottom of the bed and gestured to the area in front of him. “On all fours, just as your mistress was.”

Just like Melissa was fucked. Just like a real woman.

My heart fluttered with anticipation. It had been so long since my first time, I almost didn’t know what to do or what to expect. I would just follow his commands and let him have his way with me.

I crawled up onto the bed and positioned my ass towards him. My body was shaking, my breath was heavy. I couldn’t believe what was about to happen. But as I heard the slathering of lube on his dick, I knew there was no denying that it was going to happen. My dick was struggling against its cage; so desperate to break free and allow itself to become erect.

At last, there was a slight pressure on my asshole. I could feel his cock head pushing. Then it suddenly plunged deep inside me. My jaw dropped as I felt the pleasure of man enter me once again. I cried out in pleasure as ecstasy flooded my whole body.

Scott slowly began to fuck me with full, long strides of his entire cock. “How does that feel, Zoe?” he asked me.

As I opened my mouth to speak, moans escaped. “My pleasure does not matter. Just use my body as you desire, master,” I replied.

Scott chuckled. “You truly are the perfect sissy maid, aren’t you? I could learn a lot from you.” He continued his slow, long thrusts inside me. They were like nothing I had ever felt before. He was so experienced, so skillful. He knew exactly how to wield his cock as a tool of pleasure and he was using it to envelope me in a cloud of pure satisfaction.

But my bubble soon popped when Melissa made herself known again. “I can’t just sit here and watch this filth. I need to at least be involved in some way,” she groaned out angrily. “You have to have some toys around here somewhere, Professor.”

Without missing a stride, Scott replied, “In my office. Bottom drawer, right side.”

Melissa hurried off of the bed and down the hallway. When she was out of sight, Scott ran his hands up my body and pulled me up until my back was flush against his chest. His cock was still deep inside me as he brushed aside my hair and kissed my neck tenderly, sending chills throughout my body. His hands reach around and grabbed my breasts, squeezing and groping them passionately.

“You’re a goddess,” he whispered in my ear. “And I’ve been dying to be inside you since the moment I met you.”

My dick strained harder against its cage as his words filled me with pride and desire. “Don’t stop,” I breathed out between moans.

Scott abruptly pushed me back down onto the bed. His dick slipped out of me as I landed on my belly. I turned to see what had happened and understood as I heard the sound of footsteps echoing down the hall. Melissa was coming back.

“I’ve got just the thing to make this fun for me,” she laughed. I looked further over my shoulder and saw her holding a large dildo and a belt. “I’m going to fuck you while you fuck the maid.”

Scott let out a little sound that told me he was interested in her idea. “As you wish,” he said, confirming my suspicions.

Melissa laughed again and started attaching the strap-on around her hips. While she prepared, I felt Scott crawl on the bed until he was positioned over me. He spread my ass cheeks and gently pushed his cock back inside. I took a sharp inhale at the feeling of him re-entering me.

I felt his arms slide up my body and down my arms. They continued all the way to my wrists which he cuffed with his hands tightly and pinned me down. I could feel his silky thigh highs brushing against mine; his bra pressing against my back. With me helpless to his advances, he resumed his long, slow thrusts inside of me. The new angle with him on top of me felt like his cock was going even deeper inside of me. I groaned in pleasure every time I felt his cock filled me up and his balls slapped against me.

“Time to add one more to the party,” I heard Melissa say behind me. I felt her crawl on to the bed and then Scott stopped moving. He rested his weight on top of me as I heard Melissa coating her dildo with lube. When I heard Scott groan, I knew that he, too, now had a cock inside him. “I’m going to keep my cock right here for you,” Melissa said. “So if you want to back up to fuck Zoe, you’re going to have to push the dildo deeper inside of you and fuck yourself at the same time.”

I could feel Scott’s heavy breath on my neck as he hesitated. He released my wrists and moved his arms down along my side. The bed shifted around me as he pushed himself up and back against the dildo. With a loud moan he thrust his cock back into me and then slowly pulled it back. Again he heaved his long, hard cock deep inside me and slowly pulled it out.

He continued this rhythm, releasing louder and louder groans of pleasure each time. Despite feeling the pleasures of being fucked by a real dick once again, I couldn’t help but feel a little jealous of Scott. Not only was he getting fucked, but he was fucking me at the same time. The idea of being doubly pleasured sounded amazing. But as I no longer had a true dick, I knew I would never feel such a pleasure.

“Look at you two fucking cock sluts,” Melissa laughed out. “You two would just do anything to feel some cock inside of you, wouldn’t you?”

“I will always do anything you say, Mistress,” I managed to get out between heavy breaths.

“Aww, I know that, Zoe. You’re such a good slut,” Melissa said as she gave my leg an approving pat. “It was more the professor that I was impressed by. He’s really taking my cock deep inside him.”

Scott groaned again as he took the dildo deep up his ass. As he rammed his cock back into me I gasped. Then he said, “This is certainly not the first time I’ve had something up my ass, dear. And I doubt it will be the last.” He was so cool and relaxed about his sexuality, I really admired him in that moment. But even more, I admired the feeling of his cock throbbing inside of me.

Melissa squealed in delight at his answer. “Well then maybe I will need to turn you into my little sissy, too. I could have my own little team of sissy maids serving me and going around to clean up the neighborhood. Doesn’t that sound fun?”

Suddenly, as if the idea of becoming Melissa’s sissy push him over the edge, Scott thrust his cock deep inside me and collapsed onto my back, his sweaty body smacking against mine. I could feel his cock swell up and surge before the tip burst.

His cock vigorously pumped his cum inside me as he howled in relief.

My cock was throbbing at the thought of a man finishing in me. I felt like such a naughty cock whore. I was so aroused, so intoxicated by his cum inside me. But despite the immense pleasures I had felt, I hadn’t managed to cum myself. And now I didn’t feel like I would be able to.

After a long moment, Scott eventually pulled himself out of me and rolled over. I, too, flipped over and clenched my asshole tightly to keep his large load inside. I looked up to see Melissa shaking her head at us. “What a sorry pair of sissies,” she let out.

Scott rolled to his side to look at me as his hand grabbed my cage. My dick was sore from straining and being so pent up. His touch made it spasm in delight. “Are you okay, Zoe? Do you need me to help finish you?” he asked softly.

Before I could open my mouth, Melissa answered for me. “Oh no, Zoe had her pleasure. She doesn’t get to cum every time.”

I smiled at Scott and shrugged. There was my answer; I wouldn’t be allowed to cum this time. Truth be told, after such a treat, Melissa would probably withhold my orgasms for quite awhile.

But I didn’t care. After a long year of waiting, I once again got to feel like a sexy, desired whore of a woman.

And I loved every second of it.


Chapter 14
Two Sissies are Better Than One


Ihurried across the kitchen as the timer went off. A wave of heat hit me as I opened the oven door and pulled out the finished pot pie. Behind me Scott and Melissa laughed together at the dinner table.

It felt good to have both of my masters getting along so well, especially after the tension that seemed to be building between them lately. It also felt good to be wearing my maid’s outfit again. My clothes were still dirty, but at least they were dry. Scott and Melissa had put their clothes back on, too, helping everything feel back to normal.

I sliced the pot pie and served it onto two plates, one for each of my masters, and then carried them to the table. “Be careful, it’s still very hot,” I said as I set the steaming plates down in front of them. I gave them a smile and a bow and then walked away, back to the kitchen island to eat by myself.

“This smells divine once again, Zoe,” Scott said as he took a deep inhale of the pie’s aroma.

“It always does. I have to go to the gym every day to work off Zoe’s amazing cooking!” Melissa laughed.

Scott looked at me and smiled. “You’ve done a phenomenal job training her, Melissa. She truly is amazing.”

“I owe a lot to you, Professor. It was your idea after all. I wouldn’t have my Zoe if not for your guidance. Then again, you wouldn’t have had Zoe if not either,” she chuckled.

Scott nodded. “And that would be a travesty,” he said. “What just happened between the three of us was incredible. Never in my life have I experienced such a feeling of pure, raw, natural pleasure. Thank you both for that.”

A familiar smirk formed on Melissa’s face. “Well, maybe if you’re good I’ll let you experience it again,” she said sensually.

Scott squirmed at her teasing words. “That… that would be most welcome,” he stammered. “To tell you the truth, Melissa. My Cathy… she hasn’t been on a book tour… she left me. It has been quite lonely around here lately. Having you and Zoe in my life has been quite a pleasure.”

My heart sank from hearing his story. I had no idea that his wife had left him. That did explain why he was so unable or unwilling to take care of himself. He must have been too depressed to manage.

Melissa took Scott’s hand in hers and squeezed it. “I’m sorry to hear that, Professor. If it helps, I can let Zoe continue coming over.”

Scott’s eyes were welling up with tears. “That would be most appreciated, my friend. I could use the company and the help.”

Melissa squeezed his hand again and smiled. “Then Zoe will continue helping you,” she said. Her voice then suddenly became fierce and serious as she added, “But only under specific conditions.”

Scott’s eyes widened in concern. “And what are those?” he asked hesitantly.

Melissa set down her fork and cleared her throat. “First, you must wear a chastity cage and give me your keys. After today I no longer trust you around my Zoe.”

The look of concern was plastered all over Scott’s face now. He took a gulp and squeaked out his agreement. “A-alright.”

I was a little saddened by this first point, but I understood where she was coming from. And if it let me continue helping Scott, then that was worth it.

“Second,” Melissa continued. “You will become a sissy maid in training.”

A long silence hung in the room. I stared at Scott intensely as I awaited his response.

He rubbed his chin pensively as he considered his answer. “What exactly would that entail?” he finally replied.

Melissa crossed her arms and leaned back in her chair, keeping her eyes on Scott all the while. She knew she had him interested. “It means that you will learn how to cook and clean like a good sissy. You will shadow Zoe and learn everything from her. I can’t promise you her forever so at least this way you can finally learn to take care of yourself.”

Scott nodded in understanding. “Yes, that sounds quite appropriate. But you said a sissy maid in training? Why not just let her teach me as is?”

Melissa laughed loudly in response. “Because you’re a perverted old man and you’ll love it. Don’t pretend like you don’t want to dress up in a frilly little dress and prance around, too. It’s exactly what you did today!”

I saw Scott’s face turn red. “Yes, I suppose you’re right,” he said bashfully.

Melissa laughed out again. “But that’s not all. I don’t have time to be your mistress as well as Zoe’s. So Zoe will be your mistress.”

My chest swelled up in shock. Is she for real? I would be a mistress to Scott?

Scott again looked at me as he adjusted his pants. I could see the outline of his hard cock through his slacks. He was getting turned on by the conversation, just as he had while he was fucking me. “What do you think, Zoe? Do you think you could help an old man like me learn to be an obedient maid such as yourself?” he asked me, excitement lining each word.

I smiled and bowed. “If that’s what my mistress wishes, then that is what I will do,” I answered. Secretly I was a little torn by the task. It sounded like a lot of work to train him and I worried that it might interfere with my productivity. At the same time, I also thought it would be another exciting challenge.

Melissa looked at me sternly. “Zoe, this is no simple undertaking. You won’t simply be his teacher. You will need to keep him in line with punishments and rewards, just as I did for you.”

I felt my dick stirring in its cage as possibilities of punishing and rewarding Scott swarmed my mind. Suddenly the proposition of being his mistress became very alluring. “Yes, Mistress. I will do whatever it takes.”

“And his successes and failures will be a reflection of yourself. I will test you both to make sure progress is being made. His performance will be included in your weekly grades,” Melissa added.

Her statement made me feel uneasy. I always understood being graded on my performance, but to have someone else’s work affect mine… Suddenly the idea of being Scott’s mistress became much more serious. It wouldn’t be easy; I would have to work long and hard to make him into a proper sissy maid. “I understand, Mistress,” I said, accepting her terms. I turned to Scott and added, “Scott, do not expect me to go easy on you.”

“You may ride me as hard as you desire,” he replied. “I can take it.”

“Very well then, it’s settled,” Melissa said as she clapped her hands together. “All that’s left is to decide on your sissy name. What do you think, Professor?”

Scott was quivering with arousal, his hand in his pants touching himself. “Sc-Scarlett. I will be Scarlett,” he choked out.

“Mmm, I like it,” Melissa approved. She gestured towards me and then back to Scott. “Zoe, meet Scarlett, your new apprentice sissy.”

It was official. Excitement coursed through me at my new role. For the first time in a long time I would get to be in charge. I would actually have power. Not only that, but I would have a sissy to do with as I wished.

I would be a mistress.


Becoming a Sissy Maid 3
DESIRE, DUTY, AND DEVOTION



Prologue


By the end of my first year as a full time sissy maid to my wife and mistress, Melissa, I had growing concerns. Concerns that there wouldn’t be enough chores and responsibilities for me to handle on any given day and that my idle time would displease my mistress and eventually make her reconsider my being her full time servant. That fear, however, quickly disappeared in my second year.

My second year as a sissy maid has excited me beyond my wildest dreams as I found myself evolving me into more than just a maid. Don’t get me wrong, I loved being my wife’s maid and would live to serve her for as long as she allowed me, but my life was now more than that. I was no longer simply her maid. I was now a mistress myself.

Never could I have expected to arrive in such a position—even back when I was still Brad I was never particularly strong or dominating. That, after all, was one of the many reasons why Melissa was able to so easily transform me into her submissive sissy. I was good at being submissive and obedient. I liked being submissive and obedient. But now I had to be more.

It all started when Melissa introduced me to her mentor and former college professor, Scott. He was a teacher of human sexuality and the man who had introduced Melissa to the idea of locking me in a chastity cage and turning me into her sissy. He was also a man with a great sexual hunger and curiosity that was seemingly insatiable. But Scott was having trouble maintaining his home after his wife had left him and Melissa had offered him my maid services.

I was to help Scott by cleaning, cooking, and doing anything he asked of me. Well, almost anything… Melissa had put me under strict rules that I was not allowed any sexual contact with him, no matter how persistent he was—and he was very persistent. But soon things came to a head between us when Scott dressed himself up as a maid and asked me to teach him how to cook. Throughout my lessons he was increasingly naughty and I found myself struggling to control him and his advances. When they eventually became too much and I finally couldn’t resist, that was the moment Melissa stormed into his bedroom and discovered us.

In that moment I expected a rain of punishments to fall down on me. Surely she wouldn’t stand for catching me break her rules. But instead, she saw Scott’s hard cock and had her own idea to live out her college fantasies. To my delight, Scott declared that he would only fuck her if he was allowed to fuck me after.

The next hour was a whirlwind of sex and debauchery. First, I watched as Scott fucked Melissa, my wife moaning and groaning passionately while enacting every line from her schoolgirl fantasies about Scott until she climaxed. Scott held off, however, and saved himself for me.

Now it was my turn. Time for me to be feel the true pleasures of a sissy in front of Melissa once again, for the first time in a year. Feeling his large, hard cock inside of me was everything I had imagined it would be and more. It was everything I had longed for since my first time. He made me feel like a sexy, desired, cock whore of a woman and I loved it.

Melissa, however, was not satisfied with just watching. She found a strap on and decided to join the fun. She punished Scott’s hole while he pleasured me. While I loved the pleasure I was feeling, part of me was jealous that he got to experience it from both sides. In the throes of passion, Melissa teased Scott about becoming her sissy as well since he was already dressed up and taking cock. The idea drove him crazy and he soon came inside of me.

That was a moment that I would remember forever. However, while it momentarily quenched my year long lust for cock, it wasn’t the most notable point of the night. Later, when I was serving my masters their dinner, was when we learned that Scott’s wife had left him. That he had been left to fend for himself, something that he had never had to do before.

Melissa couldn’t stand the thought of her mentor being left in such a state, but she also no longer trusted him to be left alone with me. Instead, she gave him an offer. She would continue to lend my services to him so I could teach him now to cook and clean for himself, but in order to do so, he must keep his cock locked in a chastity cage and he must take on the role of my apprentice sissy maid.

I was stunned when I heard her offer and even more surprised when Scott accepted it. When he agreed to become Scarlett, my apprentice sissy maid, that was the moment that I became his mistress. The moment when I suddenly had a semblance of power return to my life.

The moment when my life changed forever.


Chapter 1
My Apprentice


The day after agreeing to become Scarlett, Scott wasted no time in preparing for his transformation, constantly asking me questions about what to wear, how to behave, and how to prepare his body. He even begged me to go clothing shopping with him, saying that he was too afraid to shop for women’s clothing alone and needed a woman with him.

While I was flattered by his compliment, I declined his pleas and told him that I had my own work to oversee and didn’t have time to baby him. I gave him a general outline of appropriate clothing that he could buy and told him to do it himself. I also told him that his appearance during our first training session would now be fiercely criticized because of how much he had distracted me from my duties. I could practically hear his body quivering with arousal through his response, “Yes, Mistress.”

With every message, my stress level grew to a frustrating level. My once simple and relaxing job of tidying the house and cooking for my mistress was becoming complex and aggravating. The man that I once longed to feel inside me, I now dreaded to see. There was no question that my new situation was complicated to say the least, but I would need to put on my big girl panties and figure it out. That or risk the wraith of my mistress.

So I continued guiding him, teaching him what was expected of a proper sissy maid on the most basic level. I told him that I expected his body to be hairless and smooth from the nose down, that he should begin to wear nothing but women’s lingerie under his clothes at all times, that he should keep himself plugged and teased so that he had the proper level of pent up desire trapped in his chastity cage. Most importantly, I told him that he was not to cum by any means, for any reason, or at any time—not unless I, as his new mistress, gave him permission.

My rules drove Scott crazy. The next day he showed up at my house at dawn, dressed, made up, and ready to begin his first day of training. I could see it in his eyes—no longer was he Scott, now he was Scarlett.

Being an experienced and dedicated maid myself, I of course was also dressed and ready for the day with my mistress’s breakfast already prepared. I was wearing a satin black dress with frilly white lace hems, the skirt elevated to proper heights thanks to my extra thick petticoat. My white apron was freshly ironed and tied around my waist with an elegant bow, and my heels were shining after a fresh buffing.

“Good morning, Mistress,” Scarlett beamed at me, twisting excitedly in her new outfit.

I gave her a look over before letting her inside, letting her soak in the fear of being seen by outsiders while on my doorstep. Her blonde wig fell in neat curls over her shoulders, perfectly complementing her black blouse with its deep neckline that showcased the ample cleavage created by the large, lifelike breast forms she had purchased. Her satin top was neatly tucked into a black skater skirt that verged on inappropriate from its short length. Beneath I could just see white garter straps connected to the tops of her white thigh high stockings, a look that made me want to reach down and rub my hands over her hairless legs.

“Good morning, Scarlett,” I finally answered as I stepped aside and gestured for her to enter. “I’m glad to see that you’re taking your tutelage seriously and came dressed suitably.”

Scarlett smiled as she gave me a curt bow. “But of course, Mistress. I do take this extremely seriously. I have so much to learn from you, so much to… feel.”

My penis pulsed in its cage at her innuendo, remembering how Scott had made me feel when he took me in his bed just a few days earlier, but I knew that I couldn’t let his flirts get to me. As Scarlett’s mistress I needed to be strong and in charge, and I knew that I couldn’t give Scarlett even an inch or else she would take a mile. Already I could tell that I would need to summon forth my inner dominatrix to put her in her place, and to keep her there.

I shut the door behind her with extra force, causing the door to slam and rattle. Scarlett flinched at the unexpected noise and I found myself grinning from making her uneasy.

“Scarlett, oh, Scarlett,” I let out with a sigh of disappointment. I shook my head at her as I walked before her, crossing my arms as I struck a fierce pose, one just like Mistress Melissa would do to me. “One second you tell me that you’re taking this seriously, but the next second you’re acting like your old foolish self. Do you really think such talk is appropriate coming from a lowly maid such as yourself?”

I could tell that I had surprised her as she took a step back, her eyes wide with shame. “I, umm, I’m sorry, Mistress,” Scarlett squeaked out nervously.

I took a step closer, letting my stilettos crash loudly against the hardwood floor. “You are sorry, Scarlett. And that’s why Mistress Melissa has assigned you to me, to shape you into a good, obedient, and well trained maid.”

“Yes, of course. I understand, Mistress.”

“Clearly you don’t, maid, or else you wouldn’t have failed me so quickly.” Another step forward and I had Scarlett pinned against the wall. “And you wouldn’t have made me have to punish you before we even got started.”

“P-punish,” she stammered. I could see her posture shift, her body squirming with a sudden giddiness, a surging arousal that she was trying to suppress.

I recalled the first first time she had dressed up as Scarlett and had spilled food all over me, seemingly on purpose so she could get punished by me—the memory reminded me that I would have my work cut out for me with training her. I knew I couldn’t give into her desires of more physical punishments just yet.

“Because of this disturbance and delay in our schedule, I will have to cut out your cock sucking practice, Scarlett,” I said firmly, my eyes fiercely locked on to hers. “I hope next time you show up for training you have a more obedient attitude.”

Scarlett’s body slumped against the wall, clearly disappointed by my ruling, but that only confirmed that I had done the right thing. Being a mistress wouldn’t be all spankings and physical discipline—sometimes I would need to take away what she really wanted to get my point across. To make her better.

“Yes, Mistress. I understand,” she groaned.

I scoffed at her tone—if she only knew half of the punishments my mistress had given to me, then she wouldn’t be so quick to mope.

“And for this poor attitude, that will be another week locked in your cage,” I added.

Scarlett bolted to attention, moving away from the wall and standing tall. “Another week, Mistress? But I’m not even sure when I was going to be allowed out to begin with.”

I could sense her eagerness returning, I could tell that she wanted to be told something outlandish, to be fully and permanently denied as I was. “The plan was to release you once I’ve deemed your training complete,” I answered. “But now it will be at least one week after that. Even longer if you don’t learn to behave.”

Scarlett’s hips squirmed and I could tell that her cock must be pressing against her cage, rejecting her desire to grow hard. She sucked in her lower lip as she stared at me, her body now rushing with the arousal of being denied.

The look in her eyes made it difficult to stay strong, to remain in control. In truth I wanted none of this, I didn’t want to be her mistress. I loved Scott and Scarlett’s flirtations, I loved their teases and the way they made me feel so sexy and desirable. But now as mistress I couldn’t have any of them, not only that but I needed to punish her for them. It was disappointing, but it was an order from my own mistress so I knew that I must obey.

“And how long might my training take?” she asked me, her voice trembling.

“Days, weeks, perhaps even months,” I replied, feeling my own penis pulse in my chastity cage from the pleasure of teasing her. “That really depends on how obedient you are, and how quickly you can learn.”

“M-months…” Scarlett let out, more in awe than as a question.

“Perhaps. Though the longer it takes the more trouble I will be in with my mistress and you wouldn’t want that, would you?”

She shook her head, her blonde hair fluttering around her playfully. “No, of course not, Mistress.”

“Good. Then let us finally begin.” With a stern nod I turned and walked down the hall towards the kitchen, beckoning for my apprentice to follow. “Now, Scarlett, you may look around and see a sparklingly clean home with no opportunities for work or learning, but that kind of mindset is the first failure of a sissy maid. There is always work to be done and never a dull moment.”

Scarlett followed along, her knees wobbling like a baby deer as she learned to walk in her heels. I grinned at the sight of her awkwardness, marveling at what it might feel like to just be starting down this path.

Those first few times when Melissa dressed me up and had me clean were so strange, so surprising, yet so arousing. My life has never been the same since and I wouldn’t change it for the world.

We began with dusting, my morning routine once Melissa was settled in her home office with her coffee and breakfast. I figured if anything it would be a good opportunity for Scarlett to practice walking with the proper poise of a maid.

I continually had to correct her posture, telling her that she needed to bend from the knees when reaching down rather than the hips. “As sexy as it may make you feel to expose your tiny little panties,” I explained. “I can assure you that it would not go over well when hosting a dinner party.”

When she continued to bend improperly I had to resort to swift spankings with my feather duster on her exposed cheeks, and when that became a turn on I had to threaten taking away her butt plug.

I made sure she was detailed and thorough, moving aside objects to clean every nook and cranny of the room. My mistress was strict and would find even the smallest flaw in my work so I would be the same for my underling, making sure that if she ever served another that she would have the keen eye of a true maid.

Most importantly, I taught her how to handle herself when Melissa came around, reminding her that their decades long friendship no longer applied when she was Scarlett—from now on she was the help and nothing more to Melissa so she needed to act the part. So when Melissa first came downstairs on her way to the gym on her lunch break, I made sure to pull her aside and stay out of the way while my mistress hurried about.

“You never want to get in her way or even let her know you’re here. We exist to make her life perfect and easy, not to complicate it with our own needs or existence,” I explained.

Scarlett nodded her understanding, but I could tell that she didn’t quite accept it. When Melissa left without saying goodbye or letting us know when she would be back, she frowned at me with a look of sorrow in her eyes. “Is this what it’s like every day, Zoe?” she asked me solemnly.

“Of course, I live to serve my mistress with the utmost dedication and obedience. Over the last year we have come to a perfect synchronicity to allow us to exist in perfect harmony.”

“Isn’t that a bit… lonely?”

I considered it for a second, thinking about all the time I spent diligently cooking and cleaning for her, the meals I spent alone, not to mention the nights. While I loved my life as Zoe and loved the look of joy on Melissa’s face when I pleased her, there was a feeling of loneliness looming inside of me, a feeling that was now beginning to seep out.

“I… I suppose it can be at times,” I answered, trying to prevent my voice from cracking as I felt a fluttering of emotions swirling inside me.

Scarlett nodded again before giving me a hug. “I understand completely. I’ve been lonely lately, too,” she whispered softly.

As we embraced I felt our breasts pressing against each other and our silky stockings tickling our legs. Her warm breath sending shivers down my spine as she held me tightly. Through my sorrow I could feel my cage filling, my body beginning to heat up with arousal from her sensual touch. It felt so good to feel her body against mine, to feel the tender touch of another—I didn’t want to let go, but I knew that I needed to.

Pulling myself away, I straightened my apron back into its perfect position and composed myself. Such feelings were not becoming of a sissy maid and I knew that I needed to get my head right before my mistress returned home. But still, there was something nagging me in the back of my mind that told me that I should talk to my wife, to try to rekindle what we once had, to feel her loving embrace once more.

“Thank you for the concern, Scarlett, but I assure you that I’m quite happy with the way things are,” I told my student sternly, shaking the thought out of my head. “Why don’t we use this moment to take our own lunch break. It will be a great opportunity to teach you some more cooking basics.”

“Yes, of course, Mistress,” she replied, smiling softly at me.

As I led her into the kitchen the thoughts returned.

What would happen if I tried to start something with Melissa? What might she say if I asked to spend a night with her again, even platonically, just to feel her warmth beside me again?

I bit my lip at the thought of her touch, her soft hands holding me as we laid in bed together. Her touch on my cage as I began to rub her clit.

When I first became Zoe we were still intimate from time to time. She used to love to tease me by making me pleasure her then denying me, but now she’s so focused on finding the next man to bring home that she ignores me unless she needs to punish me for a mistake I made.

I tried to hide my feelings as I began to show Scarlett around the kitchen, instructing her on how to make our lunch, but the more I dwelled on the idea, the more I knew that I needed to do something about it.

I needed to discuss our relationship with Melissa.


Chapter 2
Tensions


After an hour or so I heard the front door open, signaling Melissa’s return. While she was out I had resolved myself to speaking to her, something that I was dreading, but that I suddenly felt was necessary for our relationship. I had built the idea up so much in that time that I knew I had to address it immediately—and so I would.

I told Scarlett to keep working while I snuck away towards the front hall, hoping to catch Melissa before she made it upstairs. However, as I approached, I found myself caught off guard by the sounds of two sets of footsteps. Pausing just before the hall, I peered in to see who was with her. To my great surprise it was Roger, the husband of Melissa’s best friend Jen.

I gasped in fear, and to my surprise I found myself hurrying down the hall to catch them. “Welcome back, Mistress,” I called out as they walked up the stairs.

It was clear that I had caught Melissa off guard because she froze mid step as she turned to face me. She grinned awkwardly as her eyes flickered from me to Roger and back.

“Oh, hello, Zoe,” she let out as she tried to compose herself.

Roger’s eyes widened as he took in my sight, seeing me as Zoe for the first time. I had no doubt that he had heard tales about my transformation, but I knew that seeing me this way was completely different than just hearing about it.

“Is there anything that you need before you return to work?” I asked pointedly, trying to discover the meaning of Roger’s visit. I knew that I was overstepping my bounds, that I would likely be punished later, but Jen had always been so friendly and supportive of me and I had a bad feeling about what was happening.

“I think we’ll be alright,” my wife smiled. “I ran into Roger at the gym and we started talking, and well, we started discussing work and I told him I would show him… some of the tools that I use.”

It was unusual to see Melissa so flustered, so bashful about what she was doing. Never before had she been shy about brining men home before, but never before had she brought home someone that I not only knew, but also knew to be married.

“Oh, alright,” I replied, trying to hide my judgement. “Please let me know if you do need any refreshments for you or your guest.”

With that I gave her a curtsey and disappeared back down the hall, still trembling from confronting my mistress.

What is she doing? It’s one thing to bring home random men from the gym, but Roger? Her best friend’s husband?

Back in the kitchen Scarlett was looking excited to find out what had happened. “Did she bring someone home? Do we get to serve them?” she asked me as she bounced in her heels.

I grimaced at her questions, still pained from what I had seen. My eyes squinted at her as I felt my heart pounding in my chest. “What business is that of you, maid?” I growled at her.

I knew it wasn’t right, but it just flowed out of me, my anger projecting itself on my apprentice. “It is not a maid’s place to involve herself with the matters of the household they serve. You are to remain quiet and unseen, to consider only the cleanliness and order of the house you serve. Do you understand?”

Scarlett stepped back, taken aback by my harshness, but I followed her, my body trembling with rage.

“I asked you a question, maid,” I spat at her.

“Y-yes. I understand, Mistress,” she stammered, the voice of Scott breaking in and out nervously.

“I’m afraid that you have made far too many gaffs for one day. It is time for you to learn a lesson. Please see yourself to my room. Upstairs and to the right. Last door on the left. I will meet you there shortly.”

“Yes, Mistress!” Scarlett bowed to me then hurried off, her heels clicking quickly along the floor as she fled.

I knew what I was about to do was wrong, that my negative energy was being projected on the wrong person, but I didn’t care. I needed an outlet. How often had my own mistress used me to exert her anger and frustrations over work and life? It seemed only fair that I now had the opportunity to do so myself.

In my room Scarlett was taking in all the various tools and instruments that Melissa used to punish me; the cage, the rack, the wall of paddles and whips. There were so many devices and accessories that she used to keep me inline and under her thumb. But now as I looked at them, I wondered who would keep Melissa herself in line?

I shook my head, trying to get the thoughts out as I sized up Scarlett. Heated in the moment, I saw her as nothing but a weak piece of meat, an object for me to use and abuse. I wondered what she would let me do to her, I wondered if she would be truly obedient if I tested the boundaries of her devotion to becoming my sissy maid.

My chest was heaving with deep breaths, my breasts pressing against my tight dress as they rose up and down. I could feel my cock throbbing in my chastity cage as I considered what to do to her, what I could do to her while limited by my cage.

“You’ve been a very naughty maid,” I growled as my eyes locked back onto Scarlett. “It’s time to teach you some obedience.”

Scarlett shook, her eyes glistening with a mixture of fear and arousal. Knowing her, I had a feeling that she was about to cherish what I was going to do to her no matter how much it hurt.

“I’m so sorry, Mistress,” she said softly, her voice tender and meek. “Please teach me a lesson. Please make me be good for you.”

A surge of arousal struck me, making me bite my lip in excitement. For so long I had been on the receiving end of these sessions, but now I would be on the giving; I reveled in the power that I felt.

“Bend over, against the rack.”

I gestured towards the large metal structure that I was normally flayed between, my arms and legs bound to the four corners. That wasn’t what I had in mind for Scarlett, however.

I watched as she approached it, gripping the sides of the center as she bent over before me. Her skirt hiked up, showing me the tight strings of her garter belt tight against her hairless cheeks. It took all of my will not to grab her, to squeeze and spread her open. If not for my cage I might be weak enough to give in, to take her right here and now, to claim her as my own and humble her, to show her the lowly position she was now in as my student. But even though I was her mistress I was still caged and because of that I could resist, or at least I would be denied what I really wanted to do to her.

Instead, I walked to the rack, pulling down the chains from the top and attaching them to Scarlett’s wrists, making sure that she couldn’t escape my punishment. “Do you understand why I must do this to you, maid?” I asked her as I connected the final strap. “Do you understand what you must learn.”

Scarlett wiggled her wrists, testing the strength of her restraints. When she discovered their firmness, she glanced up at me, trepidation clear on her face. “I need to obey you better, Mistress, and I need to mind my own business, my business being the cleanliness of the house and nothing more.”

I nodded my approval as I rounded behind her, finally getting a touch of her smooth ass. My touch made her quiver and my dick throb hungrily.

“That’s a good answer, but if you knew that then I wonder why you didn’t behave accordingly,” I replied softly before giving her a fierce spank across her bare flesh.

Scarlett gasped, her body lurching forward from the firm blow. The sight made me smile, enjoying the exertion of power that I suddenly had, a feeling that I hadn’t felt since becoming Zoe.

“I-I’m sorry, Mistress,” Scarlett whimpered pathetically. “I was just so excited to be here, to be learning from you, to be around you again. We had so much fun the other day and I couldn’t stop thinking about what we shared. I couldn’t help but yearn for more.”

I gave her another harsh spank for her answer. Albeit truthful, it was wrong to have such feelings as a maid, especially to act on them without permission.

“So you expected to come over in your frilly little dress and fuck me again? Is that what you thought would happen?”

“Well, not exactly, but I can’t deny that I would have enjoyed it.”

Another loud crack sounded as I spanked Scarlett again, her cheek turning bright red from the repeated impacts.

“I warned you before you agreed, did I not? I told you that this wouldn’t be easy. That I would be a fierce, dominating mistress just as my own,” I spat out as I landed another slap across her ass to drive home my point.

“Y-yes! I know. I’m so sorry!”

I rubbed her raw ass softly as I considered my next course of action. Inside I had an urge to continue punishing her, to make her fully understand her lowly position in our twisted web of dominance, but the power flowing through me as becoming an intense aphrodisiac and I wasn’t sure how much more I could take before needing something more, something more sexually fulfilling.

“You are sorry. You’re nothing but a pathetic pervert who doesn’t even have a real mistress, you have a maid as a master. That’s how low you are.”

“But you are my mistress, Zoe. You’re more than you think you are!” Scarlett pled.

From down the hall I suddenly heard a loud, breathy moan, a familiar sound, one that I knew came from my wife and could only mean one thing—that Roger’s cock was now inside her.

Frustration and anger returned to me, the sound of my wife’s pleasure making me raise my hand higher, ready to strike my undeserving apprentice once again.

No, stop it. She doesn’t deserve this. Your anger is for another, not Scarlett.

I shook my head and let out a deep breath as my arm lowered. My body was a storm of emotions, lust and desire battling with anger and sorrow. Suddenly I didn’t know what to do.

“I’m sorry, Zoe,” Scarlett let out softly, her head looking down the hall from where the sounds of Melissa and Roger’s fucking was growing louder.

I gritted my teeth at her, annoyed by her pity—annoyed that she had stirred these emotions in me today.

“Silence, slut!” I snarled, slapping her ass even harder.

She groaned as I squeezed her ass tightly, my nails digging into her flesh as I thrust my hungry cock against her and growled. It felt so good to rub my cage up her crack. Even through my thick petticoats and cage I could feel the pressure against my aching sissy clit. It felt so good, it was just what I needed.

I began grinding myself against her ass, my hands spreading her cheeks wide as I pulled her back forcefully against my confined cock. I could feel myself swelling in my cage, my eager penis pressing forcefully against its confines as my breath grew heavy.

The desire to once again have a cock, to be able to feel Scarlett’s tight sissy hole was higher than I could ever remember. How I longed to feel my cock hard and throbbing as it penetrated the sensitive flesh of another. The desires felt foreign, while I had often had desires to feel pleasure on my former manhood, never had they felt so real, so deep and passionate.

“I want to fuck you so badly,” I breathed out, squeezing Scarletts’s hips tighter.

“Then do it, Zoe. Unleash yourself on me. Use me like the sissy I am. Make me yours,” Scarlett moaned, her ass wiggling eagerly.

I stopped my grinding and began to look around the room. So often had my mistress fucked me in this very room, the idea suddenly became so plausible.

“Yes…” I let out. “Yes!”

Hanging inside of the closet was Melissa’s strap-on harness. Quickly I grabbed it and pulled it up my legs, hiking up my dress and tightening it around my hips. I found my favorite dildo in a drawer beneath; it was long and just the right thickness, the one that reminded me the most of a real cock which was exactly what I wanted to see hanging from between my legs.

With a click the dildo was there, rekindling a memory of what once was—albeit mine was never so generous in size, one of the many reasons why Melissa was drawn to locking me up in the first place. I squirted some lube in my hand and slathered it along my fake cock, feeling the realistic veins on my palm as I stroked it.

It was a surreal feeling. It looked and felt like I was touching myself, but I felt nothing.

That wouldn’t be true for Scarlett, however. She would soon feel all of it.

I tossed her dress over her back when I approached, throwing my own hefty skirts over her as well. I wouldn’t be able to see what I was doing through my thick petticoats, but I had a feeling I would remember the act well enough once I was in her.

Reaching beneath my folds of lace, I gripped my dildo, firmly running it up and down Scarlett’s crack, teasing her just as I knew she would like it. I could feel her ass wiggling excitedly, inviting me to penetrate her.

So I did.

With a forceful thrust I was in her, pushing deep inside. Scarlett moaned loudly, rivaling the sounds coming from down the hall. My hand pulled back her hips as I pushed in deeper.

“That’s a good sissy,” I groaned, making her tremble from my touch.

Scarlett’s sounds and movements let me know what I was doing despite any semblance of feeling from the act. Her moans filled the air with her pleasure while her hips expressed her burning desire, both filling me with her radiating lust.

“Yes! I’m yours, use me!” Scarlett cried out.

My cock pulsed in its cage beneath the strap-on as I moved back and forth inside her. Scarlett began pushing herself back against me, leaving my hands free to grope her, feeling her soft legs and clawing at her back. Quickly I was growing frustrated with my lack of sensations, my desire for pleasure reaching new heights.

Despite my heavy breathing and Scarlett’s manic moaning, I could still hear the noises coming from Melissa’s bedroom, I could still imagine Roger’s muscular body ravaging my wife. Even though I didn’t approve of her companion, the sounds and images amplified my arousal, just as it always did when she was with one of her men.

This time, however, it was different. There was something about me knowing the man that was even naughtier, even more taboo. This man that I had once had a friendship with, who was always much more of a man than I was in my former life, the thought of him taking my wife, claiming her as his own while I was just down the hall was so enthralling.

I heaved my hips forward with an animalistic fury, a desperation for pleasure that was flooding my every sense. Still I felt nothing that I wanted physically, but mentally my mind was tingling with delight at the thought that I was fucking this demure little sissy, that I was making her my own. That she was loving it.

My hands slipped around her hips until I found her cage. I could feel her penis pressing wildly against her confines, her shaft exposed as it strained fiercely to grow erect. I pushed my dildo all the way in until I felt my skin against hers as I grabbed her chastity cage and tickled her straining flesh, making her buck uncontrollably at the new pleasure.

I could feel myself surging with power and control, with hunger and arousal. There was so much that I wanted to do to Scarlett, so much that I wanted to feel—and make her feel.

Suddenly as I heard the crescendo of Melissa’s orgasm echo down the halls, I remembered who I was and what I was meant to be doing. No matter how aroused I was or how much sexual energy and desire were coursing through me, I belonged to another. My desires were not to be fulfilled without her approval and I was not to waste time on such frivolous behaviors, not without risking my mistress’s wrath.

This is wrong, this is all so wrong. What has gotten into me? It’s Scarlett, isn’t it? She’s always had this effect on me. Clearly I need to train myself just as much as I need to train her.

I squeezed Scarlett’s flesh tightly in my hands as I leaned over her. “You’re a naughty little minx, aren’t you? You think you can just strut in here and have your little fun with me and all will be good?” I growled under my breath, now worried that Melissa might hear me as she recovered from her fucking. “It’s not that simple, slut. I belong to another, I have to answer to a higher power—just as you do now.”

Scarlett writhed wickedly under me, begging for more as if my words weren’t registering.

I squeezed tighter, giving her cage a shake to show her my authority. “I hope you enjoyed that taste of pleasure, maid, because it is the last that you will feel for a long, long time. This belongs to me and my mistress now and you will not be feeling it until you’ve fulfilled your training.”

I could feel Scarlett’s heart racing beneath me as her hips still tried to move against my dildo. With a grunt I stood up and pulled my length out, removing the distraction from my naughty apprentice.

“You have much to learn, Scarlett,” I continued. “But in time I will teach you. I will find a way to break your independent spirit. And if I don’t, then remaining locked in that cage of yours will eventually do the trick.”

I unstrapped her wrists and let her up as I fixed my outfit and checked the time, noticing that I had wasted far too much on this punishment gone awry. I had no idea if Scarlett had learned anything from our session, but I could sense a strong shift in energy between us as a new found dominance radiated from me.

“Thank you for teaching me, Mistress,” Scarlett breathed out, her voice raspy and tired as she rubbed her sore wrists.

I rolled my eyes at her, still uncertain that she had actually learned anything. “Go home, maid. You’ve had enough for one day and I need to get back on schedule. Think about everything tonight and return tomorrow with a better attitude. You won’t enjoy your future punishments nearly as much, but I will.”

She nodded at me then scurried away, leaving me once again to my thoughts.

The time for kindness is over. I need to be strict, to be forceful, just as Melissa has been with me. I now understand why she loves being my mistress so much, and why she has done so much to train me.

I nodded to myself, confirming my acceptance of what must be done. At the same time, I knew that before I could resume my training of Scarlett there was still the matter of talking to my own mistress.


Chapter 3
Confrontation


Soon Roger left and Melissa returned to her office to finish the rest of her work day. I chose to stay away, to give her some space after the awkward interaction with we had shared earlier. But that buffer would soon end as dinner approached.

I prepared one of her favorite meals, diverging from my meal plan in order to butter her up for what may come. There was still the nagging desire to confront her, both about our relationship as well as her new one with Roger, and there was also the uncertainty of how she might discipline me for being out of line and intruding on her earlier. I understood that risk however, knowing full well that Melissa was a strict master and that I had been out of line.

When she finally came downstairs there was definitely a tense air between us. I invited her to the dining table and served her dinner just as I always did, all to a cold silence which was unusual.

Melissa picked at her salmon for awhile, her appetite seemingly less than normal, before she looked at me. “You overstepped your bounds today, maid,” she said spitefully as she leaned back in her chair.

A familiar shiver of fear consumed me as I felt myself grow weak, the power and dominance I had felt while training Scarlett quickly disappearing in my mistress’s presence. Normally I would know exactly how to respond to her harsh tones and reprimands, but this time it felt different. Despite my nervousness, I tried my best to keep my posture tall and strong as I nodded to her. “Yes, Mistress. I know.”

Her eyebrows perked as she took in my response, my confidence surprising her. “Is that all you have to say about it?”

I swallowed deeply as I considered what to say next; I didn’t want to push the limits of our relationship too much, but I did want to have a real talk with my wife.

“I’m sorry I made a scene in front of your suitor,” I replied, trying my best to sound sincere. “It won’t happen again.”

“It had better not,” Melissa grumbled. “Because that certainly won’t be the last time I have him over—he gave me a fucking like nothing I had ever felt before, and I’ve been with a lot of men lately.”

My mind filled with a parade of images of all the men she had brought home over the last year, of all the men I had seen in our once marital bed as I served them refreshments and snacks so they could go another round with my wife.

I nodded my understanding as I squirmed, trying to subtly adjust my swelling cock in my panties.

Melissa laughed as if she saw my growing arousal then took a bite of dinner, her appetite apparently returning. “Jen is a lucky girl, I’ll tell you that,” she added.

I grimaced at hearing her friend’s name and the lack of shame she had from sleeping with her husband.

An awkward silence hung between us as Melissa continued eating. I debating retreating to the kitchen, but decided to remain in my position as I normally did in case she needed anything.

But soon the silence was broken when Melissa spoke again. “Oh, speaking of Jen,” she began. “We actually had quite the interesting conversation about you today.”

I could feel my eyes widen at the change in topic, a new concern flushing over me as I wondered how I might be in the topic of conversation.

“You did?”

“Oh, yes,” she giggled, sensing my unease. “She mentioned that she wanted to throw a little party of her own. She has loved all of the brunches and get together’s that you have hosted for me and wanted to have one of her own to show off the updates they’ve made to their home.”

“That was kind of her to think so fondly of my hosting,” I blushed, my appreciation for Jen growing.

“Not only is she fond of it, but she actually asked if you would play hostess for her little get together. When I told her she could have you for the whole day and that you’d have a new companion to help, she was over the moon with excitement.”

My breath hitched in my throat as I thought about hosting another party, this time at someone else’s house, and this time with Scarlett assisting. While I was growing more comfortable with being seeing by Melissa’s lovers and friends, the idea of leaving the house as Zoe was still frightening.

“Y-you want me to do it? To host her party for her?” I asked, unable to keep my voice from trembling slightly.

“But of course. I’ve offered your services to all of my girl friends. I’m glad that one of them has finally taken me up on the offer so I don’t have to have people here all the time. Plus, I thought it would be the perfect way to test how Scarlett’s training is going. Think you can whip her into shape in two weeks?”

I cringed at the idea, unsure of whether or not I could get Scarlett to obey and behave in such a short time. I knew I didn’t have a choice, however. “Of course, Mistress. I will do my best.”

Melissa nodded, pleased with my answer. “Very good. I expect both of you to be on your very best behavior and for the food to amaze as usual,” she grinned, pausing slightly before continuing. “And I expect no mention of what you saw today. Is that understood.”

So there it is, the elephant in the room released.

I gritted my teeth, knowing better than to confront my wife about our open relationship. When we had gone down this path I had agreed that she could sleep with whomever she wished and I knew that my morality was not her own.

“Yes, of course, Mistress,” I finally let out, each word making my stomach churn more.

I felt terrible for Jen, she had never agreed to such a relationship, at least not to my knowledge.

“You mean how you fucked your friend’s husband, right?” I blurted out, surprising myself.

Melissa jumped out of her chair, her face flush with rage. “Excuse me? How dare you question who I sleep with, maid!” she shouted. “Go to your room. Now!”

I jumped, startled by her response. With haste I made my way to the stairs, muscle memory telling me exactly what to do when such a demand was made.

Shit! What did I do? I can’t remember her sounding so pissed off before.

I trembled with anticipation as I entered my room, the location where just hours before I had reprimanded my own maid for her disobedience. Now, however, I had a feeling that the punishment would be far harsher than what I had dished out.

Melissa took her time joining me, letting my anxiety stew as she liked to do. When she entered she looked around as if noticing that something was amiss, as if she could immediately tell what had happened earlier.

“I heard you and Scarlett in here earlier. Why did you punish her?” she asked me as she approached.

“She was continually trying to be seductive and… she was sticking her nose where it didn’t belong,” I answered, the hypocrisy in my words making me cringe as my mistress came to stand behind me.

I knew better than to follow her so I let her disappear from my vision despite my fears. When I felt her hands on my dress I startled. As she pulled the zipper down I trembled.

I let her guide my dress off, letting it slide down each arm before collapsing in a heap on the floor beneath me. I always felt so vulnerable without my dresses on these days, especially now as I felt her eyes examining my every feature.

“Interesting,” she let out. Her fingers began to trace my arms, her touches were cold and delicate, but felt controlling at the same time. “And how did you punish her for such a lapse in judgement?”

I knew she was toying with me now, that she was enjoying our game of cat and mouse. There was no denying that I was, too. I could feel the fear and arousal coursing through me, my dick beginning to swell in my chastity cage.

“I gave her a harsh spanking then a fierce fucking.”

Melissa laughed loudly at my response as her hands wrapped around my wrists and pulled me backwards. When she stopped she leaned towards my ear and whispered, “Unfortunately for you, sometimes the same crime doesn’t have the same punishment.”

She raise my first arm, quickly strapping it to the top constraints of the rack. Swiftly she did the same to my other arm, stretching me out between the strong steel bars.

I tried my best not to worry, not to give into my fears. Melissa had tied me to this device countless times and each time she had made me a better servant with her discipline. I would just have to take what I deserved and learn from it, no matter how uncomfortable things might get.

She repeated the measures with my ankles, pulling my legs apart and binding them to the bottom restraints until I was completely at her mercy. Already my limbs were aching from the unnatural position, but I did my best to brace through the pain and await my true punishment.

Melissa came to my front, her face slathered with a devious smirk of delight as she admired her handy work. She tapped her finger on her chin as she considered what to do next. Her eyes scanned me, surveying my lacy lingerie until they settled on the chastity cage nestled neatly beneath.

Stepping forward she unsnapped my teddy and let my confined cock loose. In its small cage my penis wasn’t much to look at, but in my state of heightened arousal, she could see it pressing against its walls, trying desperately to get aroused.

“How badly did you want to use this today?” she asked me as she cupped my balls, lifting it up towards her face as she kneeled down.

I gulped nervously, unsure of the right response. “Very badly, Mistress,” I answered truthfully.

“I bet you did,” she purred. “Seeing Scarlett flutter around all day, teasing you with her own naughty desires. I bet you wanted to really fuck her, didn’t you?”

My throat was suddenly feeling so dry as trepidation took over me. I didn’t like where this line of questioning was going, especially when I knew that as her sissy maid I needed to answer truthfully at all times.

“Yes, Mistress. I did.”

My wife gave my dick a little slap before standing up and shaking her head disapprovingly. “That’s not good, Zoe. You’re not supposed to have such thoughts let alone try to act upon them. Just as you’re not supposed to have thoughts about the men I bring home, that I let do the one task that you could never do right. Pleasure me.”

My cock throbbed harder in my cage, her dominating words hitting me in all the right spots.

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” I moaned, feeling myself giving into the moment, giving into her control.

“We had an agreement, did we not? That I could bring home whomever I wanted, that I could fuck whomever I wanted, and that you would serve us without hesitation.”

“Y-yes, Mistress.”

She scowled at me, her eyes tight with anger. “You say yes yet I can still sense your misgivings. Explain yourself,” she spat at me.

I cringed at her demand, not wanting to get any deeper into the topic while also knowing I had no choice. This is why I was here after all, this is why I was being punished—I might as well own up to my thoughts and explain myself.

“Jen is your best friend. She’s so kind and caring,” I began, pausing to consider my next words. “I don’t understand… I don’t understand how you could do what you did to her. Roger is her husband!”

Melissa took a deep breath as she composed her thoughts, her eyes not letting up from her ferocious glare. “And you were my husband. But people change, situations change. People grow unhappy and long for more.”

I felt myself tense from her words, my soul feeling as if taking a fatal blow. I suddenly felt all the feelings from earlier return, my questions about the state of our relationship blooming within me. I knew that I couldn’t let it go, not now.

“Melissa, do you still love me?”

My wife’s eyes surged open as she lurched back in surprise. She looked at me with a confused expression, seemingly unsure of how to answer.

“I suppose that’s a complicated question, isn’t it?” she finally replied with an awkward laugh as the harshness in her voice faded.

I was pleased that I had broken through her mistress wall and pulled out her true self, but also disappointed that she couldn’t answer the question without such thought.

“It shouldn’t be,” I answered. “I do everything for you, I’ve dedicated my life to making you happy, to serving your every need.”

Melissa scoffed. “A dedication that’s also self serving—you love dressing up in your sexy little outfits and playing the role of the maid.”

I grimaced, knowing that what she said was true. Despite my outwardly selfless motives, my life was filled with self pleasures, ones that she had helped me discover and harness.

“I love being served, I love how you treat me, I love the power and control I feel around you, and I love the freeness to be with whomever I want,” she continued. “Isn’t that enough?”

I fought against my binds, trying to step closer to her, to grab her and hold her in my arms, but being denied. “I need you,” I sighed.

She gave me an amused look as she stepped forward, her arms grabbing me as she pressed her body against mine. She held her lips inches away from mine, our eyes locked in a heated embrace. “Is this what you need, baby?” She ran her hand over my body, groping me greedily. “Are you growing jealous of all the attention that I’m giving to others? You want me to want you, too?”

I opened my mouth to argue, but her wandering hand found my crotch, rubbing against my aching cage and all that came out was a soft moan. Her other hand found my ass, squeezing it firmly as she continued to explore my cage.

This isn’t exactly what I meant, but fuck does it feel good.

I leaned my head forward and found her neck, my lips hungrily kissing her supple flesh. It felt so good to touch her, to taste her again. I longed for more of her, to touch her as she touched me, to feel every bit of her womanhood.

Again my hands were denied by my restraints, the chains jingling as they held me tightly in place.

Melissa laughed at my denial. Her hand releasing my ass and rushing up my body until it found my hair. With a fierce grip she yanked my head back, holding me away as her chest heaved between us.

“I suppose I have neglected my poor little maid recently, haven’t I?” her husky voice let out. “Perhaps I forgot how fun it was to tease you, to make you squirm in that pathetic little cage of yours.”

And squirm I did as she continued to grope my cage, her palm pressing against it with every pass.

“I’ve missed it so much. I’ve missed you so much,” I whimpered.

With a wicked chuckle she lunged forward, her lips colliding into mine. Our mouths intertwined in a passionate connection, our tongues darting between our smacking lips. I could feel my body surging with lust from her sensual touches, making me writhe uncontrollably in my constraints.

Melissa bit my lip and pulled it back, letting it snap as she grinned. “My poor little sissy just needs a little love, is that it?” she cooed. “I suppose that’s understandable. It’s one thing to dress sexy, it’s another to be made to feel sexy and desired. I suppose I could give you a little more attention from time to time.”

“Please, Mel. Please,” I begged for more.

Melissa gasped. “Mel? I haven’t heard you say that name in a while,” she grabbed my balls, squeezing tightly. “Let’s not get cocky, maid. You’re still my servant and you still get only what I give.”

My body was growing weak under her spell. If not for the restraints holding my arms and legs I might have melted into a puddle of eroticism.

“Yes, Mistress,” I moaned.

We suddenly met again, our wet lips smacking against one another as she pulled me tighter against her body. Feeling her against me was like a cruel pleasure, feeling what I wanted but couldn’t touch. But still I fought against my restraints, showing my mistress how much I desired to touch her, to hold her and pleasure her.

She pulled away again, this time taking several steps back as she grinned at me. “I have something for you,” she said softly. “Something I’ve been saving for the right moment—this moment.”

Before I could ask her she was gone, leaving me throbbing in my confines.

She has something for me? Like a gift?

The excitement with which Melissa had left unnerved me, a feeling that only grew when she returned with her hands behind her back. She quickly came to kneel before me, setting several items down at her side. I tried to see what they were, but my eyes were drawn away by Melissa’s movements, her hands drifting quickly to my chastity cage.

To my shock, she inserted a little key in the lock and turned it, freeing my penis for the first time in over a year. I couldn’t believe what had happened.

“Y-you’re letting me out?” I stammered.

“Only briefly,” she laughed. “I don’t think there’s much use for this shriveled little thing, not for me at least.”

As she plucked off the top of the cage I could feel the cool air against my sensitive flesh. I had expected it to surge into an erection, but after such a long lockup, it did seem smaller and more pathetic than ever.

“Oh,” I let out as I stared at my former manhood.

From the floor she picked up another object and held it up. “I have something much better suited for you. Something that will better help remind you of your position and status in life, your devotion to me.”

Looking down at the item I noticed that it was small and pink, looking like little more than a flat piece of plastic with a diamond shaped opening in the middle that looked oddly like a small vagina. It wasn’t until Melissa began positioning it against my cock head that I realized what it was.

“Is that… is that a new cage?” I gasped as she pressed it back against my penis.

The little cage connected to the ring that she had left on and she swiftly inserted the accompanying lock and key, turning it without hesitation as she locked it on.

Melissa laughed wildly as she crept back to better see what she had done, the tiny slit of a cage all but disappearing my dick. “Isn’t it perfect? Now you have no semblance of a cock left, nothing to make you think that you can use that pathetic appendage again.”

I stared bewildered at my new cage, unable to fathom that this was really happening. But I knew that I couldn’t argue with my mistress, I knew that if she wanted me to wear this then I would have to do as she said—especially if she meant for me to learn a lesson.

“Oh, uhh…” I stammered, unsure of how to answer.

“I’m not sure if it was Scarlett’s doing or perhaps just your first day as her mistress, but you have been far too outgoing and free willed today. With this I can make sure that you’re always reminded who you belong to and how you’re supposed to behave—like an obedient, well mannered, sissy maid.”

I gasped at her words, feeling more under her thumb than ever before. “I understand, Mistress. I’m sorry I was such a disappointment today.”

She stepped closer and cupped my cheek with her hand, rubbing it gently with her thumb. “It’s okay, Zoe. I know you have it in you to be better,” she said softly. “But I hope you realize that I am going to have to punish you either way.”

You mean this new cage wasn’t the punishment?

“Of course, Mistress.”

Slowly she began to unhook my restraints, freeing me from the large metal rack that had held me for what felt like an eternity. I resisted my desire to rub my sore wrists as she finished with my ankles, not wanting my actions to come off as complaining.

When she was done, she proceeded to the tiny metal cage in the corner of the room, opening it up and gesturing for me to enter. “You’re always so much better behaved after you’ve had a restful night in your cage to reflect on what you’ve done.”

I nodded to her as I made my way into the cramped cage, positioning myself the best that I could in the back. Melissa knelt down and began locking the door shut so I couldn’t get out until she wanted—which I knew would be sometime late in the morning.

As she left she looked back at me, letting out a deep sigh as she shook her head. “Don’t let your new responsibilities get to your head, Zoe,” she said. “I want to show you affection, to show you how much I love you, but I need you to earn it. Do well with Scarlett and you might do just that.”

With that she turned off the lights and closed the door, leaving me to dwell on everything that happened. Leaving me locked in not just one, but two tiny cages, and fully under her control.


Chapter 4
Training


The next two weeks were a whirlwind. Between my training of Scarlett, preparing for Jen’s brunch, and my normal daily tasks of tending to my mistress and maintaining our home, it felt like there was little time to breathe. By the end of each day my feet were sore, my dress soaked in sweat, and my penis aching beneath my tiny new chastity cage.

The one benefit of my new cage was that with no protrusion, it was much easier to tuck and hide any sign of my manhood, a feat that in turn made me feel much sexier when dressed in my tight teddies. It also made me feel extremely naughty; no longer being able to see even a nub of my former penis made it feel like Melissa truly owned it—a feeling that somehow made her feel like she had even more power and control over me.

After our talk I improved up my attitude. Feeling even the slightest bit of adoration and affection from her was enough to fuel me for weeks and I felt good knowing that she knew my concerns about our relationship. There was still the matter of her sleeping with her best friend’s husband, but I now knew that it was out of my scope of concern; other than helping to organzine her party and seeing her on occasion, I had no true connection with Jen or Roger and my loyalties would always lie with my mistress.

Melissa had seemed to change after our talk as well. No longer was she cold and unaffectionate, now she seemed to notice me and enjoy teasing me again. She looked at me with wicked eyes, glances that reminded me of her dominance over me, glances that told me that for any reason might choose to do something extraordinarily naughty to me.

Everyday now began with her rubbing my cage. She claimed it was to make sure that I was still wearing my new device, but it felt like more than that. A few simple touches could have handled that sort of check, but she touched me tenderly, rubbed me through my lacy lingerie, beneath my skirts and petticoats. She fondled me until my dick was throbbing with desire, until I could feel it pressing wildly against the flat cage that she had put on me. When she could feel my lust in her hands would be when she was satisfied with her inspection.

Her touches drove me crazy, making me ache more every day, but I loved them. I loved the feeling of her teases mixed with the denial from the cage. The feelings reminded me of when we were just beginning down this erotic road of ours, when she was first locking me up and dressing me up as her maid. They were rejuvenating and refreshing and mixed with the urgency of preparing for a party, I felt a new rush of energy that motivated me to do better each and every day.

But the beginning of each day was the easy part. Soon after I served Melissa her breakfast and had my morning inspection, Scarlett would arrive once more for another day of training.

I thought that Scarlett might be anxious about the idea of hosting a party with me while dressed as a maid, but she was absolutely tickled by the idea. The promise of being seen and interacting with by a group of beautiful women while in such a weak and vulnerable position was intoxicating to her and she became as giddy as a schoolgirl when I explained our job to her.

Her excitement only made me more nervous, however. Scarlett was already quick to giving into her desires, but now with the constant thoughts of voyeurism tickling her fancy, she was in a constant state of arousal with no possibility of relief thanks to her chastity cage. Harnessing and refocusing her building sexual energy became my biggest task.

I had to teach her that while the arousal of being a sissy maid would never die, the allure of the sexy dresses, the thrill of serving another, of being completely under their control, those were inward feelings and were not to be projected outwardly. Not unless initiated by her master—if they were ever.

But how do you train someone who is aroused by nearly everything? How do you teach a lesson to someone who is desperate to be disciplined and punished?

I wanted to threaten Scarlett with not allowing her to join me as hostess, but her presence had already been promised by my mistress and I couldn’t renege on her word. I tried intensifying my spankings, introducing paddles and switches which I carried around during our training sessions, but that only turned her on more. Timeouts in my bedroom cage didn’t work. Neither did adding more weeks to her chastity sentence. She loved it all.

Finally, I realized what I must do. I must entice her with rewards. I knew she wanted to fool around and have new experiences so that was what I would give her. But I would make her earn it.

So I devised a plan, just as my mistress did at the beginning of my servitude to her. I told Scarlett that I would no longer be punishing her or responding to her cheekiness or mistakes, from now on I would be taking mental notes and compiling a daily grade for her.

When she acted out, trying to flirt with me or seduce me, I ignored her. When she spilled or made a mistake, I let her fix it as I watched quietly.

I could tell that the change drove her crazy, making her long for my attention one way or another, but that only told me that I was doing the right thing. At the end of the day I had her trembling with anticipation, desperate to discover if she had been a good girl or bad. It was hard to determine which she preferred to be, but I stuck to my heart and played it true and fair.

When she was good—her outfit pristine, her body perfectly groomed, and her behavior and performance to my liking—that was when I would give her the attention that I knew she wanted. Sneaking up from behind, I would take her in my arms, groping and grabbing at her every curve. I would feel her breasts and her throbbing cage in my hands, I would rub between her legs as I kissed her neck softly, feeling her shiver in my grasp. I took great pleasure at the feeling of her chastity cage pushing out as her cock tried desperately to grow erect, and the feeling of mine doing the same thing behind her.

I found myself more than pleased with these rewards, knowing that I was both giving Scarlett what she wanted while also building up her drive to want more—a desire that would only lead to better behavior. And these rewards did seem to be working. By the end of the second week her behavior and skills had noticeably improved and were finally giving me hope that she would be able to take on the task of Jen’s party.

But not every day ended on a positive note. Scarlett was still new at being a sissy maid so she still had her rough patches. In those times I tried to be a fair and just mistress, to make sure that the punishment fit the crime.

On a day when I had noticed that she had gone too long between shaving, I sent her home and told her to come back when she was prepared to take her role seriously. When she would spill or make a mess during the day, I would recreate it at the end, but this time I would make her clean it with only her tongue. If she was particularly sloppy with her cleaning, I would attach a leash to her neck and guide her around the house, sticking her nose in her messes and making her perfect her work.

There was a part of me that felt bad for my harshness towards her even though I knew it would help her in the long run. But there was also a part of me that found the power intoxicating. When I had her by the leash, pulling her around the house roughly, I wielded a power like nothing I had ever felt. I had this desperate, horny little plaything, hungry and eager to please, and I had the power to do whatever I pleased with her. At least I would if someone didn’t hold that same power over me.

But still, I found ways to use my newfound power. I knew it was bad and naughty, that I was likely overstepping the unspoken rules of my own mistress, but I was often used to pleasure my master, so why shouldn’t I be allowed to do the same?

I created a punishment called “Knob Polishing” and made her stay late one night when Melissa was out for the evening. I made her cook us dinner and serve it to me at the table. Feeling an extra bit naughty myself, I sat in Melissa’s chair at the head, feeling my body imbue some of her strength.

Letting Scarlett cook for me was a test that would show me how prepared she would be for playing hostess and allow me to better plan for each of our roles. If I found her cooking satisfactory, then I would let her help in the kitchen preparing the food, but if I found her cooking unsavory, then I would likely have to handle all such preparations myself while she worked on attending to the guests.

In many ways I was hoping that she would succeed, that I would be able to keep her in the background of Jen’s party so I could be the face of the operation and could reflect the image that I wanted us to have. But in other ways I hoped that she would fail, that I would be able to debut my new punishment and let her tap into the sexual excitement that I had built up while training her.

When the chicken was served dry, the rice undercooked, and the broccoli soggy, I felt a rush of anticipation flood my body, my caged cock tingling with desire, and I knew exactly what must happen.

“This is dreadful,” I spat out as I dabbed my lips with my napkin. “Go to my room, maid!”

Scarlett quickly scurried upstairs to my room, her heels clicking rapidly against the freshly mopped hardwood floors. I could feel my chest heaving with excitement, power coursing through me as I slowly followed my apprentice upstairs. While I knew what I was about to do was wrong in so many ways, it was also so very right.

In my bedroom Scarlett was sitting on my bed, her doe eyes big and round, full of lust and desire. I wondered if she knew what was coming, that my own feelings of arousal were about to be untapped thanks to her naughtiness.

“You have greatly improved your behavior over the last couple of weeks, Scarlett,” I began as I approached her. “But there is still so much for you to learn. So much for you to improve upon.”

Scarlett nodded in eager agreement. “I know, Mistress. Thank you for being so patient and helpful. Your tutelage means the world to me. I would be nothing without it.”

I grinned at her words, knowing that she was buttering me up. I had no doubt that after these intense two weeks locked in chastity, that Scarlett was just as desperate for sexual release as I was, if not even more.

“You’re so right, Scarlett. You would be nothing without me.” I let the words hang in the air for a long second before continuing, “And I want you to always remember that. Not just who you owe everything to, but who you serve and obey."

Scarlett sucked in a breath of air and I could see her legs squirming, a sight that felt all too familiar as I imagined her cage growing uncomfortable as her cock swelled up from my words.

“I will, Mistress. I will always remember that.”

I came to stand just before her, the frilly tips of my petticoat just tickling her pouty lips, teasing her with what was to come.

“Be that as it may, your foul cooking tonight requires a firm punishment, one that will help you remember your new position in life.”

“Yes, Mistress. I understand.”

My cock was pressing firmly against its tiny nub of a chastity cage. I wasn’t sure if my new cage would allow for what I wanted, but I knew I had to try.

Raising my skirts and pulling my panties to the side, I let Scarlett see my new cage, seeing her eyes light up in both interest and excitement. “As you can see, my mistress has deemed it necessary to remind me of her control over me with this new cage,” I explained, feeling my body shiver with delight from letting my sissy assistant see my cage.

As if hypnotized, Scarlett began reaching out towards it, longing to feel and experience the new device. “It’s marvelous,” she breathed out.

I slapped her hand away and shook my head firmly, smirking as I announce her task. “My new cage has unfortunately become quite dirty since it has been locked on and I need you to polish it for me. I need you to clean every last bit of it for me, but not with your hands.”

Scarlett looked up at me, her eyes wide with hope as her hands found my thighs.

I nodded at her, not needing to speak another word to confirm my meaning. When she licked her lips, I knew that she understood what was expected of her.

Scarlett’s hands ran around my thighs, grabbing my ass and pulling me closer. With a thrust of her head, her tongue was on me, licking my tiny cage with a seemingly insatiable appetite.

Up and down her tongue went, tracing the tiny opening, licking it as if it really was a pussy. I could feel very little, yet I found myself quivering with pleasure. Watching this sexy sissy licking and sucking me as she squeezed my ass that was so hot—while I longed for the actual physical pleasures, I didn’t need them to succumb to this indulgence.

Scarlett continued to ravage every little bit of my confined cock. Her fingers clawed at my body, one hand tracing my flesh around between my legs, grasping my balls and squeezing them tightly. Her other hand reached further around me, slipping beneath my panties and finding my butt plug. She massaged it, making the plug slip further inside before turning it on. I moaned loudly at the feelings, the vibrations against my prostate filling me with pleasure as Scarlett continued to lick my cage.

Quickly I was becoming overwhelmed with sensations, all of them exactly what I wanted. At the same time I felt a growing guilt—my plan to punish and humiliate Scarlett was quickly backfiring as we both grew more and more into the acts.

I could feel my cock filling with sexual energy, building more and more with every passing moment. The more Scarlett licked, the closer I felt to cumming, even though the idea seemed preposterous.

This is wrong, so wrong. What would Melissa think?

My body began to squirm with pleasure and I knew that orgasming was becoming possible—and I knew that I couldn’t let that happen, no matter how badly I wanted it.

What would my mistress think if she found out?

It pained me but I grabbed Scarlett’s hair and pulled her up. I watched her chest surge up and down as she caught her breath. Her lips were swollen with lust as she stared back at me curiously.

“That’s enough,” I forced out. “I think you’ve learned your lesson, maid.”

“No, Mistress,” Scarlett replied firmly. “I think I need to learn more.”

She slipped back down. I knew I should stop her, but my body didn’t move.

“No…” was all that I managed to squeak out, but if Scarlett heard she paid it no mind.

The feelings returned quickly and I wasn’t sure how much more I could take. Scarlett’s tongue was tickling the slit of my cage as she continued to fulfill her punishment.

What was I thinking? How was this ever a punishment? Am I just punishing myself by letting her tease me so vigorously?

My fingers wrapped around her hair and I meant to pull her away, to end this overwhelming pleasure, but my resolve was weak. As if she could tell what I meant to do, Scarlett began working harder, groping my balls fiercely as she sucked passionately.

“Oh, fuck…” I groaned, unable to pull her away.

My cock was throbbing now, the pressure built up beyond belief. Scarlett’s hand reached back around and pushed my butt plug in deeper, sending the jolts shivering through me, driving me to new depths of pleasure.

I don’t think I can take much more!

My eyes suddenly bulged open as I felt myself succumbing to the pleasure, my cock releasing its built up pressure as I reached climax.

“Don’t stop,” I moaned as my penis began to pump.

Scarlett eagerly took my spilled load in her mouth, sucking at the little opening of my cage to get every last drop, just like a good sissy.

As my body relaxed and washed over with euphoria, I found myself growing weak and needing to sit down to keep myself from melting into a puddle on the floor. Guilt battled with delight as I thought about what had just happened, trying to figure out some way to justify it.

“Thank you for such a fulfilling punishment, Mistress,” Scarlett grinned as she licked her lips.

I looked at her, seeing her eyes welling with satisfaction for what she had just done. I knew I had just let her be naughty, that I had let her disregard my demands in order to fulfill my own selfish needs, but at the same time I was proud of her for doing so.

“You’re quite the sissy, Scarlett,” I let out, a hint of a chuckle underlining my words.

Scarlett beamed a proud smile at me. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Now we just need to find a way to harness your eagerness towards being a good maid.”

There wasn’t much time left to finish the training, but I knew I would have to find a way somehow. If not, I would have to face a fierce punishment of my own.


Chapter 5
Brunch


Soon it was finally the big day. Scarlett met me at Jen’s house early, a mischievous grin on her face as she waited for me outside. She looked confident and cute in her outfit, an immodestly short black and white dress with sheer black thigh high stockings and shimmering leather high heels.

My penis pulsed at the sight of her clothes, remembering how sexy I felt wearing the same outfit. I had been very impressed when Scarlett had arrived for training yesterday, her hands outstretched with our matching dresses. Not only were they the perfect amount of revealing to make me feel the right amount of naughty, but they had a certain professional look that I quite admired—at least professional for a sissy maid.

Her short skirt fluttered, the lace of her petticoat flaring out as she bounced excitedly. “Good morning, Mistress!”

“Good morning, Scarlett,” I replied. “I hope you’re ready to be on your best behavior today.”

Scarlett flashed me a wicked grin. “Of course, Mistress. I always strive to be on my best behavior,” she purred.

I squinted my eyes at her in disbelief, knowing better than to believe my naughty apprentice. Today I wouldn’t have a choice, however. I would need to trust that she could be the best hostess that she could be until I was done preparing the food and drinks—the two things that I knew I absolutely couldn’t trust her with.

I forced my apprehension into a polite smile and nod, trying to show Scarlett my support before making my way to the front door. With a quick series of knocks, I announced our arrival and anxiously awaited Jen’s welcome.

The door opened to a surprised Jen, her eyes widening as she took in the entirety of our skimpy outfits. “Oh my, Zoe,” she gasped. “You look absolutely divine.”

“Thank you, Mistress Jen,” I blushed wildly at her admiration.

Beside me Scarlett was equally as excited if not possibly more, this was her first time being seen by someone outside of Melissa and me. “Yes, thank you!” she giggled.

Jen looked even more surprised when she saw Scarlett bouncing next to me and I realized that I had already slipped with my formalities.

“I’m so sorry. Please let me introduce you to my apprentice, Scarlett. She will be assisting me today.”

“Please, just call me Jen, and hello, Scarlett. It’s very nice to meet you,” Jen replied, her eyes still surveying my feminized assistant.

“The pleasure is all mine,” Scarlett answered.

There was a brief pause as I took in Jen’s outfit, she wore a short pleated grey skirt with a long sleeved white ribbed knit crop top. On top was a grungy looking black denim jacket that gave her a cute yet sexy ruggedness when pared with the perfect amount of mid drift that she was showing. I had never thought of Jen as particularly sexy, but there was something about her outfit that was captivating, and it was more than just my desire to try it on—she had a look of newfound confidence about her.

When I realized that I had been staring too long, I quickly broke the building awkwardness. “May we come in so we can begin our preparations?”

Jen snapped out of her own thoughts and smiled widely, a glimmer of excitement returning to her eyes. “Yes, of course! I’m so thrilled to have you hosting my party, Zoe,” she gushed as she led us inside. “You always serve the best brunches. The other girls are going to be so jealous of Mellisa allowing me to borrow you.”

My cheeks burned from her kindness as I placed my supplies on the countertop and scanned my work area to mentally prepare for what I needed to do.

“Thank you, Jen. You’ve always been so nice to me. It’s a true honor to be allowed to repay such kindness,” I replied happily.

Jen responded with a heartfelt smile followed by a sigh. “Gosh, Melissa is so lucky to have such a doting and helpful partner. Not to mention such a cute one.” I glanced over to notice her peaking beneath the hems of my lacy black petticoat where I knew she could see a hint of my cheeky black panties. “I don’t even know where Roger is or where he will be all day. I know for sure that he would never help me host a party, however.”

I gritted my teeth at her mention of Roger as I remembered the last time I had seen him, back when he was entering my wife’s bedroom, the sounds of their passionate tryst still fresh in my mind.

“Well don’t you worry, Jen. Scarlett and I will handle everything so you can relax and enjoy your company.”

With that Jen left us to get started.
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An hour later and I was in the thick of battle, fighting rising dough, boiling water, and baking pastries. Time was flying by, but everything was going well in the kitchen. Meanwhile, Scarlett was outside preparing the table settings, occasionally returning to offer help, though I suspected that she just liked watching me work in my short dress. I didn’t mind of course, I rather enjoyed being watched.

“The first guests are arriving, Mistress,” Scarlett informed me the next time she returned.

My body tensed at the news, still feeling unprepared despite all the work I had done. “Is everything ready outside?”

Scarlett came to lean against the counter next to me, unashamedly casual as her eyes surveyed the sweaty mess that I was becoming.

“Yes, Mistress. Everything is set just as you’ve taught me,” she answered. “Are you sure there is nothing that I can do in here to help? Perhaps I could… towel you off? Or rub some ice cubes over you to cool you off?”

I couldn’t help but laugh at her suggestions, even if they were ripe with naughtiness. “Please set the kettles on to boil and then position yourself at the door to greet the guests.”

With a smirk Scarlett cooly replied, “Of course, Mistress. I look forward to meeting all of Melissa’s lady friends and welcoming them in.”

I froze in place and stared at her, nervously wondering if she was up for the task. “Remember, maid. You are a servant and a good servant is not a memorable one, simply a helpful one. This is their party, not your chance to make yourself seen and heard. Do your job and do it well or else there will be trouble for both of us.”

I could see a hint of disappointment wash over her as she listened, her heeled foot tapping on the floor as she considered how to answer. Finally with a sigh she did. “Yes, I know, Mistress. I’ll be good.”

“This isn’t a game, Scarlett. While this may just be a temporary learning experience for you, this is my life.”

Scarlett’s face turned more serious as she nodded her understanding. “Of course, Mistress. I will do my best today, for you.”

I let out a sigh as she left to get in position, still feeling unnerved that she would be the primary face of our operation today. I wouldn’t have a choice, however, so I would need to trust that my apprentice would remain a good girl for me.
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It wasn’t long after that the doorbell rang for the first time. I could feel my nerves sending shivers through my body as I heard Scarlett welcome the first guest inside and escort them to the backyard patio. I took a break from my preparations to sneak a listen and everything sounded appropriate, with Scarlett playing the part of an obedient servant nicely.

That’s one guest less to worry about. Hopefully Scarlett can keep this behavior going for the rest.

Another ring of the doorbell brought another guest, this one entering boisterously with a voice I immediately recognized as my wife’s. Instead of heading towards the back, I heard her footsteps approaching the kitchen, and me.

“There you are, Zoe. Glad to see you’re hard at work where you belong,” Melissa’s voice rang out through the kitchen.

I turned towards her, my hands still covered in the dough I was rolling out, and gave her a polite smile. “Welcome, Mistress. I’m so glad you could make it.”

Melissa stopped and clutched the necklace that was draped between her large breasts, mocking surprise. “Make it? I wouldn’t miss this for the world. Not only is it another one of Zoe’s fabulous catered parties, but the debut of Scarlett. Just wait until the girls discover that I don’t have just one sissy at my beck and call, but two!”

She laughed giddily as her fingers traced the necklace, drawing my attention further. My eyes followed the silver chain down her neck until I saw the dangling objects just tickling her breasts—keys.

There were two of them, and I immediately recognized them as keys to chastity cages—I could only assume they were meant for Scarlett and me. The sight made my penis swell, the reminder of her dominance as arousing as always.

“We will do our best to make you proud, Mistress,” I let out as I forced my eyes back to hers.

Melissa took a couple steps closer and placed her arms on my waist, making my body grow weak from her touch. “I should hope so, Zoe,” she breathed out as she turned me around and pressed her body against my back. “To be honest, I’m getting a little tired of having Scarlett around and I’m more than a little nervous that you two might try something again. I look forward to this experiment being over so it can just be the two of us again.”

As her hands began to grope me, clawing up the tight bodice of my dress until they consumed my breasts, I felt a pang of guilt from the secrets I held from my mistress. Part of me wanted to admit my sins to her, to take my due punishment here and now, but the other part of me knew this was not the time or place and that it was an innocent accident.

“I look forward to that as well, Mistress,” I gasped as she squeezed me tightly.

Her lips nuzzled against my ear, nibbling my lobe as her breath filled me with a longing to taste her. “This short dress of yours is really quite provocative isn’t it?” One of her hands drifted down, her finger tips just sliding beneath my panties as she grabbed my ass firmly. “Do a good job today and perhaps I’ll put it to good use.”

I opened my mouth to respond but only managed to release a moan. My body was trembling with desire, overcome with a desperate need to feel my wife again.

“It’s okay, you don’t need to say anything,” she continued to whisper. “I know you will do your absolute best now that you know what’s riding on your success.”

My cock throbbed in its cage as my mind flooded with the possibilities of what she might do to me, or what she might let me do to her. It was all so arousing, so entrancing. I hoped that it wouldn’t distract me from my work.

I opened my mouth again and this time managed to speak. “Thank you for the encouragement, Mistress,” I whimpered.

She chuckled as her hand floated down between my legs, hardly deterred by the shortness of my dress and petticoats. She found my cage and began to rub it, her hand easily encompassing its entirety and making me squirm beneath her touch.

“But if you fuck up,” she growled, her sensual voice quickly becoming tense as she squeezed my balls harshly. “I might have to find a new way to punish you do I can teach you to never embarrass me again.”

I gulped as I embraced the pain. “Yes, Mistress. I understand.”

She let go of her grip and stepped away, releasing herself from me. I felt a sadness and an intense longing for more as she stepped backwards out of the kitchen, her toothy grin teasing me more than ever.

As if the risks weren’t already high enough today, she has to go and amplify them. But fuck was that sexy.

As she turned around and I saw the flawless outline of her perky ass through her tight fitting dress I felt another surge within my chastity cage. Ever since our talk she had been so involved, such a tease. I loved it and I loved her for it.

I can’t fuck this up. I need to make sure this party goes off without a hitch. For her.

I let out a deep breath and steeled myself for what was to come, knowing that this would be the ultimate test of my position as her sissy maid, and that the ultimate reward was waiting for me if I could get through it.
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Soon the guests were seated and there was a ruckus of laughter and gossip filling the air. When I finished plating the last tray of hors d'oeuvres I summoned Scarlett to my side to begin the brunch.

“Take a tray and follow my lead, Scarlett. We want to make sure every guest has at least one treat on their plates and then we will take their drink orders. When they’re all satisfied we will get their drinks and continue serving them as needed,” I explained.

Scarlett had a rare seriousness about her which I was pleased to see. “Yes, Mistress,” she nodded.

Trays in hand, I lead her out to the patio where the eyes of every woman suddenly fell on us. I could feel my hands shaking as my body filled with anxiety—being seen by Melissa’s friends never seemed to grow easier, especially when there was always so much riding on my success.

“Good afternoon, ladies,” I greeted the table, forcing a wide smile on my face to cover my nerves.

“Good morning, Zoe,” several of the women replied in chorus.

Looking around the table I recognized many of the faces, though a couple new ones stood out to me, filling me with more apprehension. I tried to shake off the nerves knowing that it didn’t matter who these newcomers were, if they were guests of Melissa and Jen then they deserved the same respect and service as everyone else—no matter what they might think when seeing me for the first time.

“I’m pretty sure you’ve all met Scarlett already,” I continued as I walked to the left side of the table and Scarlett to the right. “She will be assisting me today. It’s her first time so I hope you will go easy on her.”

“On the contrary,” Melissa chimed in. “This is a big test for Scarlett, a test of how well behaved she is and how well her training is going.”

I gritted my teeth at her contradiction of me, but bit my tongue so as not to return any negativity towards my mistress.

“Are you telling me that you’ve trained a second man to dress like a maid and serve you, Melissa?” a familiar voice asked.

I looked over and noticed Trish staring at my mistress in disbelief. Melissa began telling the story of Scott turned Scarlett and how I had been training her, instantly stealing the attention of every woman at the table. I was glad for the distraction and took the chance to begin offering my tray to the guests, silently encouraging Scarlett to do the same. The women were captivated by Melissa’s tale of Scarlett’s transformation and training, but even more amazed that she now had the two of us under her control.

“I kind of hate you right now, Mel,” Trish groaned as she slouched back in her chair and glared at her. “I can barely get Steve to help plan meals let alone make them and here you have two doting servants to care for you.”

Melissa grinned wickedly, her eyes flashing back and forth from Trish to me. “I would say that Zoe is pretty lucky herself. How many wives would allow their husbands to prance around in dresses every day. I mean look at this slutty little outfit she’s wearing today!”

Every eye was suddenly back on me as my cheeks burned with embarrassment and I felt overwhelmingly vulnerable.

“Slutty, but sexy,” Jen purred. “I’d kill to have legs like that.”

Melissa laughed at her comment. “It’s easy to have a body like Zoe’s, Jen. All you have to do is wear high heels for twelve plus hours a day, most of it spent standing or walking.”

The table erupted in a mixture of gasps and laughter, making my cheeks sting as I ferociously blushed.

“But anyways, Scarlett is simply here temporarily for some basic training and education so that she can learn to take care of herself,” Melissa continued. “But like a sad little puppy, maybe she will be available for adoption when this is all done.”

I glanced at Scarlett, shocked by what my wife had just said about her. She look surprised herself, but not as terrified as I might have been. Feeling the thick attention on her, she smiled at everyone then resumed her work.

After taking drink orders, Scarlett and I hurried inside to prepare for the next round of service.

“That was exhilarating!” my apprentice huffed as she settled against the kitchen counter. “I’ve never been talked about in such away, or ogled like that!”

“That was only the beginning. There is still much to be done so don’t you dare get lost in your lust.”

I could see her fists clenching as she tried to control herself, clearly struggling to push down her arousal from what had happened so far.

“Can I trust you, Scarlett?” I added, my tone serious and scolding.

She hesitated longer than I had hoped, then nodded. “Yes, of course.”

With a deep sigh I resigned myself to believing her. In the end I didn’t have much of a choice otherwise.

“Good. Now fix their drinks and hurry up and serve them while I prepare the main course.”
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The tension in the kitchen was so thick that I could cut it with a knife—and I was ready to try as I awaited Scarlett’s return.

What the hell is taking her so long? It shouldn’t take that long to serve a few drinks!

I was tempted to run out to chastise her and pull her back inside, but I was too busy cooking to be able to step away.

She had better not be making a fool of me. If I lose this chance with Melissa I will be taking out all of my frustrations on her tight little ass!

When she finally returned she was all smiles. But her dress looked sloppy and her wig was off skew.

“What were you doing out there?” I snarled at her.

My harsh tone made her snap out of her euphoria and she quickly tried to compose herself. “I, uhh, well they were asking me a series of questions about my sexuality and transformation, and I didn’t want to say no to our patrons,” she explained.

My eyes squinted as I surveyed her for the truth. “They did the same to me the first time I served them. What else did you do?”

Scarlett’s eyes quickly turned away as she fidgeted in her heels. “I-I showed them my cage,” she admitted bashfully.

“Is that all?” I breathed out, a laugh escaping with my relief. “I did the same myself when they asked.”

“Was yours trying to get hard when you showed them?” she asked, her voice shaky. “Mine was a bit… excited.”

I suddenly became more weary again. “How excited?”

“I started shaking pretty hard when Trish pulled my panties aside to see my cage… and I may have spilled some of the drinks and broken a couple glasses.”

My eyes shot open at the news, horrified by the story of what had played out. “You what?” I shouted.

Scarlett had a pathetic, pleading look to her now, her eyes welling up with sadness. I was relieved to see that she had some understanding of her wrongdoing, but I still didn’t know how I could possibly salvage her mistakes.

“I’m so sorry, Mistress,” she whimpered.

I bounced in my heels as I considered my course of action, but then it dawned on me that there were guests without drinks because of her slip up.

“First, go make sure everyone has a drink and clean up your mess. I want it spotless so they aren’t reminded of your mistake,” I started. I looked back at the pots on the oven which were simmering nicely and almost done. “And then return to me. You have a severe punishment awaiting you.”


Chapter 6
Caught


“Get on your knees!” I yelled, furiously. “I’m tired of your insolence.”

“Y-yes, Mistress,” Scarlett stammered as she lowered herself down to the floor in front of me.

I looked down at my apprentice maid and reveled in the glimmer of fear in her eyes. It was a look that meant I was making strides as her mistress. “You need to stop giving into your arousals and obey me. Is that clear?” I growled. With each word I spoke, adrenaline and power surged through me. My breasts heaved with each powerful breath I took.

Scarlett nodded eagerly. “Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry, Mistress!” she pleaded, her head hanging down in shame.

I reached down and grabbed her chin, raising it up towards me. I could feel my dick swelling in my chastity cage as I held her face in my hands, her sad, pouty lips looking back at me. “Look at me when I talk to you, maid.”

Scarlett’s head wiggled as she tried to nod in my grip. I smirked at the ease in which she succumbed to my control. “Better. That will be 30 sucks and 10 spanks in order to absolve yourself. Which do you want first?” I spat out.

I let go of Scarlett’s face and watched as she licked her lips hungrily, telling me her answer. I knew it was a terrible idea, that this was neither the time nor place for such a punishment especially after what had happened the last time, but I didn’t care. I was so pent up, so frustrated, and I needed something to relieve the building tension.

Scarlett lifted up my skirt and petticoat before her head disappeared beneath them. When the feeling of her wet lips touched my cage, I gasped as pleasure overwhelmed my body. Scarlett’s tongue swirled around my cage, just as she knew I liked, as she performed her punishment sucks, trying to get back on my good side—which she most definitely would be.

I quickly lost track of her progress, and how long the moment seemed to last, it seemed as if Scarlett had as well. That or she was enjoying it too much to quit, enthralled by the naughtiness of the public spectacle.

When I felt my dick begin pulsing, I knew it was time to stop her before she maid me cum. Again.

“That’s enough,” I said sharply, forcing the words out of my mouth.

Scarlett’s head reappeared from under my skirt and she smiled back at me. “Are you sure, Mistress? I think I was extra naughty today,” she purred.

I let out a curt laugh at her eagerness to please me, but then sighed as I turned her down. “You most definitely were, Scarlett, but we don’t want to get me in even more trouble,” I replied.

“Of course, Mistress. I’m sorry I suggested it,” Scarlett let out. She stood in front of me, straightening her dress as her eyes stared into mine. I could see the overwhelming lust and desire in them. She clearly wasn’t sorry, but was doing good job holding herself back; a sign that she was becoming a proper sissy maid.

I nodded in approval at her words. “As you should be,” I said sternly. “Now assume punishment position for your spankings.”

Scarlett bent over the kitchen counter and I threw up her skirt to expose her bare ass. My dick surged at its sight, noticing that she had done a much better job shaving it today. Though I hadn’t used my dick over a year thanks to my chastity cage, it still had desires when I saw perfectly plump sights such as her smooth cheeks. But instead of such frivolous actions, I would instead have to channel my arousal into her punishment.

As my hand smacked loudly against her supple ass, the thrill of power again surged through me. It was becoming more and more intoxicating, making me feel more in tune with my long dormant dominant side.

I have a feeling this won’t be the last time I have to punish Scarlett this way, but I will do whatever it takes to transform her to my mistress’s liking.

“Damn, that’s pretty hot,” a deep voice said behind me, snapping me out of my thoughts.

My eyes bulged open, shocked from being caught in such a state with no idea who was behind me and no idea how much they had seen.

As if Scarlett’s mistakes weren’t bad enough, now this! If Melissa finds out then I’ll never get my reward…

Turning around, I slowly saw the man who had been watching us—Roger, he had apparently returned home.

“Oh… hello, Roger,” I squeaked out as I tried to force a smile on my face.

Roger squinted at me as if trying to see through me. “Brad? It really is you, isn’t it?” he said.

I grimaced at my old name and hearing it come from a man who I had once considered a friend, not to mention a man who had recently fucked my wife.

“It’s Zoe these days,” I answered bashfully.

He leaned back, taking in the new me as well as Scarlett who looked unfazed while she fixed her dress. “And what exactly are you two doing in my house?”

I could feel my cheeks blushing as I considered my answer, still unsure of how much he had seen. “We’re helping your wife serve brunch to her friends,” I decided to reply.

His eyebrows furrowed at my answer as if not fully believing it. I squirmed in suspense as I watched him fight back a response, but then it finally came. “How does sucking and spanking each other help her with brunch?”

I gasped at his question, dismayed that he had caught us in such acts.

This day is getting worse every minute! How could I have let this happen!

I wracked my brain, trying to come up with an answer that could get me out of this mess, but nothing came to mind.

But then Scarlett stepped beside me, still standing tall and confident, undaunted by the large man before us. “She was punishing me for making a mess. I’m sorry you had to see such a sight, Master. I hope you will forgive us,” she purred.

I was taken aback by her honesty and from the look of it, so was Roger.

“Huh,” he grunted, unsure of what else to say.

“But if you need some help finding your forgiveness, then perhaps I could be of further assistance,” Scarlett continued as she stepped closer and lowered herself down to her knees.

I stepped back in shock, giving her room to do the unfathomable. I couldn’t believe what my apprentice was doing, I couldn’t understand what she was thinking, but I didn’t stop her from going for it—and neither did Roger.

Her hands worked his belt, fumbling at the buckle and then reaching for his pants. Once she had unhooked the button, she looked up at him as if for approval, her eyes eager and hungry to please.

Roger hesitated, looking around the room for anyone who might see their misdeeds. When his eyes settled on me, they had a fierce look and a demanding presence. “You keep Jen busy. If she doesn’t find out about this then no one will learn about what you two were doing.”

His threat left a distaste in my mouth, reminding me of what he had done with Melissa and his lack of concern for hurting Jen. I couldn’t help but wonder how many other times he had been unfaithful to his sweet wife.

For now, however, I didn’t feel like I had much of a choice. I would need to agree to keep Melissa from finding out what Scarlett and I were doing inside.

“Ok, fine. I need to go tend to them anyways,” I agreed.

With haste his pants were down around his ankles and Scarlett was pawing at his underwear. She swiftly pulled them down, her lips glistening with drool as she awaited her treat. I watched as she pulled his cock out, her hands swarming every inch of it as she moved it closer to her gaping mouth.

This is wrong, so wrong. Melissa would be so ashamed, but we’re so far down this rabbit hole already…

Roger groaned as his flesh entered Scarletts ready mouth. At the sight of his manhood disappearing into my apprentice, I quivered, wondering how it would feel to experience such pleasure again. I tried to shake off the thoughts—these were the things I had sworn off when I agreed to be Melissa’s full time sissy maid, these were the feelings that I wouldn’t have again. But watching Scarlett, my Scarlett, so passionately pleasure Roger, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of longing and jealousy.

Does everyone I get close to have to leave me for other people? Why can’t I have anything or anyone to myself? I suppose that is just the life of a sissy maid…

Roger’s fingers were wrapped around Scarlett’s hair, pulling her head harder against his cock as he moaned. His eagerness to satisfy himself left more of a distaste in my mouth, but I knew there was no stopping it now and it was time for me to do my part of the bargain, and time for me to correct the course of this brunch before it went too far awry.

Quickly I set out to check on the ladies, leaving the sloppy sounds of pleasure behind me. As I arrived outside, a fear suddenly washed over me, worried that my guests were waiting on refills or refreshments. “How’s everything going, ladies? Is there anything I can get you?” I asked.

“Oh, good. It’s you, Zoe,” Jen smiled. A look in her eyes told me that things weren’t going as she had hoped and I knew that it was now completely up to me to handle everything.

“Yes, I’m so sorry about Scarlett. She can be rather… excitable at times. Like a wild stallion, I still need to break her and get her under control.”

I noticed Melissa smirking as she swirled her cup of tea, clearly remembering how she had broken me into subservience. “Yes, it’s not easy taming a free-willed man and turning them into an obedient servant,” she chuckled. “But damn is it worth it.”

She took a deep sip of tea when she finished, enjoying the admiration and jealousy from the women around her. Trish rolled her eyes while Jen sighed longingly.

“Sometimes I feel like I’m the obedient servant in my marriage. He’s always out golfing and doing god knows what while I tend to… well, everything,” Jen said. “But I don’t know how to get him to do anything without having a massive fight.”

I caught Melissa’s glance for a moment before she looked down into her cup and took another sip. If she was ashamed of what she had done, I wasn’t about to find out now.

“That’s how Steve is, too,” Trish admitted. “But that’s men for you.” She froze after speaking her last word and looked at me. With a shrug she laughed. “At least most men. I guess Mel found the diamond in the rough.”

“It’s definitely not for every man,” Melissa inserted proudly. “My Brad just had that special proclivity, that deep yearning to feel sexy and submissive. Once I discovered them it was actually rather easy to convince him to serve and obey me.”

I blushed at her truths, still appreciating feeling both on a regular basis. “It’s true,” I smiled. “Mistress unlocked something within me that was waiting to come out and flourish.”

Jen looked at me, considering my words before shaking her head. “No, that’s definitely not true of Roger. He would never be interested in anything like that.”

“He definitely is much more of a man than Brad ever was, but you never know,” Melissa smirked. “Maybe you just need to take control one night and give it a try. Tie him to the bed and tell him that you’re going to make him yours, tell him that you’re going to fuck him.”

Jen gasped and the other girls giggled around the table.

Suddenly I could feel my large butt plug filling me up as I remembered the first time Melissa had fucked me, back when she had changed my life forever. The memory made my penis press against my cage with lust as it longed for more of that same pleasure. But it was that thought of pleasure that suddenly reminded me of what was on the line from this brunch, of what I needed to be doing to earn my next reward.

“If you would excuse me, ladies,” I chimed in. “I’m going to go fetch your next course and then I will work on topping off your beverages.”

Without waiting for a response, I quickly bowed and left, hurrying inside to continue my work as hostess. In the kitchen I immediately heard the sloppy sounds of Scarlett’s sucking as she still worked on Roger. In the corner I saw them, Scarlett’s hands gripped tightly around Roger’s ass as she bobbed back and forth over his throbbing cock.

I had an urge to watch, to take in the mental tease of admiring someone else’s pleasure, but I shook off the thought knowing that I had too much work to do.

I had been hoping for Scarlett’s help in serving the plates of food I had prepared, but seeing as how she had her hands full, I knew that I needed to figure out a course of action for myself. Grabbing the first tray, I hurried back outside and began serving, targeting the newcomers first. Rushing back inside, I again ignored the groans of satisfaction from Roger as I grabbed the next tray and served Melissa, Jen, and Trish.

I was beginning to feel exhausted from the work, but I knew better than to show or express my exhaustion. It was not a maid’s place to let their feelings known around their betters.

“Is everything to your liking thus far?” I asked the table, hoping that I could give myself a moment’s rest before my next round of service.

“Everything is delicious as always, Zoe,” Jen replied with a mouthful of food.

“Every bite makes me hate Mel even more for having you in her life,” Trish teased with a playful smile.

“I’m still waiting on a new cup of tea,” Melissa answered flatly as she looked into her empty cup.

My breath caught in my throat at the reminder of what I still needed to do. “Yes, right away, Mistress. Another round for the table coming up.” With a bow I was heading back into the kitchen to fetch new refreshments. Inside the moans were even louder, both Roger and Scarlett panting like sex crazed fiends as their pleasure peaked. Again I ignored them as I continued my work, trying my best to not get overwhelmed.

As I was about to head outside, I stopped briefly to watch and admire the fervor in which my apprentice worked.

If only she put that level of devotion into her work for me… then perhaps today would have gone differently.

Just as I reached for the door I heard Roger grunt loudly. “Fuck yeah! Don’t stop now, I’m getting close,” he bellowed. He filled the air with heavy panting, his breath ragged and short as he grew overcome with sensations. “You’re pretty good. I might have to steal you from Mel from time to time.”

Roger’s words hit me like a hammer, paining me physically and spiritually. Looking through the door I saw sweet, innocent Jen smiling to her friends, completely unaware of what her disgusting husband was doing, and what he had done before.

I can’t stand for this any longer. I need to do something.

Outside I went about my business, trying to remain casual as I refilled everyone’s drinks and slowly made my way around the table towards Jen. I made she sure was last and once I was finished I lowered down and whispered into her ear. “Excuse me, Jen, but there was a little mishap in the kitchen that requires your attention.”

My heart was pounding as I spoke, bile working its way up as I set my plan in motion. I had no idea what was about to happen, but I couldn’t imagine that it was going to end well.

“Oh, alright,” Jen let out in surprise as she pushed herself back from the table.

I gestured for her to lead the way and followed her as she made her way back inside. My legs wobbled wildly with every step, my nerves shaking uncontrollably.

She doesn’t deserve what Roger is doing to her, but she does deserve to know.

As the door opened, the sounds of Roger’s climax rained down on us, guttural and giant.

Jen gasped at the sound, her head whipping towards the commotion as a look of terror filled her face. “Roger!”


Chapter 7
Turn of Fate


Upon entering the kitchen Jen froze. I could only imagine the sight before her, the terrible image of her husband with his cock in someone else’s mouth.

“Roger!” she exclaimed. “Scarlett?” The latter came in a gasp of air, Jen stepping back into me as she realized who the other culprit was.

I grabbed her shoulders and held her tight in support, feeling terrible that I was partially responsible for what was playing out, yet also relieved that she had discovered the truth about her husband. She pushed back against me, clearly needing the comfort.

“Jen! I can explain!” Roger shouted as he fumbled to pull up his pants.

“How could you possible explain having your cock in someone else’s mouth?” Jen spat out as she stormed towards him, her shock being replaced with rage.

“It was the two of them,” he stammered as he pointed at Scarlett and me. “They were fooling around with each other and came on to me! I wanted to tell you but they stopped me and forced themselves on me!”

I caught my breath in shock from his admission, our secret revealed to the mistress of the house.

I opened my mouth to explain, but Jen swiftly cut me off. “Scarlett and Zoe? You’re saying these two forced themselves on a grown man like you, Roger? What a pathetic excuse!”

Jen’s defense filled me with a sense of relief, but the sounds of her shouting had attracted the rest of the party and soon the entryway was filled with onlookers, Jen’s friends eager to discover what was happening.

Beside me I felt Melissa’s presence, her aura radiating against me, making me feel weak. To my surprise, she wrapped her arm around me and pulled me close, not in a controlling way as usual, but in a way that told me that she, too, needed comforting. I returned the affection and held her tightly, enjoying this rare moment of closeness during this tense situation.

We watched as Jen destroyed Roger, screaming at him, hitting him, giving him everything that he was due. After a few long moments of shock, I realized that this was a private situation and that I needed to assist in giving them some space. I ushered everyone back to the table and tried to make them comfortable, but it was soon clear that the mood had been spoiled. Instead of tending to them further, I escorted them to the door and bid them ado.

Scarlett seemed affected and aimless as I worked crowd control, and while I could have used the assistance cleaning, I didn’t want her near either Roger or Jen again so I sent her home as well. Finally, I showed Melissa to her car. While I had enjoyed her need for me, as more and more people left, I could feel her growing fears and could tell that she didn’t want be get caught up in the marital dispute.

“Finish up and the come home quickly, Zoe,” she said to me, her voice soft and shaky. “I’ll be in the bedroom waiting for you.”

“Of course, Mistress.”

Back inside the atmosphere was still palpable with tension, but Jen and Roger had moved to the bedroom where it seemed like Roger was packing some clothes to leave. I took the opportunity to start cleaning, not wanting to leave Jen with both grief and a mess.
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As I was finishing Roger stormed out, stopping next to me and grumbling something under his breath before slamming the door behind him. Jen entered the kitchen, her makeup smeared and running, and a clear look of sorrow swallowing her otherwise joyful face.

“I’m so sorry, Jen,” I said as I pulled off my gloves and offered her a hug.

“It explains so much. Why he was always out strange hours and was so moody. Why he never seemed to want to have sex with me,” she whimpered.

I squeezed her tightly as I rubbed her back. “You’re an amazing woman, Jen. He doesn’t realize what he’s losing. You will find someone who appreciates you for who you are and worships you just as you deserve.”

Jen laughed as she pulled back and looked up at me. “Someone who will worship me like you do Melissa?”

Smiling, I couldn’t help but let out a little laugh. “The perfect partner is out there for you, Jen.”

“Mel is so lucky to have you,” she smiled back, her hand beginning to rub my back. “Though some might say that she doesn’t deserve you.”

“E-excuse me?”

She pulled me tighter against her, her hands beginning to work fiercer against my body. “I’m not stupid, Zoe. I had a feeling that Roger was unfaithful long before today, and I saw his texts with Mel. I didn’t want to believe them at first, but now it’s obviously true,” she explained, her voice growing soft and breathy.

“Y-you knew?” I stammered in shock.

Her hands pawed my ass tightly, making me gasp as she took control of my body. “Yes,” she answered sharply, nuzzling her cheek against mine. “And I think we should pay them back for what they did.”

My cock throbbed from her groping, my heart fluttered from her suggestion. “Jen… I… I don’t know what to say.”

She bit my ear and chuckled. “Then don’t speak. Don’t even think. Just take me, Zoe.”

She snapped her head back and stared lustfully into my eyes, her chest heaving against mine. I could feel her breasts on mine, her pussy hot against my leg.

I gulped nervously, my eyes flashing between hers and her pouty lips.

I can’t do this. No, Zoe. Your mistress is home waiting for you.

“I… I can’t.”

“When I asked Melissa for your assistance today she told me that you were mine for the day. Your service isn’t done until I say it is, maid.” She spit out the last word with a hot venom, making me quiver under her control. I was so torn, if what she said was true then she was right, I had no choice but to obey her, but clearly my mistress hadn’t intended to allow such obedience.

Jen leaned in closer, stopping with her lips just before mine. “Are you going to obey me or do I need to report your insolence to your mistress?”

My mouth opened to respond, but still I found no words. I was frozen in fear and trepidation, my maid’s moral compass spinning wildly on its axis.

I don’t have a choice, do I? Today, Jen is my mistress and she is making a demand of me. But what could I possibly do to please her?

“But my cage…” I whimpered.

Her hand swept around between my legs, cupping my caged cock. “I haven’t forgotten what you are, Zoe, and I’m also fully aware that you know plenty of ways to pleasure your mistress. Right now I’m your mistress. So pleasure me, Zoe.”

She grabbed my hands and began stepping backwards, pulling me out of the kitchen and down the hall. I felt helpless as she led me into the last room, lost to her power over me. While I was still apprehensive about going through with whatever Jen wanted, I couldn’t deny the strong urge to give into her, to do everything that she demanded of me.

Her bedroom was a mess of tossed around clothes, her bed covered with Roger’s belongings. Seeing it only fueled her fire, reminding her of what had happened to her.

Sitting on the bed, she kicked one leg up, letting her short skirt slip up and show off the tiny pink panties that laid beneath.

Oh my…

Her hand slipped down, her fingers tracing the folds of her warmth as she bit her lip and stared at me longingly. “You know what to do, don’t you?”

“You want me to…?” I mumbled, my eyes unable to leave her gyrating finger.

With a quick sweep her panties were aside, debuting her smooth lips which glistened with her arousal.

“Do your chore, maid.”

I licked my lips as I watched her continue trace her lips, preparing herself for my task.

I can’t disobey, that would be sinful as a maid. I need to do this.

Finally I gave in, my body relaxing as I gave into the temptation. I could feel myself floating towards her, my body lowering to my knees between Jen’s legs. My hands grabbed her thighs, spreading her wider so I could slip my way in, feeling her soft flesh on my fingers. She was so smooth to the touch, a sensation I hadn’t felt on another person in so long.

My fingers moved inside her panties, pulling at them with a raging hunger until they were on the floor. I could feel the heat radiating from her, the aroma tickling my every sense. I gave her a last glance and she nodded, removing the last shred of doubt I had remaining.

My head darted forward, my tongue crashing into her lips. With long strokes I moved up and down her labia, tasting and savoring her every inch.

I can’t believe I’m doing this to Jen! What would my mistress think if she found out!

The thoughts haunted me, but they couldn’t make me stop, I was to lost in my arousal. Already my cock was straining against its tiny cage, a deep lust pooling inside.

“Yes, that’s it. More, more of that!” Jen moaned.

I could feel her body squirming around me, her legs convulsing under my grip. She began thrusting her hips, grinding her pussy against my mouth as if desperately begging for more.

Running my tongue up to the tip, I teased her clit with light flicks while my fingers slid into position beneath. I started with one, slowly penetrating her and feeling her full wetness.

Jen gasped when I stuck a second finger in, but didn’t stop me. She continued bucking her body towards me, enjoying the pleasures I was providing.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she cried out.

Her wails were driving me crazy, and the feeling of being inside her while feeling no sensations on my dick only made it worse. My body was aching for more, desperate to feel her, but I knew that wouldn’t happen, not with my cage locked and the key held by another woman.

But that denial wouldn’t stop me. It never did. I was experienced with being denied by my chastity cage and I knew how to channel my desires into more than pain and pity, I knew how to channel them into my work, into giving others pleasure.

And I would do just that.

Jen’s fingers gripped the bedding tightly, her back arching as she screamed in pleasure. I was growing hotter with every lick, every suck, every taste that flowed into my mouth. Everything I was doing felt so wrong and naughty, but it also felt so good to be with someone who appreciated and needed me.

“You’re fucking amazing! Don’t stop!”

My penis pulsed against its cage, my heightened arousal making it frustrated by its barricade. My cage gave me that feeling of denial that I had become used to, that I had come to love and savor, making me squirm as I continued my task.

Unlike in the past, I found myself yearning for more. I knew it was wrong of me to expect anything else, I knew I wasn’t to be allowed my own pleasures without the approval of my wife, but things had changed recently—I had been spoiled.

My hand reached behind me, fumbling for my butt plug and turning it on. Pleasure jolted through me, filling me with a rush of euphoria. Without thinking my hand traced around my panties, finding my tiny tucked cage and beginning to rub it, embracing the passion coursing through me.

Fuck this feels so good.

My fingers thrusted faster, my tongue lapped longer. Jen and I were becoming twisted in a lust filled heat, our desire radiating through the bedroom.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Jen bellowed as she pounded her fist against the bedding. Her head shot back as her words cried out, a long guttural groan escaping after as she hit her climax.

I continued furiously licking and fucking until I felt her body relax and she collapsed backwards onto the bed with a sigh.

“Holy shit, Zoe,” she panted. “You’re a fucking goddess.”

I pulled myself up to standing, my body still raging with desire. Jen was limp in her bed, her large chest heaving with every deep breath, her legs still spread open as if inviting me into her. I reached for my cock but caught nothing but air.

Frustrated, I climbed onto the bed, prowling over Jen like a hungry lion. I stopped above her, staring into her tired eyes. She had a pleased smile on her face, a look of relief and satisfaction.

I wanted her, needed her, but I could see that she had received what she needed and was done. I had served my mistress thoroughly.

It pained me, but I rolled to the side and laid beside her, each of us catching our breaths and coping differently. Jen grabbed my hand and squeezed it firmly, a touch that made me feel like she would be alright and that I had done good by her.

“I can’t remember the last time Roger went down on me, but he certainly never worked me like that before,” she sighed.

“I’ve had a lot of training on how to pleasure my mistress properly,” I replied softly.

Jen laughed loudly, shaking her head in disbelief. “I still can’t believe someone as amazing and beautiful as you exists, Zoe. You’re too good for Melissa, you know that right? She doesn’t deserve you.”

I grimaced at her words, feeling guilty that part of me agreed with her. “No, you’re wrong. Melissa helped me discover my true self, she helped me find true happiness and purpose. Without her I would still be lost as Brad and our relationship would have probably dried up.” As I spoke I had an overwhelming desire to return to Melissa, to hold her and be with her. “I’m sorry, Jen, but I need to go.”

She pushed herself up onto her elbow and admired me, her hand delicately landing on my bare thigh. “You don’t have to, Zoe. You could stay, with me. I’ve always appreciated and admired you so much. I would treat you so much better.”

“I know, Jen, I’ve always admired you, too. But I’m needed back home with Melissa.

Jen pursed her lips as she watched me climb out of her bed. As I looked back she nodded as if she understood then let herself fall back into her bed with a sigh. I felt bad leaving her like this, but I knew that I had done all that I could for now—that and I still had my true mistress waiting for me at home.


Chapter 8
Reflections


The house was quiet when I returned, but the sound of my clicking heels quickly filled the air as I hurried to Melissa’s bedroom. There she lay, softly asleep, looking gentle and delicate—a side of her I hadn’t seen in quite a while.

I hesitated to wake her, knowing that she likely needed this peace, but she had asked me to come to her when I arrived and I didn’t want to disappoint her.

“Mistress,” I said softly as I rubbed her arm to gently wake her. “I’m home.”

Groggily, Melissa opened her eyes, smiling as they focused on me. “Zoe? What took you so long?”

I hesitated, wondering if I should be truthful or to suppress this one secret from my mistress even if went against my maid’s moral code. “I’m sorry, Mistress. Jen needed a little comforting and everyone else had left. I knew you were waiting for me but I couldn’t leave with her so upset.”

“It’s quite alright. I understand,” Melissa smiled as she pushed the covers down and sat up against the headboard. She patted the bed next to her and added, “Come, sit with me.”

I gazed at her longingly as I climbed into bed, noticing that she had changed out of her clothes and into a simple yet elegant white satin chemise, the lacy trim tickling her body as she moved. I wanted nothing more but to feel the soft fabric on my fingers, to feel it glide across her flesh as we embraced one another. The desires made me feel guilty as I wondered if they were truly for her or remnants from what I had just done with her friend.

It had been so long since I had been in bed with my wife in any fashion, it felt strange to feel my silky stockings against her soft sheets, to feel her warmth next to me as I nudged closer. But nothing felt as foreign as her fingers wrapping around mine.

“H-hi,” I stammered nervously as I gazed into her eyes.

“Hi, Zoe.” Her smile widened as she scooted closer, moving until our shoulders just touched. I gulped as I felt my penis throb against its cage, removing all doubt that the lust I felt was for her and no one else.

I felt like I needed to say something, to begin the conversation that we both wanted, but I wasn’t sure what to say. “I don’t think brunch went very well,” I joked, hoping to ease the building tension in the air.

Melissa laughed as she squeezed my hand. “No, dear. It certainly did not go well for anyone. Except maybe Scarlett, she seemed to enjoy herself.”

I snorted at the idea, picturing Scarlett blissfully prancing around her house as if she hadn’t stirred up any trouble today. “You’re probably right—she had quite the adventure. I’m sorry that I couldn’t train her better.”

Melissa sighed, resting our coupled hands on my thigh. “To be honest, it was probably an impossible task turning Scott into a proper sissy maid. He’s always been a free spirit, someone who has jumped at every and any chance for a new sexual experience. It’s hard to contain such a person.”

I nodded my agreement, feeling a relief that she wouldn’t hold his disobedience against me. “I appreciate that you understand that.”

“Was it nice having Scarlett around at least?”

I considered her question for a moment before responding. Training Scarlett had certainly been hard, but it had stirred a lot of emotions within me, sexual and otherwise. “She certainly added a new difficultly to my life, but I didn’t mind. It was nice to have someone to talk to at times.”

I hadn’t meant for my response to come off as jaded, but from Melissa’s reaction it seemed like she took it that way. She turned away from me as if ashamed. After a few deep breaths she turned back, her eyes piercing mine with a deep seriousness.

“Yes, I suppose I haven’t been too close to you lately. I’m starting to think that maybe I’ve taken this whole thing… this dominant wife persona… a little too far.”

I tried to hide my desire to agree wholeheartedly. While things had been fine, they were no where near great, and her tryst with Roger only proved that she was getting out of control.

“You really think so?” I let out.

Melissa nodded solemnly. “Yes. After this afternoon I can see that it’s no longer all fun and games. My actions are having consequences and are hurting the people around me.”

My body relaxed as I heard my wife finally admit the truth, tension oozing out of me at hearing that she had come to terms with what was happening because of her selfish actions. But at the same time, there was a part of me that was still anxious, worried that her epiphany would spark the end to us, specifically to my life as Zoe.

“It has certainly been a wild ride,” I chucked anxiously.

“Even you,” she continued. “How much have I hurt you? How much have I damaged the relationship I had with my husband?”

“Me?” I gasped, surprised to hear myself referred to as her husband.

“Yes, baby,” she answered as she nuzzled closer to me. “Are you okay? Are you happy?”

My mouth opened, but I didn’t know how to answer. “I… uhh…” I stammered. There was so much that I wanted to say, so much that I wanted to correct about our relationship, but she seemed so hurt and vulnerable. I didn’t want to beat her when she was so down already. “I love being Zoe. I love serving you and making you happy. But I do miss you, and us.”

She squeezed my hand tenderly and I felt her bare leg rub against my thigh high, making me shiver with delight as it slipped over my legs. It had been so long since I had been touch so softly, it felt so nice.

“I’m sorry, baby,” she breathed out. Her body squirmed against me as her leg slowly rubbed mine. “I should have never listened to Scott. I should have never brought a chastity cage into our relationship, or any of the maid stuff. I should have just loved you as you were.”

“No!” I blurted out as my heart began to race. I could feel my penis pulsing beneath my cage, her touches quickly building a deep longing for more. “You did need to do that. All of it. I was worthless before, lazy and unmotivated. The cage, the dresses, they reshaped me, they gave me purpose.”

“Really? You don’t have any regrets?”

My lips pursed as I considered her question, wanting to give it its just due. “Perhaps I do, but it doesn’t matter. What was done is done.”

Melissa looked at me thoughtfully and then nodded her understanding. “You’re right.”

Her eyes lingered on mine, shimmering with something I couldn’t quite understand—something that haunted me, that drew me closer to her and made me want her more. I could feel my breath growing heavy, my body surging with lust. I was dying to reach out and take her, to feel her and make her mine once again.

“You know,” she started with a deep breath, her breasts pressing against my arm. “During brunch the other girls were all talking about their husbands. Most of them had no idea what they were doing today, the others said they were off at a friend’s house watching sports and getting drunk. I’ve always been so appreciative of you as both Brad and Zoe—you’ve always been there for me, you’ve always supported me and cared for me. I’m very lucky to have you as my partner.”

My heart pounded harder in my chest, my dick stirring more beneath my panties. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“I’m lucky to have you as my partner, too, Melissa. I’ve always thought that, even before all of… this.”

She chuckled as she released my hand, her fingers floating up to my cheek. She brushed my chin softly before gripping it between her fingers and pulling it towards her, letting our lips gently link in a tender and sticky embrace.

Lust surged through me as we kissed, my cock throbbing with desire as my body turned towards her. I grabbed her and pulled her against me, my hands setting off on a mission to touch every last inch of her as our lips locked passionately.

For a moment we were one, one body connecting in the most primal way, one mind sharing the same desires, but then she pulled away. I stared at her swollen lips, restraining myself from going back for another taste as I wonder what she would say next.

“I want you, badly,” she breathed out as she bit her lip. “But I shouldn’t. I can’t.”

“Why not?” I whimpered, squirming in my short dress as my cock surged in its tiny prison.

“Because today was a failure, because I can’t reward you for such a pathetic result.”

I gritted my teeth as I glared at her, fighting my desire to disobey my mistress.

This is my chance to change things, to reconnect with her. Don’t waste it!

“No,” I said flatly. “I reject that idea. Tonight, let’s do away with the labels. Let’s not be maid and mistress, let’s be husband and wife. Let’s reboot our relationship.”

Melissa laughed and bit her lip playfully as she leaned back and looked at me. “Oh yeah? You want to go back to being my husband, do you?”

I let out a moan as my legs squeezed against my aching cage. “I just want you.”

Her hand went to my inner thigh, rubbing my legs. Up and down, up and down they moved, slowly creeping up my leg, making me tremble. I grabbed it, moving her fingers to my cage and letting her feel my heated arousal.

“You really do,” she giggled. She began palming my tiny cage, her fingers easily encompassing everything I had to offer. “And what would you do if I actually let you out of your cage?”

I grinned at her, welcoming her challenge. “I would grab you and mount you. I would pin your wrists down as I thrust myself into you, kissing your neck as you squirmed in pleasure and succumbed to my desire. I would hold you tight as I felt every inch of you, kissed every curve, and tasted every morsel of your body.”

I could sense Melissa enjoying my response, her body writhing against me. She laid back against the bed as if opening herself up to me and gave me a naughty smirk that I couldn’t turn down.

With a growl I flipped on top of her, doing just as I said I would. Pinning her down, I began to kiss her neck, breathing in her sweet perfume as I worked my way up to her lips. I began grinding my cage against her, feeling the pressure of her body against my confined cock.

“Then, once I had you I would make hard, passionate love to you,” I let out before planting my lips against hers.

She welcomed my kisses eagerly, her lips opening as they danced a passionate tango with mine. I could feel her hands groping me wildly, tugging on every lace and frill of my short dress.

“Mmm, yes,” she moaned. “Fuck me, baby. Fuck me hard.”

I heaved my cage against her again, grinding it against her pussy. “Let me. Unlock me and let me feel you.”

Her hand took my cage, holding it firmly. “Do you think you remember how to use this? Do you really think you can make me feel what I want?”

I bit her lip hungrily as I felt my cock throb desperately. I felt like I was so close to feeling her, to feeling this sensation and pleasure that I had missed out on for so long.

With a wry smile I said, “There’s only one way to find out.”


Chapter 9
Passion


Melissa tossed me off her as she eagerly rolled over and reached beneath the bed. From beneath she pulled out her lock box, a faux book with a key code entry. Hugging it tightly against her bosom, she entered the code and opened the box.

This is it, she’s actually going to unlock me. She actually wants to have sex again!

I couldn’t believe what was happening, I was so overwhelmed with feelings of lust and love. Over a year ago I had sworn off sex and the use of my penis when I had devoted myself to being my wife’s full time sissy maid, but right here, right now, none of that mattered. I wanted her and she wanted me. Everything was about to change.

“I’m still not sure about this,” Melissa grinned as she pulled out the key to my chastity cage and set the box aside. “I can think of several other ways in which you could please me that don’t involve breaking our arrangement.”

She tapped the key against her lips, her eyebrow slightly raised as she waited for my response. I had a feeling that this was a test, but for once it wasn’t of my obedience, but my true desire for her.

“I think it’s time for a new arrangement, Mel. It’s time for change,” I rebutted.

“So you really want this?”

“More than anything.”

Melissa flashed me a wicked grin before diving her hands between my legs, she shooed away my skirt and petticoat, finding my flat chastity cage and seeing the straining that lay underneath. With a click the key was in the lock and I watched as she turned it slowly before taking it out.

In an instant my penis sprung to life, stretching and embracing its sudden freedom. Melissa carefully slipped off the base of my cage, removing the device completely for the first time in forever.

“Mmm, looks like it might still work after all,” she giggled as she took my growing cock in her hand.

Her fingers were soft and cool against my aching length as she ran them up and down. I could feel my eyes closing as I melted back into the bed we had once shared together.

A moan escaped me as she lengthened her strokes to include my balls, my cock straining hard against her sensual touch. “Fuck that feels good.”

“I bet I could think of a few things that feel better,” my wife grinned. “Why don’t you take off your clothes and find out.”

My jaw dropped in surprise, I was taken aback by her request. I knew it was silly, that we had always had sex naked in the past, but removing my clothes now would be like taking away Zoe—and that wasn’t something I was ready to do.

“No,” I found myself uttering. “This is me now. While I love you and want to be your husband and partner more than anything, I don’t want to lose this side of me. I don’t want to lose Zoe.”

Melissa cocked her head to the side as she soaked in my words. After a moment she let out a laugh and shrugged. “You were always sexier as Zoe anyways. Maybe Zoe will be better in bed, too.”

My heart began to swell as I watched my wife slip down, tracing my body with her fingers as she moved. She settled between my legs and licked her lips as she stared at me lustfully, her fingers digging into my panties and pulling them down.

I pushed myself up just in time to watch my cock disappear into her mouth. “That definitely feels better,” I groaned as I felt her tongue stroke my throbbing manhood.

She slurped as she pulled her head up, her mouth salivating with her desire for me, and she moaned as she filled herself back up. The feelings were euphoric yet strange, they were sensations that I hadn’t felt in so long but had never forgotten, and now they were something I never wanted to miss again.

Melissa’s head continued moving up and down over my cock, filling me with a hot passion as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. I started slowly thrusting myself deeper into her, filling her mouth with my hard desires.

I could feel my cock building with pressure, a strong swelling telling me I was getting close to finding relief already. I didn’t want her to stop, I didn’t want to lose these feelings, but I also wanted more. I wanted to truly feel her, her warmth, her softness, her womanhood.

“Stop!” I cried through gritted teeth.

Melissa looked up at me confused, but when she saw the pained look on my face she seemed to understand. “Still unable to let yourself cum without my permission?” she purred.

I shook my head pathetically, hoping that I hadn’t ruined my chance at completing this experience. “No, it’s not that. I was too close and I didn’t want to end things this way. I want more. I want you.”

Her eyebrows perked up. “It’s been awhile hasn’t it? You’re practically a virgin again, feeling all these sensations for the first time,” she giggled as she started climbing up my body.

She stopped with her eyes staring into mine, her body hovering over me as her chemise fluttered beneath her. My raging cock was brushing against her bare legs, so close to what it wanted, desperate to find a way in. I wondered if I could heave my hips up and find it, if I could take her from below as she teased me with the wild look in her eyes.

“I’m glad you held yourself back,” she added. “I want more, too.”

She shifted back and placed her hands on my chest, bracing herself as she lowered herself down. With a swift motion I felt my cock enveloped by her softness, a strong heat consuming me as she sat down. Her fingernails dug into my chest as she slowly began to ride me, feeling my full length inside her.

“I’ve had a lot of cocks in me recently,” she moaned as she continued. “And while yours certainly isn’t the biggest or best, it has always had that special something.”

I scoffed at her comment and rolled my eyes. “It’s called love, babe.” I grabbed her and pulled her down, not stopping until her lips were inches away from mine. “And no one will ever love you as much as I do.”

She leapt at me quickly, planting her lips against mine. I kissed her deeply in return, our lips slopping around wildly as our passion reignited for one another.

“Yes,” she groaned against my lips, her hips beginning to gyrate again. “You’re right. And right now I want you to love me so fuck hard.”

Without thinking I rolled over, taking her with me until I was on top. I stared down at her with a renewed vision, her beauty radiating more than it had ever before. In that moment I couldn’t imagine loving her more than I did, but I had a feeling that soon, as everything began to change, that this wouldn’t be the last time I felt this way.

“As you wish, Mistress.”

My hands found her wrists and pulled them tightly above her head, pinning her down under my control. My knees pushed her legs open, spreading her nice and wide so I could take her. My chest heaved with lust as my body surged with power, a feeling that was foreign to have around her.

“No, right now you’re my mistress and I’ve been behaving badly. Very badly. Punish me, Mistress. Punish me like the bad girl that I am.”

I found myself growling, starving for a taste of her. I couldn’t wait any longer, I had to have her.

With a strong thrust I plunged inside her, my cock sliding in with ease. I could feel her warmth surrounding me, embracing me and welcoming me in.

Her mouth opened, letting a soft breath escape as I filled her completely. “Yes, that’s it,” she moaned.

Again I thrust myself into her, making her eyes clench as she braced herself against my cock. The sensations overwhelmed me, fueling me to move faster, harder.

“Fuck, I’ve missed you,” I breathed out, my voice husky and gruff.

“And I you.”

I smirked, feeling her palpable desire come through her words. I opened my mouth to continue, but she silenced me with her lips as she wrapped her fingers in my hair and pulled me against her.

Our lips smacked loudly as I felt our breasts rub against each other. Her legs slid along my stockings, filling me with silky shivers as she squirmed beneath me. Everything felt so good, so sensual, so perfect. I never wanted it to end.

My cock was already pulsing, the build up of our passionate lovemaking coming to its peak. I stopped, trying to control it, trying to edge myself and extend this moment for as long as I cold.

“Why did you stop? You don’t need permission this time,” Melissa panted, between heavy breaths. “Fill me with your seed, every last bit that you have saved for me for so long.”

My penis pulsed at her sexy demand, though I still fought to control it, not wanting to orgasm quite yet.

“I just wanted to savor the moment, babe,” I cooed, a wide grin spreading across my face. “I wanted to save the memory of the moment when I actually had control over you.”

Melissa gasped and with a laugh she flipped me over and retook control, mounting me once more. “Clearly I can’t let you think that you have any power,” she said in a low, dominant tone. “No matter what happens from this day forth, I will always be in control.”

“Then use me. Take what you want from me.”

“Oh, I will.” Melissa’s hand consumed my breasts, squeezing them hungrily. Her hips began bucking, her pussy grinding against my flesh. “Maybe I’ll make you into my sexy slave. Make you serve and obey me all day long then use you for your cock as I please. Then you would serve me in every facet of life.”

My head was rolling back and forth in ecstasy as I embraced the feelings flooding over me. “Yes!” I cried out. “I want that. I want to serve you in every way possible.”

“You definitely will. I’m going to make use of these slutty little outfits that you prance around in all day.”

Her hands swept up my chest to my neck. She applied a slight yet noticeable pressure as her thumbs massaged my skin and her face lowered over mine. Her tongue darted out and she licked me from my chin to my nose, chuckling wickedly. “I’m going to have a lot of fun reestablishing my dominance over you, Zoe. So much fun.”

Holy fuck! I don’t think I can hold back any longer!

My mouth dropped open as a loud groan began to build. My fingers gripped the bedding and my eyes shut tightly as I felt the pressure build in my cock. “Oh, fuck. I’m going to cum!”

Hearing my cries scared me, giving me flashbacks to when Melissa would edge me and give me ruined orgasms—but true to her word she didn’t stop. She kept riding me passionately as she lowered down and kissed me. Our tongues met as I pulled her body tightly against mine, starting to thrust harder, desperate to have a full and true orgasm.

Melissa was moaning now, her body growing tense. Her lips broke from mine as her mouth shot open and she cried out, her pussy clenching tightly around my cock.

Hearing her moans echoing through my ears was far from unfamiliar, but knowing they were my doing was so sexy, I couldn’t take any more. With a surge of power I felt my cock explode into her, gushing my seed deep inside. “Fuuuuck!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Melissa cried into my mouth, her breath hot and heavy.

Silence suddenly hung over the room before we filled the air with sounds of our labored breathing. Each one of us spent, our lust and passion drained.

Above me Melissa breathed out a deep sigh as I felt her body relax. Her lips curled into a pleased smile as she fell to the side, her arms flailing against the bed in a huff of exhaustion.

I rolled onto my side, admiring her in the brightness of the overhead lights. Beads of sweat were dripping down her forehead, pooling in the crevasse between her breasts. Her chemise was soaked, clinging to her porcelain skin and showing off her perfect curves. In that light she looked like a goddess. My wife, my love, my mistress. She was all of those things, but here and now she was so much more.

Her head turned to face me, a smile still resting on her lips. I felt the back of her hand brush my cheek gently as she gazed into my eyes, showing me an adoration that I hadn’t seen in ages. Grabbing her hand, I kissed her fingers and took them in mine, squeezing them lovingly as I smiled back at her.

But soon her look of ease faded and a seriousness returned.

“I suppose it’s time we had a talk.”


Chapter 10
New Beginnings


Ifelt my breath hitch as Melissa reached for her bedside table and picked up my tiny chastity cage. I had to admit that it felt very strange to not have anything covering my penis, to feel freedom as I once did, but still the sight of the cage unsettled me.

“So you’ve clearly found yourself as Zoe, but what about this?” Melissa asked as she held the cage between us. “What about us?”

I stared at the cage with trepidation, knowing that what I would say next could determine the future of our relationship.

Is this my chance to stop wearing my cage? To stop being her submissive maid? Is that even what I want?

The thoughts rattled through my mind, swirling like a ferocious tornado of possibilities.

What should I do?

My eyes followed her hand, slowly tracing her body as she adjusted her chemise. Her body was so perfect and I loved feeling it against me once again—I didn’t want to lose that. But at the same time I had come to love being in chastity for her, to be denied and forced to serve her. There was so much about our evolved relationship that I had loved, but there were certainly somethings that could be improved.

“If you want, I would still wear it for you,” I answered, feeling my cock swell up at the thought of being locked up by my sexy mistress once again.

Melissa raised her eyebrow at me quizzically, pondering my response. “Does that mean that you still want to be my maid, even after everything that has happened and how I treated you?”

I grabbed her hand and held it tight, sending her my love through a tender squeeze. “Of course I do, Mel. I’ve loved serving you from the moment you gave me my first dress, and I’ll love it forever.”

“Can I admit that I loved it, too?” she purred as she bit her lip playfully. “I loved being treated like a queen by my partner, never having to think about what’s for dinner or when I’ll have time to clean the house. It makes life so easy when I can just focus on what I need.”

My penis was growing harder at her praise, making me grow worried that I wouldn’t be able to fit it back in my flat chastity cage.

“And I feel great letting you have that clarity and focus so you can provide for us.”

Melissa nodded her agreement. “Then it’s settled. You will stay as my maid Zoe and continue to be locked up, but then what about us? What about our relationship and our dynamic?”

I released her hand and grabbed her ass, feeling her soft, delicate skin. I rubbed it tenderly, feeling the firm curve of her cheeks.

“Well, I really liked what we just did,” I breathed softly as my cock throbbed at the thought of fucking her again. “And I think it should become a regular thing.”

She snatched my hand from her ass and slid it around her hip, guiding me between her legs to her swollen lips. “Do you now? You want to feel more of me? Of this?”

My cock surged to life, aching as it became fully erect. Melissa’s hand found it and began rubbing it as she giggled. “Apparently you really do. That makes me very happy, baby. I was a little worried that you lost your desire for me.”

“Never,” I gasped. “I’ve never lost my desire for you, I just thought that you wanted more than me, that you preferred to have me caged and obedient than to have me pleasure you.”

Her strokes grew longer, delving down to my balls and swirling up to my tip, back and forth, making me strain in her hand. “I kept you locked because that’s what I thought you wanted. I thought you chose Zoe over me.”

“I chose Zoe to get closer to you, to help you and give you what I thought you wanted.” My voice was trembling as we touched each other, my lust for her quickly returning. “But I want both. I want to serve you and pleasure you.”

“Mmm,” Melissa moaned as I began to swirl my finger around her clit. “It was quite fun getting some new experiences, feeling new sizes and techniques. Do you think you can handle me now?”

I leaned in closer, my lips hovering just before hers. “I think I just did a pretty good job, wouldn’t you agree?”

She kissed me softly, her lips sticking to mine as she tried to pull away. “I would, and as your mistress I believe I could train you to be even better.”

I kissed her back, my cock pulsing in her palm as my body quivered with desire. “Please train me, Mistress. I want to learn to properly serve you in every way possible.”

She pushed herself closer to me, guiding my cock inside her and letting me feel her once again, gasping at the sensation of my swollen head entering her.

I groaned as I started to thrust myself deeper into her, my body growing overcome with pleasure.

“Tell me, Zoe,” she let out between heavy breaths. “Tell me exactly what you want.”

“I want you to lock me up,” I said with a thrust. “To control my cock and save it for whenever you want it.”

“Your cock is as good as mine.”

“I want you to let me serve you, to wait on you on hand in foot, every day and in every way, forever.”

Another hard thrust made her suck in air. “You will serve me, every day.”

“I want you to be my mistress, to guide me and keep me in line, to be strong and firm, to tease me and punish me, but to also be understanding of my needs and desires—including this.”

Melissa moaned as I pounded my cock into her again. “I will control you and demand great things of you, but I will open myself to you as well. I will reward you with passionate pleasure.”

I started thrusting faster into her, with long, full movements. She moved my hand back to her clit, telling me to keep touching her as I worked. I could feel her squirming from my touch, her body giving in to all the sexual sensations I created.

“And I want you to be my wife, to love me and hold me, to want me and need me.”

Melissa’s eyes snapped open and I felt her rub my cheek softly. “Always, Zoe. I’ll be yours forever.”

We leaned in and kissed, my cock surging inside her the moment our lips touched. I felt my penis pulsing inside her, filling her up again as our love blossomed above and we once again felt like true partners.

“Don’t stop,” she whimpered as she writhed in my hand.

I kept rubbing her as our kisses grew more passionate, I could tell that she was close, too.

“Cum for me, baby,” I let out.

Her body trembled and tensed, her mouth breaking from mine as it gaped open. She cried out as her legs twitched. “Yes!”

I rubbed her faster, helping her reach her climax, just as she deserved. When her body relaxed and she let out a deep breath, I knew I had done my job to perfection.

“I could certainly get used to this,” she breathed out before kissing me again.

“So could I,” I grinned as I kissed her back.

She threw herself onto her back, seeming utterly exhausted but smiling wickedly. “Fuck,” she breathed out. “I had no idea Zoe could fuck so well.”

I laughed as I curled up against her, wrapping my legs around her as I held her tight. “To be honest, Zoe is much better at most things,” I laughed. “Consider me to be version two of your husband. The new and improved version that’s programmed to do everything that you desire.”

“Mmm. That sounds amazing.”

“It really does.”


Epilogue


We laid quietly for a while, catching our breath as we held each other and reconnected. I couldn’t believe what had just happened, or the future we had just agreed upon. It all seemed like a dream.

When I felt her rubbing me and giving me a gentle pat I knew it was real, but I also knew that the moment was finally ending. I sighed as I pulled myself away from her, not wanting to let go, but not wanting to ruin what we had shared.

“So, shall we begin our new and improved relationship, Zoe?” Melissa asked me, a coy look on her face.

“How do we do that?”

She tossed up the bedding and found my chastity cage lying beneath and I knew exactly what she meant for me to do. “Putting this back on is definitely step one.”

She tossed me the cage and I caught it hesitantly. After what we had just shared together it felt silly to be back in this position, to be putting my chastity cage back on, but I had no doubt that it was the right thing to do—the only thing to do.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied suavely.

Melissa giggled at my response. “Calling me Mistress already? Alright, I think I can get back into that persona.”

She closed her eyes and took several deep breaths in and out before returning her gaze on me, this time with a piercing seriousness in her eyes. She snatched the keys and began crawling over the bed towards me, her ferociousness never wavering.

Quickly, I slipped the cage back on, holding it in position for her to lock it.

“Don’t get any ideas just because I let you out of this cage this one time,” my mistress said as she slipped in the key and locked it my cage in place. “You still don’t have a dick, just this pathetic sissy clit that I’ve locked up.”

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“I want you to take very good care of it as it’s my property and I still plan to use it whenever I feel the urge. Is that understood?”

I trembled at her words, feeling exhilarated by her dominance. “Yes. Of course, Mistress.”

She leaned back on her knees as she admired the tiny cage locked on me, then she swiftly covered it with my panties to tuck it away. She looked pleased to see things returned to order.

“I let you have two good orgasms today, but I don’t want you getting your hopes up,” she added as she swept her legs down the side of the bed and stared up at me. “You should be nice and drained for a good while so I don’t want to hear any begging or whining from you.”

I stared apprehensively at the keys dangling from her fingers and swallowed deeply as they disappeared inside the cup of her lingerie. “Yes, Mistress. I understand,” I forced myself to say. “I’m eternally grateful for you letting me feel you again. I’ll cherish the memory forever.”

My wife reached up and patted my cheek with a mock sad face. “Aww, you speak of it as if it was the last time. It won’t be, Zoe. Far from in fact,” she said to my relief. “And in between you will have lots of opportunities to properly serve me.”

Her hand floated down between her legs and her middle finger slipped between the plump lips of her pussy, slowly beginning to trace her folds. My eyes lit up at her meaning, excited for the new tasks, and excited to hear that sex was very much still a possibility. I couldn’t help but let out a sigh of relief, glad that she hadn’t suddenly returned to her old strict and dominant ways completely.

“Damn, I love you,” I let out.

Melissa’s grin stretched across her face as she stood up before me. “And I love you, too.” I felt her hands on my hips and for a moment I thought we might embrace again, but she moved me just slightly so she could walk past. “I also expect this mess to be cleaned right away and for dinner to be on the table in an hour.”

My eyes shot open at her sudden demands as I watched her walk away towards the bathroom. She stopped just outside the door and turned back. “What are you waiting for? You’re still my sissy maid, just as you were before, and just as you will always be.”

With that she left me to get started. My cock was already aching beneath my chastity cage and I felt a sudden rush of adrenaline as my future felt more exciting than ever.

In that moment I felt different. I felt as if a small piece of me had been reintroduced, a piece that I had long needed to complete me. In that moment I finally knew who I truly was.

I was more than just a sissy maid, I was Zoe, and that was exactly who I was meant to be.

And that was who I would be… forever.
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