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It was morning, and I was dressed in my usual uniform: a black maid’s dress that clung perfectly to my body, tied with a little lacy apron, paired with black seamed lace-top stockings and 4-inch Mary Jane heels. The slight pinch of the garter straps against my thighs reminded me of my place as I moved around the kitchen, preparing breakfast. The familiar sensations of the outfit—the snug fit of the stockings, the click of my heels on the tile, the way the skirt swayed—kept me in a heightened state of submissive awareness.

I focused on the sizzling bacon, trying not to let my chastity cage distract me. It was always there, a constant presence that teased and frustrated me. Every movement reminded me of its tightness, the way it denied me even the smallest relief. The plug nestled in my back passage only added to the torment, pressing insistently with every step. It kept me on edge, helplessly aware of my body’s submission to Mistress’s control.

The sound of movement behind me startled me. I turned to see Mr. Davis standing in the doorway. His massive frame filled the entrance, his imposing presence making me feel even smaller in comparison. He was wearing a maroon terry robe, open in the front to reveal his muscular chest, and his boxers were printed with rockets and spaceships—a humorous contrast to his intimidating stature.

“Oh! Good morning, Sir!” I curtsied quickly, lowering my gaze.

Mr. Davis strode into the breakfast nook, his movements confident, almost predatory, as he took a seat at the small table. I hurried to pour him a cup of coffee, the nervous flutter in my stomach intensifying. I placed the cup in front of him, curtsied again, and stepped back, standing at attention to see if he needed anything else.

He looked at me with a smirk, then flicked his fingers toward the floor. My stomach dropped, and heat flushed through my body as I obeyed immediately, dropping to my knees beside him. The position was second nature to me by now, but the humiliation still burned in the best way.

Mr. Davis extended his foot toward me, tapping it lightly. My heart raced as I leaned forward, my lips pressing against the fabric of his slipper. I kissed each toe slowly, methodically, the act both degrading and strangely fulfilling.

“Jack, stop playing with the help,” Mistress Megan’s voice cut through the room, cool and commanding. She entered gracefully, her lavender silk robe clinging to her curves, the matching teddy underneath leaving little to the imagination. She radiated control, her every movement deliberate.

“She needs to finish making breakfast,” she continued as she leaned over me, planting a kiss on Mr. Davis’s head.

“Just keeping her on her toes,” he replied with a chuckle, glancing down at me. “Or on my toes, at least. Hmm?” He pulled his foot away, his smirk widening.

“Maid, get your Mistress some coffee,” he said, his tone dismissive.

“Yes Master; Good morning, Mistress,” I said as I stood and curtsied deeply. My cheeks burned with embarrassment as I quickly fetched another cup and poured the coffee.

“Good morning, my pet,” Mistress said, her voice soft but laced with that teasing edge that always unraveled me. She cocked her head, her lips curving into a knowing smile. “How is your little clitty doing today?”

Her words sent a jolt of arousal and shame through me, my chastity cage tightening painfully in response. The relentless plug shifted slightly as I adjusted my stance, adding to my frustration. “Oh! Mistress! Please!” I whimpered, struggling to keep my composure as I placed the coffee in front of her.

Mr. Davis roared with laughter. “I love how you do that to her!”

Mistress grinned, her gaze locked on me. “Princess, you need to finish breakfast.”

“Yes, Mistress!” I curtsied and returned to the stove, focusing on the eggs, bacon, toast, and bagels I had been preparing. The heat from the stove combined with the heat coursing through my body left me feeling lightheaded. Every movement of my hips reminded me of the tight confines of my cage and the unrelenting fullness of the plug. It was maddening and exhilarating all at once.

Once everything was ready, I served their breakfast, carefully placing the plates and stepping back to stand at attention.

Mr. Davis leaned back, his eyes sweeping over Mistress with open admiration. “You look so good right now. How about after we eat, I take you back upstairs?”

Mistress set down her fork, feigning exasperation. “Oh my God, you are insatiable! I’m still sore from what you did to me last night. How about instead you get some Breakfast joy?”

Her gaze shifted to me, her smile turning wicked. “Nikky, give Jack some joy.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I curtsied deeply before sinking to my knees and crawling under the table.

As I reached for Mr. Davis’s boxers, the familiar thrill of submission coursed through me. I freed his cock, marveling at its size and girth as I took him into my mouth. Mistress’s training kicked in, and I began slowly, licking and sucking with deliberate care. Joy was all about prolonging the pleasure, keeping it slow and steady to build the anticipation.

Every sound he made—every low groan, every sharp inhale—fueled my efforts. His hand rested on the back of my head, a wordless signal of approval. The weight of him on my tongue, the taste of his arousal, sent waves of shame and satisfaction crashing over me. I was completely lost in the act, my cage throbbing in cruel denial.

Mistress laughed softly from above. “Look at her, Jack. Isn’t she such a good little sissy?”

“The best,” Mr. Davis murmured, his hips beginning to rock slightly.

After what felt like an eternity of slow, steady attention, he tapped my head, signaling me to finish him off. I shifted, taking him deeper, my tongue working furiously as I brought him to the edge. With a deep groan, his cock pulsed, and his release filled my mouth. I swallowed every drop, savoring the salty taste before cleaning him thoroughly and tucking him back into his boxers.

“Come on out of there and clean up these dishes, honey pie,” Mistress said casually.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, crawling out from under the table. I began gathering the plates, but her sharp voice stopped me.

“Nikky! Put those down and step back!” Mistress’s voice was sharp, cutting through my focus.

I froze mid-motion, carefully setting the plates back down on the table before stepping back, unsure of what I had done wrong. My heart raced as I stood there, fidgeting slightly under Mistress’s intense gaze.

“What the hell is that on your knees?” she demanded, pointing at my legs.

I looked down, horrified to see two dirt smudges staining the knees of my stockings. The spots were small but glaringly obvious, a clear sign of my negligence.

“When was the last time you cleaned this floor?” she asked, her tone dangerously calm, the kind that made my stomach knot.

“I-I don’t know, Mistress. A couple of days?” I stammered, my voice trembling.

Her expression hardened, her piercing eyes locking onto mine. “What is your job here?”

“I’m the maid, Mistress,” I whispered, barely able to meet her gaze.

“That’s right, you little slut! And what does being a maid entail?”

“Serving and keeping things clean, Mistress,” I replied, my voice cracking under the weight of her disapproval.

“And how does it look on me to have a dirty house, maid?” she continued, her voice dripping with disdain.

“No, Mistress! I’m sorry, Mistress!” I shifted nervously from one high-heeled foot to the other, unable to contain my fidgeting.

“Stop fidgeting!” she snapped. “Do you think you can just prance around here in your pretties and neglect your duties?”

“No, Mistress! I’m sorry, Mistress!” I said quickly, trying to suppress the growing panic that bubbled in my chest.

Mistress stood abruptly, her presence towering over me. “You have one hour to clean this kitchen, scrub this floor, change those stockings, and report to me. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress! I’m so sorry, Mistress!” I could barely keep my voice steady as I trembled under the weight of her wrath.

“One hour,” she said firmly, turning on her heel and striding out of the room. Her lavender silk robe swished around her as she exited, her dominance leaving the air charged with tension.

Mr. Davis followed her out, pausing in the doorway to glance back at me with a teasing grin. “Ooooh, trouble,” he said mockingly before disappearing after her.

The sound of their footsteps faded, leaving me alone in the kitchen with my racing thoughts and a rising sense of urgency.

I frantically began cleaning the dishes and cookware, my hands trembling with urgency. Every clatter of a plate seemed louder in my ears as I worked, terrified of failing Mistress again. It only took about fifteen minutes to finish the dishes, but I knew Mistress wouldn’t accept anything less than perfection. Mopping the floor wouldn’t suffice—I had to scrub.

Dropping to my hands and knees, I filled the bucket with soapy water and grabbed the stiff-bristled brush. The cool tile pressed into my knees as I worked furiously, each scrape of the brush across the floor a reminder of my failure. My plug shifted uncomfortably with every movement, heightening the humiliation of the task. The cage around my clitty throbbed a cruel reminder of my state, keeping me aroused and frustrated as I scrubbed.

After thoroughly brushing the floor, I went over it with a clean mop to ensure it gleamed. By the time I was finished, my arms ached, and my stockings were damp from the water that had splashed up during my frantic cleaning.

As I was putting the cleaning materials away, Mistress Megan entered the room. She had changed into a halter top that hugged her torso and yoga pants that showed off her curves. Her commanding presence filled the space as she glanced at my work.

“I’ll be in the study. You will be wearing your 6-inch heels with the locking straps,” she said curtly before turning and walking out. Her tone left no room for questions, and she didn’t wait for a reply or curtsy.

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered to the empty room, my heart racing as I hurried to the maid’s quarters to change.

Once there, I carefully peeled off my dirty stockings and selected a fresh pair. The silky material slid up my legs. I smoothed them up my thighs, feeling the comforting snap of the garter straps as I clipped them into place. My hands were shaking, and I had to slow my breathing to avoid tearing them. The familiar snugness of the stockings was comforting, but the thought of what awaited me was anything but.

I sat down to swap my shoes, removing the 4-inch heels I’d grown accustomed to and slipping on the daunting 6-inch stilettos. The locking straps clicked into place around my ankles, securing them tightly. My feet were already aching as I stood, the sharp angle forcing me to adjust my balance.

With no time to spare, I hurried toward the study, the higher heels making my steps cautious but swift. I barely made it in time, arriving just as Mistress Megan settled herself into her chair.

I gave her my deepest curtsy and stood silently, my head bowed, waiting for her command. She studied me with an inscrutable expression, her sharp gaze making my stomach twist with nerves.

“Jack!” Mistress called out suddenly.

Mr. Davis entered the room, carrying leather wrist and ankle cuffs and a wide leather punishment belt. My breath hitched at the sight of them, my body tensing in anticipation.

Without a word, he began fastening the cuffs onto my wrists and ankles. His hands were firm but efficient as he secured the belt around my waist. The D-rings on the belt gleamed under the light, a reminder of my helplessness. Mr. Davis clipped the wrist cuffs to the D-rings on the back of the belt, pulling my arms behind me. A short, four-inch chain connected my ankle cuffs, forcing my steps into tiny, shuffling movements.

“You know what this means, don’t you, Nikky?” Mistress asked, her voice smooth and measured as she lounged languidly in her chair.

Shaking with fear, I replied, “Yes, Mistress.” This wasn’t going to be a simple correction or paddling. This was punishment.

Mr. Davis grabbed my arm and bent me over the arm of the couch, my breath coming in panicked gasps.

“Please, Mistress! I’m sorry, Mistress!” I whimpered, unable to stop the words from spilling out.

Mistress stood, picking up a leather strap as she approached. She leaned down, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, “You will be silent, or I will gag you.” Her voice was calm, almost soothing, which made it all the more terrifying.

I bit my lip to stifle my sobs, trembling as I waited for the first strike.

Mistress yanked up my skirt and pulled my panties down roughly, leaving me exposed. The first blow landed with a sharp crack, forcing a squeal out of me despite my efforts to stay quiet. The sting radiated across my skin, and I instinctively tried to wriggle away, but Mistress grabbed my arms, holding me in place.

The strap came down again and again, each strike sending a searing pain through my body. My mind spiraled, overwhelmed by the heat and humiliation. I lost count at fifteen as the blows blurred together. My tears streamed freely, my cries muffled against the couch.

Finally, Mistress paused. “That was twenty-two. Do you know why I stopped at twenty-two?” she asked, her tone as sharp as the strap she held.

I struggled to form words, my voice barely a whisper. “N-No, Mistress.”

She set the strap down and leaned closer, her presence overwhelming. “Because that is the number I chose. Do you understand why?”

It took a moment for my fogged mind to grasp her words. “Um, to show that you are in control, Mistress?”

“Was that a question?” Her voice snapped like a whip.

“No, Mistress! You are in control, Mistress!” I sobbed, my body trembling with the effort to stay still.

Mistress nodded to Mr. Davis, who grabbed me and positioned me in the corner. “Stay there until I come to get you,” Mistress ordered, her voice cold and final.

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered, my words almost inaudible as I stood there, my face to the wall, my body aching.

I lost track of time as I stood in the corner, my knees weak from the heels, my bottom burning from the punishment. The silence was suffocating, my only company the sting of humiliation and the weight of the punishment belt holding me in place.

Eventually, Mistress returned, her voice breaking the oppressive quiet. “You can come out now.”

I shuffled out of the corner, my head bowed and turned to face her. She took my arm and guided me back over the couch, her touch unexpectedly gentle.

She picked up a bottle of aloe cream and began applying it to my sore, inflamed cheeks. The coolness of the cream was a stark contrast to the heat of the punishment, soothing my skin even as my shame deepened.

Mistress examined my nails, clicking her tongue in disapproval. “You know, I was planning on taking us both for manicures today. It’s a shame you had to screw that up.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress. I’ll be good from now on, Mistress,” I choked out.

“Oh, I know you will,” she replied with a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes.

She removed the cuffs and belt, her movements deliberate. “Go take that silly uniform off, but keep the stockings and heels on. You are going to change into your drab, gray scullery maid uniform. For the next week, you will clean this house from top to bottom. I don’t want to hear a peep out of you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I sobbed, the weight of her words crushing me as I hurried to the maid’s quarters to change.

The week that followed was pure torture. Mistress didn’t beat me or humiliate me further. She didn’t even acknowledge me. She simply ignored me, letting me work in silence. The absence of her attention, her commands, her praise—it was unbearable.

I rushed to the maid’s quarters, my heels clicking loudly against the floor as I moved. My heart pounded in my chest, the humiliation of being reduced to a scullery maid fueling my sense of submission. I opened the small closet and pulled out the drab uniform Mistress had ordered me to wear. The gray dress was simple, with plain gray buttons running down the front, falling below my knees. It was stiff and unflattering, a far cry from the pretty black dress I usually wore. I added the plain cotton slip underneath, the fabric scratching against my skin in stark contrast to the soft silks I loved.

I carefully tied a wide black cotton apron around my waist, its length further emphasizing the drudgery of my new role. My maid’s cap was replaced with a dull gray headscarf, which I wrapped tightly over my hair, securing it in place. The transformation was complete, and the reflection staring back at me in the mirror looked as plain and insignificant as I felt.

I took a deep breath and tried to steady my trembling hands. My clitty strained futilely against its cage, a cruel reminder of my denied arousal. The higher heels were already making my feet ache, and I knew Mistress had no intention of granting me any relief.

I stepped out of the maid’s quarters and quietly entered the main house, only to find Mistress Megan waiting for me. Her piercing gaze sent a shiver down my spine. I immediately curtsied deeply and waited for her to speak.

Mistress walked up to me with a commanding presence, her expression unreadable. Without a word, she tilted her head slightly, giving me a look I knew all too well. I dropped to my knees instantly, bowing my head in submission.

Her index finger lightly touched the top of my head, a subtle gesture that guided me to look down at the floor. My heart raced as I obeyed, knowing this conversation would determine the severity of my punishment.

“These are going to be the rules for this week, maid,” Mistress began, her voice cold and authoritative.

I started to speak, but she cut me off sharply. “There will be no talking.”

Her words hit me like a slap, and I stared down at her feet, feeling a lump form in my throat.

“Your job is to clean and do laundry. I don’t want you stopping to curtsy when we walk into a room. That rule is suspended. You don’t even acknowledge us. You keep cleaning unless we talk to you,” she stated firmly. “You will keep to your diet. Other than that, from the time you get up to the time you go to bed, you will be cleaning. And if you completely clean the house before the week is up, you start over. Do you understand?”

My throat tightened, but I managed to nod silently.

“And there will be no blow jobs, no oral service, and no sissygasms for you. You got that?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said shakily, my voice barely audible.

I hesitated before asking timidly, “Uh, Mistress?”

“What?” she snapped impatiently.

“Do I still have to wear these heels, Mistress?” I asked, staring intently at her feet, unable to meet her gaze.

“Yes, you need to get used to them. I expect you will be on your knees half the time anyway,” she replied, her tone dismissive.

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered, my cheeks burning with shame.

“Do you have any other questions, maid?” she asked, her voice sharp.

“No, Mistress,” I replied quickly, not wanting to provoke her further.

“Good,” she said curtly, her voice softening only slightly. She stepped closer and placed her finger under my chin, lifting my head so I was forced to meet her eyes. “The first thing you need to clean is that mess all over your face. Scullery maids don’t get to wear makeup.”

Her words stung deeply, and I felt my heart sink as I nodded. “Y-yes, Mistress,” I stammered, the humiliation overwhelming.

The days that followed were grueling. From dawn to dusk, I cleaned every corner of the house. My plug shifted with every movement, a constant reminder of my submission. The high heels made my feet ache unbearably, but Mistress’s strict rules left no room for complaint.

Mistress and Mr. Davis either cooked for themselves, leaving me to clean up their mess, or they went out, their absence amplifying my loneliness. The lack of Mistress’s attention felt like a punishment all its own.

One day, while scrubbing the dining room floor with a brush and vinegar wash, I heard muffled voices in the other room. The tone of their conversation grew louder, catching my attention.

“Don’t tell me how to control my sissy!” Mistress’s raised voice cut through the silence.

“I’m just saying this seems a bit harsh,” Mr. Davis replied, his tone calmer but firm.

Suddenly, Mistress burst into the room, Mr. Davis following closely behind. “Sissy, stand up!” she commanded.

I scrambled to my feet, quickly curtsying and keeping my head down.

“Sissy, do you have a safe word?” Mistress asked, crossing her arms as she stared at me.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied softly, my voice trembling.

“Have you used your safe word?” she pressed.

“No, Mistress,” I said quickly, my heart pounding in my chest.

Mistress turned to Mr. Davis with a triumphant look. He raised his hands in surrender.

“Get back to work,” Mistress ordered, her tone clipped.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, curtsying before dropping back to my knees to continue scrubbing. My body ached, but I pushed through the pain, desperate to please her.

After a grueling week, the house was spotless. At least, I hoped it would meet Mistress’s high standards. I was scrubbing the last section of the kitchen floor when Mistress walked in. She wore tight jeans that accentuated her figure and a pink T-shirt. Her ponytail swayed as she looked around the room.

“When you finish that, come see me,” she said simply before walking out.

I finished scrubbing the floor and went over it with a clean mop. After putting away the cleaning supplies, I went to find Mistress.

She was sitting in the living room, flipping through a magazine. I curtsied and stood silently, waiting for her to acknowledge me. The seconds stretched into minutes as she continued reading, her deliberate lack of attention keeping me on edge.

Mistress set the magazine aside and crossed her legs, her sharp eyes locking onto mine. Her gaze alone was enough to send a ripple of nervous excitement through me, making my chest tighten and my knees wobble slightly in my heels.

“How has your week been, Pet?” she asked, her voice calm but commanding.

“It was very hard, Mistress. I’m sorr—” I started to say, but she held up a finger, silencing me instantly.

“Well, it wasn’t meant to be light duty, was it?” she said pointedly, her tone leaving no room for argument.

“No, Mistress,” I replied quickly, keeping my eyes lowered.

“Do you understand the importance of keeping a clean house?” she asked, leaning forward slightly.

“Yes, Mistress,” I answered, my cheeks burning as the memories of the week’s relentless work replayed in my mind. The ache in my legs from the heels, the sting in my knees from hours spent scrubbing, and the dull humiliation of being ignored all week still lingered.

“Do you understand that you are not just some decoration and that you serve at my pleasure?” she pressed, her voice firm and unwavering.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, the weight of her words sinking deep into me.

Mistress sat back in her chair, her posture relaxed, but her presence was still overwhelming. “I have to say, you performed your work diligently and without complaint. You did quite well.”

The tension that had been coiled in my shoulders for days was released instantly. A wave of relief washed over me, and I couldn’t help the small smile that formed on my lips. “Thank you, Mistress,” I said softly, my voice filled with gratitude.

Her expression softened slightly. “How do the shoes feel?”

“They are more comfortable now, Mistress, but I’m not sure I can wear them all the time,” I admitted, hesitating before quickly adding, “Unless you want me to, Mistress!”

Mistress smirked, her lips curling in that way that always made my stomach flip. “No, I don’t think I need to force them on you, but you still need to work up to them. How does three days a week sound for now?”

“I can do that, I think, Mistress,” I said, my voice steady despite the throb in my calves from the heels I was currently wearing.

“You will let me know if that is too much?” she asked, her tone softening ever so slightly, a rare glimpse of care beneath her commanding demeanor.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied quickly, eager to assure her.

“Okay,” she said, her tone signaling the end of my punishment. “As of now, your sentence is over. You can get out of that uniform. Put on some ‘going out’ clothes and only light makeup. We have a salon appointment.”

“Yes, Mistress! Thank you, Mistress!” I said, unable to contain the joy that bubbled up inside me. The words felt like a release, a validation of the grueling week I had endured.

Practically skipping to the maid’s quarters, I felt a rush of giddiness that was both thrilling and humiliating. The thought of shedding the gray scullery uniform filled me with relief, though the idea of dressing up and going out immediately reignited the nervous flutter in my stomach.

I entered the quarters and carefully removed the drab dress and headscarf, folding them neatly and placing them on the shelf. The fabric felt heavy in my hands, a reminder of the punishment I had just completed.

Pulling out a pair of slim black slacks and a soft pink blouse, I felt a flicker of excitement. The outfit was casual yet feminine, and I savored the thought of looking presentable again. My stockings stayed in place, their silky texture a small comfort as I slid into a pair of modest black pumps.

At the vanity, I applied a touch of foundation and mascara, keeping the look understated as Mistress had instructed. The process of applying makeup felt like a gift after the week of bare-faced submission, though the lack of dramatic eyeliner and bold lipstick left me feeling incomplete.

I took a deep breath and looked at my reflection. I wasn’t fully back to my usual self, but the shift from scullery maid to something more polished sent a shiver of gratitude through me.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I whispered to myself before hurrying back to the living room, my heels clicking softly against the floor.

I rushed into the maid’s quarters, desperate to escape the dreadful scullery maid uniform. The dull fabric clung to me in all the wrong ways, a constant reminder of my punishment. Without a second thought, I yanked it off and threw it into the corner. The freedom of shedding that horrible outfit was short-lived, though. Mistress’s voice echoed in my head, reminding me of her standards. I retrieved the discarded uniform and carefully placed it in the hamper, knowing she would expect nothing less.

My heart raced as I turned to the wardrobe, ready to embrace something feminine and beautiful again. I picked out a cream-colored lace bra and panty set, feeling a thrill as the delicate fabric slid over my skin. It hugged me in all the right places, replacing the utilitarian cotton I’d been forced to endure. I carefully placed my breast forms into the cups of the bra, adjusting them until they sat perfectly, their weight adding to my sense of femininity.

I peeled off the old stockings, their drabness only adding to the relief I felt when I slipped into fresh, sheer nude stay-ups. The silky material clung to my legs, the lace tops snug against my thighs. My breathing slowed as I adjusted the seams, ensuring they were straight.

Next, I stepped into a pair of light blue, 4-inch heeled open-toe sandals. The gentle curve of the arch was a welcome change from the punishing 6-inch stilettos. I let out a soft sigh of relief as the shoes cradled my feet, their elegance reminding me of the pleasure of looking and feeling beautiful.

For my outfit, I chose a light blue chiffon A-line dress adorned with a delicate floral print. The fabric was soft and flowed effortlessly as I moved, brushing against my legs in a way that made me feel graceful and feminine. The hem just kissed my knees, teasing without revealing, and the lightness of the material felt like freedom after the weight of my punishment uniform.

I sat at the vanity and brushed out my blonde wig, the soft strands slipping through my fingers. My natural hair had grown out considerably, but it still wasn’t long enough to wear on its own. The thought of extensions made my heart flutter, and I carefully placed the wig over my brown hair, adjusting it until it sat perfectly.

For makeup, I applied just a touch of mascara to make my eyes pop and added a layer of pink lip gloss to give my lips a soft, glossy finish. The simplicity of the look made me feel fresh and pretty, a marked contrast to the bare-faced submission I’d endured during the week.

To complete the look, I clasped my favorite locket necklace around my neck, the small picture of Mistress inside resting against my chest. It was a comforting weight, a constant reminder of who I served. A pair of gold button post earrings added a subtle touch of sophistication, perfectly complementing the outfit.

I grabbed a small light pink purse for my ID and makeup and took one last look in the mirror. The reflection staring back at me was a vision of femininity, and I felt a surge of pride and gratitude. Mistress had given me the opportunity to reclaim this part of myself, and I would not disappoint her.

I descended the stairs to meet Mistress, my heels clicking softly against the floor. When I entered the room, my breath caught in my throat. Mistress had changed into a pastel-colored dress similar to mine, her 6-inch white sandals accentuating her statuesque figure. Her pearl necklace gleamed against her flawless skin, and her hair fell in soft waves around her shoulders. She was breathtaking.

My chastity cage throbbed painfully, straining against its confines as I stood there, unable to tear my eyes away.

“Look at you, Muffin!” Mistress said, her voice light and teasing. “You’ll be turning heads all day!”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I whispered, though I doubted anyone would notice me next to her. She exuded elegance, power, and beauty—everything I aspired to be but knew I could never match.

We arrived at the salon, where Mistress’s commanding presence immediately filled the room.

“Veronica!” she called out cheerfully.

Mrs. Mendez, the salon’s proprietor, emerged from behind the counter with a warm smile. Her matronly figure and confident demeanor always made me feel at ease. Mrs. Mendez had been an integral part of my journey, one of the few people outside of our household who knew the truth about my sissy maid status and the dynamics of my relationship with Mistress Megan. She had been there from the very beginning, offering her expertise and guidance during my transformation. From helping me learn proper skincare routines to selecting the right wigs and makeup, Mrs. Mendez had played a crucial role in shaping the feminine image I now presented to the world. Her warmth and understanding had always made me feel safe, even during the more humiliating parts of the process, and I couldn’t help but feel a mix of gratitude and vulnerability whenever I was in her presence.

“Megan! It’s so good to see you!” she said, embracing Mistress before turning to me. “Nikky! You are a vision!”

A blush spread across my cheeks, and I looked down, feeling both flattered and bashful. “Thank you, Ma’am,” I said softly.

Mrs. Mendez checked her tablet. “Let’s see... Megan, you’re here for a mani-pedi, and Nikky is here for... oh my gosh, the works!” She grinned. “Mani-pedi, regular waxing, makeup, and... do you think her hair is long enough for extensions?”

Mistress tilted her head, considering me. “I think so, but you’ll need to check,” she said.

Mrs. Mendez gestured to a chair. “Come have a seat, Nikky. Let’s take a look.”

I sat down, my heart racing as she gently removed my wig.

“Oh yes!” she exclaimed. “Plenty to work with. How long do you want it?”

Mistress didn’t hesitate. “Past her shoulders, tight curls, platinum blonde.”

Mrs. Mendez clapped her hands. “I love it! Let’s get her waxed first while we gather the materials. Nikky, Mira is waiting in the back for you.”

I walked to the back, my heart pounding in anticipation. Miss Mira, a petite Asian woman with striking brown eyes and full lips, greeted me with a mischievous grin. Her presence always left me flustered.

“Hey, Nikky! Take those fucking clothes off and put your ass on this table!” she said cheerfully, patting the waxing table.

“Yes, Ma’am,” I replied, feeling my cheeks burn as I began to undress.

I stripped off my clothes and laid down on the waxing table, my body exposed and vulnerable. Miss Mira stood over me, her sharp eyes scanning me with a teasing grin.

“Shit! When was your last waxing, you sexy pie?” she asked, her voice full of playful mockery.

“I think it was about a month ago, Miss,” I replied softly, my cheeks flushing under her scrutiny.

“Holy crap, I think this waxing process is working for you! I barely see any stubble. Shit girl, you make my job easy!” she said, shaking her head in mock disbelief as she prepped her materials.

Her casual teasing made me feel both embarrassed and oddly appreciated. Miss Mira always had a way of turning what should have been an uncomfortable moment into something... electrifying.

She got to work, her movements brisk and efficient as she spread the warm wax over my skin. “Damn, when are you gonna get them titties, girl?” she asked, not missing a beat as she pressed the first strip into place.

“Miss Megan hasn’t said yet, Miss,” I admitted, feeling a familiar tightness in my chastity cage as her hands moved over me.

“What size are you gonna get? You gonna get you some of them huge bazoongas?” she joked, yanking the strip off with a sharp tug that made me squirm.

“I think she’s thinking about C cups,” I replied, wincing slightly. “That’s the size forms I wear.”

“Fuck that! You need huge headlights. People need to see you coming!” she exclaimed, bursting into laughter. Her boldness was contagious, and I found myself laughing too, even as the sting of the waxing lingered on my skin.

As she moved to the more sensitive areas, her hands slowed, her touch deliberate. The heat of the wax and the precision of her movements made my cage throb painfully, the dull ache of denied arousal growing unbearable.

“Oh damn, does that little cage get all tight when I do this? Bet it drives you crazy, huh?” she teased, smirking as she applied the wax strip.

“Yes, Miss. It does,” I admitted, my voice shaky as I tried to suppress a moan.

“Shit, girl, you’re a fucking glutton for punishment,” she said, laughing as she ripped off another strip. “And here I thought my job was tough. Watching you squirm every time is the highlight of my day.”

Her words, combined with the sensations, left me feeling utterly exposed and humiliated, but I couldn’t deny the thrill that coursed through me.

After finishing the waxing, she handed me a robe and some slippers. “Get your cute ass out there and get them to make you pretty!” she said with a cheeky grin. “Tell them I’ll kick their asses if you ain’t supermodel gorgeous!”

“Yes, Miss. Thank you, Miss!” I said, scurrying out of the room, my cheeks burning as her laughter followed me.

When I entered the main salon area, my eyes were immediately drawn to the station where I would sit. The mirror was covered with a silky drape, adding an air of anticipation to the process.

Mrs. Mendez spotted me and smiled warmly. “Nikky, we’ve decided to keep the mirror covered so we can have a big reveal at the end. We want you to see the full transformation all at once,” she said.

My heart fluttered with excitement and nervousness. “Thank you, Ma’am. That sounds wonderful,” I replied, feeling a mixture of gratitude and trepidation.

Mrs. Mendez led me to the chair and gestured for me to sit. “Now, let’s get started on that hair. You’re going to look absolutely stunning by the time we’re done,” she said confidently.

I settled into the chair, the sense of anticipation building as the salon team gathered around. The air buzzed with energy, and I couldn’t help but feel like the center of attention—a mix of pride and bashfulness washing over me.

Mrs. Mendez began sectioning my hair with expert precision, preparing it for the extensions. She worked with practiced ease, her hands moving swiftly as she explained each step. “We’re going to give you long, luscious curls that will fall beautifully past your shoulders, just as Megan requested,” she said.

As Mrs. Mendez worked, Mr. Mira, Miss Mira’s brother and the nail technician, took my hands. “Let’s get these claws looking fabulous, Nikky,” he said with a smirk, holding my fingers gently as he began shaping my nails. He chose a deep, glossy red for the polish, finishing with elegant French tips that made my hands look feminine and striking.

Meanwhile, another stylist began working on my makeup. The brushstrokes across my skin felt like magic, transforming me with every pass. She used long-wear and waterproof products, blending a light foundation to create a flawless base. A soft shimmer of eyeshadow and a precise flick of eyeliner made my eyes pop, while a bold red lipstick brought a touch of glamour to my look.

Mrs. Mendez moved seamlessly through the next steps, carefully applying platinum blonde extensions to my hair. Each piece was bonded meticulously, blending flawlessly with my natural hair. The tight curls framed my face perfectly, cascading past my shoulders in a way that felt both luxurious and transformative.

When the dye was applied, the platinum blonde shade brought a new level of vibrancy to the look. Mrs. Mendez rinsed and conditioned my hair with care, her skilled hands ensuring the curls remained soft and bouncy.

The process was long and intricate, but the team’s excitement and energy kept me engaged. Every touch, every adjustment, reminded me of my submission and how deeply this transformation connected to my role.

Finally, with the styling complete and the makeup perfectly applied, the salon team stepped back, admiring their work with satisfied smiles. Mrs. Mendez walked over, her hands poised dramatically at the edges of the silky drape covering the mirror. With a flourish, she pulled it away, revealing my reflection.

“What do you think, Nikky? You look absolutely gorgeous!” Mrs. Mendez exclaimed, her pride evident.

I stared at the mirror, momentarily frozen. The woman looking back at me was unrecognizable. My platinum blonde curls framed my face in tight, cascading waves that shimmered under the salon lights. The makeup was flawless, enhancing every feature—my eyes looked larger, my cheekbones sharper, my lips fuller. I felt feminine and, for the first time in a long while, undeniably beautiful. My heart raced as a mix of disbelief and joy swelled within me.

“T-Thank you, Mrs. Mendez,” I stammered, my voice trembling with emotion as tears welled up in my eyes. “Thank you so much.”

Mrs. Mendez smiled warmly. “You earned it, Nikky. Now go on back and get dressed so we can show the whole package to Megan.”

Still dazed, I walked to the back room where Miss Mira was waiting. Her eyes widened the moment she saw me.

“Holy shit! Who is this new lady?” she exclaimed, her voice full of mock awe. “Damn, I guess those bitches up front were saved from another ass-kicking. You are gorgeous !”

Her blunt praise sent a thrill of pride through me, even as my cheeks flushed. “Thank you, Miss Mira,” I said, trying not to let the emotions overwhelm me as I began getting dressed.

I chose a light pink blouse and a black skirt with a delicate lace hem that stopped just above my knees. The outfit was simple yet elegant, perfectly complementing my new look. My stockings slid smoothly back into place, and I stepped into a pair of modest black heels that clicked softly as I walked out to the main salon area.

Mistress was standing there, her posture relaxed, her expression neutral—until she saw me. Her eyes widened, and a look of shock gave way to sheer delight.

“Oh my God! You look amazing, my sweet!” she said, stepping forward to take in every detail.

“Thank you, Miss Megan,” I replied, my voice soft as I tried to contain the overwhelming mix of pride, gratitude, and nervousness.

Mistress led me to a full-body mirror, standing behind me with her hands on my shoulders. My reflection took my breath away again. The feminine curves of my dress, the shimmering blonde curls, the flawless makeup—everything was perfect. My chastity cage throbbed painfully as I took in the sight of myself, the tension reminding me of my place and the reason for my transformation.

Mistress paid the bill, and we walked out to her car. I slid into the passenger seat and waited for her to join me. As soon as she sat down, I grabbed her hand and pulled it to my lips, kissing it fervently.

“I love you, Mistress,” I said, my voice thick with emotion.

Mistress smiled softly, her fingers running through my curls as she looked at me with pride. “I love you too, Sweet Pea,” she said, her voice tender.

She started the car. “I’m hungry. Let’s go eat.”

We arrived at an upscale restaurant, and as always, Mistress drew the attention of nearly everyone in the room. Heads turned to admire her graceful presence, but to my surprise, I caught a few lingering glances directed at me as well. The attention sent a mix of pride and anxiety coursing through me, my chastity throbbing in its confinement.

Mistress ordered a steak for herself and a salad for me, her choices reinforcing our dynamic even in the simplest of actions. I nibbled at the salad, trying to ignore the nervous energy building inside me.

My heart nearly stopped when Ms. Sloan walked in. She looked stunning in a form-fitting purple blouse and a leather skirt that showcased her long, shapely legs. Her stiletto heels clicked confidently against the floor as she approached our table.

“Megan! It’s so good to see you!” she said warmly, leaning in to hug Mistress and exchange air kisses.

“Ava, you look amazing!” Mistress replied, her tone genuine. They stood side by side, their elegance commanding the room. Looking at them together, I couldn’t help but think they resembled sisters. The realization sent a pang of jealousy and admiration through me.

Ms. Sloan’s gaze shifted to me, and I felt myself shrink slightly under her scrutiny. “Nikky? Wow, you look amazing! I didn’t recognize you without your, um, face cover,” she said, her tone playful but with an edge of curiosity. “It was very interesting having her serve us that night,” she added, turning back to Mistress.

“Hello, Ma’am,” I said quietly, my voice barely above a whisper. My hands trembled as I fought to maintain composure.

Ms. Sloan’s eyes lingered on me for a moment before she turned back to Mistress. “I understand you two have a ‘special’ relationship. How does that work with you and Niko?”

Mistress smiled, her confidence unshaken. “It works very well. In fact, Niko and Nikky are inseparable,” she said with a knowing glance in my direction.

“Well, okay!” Ms. Sloan replied, seemingly satisfied with the answer. “You guys have fun. I have to go meet some friends.”

They exchanged air kisses again, and Ms. Sloan walked off, her heels clicking against the floor.

Mistress turned back to me, her expression firm. “Calm down, Pet, and eat your dinner,” she said, pulling out her phone and making a brief call.

I tried to focus on my salad, but my hands shook, and I could barely swallow. The tension was almost unbearable.

After paying the bill, Mistress stood and motioned for me to follow. “C’mon, Pumpkin. Time to go.”

I followed her out to the car, my heart still racing as I replayed the encounter with Ms. Sloan in my head. Mistress drove through town, her confidence radiating in the way she held the wheel.

I didn’t realize where we were until we pulled up in front of Mr. Davis’s house.

“Mistress?” I asked hesitantly, my voice shaky.

Mistress turned to me with a sly smile. “Let’s go, Nikky. I want to show you off.”

Mr. Davis opened the door, his eyes widening as he took in my appearance. “Whoa! Nikky? Is that you?”

“Hello, Sir,” I said softly, stepping inside alongside Mistress.

Mr. Davis’s gaze lingered, and then he turned to Mistress. “I guess this means her punishment is over? What was that about?”

Mistress glanced at me with a knowing smile. “She needed a reminder of her place and duties. But she handled her punishment with grace, so I decided to give her a treat. Don’t you love her new hair?”

“It’s gorgeous!” he said, his voice full of admiration. “You know I love that style.” He reached out, running his fingers through my freshly styled platinum curls. “That is so hot!”

The touch sent a shiver down my spine. My chastity cage throbbed relentlessly, the ache was almost unbearable. I looked at Mistress with a pleading expression, silently begging for permission.

“Go ahead, Princess,” she said with a smirk, giving her consent.

I turned to Mr. Davis, reaching for his belt with trembling hands. “Please, Sir, may I?” I asked, my voice almost a whisper.

He nodded, and I dropped to my knees without hesitation. His pants came down, revealing his cock, soft but teasingly inviting. I kissed and licked it, worshiping him, feeling a wave of relief and joy as he hardened under my attention. When he was fully erect, I took him into my mouth, savoring the warmth and weight of him. Each motion brought a sense of purpose and fulfillment, a soothing balm to the ache of my chastity.

After a few minutes, he gently pulled me off. “Get that dress and panties off and go to the bedroom,” he commanded.

“Yes, Sir,” I replied, my voice quivering with excitement. I hurried to the bedroom, stripping as I went, and positioned myself on the bed, hands, and knees, ready and waiting.

Mr. Davis followed, his eyes dark with desire. He moved me onto my back effortlessly, positioning himself between my legs. My heels rested on his shoulders as he pulled out my plug and replaced it with his cock in one swift motion.

I gasped, the fullness overwhelming. “Oh God!” I cried out as he began to move. His thrusts were deep, deliberate, and consuming. My body betrayed me almost instantly, a wave of pleasure coursing through me as my release bubbled out from my chastity cage.

“Yes, Sir!” I screamed, my mind spinning as he continued to claim me. Each stroke sent a new ripple of pleasure through me, pushing me past the brink again and again. I surrendered completely, lost in the sensation of his cock filling me, his dominance undeniable.

When he finally came, his warmth spilling inside me, I lay limp beneath him, my body buzzing with satisfaction. He leaned down, kissing my forehead before gently replacing my plug.

“Good girl,” he murmured, helping me sit up.

I kissed his cheek, feeling a deep sense of gratitude and connection. After a moment to collect myself, I slipped back into my panties and dress, the fabric brushing against my still-sensitive skin.

We returned to the living room, his hand resting possessively on my ass. Mistress was waiting, her gaze sharp and knowing.

“Do you feel better, Pet?” she asked.

I sighed, my body still tingling. “That was amazing, Mistress,” I managed, my voice dreamy and soft.

Mistress smiled warmly. “Let’s get you home, Sweetie,” she said, standing to give Mr. Davis a hug.

But Mr. Davis had other plans. His hands slid to her waist, pulling her close as he kissed her passionately. Mistress melted into him, returning the kiss with equal fervor.

When they broke apart, her cheeks were flushed. “You’re incorrigible,” she teased before leading me out to the car.

The ride home was quiet but comfortable, the bond between Mistress and me stronger than ever.

Once inside the house, Mistress turned to me, her eyes sparkling. “That was so hot,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “Follow me.”

I obeyed immediately, trailing her to the bedroom. She slipped off her dress and lingerie with practiced ease, her bare form a vision of beauty and power. She gestured for me to do the same.

I undressed quickly, my hands trembling as I crawled onto the bed where she lay waiting, her legs spread in invitation.

I wasted no time, pressing my lips to her most sensitive spot, licking and teasing her with all the skill I had. Her soft moans and sharp gasps filled the room, spurring me on.

“Good girl,” she whispered, her voice breathy as I brought her to her first climax. But she wasn’t done with me. “Keep going,” she commanded, her fingers tangling in my hair.

I obeyed, my tongue working tirelessly as she pulled me deeper into her. Her thighs trembled with each wave of pleasure I gave her, her cries of ecstasy driving me to push harder, to give her everything.

For half an hour, I remained between her legs, bringing her to climax after climax, five in total. Each one left her body shaking, her satisfaction written across her face.

When she finally stopped me, her breathing was ragged. She pulled me up beside her, wrapping her arms around me as she settled us into the small spoon position. Her warmth enveloped me, and I felt safe, cherished, and completely hers.

“I love you, Mistress,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

She squeezed me gently, her lips brushing my ear. “I love you too, Sweetheart. Pleasant dreams.”

Her words, soft and soothing, carried me into the most peaceful sleep I’d ever known.

***
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