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Part 1

Made to Obey
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Chapter 1

New Job

I drove up a long winding road looking for the address of my latest assignment. As a house sitter I was used to staying at small apartments in the city or midsized homes in the suburbs; never before had I been asked to go this far outside of the city’s boundaries and never before had I been asked to report this immediately to the provided address.

But when my agency reached out this morning and said that they needed me to drive over right away, I couldn’t resist accepting such an urgent and curious job. Of course having no where else to stay was my main motivation to take the job; I didn’t have a choice but to accept so I could sleep somewhere tonight.

Being a student was hard enough these days with the extreme costs of tuition, but when my parents decided to move away and leave me to fend for myself, things had become that much more difficult. Luckily, a friend of mine had hooked me up with a house sitting agency that helped me find a job to both help pay for school and give me a roof over my head, albeit usually a different one every week.

It was definitely an adjustment going from living with my parents and not having to worry about anything to living a gypsy lifestyle, but I always made do and I knew it would make me stronger and help me appreciate the little things once I was older and settled. Until then I would do my best to watch after the homes of strangers as a means to keep my dreams alive. Right now that meant making it to this new house that was seemingly in the middle of nowhere.

As I continued along the curving road, my world was growing dark. The tall redwood trees towered over the road, blocking the sun and any sight of the city behind me. The further I drove, the more concerned I became about my destination. What would be at this unknown remote location?

When I finally discovered the address, I was blown away by the mansion that stood before me. Sitting atop the hillside was an embodiment of architectural innovation that blended seamlessly with the surrounding natural beauty. So much so that if I wasn’t looking for a home, I might not have noticed it.

I made my way down the long driveway and parked at the end in front of the massive five car garage. I couldn’t believe this is where I would be staying. I also couldn’t wait to check it out. I quickly grabbed my bag and made my way to the entrance.

At the front were grand double doors with elaborate hand carved details. It was protected by a keypad lock and after re-checking my assignment email, I entered my password to unlock the doors. As I pushed them open, I was flooded by an abundance of natural light.

On the far end of the house the walls were completely made of windows that looked over the rolling hills and let the sun illuminate the home. I stepped in and heard me shoes stomp on the pristine hardwood floor that continued for as far as I could see.

Holy shit. This place is enormous! And so clean! There’s no way whoever is important enough to own a home like this cleans for themselves. But how do they get a housekeeper to come out all this way on a regular basis?

I continued through the foyer and into the expansive living room. There was a grand fireplace with a large stone hearth surrounded by large brown leather couches. Between the couches and the fireplace was a matching leather ottoman with a handwritten letter resting on top.

Seeing the letter wasn’t surprising. Home owners would often leave personal notes with instructions for both things they hoped I would do and wouldn’t do. Mostly it was pleas to not eat their food or go through their stuff. I tossed my bag down on the couch, jumped over it, then grabbed the letter.

Let’s see what they want me to stay away from…

The letter read:
“Derek,

Thank you for your quick acceptance of this job and your willingness to come all the way out here to watch my house. You come with high regards from your agency and I feel good knowing that my home is under your watch while I am gone for the next week.

Of course, I will feel far more relieved once you agree to following my three simple rules:

1) Do not go through my personal effects.

2) Do not drink my top shelf liquor, but feel free to help yourself to whatever is on the kitchen counter.

3) Do not go into the basement.

Otherwise, please make yourself at home.

-              Sandra Owens”

Well shit, now I really want to do all of these things. I really wish they didn’t leave me these notes.

Despite the emphasis on the three rules, what had stuck out the most on the letter was the name. Sandra Owens sounded very familiar.

Wait… Sandra Owens… is that the name of the CEO of that massive tech company? I think I remember seeing her name in a magazine at the store. “Top 10 Most Wealthy and Powerful People Under 40" I think the article was. Is this really her place?”

I looked around at the massive home in a whole new light. I imagined seeing Sandra walking around in her work clothes, getting ready for her next business trip as she hand wrote this letter just for me. In the magazine she was wearing a dark grey blazer with a matching pencil skirt. Underneath was a white collared blouse which I was unbuttoned the perfect amount to get viewers to want to try and see her generous breasts beneath. She wore sleek black high heels and which added a profound powerful energy to her aura.

Despite being professionally posed for these pictures, she never lost her trademark seriousness. Not one picture had her smiling in it. But that only added to her allure. I knew that uptight women like her were freaks in the sheets once they came home. A woman like her was definitely one that I would want to meet and have some fun with.

I instantly wondered what I could learn about her, what I could find that might give me an in at a chance to meet and impress this rich goddess.

Time to break rule one.


Chapter 2

Snooping

I looked around the expansive house and wasn’t sure where to start. From the living room went two long hallways, each breaking off into several rooms.

Maybe a little drink will help me get started. Let’s find the good stuff.

In the corner of the room I noticed a large wooden hutch with glass doors. As I approached it I quickly discovered that I had found exactly what I was looking for, the prized liquor cabinet. There was a small lock on the front of the door, but that was never a problem for me. Over the last year I had quickly learned and mastered my skill for picking locks just like these. I pulled out my keys on which I had my special lock pick tool and got to work.

Within seconds I had the hutch unlocked. As I opened the doors I thought I heard a weird buzzing, but couldn’t figure out where it was coming from. I shrugged it off and grabbed the first expensive bottle I saw, a vintage whiskey.

No doubt this is going to be the best drink I’ve ever had.

I took the bottle into the kitchen and found the alcohol she had said I could have. It wasn’t bad, but it was all generic store brand stuff. I poured myself a nice glass of the good stuff and then pour a similar colored liquor back into the expensive bottle to make it look untouched.

These rich people will never realize my trick. All they care about is the label, they don’t know real tastes.

I took a sip and instantly felt the warmth of the whiskey consume me. It was strong with a sharp bite and an oaky flavor; it was divine.

That was just want I needed to get going. Let start in the East wing.

After returning the bottle to the hutch, I proceeded to the right of the living room and into the East wing of the mansion. Down the hall there were four doors. I started with the first and found that it was just a small bathroom.

The next door led to a lavish office. The walls were covered in dark wood bookshelves filled with books and pictures. I walked over and grabbed one of the framed photos and saw a woman that looked just like the Sandra Owens I saw in the magazine.

This is definitely that Sandra Owens. I can’t believe I’m house sitting for a billionaire!

I continued looking at pictures and scanning the books until I gave up on finding anything useful and turned my attention to the middle of the room where there was a massive regal looking desk. The desk top was surprisingly empty and as I walked around to the back, I found that all of the drawers were locked.

I guess I won’t be finding any information here.

Leaving the office, I closed the door and continued to the next. Through this door I found what was clearly the master bedroom. It was a long, spacious room with a large bed resting against the full windowed back wall. There was a door to the right that led to the biggest walk in closet I had ever seen and a door on the left that led to the master bathroom.

Let’s take a look in her closet. Maybe I can learn about her in there.

In the closet I turned on the lights which illuminated her vast wardrobe. The walls were covered with expensive dresses and rows of sleek high heels. Everything looked sexy and sophisticated; nothing looked meant for lounging or relaxing.

She must work nonstop. I guess that’s the price you pay for being one of the most successful women on the planet. But I wonder what she wears underneath all these expensive dresses…

The back wall which stored the shelves of heels also had several rows of drawers. I figured that was my best place to find out. I hurried over and opened the top drawer, exposing her neatly folded panties. Again when I opened the drawer I thought I heard another buzzing, but once again couldn’t determine its source.

Jackpot!

The drawer was filled with nothing but small thongs, mostly all dark colors, but also stored the occasional brightly patterned one. I picked one up and smelled it; it smelled of an enchanting flowery perfume. It was heavenly.

I delicately folded it back and put it away. Still having a week left here, I knew I would be coming back to inspect them more thoroughly later. For now I still wanted to snoop around and get my lay of the land.

I left her bedroom and made my way to the end of the hallway where the last door was. As I reached the end of the hall the lights were dim and the air was colder. I could feel a breeze slipping through from beneath the door and wondered what might be inside. There was only one way to find out.

My hand reached out and grabbed the doorknob. I gently turned it, but was quickly denied access as the door was locked. I tried a couple more turns just in case, but there was no access and surprisingly no visible lock to pick. There was another buzzing sound which seemed louder this time and before I could shrug it off again, the lights in the hallway turned red and started flashing as a siren began to shriek throughout the house.

Shit! What the fuck is that?

I ran back into the living room where even more lights were flashing and the alarm was even louder. I looked around for something that might be controlling the alarm system, but had no idea what to look for. Suddenly, my attention was grabbed by the television on the wall turning on by itself.

I looked up and saw the image of Sandra Owens staring down at me from the large screen.


Chapter 3

Trouble

“Hello, Derek,” the face on the television said. The face belonging to the billionaire, Sandra Owens.

Can she actually see me?

“Uhh… hello…” I let out as I looked around the vast room for some sign of cameras.

“Don’t worry yourself with the how. Just know that I keep my house under constant surveillance. When you get to my station in life you can’t be too careful.”

I settled on watching Sandra on the screen and slowly made my way towards the couch to sit down, needing to feel more grounded. Already my heart was beating rapidly as fear swarmed through me. Did she see me drink her liquor and sniff her panties? Was I about to get fired?

“H-how can I help you, Ms. Owens?” I asked nervously.

Her image leaned back and I watched as she crossed her arms. I could tell that she was upset. Her expression made me feel as if my world was about to come crumbling down.

“You have been in my home for less than thirty minutes and already you have broken all three of my explicit rules. To say that I’m disappointed is an understatement,” Sandra started.

“I-I’m sorry!” I interrupted. “That was stupid of me. I shouldn’t have been so nosy. I shouldn’t have looked into things that aren’t mine.”

Sandra only looked more annoyed by my plea. “To call you stupid would also be an understatement,” she spat out. “I had high hopes for you, Derek. Based on the recommendations from your agency I was hoping that you might be someone who could become my longterm house sitter. Someone who I could depend on to watch over what I hold most precious.”

Her words made my stomach churn. Everything she said made me feel worse and worse.

I can’t believe I didn’t think that she would have tight security in her house. I can’t believe I was so stupid!

“I’m afraid I will have to find someone else to care for my home,” she added. “And I will have to report you to your agency.”

My eyes flared open wildly at the thought of being reported. Having someone like Sandra file a complaint against me would be devastating. She held so much weight. So much power. Surely she could have me fired with just the flick of her wrist.

“No! Please don’t! Please don’t report me. I need my job. I have nothing without it! I would be homeless!” I begged.

Sandra’s expression eased while she considered what I said. Her softening eyes gave me a glimmer of hope. “Nothing? Homeless?” she muttered under her breath.

“Yes!” I exclaimed in answer. I wasn’t sure if she was actually asking me a question, but I was feeling desperate and needed her to understand my truth. “Please… I’ll do anything for you if you don’t report me.”

Her eyebrow perked up and her anger disappeared. Her lips didn’t change but suddenly her eyes had a troubling glimmer of excited. “So you truly are desperate. That’s good,” she let out. “Tell me, Derek. Did you enjoy my panties?”

I gulped nervously at her calling out my impure actions. I was terrified that she had seen me smell her underwear. “I… uhh… how do you mean?” I stalled.

“Did you like how they felt? Did you like how they looked? Did you wonder how they would feel to wear?”

What? What kind of questions are those?

“Uhh… I mean, they were pretty sexy. I imagined that you would look amazing in them,” I answered, trying to mix some flattery in my response.

Sandra let out a little chuckle. “That’s cute. But that’s a no then? You didn’t consider wearing them?”

I thought back to holding her panties. While I didn’t spend much time with them, I had thought that I would come back to see them again. Had I been considering trying them on? It would be pretty sexy to wear the panties of such a powerful woman. But none of that mattered. I needed to answer how Sandra wanted me to answer. I needed to make sure that she didn’t report me.

“Well, I guess I have to admit that I was curious,” I replied.

To my surprise, a curt smile grew on Sandra’s face. The infamously serious Sandra Owens actually looked pleased. “Very good. Very good indeed,” she said as she nodded her head.

“It is?” I asked awkwardly. I was pleased that she was happy with my choice of answer, but still had no idea where she was going with such questions.

“Yes,” she answered flatly. “As a business woman I like to make deals and I know a good deal when I see one. So I’ll tell you what, Mr. Reynolds. I’m going to offer you two options. You can accept whichever you please, but there will be no middle ground. It is one or the other. Do you understand?”

My glimmer of hope turned into a flood of excitement. Suddenly it seemed as if I had a way out. A way in which I could keep my job and not get in trouble. “Yes! I understand!”

“Good. Option one is that you leave my home immediately and I report you to your agency, likely costing you your job,” she said.

Shit. That sounds terrible. I really hope the next option is tolerable.

“Option two lets you stay and keep your job, but you must follow my strict rules and orders. If you fail to do anything I command then we will immediately default to option one. But if you prove yourself good and obedient then I may reconsider offering you a longterm position as my house sitter.”

I felt like laughing about her options. She clearly knew that she held all the power in our relationship and could push me to do as she pleased. I was between a rock and a hard place, and I had no choice but to take option two. If at any point it became awkward or weird, then I would just fall back to the other option anyways. This way I at least had a chance. I just had to hope that her orders weren’t too crazy.

“I guess I have no choice but to take option number two.”


Chapter 4

New Responsibilities

Sandra’s lips crept up into a mischievous smile. “So be it. I look forward to your steadfast obedience.”

She keeps referencing obedience. What could that really entail? I’m just a house sitter, it’s not like there’s anything for me to do except water the plants. She doesn’t even have any pets…

I shrugged, still feeling like I didn’t have a choice in the matter. “What do you need me to do first?” I asked, curious to find out what she meant.

“Down the West wing, in the first door on the left, there is a guest room where you will be staying. Inside the closet is a duffle bag containing instructions. You are to follow those instructions in their entirety. That is step one in proving yourself to me,” Sandra answered. “Now go get started.”

Before I could respond, the television screen cut to black and Sandra was gone.

“Yes, ma’am,” I replied sarcastically.

I was beginning to feel like I was in a spy movie receiving top secret mission plans from my overseer. It all seemed so silly and ridiculous. Nevertheless, I made my way down the hall and opened the door she mentioned. Inside was a good sized room that was sparsely decorated and had a queen size bed in the middle. On the right side there was a closet with white bifold doors.

Let’s see what the mysterious first step of my secret mission is.

Pulling open the doors, I saw some clothes hanging in the corner of the closet and, just as Sandra had said, a duffle bag resting on the floor. When I saw it, I actually started getting excited to find out what was inside. I grabbed the bag and carried it to the bed to open.

Inside there was a box of razors, a canister of shaving cream, a small box, and two envelopes. The envelopes were each labeled with “Step 1” and “Step 2”. I opened the first one and pulled out a handwritten note.

The note read:

If you’re reading this letter then that means you have already agreed to follow my orders. From now on you are to do everything I say. That starts with preparing yourself for your new position.

No longer are you my house sitter. You are now my housekeeper.

However, becoming my housekeeper isn’t as easy as simply changing the name of your position. In my experience with housekeepers I have found that they need to dress the part to truly assume the role. You need to wear the uniform of a servant to understand what it means to be one. That is step one in your transformation.

Use the supplies in this bag to prepare your body and mind for what is to come. You will start by shaving your body — your entire body. Next return to this closet to dawn your new uniform. The uniform that you will be wearing every day while you are in my home.

If you do not wish to follow these first steps then you are free to leave, but doing so will negate our agreement.

I look forward to seeing you properly dressed for your exciting new role. Once you are have done so you may proceed to step two.

-              Sandra

What the hell is this? She wants me to shave my body and dress up in some uniform to be her housekeeper? Is this some weird power play? Some way that this rich bitch likes to fuck with poor people like me?

I blew out an exasperated breath as I considered my options. At least I wanted to consider my options, but I still didn’t have any.

Am I really about to shave my body and do what this crazy lady wants? This is absurd!

I stared at the contents of the bag and reread the letter again, hoping to find a different set of instructions, but nothing changed. If I wanted to keep my job then I would have to do as Sandra instructed. The only thing that gave me relief was remembering that my assignment was only for a week and that the house was so remote that there was no chance that anyone would see me.

Well, fuck. I guess I have to get started. She’s probably watching me right now, waiting for me to complete her stupid test.

I took the razor and shaving cream out of the bag and carried it out to the hallway. I checked the door across the hall and found a bathroom, the location where I would begrudgingly shave my body.

Before I started I looked at myself in the mirror and shook my head in disappointment. I knew this was all my fault. I knew that I had grown too comfortable in my position and had started to take advantage of it. But I knew that this test would only make me stronger, just as all the other trials in my life had.

My thoughts put me at ease and made it easier to accept what was to come. Finally, I was able to get started.

✽✽✽

Shaving my legs was a long and arduous process. Having never done so before, it took awhile to figure out the best process for properly shaving my long leg hairs. It was a sloppy task, leaving the shower messy with hair, but eventually I was able to make my legs smooth.

But then I reached my dick and balls. I trembled as I slowly shaved my privates, scared that I would nick my dick and damage it permanently. But I continued to carefully shave until my penis was hairless and felt foreign to the touch.

I worked my way up my body until all of my hair was gone. After, I rinsed off and walked back to the mirror to get a fresh shave of my face. Soon my body was completely hairless other than the short hairs on top of my head.

I stepped back and looked at my reflection in disbelief.

I can’t believe I did this. I can’t believe I shaved my body just to keep my job. This is so wrong!

But as I rubbed my soft, feminine feeling body, it also felt so right.


Chapter 5

Uniform

As I walked back to the guest room closet, my newly hairless legs felt cool against the crisp air. I recalled seeing some clothes hanging inside when I took out the duffle bag, but I hadn’t paid much attention to it back then. Now, however, I would have to dress in whatever was waiting for me.

Still hanging in the closet was the black outfit. I could see traces of white along it, but it was hard to tell what it was hanging in the dark closet. But once I took it out and laid it on the bed it became clear. On the bed in front of me was a dress.

She wants me to wear a dress?

I flipped the dress over and instantly knew what it was. The black dress, the white trim, the little apron, and the lacy petticoat. All together they made up a French maid’s outfit.

She wants me to be her maid?!

It suddenly became so clear. She was calling me her housekeeper, but she really meant her maid. She meant to control me through humiliation. I felt utterly defeated by seeing her so called uniform, but I knew that if I wanted to keep my job, that I needed to put it on. I needed to continue to obey her, no matter how embarrassing and humbling it was.

I can’t believe I’m about to do this. I can’t believe I’m going to dress up as a maid.

After letting out a deep sigh I took the dress off the hanger and held it up. To my surprise, there were other pieces hanging from the crossbar of the hanger. I picked them off and held them up to see a pair of black panties and a black bra. It made sense that I would need to wear all women’s clothing as part of my uniform, but I wasn’t exactly thrilled to see the extra pieces. Nevertheless, I knew I would have to put them on as well.

I started with the panties, slipping them on and up my smooth legs. The underwear had a seam in the back which slipped nicely into my butt crack and perked up my ass. It was surprisingly nice feeling. Next I put on the bra. The bra was a little tight around my body, but it helped push up my chest as if I had small breasts.

Huh. This doesn’t feel so bad…

With my lingerie on, I moved for the dress. I pulled it over my head and down my body. The dress fit snugly around my torso and then puffed out just below my waist with the help of the built in petticoat.

I looked down at the dress covering my body. Turning my hips from side to side made the skirt flow as the lacy petticoat tickled the bottom of my bare ass.

Actually, this kind of feels nice...

I assumed I was done, but I had a nagging feeling that I should make sure that there weren’t any extra pieces hiding in the closet. Sandra was coming off as very intense and already I knew better than to take things lightly with her. After all, that’s what had gotten me into this mess to begin with.

Back in the closet I looked around for anything else. In the back corner I found a sleek pair of black high heels. I picked them up and carried them to the bed to inspect. The heels had to be at least four inches high and were extremely intimidating.

Am I supposed to wear these, too? How the hell am I supposed to walk in these?!

The thought of moving in these shoes was unfathomable. But I wasn’t in the position to argue. I sat down on the bed and slipped them over my feet. They fit nicely and instantly made me feel sexier.

All of it together; the underwear, the dress, the heels... they were causing a strange arousal inside me. They were making my dick swell up in a curious pleasure. My dick was about to pop out of the top of my panties so I quickly tucked it between my legs to keep it secure.

Well that’s an unexpected reaction. I wonder why I’m so excited by this… Either way, that’s the end of step one, let’s see what trouble step two has in store for me.

On the bed next to me was the envelop for step two. I knew I should be dreading what was inside, but after my body’s reaction to the dress, I found myself more curious.

I picked it up and opened it. The letter read:

Congratulations on completing step one. This shows that you have promise. Step two, on the other hand, will prove whether you truly have what it takes to be my housekeeper. Call it a true test of devotion.

In the duffle bag you will find a small box. Open this box to discover the next piece of your uniform. You are to put this on per the instructions and then deposit the key in the lockbox under my desk. Doing so will solidify our deal and the start of your new position.

There’s a key involved? What piece of a uniform would require a key?

My curiosity was quickly becoming anxiety again as I looked at the small box in the duffle bag. I picked it up and stared at the small nondescript box before finally cracking it open. Inside was something small, black, and made out of hard plastic.

I took the object out and held it out to inspect. There were two pieces connected to each other: one a large ring and another a cup-like piece that was shaped to almost look like a small penis. Back in the box I found a small piece of paper with instructions.

What the hell is this thing? Let’s see… A chastity cage? Wait, does this say that I lock it over my dick?

I reread the instructions multiple times and every time it read the same. I was indeed supposed to lock the device over my penis. Sandra wasn’t kidding. This step truly would test my devotion to her.

As I looked down at the dress and high heels that I already wore, I knew that this, too, would become a part of my uniform. I had come this far already and knew I couldn’t stop now.

I would be locking the cage on.


Chapter 6

Obedience

I disconnected the two pieces of the chastity cage as I shook my head in disbelief. I couldn’t believe that I was about to lock a device over my dick and surrender the keys to a woman I had never met. A woman who I knew wouldn’t be home for at least a week. The idea was terrifying, but Sandra held all of the cards and I needed to remain obedient. I needed to follow her commands at least until my house sitting assignment was complete.

I put the ring around my dick and balls and slid it back into place against my crotch. It was a little tight, but fit well enough. Next I put the cage over my dick head and pushed it back towards the ring. As I did, the thought of surrendering myself to this supremely powerful woman flashed through my mind. I wondered what she would do once I gave up my manhood to her, what else might she force me to commit once I could no longer deny her. The thoughts made my dick swell up and I had to fight its desire to get hard as I tried to attach the cage to the ring. When I finally managed, I quickly inserted the little lock and key and sealed my penis away.

I looked down at the cage hanging from my crotch. No longer did I see my flesh colored dick. Instead it was just blackness, as if there was a void where my cock belonged. I covered it with my panties and let my skirt down, and then mny manhood disappeared completely.

I let out a deep sigh and then pushed myself up, wobbling as I stood. Walking in these high heels seemed impossible when I could barely stand in them. But apparently I would need to learn how to manage.

I took my first steps with my arms spread out wide for balance. When I made it to the doorway I grabbed it firmly and then continued to brace myself against the wall as I proceeded into the living room and towards the opposite hallway. As I continued, I started growing more and more confident even though I still had the occasional stumble.

Arriving at the entrance to Sandra’s office was a massive relief. I walked to her desk and leaned against it as I crept around to the back side. Searching for somewhere to insert my key, I got down on my knees to look closer. Beneath the desk I found a little slit with the label “Insert Key Here” on the side of the cabinet.

I held up the little key to my chastity cage, the key that controlled my dick, and considered what I was about to do.

It’s only for a week. I can do this. I can put up with whatever she demands of me for a week.

I gave the key a kiss and then closed my eyes tightly as I dropped it into the hole on the side of the desk. I heard it clink inside and felt my heart sink in fear of what I had just done.

There. It’s done. But now what? Is there a step three that I missed?

I pulled myself up into Sandra’s desk chair to catch my breath. Walking across the long house in heels had been both nerve wracking and exhausting. But I wouldn’t have long to rest.

“Please join me in the living room,” Sandra’s voice boomed throughout the house, making me jump and feel guilty for sitting at her desk.

I groaned as I pushed myself back up to standing and started my slow walk back to the living room. There, Sandra’s face was waiting for me on the large screen.

“Congratulations on making it this far,” she said. “You have passed your first test of devotion and are officially my housekeeper for the next week.”

Her voice seemed louder and more controlling. There was something about it that made me feel weak. Between that and the sight of her eyes scanning my new feminine body, I felt myself start to tremble.

“So… what do you expect me to do in that time?” I asked nervously.

Sandra nodded approvingly at my question. “Instead of simply occupying my home, I now expect you to care for it. Fully care for it.”

I shrugged, still not quite understanding what she meant. “Like water your plants and clean up after myself? I was already planning on doing that.”

Her expression grew more serious. “No. You will be dusting, mopping, cleaning, and anything else required to keep my home clean. I am a very meticulous person and do not like any filth in my home. You are to see that I do not find any when I return.”

I felt my eyes widen as I looked around the expansive home. She really meant for me to maintain her mansion all by myself? As a business woman I knew she would want to further my deal with her. I needed to make sure that I negotiated my role properly.

“And if I do that for you then you will let me go? You will give me back the key to this cage and not report me to my agency?” I asked, hoping that I had covered everything that I needed.

Sandra didn’t miss a beat. “Depending on how well you perform during this next week, then I will give you several options upon my return home. Options that will include those possibilities.”

My heart started pounding at the thought of meeting her. Normally I would never meet my clients unless they returned early and my agency hadn’t notified me in time. Never before had I met them purposely and never before had I met one that held such power over me.

“You want me to wait for you to return?”

She nodded. “Yes. How else do you think you will get your key back? I will be returning to do a full inspection of your work and then I will determine my offers to you.”

“Oh, okay,” I croaked out anxiously.

“I will also be giving you a series of tests throughout the week. Tests that will further prove your obedience to me. I hope you have what it takes.”

I gulped at her not so subtle threats. “I do,” I forced out. I wasn’t sure if it was the truth, but I knew it was what I needed to say.

“I look forward to finding out. I’m in need of a new… housekeeper and you may just fill those heels nicely.”

I looked down at the tall high heels that I was wearing. Her words all but solidified that I would have to wear them all week along with the rest of my maid uniform.

“Yes, Ms. Owens.”

She chuckled. “Call me, Mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Very good,” she hissed. “And remember. I will be watching you, very closely.”

I quivered at her dominant tone. There was something so scary yet sexy about her. I had never met a woman like her; so confident, so powerful, so controlling. She had an aura about her that was exceedingly erotic and arousing.

I felt my dick straining against my cage and suddenly had a crazy thought.

Maybe this week won’t be so bad. Maybe I’ll like working for Sandra. Maybe she will even reward me for my hard work when she returns home and unlocks my dick’s cage.

I wasn’t sure what would happen, but I knew that I would find out soon enough. Until then I would just have to work as hard as I could to obey her.

And I would have to do it as her maid.


Part 2

Meeting My Mistress
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Chapter 1

Being a Maid

The next week was the toughest of my life. Day after day Sandra bossed me around, demanding that I continue to clean her expansive mansion. She had me mop, dust, and tidying every room in her elaborate house. And she made me do it all while I wore a chastity cage locked over my dick as well as the French maid uniform that she provided me.

I was only supposed to be her house sitter, but after she had caught me breaking her house rules, she blackmailed me to become her maid. Threatening to report me to my agency and get me fired, she gave me the option to instead commit to obeying her every demand. Having no other choice, I accepted. But I did so with no idea that she would soon be transforming me into her obedient servant.

That’s what had happened, however. She had sent me to the guest room where a uniform and a set of instructions were awaiting me. She made me shave my body, get dressed in the short black dress and high heels, and then made me lock a chastity cage over my dick. As the final test of obedience, she made me deposit the key to the cage into a small slit in her office, taking it out of my reach and control until she returned from her business trip. The business trip that she would be returning from today.

I was both excited and terrified of her coming home. I was excited to finally have the chastity cage unlocked, but I was nervous that she would disapprove of the work I had done and find a reason to still get me in trouble. Thinking about the control she held over me, the power she would have once she held my little key in her hand made my dick strain more in its cage, something it had done a lot this week.

One of my favorite perks of being a house sitter was the fun of jerking off in new, exciting locations. Staying in a stranger’s empty house, I could pleasure myself whenever and wherever I wanted. I often enjoying going through women’s clothing and lingerie and picturing them wearing it while I laid in their beds and imagined they were there with me. That was one of my favorite erotic pastimes.

But with the chastity cage locked on me I couldn’t do any of that. Or rather I could, but I would do so without the end result. I had no way to touch my dick so I had no way to jerk off.

Instead of imagining the homeowner’s wearing lingerie, I wore lingerie and a little black maid’s dress. Instead of having free run of the house, I was at the beck and call of the strict owner who was watching me from afar. It was an experience like none I had ever had before.

To make matters worse, without being able to cum for a week I was beginning to feel uncontrollably aroused. Every order Sandra barked at me turned me on. Every picture of her turned me on. Everything I wore turned me on, especially Sandra’s panties.

On my second day in the house, Sandra had given me an early morning call. I was in the process of searching for all of the cleaning supplies when her image had suddenly appeared on the large television in the living room.

“Good morning, maid,” she had said.

“Good morning, Mistress,” I answered at full attention, standing tall in my high heels and using the name she had ordered me to call her.

“I’m pleased that you are wearing your full uniform today, but it has dawned on me that you may not have enough clothing to get you through the week.”

I realized that her words were true. All that was in the closet was this one dress along with one bra and one pair of panties.

She continued, “So I’ve decided that since you were so interested in my panties, that I would allow you to pick out six pairs to wear for the rest of the week. You may select whichever you would like and you may keep them as your own.”

I remembered how excited I had felt in that moment. There was something about acquiring panties from one of the richest and most powerful women in the world that was so arousing. I couldn’t wait to try them on.

After that conversation I had hurried through her bedroom and into her large walk-in closet. There, I opened her panty drawer and relished in the options before me. They were all thongs and were mostly all black, but they belonged to Sandra Owens.

I quickly discarded my old panties and slipped on a pair of Sandra’s. The thong slid nicely into my asscrack and felt even better than the cheeky panties I had been wearing. I couldn’t believe it, but I was actually beginning to really like how women’s underwear felt.

My first reaction was to pick out five more pairs to bring back to my room, but I decided to wait. I thought that I might like to wear different colors on different days depending on my mood. So instead of taking them all now, I would come pick out an appropriate pair every morning.

For the rest of the week I continued to wear Sandra’s panties along with the rest of my uniform. Every day I grew more used to wearing my dress and high heels, and every day I enjoyed it even more than the last.

Today, knowing that Sandra would be returning home, I took the time to iron my outfit and get a clean shave of my body. I had spent the entire day hurrying around the house to make sure everything was tidy and clean.

When I heard the sound of the front door opening, I knew that Sandra was finally home. What I didn’t know was that my life was about to change forever.


Chapter 2

Meeting My Mistress

The large house echoed with the sounds of high heels clicking on the hardwood floors. For the first time in the long week I had been here, it wasn’t me making the sounds.

I hurried to the living room and waited in front of the large fireplace. My heart was pounding in sync with the loud sounds of Sandra’s footsteps. When I saw her approach with her trademark serious expression on her face, I froze. I stared at her walking closer, admiring her outfit as watched every powerful strut. She wore tight fitting black slacks with a collared lavender button up blouse. Her jet black hair tickled her shoulders and her black suede high heels capped off the bottom of her slender yet muscular legs.

She slowed down as she drew nearer, her hips swaying with each stride as she glared at me. There was a glint of smugness in her eyes, they had a look that told me that she had complete and utter power and control over me. For the time being, she did.

“G-good morning, Mistress,” I stammered nervously. It wasn’t every day that you met one of the richest and most powerful women in the world. The odds were even lower that you would be doing so as a man dressed as a French maid.

“Hello, Derek,” she replied, spitting out my name as if it was a foul taste in her mouth. She stopped just before me and started looking around the vast room. When her eyes once again landed on me, she added, “Are you content with the state of my house?”

I knew her question was a test; I knew everything about today would be a test. A test that I would have to pass in order to keep my job with the housesitting agency that I worked for.

“I, uhh, I didn’t have a lot of experience with cleaning prior to this week,” I admitted, hoping that it might set her standards for my work lower. “But I can say that I tried my best to make you happy this week.”

She scoffed at my answer. “Well phrased, maid. The footage I watched backs up your claim. You definitely worked harder than I expected.” She started walking around the room, running her finger along various objects and holding them up to check for dust. My heart started racing faster at the sight. “My bags are at the front door. Take them to my room and wait for me there. I will be doing a thorough inspection of your work.”

“Y-yes, Mistress.” Despite being told what to do, I just stood there, still frozen, still scared of what Sandra might do to me. She held my fate in her hands.

“Go. Now!” she spat when she noticed I hadn’t moved.

Her harsh tone was just what I needed to get going. I hurried out of the room and down the walkway towards the front door. There, I found a small travel bag, a briefcase, and a large purse. I grabbed the three bags and carried them to her bedroom as instructed. All the while, Sandra was walking around, closely examining everything just as she said she would.

I hope she’s not too critical. Anyone else would be happy to have a house so clean. But her… I’m worried that she will demand more than I’m capable of.

In her bedroom, I set the bags down just inside and walked to her bed to sit and wait for her. The idle time gave me the opportunity to consider all that I had done during the last week and think of anything that I might have missed. I couldn’t think of anything. But the longer she made me wait, the more anxious I became.

Finally, she joined me in the bedroom, but even there she ignored me as she continued inspecting the room. When she was done, she came to stand before me. She towered over me as I sat, her eyes piercing me angrily. “Did I say that you could sit on my bed?” she growled at me.

My eyes bolted open as I quickly pushed myself up to standing. “I’m sorry, Mistress,” I squeaked out.

“Let me see your uniform.”

Before I could act, her hands were on me, checking every piece of my little black and white outfit. Her hands grabbed my waist and spun me around as she checked the neatness of the hems of my skirt. I tried to peer over my shoulder to see what she was doing, but she was now kneeling behind me. Then I felt her cool hands on my bare skin.

I shivered at her soft touch as her fingers trickled up my hairless legs. I had no idea she would be so thorough with her inspection of my uniform, but I was glad I had got a fresh shave this morning. Her hands reached the hem of my dress, but they weren’t deterred. They continued up, pushing my dress with them until my ass was uncovered.

She held the skirt up with one hand while the other gently rubbed my ass. In that moment I felt so weak, so under her control. I knew I couldn’t fight it, I couldn’t stop her. I needed to let her do as she pleased, and she did.

Her fingers slipped under my thong, or what used to be her thong, and slid up. She hiked my panties up higher, making it tight in my asscrack. I quivered at her sensual touch as my caged dick swelled up. Her hand then started moving down towards my taint. It reached through my legs and up higher until it consumed my dick. Her fingers fumbled around with my chastity cage, touching my balls and making sure it was installed correctly. The more she touched, the harder it tried to grow. I couldn’t help but squirm.

When she was done with her inspection she stood up and turned me around to face her, my dick strained against the walls of the cage as I saw her devilish grin.

“I’m ready to give you your review.”


Chapter 3

Review

My stomach twisted as I awaited Sandra’s review of my work. I gulped nervously as she started pacing the room.

“Considering that you have been here alone for the last week, in a house that was previously cleaned, you did well cleaning up after yourself,” she began. She stopped before a long cabinet and ran her finger down the seem before returning her gaze to me. “But there was plenty of new dust to be found, there were smudges left on the kitchen appliances, and the trash needed to be taken out.”

Her review helped me relax. Everything she mentioned seemed very minimal and easily correctable.

“But then there’s the matter of your original rule breaking,” she added.

It felt like my soul left my body. I had thought dressing up like a maid was my retribution for breaking her rules. I thought I had made up for that already.

“B-but… I…” I started stammering.

“Silence! Your mistress is speaking!” she hissed at me.

I trembled at her furious tone. But as my body shook, my caged dick swelled up in excitement.

Sandra’s hands reached for the cabinet’s handles and pulled the doors open wide. My eyes bulged open at the sight of what was inside. The cabinet was lined with hooks. From them dangled an array of whips, paddles, and switches. She ran her fingers along various ones as if deciding which she wanted while I started panicking.

She’s not going to use those on me, is she?!

“Despite your surprisingly promising efforts during the week, you still need to be punished for your pathetic beginning. Never before have I had a house keeper break not only one, but three rules within such a short time, especially just after reading my explicit rules.”

She selected a long black leather paddle and started towards me, slowly slapping it against her hand. I backed up in fear until I bumped into her bed and fell backwards onto it.

“Haven’t I done enough already?” I blurted out. “I shaved for you. I dressed up like a maid for you. I cleaned your house day after day!”

Sandra nodded as she stopped just before me, once again towering above me and making me feel small. She continued slapping the paddle against her hand menacingly as she glared at me. “Yes. You’ve done enough to prevent me from reporting you, I’ll admit that much. But you must still pay for invading my privacy and for spoiling my expensive whiskey.”

My heart was racing. I couldn’t believe that she actually wanted to punish me. How did she plan on using that paddle?

“Turn over,” she ordered me.

The words she had used over and over during the last week were obedience and devotion. I knew I needed to prove myself one last time in order to escape this ordeal and her house. I needed to obey. And I would.

I closed my eyes tightly and rolled around onto my stomach. I started crawling up on the bed, but Sandra stopped me. On my back I felt the sharp heel of her shoes digging into my back.
“Stay where you are,” she growled.

I froze with my body hanging half off the bed, obeying her once more. Sandra came to sit to the left of me. She set the paddle down in her lap and then gently pulled up the skirt of my maid dress and flipped it over my back. My ass shivered as it became exposed to the cold mountain air that flowed through the house. My hands formed tight fists as I braced for what was to come.

The first thing I felt was her hand. She softly rubbed my left cheek. Her gentle touch made my dick grow more and start pressing against the cage. Despite my fear, there was no denying the overwhelming arousal of this moment.

“Do you understand why you need to be punished?” she asked me cooly.

“Because I broke your rules,” I replied, my voice shaking.

Suddenly there was a sharp pain across my ass cheek. My eyes shot open and my body jumped at the stinging pain. She had spanked me.

I tried to reach back and grab my throbbing ass, but she slapped my hand away with the paddle.

“I’m not done yet,” she spat out. “That was only one. You broke three rules.”

Before I could reply, the paddle smacked soundly across my other cheek. I lurched forward from the strong sensation and let out a groan through my gritted teeth.

Fuck that hurts! Just one more though…

Sandra let out an evil laugh as she ran the paddle in a figure eight over my cheek. I flinched each time it jumped from one butt cheek to the other, grimacing as I expected to feel another strong pain coming.

And then it did. This time the pain spread across my entire ass as the padding used its full length to cover my rear. I slammed my fists into the bed as I tried to cope with the stinging pain.

A moment later Sandra gave my ass a tender tap before pulling my dress back down to cover it. “You may stand back up,” she announced as she turned and walked away.

I slowly stood up as my hands cradled my aching ass. To my relief, Sandra was hanging the paddle back in the cabinet. She closed it and then turned back to face me. “So then. As I said, your service has been acceptable,” she began, her voice back to her normal flat tone as if nothing had just happened. “You followed my instructions well enough for having no formal training and no direct guidance. Your uniform is also very neat and you have been wearing it in its entirety all week per instructions.”

I wasn’t sure how to respond to that, but all things considered I felt pleased. “Okay, great,” I replied. “So that means that I can leave? I’m sure my agency will have a new assignment for me soon and I need to get back to the city.”

Sandra grinned at me as she reached into her blouse, towards her bra. From within she pulled out something small and silver that sparkled in the light. I instantly recognized it.

It was the key to my chastity cage.


Chapter 4

The Offer

“Before you leave, we have one last matter to discuss,” she said as she held the key between us.

I was tempted to reach out and grab it, to steal my freedom back from her and then make my escape. But there was still something so powerful and intimating about her. I couldn’t seem to push myself to move against her.

Luckily, I was able to find my voice enough to speak. “What’s there to discuss? I did what you wanted so now you’re going to give it back, right?”

The key quickly disappeared into her clenched fist as she pulled back her arm. “That depends, Mr. Reynolds.”

I was starting to get annoyed. It felt like she was just fucking with me at this point, trying to push me as far as she could until I broke. I tried to keep calm, not wanting to get to that point yet. I wanted to impress her as long as I could. “On what?”

“If you recall, when you originally accepted my deal I said that if you proved yourself then there would be an opportunity to become my full time house sitter,” she started. “Well, you have done well enough to pique my curiosity. I would be interested in seeing how you would work out longterm.”

“Are you offering me a job?” I asked hesitantly.

“Yes.”

“As your house sitter or house keeper?”

“Both.”

My eyebrows furrowed at her answer as I looked down at the black dress I was wearing. “And by that you mean your maid, right? Why on earth would I want to continue being your maid?”

Sandra shrugged nonchalantly. “Because I can pay you handsomely. Because you can have a permanent roof over your head. Because I can help you get far with your otherwise sad life,” she answered. “I can help you make something of yourself. I can transform you into someone who matters.”

I couldn’t lie, the promise of money and shelter was enticing, but the rest of her statement didn’t make sense. “You can help me make something of myself? By being your maid?”

“What do you think happened to my previous house keeper? They now work for my company. Prove yourself to me. Prove that you’re a hard worker, that you’re able to follow my orders, that you’re willing to do the dirty work. Do all that and you, too, can have a guaranteed future.”

There was no denying that I was intrigued. After my parents moved away and left me to fend for myself it had been a rough road. If not for finding my job as a house sitter, I’m not sure where I would be living or how I would be surviving. But was a permanent job and place to live worth what she had put me through? Was it worth continuing to shave my body and wear a dress? Was it worth being a maid?

“I don’t know…” I muttered out loud. “What about school and my education? I still have two more years left of college and it would be such a far commute from here.”

Sandra crossed her arms and scoffed. “I have connections at far better schools. I can get you enrolled anywhere you wish. You will be able to take your classes remotely and flexibly around your work schedule.”

Now it was beginning to sound too good to be true. “Seriously? Why would you do all of this for me?” I asked.

“That’s a very wise question,” she chuckled. “I would do this for you because of what you will do for me. In addition to being my maid, your part of the deal will be to agree to do whatever I wish. You will be here to do my bidding, to please me however I see fit. To be honest, I am a very demanding mistress and I will not go easy on you. Disobeying my commands will result in severe punishments.”

I noticed her eyes flash towards her cabinet which filled me with dread.

So not only would I have to dress like a woman, but I would have to be at her beck and call. I would have to follow her strict rules and orders or else risk getting spanked again… or worse. But there’s so much upside. She can help me and my life so much…

“So if I continue to be your maid and do whatever you say, then you will do all of that for me? That’s the deal?”

“Yes,” she answered cooly.

It was tempted to agree, but there was one last issue to discuss. “What about this chastity cage? You’re going to give me the key and let me unlock it, right?”

A flame flickered in her eyes. “No,” she said sternly. “I will keep the key and you will keep the cage locked on you.”

My eyes lit up in shock. “W-what? But how will I…” I started before stopping myself. I couldn’t possibly finish that sentence. I couldn’t ask about jerking off to my potential boss.

But I didn’t need to speak the words. Sandra knew exactly what I meant. “I will allow you to pleasure yourself on occasion when I deem it appropriate and when you deserve such a treat. But otherwise I want you to remain locked.”

I knew this was too good to be true. Why would she possibly want to keep me locked up?!

“But why?” I cried out.

“For your own good and mine,” she snickered. “You would be amazed by how much more focused you will become without such a distraction. Staying locked will give you an improved work ethic and make you much more willing to obey. In time you may even come to love it.”

I gave her a bewildered look.

How could anyone love having their dick locked up in a cage?

But despite my apprehension, I still had a lingering feeling that I needed to accept her offer. No matter how crazy it sounded, it was still too good to pass up. It would give me stability and financial freedom. I could pay off my debt and get a better education. I could learn from one of the wealthiest people in the world. How could I possibly say no?

Suddenly shaving my legs didn’t seem so bad. Suddenly dressing as a maid sounded enticing. I could have everything I ever wanted and all I had to do was surrender my manhood to this billionaire.

“Alright. I’ll do it.”


Chapter 5

My Job

Over the course of the next two weeks, my job quickly intensified. After growing used to living and working in Sandra’s empty house, now that she was back, she seemed to be home for good. That meant that instead of being watched and checked up upon via her hidden security cameras, she was now here to observe and reprimand me in person.

Luckily, Sandra tended to work long hours shut in her office while I performed my duties around her house. I would only see her when she would summon me into her office throughout the day. She had a little bell on her desk that she would jingle when she needed something and I quickly learned that whenever she rang it, that meant that I needed to drop whatever I was doing to see to her needs.

Typically she would request some food or a drink. She lived off of a very strict diet and routine that I had to not only memorize, but learn how to prepare. Other than heating up frozen chicken nuggets and pizza, I hadn’t had much experience cooking before, but now that this was my full time job, I took it upon myself to research cooking techniques and watch training videos to learn more. I did the same with cleaning and was already beginning to feel much more confident with my role as maid.

The other times she would summon me into her office was when she was in need of some relief. Often she would be stuck on conference calls and feeling exasperated. When I entered, she would snap her fingers and point down to her feet under her desk. At first I had no idea what she meant, but when she kicked off her heels and mimicked rubbing them with her fingers, it became clear. I would crawl under her desk and take her feet in my lap, one at a time, and rub them to help relieve her tension. I had no doubt that her feet hurt from wearing high heels all day because mine hurt, too.

I knew there was no escaping my high heels or any part of my maid’s uniform, however. In fact, since accepting my new job, Sandra had only added to it. She had ordered me an assortment of new bras, panties, and thigh highs in addition to new black dresses and aprons. She also gave me a blonde wig to wear every day and demanded that I start speaking in the tone of a woman.

I definitely found it odd that she wanted me to play the role of a girl, but as one of the must successful people on the planet, I had to assume she had a good reason for it. I also knew that everything I did was a test to her. A test of devotion and a test to see how strong of a person and a worker I am. Because of that I never complained. I never told her no or asked her why she wanted me to dress this way; I just did it. Nor did I question her when she told me that she wanted me to feel sexy while I worked or insisted that I start painting my nails. I just did as she instructed.

Oddly, as more time passed, the more I was beginning to enjoy the outfits she had provided me. I started to have favorite panties and dresses. I started to love the feeling of the silky thigh highs that I now wore almost every day. I started to love pretending that I was a woman.

Every day I felt the tension building in my dick. I was getting so aroused, so turned on by everything. I looked forward to dressing up and feeling sexy. I looked forward to hearing Sandra’s stern voice yell at me. I looked forward to serving her every whim. I could have never fathomed that such things would ever turn me on, but they did. Greatly.

On the weekends Sandra still worked, but managed to take time to relax. I thought it might be awkward for me to work while she was spending her time around the house, but to my surprise, she mostly wanted me around her on those days. When she worked out in her home gym, she wanted me to stand next to her holding her towel and water bottle. When she relaxed on her patio reading a book, she wanted me beside her holding a tray of snacks and beverages. It was taxing and often humiliating, but I knew I had to do it. So I did.

It had only been two weeks and already she had made me do so much for her. I wondered what else she would make me do during my employment with her. I wondered how long I would need to play the role of her maid before I could get promoted within her company. More importantly, I wondered when and how she would allow me to cum again. Already I had been locked in this chastity cage for three weeks. I had a burning desire to orgasm.

I recalled that she told me that I would have to earn it. Knowing so made me work harder and more diligently. I didn’t even have to try, my yearning willed me to be as good for Sandra as possible. It made me see her differently, too. Her body, her demeanor, her power and sophistication. It was all so sexy and alluring. I wanted her so badly.

In my little downtime I fantasized about what I would do to her if I had the chance. To my surprise, my dreams always included me wearing my maid uniform. That only made it hotter. Despite receiving new panties, I kept aside the ones that were directly from Sandra’s wardrobe and on days when I was exceptionally horny, I wore them to feel closer to her.

Wearing her panties made me feel sexier and more powerful, just like Sandra herself. As if by wearing her thongs I was embodying her personality. I knew it was all in my head, but I couldn’t help but feel that way. I wished I could be more like Sandra. I wished I could be so sexy and dominant.

But I wasn’t and I wouldn’t be. Not as long as I was her maid. Not as long as I wore this chastity cage. I knew I could never turn her down. I knew I could never say no.

Even when she came to me with her next demand.


Chapter 6

Relief

It was Sunday evening and I had just served Sandra her dinner. I knew it was a little overcooked and underwhelming, but I prayed that she would forgive me for my inexperience. Overall, my cooking had improved over the last weeks, but I was still learning.

I stood behind her in the dining room where she expected me to wait on her in case she had any sudden needs. My hands were clasped behind my fluffy dress while I watched her play with her food. She took a few bites, but either she didn’t have much of an appetite or my cooking was that poor. I desperately hoped it wasn’t the latter.

After a while she finally placed her fork down, gently dapped her lips with her napkin, and stood up. She stared at me not with her normal fiery eyes, but instead with an exhausted look.

“Maid, I’m in need of your services,” she let out.

I perked up at her words. “How can I assist you, Mistress?” I asked eagerly.

“I need to… let off a little steam,” she started thoughtfully. “There’s a certain way I like to do so and it requires your involvement.”

There was a tension building in the room as her eyes looked me over. I had no idea what she meant, but I wasn’t getting a good vibe from it. “Oh, ok. I will help you however I can.”

She pulled out her phone and started pressing buttons before looking back at me. “I’ve unlocked the door to the basement. Go inside and wait for me there, but do not turn the lights on.”

I gulped nervously and felt my body shaking. Everything was quickly growing ominous and I worried what might be in the formerly off limits basement.

“Y-yes, Mistress,” I stammered. I gave her a short bow then followed her out of the dining room and down the long hallway of the East wing. She turned into her bedroom while I proceeded to the last door in the hall. To the basement.

The door was unlocked as she said it would be. I slowly opened it as a rush of cold air covered my skin in goosebumps. My hand fumbled for a light switch and I almost turned it on until I remembered her rule. “Do not turn the lights on.” I stopped myself and reached for the wooden bannister before slowly creeping down into the darkness of the basement.

The light coming from the hallway was only enough to cover half of the steps and nothing else. I had no idea what to do once I reached the bottom, I couldn’t see anything and had no idea what was waiting for me. I took a few scared steps forward as my hands reached out to find anything in the dark to no avail.

I think I’ll just stay put until she comes. If she comes…

The longer I waited, the more I expected the door to shut behind me and for her to lock me inside. When I finally saw her shadow looming over the basement steps, I felt relieved. At least until she turned the lights on and I could see her.

The basement door slammed shut as her heels crashed against the wooden stairs. As she made her way down, my eyes adjusted to the light and took her in. She had changed into a new outfit. She now wore a sleek and sexy, skin tight latex jumpsuit. It was sleeveless, but wrapped around her neck like a mock turtle neck. Somehow it made her look even more powerful. Even more sexy. My dick surged to life at her sight.

“Please proceed to the rack,” she said as she walked past me, further into the large room.

I turned around to see what she was talking about and finally saw the full room. The room was dimly lit and was made up of cold, dark cement on every wall. She stopped just before a tall and wide metal rack that looked sort of like something that someone might dry clothes on. I had no idea what it was or what she would use it for, but I obeyed her nonetheless.

As I walked closer, I noticed that all four corners had straps attached. Before I could determine their use, Sandra barked out her next order. “Take off your dress! I don’t want to get it dirty.”

I started pulling off my dress as instructed and as I did, Sandra grabbed my legs and attached them to the bottom straps. I watched her curiously and didn’t fight her even when she proceeded to grab my wrists and attach them to the top straps.

Soon, my arms and legs were spread out on the rack like the letter X. I was beginning to grow nervous from feeling so helpless and under her control. But that lack of control was also turning me on. Sandra moved with such purpose and conviction. She didn’t waver or second guess her acts so neither did I.

But then she started turning a crank on the side of the rack. My body began to bend forward more with each rotation as my nerves shot up to a new high. She continued turning the crank until my body was at a 90 degree angle. I felt so exposed being tied up to this cold metal device wearing nothing but a bra and panties. My wig hair dangled over my face and made it hard for me to look back to see what she was doing.

“Before I begin, I don’t want you to think that what I’m about to do has any reflection on your work. You have been an adequate maid thus far,” she said. “This is all about me. From time to time I need to get out a little tension. Being in my position can be very strenuous. Over the years I’ve discovered the best ways to achieve the most relief and it’s time for me to begin with you.”

Her hands suddenly consumed my ass, squeezing it firmly before crawling up and grabbing my panties. With a quick thrust, she yanked them down until they fell to my knees, leaving me to feel vulnerable as she started walking around the room.

I followed the sounds of her heels against the cement, but couldn’t see what she was doing. I heard some cabinets and drawers open and shut, and then heard her walking back my way. With every passing second, fear was building inside me. I had no idea what she was about to do.

I heard a squirt and then felt cold liquid drip onto my asshole. I flinched at the sensation and then began to shake as I had my first idea of what was about to happen. When I felt her finger rubbing around the outside of my hole, the fears were all but solidified.

“W-what are you doing?!” I cried out in panic as my limbs flailed in their restraints, trying to break free.

Sandra chuckled as her finger just barely dipped inside. “There’s nothing that makes me feel better than degrading a useless man like yourself,” she let out as her finger dipped in again, a little further this time.

My body lurched forward in shock at the feeling. “I didn’t sign up for this!” I squealed.

“Oh, but you did. You agreed to do everything I said, to follow every order and rule. This is happening.” With that her finger pushed in further. My eyes bulged at the feeling. It didn’t hurt, but every time she did it was surprising.

This time she didn’t stop. She continued moving her finger in and out of my asshole, slowly picking up speed and moving deeper. The sensation was odd, but not unpleasant. I wanted to hate it, to think it was wrong, but I didn’t. The more she fucked me, the more I was able to relax and the easier her finger moved through me.

“Oh, yeah. That’s a good start,” she breathed out as she pulled her finger out.

“Start?” I squeaked out nervously.

As if in answer, I felt something new press against my asshole. At first I thought it was just her finger again, but when it burst inside me it was bigger and thicker. It pushed its way further in, much further than her finger had gone. It filled and stretched my ass as it moved.

I let out a boisterous groan, but my cry didn’t deter Sandra. She continued moving the object back and forth as she giggled in delight at her actions. My fists clenched tightly as she started thrusting faster.

“How does it feel? How does it feel to be so weak and pathetic? How does it feel to lose every last bit of your masculinity?” she let out.

I opened my mouth to answer, but only a moan escaped. When I couldn’t speak, she rammed the object deep inside of me until I felt a pang of pleasure within. “Tell me!” she hissed.

“I-I…” I stammered. “I think I like it!”

“Oh? Interesting.” The object pushed a little further in and then I felt her fingers retreat, leaving it inside. She gave my ass a playful slap then stepped aside and started turning the crank again. When I was fully vertical, she walked to the other side of the rack to look me in the eyes. “Since you like it so much, then I think you should wear it from now on. This butt plug is now a part of your uniform. Wear it every day for me. I will be checking to make sure you do.”

I gulped at the thought of having this large object in my ass every day, but my dick throbbed excitedly in its cage. “Why?” I couldn’t help but ask.

She snickered at me. “Because this was just the beginning. I need your asshole looser so I can really have some fun with you. So I can truly relieve my stress.”

There was a sick glimmer of thrill in her eyes and I could see that she was very pleased with herself and at what she had just done. I wasn’t sure how to feel, but once again I felt like I had no choice but to agree. That was our deal after all. I had to do whatever she said. That meant that I would have to continue dressing up as her maid, but now I would have to do so with this large, thick butt plug up my ass.

My dick again pulsed at the thoughts of my new requirement. I was surprised by how much I had liked it.

And by how much I was looking forward to more.


Part 3

Trained To Be Her Sissy
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Chapter 1

Summons

The ring of Sandra’s bell echoed through her vast mansion, telling me that I was needed. I checked the time and noticed that it wasn’t her normal hour for a meal or drink which left me wondering how my services would be needed. The reason wouldn’t matter, however. She summoned me so I would have to obey her request.

I hurried across the house as quickly as I could in my high heels. The skirt of my black dress bounced atop my white petticoat with each stride and I could feel a slight breeze across my hairless butt cheeks as I moved. Between my cheeks was the large black butt plug that Sandra demanded I wear at all times; I could feel it inside me with every move I made and it reminded me of that first time when she had tied me up, bent me over, and fucked me with it. It reminded me of the control she had over me.

I continued my way down the East wing hallway and to her office. I could hear her voice from outside which told me that she was on a business call and that I needed to be quiet. I gave a gentle tap on the door to announce myself and then softly pushed it open.

Sandra looked up from her laptop as I entered. Her finger beckoned me towards her as it often had during her long and taxing meetings. Just like those other times, she pointed down beneath her desk, telling me that she wanted her feet rubbed. This was Sandra’s most common method for relieving stress and tension. Her other method was what had introduced me to my new butt plug, when she had tied me up in her basement and had her way with me.

It had been two weeks since she had introduced me to that method and since then she had not yet desired to use me in that way again. I couldn’t stop thinking about it, however. But then again, how could I now that I had the same butt plug inside me every day. Every time I put it in, I imagined Sandra doing it. I imagined her pushing it in then pulling out, slowly yet forcefully as she fucked me. I couldn’t believe that such a memory lingered in my mind in such a positive way and I couldn’t believe how much I was beginning to like wearing this. I also couldn’t believe how often I wondered what she might do to me the next time she needed to really relieve some tension.

My dick swelled up at the memories as I crept under her desk. From the sounds above me, she was in a heated discussion. Her fiery tone made me move faster, not wanting to face that same scorn by disappointing her. I got into position sitting down and grabbed her heel to put on my lap. But to my surprise, she kicked her foot, her heel painfully digging into my stomach.

I looked up towards her but could only see as far as her lap. I watched as she stuck her feet firmly against the ground and spread her legs open. Her hands grabbed the hem of her skirt and she hiked it up to her hips.

Between her legs I could see her tiny black thong that just barely covered the lips of her pussy. I could tell that she was clean shaven, just like I was. I was in awe of what she was showing me.

And then she pulled her panties down.

I watched as her thong passed over her knees and fell down to her ankles. My eyes drifted back up and saw her hairless pussy looking back at me. Her finger started rubbing it up and down before settling on her clit. I heard a soft moan escape her as she pleasured herself.

Why am I watching this? Does she want me to do something or is she just teasing me?

As if to answer me, her hand left her vagina and reached towards me. Her fingers wrapped around my hair and pulled me close, all the way until my lips touched hers.

I was taken aback by her actions. She had never shown an ounce of interest in me before and suddenly it seemed that she wanted me to eat her out. I wanted to ask her, I wanted to be sure that this is what she wanted, but she was on the phone and I didn’t want to lose my chance. My hands grabbed her smooth thighs and my tongue got to work.

I started just as her finger had. My tongue traced her labia, teasing her and warming her up. I let my tongue dip inside and got my first taste of her. It made my tongue tingle and my dick grow until it pressed hard against its cage. The feeling made me hungrier for more.

It had been so long since I had tasted a woman or had any sexual gratification, the sensations were electric. My licking intensified as I was flooded with desire. Sandra squirmed in her seat in satisfaction. For the first time in our relationship, I felt like I was in control. I shifted my attention to her clit, lapping it with fervor.

I could feel a warmth wafting from her pussy. Her scent was increasing and I knew she was getting heated. My dick throbbed in my chastity cage as I imagined slipping it inside her wet lips.

Fuck! I’m so horny!

My fingers gripped her thighs tighter. Her skin was so soft, so smooth. I wanted to touch every inch of it. I wanted to touch every inch of her, inside and out. I needed to feel her.

I wasn’t sure if it was too forward or bold. I wasn’t sure if she would get upset. But I couldn’t resist. My hand slid up her thigh and towards her pussy. My middle finger reached out and slipped inside.

Sandra adjusted herself in her seat, trying to contain her composure while she continued speaking into her phone. Her voice was growing fierce, her conversation heated.

I continued moving my finger in and over of her warmth as my dick strained with desires. It was trying to break free, trying to get hard with all its might so I could use it instead of my finger. But it couldn’t and it wouldn’t. Instead I slipped a second finger in to appease my growing urges.

And then I felt Sandra’s hand on my face. She pushed me away and shook her head. “No. Not like that,” she said.


Chapter 2

Used

Sandra’s chair slid back so that I could see her. She was no longer holding her phone which told me that her meeting was over. She had a grin on her face as she looked down at me and suddenly I felt a shift in power as it returned to her.

She leaned forward and opened the bottom drawer of her desk. Her eyes stayed on me as she reached inside and pulled out a long black strap. From the strap dangled a long black object.

My eyes squinted as I inspected the object. Being dark colored, it was difficult to see the details, but when she hung it in front of me, the specifics became clear. From the strap poked out two parts, one from each side, a small and a large one. Both of them were shaped like penises.

What the hell is this for?

“Open your mouth,” Sandra demanded in a sharp tone.

Without thinking I did as I was told. It wasn’t until she stuck the short end into my mouth that I realized what was happening. She was going to fill my mouth with this fake dick and strap it around my head.

I tried to rebuff her attempt, but it was too late. She already had the dildo in my mouth and was pulling the straps around my head. She quickly looped the end into the clip and pulled it tight, pushing the fake dick deeper into my mouth. I nearly gagged as my mouth filled with this thick phallic object.

I shook my head and the larger dildo on the other side of the strap wobbled with my movements. It was surreal seeing a dick protruding from my mouth and even weirder feeling one inside.

Sandra on the other hand, was not bemused by my appearance. She leaned back and admired her work with a smile. “Exactly how I like my men. Unable to speak and ready to work,” she chuckled. “Now you’re ready to please me. Get to work. Fuck me.”

My dick pulsed at her command. She spread her legs open wider and started rubbing her clit eagerly. I stared at her moist lips hungrily and wasted no time getting to work. I leaned forward until I saw the tip touch her pussy and then pushed my face forward more, watching it disappear inside her.

Sandra moaned as I pushed the dildo deeper. Her fingers gripped the arm rests of her chair and she edged her body forward, letting me penetrate her further. I moved myself as far as I could go, pressing the strap against her hairless skin.

I could still smell the flowery aroma of her pussy, but now I could no longer taste it. All I could feel was the bumps and grooves of the fake cock in my mouth. That didn’t deter me, however. I slowly pulled the dick back and then pushed it all the way back in.

Sandra groaned louder. She started grinding on the dick as I fucked her, desperately wanting more. And I wanted to give it to her.

My hands returned to her thighs and I grabbed them fiercely as I started working more vigorously. My dick was straining against its prison, longing to be the object of her pussy’s attention. It was so unreal watching a cock move in and out of her without feeling any physical pleasures. It was starting to drive me crazy with lust.

Sandra was going crazy, too. Her fingers gripped my hair tightly as she started forcing my head back and forth. She was using me to fuck herself, as if I was just some sex toy there for her own pleasure. The thought evaporated any inkling of power that I once felt and made me feel like nothing more than an object of this rich woman. An object that she could use up and dispose of as she desired.

“That’s it. Fuck me! Fuck me harder!” she bellowed.

I tried to work harder, but her hand wouldn’t give me any control. My neck hurt from the force of her whipping my head around, but I didn’t care. This was too hot and I couldn’t stop.

I closed my eyes and continued letting her use me. I imagined the cock over my mouth was really my own dick and that I was fucking her. I imagined feeling the soft walls of her pussy on my dick, just as I had felt with my fingers moments ago. I imagined the warmth and the wetness welcoming me in and tickling every sensation on my dick.

My dick was now pounding against the chastity cage. I actually felt as if I might be able to cum. I was so turned on, so pent up, so ready to explode with relief.

But before I could, Sandra’s thighs clamped around my head. She squeezed me as her body convulsed in her chair, her back arching and jaw dropping.

From her open mouth cried out a guttural moan that echoed through her open room. I could sense her orgasm through her thighs. Her body tensed and then went limp as her moan ceased and she collapsed back into her seat.

“Holy fuck,” she breathed out.

As her legs spread back open, I slowly pulled the dildo out of her. I felt the need to talk, to say something, but even if I could think of something appropriate I wouldn’t be able to speak. Not with the dildo still strapped around my face and stuffing my mouth. Instead I continued to stare at her in awe and jealousy. I felt like I had grown so close to orgasming myself. Just a little more and I might have been able to feel the same relief that she was experiencing.

“Not bad, maid,” she grinned at me as she regained her composure. “It’s good to see that you have some other useful skills.”

To my delight, she reached around my head and unhooked the strap. I opened my mouth and let her pull the small dildo out before dropping it on the floor before me. I wondered what would come next. What else she would let me do to her. I yearned for more. I longed for her to unlock my cage and let me use it on her.

“Be a good girl and clean that,” she said flatly. “Then meet me in the basement. I think it’s time you experienced a little pleasure of your own and perhaps received a little reward.”


Chapter 3

Test

I grabbed the gag and scurried out from beneath Sandra’s desk. She watched me as I hurried out of her office and down the hall.

This is it! After weeks being unable to touch or pleasure myself she’s finally going to unlock me. She’s finally going to let me cum!

My dick was pulsing as I fantasized over how it might happen. Would she give me the key and leave? Would she watch me? Would she join me? The possibilities were endless and each of them more arousing than the last. But for now, I knew that I couldn’t waste time being lost in my mind. I needed to follow her orders so I could get my reward.

In the laundry room, I cleaned off the gag before hurrying back down the hall. I returned it back to its drawer in Sandra’s office and then continued to the basement. By the time I reached the door, it was wide open and the lights were on in the room below.

At the bottom of the stairs Sandra was waiting for me. She was sitting in a large chair facing the entrance, once again wearing her black latex body suit. Her legs were crossed seductively and her posture perfect, giving her an added air of power. I continued inside and stopped just feet away from her to await her next order.

“How long have you been locked in that little cage now? One week? Two weeks?” she asked me casually.

“Uhh, no, Mistress. It has been five weeks,” I answered nervously. After what I had just done to her and how she was looking at me, the pain and aching in my balls could feel all five weeks of pent up tension.

“Five? Already?” she let out with a feigned gasp. “Tell me how it feels.”

I wasn’t sure how to answer. Did I tell her the truth or did I play it off and act tough? “To be honest, it is getting a little more uncomfortable each day,” I said, honestly.

She cocked her head to the side and considered me. Her heeled foot reached out and tapped the inside of my legs, as if telling me to spread them. I did as she requested. Her foot ran itself along my smooth inner thigh and beneath my dress until it poked my balls. The touch of her sharply pointed heel made me squirm. Seeing my discomfort put a smirk on her face.

“Do you regret accepting our deal? You’ve already done so much for me, but I haven’t done anything for you.”

It was true, I had been working hard for her every day, even in ways that I hadn’t known possible. On the other hand, Sandra had yet to make good on any of her promises despite the fact that I had officially worked for her for over a month. But as the most successful business woman in the world, I still had faith that she would make good on her deal.

“No. I don’t regret it,” I answered confidently.

Sandra’s heel started running up and down my caged dick playfully. “You don’t regret giving up your manhood to me? A perfect stranger.”

I gritted my teeth, trying not to squirm or show any weakness. “You’re hardly a stranger. Everyone in the world knows who you are. But no. I don’t regret that either.” This time I told a bit of a lie. While I didn’t mind having to dress up and play the role of her maid, not being able to touch my own dick and jerk off when I felt the constant urges and desires was endlessly frustrating.

“So then you enjoy your position? You enjoy being my maid and serving me?”

It was now obvious that this was a test of some sort. I knew exactly how I needed to answer. “Yes,” I said flatly.

“Very good,” she replied as she leaned forward. “Now turn around.”

I did as I was told and quickly felt her cool hands on the back of my thighs. I shivered as one hand hiked up my skirt and the other crept up my butt. The further up her fingers moved the more my shivers became quivers of delight. When she pulled down my panties, my knees went weak and I had to catch myself from falling over.

“Good. You’re still wearing your butt plug, just as I instructed,” she said approvingly as her hand fondled the base.

“Of course, Mistress. I live to serve and obey you,” I answered. The words flowed out of my mouth naturally, without thinking. I was shocked by how easily they came out and how right they felt to speak.

“Mmm, that’s like music to my ears,” Sandra chuckled. “You’re becoming such a good, obedient maid thanks to your little chastity cage. I do want to reward you, but I’m afraid that we might lose the progress we’ve made after all of these weeks.”

My heart started pounding. I was so close to gaining my release for the first time in five weeks. I was so close to having a chance to cum. But at the same time I knew that she was still testing me. Now she was testing my devotion to her and once again I had to think of a perfect response. “I would be honored if you decided to reward me, Mistress, but of course that comes at your discretion. Just know that whatever you choose, I am here to serve you no matter what.”

I felt good about my response, but Sandra’s expression remained unchanged and unreadable. She just stared at me with her piercing eyes.

Finally, she spoke. “Very well. I will give you a reward, but you must earn it first. There are still things that you must learn to be a proper servant for me. Things that I may need you to be capable of sooner than later. Things that will make you much more valuable to me.”

My chest swelled with hope. I wasn’t sure what she wanted me to do, but I knew what the result would be if I did it.

She continued, “To earn your reward you will have to completely forget that you’re a man. You will need to believe that you’re a woman. That you are a sexual creature ready to serve me and do my naughty bidding. Do you think you can do that? Do you think you can earn your reward?”

My dick swelled up at her questions. It all sounded so hot, so sexy. I couldn’t wait to find out what she wanted me to do. “Yes,” I breathed out eagerly.


Chapter 4

Sissy Preparations

“Back to the rack you go,” Sandra said with a flick of her wrist as she pointed to the large metal device in the middle of the room.

I could still remember how the cold metal felt against my bare skin from the first time she had bound me it. There was such an intense feeling of helplessness and lack of control as she fucked me with the butt plug that I was currently wearing. When she was done, she demanded that I wear the plug every day for her to loosen my asshole. Was that what this was about? Would she be testing my looseness?

I hesitated briefly before committing to obeying her. “Shall I remove my dress like last time?” I asked as I walked over.

Sandra shook her head as she pushed herself up off of the chair. “No. I want you to be in full uniform for this. I want you to feel as yourself, as my maid. After all, that is how you will be using these new skills in the future.”

New skills? What could that mean?

She causally sauntered over to me and slowly began attaching the straps to my wrists and ankles, tightening each so there was no chance of escape. My body was shaking with excitement and anticipation. My asshole clenched around the butt plug inside to embrace the feelings that were likely to come.

Then Sandra started to turn the crank.

The metal rack once again began to fold in half, just as it had the last time. My upper body lurched forward more with each turn of the wheel until it was parallel with the floor. The new position hiked up the skirt of my dress and my bare ass could feel a cool breeze of the cold cement basement. I hoped that Sandra would soon fill me with warmth.

I was beginning to grow nervous for what was to come, but I couldn’t deny the excitement that I felt. My chastity cage clinked against the metal bars of the rack as my dick pushed against it. Feeling it reminded me why I was doing this. Doing as she said would finally grant its release and pleasure. I took a deep breath in and then released it to calm myself and accept what was to come.

Sandra moved to stand in front of me and grabbed the back of my head. She pulled my head up so I could see her and then grinned. “Welcome to the next chapter of your life, Derek. After today you will no longer be a man. You will no longer crave what men crave. You will exist only to obey and serve me as my sissy maid, Denise.”

Her words were so ominous yet sexy. I wasn’t sure what she meant or how she would force me to feel this way, but I was extremely turned on and eager to find out. “Yes, Mistress,” I replied.

She chuckled as she walked to the side of the room and pulled open a drawer. From inside she pulled out several leather straps and returned to me. “Open your mouth,” she hissed at me.

I did as I was told and she slipped two sets of metal hooks inside my mouth, one on each side. She pulled the attached straps back and tightened them together behind my head, forcing my mouth open and agape. I then felt another strap connect to the back and pull my head back as she ran two straps down my body. I heard the clink of metal on both sides of the rack and knew that she was connecting the harness to it.

When I heard her returning to the cabinets on the side of the room, I tried to move my head, but it was stuck in position. I was frozen in place with my mouth wide open.

“Don’t ever say that I wasn’t a kind mistress,” Sandra laughed as she returned with a small pillow. She slipped it beneath my chin and loosened the straps just enough to let my head rest more comfortably on it. While it definitely helped, I was still in an awkward and tense position. My neck was beginning to strain painfully from being forced back and was quickly growing uncomfortable.

I watched as she moved to the far end of the basement where there were some large items covered in dark sheets. She grabbed one and started wheeling it towards me. I felt a sense of dread as it neared, I had no idea what might be beneath the sheet and no idea what she was about to do to me.

As she stopped and threw off the cover, it became crystal clear what was about to happen. Underneath was a small wheeled table and on top of it was a large black device with a long rod sticking out from it. While the machine itself was unfamiliar to me, the tip of the rod was not. On the tip was a large, thick flesh colored dildo.

I gulped at the sight of the fake dick and the realization as to why my mouth was being forced open. The last time she had tied me up against this rack she had introduced me to the pleasures of anal stimulation. This time she would be stimulating me orally.

Sandra stood next to the dildo and started to pet my hair. “Are you ready to become a sissy? Are you ready to learn the true skillsets that any maid of mine requires?” she asked me.

Feeling my mouth forced agape and my wrists and legs bound to the hard metal rack, I knew I was hers. Despite the restraints holding me in place, I had chosen this voluntarily. She wasn’t forcing me. Inside I had known what might be waiting me if I agreed and I still chose to accept her offer. Inside I knew that I wanted this.

I looked up at her and nodded the best that I could with my tightly bound head. “Yes,” I breathed out of my opened mouth.

Sandra snickered. “Very well. Let your sissy initiation begin.”


Chapter 5

Sissy Initiation

Sandra unhooked the dildo from the machine and ran the tip along my lips. “Stick your tongue out,” she demanded.

I obeyed her command and instantly felt the fake dick against my tongue. Sandra gently moved it back and forth along it before letting the dildo slip into my mouth. I couldn’t believe this was happening. I couldn’t believe the world’s richest woman was fucking my mouth with a dildo and training me to be her sissy maid. I couldn’t believe that there wasn’t a shred of desire inside me to fight what was happening.

I could feel the ridge of the large cock head bump back and forth against my lips as she started moving it faster and deeper. My dick started straining against its cage as my body squirmed with the sheer naughtiness of the moment.

“This won’t be quite the same as the real thing, but it will be good practice for you,” Sandra said as she inched the dildo deeper inside my mouth. “In time I will give you more realistic training situations, but I felt this was the best way to begin.”

My mouth filled with cock, I groaned my acceptance.

The cock started moving further in me. Back and forth. Back and forth. Sandra’s motions had a heated passion to them. I could tell she was enjoying her role. When she pushed it in as far as she could and I began gagging, I could hear a gasp of pleasure escape her while I struggled.

“You’ll learn how to deal with that with enough training,” she giggled. She pulled the dildo out and ran it along my lips again. Without thinking my mouth lunged forward, trying to take it back, clearly wanting more. Sandra tapped me on the nose playfully at my eagerness. “Don’t worry. There will always be plenty of cock awaiting your hungry mouth.”

I watched as she reattached the dildo to the machine and then walk to its back. The tip of the dildo stared at me as a drip of drool leaked out of my gaping mouth. I heard the click of a switch and saw the fake dick slowly move towards me until it entered my mouth.

It dipped inside just enough for me to feel the head of the cock, then it pulled back out, teasing me. Sandra pushed the machine closer, allowing it to travel deeper in my eager mouth. It continued moving slowly in and out, letting me feel every vein and bump of the realistic toy in my mouth.

“There we go, that’s a good sissy,” Sandra said as she watched me.

Unable to speak, I didn’t bother to acknowledge her statement. I continued to embrace what was happening and embrace the cock in my mouth. My tongue welcomed it back on every thrust as I explored the new sensations.

“Very good. That’s a good girl,” she said with a nod. “Now for the other end.”

She walked away, back towards the other end of the room. There she grabbed another covered device and wheeled it back towards me. I was confused by the sight, wondering how she might use a second device if it was the same type of machine. But as she wheeled it past me and towards my backside, it dawned on me.

My asshole clenched nervously as she flipped my skirt over my back. I felt her fingers wrap around my panties and pull them down to my thighs. They moved to the handle of the butt plug and yanked it out forcefully, leaving me feeling empty despite the dildo moving in and out of my mouth.

“Hopefully this plug has helped loosen your asshole enough for more,” she said. “If it hasn’t, today’s training will certainly do just that.”

My body tensed at her words. My eyes focused on the dildo moving in and out of me. I had to imagine she would be using the same one for my ass. It was so much bigger than my butt plug. So much longer. So much thicker. I couldn’t fathom how it could fit. But as I felt the cold drip of lube on my asshole, I knew that I was about to find out how much I could truly take.

Sandra unsheathed the device and tossed the cover to the floor. I tried to focus on the pleasures of my mouth, but the sounds of her slathering more lube distracted me. I felt a cold pressure against my asshole as her finger teased me and dipped inside. She slowly started pushing and pulling her finger in and out, prepping me for the next step.

“Mmm, you do feel looser,” she said thoughtfully. “But you could still use some more stretching.”

She pulled her finger out and I heard a click from the machine. There was now no doubt in my mind as to what was about to happen. I closed my eyes tightly while I braced for it to begin.

“Normally I wouldn’t double stuff my sissies so early into their training, but you… you seem to have extra potential. You seem to really want it,” Sandra said as she moved the machine in place.

I felt something big press against my asshole and knew it wasn’t a finger. There was another click and then I heard a second machine start whirling as it turned on. Sandra’s hands spread my cheeks apart and helped the dildo inside. It forced its way inside and I groaned as a second cock entered me.


Chapter 6

Reward

The two fuck machines pushed the dildos in and out of my two holes over and over. The timing of their movements was off just enough so that one entered me just as the other pulled out.

Mouth, ass, mouth, ass, mouth, ass. They kept fucking my holes one by one, filling me with their pleasure.

The sensations were both surreal yet different. The cock in my mouth was satisfying in a way that fed my hunger. The more it filled me, the more I wanted. The cock in my ass satisfied me in a way I didn’t know possible. The more it penetrated me, the more I felt myself open and accept it. The more I felt like a naughty woman.

Just as I was getting used to the dual pleasures, Sandra decided to spice things up. I heard the click of a dial and felt the rear dildo speeding up, thrusting harder and faster, and pummeling my asshole ferociously. She walked around me and did the same to the front dildo, turning up the dial to make it move faster. The cock jabbed inside like a boxer attacking my tonsils, hitting me deep in the back of my throat.

Sandra giggled as she watched me struggle to suck the swift moving dick. “You will learn how to embrace a good face fucking in time,” she said as she turned the dial all the way off. “But for now I want to see you learn to pleasure it yourself.”

The machine stopped with the dildo just inside my mouth. My body was shifting back and forth over the metal rack as my ass was pounded by the other machine, causing my lips to move over the cock. I realized that this was what she wanted. With the machine off, she wanted me to do the work myself.

So that’s what I did. I pushed my body forward with my heeled feet to take the fake dick deeper before lowering myself back down to pull it back. It was awkward at first, but once I could time it with the dildo in my ass it started feeling better. It started feeling amazing.

I was beginning to shift my body so that I pushed back just as the cock entered my ass and lean forward as it pulled out. The perfect timing sent it deeper inside me until it pounded me in just the right spot, sending a surge of pleasure coursing through my body.

I groaned at the pulsing sensations filling me on both ends as Sandra continued to watch in awe. She stood before me, arms crossed and face reading of approval. I was glad that she approved and that I was pleasing her.

“Very good, maid. Very good,” she let out. “Embrace your sissy urges. These are your new desires. This is how you feel pleasure from now on!”

There was no denying that I was feeling pleasure. Immense pleasure. It was making me ravenous for more. As my body moved across the rack, my throbbing dick rubbed against the metal bars and turned me on even more. The feelings were becoming overwhelming.

“And now for your reward,” Sandra said as she moved to my side. She grabbed my dress skirt and pulled it up along the metal bars until my caged dick was exposed. In my peripherals I could see her kneeling down on the floor and crawling beneath the rack.

I tried to watch but found it difficult to take my attention off of the cock in my mouth. But when I felt her fingers tugging on my dick, my attention split. She pulled my dick between the bars so that it dangled above her and then continued stroking it gently.

I couldn’t feel her touch through the cage, but at the same time I could in a bizarre yet still pleasing way. With her other hand she began to fondle my balls. Suddenly it felt like I had every pleasure point on my body being satisfied. It was amazing.

My body started going limp, overwhelmed by the surplus of sensations. I could feel my dick filling up, as if it was getting ready to cum.

“Keep sucking, slut!” Sandra yelled at me, snapping me out of my paradise of pleasure. “A good slut never stops sucking until the job is done.”

I resumed my sucking the best that I could, but was growing tired and all of my energy was flowing to my dick.

“That’s a good girl. Keep sucking,” she hissed at me.

She was now using her palm to rub my cage and the feeling was euphoric. My dick, still unable to get fully erect while locked in its tiny cage, was pulsing wildly. And then it couldn’t take anymore.

I felt my dick explode as a massive load of cum burst out. It continued to pump out five weeks worth of pent up sexual juices in large batches, each one feeling better than the last. When it finished, my body felt flush with bliss and delight. I felt like a cloud floating weightless in the sky. It was the best orgasm I had ever felt and one that I was already longing to feel again.

Sandra stood up and pulled the dildo out of my mouth. She started petting my hair as she smirked at me. “Wasn’t that nice? I didn’t even need to take your little cage off to milk you,” she chuckled. She crouched down so her face was in front of mine with her hand cupped next to us. “And now I have a special treat for you. Drink up, slut.”

She pushed up my chin with her other hand as she tilted the cupped hand towards my mouth. I saw a thick white fluid start dripping down.

Is that my cum?!

I tried to close my mouth, but it was still forced open by the straps. As always, there was no way out of this. I would have to obey.

I closed my eyes as the first drop touched my tongue. It continued to pour out into my mouth and run down my throat. There was so much of it and it was difficult to manage with my mouth forced open.

When she was done filling my mouth with my own seed, she wiped her hand on my dress and unhooked the straps behind my head. She quickly forced my mouth shut and stared into my eyes as she growled, “Swallow!”

I obeyed and felt the load of cum slither down my esophagus. Then finally she let go of my mouth and let my head collapse into the pillow beneath. I was hot and sweaty, and ready for a nap. I wasn’t sure if I had the strength to move off of the rack even if I wasn’t still bound. That didn’t seem to be an option, however, as she started turning the crank on the rack and returning me to my upright position.

“Did you enjoy your reward?” she asked me as she began to untie my binds.

“Yes, Mistress. Very much,” I answered in truth. “Thank you.”

“I’m glad, but now I better not see you slacking with your work or else it will be even longer between orgasms. Even though I may have drained you, I still expect your best work. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. We will be having future training sessions to further prepare you, but you will not be allowed to cum unless I say so. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Excellent. Keep up this good behavior and I will have a special mission for you very soon. Now clean yourself up. You look like a filthy whore.” She flashed me a wicked smile and then started walking away.

I watched her leave as I caught my breath. I was still exhausted. Still overwhelmed by what had just happened. But I was also entranced by the new sensations and pleasures that I had just experienced. I wanted to feel them again and I knew exactly how I could.

All I would have to do is continue being a good maid for my mistress. And do everything she says.


Part 4

Servicing The Guests
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Chapter 1

Changes

Sandra had warned me. She told me that I would be surrendering my manhood to her. She told me that I would no longer have the same urges of a man. She told me that I would start to feel more like a woman, like the sissy that she was turning me into.

It was all true.

After that fateful day when she had initiated my sissy training, when she had tied me up and shown me how true pleasure could feel, everything was different. How I felt, what I felt, and what I wanted to feel had all changed. No longer did I feel like my old self. I now felt like Denise, the sissy maid of Sandra Owens, the richest woman in the world.

It baffled me how quickly I had transformed and that I had at all. I couldn’t recall any previous inclinations to these desires that I now felt. Everything was so new and surprising. But just because they were new didn’t mean they weren’t true.

The biggest surprise of it all was that after Sandra had let me orgasm for the first time in five weeks, the desires didn’t fade. The next day I woke up and was just as eager to shave my legs. I was just as eager to put on my thigh highs and maid’s uniform. I was just as eager to serve my mistress.

And serve her I did.

The next week was mostly the same as usual despite having a flutter of new feelings every time I saw her. Seeing her was a constant reminder of what she had done to me in her basement and what I wanted her to do to me again. I hoped that I wouldn’t have to wait another five weeks before we returned to her pleasure palace. Luckily, at the end of the week my hopes were fulfilled.

When the weekend came around everything changed once again. Sandra summoned me down into her basement where she was waiting for me. I joined her in the depths of her mansion and discovered her waiting for me in her typical black latex dominatrix outfit. Seeing her in her tight bodysuit filled me with lust and desire.

“Good evening, maid,” she had greeted me. Her arms were crossed and her legs spread open in a powerful stance. Her piercing eyes stared at me in her normal way, the way that told me she was better than me and I was beneath her. A look that we both knew to be true.

“Good evening, Mistress,” I returned.

“After last week and your acceptance of your new sissy lifestyle, I believe it is time for some more appropriate training,” she started. “Gone are the days of being a simple maid. Here are the days of being a sissy maid. Do you think you have what it takes?”

To be honest, I didn’t know what it would take or what would be involved. But if it included even a sliver of the pleasure that she gave me last week then I was for it. “Yes, Mistress. Of course. I’ll do anything for you,” I answered.

“Good,” she replied as she started walking across the room. She stopped at a set of cupboards and opened them. From inside she pulled out a long black strap that looked similar to the one she had attached to my mouth last week to fuck her with. Seeing it made me hungry for more of that same fun.

“From now on you shall wear this as part of your uniform,” she added as she approached me with the strap in her outstretched hand.

I thought it would be awkward to walk around with a long dildo hanging from my mouth until I took it from her and realized that unlike the last strap, this one only had a single long dildo attached to it.

“How does it go on?” I asked hesitantly. I was pretty sure I knew, but I wanted to know for sure.

“Do you really want me to have to show you, maid?” she hissed at me.

“N-no, Mistress,” I stammered. With that I quickly opened my mouth and put the dildo inside. I ran the straps around my head and fumbled with the latch until I had it connected.

Sandra snickered as she stomped towards me. She walked behind, unhooked the strap and then pulled it tighter before locking it again, sending the dildo deeper into my mouth.

I was gagging and struggling with my mouth stuffed with the fake cock as she returned to her position before me. “Unless I want to hear from you, you should be wearing this at all times. Is that understood?”

I tried to answer, but couldn’t. Instead I nodded in agreement.

“This will help you with your gag reflex and help you grow used to having cock in your mouth, just like your butt plug does with your ass.”

My asshole clenched tightly around the butt plug that she had also made a part of my uniform. From now on she wanted both of my holes stuffed at all times. The realization made my dick strain against its chastity cage. I felt so naughty.

“You will also be having more hands on training at my discretion,” she added. “When I’m in the mood I will initiate that training.”

I again nodded my understanding. I was still struggling to get used to the gag deep in my mouth and was starting to drool from the inability to swallow.

“I have a very important set of meetings coming up soon and I will need your new skillset to be perfected by then. This training is of the utmost importance and I expect you to treat it as such. If I catch you without your gag or without the proper tightness of the strap, then you will be severely punished.”

I nodded enthusiastically to show my clear acceptance. I wasn’t sure exactly how she would need to use me, but if she had a need for my services, then I knew I couldn’t disappoint.

“Good. Now get back to work.”


Chapter 2

Training

From that moment on everything became clear to me. I had a mission. I had goals to strive for. I wore my maid uniform with pride and purpose, my butt plug buried deep inside my ass and my cock gag deep inside my mouth.

With the added cock in my mouth all day, every day, sexual energy was growing and building up stronger than ever within me. It was with this energy that I worked even harder and more diligently for my mistress to serve and please her. It was with this energy that she trained me to further my new skillsets.

As she promised, Sandra started giving me more realistic training on these new skills as well. At random times on random days she would summon me to her office with the jingle of her bell. However now instead of rubbing her feet or pleasuring her pussy, she wanted me to practice.

The first time it happened I was taken off guard as I crawled underneath her desk. I got into my normal position and then looked up to see a large dildo strapped to her crotch. She was wearing a form fitting pair of gray slacks which she had unbuttoned and pulled down slightly. The harness she wore was beneath her pants which allowed the dildo to extend out from underneath and give in to the illusion that it was a real cock. If not for her slender frame and ample bosom above, I might have believe it was a real man’s cock I was gawking at.

“I’ve had a long, stressful day of meetings, maid. Give me some relief. Help me clear my mind of its burdens so I can think straight and get back to work,” she said in a gruff voice.

I would have thought that being tied to a table and forced fed cock from a machine would have prepared me. I would have thought that wearing a dildo gag deep in my throat every day would have prepared me. But when this realistic looking cock dangled from her body in such a real way, I felt anything but ready for what she wanted me to do.

I gulped nervously as Sandra stroked her cock just as a man would to get it hard and ready for me. I had been so caught up in the naughtiness of my servitude and the sexiness of her dominance that I hadn’t truly considered what she was really doing to me. I had thought that she was just relieving some stress by emasculating me, but suddenly it seemed like more than that.

Is she training me to pleasure men?

I knew that as a powerful woman she loved to humiliate and degrade men as retribution for how difficult the male gender had made her rise to wealth and success, but there was something about this moment that felt like more than just that. It felt real.

“What are you waiting for, maid? Are you disobeying me?” Sandra growled in her more masculine tone.

I slowly unstrapped the gag from behind my head as I stared at the meaty dick before more. There was no denying that I was turned on in that moment. The cock before me and the dominance of my master stirred up lust within me, but still I felt uneasy about fulfilling this task.

I thought about arguing. I thought about fighting her command. But then I thought about everything she had made me do thus far and all of the pleasure that I had received from obeying her. Everything she had made me do from shaving my body and dressing up to tying me up and fucking me had expanded my world. It made me thirst for more. And this was it. This was my next opportunity for more. I could have what I wanted right now, but only if I obeyed her order.

I wrapped up my gag and tucked it away into my apron pocket as I licked my lips in preparation. My body perched itself on my knees as I leaned closer to the new object of my devotion. I grabbed Sandra’s knees to pull myself forward and as my eyes closed, I let her cock enter my mouth.

“That’s a good girl. Suck my cock,” Sandra spat at me.

Hearing her words of approval filled me with delight as I knew I was doing what I was meant to do. I took her cock as deep as I could before pulling back and starting again.

Instantly I was surprised by how much easier it was to fit the dildo in my mouth this time. There was no doubt that the long days of wearing a dildo gag were beginning to pay off. I began to test my limits and see how much I could relax my jaw, and how much cock I could fit in my mouth.

The new ease in which I could consume dick made me hunger for more. Quickly I began lunging my mouth over the cock, thrusting it deep inside me. My mouth watered and my chest heaved as I grew more ravenous.

“You’re an eager cock slut, aren’t you?” Sandra chuckled as she grabbed my hair. “Let me help you take some more.”

She started pulling my head down over her cock with force, slamming the back of my throat with the head of the dick. It was startling at first, just as it had been with the dildo machine, but soon I managed to embrace the face fucking she was giving me.

I knew that this was valuable training as I had done the same thing to a woman in my past life. I knew that any good woman and sissy would need to know how to deal with being manhandled just this.

The more Sandra fucked my mouth the more used I felt, a feeling which I was becoming used to feeling around her. I loved when she made me feel like her personal sex toy.

Suddenly she pulled my head down and held it firmly in place. She started grinding her cock deep in my throat as I gagged. A wild groan erupted from her and then she released my head and relaxed back into her seat.

“That will do for now. Good job, maid,” she breathed out.

I leaned back on my knees as I admired her and her thick cock. Feeling my dick strain in its chastity cage told me that I didn’t want to stop. It told me that I wanted more cock in my mouth. I knew there would be more time for that soon, however, and for now I still had my gag to enjoy. I put it back in and locked it extra tight behind my head before crawling out from under her desk and returning to work.


Chapter 3

New Look

Learning how to suck cock wasn’t the only new training Sandra started with me. In addition to learning the skill sets of a woman, she also wanted me to learn how to make myself look more like a woman.

It began one day when a package arrived addressed to me. Having no idea what it could be, I asked Sandra if she knew. She insisted it was mine and told me to open it. Inside there were large kits filled with make up.

“This is all for me?” I asked in shock.

“Yes,” she answered. “I’m tired of seeing the man in your face and remembering what you were. From now on I want you to truly be a woman. To feel like a woman and to look like a woman.”

I stared at the vast array of makeup anxiously. I had no idea how to use any of it let alone how to use it well enough to make myself look feminine. “But how?”

Sandra looked at me as if she understood my concerns. “My personal stylist is on her way over now. She will be assisting you with this training.”

My eyes bulged open at the thought of someone else seeing the new me. For months it had just been Sandra and me in her large hillside mansion, seemingly far away from the world. But now she wanted to bring someone from the world here. And not just to be here, but to work directly with me. The thought was terrifying.

“She…she’s coming here?” I stammered in surprise.

Sandra scoffed at me. “Don’t worry. You are far beneath her personal interests,” she insisted. “She is coming to work on you and costing me a great deal of money to do so. I expect you to be on your best behavior and to do everything she says.”

“Y-yes. Of course, Mistress.”

“Good. Ms. LeBlanc will be here shortly so take these supplies to your room and prepare yourself. You may keep your gag off for your training.”

With that Sandra dismissed me with a wave of her hand and returned her focus to her work. I picked up the large box and carried it to my room to obey her orders.

✽✽✽

The sound of the front doorbell made my body shake with fear. It meant that Ms. LeBlanc had arrived and for the first time I would be meeting someone else while dressed as a maid.

I answered the door to let her in, but she remained frozen on the doorsteps as she stared at me. She wore a long, tight violet colored dress with a matching belt around her waist and a white fur coat draped over her shoulders. Her brunette hair was tied into a tight bun and her feet were clad in shiny black stilettos. She did not hide the fact that she was analyzing me as her head moved with her eyes as she scanned my full body.

“I see I have my work cut out for me,” she said as she stepped inside and handed me her purse and coat. “Sandra always has the most unique… projects. I presume you’re staying in the guest room?”

“Yes, Ms. LeBlanc,” I answered as I hung up her items then hurried to catch up with her. As I followed her, I couldn’t help but to consider her statement and her knowledge of where to go inside Sandra’s expansive home.

How many sissy maids has Sandra had before me?

She continued into my room where she stopped next to my vanity. As I entered behind her she gestured for me to sit down. I did as I was told.

Then the lessons began. She first painted my face herself to show me what my target look would be. I was amazed by how feminine and beautiful she was able to make me. She followed it up by brushing my hair and when I saw my completed look I was even more blown away. Had I not known it was me in the reflection of the mirror, I might have thought I was looking at a real woman.

My new look was intoxicating. I could feel my dick straining in its cage at my new found femininity. The feeling of arousal informed me that I didn’t want this to be a one time experience. I wanted to be able to look this way every day.

Next Ms. LeBlanc had me clean my face until it was a blank canvas once more. She had me try applying the make up myself before coming in and correcting my efforts. After hours of trial and error, I was finally starting to get the hang of it.

Before I knew it, it was nearly dinner time and I needed to start preparing. I asked Ms. LeBlanc if I could be excused and she agreed while letting me know that she would be a guest at dinner as well. I thanked her and hurried off to my tasks, still wearing my painted face and feeling sexier and more womanly than ever.

Once dinner was set, I informed the two women and then stood by to wait on them while they ate. When Sandra walked into the dinning room and saw me she was nearly caught off guard for the first time.

She stopped and admired my new look then nodded her approval. “Much better,” she let out as she proceeded to her seat at the table.

Dinner went well with both Sandra and her stylist full of complements about my transformation. Their words filled me with pride and a belief that I could make others believe that I was Denise the maid and not Derek the man.

When they were both done and Sandra had seen Ms. LeBlanc out, she turned to look at me with a smirk on her face. “Continue your makeup practice every day and do not settle. If you make any mistakes I expect you to clean yourself and start anew. You should never look worse than you look now.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied with a bow of my head.

“You have one week to perfect your training and one week to get everything in order,” she added firmly.

“What’s in one week?” I asked nervously.

Her smirk widened as she gave me a pat on the cheek. “Every year I cater an event for the richest and most powerful people in the country. Every year they come here to discuss business and blow off some steam. This year’s event will be next weekend and you will be hostess.”

Before I had a chance to rebut, Sandra turned and swiftly walked away.


Chapter 4

Preparations

To my dismay, the next week flew by in a blur. Between practicing my hair and makeup and preparing the house for the big event, each day disappeared faster than the last.

As a young college student I had never planned an event before let alone one of this magnitude. A handful of the country’s most important people were about to arrive and would have outlandish expectations. Luckily, Sandra hired a catering company who was in charge of supplying and serving the food so I wouldn’t have to worry about most of their needs.

Unfortunately that meant that there would be even more people in the house seeing me. At first the thought was troubling, but eventually I was able to come to terms with it and accept that they would be busy cooking and serving and wouldn’t have time to consider me.

The same didn’t apply to the gathering of powerful people, however. I knew that they would be having closed doors meetings to discuss business, but there would also be other times when they would be lounging throughout Sandra’s mansion. In those moments I would be the one to fix their drinks and serve them. It was those situations that I was dreading the most.

Other than that, I still wasn’t sure what my role with the event would be. Sandra had purchased me a beautiful new black dress to wear especially for the occasion and informed me that I could go without my gag for the duration of the event so my makeup could shine. She told me that I would be welcoming the guests when they arrived and making sure they were happy while I continued my normal daily responsibilities. But she also said that there would be a special time in which I would be called upon to serve her in a very important way.

I wasn’t completely sure what that meant, but in the back of my mind I had a feeling that I actually did. I worried that she would want to make use of my new skillsets, but I wasn’t sure how they might come into play.

I would just have to wait and find out.

✽✽✽

On the day of the event the house was a flurry of people dashing to get ready. I felt more than prepared, especially as I wore my new elegant maid’s dress and new makeup. The dress was satin black with a silk feel. It fit nicely around my torso before flowing out from my waist to my mid-thigh. It had puffed sleeves with a classic white trim along all of the edges.

To go with it, Sandra gifted me with a set of fake breasts. They were size-D and fit nicely into my bra so that they jiggled and moved just as real breasts would. They were the perfect last piece to my uniform to make me look even more womanly and passable. I loved them.

To perfect my look I woke up extra early so I had plenty of time to prepare myself. I took a long shower to give my body a fresh shave and then took extra care to do my hair and makeup. In the end I thought I looked more feminine and beautiful than ever.

When the doorbell rang for the first time, I walked with a newfound confidence to the door. I greeted the first guest, Steve Richardson, and escorted him to the smoking lounge where Sandra was waiting. He was an older man, but well polished and put together in an expensive suit. After providing him with a scotch, I returned to my position at the door to await the next guests.

Two more men soon arrived: Kyle Holiday and Hank Kensington. I greeted each of them and escorted them all to the lounge just as I had with Mr. Richardson. Kyle appeared to be in his mid-40’s while Hank and Steve were in their late 50’s. Seeing their greater ages only made me feel more impressed by Sandra’s young rise to wealth and power.

With everyone here, the event began. Sandra held a toast and they all lit cigars in honor of themselves. With their drinks fueling them, they went around the room sharing their latest news of family, business, and general triumphs.

It was amazing to witness such power in one room. Sandra and the three men controlled nearly a quarter of the country’s wealth. As I stood in the corner of the room and reflected on that thought I felt weaker than ever.

In my skimpy little maid’s dress with my chastity cage I had no control. I had no power. I didn’t even have a wardrobe of my own. Everything I had, everything I was, was Sandra’s. I lived in her house, I wore her uniforms, I ate her food, I abided by her rules and demands. I was nothing without her.

Soon the four of them proceeded into the conference room. I brought them all new refreshments before being excused from the room so they could have their private discussions. I took the time to refresh and take a quick break to gather myself. Staying so composed and obedient in front of the strangers was taxing; it was still early yet I already felt exhausted.

It wasn’t long until I was needed again, however. The familiar sound of Sandra’s bell echoed through the halls of her manor. I followed the sounds all the way back to her conference room where she and her three colleagues were awaiting me. There was silence in the room as everyone stared at me.

“How can I be of service, Mistress?” I asked my master, my nerves starting to starting to shake from the strange way everyone was looking at me.

Sandra grinned at me. “It’s not me who you will be servicing, maid. It’s our guests.”


Chapter 5

Service

“Get on your knees,” Sandra hissed at me. Without thinking I obeyed. “I’ve offered our guests here a business proposition, but they’re hesitant to accept. I want you to help me convince them. I believe they just need a little help clearing their minds.”

Her words made me flash back to the first time she had summoned me to her office to suck her dildo. While I crawled under her desk she had told me to help her clear her mind. There was no doubt what she wanted me to do in this moment.

My eyes widened as my chest started pounding in fear. I gave her a pleading look, but her eyes returned no sympathy. They ignited with a fire that told me she was serious.

I opened my mouth to argue, but everyone was glaring at me, waiting for me to start. I couldn’t contradict my mistress in front of her guests. That would be the ultimate disobedience. But at the same time, I couldn’t fathom obeying.

“I…I...” I stammered.

“You nothing,” Sandra snapped at me. “Do not disappoint our guests, maid.”

Her tone told me there was no getting out of this. I needed to do as she said. I needed to obey. I looked around at the men and the nearest one, Kyle Holiday, rolled his chair to the side to create an opening to go underneath the table.

She really has been training me just for this moment. She knew all along that I would be doing this!

I took a deep breath and then lowered myself onto my knees. Crawling, I made my way beneath the long conference table. Once I was under, Kyle rolled his chair back, closing off my exit and positioning himself in front of me.

I guess I should start with him. He seems the most welcoming.

As I crept closer to him, he started unbuckling his belt. I helped unzip his pants then pulled them down his legs until they dropped to the floor. Staring at me was now his rock hard cock.

This is just like my training. Just imagine that it’s Sandra I’m doing this to.

I took another deep breath and exhaled as I closed my eyes. Then I went for it. My hands grabbed his knees as my body lunged forward and I felt his cock enter me.

The feeling of his dick was different than the dildos I had sucked. It was spongier. And bigger.

Kyle moaned above me as my lips pulled back and flicked his large cock head. I pushed my mouth back over it as I heard Sandra say, “Good. Now we can continue our discussion.”

As I continued moving my lips back and forth over his hard cock, I started to really feel and taste it. Despite my efforts, there was no denying what it was in my mouth. There was no pretending that I was sucking Sandra’s strap on. This was a man’s cock.

The realization instantly made me feel naughty. Here I was pleasuring a man I didn’t know. I was hidden under a table surrounded by others who were continuing their conversation as if I wasn’t even there. Once again I felt like Sandra’s sex toy. Only this time she was sharing me with someone else.

My caged dick surged to life as I stuffed my mouth with more cock, taking it deeper and beginning to hungrily lick the shaft. I was growing enamored with the feelings and building myself into a frenzy.

I couldn’t get enough. My hand grabbed the base as my mouth started moving more rapidly over the cock. I could feel the dick growing harder, the head growing bigger. Unlike the dildo, this real cock gave me feedback. It let me know that I was pleasuring it properly. The recognition only fueled my desires more.

When I felt Kyle squirm I knew I had found something he liked. My mouth started rotating over the meaty cock as it moved over it. I gave it nice long licks as I took as much of the large cock as I could in my mouth with each pass. He was writhing in his chair as I consumed his cock from under the large table.

Above me I heard a mix of chatter and moans. I knew that Sandra was using me to seal a deal. I knew that she and the other two men could look under the table and see what I was doing at any time. On any other day those thought might have terrified me. But now they only turned me on more.

Kyle was heavily turned on, too. His cock was beginning to throb in my mouth. His cock head felt swollen. Then in one large pulse, it exploded in my mouth.

I nearly gagged at the surprise hitting the back of my throat. When the second and third burst hit me I realized what was happening and managed to hold my composure and finish my task. I started tugging on his dick, helping him complete his climax as he continued to dump semen into my mouth. When it finally stopped, I knew I had satisfied both him and my mistress.

“Fuck, that was nice. You’ve found a good one this year, Sandra,” I heard Kyle groan above me.

“Yes,” Sandra chuckled. “This one I may have to keep around. She’s just so eager and enthusiastic. Always longing to please her betters.”

My heart filled with pride from the words of Sandra, but mouth was still full of cum. My eyes flashed around for somewhere to dispose of it, but stuck under the table as I was, there were no options. I swallowed it.

I began to hear the sound of another belt unbuckling as a voice shouted, “Me next! My mind needs clearing, too!”

My head followed the sounds and found a new cock looking at me from across the table. Another pair of pants began to drop as another voice rebuked, “No way! I was third last year. I’m not going last again.” With the drop of his pants, another dick presented itself to me.

“Now, now, gentlemen,” Sandra said calmly. “There’s an obvious solution to this problem.” She rolled her chair backwards and craned her head down to look at me. “Maid, take care of both of their needs. Together. Surely you can handle two at once.”


Chapter 6

Double Stuffed

I crawled over to the two sets of legs and the two cocks between that hung between them. I wasn’t yet sure how I would manage to please them both at the same time, but if Sandra ordered it, then I had to do it. I especially wanted to please her now that I had a taste for it.

My mouth went over the first cock. It was smaller than Kyle’s, but that made it a little easier to manage. I was able to take the whole dick in my mouth without gagging. The sensation gave me an increased feeling of naughtiness and pride. While I began sucking it, my hand reached over and started stroking the other cock.

It was an awkward solution, but the only one I could think of. I could feel both cocks hardening from my touches and assumed they were happy with the arrangement. But then I heard an annoyed grumbling above me. “If I wanted a hand job then I would just go to my favorite massage parlor. Do you really think you can convince me with this?” the voice said.

I quickly jumped my mouth to the other dick and started running my tongue around its head before taking it deep in my throat. My other hand moved to the other dick and began to stroke it.

“I don’t want a handjob either!” grunted the other man.

“Maid! Solve this problem. Use your training and do whatever it takes to satisfy our guests,” Sandra spat out.

I pulled myself off the cock and looked back and forth between both of them. I wasn’t sure how I could pleasure both well enough to satisfy my patrons. And then it dawned on me.

I recalled being strapped to the rack in Sandra’s basement. I recalled the fuck machines she had used on me. I recalled that she had bent me over and used one on each of my holes. My dick throbbed at the memory and instantly told me what I needed to do.

I pushed on the chair in front of me, rolling the man backwards until I could crawl out from beneath the table. As I came to stand, both of the men were glaring at me with furrowed brows as they rubbed their own dicks angrily. Sandra also had a frown on her face as she waited for me to follow through with her commands.

I looked back down at the two dicks. I knew what I needed to do and I felt a growing desire to do it. Without thinking I went for it.

I moved to Steve who had the bigger of the two cocks. I turned around and began lowering myself down onto his lap as I spread my cheeks and pulled my thong to the side. He helped hold my dress up as he guided his hard dick towards my asshole, instantly knowing what I had in mind.

I pushed myself down until his cock penetrated me. I groaned loudly as it did. I continued all the way down until I was sitting in Steve’s lap and his dick was deep inside me. My eyes then flashed to Hank’s who had an intense look of jealousy. I patted the table in front of me, instructing him on how to get his pleasure.

He kicked off his pants and sat down on the table in front of me as he spread his legs wide and presented his cock to me. I pulled on his legs to roll the chair closer and then leaned my body forward until my mouth once again found his manhood.

As I took it inside and felt myself double stuffed, I remembered the feelings from that first time with Sandra and her fuck machines. This was nothing like that. This had a completely different feeling of arousal. These dicks felt different than the dildos. And this situation was immensely hotter.

From behind me I felt Steve start thrusting his cock in my ass. It felt so raw. So good. His efforts allowed me to focus on the dick in my mouth which I began to work with my tongue.

As the cocks moved through me I felt a growing sense of pleasure from both ends. Both cocks were pleasing me mentally and physically, but in their own unique ways.

The more I felt, the more I wanted. I started bouncing on Steve’s lap, allowing his cock to better move through me. I relaxed my mouth and jaw and let it flow over Hank’s dick with each bounce, letting the wetness of my lips and tongue fuel its pleasure.

My caged dick was straining hard under my panties. It pushed hard against the cage as it tried to break free, but it couldn’t. But it did manage to slip out from my thong. Then with each thrust my little dick bounced between my legs. Feeling the chastity cage move was a reminder of what I was and who I belonged to. My eyes glanced to the side and I saw Sandra nodding at me in approval.

The men’s dicks were reacting, too. I could feel them throbbing inside me. The feelings increased my lust even more, overpowering the feelings of exhaustion that I felt. I was tired, but didn’t want to stop.

I could feel sweat dripping from my forehead as my ravenous movements continued. Each men started thrusting their dicks harder into me as I moved, fucking each of my holes simultaneously. They were each groaning loudly and soon I couldn’t resist joining the chorus of pleasure.

Then everything changed. First I felt Steve tense up before his cock burst deep inside me. I slowed my movements and sat down on his lap, allowing his cock to fill me with his seed.

In turn I shifted my full focus onto Hank. My asshole now felt fully pleasured, but my mouth was still hungry for more. I swallowed his cock greedily while he moaned.

And then his cock exploded, too.

I felt my mouth once again filling with cum as Hank pumped his load into me. He bellowed as his back arched and I continued to suck every last drop from his dick.

When I could tell he was done, I lifted my mouth off of him and turned my attention to Sandra who looked thoroughly pleased. “Very good, maid,” she said softly. “Now men, do we have a deal?”

The three relaxed men all looked at her and nodded in agreement. “Yes,” they breathed out heavily.

Sandra grinned at me. “Well done. You’ve made me even richer,” she laughed. “And you’ve proven your worth. I now think I know the perfect position for you in my company.”

“Oh?” I asked with a heavy exhale.

“You will be my closer. You will remain my sissy maid. You will continue to perform duties just as these, pleasuring whomever I need to win over. And you will do so whenever I demand it.”

I was taken aback at first, but then as I looked around at the men I had just pleased, I realized what it meant. It meant more of this. It meant more euphoria and pleasure.

“Yes, Mistress. I’m yours to do with as you wish. Forever,” I answered.

In that moment I knew my words were true. I wanted to be hers. I wanted to do whatever she commanded. I wanted to help her in any way I could.

And I would. I was her sissy maid and I would always obey.
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Blackmailed Sissy Maid

Chris has a secret, he likes to wear women’s panties under his clothes and even sometimes sneaks away to his office to wear dresses and lingerie. But what he doesn’t know is that his wife, Amy, has find out. 

When Amy confronts Chris, she forces him to reveal his stash of women’s clothing by threatening to reveal his secret to the world. But that’s not all she has planned for Chris. Seeing his secret wardrobe inspires her to make him dress up. And seeing him dressed up gives her an even better idea. To make turn him into her sissy maid.

Read the story of how Amy transforms her husband into the perfect, submissive sissy husband.

Becoming a Sissy Maid: Unlocking Hidden Desires

After allowing his marriage grow stagnant, Brad is faced with a tough decision. Wear a chastity cage or lose his relationship with his wife, Melissa. Melissa has issued him this ultimatum after years of growing unhappy in their marriage and because she believes that wearing a chastity cage will help turn Brad back into the loving, supportive man she married.

When Brad agrees, Melissa begins to give him daily chastity chores. Motivated by his desire to prove his devotion to his wife, Brad performs his chores diligently even as Melissa begins to add to his list of chastity chores. To further test his love and growing obedience, Melissa decides to tell him to dress up like a French maid for a deep cleaning of the house. When Brad not only agrees but seems eager to dress up again, Melissa understands that Brad was meant for a different life and takes it upon herself to unlock his hidden desires.

Forced to be a Sissy Maid

Paul is a nervous wreck. He’s unemployed, uninsured, and has just crashed into the car of Jade Brooks, a powerful and gorgeous woman. When she learns that he has no way to pay for the damages to his car, she is forced to take him to small claims court to collect what is due. 

But in court, Jade surprises everyone when she approaches the judge and convinces her to change her sentencing. Instead of demanding the money due to her from Paul, she allows Paul to work off his debt to her… as her sissy maid.

Paul is bewildered by the judge’s acceptance of this offer and begrudgingly accepts knowing he has no other way to pay off his debt to Jade. However, when Paul arrives at Jade’s apartment the next day, he soon discovers that the judge’s punishment was from the last he would receive. 

Jade quickly becomes a demanding and dominating master for Paula, her new sissy maid. Follow along the story of Paul, as he adapts to his new life as a sissy maid, undergoes training, and succumbs to his mistress. 
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