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“What the hell…?”

Andrew stood in the doorway, staring at me like I’d grown another head. His eyes moved over me slowly, taking in every inch of my outfit, his expression a mix of shock and disbelief.

This was the first time he’d seen me dressed like this. The black maid’s dress clung to my frame, barely reaching my thighs, the little white, lacy apron tied snugly around my waist. Black stockings ran down my legs, disappearing into the shiny four-inch heels that forced me to balance carefully with every step. My face was fully made up, lips glossy, lashes long, cheeks flushed with a carefully applied blush. On top of it all was the dark blonde wig, a little maid’s cap perched neatly on top.

It wasn’t an over-the-top French maid costume, but it was enough to get the message across. Practical? Sure. Sexy? Definitely.

Andrew’s mouth opened, then closed again as he struggled to find words. Finally, he managed, “Niko? Is that you?”

I stepped aside, bowing my head slightly as I gestured for him to enter. “Yes, Sir. Would you like to come in, Mr. Grant?”

“Mr. Grant?” He blinked, looking at me like I’d lost my mind.

“Yes, Sir. Please, come in.”

He hesitated but stepped through the door, his eyes never leaving me. Even in heels, he towered over me, his presence making me feel smaller and more exposed than I already was.

I shut the door behind him and motioned toward the dining room. “Right this way, Sir.”

Still looking like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing, Andrew followed me. His steps were slow and cautious, like he wasn’t sure if he’d stepped into the right house. When we reached the dining room, I pulled a chair out for him, keeping my movements precise and measured.

“Can I get you some coffee, Sir?”

He nodded silently, his eyes glued to me.

I curtsied—my skirt lifting slightly as I bent—and walked into the kitchen to retrieve the tray I’d prepared. The silver tray gleamed under the light, carrying the coffee urn, two cups, cream, and sugar. When I returned, I set it carefully in front of him, arranging everything with deliberate precision.

I poured the coffee into his cup, added the right amount of cream and sugar, and stirred it before placing it directly in front of him. “Here you are, Mr. Grant,” I said softly, stepping back into position with my hands clasped in front of me, head slightly lowered. “Would you like anything else, Mr. Grant?”

Andrew took a long sip, his eyes locked on me the entire time. I could feel his gaze burning into me, and it made my skin prickle. My heart was pounding in my chest, but I didn’t move, keeping my posture perfect.

“What… is all this, Niko?” he finally asked, his voice filled with a mix of confusion and frustration.

I kept my head down, my voice quiet and steady. “I’m working as the maid, Sir.”

He let out a short laugh, shaking his head. “Yeah, I got that from the outfit. Sit down and tell me what the hell’s going on.”

I hesitated, glancing at the chairs nervously. “Sir, I’m not allowed on the furniture in the main house,” I murmured.

His brows shot up. “What the fuck, dude? Why are you on the floor? Look at me.”

Slowly, I lifted my gaze to meet his, feeling my cheeks heat under the intensity of his stare. “I’m sorry, Sir,” I repeated. “That’s the rule.”

Before he could say anything else, the sharp sound of heels clicking on the hardwood floor drew both our attention. The rhythm was deliberate, commanding, and it sent a shiver down my spine.

Megan, my wife and Mistress, strode into the room like she owned it—which, of course, she did. Her tight black dress hugged every curve of her body, the plunging neckline showing off her ample cleavage. Her heels added even more height to her already commanding presence, her perfectly styled hair and sharp gaze making it impossible to look away.

“Well,” she said, her voice smooth and laced with amusement as she took in the scene. “I see you two are getting well acquainted.”

Her eyes flicked to me, and I felt her gaze travel over my kneeling form. My chest tightened as the familiar ache in my groin returned, the cage beneath my uniform ensuring I wouldn’t forget my place.

Andrew’s confusion only deepened as he gestured toward me. “Nikky?”

Megan smirked as she walked to the table, her hips swaying with every step. She pulled out a chair, her movements deliberate, and sat down, crossing her legs slowly. The slit in her dress slid open just enough to reveal her smooth, toned thigh, and I couldn’t stop my eyes from darting downward before quickly returning to the floor.

“Yes, Nikky,” she confirmed, her voice dripping with authority. “That’s her name now.”

Her gaze settled on me, her tone shifting slightly. “Nikky, be a dear and make me a cup of coffee.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied immediately, rising to my feet. I curtsied before moving to the tray, my heels clicking softly against the floor. I poured her coffee, prepared it exactly how she liked it, and placed it carefully in front of her.

“Here you are, Mistress,” I said, executing another curtsy before stepping back into position behind her chair.

Megan picked up the cup and took a sip, her eyes sharp as she watched Andrew over the rim. The tension in the room was suffocating, but Megan seemed to thrive in it, her smirk widening as she set the cup back down.

Andrew’s gaze darted between Megan and me, his confusion etched deeply on his face. “Megan, this is… a lot to process. Why ‘Nikky’?”

Megan took her time, savoring a sip of her coffee, her eyes locked onto Andrew’s. She radiated control, her presence commanding the room. “Nikky is her name now,” she said smoothly. “We can’t exactly have a maid named Niko, can we?”

I stood silently, hands clasped in front of me, my head slightly bowed. Hearing the name “Nikky” spoken aloud by Mistress sent a shiver down my spine. It made me feel small, insignificant—exactly as I was meant to feel.

Andrew let out a small, disbelieving laugh, shaking his head. “So why are you showing me this? I mean, what you two do is none of my business.”

Megan’s lips curled into a grin, her amusement evident. “You’re right, Andrew,” she replied, her tone laced with subtle mockery. “It was a game once—a fantasy, really. Something Niko begged for.” She paused, letting the weight of her words hang in the air. “But this is no longer a game. Nikky isn’t pretending, and Niko no longer exists—not for us. What you see now is Nikky, the maid. Fully committed.”

Megan’s piercing gaze shifted to me, her smile widening. “Nikky,” she said, her voice sharp and commanding. “Show Mr. Grant the depth of your commitment.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied immediately, curtsying before reaching down to lift the hem of my dress. My hands trembled slightly as I exposed the lacy edge of my panties, then hooked my thumbs under them and slowly slid them down my thighs.

Andrew’s eyes widened as I revealed the shiny metal chastity cage locked around my cock. The cage, snug and unyielding, rendered me completely useless, my cock shrunken to nothing more than a pathetic, caged nub.

“Holy shit!” Andrew exclaimed, his voice loud in the quiet room.

Megan leaned back in her chair, her grin spreading as she observed his reaction. She was clearly enjoying the moment. “You see, Andrew,” she said, her voice calm but dripping with satisfaction, “this is not just some silly roleplay. Nikky is fully committed to her role. That chastity cage? It’s more than just a lock. It’s a symbol of her submission, her dedication to serving me completely.”

I stood there, holding my skirt high enough to keep the humiliating display fully visible. My face burned with a mixture of shame and pride as Andrew continued to stare, trying to process what he was seeing.

“This is intense, Megan,” Andrew muttered, shaking his head in disbelief. His voice softened as his gaze flicked toward me. “Are you sure this is what… Niko—I mean, Nikky—really wants?”

Megan’s grin faded slightly, replaced by a look of unwavering confidence. “Yes, Andrew,” she replied firmly. “This is exactly what Nikky wants. She finds happiness and fulfillment in her submission. She needs this as much as I do. It’s a mutual decision that has brought us closer than ever.”

Andrew took another sip of his coffee, his eyes lingering on me as if searching for answers. “And you’re… okay with this? Really?”

I nodded, my voice steady despite my vulnerability. “Yes, Sir. I am very happy in my role. Mistress Megan’s guidance gives me purpose.”

Megan tilted her head, watching Andrew carefully before gesturing toward me. “You may lower your skirt now, Nikky,” she said, her voice carrying a tone of finality.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I replied, quickly curtsying before adjusting my skirt back into place. I smoothed it over my thighs and returned to my ready position, my hands clasped neatly in front of me, head slightly bowed.

Andrew exhaled heavily, setting his coffee cup down with a soft clink. “Okay,” he said, his voice uncertain but intrigued. “Maybe you should tell me how all this… happened.”

Megan’s grin returned, her eyes gleaming with amusement. “I’d be happy to,” she said smoothly. Then, turning to me, she added, “Nikky, I liked seeing you kneeling when I walked in. Return to that position.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I answered, curtsying once again before lowering myself to the floor beside Andrew’s chair. I folded my legs beneath me, clasped my hands neatly in my lap, and lowered my gaze to the floor.

Megan leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs with deliberate ease, the fabric of her dress shifting slightly to reveal a sliver of her thigh. She rested her elbow on the table and cupped her chin in one hand, turning her full attention back to Andrew.

She watched me kneel with obvious satisfaction before speaking again, her tone a mix of amusement and authority. “Now,” she said, “what do you want to know about our dear Nikky here?”

“To start off, why is he not allowed on the furniture?” Andrew asked, his brow furrowed as he looked down at me kneeling on the floor.

Megan’s gaze shifted to me, her expression calm but authoritative. “That’s one of the many rules she has to follow,” she explained, her voice steady. “It’s a simple but constant reminder of her place in the household.”

Andrew raised an eyebrow. “So, he has a whole list of rules?”

Megan smiled, a glint of amusement in her eyes. “Oh, absolutely. She follows a very detailed behavioral code. And if she falls short of those expectations, she’s disciplined—sometimes severely.”

Andrew’s interest was piqued. “Disciplined how?”

“Well,” Megan began, leaning back slightly in her chair, “I’m sure you’ve noticed she calls you ‘Sir’ or ‘Mr. Grant.’ She’s required to speak to everyone with the utmost respect. Familiarity is strictly forbidden unless I allow it.”

Andrew nodded slowly, glancing at me. “Yeah, I did notice. That’s a lot to keep up with.”

Megan’s grin widened. “It’s not just that. She doesn’t speak unless spoken to, and that cute little curtsy you’ve seen? That didn’t come naturally. It took a lot of training to make sure it’s automatic now. Isn’t that right, sweetie?”

I kept my head bowed, answering softly. “Yes, Mistress.”

Andrew held up a hand, his curiosity deepening. “But what about the discipline? What does that look like?”

Megan’s eyes sparkled mischievously. “You’d be surprised how effective a good spanking can be,” she said smoothly. Then, turning to me, she added, “Pet, show Mr. Grant what I mean.”

A shiver ran through me at her command, and I felt my stomach tighten. “Yes, Mistress,” I replied, standing and curtsying before turning my back to Andrew. Lifting my skirt high over my hips, I revealed my lace-trimmed panties. Hooking my thumbs under the waistband, I lowered them enough to expose my bright pink, freshly spanked bottom.

Andrew’s eyes widened as he took in the sight. “You spanked him today? Why?”

“This one was preemptive,” Megan said casually, sipping her coffee. “We knew you were coming over, and I decided it would be a good idea to reinforce my expectations before you arrived.”

She smirked, looking at me. “Tell Mr. Grant if it works, my little maid.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said obediently. “It works very well, Sir. It keeps me in my place.” Still holding my skirt up, I turned slightly and curtsied, my bottom on full display.

Andrew shook his head in disbelief, muttering, “He sure curtsies a lot.”

Megan laughed lightly. “What’s the rule, princess?”

I lowered my gaze, replying instantly. “When in doubt, curtsy, Mistress.” I followed it with another curtsy, keeping my voice steady.

“Very good,” Megan said approvingly. “You can cover yourself now and get back into position.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I replied, lowering my skirt back into place. I turned around, curtsied, and knelt back down beside Andrew’s chair, my hands folded neatly in my lap and my head slightly bowed.

Andrew’s brow furrowed as he looked at me again. “Um… did I see something sparkling there?”

Megan grinned, not missing a beat. “You did,” she said. “She’s always plugged there.”

Andrew blinked, clearly unsure how to respond. “Okay…” he trailed off, shaking his head slightly. “I guess you should tell me the story.”

Megan’s expression brightened, ready to explain. “Remember about six months ago when Niko sold his AI startup?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Andrew said, nodding. “He made millions on the deal. He told me he was going to retire for a while.”

Megan leaned forward slightly, resting her elbow on the table. “That’s true,” she said. “After the sale, we were on cloud nine. But that’s also when he told me about his little fantasy—dressing up and playing maid.” Her eyes shifted to me briefly before returning to Andrew. “At first, I was shocked. I mean, it’s not every day your husband tells you something like that. But he was very convincing, and he pitched it as a fun little role-reversal experiment.”

Andrew raised an eyebrow, leaning back in his chair. “And you just went along with it?”

“At first, I wasn’t sure,” Megan admitted. “It was a big change, and I didn’t know how it would affect us. But he explained where it came from. Apparently, he’d fallen down some porn rabbit hole—sissy maid stories, feminization, chastity, cuckoldry, service. It all really turned him on.” She smirked, glancing at me. “He even gave me a bunch of stories to read on the subject.”

Andrew chuckled nervously. “Sounds like he did his homework.”

Megan laughed. “Oh, he did. So we started slow—just weekends. He’d put on a skirt, prance around, do some light cleaning, and fetch me drinks and snacks. It was all very harmless at first.” She turned to me, her tone teasing. “You remember that, don’t you, sweetheart?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said quietly, keeping my head bowed.

Andrew shook his head, still processing. “And it just escalated from there?”

Megan’s grin widened. “It sure did,” she said. “After the weekend was over, he had trouble going back to ‘Man Mode.’ He tried, but things were already changing. My view of him had started to shift. I read more about Female-Led Relationships and found that I liked the dynamic. It suited us.”

She paused for a moment, her gaze softening slightly as she looked at Andrew. “I started getting more demanding during our weekends—stricter. He took to it like a fish to water. Soon, the weekends turned into weeks, and I started keeping him in 'Maid Mode' longer and longer. It didn't take long for me to stop seeing him as my husband. ”

She turned to me, her voice sharp again. “Isn’t that right, sweetie?”

"Yes Mistress" my chastity started feeling really tight as she told the story.

“He even bought a cute little pink plastic chastity cage to wear when he played,” Megan said, her tone light but teasing. “And one day, I caught him watching sissy hypno videos on the internet.”

Andrew’s head snapped toward me, his eyes wide with shock. “What?” he asked, staring down at me.

Megan chuckled, clearly enjoying his reaction. “Oh, yes. Once I found out, I started assigning him to watch those videos regularly and then report back to me about how they made him feel. And let me tell you, Andrew—those were some steamy videos! Lots of chastised little sissies sucking a lot of cock.”

“Whoa!” Andrew exclaimed, leaning back in his chair. He looked at me again, this time with a mixture of disbelief and curiosity. “Did those videos actually work on you?”

“At first, only a little,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. “But Mistress helped me.”

Andrew frowned, clearly intrigued. “What do you mean, she helped you?”

Megan leaned forward slightly, her smile growing. “You see, those videos are entertaining, but they can’t make you do something you don’t already want to do. Deep down, my little servant here had the desire—it just needed a little nurturing.” She turned to me, her gaze piercing. “Didn’t you, Munchkin?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said softly, lowering my head.

“We agreed on a goal,” Megan continued, her voice calm but firm. “He claimed he didn’t have any real interest in sucking cock, but let’s be honest—if you’re watching those videos, there’s definitely an inclination, isn’t there?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, my cheeks burning with embarrassment.

Megan smirked and sat back in her chair. “Of course, watching videos alone wasn’t enough. We had to work on his internal dialogue. Isn’t that right, maid?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, nodding. “We called it ‘self-talk.’”

Andrew leaned forward, his interest clearly piqued. “Self-talk? So, what—you basically talked yourself into it?”

“Yes, Sir,” I replied, my voice steady despite my humiliation. “Mistress guided me to use positive self-talk to align my desires with my actions. It helped me change my mindset, so I could fully embrace my role and the fantasies.”

Megan nodded approvingly, her gaze never leaving me. “It’s a powerful tool,” she explained, turning back to Andrew. “By consistently reinforcing those thoughts, Nikky transformed her fantasies into reality. And now, she’s a devoted maid who finds purpose and pleasure in serving and pleasing.”

Andrew’s eyebrows rose, his curiosity deepening. “Okay, so… with all that, he’s a cocksucker now?”

Megan laughed, the sound light and almost casual. “Oh, you better believe it. She’s learned to channel her arousal into a craving for cock. And, of course, with that little cage keeping her constantly horny, she’s more than eager to take any opportunity she gets. Isn’t that right, sweetie?”

I felt my face heat up as my gaze dropped to the floor. The familiar tightness of the chastity cage made itself known, a constant reminder of my submission. “Yes, Mistress,” I replied softly, glancing briefly at Andrew’s crotch before quickly looking away.

Andrew noticed the glance and raised an eyebrow. “Really? So, you actually crave it now?”

“Yes, Sir,” I admitted, my voice barely audible. “The cage keeps me in a state of constant arousal, and Mistress has trained me to find pleasure in serving and pleasing in that way.”

Megan’s smile widened, her satisfaction evident. “It’s true,” she said, her tone dripping with pride. “Nikky has become quite proficient. Her dedication to serving and pleasing is unmatched.”

Andrew’s eyes narrowed slightly as he considered her words. “So, you bring guys around for her to… you know… ‘please’?”

Megan’s laughter rang out again, light and teasing. “Of course, Andrew. You didn’t think I’d keep her all to myself, did you? Besides, she doesn’t have the capacity to satisfy me any other way. I have a boyfriend now—a strong, handsome, ‘big’ man who gives me exactly what I need. And Nikky here serves us both.”

Andrew looked at me, his expression a mix of shock and curiosity. “And you’re… okay with that? Really?”

“When the time came for Mistress to find a boyfriend, I wasn’t exactly in a position to argue, Sir,” I said softly, the weight of my submission pressing down on me.

Andrew turned back to Megan, his brow furrowed. “But you two are still married?”

Megan nodded, her smile softening slightly. “Of course we are. It’s just that Nikky is more like my wife now rather than my husband, and I still love her very dearly. It’s just that our dynamic has changed, and it works for both of us.” She glanced at me, her tone turning teasing. “Doesn’t it, Precious?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied quickly, my head bowing again.

Andrew exhaled, shaking his head slightly. “Wow,” he said, his voice tinged with amazement. “She’s totally committed.”

Megan leaned forward, her tone calm but assertive. “Yes, Andrew, and we thought it was time you, as Niko’s best friend, knew the truth about everything. But there’s something else we need to talk about.”

Andrew frowned slightly, clearly intrigued but cautious. “What’s that?”

Megan’s lips curled into a sly smile as she gestured toward his lap. “We both know you have some… inclinations,” she said, her voice teasing but firm. “And I can see that the more we tell you, the more excited you’re getting. Isn’t that right? No need to deny it. That bulge in your pants tells us everything we need to know.”

Andrew’s face flushed a deep red, and he looked away for a moment before glancing back at me. “She did turn out pretty cute,” he admitted reluctantly. His gaze lingered on my legs, the black stockings hugging them perfectly, but he quickly shook his head. “Still, you can’t seriously expect me to let my best friend suck my cock. That’s insane.”

Megan laughed, the sound rich and mocking. “She isn’t your best friend anymore, Andrew,” she said, her tone sharper now. “Niko is gone and isn’t coming back. What you see before you is Nikky—a cock-hungry sissy maid who lives for moments like this. Don’t you get it? This is what she craves, what she was made for.”

Andrew looked down at me, his expression conflicted. I met his eyes briefly before lowering my gaze, letting my hunger and submission shine through as I stared at the bulge in his pants. My heart pounded in my chest, the weight of Megan’s words settling over me.

Megan’s voice softened, coaxing yet firm. “Andrew, this is your chance to experience something new—something you’ve probably thought about more than once. Nikky lives to serve, to please. She’s here for your pleasure, no strings attached.”

Andrew hesitated, his internal struggle clear on his face. But the strain against his zipper betrayed him, his arousal undeniable. “Are you sure about this, Megan?” he asked, his voice low and uncertain.

Megan nodded without hesitation. “Absolutely. Nikky, show Mr. Grant how much you crave it.”

I crawled forward, the movement slow and deliberate. My hands and knees pressed against the floor as I approached him, my eyes locked on his. “Please, Sir,” I said, my voice trembling with need. “Let me serve you. It would be an honor.”

Andrew’s eyes darted between Megan and me, his resistance wavering. Megan gave him a reassuring nod, and he finally relented. His hands moved to his belt, then his zipper, freeing his cock, thick and hard, from the confines of his pants.

Without hesitation, I leaned in, my lips parting as I took him into my mouth. The weight and heat of him filled me, and I felt a deep sense of satisfaction wash over me. This was my purpose, my place, and I wanted to show him just how devoted I was.

I worked him slowly at first, my tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. Megan’s training had made me skilled; I knew exactly how to use my lips, tongue, and throat to drive him wild. I kissed, sucked, licked, and deep-throated him with practiced ease, savoring every sound that escaped his lips.

Andrew groaned, his hand resting on the back of my head as I moved. The pressure spurred me on, and I quickened my pace, my focus solely on his pleasure. The room faded away, leaving only the sounds of his groans and my eager slurping.

When he finally came, his release was sudden and powerful, his hips bucking as he unloaded down my throat. I swallowed every drop. I kept him in my mouth as he came down and then licked him clean before putting his cock back in his pants.

“Thank you for letting me serve you, Sir,” I said softly, sitting back on my knees and looking up at him.

Andrew was breathing heavily, his chest rising and falling as he stared at me with a mix of awe and disbelief. “Oh my God,” he muttered, running a hand through his hair.

Megan leaned back in her chair, her smile smug and satisfied. “You see, Andrew? Nikky knows her place. She takes pride in her role and lives to serve.”

Andrew shook his head, still trying to process what had just happened. “That was… incredible,” he admitted. “I never thought I’d see Niko—Nikky—like this, but it’s clear she’s fully dedicated.”

Megan nodded approvingly. “She is. And that’s what makes this lifestyle work for us. She's fully committed to her role. It's what makes our relationship so strong and fulfilling. We've both embraced this lifestyle, and it has brought us closer together.”

Andrew glanced at Megan, then back at me. “I have to admit, I’m impressed. This is a lot to take in, but seeing how happy you both are… I can respect it.”

Megan smiled warmly. “Of course, you’re always welcome to come by and enjoy her skills. Nikky will never deny you. Isn’t that right, babe?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied quickly, bowing my head.

Megan’s smile grew. “She’s not an anal virgin, either. I have pegged her many times and my boyfriend, who you’ll meet later, loves to use her when he’s not fucking me. That’s what that sparkle you noticed earlier was—she’s always lubed and plugged to keep her ready for use. It keeps her tuned up and constantly on edge. Isn’t that right, my little maid?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said softly, the tightness of the plug and cage reminding me of my place. “Very much so.”

"I can even send her to your house to clean, cook, and serve," Megan said with a sly smile, sipping her wine.

Andrew looked at me thoughtfully, his lips curling into a smirk. "I think I'd like that," he said, his eyes scanning me from head to toe. "Is that her main uniform?"

Megan laughed, the sound light and teasing. "Oh, no! She has a whole wardrobe full of dresses and costumes. You should see her in her sexy French maid dress. It’s absolutely divine. And we’re planning to get her some breast implants soon to fill things out better—you’ll love  that."

Andrew’s grin widened as he adjusted himself in his seat. “I can’t wait to see that. Honestly, I’m already getting hard again just thinking about it.”

Megan chuckled, clearly amused. “There’ll be time for that later,” she said, her tone playful but commanding. “First, dinner. Maid, get started on dinner and bring us some cheese, crackers, and wine to start.”

“Yes, Mistress. Right away, Mistress,” I replied eagerly. I stood, curtsied to both of them, and hurried off to complete my duties.

In the kitchen, I moved with precision and care. I selected a platter and arranged a variety of cheeses and crackers neatly on it. Then I chose a bottle of wine I knew Mistress favored, along with two glasses. Once everything was prepared, I placed it all on a silver tray and carried it back to the living room.

I set the tray on the coffee table, ensuring everything was perfectly placed. Then I curtsied deeply and stepped back, waiting for further instructions.

“Thank you, Nikky,” Megan said as she picked up her wine glass. “Now, go get started on dinner. Make something special for our guest.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, curtsying again before returning to the kitchen.

As I prepared the meal, I focused entirely on my work, each chop, stir, and seasoning done with meticulous attention to detail. The aroma of the food filled the kitchen, and I felt a deep sense of pride knowing I was serving Mistress Megan and our guest. The memory of bringing Mr. Grant such pleasure earlier flooded my mind, making my cage tighten uncomfortably on my "useless little clitty," as Mistress loved to call it.

When the meal was ready, I plated everything carefully and brought it to the dining room. I set the table with precision, adjusting each item to perfection before stepping back to call them in.

“Dinner is ready, Mistress, Mr. Grant,” I announced, curtsying as they entered the room.

“Thank you, Nikky,” Megan said, taking her seat at the head of the table. “You’ve done well.”

Mr. Grant sat down, his eyes widening slightly as he looked over the spread. “This looks amazing, Nikky.”

“Thank you, Sir,” I replied, standing at attention, ready to serve them throughout the meal.

As they ate, I stayed nearby, refilling their glasses and responding to their requests promptly. Their conversation flowed easily, with occasional laughter that showed how comfortable they’d become. Megan glanced at me now and then, her eyes filled with pride, and each glance sent a warm sense of fulfillment through me.

“You've truly become an indispensable part of our lives, Nikky,” Megan said with a small smile, her voice filled with approval.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I replied softly, bowing my head.

When they finished eating, I cleared the table and brought out dessert, making sure every detail was perfect. They enjoyed the final course while I stood by, waiting to attend to their needs. The sense of pride I felt was overwhelming—this was my purpose, my duty, and I embraced it fully.

After cleaning up and putting the dishes away, I returned to the living room. “Do you need anything else, Mistress? Mr. Grant?” I asked, curtsying as I spoke.

Mr. Grant sat up slightly, giving me a sly smile. “Well, maid, I think I’m about ready to go. Your Mistress has agreed to send you to my house on Wednesday to work for me.”

I curtsied deeply. “I’ll be happy to serve you, Sir.”

“Good,” he said, his tone approving. “But before I go, I need a repeat performance of what you did before dinner.”

I dropped to my knees immediately, curtsying while kneeling. “Please, Sir, that would make me very happy.”

Without hesitation, I leaned forward, unbuckling his belt and unzipping his pants. I reached inside and pulled out his thick, hard cock, already twitching with anticipation.

I wasted no time, taking him into my mouth with eagerness. My tongue swirled around the tip before I slid him deeper, savoring the weight and heat of him as he filled my mouth. I worked him slowly at first, building up a rhythm, using every technique Mistress had trained me in.

Andrew groaned, his hand finding the back of my head as I took him deeper, my lips sliding down his length until he hit the back of my throat. I swallowed around him, the tightness making him moan loudly. The sounds of his pleasure spurred me on, and I quickened my pace, my tongue and lips working in perfect harmony.

The tightness of my cage only heightened my arousal, fueling my efforts as I focused entirely on his pleasure. I kissed, licked, and sucked with everything I had, losing myself in the act. His gasps and moans filled the room, growing louder as I brought him closer to the edge.

Mistress Megan watched us intently, her eyes gleaming with pride and approval. “That’s it, Nikky,” she said softly, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Show Mr. Grant just how skilled you’ve become.”

Encouraged by her words, I redoubled my efforts, my lips and tongue working in perfect harmony as I pleasured Mr. Grant. His cock throbbed and pulsed in my mouth, the telltale signs of his impending release spurring me on. I took him deeper, swirling my tongue around his shaft and stroking him with my lips as I bobbed up and down.

Mr. Grant groaned deeply, his hips bucking slightly as he reached the peak of his pleasure. His release came in thick, hot pulses, filling my mouth completely. I swallowed every drop, savoring the taste as a sense of accomplishment and satisfaction coursed through me. Once he was finished, I gently licked him clean, ensuring not a trace was left behind, before carefully tucking him back into his pants and zipping him up.

“Thank you for letting me serve you, Sir,” I said softly, looking up at him with a mix of pride and submission. Despite the constant, maddening ache of my chastity cage, I felt fulfilled knowing I had done my duty.

Mr. Grant leaned back in his chair, his chest rising and falling as he caught his breath. He looked down at me, his expression a mixture of awe and satisfaction. “That was… incredible,” he said, his voice still husky. “You’ve really outdone yourself, Nikky.”

Mistress Megan smiled warmly, her tone full of pride. “I told you, Andrew. Nikky is a true gem. Now you know you’re always welcome here. And remember, she’ll be at your service on Tuesday.”

Mr. Grant nodded, still catching his breath. “I’m looking forward to it,” he said, a hint of a smile playing on his lips. “Thank you, Megan. And thank you, Nikky.”

“Always a pleasure, Sir,” I replied, curtsying deeply.

As Mr. Grant left, I felt a deep sense of fulfillment wash over me. My cage still tightened painfully, the frustration ever-present, but the satisfaction of having pleased both my Mistress and her guest made it bearable.

Mistress’s voice broke through my reverie. “That was very nice, Nikky,” she said, her tone firm but affectionate. “But now it’s my turn.”

She sat back on the couch, lifting her skirt to reveal her bare, glistening pussy. Her legs spread wide, an invitation I dared not refuse. “Watching you suck off your best friend has gotten me all worked up. Time to get down here and take care of me.”

“Happily, Mistress,” I replied, immediately dropping into a curtsy as protocol demanded. Then I knelt down before her, positioning myself between her legs, ready to serve.

Mistress leaned back, her hands gripping the armrests as she looked down at me. Her gaze was commanding, yet her eyes burned with lust. “Don’t keep me waiting, Nikky,” she said, her voice low and insistent.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, leaning in without hesitation.

My tongue darted out, sliding over her folds with practiced precision. Her taste was intoxicating, her arousal clear as I began to work, exploring every inch of her with deliberate care. I flicked my tongue over her clit, swirling and teasing before sucking gently, drawing a sharp gasp from her lips.

Mistress’s hands found their way to my head, her fingers threading through my wig as she guided me. Her hips rolled against my mouth, pressing herself closer as I buried my tongue deep inside her, lapping at her juices and savoring the sweet, tangy taste of her arousal.

“Good girl,” she murmured, her voice thick with pleasure. “Don’t stop, Nikky. Just like that.”

I obeyed without question, my tongue and lips working in perfect rhythm to bring her closer to the edge. I alternated between sucking her clit and delving my tongue deep inside her, each movement precise and intentional. Her moans filled the room, growing louder as I pushed her higher and higher.

Mistress’s thighs clenched around my head as her body tensed, and with a sharp cry, she came, her release flooding my mouth. I licked and sucked her through her orgasm, drinking in every drop as her hips bucked against my face.

When her tremors subsided, I continued to clean her gently, ensuring she was completely satisfied before pulling back. I sat back on my heels, my face flushed and glistening, and looked up at her. “Thank you for allowing me to please you, Mistress,” I said softly, my voice filled with devotion.

Mistress Megan leaned back, a satisfied smile on her lips as she gazed down at me. “You’ve done well, Nikky,” she said, her tone warm and approving. “Now, go clean yourself up and prepare for bed.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, curtsying deeply before rising to my feet. As I left the room, I felt a deep sense of pride and purpose. This was my place, my role, and I embraced it wholeheartedly.

WEDNESDAY

I stood nervously by the door, waiting for Mr. Grant to arrive. Mistress Megan had insisted I be dressed to perfection for my day of service, and she had chosen an outfit that left little to the imagination.

I wore my short black maid’s dress, the hem barely reaching my thighs, trimmed with delicate white lace. A tiny, lacy apron was tied snugly around my waist in a perfect bow, accentuating the curve of my hips. My shiny black stockings were held up by a lace garter belt, the straps visible in the tantalizing gap between the hem of my dress and the tops of my stockings. On my feet, I wore black stiletto pumps with four-inch heels that forced me to walk with a graceful sway. My hair was styled into a neat bun, pinned in place under a dainty white lace cap.

My hands were clasped in front of me, and my head was bowed as I waited. My heart pounded in anticipation, but it wasn’t just the uniform or the heels that had me nervous—it was the penis gag strapped securely around my head. The soft silicone cock filled my mouth, making it impossible for me to speak. I wondered what Mr. Grant would think when he saw me like this.

When I heard the knock at the door, I stepped forward quickly, opening it and dropping into a deep curtsy.

Mr. Grant’s eyes immediately swept over me, lingering on my legs and the exposed garter straps peeking out beneath my dress. A satisfied smirk played on his lips, but when his gaze reached my face, he stopped short.

“What is on your face, Nikky?” he asked, his brow furrowing in curiosity.

I curtsied again and handed him a note Mistress Megan had given me to deliver.

He unfolded the paper and began to read, his lips twitching into a grin as he went. “Have you read this, Nikky?” he asked, his tone teasing.

I bowed my head and shook it, indicating that I hadn’t. Mistress had made it clear that the note was for his eyes only.

He cleared his throat and began to read aloud:

“Dear Andrew, 
Little Nikky here thought she could get a bit snippy this morning. Have no fear, I made sure she knew the error of her ways immediately.

Were you naughty, Nikky?”

He paused and looked up at me, a stern expression on his face.

I curtsied again, my cheeks burning with shame.

He continued reading:

“As an added punishment, I’ve decided that she needs to have a cock in her mouth at all times today. Keep that cock in her mouth unless you plan to replace it with your own. If she speaks, you have my permission to give her a good paddling. In fact, I suggest you do that anyway—you need to know how good it feels to have her squirming over your lap as you spank her cute little tush.

Best wishes, and I know you’ll take good care of her. 
Megan”

Mr. Grant folded the note and tucked it into his pocket, his grin widening. “Well, well, Nikky. Not even your first day with me, and you’re already in trouble.”

All I could do was curtsy again, my eyes fixed on the floor.

“Come on then,” he said, stepping aside to let me out the door. “We’re wasting daylight.”

As I walked past him, he gave me a firm slap on the butt, making me jump in my heels. The sharp sting sent a jolt through me, and I couldn’t help but wiggle my hips a little more as I walked to his car.

Once I was seated inside, Mr. Grant slid into the driver’s seat and started the engine. As we drove, his hand found its way to my thigh. The warmth and pressure of his palm stroking the smooth fabric of my stockings made my chastity cage constrict painfully. My breathing quickened, and I sucked harder on the gag in an attempt to distract myself.

When we arrived at his house, I followed him inside, my heels clicking softly on the floor. He pulled out a chair at the dining table and sat down, gesturing for me to stand in front of him.

“Obviously, the rules you follow at your Mistress’s home apply here too,” he said, his tone firm. “Right, Nikky?”

I curtsied, my gaze fixed on the floor.

“She and I have talked more about your… situation,” he continued. “She made me understand how important discipline is for someone like you. So, I’m going to take her advice and set the standard for our relationship right now.”

I shifted nervously in place, my hands fidgeting as I tried to avoid his gaze.

“Why don’t you go ahead and lay yourself across my lap?” he said, patting his thighs.

I hesitated, my heels shifting slightly as I glanced around, hoping for an escape.

His expression darkened, and his voice took on a sharp edge. “Nikky, don’t make me repeat myself. You don’t want to start things off on the wrong foot, do you? Now, do as you’re told.”

Reluctantly, I stepped forward, lowering myself over his lap. I placed my hands on the floor in front of me, my body tense with anticipation.

“No, Nikky,” he said, his tone firm. “Put your hands behind your back.”

I obeyed, crossing my wrists behind me. He immediately trapped them in place with one of his arms, pinning me securely to his lap. With his other hand, he lifted the hem of my skirt, exposing my lacy panties.

“Such a good girl,” he murmured, his voice laced with anticipation. Then, without hesitation, he hooked his fingers into the waistband of my panties and pulled them down, baring my pink, vulnerable bottom.

Looking down at my already pink bottom, Mr. Grant smirked, running his hand lightly over the tender skin. “Your Mistress really did put you in your place earlier, didn’t she?” he said, his tone both amused and firm.

All I could do was nod, my face burning with humiliation as I lay draped over his lap, the penis gag muffling any attempt at a response.

He gave me a sharp swat on my exposed butt cheek. The sting made me grunt around the gag, my body tensing at the sudden impact. “That was just a light tap,” he remarked, almost teasing.

Then, without warning, he began spanking me in earnest, each swat landing harder than the last. The sharp, stinging pain spread through me, and I couldn’t help but squeal and grunt with each strike, the gag reducing my cries to muffled noises. My legs kicked involuntarily, one lifting slightly as I squirmed in his grasp, but he held me firmly in place, one arm pinning my hands behind my back.

I could feel his erection pressing against my stomach as he continued, the rhythmic spanking pushing me further into submission. Tears welled up in my eyes, the combination of pain, humiliation, and arousal overwhelming me.

When he finally stopped, my body was trembling. He pulled my panties back up, the fabric brushing against my hot, tender skin, and smoothed down my skirt with deliberate care.

Standing me back on my heels, he looked me over, his expression both satisfied and authoritative. “Seems like a good, clear start to things, don’t you think?”

Still shaking, I managed a curtsy, my head bowed as tears streaked my flushed cheeks.

“Go clean yourself up and report back to me,” he instructed, his tone calm but firm.

I retrieved the purse I had brought with me and made my way to the bathroom. Once inside, I caught sight of myself in the mirror. My mascara had run, dark streaks lining my face where the tears had fallen. Carefully, I wiped them away, taking a moment to steady my breathing. I reapplied my makeup meticulously, ensuring I looked as polished as Mistress Megan always demanded. The familiar routine helped me regain some composure, and when I was satisfied with my reflection, I curtsied to myself and returned to the living room.

As I entered, Mr. Grant stood up, a pleased expression on his face. He gestured for me to approach, and I noticed his pants were undone, his cock visible beneath the fabric of his underwear.

“Down here, Nikky,” he said, pointing to the floor between his legs.

I immediately dropped to my knees, positioning myself between his legs. Reaching out, I carefully pulled his cock free from his underwear, cradling it in my hands. I looked up at him, waiting for further instruction.

He frowned slightly, confused for a moment, before realization dawned. “Oh! You’re not allowed to remove the gag yourself, are you?”

I nodded silently, my gaze never leaving his face.

He reached around the back of my head and unbuckled the straps holding the gag in place. “Remember, no talking,” he warned, pulling the gag free. “If you speak, you’ll be punished again.”

As soon as the gag was removed, I leaned forward and began my work. My tongue flicked over the tip of his cock before I took him fully into my mouth, letting the warmth and weight of him fill me. I moved with practiced precision, my lips and tongue working in perfect harmony to bring him pleasure.

Mr. Grant groaned deeply, his hand resting on the back of my head as I quickened my pace. I sucked and licked with increasing intensity, my focus solely on his pleasure. His hips began to buck slightly, and I could tell he was close.

When his release came, he grabbed the back of my head, pulling me down until I took him to the hilt. His cock pulsed in my throat as he came, and I swallowed every drop, savoring the salty taste. When he finally released me, I licked him clean, ensuring there wasn’t a trace left before gently tucking him back into his underwear.

Reaching for the gag, he placed it back into my mouth, buckling the straps tightly around my head. “That was amazing, Nikky,” he said, his tone filled with satisfaction.

I stood up and curtsied deeply, waiting for him to catch his breath and give me my next instruction.

“You have a really cute little butt there, Nikky,” he said, a mischievous grin spreading across his face. “I think I’ll have to make use of that later, don’t you think?”

I curtsied enthusiastically,  It had been a while since Mistress or Master had used me in that manner and the thought sent a thrill through me.

“But for now, you have work to do,” he said, his tone shifting back to business. “You know the house—you’ve been here plenty of times before, back when you were Niko. Today, I just want general tidying up and the laundry done. Change my sheets, clean the kitchen, and make sure everything is spotless. I’ll have you come back another time for deep cleaning. For now, though, start with a sandwich and a beer for me.”

I curtsied again and made my way to the kitchen. I found some fresh bread and roast beef, layering the slices neatly with lettuce and cheese. After cutting the sandwich into perfect halves, I poured his beer into a chilled glass and placed everything on a tray.

Returning to the living room, I set the tray on the coffee table in front of him and curtsied deeply.

“Very good, maid,” he said, taking a bite of his sandwich. “Now, get to work.”

“Yes, Sir,” I replied through the gag, curtsying once more before hurrying off to begin my tasks.

I gathered the sheets from Mr. Grant’s bed, carefully folding them over my arm before picking up his dirty clothes from the floor and hamper. My heels clicked softly against the hardwood as I carried everything to the laundry room. Setting the pile down, I began sorting the whites from the colors.

"It's a good thing he doesn’t have any delicates to hand wash," I thought, silently thankful for the small mercy. I started the whites in the washer, carefully measuring the detergent before turning the dial.

With the first load underway, I made my way to the kitchen to begin cleaning. The counters needed scrubbing, and there were crumbs and smudges to wipe away. I focused on my tasks, my movements precise and efficient.

After a few minutes, I heard Mr. Grant’s voice call out from the dining room. “Come get these dishes, Nikky!”

I quickly abandoned my task, rushing to the dining room as fast as my heels would allow. I curtsied deeply before gathering his plate and glass, balancing them on a tray as I returned to the kitchen to clean them.

By the time I had finished tidying the kitchen, the washing machine beeped, signaling the first load was ready. I transferred the whites into the dryer, started a new load with the colors, and then headed to one of the bathrooms to begin cleaning there.

The hours passed as I moved from task to task, completing several loads of laundry and leaving each room spotless. I was dusting the shelves in the living room when I suddenly felt Mr. Grant’s presence behind me.

I turned to face him, but before I could react, his hand wrapped firmly around my arm. Without a word, he spun me around and bent me over the arm of the couch. My breath hitched as he flipped up my skirt, exposing my lace-trimmed panties. He wasted no time, hooking his fingers under the waistband and pulling them down to my knees.

I felt him reach behind me, his fingers gripping the base of my plug. With a firm tug, he removed it, holding it up for me to see. “Hold this,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument.

I obeyed instantly, taking the slick plug from his hand and gripping it tightly.

He undid his pants and pushed them down, freeing his thick, hard cock. He pressed the tip against my back passage, teasing the tight ring of muscle as I squirmed beneath him. I instinctively tried to push back, desperate to feel him inside me, but he held me firmly in place, denying me any control.

“You don’t move until I let you,” he growled, his voice deep and commanding.

I moaned softly into my gag, the sound muffled as I obeyed.

Finally, he began to push forward, the head of his cock breaching me slowly. The sensation was intense, a mix of pain and pleasure as he stretched me open. Inch by inch, he filled me, his girth pressing against every nerve ending until he was fully seated inside me.

He started to move, slow at first, his hips rocking back and forth as he found a rhythm. With each thrust, he hit my prostate, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. I moaned and squealed into my gag, my body trembling as the sensation built rapidly.

As he fucked me, I felt the tightness in my chastity cage grow unbearable. The pressure was overwhelming, and I couldn’t hold back. My body spasmed, and I let out a muffled scream as I came hard, my release spilling from my cage and dripping onto the floor.

Mr. Grant didn’t stop. He kept thrusting, his pace quickening as he chased his own release. I could feel another orgasm building, but before it could crest, I felt him shudder and groan as he came inside me, filling me with his warmth.

We stayed like that for a moment, both of us catching our breath as he softened inside me. Finally, he pulled out, taking the plug from my hand and sliding it back into my well-used hole.

“Good girl,” he murmured, smoothing down my skirt.

I pulled my panties back up, adjusting them over the plug, and turned to face him. I curtsied deeply, my cheeks flushed and my legs trembling.

His gaze dropped to the floor where my release had pooled. “Looks like you’ve got more cleaning to do, don’t you, maid?”

I curtsied again, immediately fetching a cloth to wipe up the mess. As I cleaned, he left the room, leaving me to my work.

Once the floor was spotless, I hurried to the kitchen to fetch a glass of water. The gag was making my mouth dry, and I needed relief. I carried the glass carefully as I went to find Mr. Grant, the sound of my heels clicking on the floor announcing my presence.

He turned as I approached, his brow raising in curiosity. I knelt before him, holding the glass up to my face in silent plea.

It took him a moment to understand. “Oh, you’re thirsty,” he said, a grin spreading across his face.

I nodded eagerly.

He reached down and unbuckled the gag, pulling it free from my mouth. I drank the water in grateful gulps, savoring the cool liquid as it soothed my throat. When I finished, I lowered the glass and opened my mouth obediently, allowing him to replace the gag.

“Good girl,” he said, buckling it securely in place.

I stood up, curtsied deeply, and returned to my tasks without a word, ready to continue serving.

I spent the rest of the day meticulously cleaning every room in Mr. Grant’s house, ensuring everything was spotless and up to the standards Mistress Megan had drilled into me. Each task was performed with care: folding and hanging up his clothes, putting fresh sheets on his bed, and making it with perfect precision. Every corner of the house gleamed, and the laundry was neatly put away.

As I finished tidying the living room, Mr. Grant called out, “Nikky, come here.”

I hurried over, my heels clicking against the floor, and curtsied deeply as I entered the room.

“Everything looks great, Nikky,” he said, his tone approving. “Now I need you to make a nice dinner for me and a guest.”

The startled expression on my face must have amused him because he laughed. “That’s right. I have a guest coming over, and I expect dinner to be fantastic. And don’t forget to pick an appropriate wine to go with it.”

I curtsied again. “Yes, Sir,” I replied through my gag before heading to the kitchen to check his ingredients.

After a quick survey, I decided on a simple but elegant pasta dish paired with garlic bread and a fresh salad. I chose a bottle of Pinot Noir from his collection and decanted it to let it breathe. Once the menu was decided, I set the dining table for two, carefully laying out Mr. Grant’s best china and crystal wine glasses. I arranged cheese and crackers as a small starter for the table, ensuring everything was perfectly placed.

As I prepared the meal, the doorbell rang. I froze for a moment, curiosity bubbling inside me as I heard Mr. Grant answer the door. Muffled voices carried through the house as he greeted his guest.

I focused on my tasks, my heart pounding with anticipation. A few minutes later, Mr. Grant entered the kitchen, accompanied by a striking woman.

She was tall and elegant, with an air of authority that filled the room. Her sleek black dress hugged her curves, and her high heels clicked sharply against the tiled floor. Her blonde hair was styled in loose waves, framing her sharp features.

“Nikky,” Mr. Grant said, gesturing to the woman beside him, “this is Ms. Sloan. She’s an old friend of mine, and she’ll be joining us for dinner tonight.”

I curtsied deeply, keeping my head bowed. “Ms. Sloan,” I thought, the name echoing in my mind. My heart raced as recognition struck me like a lightning bolt. It was Ava! Or rather, Ms. Sloan . Back when I was Niko, she had been a colleague of mine. We had even dated briefly, though that felt like a lifetime ago.

The idea of her recognizing me in my current state sent a shiver down my spine, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through me. I kept my gaze firmly on the floor, praying she wouldn’t see through my transformation, though part of me longed for her to realize who I was.

Ms. Sloan’s sharp eyes scanned me from head to toe, her expression thoughtful. “Well, Andrew,” she said with a hint of amusement in her voice, “you certainly know how to keep things interesting.”

Mr. Grant chuckled. “Nikky has been quite diligent today. I’m sure she’ll make a wonderful dinner for us.” He paused, a sly grin spreading across his face. “Tell me, Ms. Sloan, does Nikky look familiar to you at all?”

Ms. Sloan leaned in slightly, her brow furrowing as she studied me more closely. “I can’t say for certain,” she said slowly. “But there is something about her…”

I kept my eyes down, my heart pounding in my chest. My makeup, uniform, and demeanor had been carefully crafted to hide any remnants of Niko, yet the thought of her uncovering the truth sent a thrill through me.

Ms. Sloan’s gaze lingered on my face. “What is that on her mouth?” she asked, her tone curious. “Is this some kind of bondage game?”

Mr. Grant smirked. “Nikky here is a submissive,” he explained, his voice casual. “I borrowed her from her… What’s the word? Would ‘Owner’ be correct, Nikky?”

I didn’t dare speak, knowing the gag would only muffle me, so I curtsied deeply in response.

Ms. Sloan’s lips quirked into a small smile as she leaned back slightly. “Well, Andrew, this is certainly… unexpected. But I can’t deny I’m intrigued.”

“Apparently, she was a bit of a troublemaker this morning, so her owner is making her wear this gag as punishment,” Mr. Grant explained casually, nodding toward the penis gag strapped securely in my mouth. “Isn’t that right, maid?”

Hearing him refer to me as simply "maid" sent a shiver of submissiveness through me. It reminded me of my place. I curtsied deeply in acknowledgment.

Ms. Sloan raised an eyebrow, her expression equal parts curiosity and amusement. “Well, okay then,” she said, glancing around. “What’s for dinner? The table setting looks beautiful.”

Mr. Grant grinned, clearly enjoying himself. “It’s not like she can tell us,” he said, gesturing toward my gag. “We’ll just have to be surprised. Nikky, pour us some wine and, if dinner’s ready, bring it out.”

I curtsied again, quickly pouring wine from the decanter into their glasses with careful precision before retreating to the kitchen to retrieve their dinner.

When I returned, balancing the plates on a silver tray, Ms. Sloan’s face lit up. “Ooh! Pasta!” she exclaimed, clearly pleased.

I placed their meals in front of them with a deep curtsy before stepping back, standing silently at the ready in case they needed anything. As they ate, they talked easily, their conversation flowing from shared memories to light banter.

Then Mr. Grant smirked, glancing over at me. “Hey Ava, have you talked to Niko lately?”

A chill ran down my spine, and I felt my body tense.

Ms. Sloan set her fork down thoughtfully. “No, not in a while,” she replied, her tone casual.

“What do you think he’s up to these days?” Mr. Grant asked, his voice deliberately conversational.

“I’d assume enjoying his millions with that smoking hot wife of his,” she said with a faint chuckle.

Mr. Grant’s eyes flicked to me, catching the subtle shiver in my shoulders. “You’re probably right,” he said. “He got pretty lucky with her, didn’t he?”

Ms. Sloan smiled wryly. “She’s the lucky one. Honestly, it’s a shame I let that one get away.”

I stood perfectly still, my hands clasped in front of me, my eyes fixed on the floor. The tension was nearly unbearable.

Mr. Grant leaned back, sipping his wine with a sly grin. “I bet he’s happy.” Then he turned to me. “Nikky, we’re going to take this into the living room. Bring Ms. Sloan some more wine and a scotch for me. Then clean up in here.”

I curtsied as they stood and made their way to the living room.

Once they were out of sight, I found a silver tray I hadn’t noticed before and arranged the drinks on it with care. Carrying it to the living room, I knelt and presented the tray for them to take their glasses. They barely acknowledged me, engrossed in their conversation, so I curtsied and returned to the dining room to clean.

As I meticulously tidied the dining area, I couldn’t shake the thoughts swirling in my head. Ms. Sloan—no, I corrected myself, Ms. Sloan , not Ava—had been someone from my past. The idea of her recognizing me as Niko filled me with both fear and a strange, thrilling excitement.

I focused on the task at hand, scrubbing every surface and ensuring the room was spotless. Their voices drifted from the living room, accompanied by the occasional burst of laughter. I tried not to listen too closely, but the sound of Ms. Sloan’s voice was impossible to ignore.

Once I was satisfied with the dining room, I returned to the living room to collect their empty glasses. As I approached, I caught a snippet of their conversation.

“Andrew, you’ve always had a way of surprising me,” Ms. Sloan said with a chuckle.

Mr. Grant smirked. “I like to keep things interesting.”

I curtsied deeply, waiting for them to acknowledge my presence.

“Nikky, fetch us some dessert,” Mr. Grant said, handing me their glasses.

I curtsied again and returned to the kitchen, preparing a tray of petite desserts and fresh coffee. As I worked, I couldn’t shake the feeling that Ms. Sloan’s gaze had lingered on me a moment too long. Did she suspect something? Could she see through my transformation?

I returned with the tray, serving them each with a curtsy before stepping back. As I turned to leave, Ms. Sloan spoke up again.

“Andrew, you mentioned Niko earlier,” she said, her tone curious. “Do you ever see him?”

Mr. Grant glanced at me, a small smile tugging at his lips. “Not as often as I’d like, but I hear he’s doing quite well.”

I kept my head down, my heart racing as I exited the room. Back in the kitchen, I took a moment to steady myself, gripping the counter as I tried to calm my breathing. The tension and excitement were almost too much to bear, and my chastity cage felt tighter than ever.

Mr. Grant’s voice interrupted my thoughts. “Nikky, Ms. Sloan is getting ready to leave. Go fetch her coat from the side closet.”

I hurried to the closet, pulling her coat from the hanger and bringing it back to the living room. I helped her slip it on, my hands trembling slightly as I adjusted the collar.

Ms. Sloan gave Mr. Grant a kiss on the cheek. “I guess you should let her owner know she did very well tonight,” she said, glancing at me briefly.

“Oh, I plan to,” Mr. Grant replied with a grin. “She’s been exceptional today.”

As Ms. Sloan left, Mr. Grant closed the door and turned to me, a gleam in his eye. “Wow! It took everything I had not to ravish her right here in the living room. You let her go? She’s amazing!”

Before I could react, he grabbed my arm and pulled me into the living room. With practiced ease, he unbuckled my gag and shoved me to my knees.

“Let’s see if you can help me work off this frustration,” he muttered, dropping his pants and freeing his cock.

I didn’t hesitate, taking him into my mouth and working him eagerly. He was so worked up that it only took a few minutes for him to explode, his release filling my mouth. I swallowed every drop, licking him clean before sitting back on my heels, waiting for his next command.

He reached down, refastening the gag securely in place. “I think it’s time to get you home,” he said, buckling his pants.

I stood and curtsied, waiting as he grabbed his keys.

The drive back to Mistress Megan’s house was silent, the tension from the evening still lingering in the air. When we arrived, Mr. Grant parked the car and turned to me, his hand resting on my thigh.

“You did well today, Nikky,” he said. “Make sure you report everything to your Mistress.”

I nodded and stepped out of the car, curtsying deeply as he drove off.

As I approached the front door, a mix of relief and nervous anticipation washed over me. I knocked softly and waited. Mistress Megan opened the door, her lips curling into a knowing smile.

"Welcome back, pet. How did you behave today?" Mistress Megan asked,

I handed her a folded note that Mr. Grant had given me. She took it and quickly scanned the contents, her smile widening as she read.

“It seems you did very well,” she said, her tone filled with pride. “He even wants to use you more often. Come inside and tell me everything.”

I followed her into the house, my heels clicking softly against the floor. Once we reached the living room, I knelt at her feet, lowering my head submissively. She leaned forward and unbuckled my gag, freeing my mouth to speak.

“Now, tell me everything,” she commanded, settling back into her chair.

I recounted the day’s events in detail, starting from Mr. Grant’s initial spanking and blowjob.

“Wait,” she interrupted, a smirk playing on her lips. “He spanked you and had you give him a blowjob first thing?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied softly, keeping my gaze down.

“Well, that certainly set the tone for the day, didn’t it? Did he also fuck you in the ass?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And did you get to have one of your little sissygasms?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Her grin widened, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “That’s great, muffin! It sounds like you were quite the busy little maid today. What else happened?”

I hesitated for a moment before telling her about Ms. Sloan’s visit.

“Ms. Sloan?” she asked, her brow arching. “Who’s that? Oh wait—Ava? Your ex-girlfriend?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Did she recognize you?”

“I don’t think so, Mistress. But Mr. Grant brought Niko up during the conversation. She said she thinks he’s enjoying his millions with his ‘smoking hot wife.’”

Mistress threw her head back and roared with laughter. “Oh, that’s precious! I bet Niko would love  to be doing that right now! Ha!”

I hung my head, the familiar pang of shame washing over me. Mistress always referred to my former self as a separate person, insisting that Niko ceased to exist the day the chastity cage went over my clitty .

“Did you think of her as Ava?” she asked suddenly, her voice sharp and inquisitive.

My heart raced, and I quickly blurted out, “Only once, Mistress! It was the shock of seeing her! I corrected myself right away, Mistress! I said ‘Ms. Sloan’ to myself several times, Mistress. I will never think of her first name again, Mistress. I swear!”

Without thinking, I prostrated myself at her feet, my body trembling with fear. I dared not look up at her.

Mistress let the silence linger, her presence commanding as I stewed in uncertainty. Would she punish me for slipping?

Finally, I felt the toe of her high-heeled pump tap against my lips. Taking it as a sign, I kissed the shiny leather repeatedly, each gesture filled with apology and reverence.

“That’s alright, pet,” she said after a moment, her tone softer but still firm. “We all make mistakes sometimes. You corrected yourself right away, which was the right thing to do. You are forgiven this time. Now, sit up and tell me the rest.”

Relieved, I straightened my posture and continued, recounting how Mr. Grant had used my mouth after Ms. Sloan left and then brought me home.

Mistress listened intently, her smile growing as I described the intensity of his release and how he’d sent me back to her.

“That was really hot, my munchkin,” she purred, her voice laced with desire. “Why don’t you lick me to a few orgasms while I think about all this?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied eagerly as she reached down, pulling up her skirt and spreading her legs.

I lowered myself between her thighs, the familiar scent of her arousal filling my senses. My tongue darted out, flicking over her folds with practiced precision. I savored every moan, every gasp that escaped her lips as I worked, my movements precise and deliberate.

Her hand tangled in my hair, guiding me closer as her hips rocked against my mouth. “That’s it, pet,” she murmured, her voice thick with pleasure. “Show me how good my little sissy has become.”

I obeyed without hesitation, my lips and tongue working in perfect harmony to bring her to the edge. Her thighs clenched around my head as her body tensed, and with a loud, satisfied cry, she came, her release washing over me.

But she wasn’t done. “Again,” she commanded breathlessly, her grip tightening.

I redoubled my efforts, my tongue exploring her with renewed intensity. Her moans grew louder, filling the room as I pushed her to another shattering climax.

When she finally released me, I pulled back, my face glistening as I gazed up at her with adoration.

Mistress smiled down at me, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. “Good girl,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “You’ve done very well today, pet.”

Her praise filled me with a deep sense of pride and fulfillment. This was my purpose, my place, and I embraced it wholeheartedly.

***
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