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BOOK 1

“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.

***




BOOK 2

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.

***




BOOK 3




CHAPTER 1

Nikky knelt in the center of the room, her knees spread just enough to show proper obedience but still demure enough to maintain elegance. Her lace garters stretched taut against her soft thighs, the stockings smooth and sheer. She had dressed carefully today, choosing her finest uniform—a black satin maid’s dress trimmed with delicate white lace, her corset pulled tight to emphasize every feminized curve, her heels locked securely into place.

But tonight wasn’t about being a maid.

Tonight, she was being promoted.

Mistress Megan sat on the leather armchair, legs crossed, a glass of wine in one hand as she observed Nikky with a smirk that sent an involuntary shiver down the sissy’s spine. Mr. Davis stood beside her, his massive frame filling the space with authority, his arms crossed as he looked Nikky over like a man inspecting his property.

“You’ve done well, pet,” Megan finally said, swirling the wine in her glass. “You’ve learned your place. You curtsy without being told. You kneel without question. You serve with devotion.”

Nikky’s heart fluttered at the praise, a small flush of pride warming her cheeks. “Thank you, Mistress,” she whispered, her voice barely above a breath.

Megan leaned forward, her gaze sharpening. “But you’re not just a maid anymore.”

Nikky stiffened slightly, her fingers curling over her thighs in anticipation.

Megan’s smirk widened. “You’re not here just to dust and scrub. You’re not even just here to cook our meals and set our table.”

She reached out, cupping Nikky’s chin between her fingers, tilting her face up. “No, sweetheart. You’re here to serve us in every way. You’re not just a sissy maid anymore.”

Megan’s nails lightly scratched along Nikky’s jawline, sending a tingling shudder through her body. “You are now our house whore.”

Nikky’s breath caught, her chest tightening with a mixture of shame and arousal. The words echoed in her head, the finality of them settling deep in her core.

House whore.

Not just a maid. Not just a servant.

A plaything. A toy. A cock-sleeve, a pussy to be used whenever and however they pleased.

She swallowed hard, lips parting slightly, unsure whether to thank Mistress for such a degrading honor or simply lower her head and accept her fate.

Mr. Davis chuckled, stepping forward, towering over her small, kneeling form. “She looks nervous,” he remarked, amusement thick in his tone. “Maybe she’s not ready after all.”

Megan laughed, lightly tapping Nikky’s cheek with her fingertips. “Oh, she’s ready. Aren’t you, pet?”

Nikky’s throat tightened. Her hands twitched on her thighs, aching to reach between her legs, but she knew better. Her cage—her constant, cruel prison—was still locked tight, keeping her in a state of endless frustration, denied and desperate.

“Yes, Mistress,” she finally whispered, her voice shaky but sincere. “I—I am ready.”

Megan’s eyes gleamed with approval. “Good girl.”

She reached beside her and picked up a small black velvet box, snapping it open with a quiet click. Nikky’s stomach twisted as she saw the glint of cold steel inside.

A new cage. Smaller. Tighter. Custom-fitted.

A final lock on her useless little clitty.

Megan tilted the box toward Mr. Davis, letting him admire the craftsmanship. “I had it made just for her,” she said casually. “I figured a house whore doesn’t need any access to pleasure. Ever.”

Nikky’s whole body flushed hot, her thighs pressing together involuntarily, but it did nothing to ease the growing ache inside her.

Mr. Davis grinned. “I like it.” He took the device from the box, turning it over in his hand before crouching to Nikky’s level. “Hold still, sissy.”

Nikky whimpered softly but obeyed, spreading her knees wider as Mr. Davis reached beneath her skirt. His fingers brushed against the base of her current cage, making her shiver with humiliating, useless arousal.

The lock clicked open, and for the briefest moment, she felt the cool air brush against her aching, swollen clit. It twitched feebly, barely half-hard, dripping from weeks of denied stimulation.

Mr. Davis chuckled. “Pathetic little thing,” he murmured, tapping the tip with two fingers, making Nikky gasp at the sudden jolt of sensation.

Megan leaned in, watching with amusement. “Not even worth calling a cock anymore, is it?”

Nikky’s whole body burned with shame. “N-No, Mistress.”

Megan smirked. “Then what is it?”

Nikky swallowed thickly, her voice trembling as she admitted the truth. “It’s… it’s my little clitty, Mistress.”

Mr. Davis laughed, gripping the base of Nikky’s worthless length one final time before positioning the new, smaller cage around it. The snug metal clicked into place, trapping her fully, pressing the shaft back, forcing it into complete submission.

Megan sighed, her fingers brushing over Nikky’s cheek like a lover’s caress. “There. Now you’re perfect.”

The final click of the lock sent a jolt of finality through Nikky’s body.

There would be no more chances. No more teasing hope.

Her pleasure was gone. Forever.

She let out a soft, needy whimper, her thighs squeezing together desperately.

Megan slid her fingers under Nikky’s chin, forcing her to meet her gaze. “Don’t pout, sweetheart. You don’t need pleasure.”

Mr. Davis wiped his hands off and leaned back with a satisfied grin. “What she needs,” he said, “is a proper test.”

Megan hummed in agreement, stroking Nikky’s flushed cheek. “That’s right. Our little house whore is ready for her first real duty.”




CHAPTER 2

Nikky’s heels clicked softly against the hardwood floor, each careful step a painful reminder of how little control she had over herself anymore.

Gone was her once-dignified maid’s uniform, replaced with sheer humiliation for the last week—a delicate lace bralette that barely held the soft swell of her feminized chest, paired with matching panties stretched tightly over the aching bulge of her freshly locked chastity cage.

She was exposed. Vulnerable. Owned.

At her throat, her collar gleamed under the dim lights, its polished tag swinging gently with each nervous movement.

But what made each step truly unbearable was the plug nestled deep inside her, its fullness pressing insistently against her most sensitive spot with every tiny sway of her hips.

Her Mistress’s rules for the night were crystal clear:

●  No covering herself.

●  No speaking unless commanded.

●  No touching her caged clitty.

●  No hesitation in obedience.

She was to serve, worship, and accept her place.

Megan lounged on the luxurious leather couch, a crystal glass of wine in one hand, her other draped lazily over the armrest as if this were all routine.

Beside her, Mr. Davis sat with his legs spread wide, a glass of whiskey balanced in his grip, his gaze already dark with amusement.

They looked so effortlessly powerful, so relaxed in their control, while Nikky stood trembling, barely clothed, her caged cock throbbing in humiliating frustration.

A sharp tap of Megan’s manicured nails against her glass snapped Nikky to attention.

“Crawl,” Megan ordered.

Nikky dropped instantly, her knees hitting the floor with a soft thud, sending a delicious jolt from her plug straight to her aching core.

She moved forward on all fours, her back arched in automatic elegance, her lace-covered ass swaying subtly as she crawled toward the couple who owned her.

By the time she reached the couch, she was already panting, her lips parted in quiet, desperate anticipation.

Megan smirked. She knew exactly what was happening inside Nikky’s pretty little head.

She extended one bare, toned leg, slowly dragging the arch of her foot along Nikky’s cheek, feeling the heat of her skin.

“You know your place, don’t you, pet?” she murmured.

Nikky nodded immediately, her lips trembling against Mistress’s soft skin.

Megan sighed. “Then prove it.”

With no hesitation, Nikky lowered her head, pressing a slow, reverent kiss to the arch of Megan’s foot.

The first kiss was soft, almost hesitant—but she quickly corrected herself, opening her mouth, letting her tongue dart out just enough to taste the warm, perfumed skin.

From the corner of her eye, she could see Mr. Davis watching, the weight of his amused, possessive stare making her squirm inside her cage.

“Look at her,” he chuckled, taking a sip of his whiskey. “She really is just a little house whore now, isn’t she?”

Megan let out a slow, pleased hum. “Oh, she knows.”

Her other foot lifted slightly, pressing against Nikky’s chest, forcing her to stay low, a reminder of her inferiority.

“Don’t you, my pretty little thing?” Megan crooned.

Nikky nodded quickly, desperate for more praise, more approval.

Megan’s smirk widened as she uncrossed her legs, spreading them slightly, her robe falling open to reveal the smooth, inviting heat between her thighs.

“Then show me just how much you understand.”

Nikky inhaled sharply, her whole body flushing at the command.

Her lips trailed higher, past Mistress’s ankle, her calf, the soft curve of her thigh.

Megan’s hand found its way into her hair, her grip light but possessive, guiding Nikky exactly where she belonged.

“Good girl,” she whispered, pulling Nikky deeper between her legs.

Nikky’s tongue met the wet heat of her Mistress’s pussy, her lips parting instinctively as she gave herself fully to the act.

The taste of submission filled her mouth—warm, intoxicating, undeniably hers.

She licked slowly at first, teasing, savoring, before sinking into eager, desperate worship, her tongue curling around every sensitive fold.

Above her, Megan let out a low, satisfied sigh, her nails scratching lightly along Nikky’s scalp as she rolled her hips forward, grinding softly against her sissy’s eager mouth.

“See how natural she is?” Megan mused lazily, her tone dripping with control.

Mr. Davis chuckled. “She was always meant to be a face-riding whore, wasn’t she?”

Nikky’s caged clit pulsed painfully at the words, her thighs squeezing together involuntarily as the ache became unbearable.

And Megan, of course, noticed immediately.

A smirk tugged at her lips as she let one hand trail downward, her fingertips brushing lightly over Nikky’s lace-covered cage.

Nikky moaned into Mistress’s pussy, the vibrations making Megan shudder in pleasure.

“Poor thing,” Megan murmured, rubbing soft, teasing circles over the swollen, locked flesh. “I bet you ache so badly, don’t you?”

Nikky whimpered, her tongue flicking faster, as if trying to beg through worship alone.

Megan sighed in pleasure, gripping the cage lightly, applying just enough pressure to make Nikky’s frustration unbearable.

“I love how desperate you are,” she purred. “You’re soaking through your panties, aren’t you, little whore?”

Nikky let out a muffled sob against Mistress’s dripping pussy, unable to do anything but take the cruel teasing.

Megan chuckled darkly, rolling her hips lazily, riding the eager mouth beneath her like a well-trained toy.

The contrast was delicious.

Megan, soft and wet, pleasured and indulging.

Nikky, caged and empty, desperate and denied.

It was exactly as it should be.

The tension built—Megan’s body tightening, her breath hitching, her grip in Nikky’s hair turning possessive.

And then—she tipped over the edge, her thighs trembling around her sissy’s eager face.

A deep, breathy moan escaped her lips as she rode the waves of pleasure, her grip tightening on the metal cage just as Nikky sobbed helplessly beneath her.

Megan took her time coming down, letting Nikky lap up every last drop.

Finally, she relaxed against the couch, her body warm and languid, her hand drifting lazily through Nikky’s hair.

She tilted her head, smirking down at her messy, panting little house whore.

“Good girl.”

Nikky’s face was flushed, her lips swollen, her whole body trembling from the cruel, aching arousal trapped behind her cage.

Mr. Davis finished his drink and set it aside.

“That was a good warm-up.”

He stretched lazily, then looked at Megan with a smirk.

“Shall we test her properly now?”

Megan grinned. “Oh, absolutely.”

Nikky’s caged clit throbbed helplessly.

She knew exactly what was coming next.

Nikky knelt in place, hands folded neatly in her lap, her back straight. Her breathing was slow and measured, just as Mistress had trained her. Every movement, every breath, was meant to be controlled, graceful—worthy of a maid in Mistress’s household.

She focused on the rug beneath her knees, waiting. Silence stretched between them, thick and suffocating. The only sounds in the room were the faint ticking of the grandfather clock in the hall and the occasional clink of ice in Mistress Megan’s glass as she swirled her drink.

Nikky didn’t dare look up until commanded.

A long sigh, low and rumbling, broke the silence.

“I think it’s about time this little sissy proves her worth,” Mr. Davis muttered, shifting in his chair.

Nikky’s stomach clenched at the familiar weight of expectation in his voice.

Mistress hummed approvingly, setting her glass down with a delicate clink. “I agree.”

A pause.

Then, “Nikky, darling. You know what to do.”

Nikky’s breath caught in her throat, a nervous thrill running through her body. “Yes, Mistress,” she whispered, her voice soft and obedient.

She didn’t hesitate. She couldn’t.

With practiced precision, she shifted forward on her knees, crawling toward Mr. Davis with her hands delicately placed on her thighs. The movement was slow, controlled—elegant in a way that had taken months of training to perfect.

When she reached him, she sat back on her heels, back arched slightly, her eyes lowered in submission.

“Look at me,” Mr. Davis commanded, his voice smooth, expectant.

Nikky obeyed immediately, tilting her chin up, her wide, painted eyes locking onto his. He was already unbuckling his belt, the leather sliding through the loops with a slow, deliberate sound that sent a shiver down her spine.

The anticipation made her throat tighten.

She licked her lips reflexively.

Mistress Megan chuckled from behind her, amused by the sight of her sissy maid already trembling.

“Look at her, Jack,” Mistress mused, her tone dripping with amusement. “She’s practically drooling already, and you haven’t even taken it out yet.”

Nikky’s cheeks burned with humiliation, but she didn’t look away. She wouldn’t dare.

Mr. Davis smirked as he unzipped his trousers, spreading his legs slightly, making room for her between them. He reached inside, pulling out his thick cock, heavy and hard, resting against his thigh.

Nikky’s eyes flicked downward for only a second before Mistress’s sharp voice snapped her focus back up.

“Don’t stare, maid. Not yet,” Megan chided, tapping Nikky’s cheek lightly with her fingers. “You know better than that.”

Nikky swallowed, hands trembling slightly as she folded them properly on her lap. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

Mr. Davis chuckled, lazily stroking himself. “It’s alright, Meg. Let her stare. It’s about time she gets a good look at what she’s about to swallow.”

Mistress let out a slow, amused hum. “You do have a point.”

Nikky felt the weight of both their gazes on her as she finally lowered her eyes, staring at the thick shaft in front of her. Her throat tightened at the sight.

Mr. Davis was huge. He always was.

No matter how many times she had taken him, she never quite got used to it.

A strong hand suddenly cupped the back of her head, fingers threading through her blonde curls.

“Well?” Mistress’s voice was a whisper in her ear, soft and dangerous. “What are you waiting for?”

Nikky’s body moved on instinct.

She leaned in, her lips parting as her tongue flicked out, running a slow, delicate line up the thick vein along his shaft.

She heard Mr. Davis exhale sharply.

Good.

Encouraged, she trailed kisses along his length, worshipping him with soft, reverent presses of her lips. She took her time, savoring the weight of him in her hands as she gently stroked the base.

The first taste of his pre-cum hit her tongue, salty and warm. She moaned softly, savoring it.

Then, a sharp tug on her hair.

“Enough playing,” Mistress Megan snapped. “Take him.”

Nikky gasped as Mr. Davis’s hand suddenly gripped her jaw, tilting her head up. His eyes bore into hers, dark and commanding.

“Open up, sissy.”

She obeyed without hesitation, parting her lips wide as he guided himself forward, the thick head pressing against her waiting tongue.

The first push was slow, measured, letting her adjust as he slid past her lips. Her mouth stretched around him, the fullness sending a familiar rush of heat through her body.

But patience wasn’t Mr. Davis’s strong suit.

“Take it all, whore,” he growled, gripping her hair tighter as he pushed deeper.

Nikky’s throat spasmed as he pressed against the back of it. She struggled, her hands gripping his thighs for stability as he pushed her further down.

“Relax,” Mistress Megan murmured from beside her, stroking her cheek mockingly. “Good girls don’t gag.”

Nikky forced herself to breathe through her nose, focusing on the steady rhythm of his movements as he used her mouth.

Mr. Davis groaned, his grip tightening as he thrust deeper, his thick length sliding down her throat. Nikky’s body trembled, her lungs burning, but she held still, letting him use her.

Saliva dripped down her chin, her face slick with the evidence of her submission.

“Messy girl,” Mistress tutted, swiping her thumb along Nikky’s spit-soaked lips before pressing it against her tongue. “But you do look pretty like this.”

Nikky whimpered around Mr. Davis’s cock, her eyes fluttering shut as her head was forced into a relentless rhythm.

Back and forth.

Up and down.

Sloppy, wet sounds filled the room, her throat working tirelessly to please him.

“Look at me, sissy,” Mr. Davis commanded, his voice strained.

Nikky forced her teary eyes open, gazing up at him just as Mistress’s hand tightened in her hair, holding her still.

His cock throbbed.

A moment later, hot, thick ropes of cum spilled onto her waiting tongue.

“Swallow it all,” Mistress purred, her fingers tilting Nikky’s chin up so she had no choice but to gulp it down.

Nikky obeyed instantly, her throat working as she took every last drop.

When it was done, she licked her lips clean, gasping softly as she whispered, “Thank you for using me, Sir.”

Mr. Davis leaned back with a satisfied smirk.

Mistress Megan chuckled, pressing a kiss to the top of Nikky’s head.

“Good girl.”

She wiped a tear from Nikky’s cheek with a manicured nail before giving her a light slap.

“Now, go fix your makeup.”

Nikky scrambled to her feet, already eager to be used again.




CHAPTER 3

Nikky’s breath hitched as Mistress Megan’s sharp nails trailed down her bare back, a slow, lingering touch meant to remind her of how exposed she was. The air in the playroom was cool against her flushed skin, every inch of her trembling form laid out before them like a prize, yet utterly helpless.

Bound to the spanking bench, her wrists and ankles spread wide, she had no choice but to stay exactly where Mistress wanted her—on display.

Vulnerable.

A proper, broken-in sissy maid, waiting to be used.

Mr. Davis sat comfortably in the chair beside them, his legs spread, a dark smirk tugging at his lips as he lazily watched the show unfold. He didn’t need to rush—he knew exactly how long Mistress Megan could stretch this out, how much she enjoyed teasing their little pet until she was begging  for it.

And Nikky always begged.

The heavy steel plug already stretched her, filling her tight, needy little hole with a relentless presence that made her cage throb painfully. But tonight, that wasn’t enough.

Nikky flinched as she felt the cold metal press against her stretched rim.

“This one’s new,” Megan murmured, her tone dripping with amusement. “A little bigger, a little heavier… and just for you, sweetheart.”

Nikky whimpered, gripping the leather beneath her as the larger plug pushed in, the stretch burning for a moment before settling into a deep, aching  fullness. Her cage pulsed against the hard bench beneath her, locked tight, denied anything .

Then came the click .

A slow, inhuman  vibration hummed to life deep inside her.

Nikky gasped , her whole body jerking against the restraints as the pulse sent a wicked, throbbing pressure straight to her prostate.

Megan’s nails dragged up her spine, slow and sharp. “Ohhh, that’s a pretty  reaction.”

Nikky moaned softly, her thighs trembling as the relentless, low pulse worked inside her. It wasn’t fast—it wasn’t even enough to push her anywhere close  to relief. It was just enough to keep her in a maddening state of need , her body reacting instinctively to something she could never have .

Her locked little clit swelled uselessly in its cage, straining, twitching, desperate .

“Ohhh, look at her struggle,” Mr. Davis chuckled, shaking his head. “Can’t get even a little relief, can you, maid?”

Nikky sobbed softly, her head hanging low, her body already wrecked with frustration.

“No, Sir,” she whimpered, her voice small, helpless.

Megan leaned in, her lips brushing against Nikky’s ear, her breath warm and teasing.

“Of course not,” she purred. “You don’t get pleasure. You don’t deserve it .”

She dragged her nails down Nikky’s back again, her free hand trailing over her caged cock, barely ghosting over the bars—just enough touch to make Nikky’s hips buck forward, chasing  it.

Another wicked chuckle.

“Oh, poor baby,” Megan cooed. “You ache  for it, don’t you?”

Nikky nodded frantically, whining in the back of her throat.

The vibrations inside her intensified , the pressure against her prostate making her see stars .

She gasped , her whole body twitching, the build-up unbearable.

Megan dragged her tongue along the shell of Nikky’s ear before whispering:

“You’re just a little cock-sucking maid now.”

Nikky whimpered , her mind fogged, her body so utterly controlled by their touch that her only  instinct was to submit, to obey, to let them mold her into whatever they wanted.

Megan’s fingers wrapped around her cage, giving it a sharp  slap.

Nikky yelped , her body jolting.

“Ohhh, you love  that, don’t you?” Megan laughed . “You love being teased. Being used. Being denied .”

Nikky’s thighs trembled.

“Yes, Mistress,” she whimpered, her voice barely above a whisper.

Megan smirked, gripping the cage again, her thumb running lazily along the bars. “And what are you, maid?”

Nikky bit her lip, her mind spiraling in submission.

“I… I’m your sissy maid,” she murmured.

Megan’s nails dug  into her hip. “ Louder .”

“I’m your sissy maid,” Nikky choked out, her face burning with humiliation.

Megan slapped  her caged cock again, harder this time.

“And what do sissy maids do ?”

Nikky sobbed.

“They serve ,” she gasped. “They exist to be used .”

Megan moaned  at that, running a slow, lazy hand down Nikky’s stomach.

“Mmm, good girl,” she purred, gripping Nikky’s caged cock, giving it one, single  stroke before stopping completely.

Nikky whined , her whole body bucking forward, desperate for more, needing it more than she needed to breathe .

Megan just laughed.

“Pathetic,” she whispered. “You’re nothing more than a dumb little toy  for us to play with.”

Nikky’s entire body trembled , her mind blank, her instincts fully rewired to please .

The vibrations inside her suddenly stopped .

Nikky screamed , the loss of stimulation hitting her like a crash.

Megan smirked , pressing a kiss to her temple.

“Ohhh, poor baby,” she teased. “You were soooo close, weren’t you?”

Nikky sobbed , her body still shaking. “Please, Mistress,” she begged, her voice broken. “Please let me—”

A sharp slap  to her caged cock cut her off .

“You know  better than to ask,” Megan scolded, gripping her hair, yanking her head back so their eyes met.

Nikky panted, her cheeks streaked with tears.

Megan grinned.

“Beg for my boyfriend’s cock,” she whispered. “Let him know how badly  you need it.”

Nikky’s lips trembled .

She turned her head, looking at Mr. Davis through teary, ruined eyes.

“P-Please, Sir,” she whimpered.

Mr. Davis smirked, cocking his head. “Please what, maid?”

Nikky sobbed , humiliated beyond anything, her mind so broken with denial and frustration that she had no choice  but to say the words.

“Please… use me, Sir.”

Megan moaned  at that, running a teasing hand up Nikky’s back.

“Ohhh, that’s precious ,” she giggled. “But not good enough .”

She turned the vibrator back on .

Nikky screamed .

It was relentless, rolling waves of torturous  pleasure, holding her on the absolute brink —but never enough to send her over.

Megan gripped her chin, forcing her eyes up to Mr. Davis’s.

“Tell him exactly what you want, sissy,” she whispered, her voice dark, syrupy sweet. “Tell him what you ache  for.”

Nikky sobbed, her whole body shaking, her caged cock twitching helplessly.

“P-please, Sir,” she gasped. “I wa-want to taste your cock.”

Mr. Davis chuckled, and Megan beamed, stroking Nikky’s cheek. “ Good girl .”

Nikky knelt in perfect submission, her thighs trembling beneath the weight of her own denied arousal, her mouth still slick from the last lesson Mistress had drilled into her. The air in the dimly lit bedroom was thick with heat, her body flushed, every inch of her trained to serve, to obey, to be used.

She felt owned .  Completely, utterly, irreversibly owned.

Mistress Megan sat back on the bed, her long legs elegantly crossed, one perfectly manicured hand resting lazily in her lap while the other curled into Nikky’s blonde wig , stroking her hair as if she were nothing more than a well-trained pet.

Before them, Mr. Davis stood tall, already working open his belt, that slow, deliberate way that always made Nikky’s stomach tighten. The heavy clink  of the buckle sent a jolt of expectation through her, her lips parting on instinct.

A good sissy knew when she was needed.

“You’ve been such a good little whore tonight, Nikky,” Megan purred, her nails trailing along the soft, vulnerable skin of Nikky’s exposed throat. The sharp, teasing drag sent a shudder rippling through her caged, aching body.

“But I think it’s time you learned how to really worship a man.”

Megan’s fingers tightened in Nikky’s hair, tilting her head back. Their eyes met—Megan’s knowing , dominant; Nikky’s wide, desperate, willing.

A slow, wicked smile spread across Mistress’s lips.

“Watch me.”

And then Megan leaned forward, parting her full, painted lips, wrapping them around the thick, waiting cock in front of her, swallowing it with the kind of practiced ease that made Nikky’s head spin.

Nikky could only watch in aw e , her own lips tingling, her throat tightening just from seeing it.

The way Mistress o wned the act—how her tongue curled around the thick shaft, how her throat swallowed him down so smoothly, effortlessly, as if he belonged there—was mesmerizing.

She made it look so… beautiful.

So perfect .

Mr. Davis groaned above them, his fingers tangling into Megan’s hair, his hips shifting forward, his cock sliding even deeper into her throat.

Nikky’s breath hitched.

She needed to learn. She needed to be just like Mistress.

Then, Mr. Davis’s strong hand suddenly grabbed Nikky’s chin, tilting her face up. His thumb traced over her bottom lip, pressing down slightly.

“Don’t just stare, sissy,” Megan smirked, pulling back with a slick, filthy pop, her lips glistening with spit.

“Come taste what a real cock feels like.”

Nikky whimpered , but she obeyed instantly.

She leaned in beside Mistress, her breath trembling as her tongue flicked out, tentatively licking along the thick vein of his shaft, tasting the lingering mix of Megan’s spit and salty arousal.

Megan chuckled softly.

“Good girl.”

She licked alongside Nikky, their tongues meeting, gliding over each other, spreading the mess, sharing in the filth.

Nikky moaned , the act itself sending a deep, aching pulse to her locked, swollen clit.

They took turns.

Megan would take him first, her throat working him deep, her lips sealing around the base, moaning softly. Then, she’d pull back, tapping Nikky’s cheek, forcing her to take over.

Nikky’s lips wrapped around him, softer, sloppier, her tongue lazing over the shaft, struggling to match Mistress’s effortless control.

Megan guided her, pushing her lower.

“Be a good little maid and suck his balls,” she purred.

Nikky whimpered  but obeyed instantly, her lips dragging along the heavy, swollen sac, her tongue lapping at the sensitive skin, kissing softly before sucking him into her mouth.

Above her, Megan worked the head, her tongue swirling, moaning softly, sending vibrations straight through him.

The w et, filthy sounds filled the room, the obscene mix of sloppy sucking, soft moans, and the deep groans of satisfaction coming from above.

Nikky felt drunk on it—the filth, the submission, the heat coiling deep in her belly, her cage throbbing so hard it hurt .

Then, Mr. Davis’s voice cut through the haze.

“Look at you,” he chuckled darkly, staring down at Nikky, his dominant amusement curling into something dangerous .

“Wide, teary eyes… struggling to take more…”

Megan laughed , gripping Nikky’s chin, tilting her face up toward her.

“Let’s give our sissy a real test.”

And then—before Nikky could even process it—Mistress kissed her.

It was wet, filthy, dripping with sin, their tongues tangled, the mix of spit, pre-cum, and utter degradation making Nikky’s knees shake.

Megan moaned into her mouth, owning her, making her feel  the filth of what they were doing.

She pulled back just slightly, breath warm against Nikky’s lips.

“Open up, sweetheart,” she whispered, gripping Nikky’s jaw, forcing her mouth wide as Mr. Davis pressed forward ,  his thick cock sliding past both  of their waiting tongues.

Nikky moaned helplessly, her tongue pressed flat against the underside, her lips brushing against Mistress’s as they shared him, their mouths working in perfect sync.

Megan spat onto the shaft, spreading the mess with her tongue before guiding Nikky back onto it.

“Suck properly, little whore,” she ordered, gripping Nikky’s throat lightly, feeling the convulsions as she swallowed.

Nikky gagged softly, her throat stretching, her jaw aching, her body completely controlled by them.

Mr. Davis groaned, his fingers tightening in their hair, his thrusts becoming sloppier, needier.

“Ohhh, fuck—”

Nikky’s eyes fluttered shut, her body shaking, her cage pulsing uselessly.

Then—thick, hot ropes of cum spilled across their tongues.

Megan giggled, tilting Nikky’s face toward hers again, pressing a sticky, messy kiss to her lips, forcing  her to taste it, share it, swallow it down.

Nikky moaned weakly, her whole body wrecked, her throat filled with the taste of submission.

Megan swallowed first, pulling back with a smirk.

“Swallow, sweetheart,” she purred.

Nikky obeyed instantly, her throat working, licking her lips, ensuring not a single drop was wasted.

She looked up through ruined, tear-filled eyes.

“Thank you, Mistress. Thank you, Sir.”

Megan hummed in satisfaction, running her fingers through Nikky’s cum-splattered hair, owning her completely.

“Good girl,” she murmured.

Then, a wicked grin.

“Now… clean him up.”

Nikky crawled forward, dragging her tongue along the still-hard shaft, savoring the mess, licking up every last drop before pressing a final, submissive kiss  to the tip.

Megan watched, pleased .

“I think she’s getting better, don’t you?”

Mr. Davis smirked, gripping Nikky’s collar, pulling her in closer.

“She’s ready for the next step . ”




CHAPTER 4

Nikky stood trembling in front of the mirror, her breath shallow, chest rising and falling in slow, shaky movements. The reflection staring back at her was barely recognizable now—a porcelain doll dressed in pure white , a symbol of something once sacred, now twisted into a final act of degradation.

Mistress Megan had chosen the set herself.

The delicate lace bralette clung to her soft chest, thin straps barely covering the soft forms of her modest breast inserts. Below, the matching lace panties hugged her hips snugly, the dainty floral patterns doing nothing to hide the humiliating bulge of her locked, denied  clit.

Her legs were wrapped in sheer, white thigh-high stockings, clipped into a garter belt that sat high on her waist, the ribbons fluttering softly with each movement. On her feet, Megan had chosen satin white heels—tall, elegant, forcing her posture into something helplessly feminine .

And then, the final piece.

Megan’s fingers were warm as they slid the thick leather collar around Nikky’s throat, pulling it tight, securing it in place with a click . The weight of it sent a shudder down Nikky’s spine, her lips parting in a silent gasp.

Engraved on the front, clear as day:

Owned by Mistress Megan.

Megan stood behind her, arms wrapping loosely around Nikky’s waist, her chin resting on her shoulder as they both looked at the reflection.

"Look at you, my little bride," she whispered, her voice dripping with satisfaction. "All dressed up, finally ready to accept what you are."

Nikky swallowed hard, the metal tag against her throat feeling heavier than anything before.

There was no escape now .

Megan’s hands smoothed over her stomach, trailing downward, teasing along the edges of the thin lace waistband. Nikky’s caged clit throbbed helplessly  under her touch, already swollen from hours of teasing, desperate, aching.

"You were never a man," Megan whispered, pressing a slow, taunting kiss against Nikky’s jawline. "That part of you is gone now. All that’s left is my beautiful little whore ."

Nikky whimpered, her knees going weak.

A deep chuckle rumbled behind them.

Mr. Davis leaned casually against the bedpost, watching the scene unfold with dark amusement, his eyes sweeping over the doll-like  figure standing in the mirror, barely able to hold herself up.

"So delicate now," he murmured. "Barely anything left of the thing you used to be."

Nikky’s body shuddered .

Megan smiled, tracing her nails lightly along Nikky’s trembling arms before stepping away.

"Come," she instructed, leading her by the collar.

Nikky followed without hesitation , her heels clicking softly against the floor as she was guided toward the waiting spanking bench. The same place she had been trained, punished, broken before—tonight, she knew she would not leave it the same person .

Megan positioned her effortlessly, guiding her to kneel over the cushioned surface, her chest pressed against the cool leather. Her wrists were secured gently  this time—no need for restraint now.

Nikky would not resist .

She could not resist .

Her legs were spread wide, lace panties pulled down just enough to bare her soft, vulnerable cheeks, left open and waiting  for their touch.

Megan hummed softly, running her hand along the curve of Nikky’s ass, feeling how she tensed  under the anticipation.

"Let’s make it official," she murmured.

The first smack  landed without warning.

Nikky gasped , her body jolting forward as the sting bloomed across her skin.

A pause—then another.

Sharp, then soft.

Punishing, then teasing.

Megan alternated , her rhythm slow and controlled, letting Nikky feel  each strike, every pulse of pain that deepened her submission.

Then, a new hand.

Mr. Davis delivered the next strike, heavier , more forceful, the sheer strength  behind it making Nikky’s back arch, her lips parting in a soft, whimpering cry .

Megan chuckled darkly.

"Say it," she commanded, tracing a finger down Nikky’s flushed spine.

Nikky swallowed hard, her breath shaky.

"I… I am a sissy whore," she whispered.

Smack.

The next slap came instantly, making her whimper.

"Louder," Megan taunted.

"I am a sissy whore," Nikky gasped, her voice breaking.

Another sharp slap  followed, this time from Mr. Davis, his large palm leaving a visible red print  against her skin.

"I live  to serve," Megan instructed, her nails dragging along Nikky’s sore, stinging cheeks.

Nikky sobbed, her voice wrecked.

"I live to serve," she repeated.

The next slap  was harder.

Nikky cried out , her body shaking , but she did not resist.

She couldn’t resist .

She would never resist again .

Megan’s fingers curled under her chin, tilting her face up, forcing her to look at her .

"My body is yours to use," she whispered, her voice gentle, coaxing.

Nikky’s lips trembled.

"My… My body is yours to use," she sobbed.

Megan smiled, stroking her damp cheek, her touch almost loving .

"Good girl."

She dragged her nails slowly  over Nikky’s red, heated skin , pressing down lightly, enjoying the way her sissy twitched  under her touch.

"There’s nothing left of you now, is there?" she murmured, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

Nikky’s throat felt tight, the weight of the moment crashing over her.

She was gone .

The last piece of whatever she used to be had been shattered .

And yet…

She did not mourn it .

Because this —this surrender , this utter, inescapable ownership —was what she was meant  for.

She belonged to them .

She belonged to her Mistress .

Megan smirked down at her, watching the realization settle deep in Nikky’s teary, ruined eyes.

"There she is," she whispered, running her fingers gently  over the sore, hot flesh she had just marked.

" My  perfect little bride."

Nikky lay bound to the bed, wrists and ankles strapped securely in place, her body trembling with anticipation and fear. The tight leather straps dug into her delicate, lace-clad wrists, keeping her completely at their mercy. Her stockings, sheer and thigh-high, framed the soft, shivering flesh of her legs, her feet arched prettily in dainty, patent heels. The plug inside her shifted with every desperate breath she took, stretching her open, keeping her needy, her whimpering desperate and sweet.

Megan stood at the foot of the bed, dressed in a silk robe that barely clung to her curves, her fingers swirling the deep red liquid in her wine glass. She watched, amused, as Mr. Davis knelt on the mattress, positioning himself between Nikky’s quivering, spread thighs.

“Oh, look at you,” Megan cooed, trailing a sharp nail down Nikky’s flushed cheek. “All ready for your wedding night.”

Nikky whimpered, lips glossed and plump, parting slightly, but no words came. Her mind was a fog of shame and anticipation, her body already betraying her, her caged little clit twitching helplessly, its snug, metal prison ensuring she remained just a hungry, frustrated sissy.

Mr. Davis chuckled darkly as he ran a possessive hand over the smooth curve of Nikky’s ass, squeezing, feeling the heat radiating from her punished flesh. He grabbed the plug’s base and twisted it, making Nikky jolt, a strangled gasp escaping her painted lips.

“Not so nervous now, are you?” he taunted, giving the plug a sharp tug.

Nikky whimpered, hips twitching as the sensation sent a fresh wave of helpless arousal through her. Her mascara-coated lashes fluttered, tears already welling at the corners of her eyes.

Megan smirked. “She’s been trained so well. Haven’t you, my little sissy?”

Nikky nodded frantically, eyes glossy. “Yes, Mistress,” she breathed, voice trembling, needy.

Megan took a slow sip of wine, savoring the moment. “Then show him, baby. Tell Mr. Davis what you are.”

Nikky swallowed hard, voice shaking as she whispered, “I’m… I’m a sissy slut… a cock-hungry whore.”

Mr. Davis grinned, removing the plug in one slow, torturous motion, leaving her open and empty. Nikky let out a desperate sob, her body aching for something more, her little clit straining, untouched, denied.

Megan leaned in, pressing a kiss to Nikky’s parted lips, her tongue flicking teasingly over them. “Then it’s time you finally proved it.”

Mr. Davis lined himself up, pressing the thick head of his cock against Nikky’s stretched, needy hole. He teased her first, rubbing himself over her entrance, smearing her with his heat, letting her squirm.

“Oh, fuck,” Mr. Davis groaned, gripping her hips tight. “She’s perfect.”

Megan watched intently, her fingers lazily stroking over Nikky’s caged clit, just enough to make her suffer, to make her sob. “Of course she is,” she purred. “But she needs more, don’t you, my little bride?”

Nikky sobbed, her whole body trembling. “Yes, Mistress… Please… Please use me.”

With that, Mr. Davis drove in deeper, sinking into her inch by inch, making her cry out, her body adjusting, surrendering completely. He pulled back slightly, then thrust forward, harder, making her whole frame jolt against the bed.

“There you go,” Megan murmured approvingly, running a hand through Nikky’s damp hair. “Taking him so well.”

Mr. Davis groaned, his pace building, slamming into Nikky’s tight heat with deep, ruthless strokes. Each thrust drove her further into submission, her body opening, accepting, needing.

“You were made for this,” Megan whispered against her ear, her nails raking lightly down Nikky’s spine. “To be taken, owned, filled.”

Nikky sobbed, overwhelmed, her mind breaking apart under the intensity of it all. She had no control, no fight left. There was only surrender.

Mr. Davis growled low in his throat, his grip tightening as he pounded into her, each brutal thrust sending shockwaves through her body. He was claiming her, stretching her, taking her in a way no one else ever had.

And she loved it.

Megan watched, sipping her wine, her voice a purr of satisfaction. “Fill her up, baby. Mark her. Make sure she never forgets who owns her now.”

With a deep, guttural groan, Mr. Davis buried himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing as he spilled inside her, filling her completely. Nikky cried out, her body shaking violently as she felt the heat flood her, sealing her fate.

Megan leaned over, kissing the tears from Nikky’s cheeks. “There,” she murmured, her fingers still lazily toying with her caged clit. “Now you’re truly ours.”

Nikky’s breath came in shallow gasps, her whole body tingling, her mind lost in the haze of complete, utter submission. She was gone, transformed, owned.

And she wouldn’t have it any other way.

Megan smirked, setting down her empty glass. “Happy wedding night, my sexy little bride.”




EPILOGUE

The morning sun cast a golden hue over the bedroom, its soft warmth caressing Nikky’s bare, aching body. Her face was still buried between Mistress Megan’s perfect thighs, the scent of her arousal thick on her lips, a reminder of where she had spent the night—licking, sucking, worshipping. It was the only place she truly belonged.

Mistress stirred above her, letting out a satisfied hum as she lazily stroked Nikky’s hair, fingers trailing through the long blonde wig before tugging lightly, forcing Nikky’s gaze upward. Megan’s lips curled into a smirk, amusement flickering in her eyes as she surveyed her sissy maid, still trembling with devotion.

"Good morning, my sweet little thing," she purred, stretching out like a satisfied cat. "How does it feel, knowing you’ve finally accepted your true place?"

Nikky shivered, her clitty pulsing uselessly in its cage, trapped and aching, just how Mistress liked it. "I—I love it, Mistress," she breathed, her voice hoarse from hours of muffled moans and obedient service.

Megan tilted her head, her nails scraping lightly along Nikky’s flushed cheek. "Of course you do," she murmured, before reaching over to the nightstand, plucking a small velvet box from its resting place.

Nikky’s stomach twisted in anticipation. Mistress opened the box with a slow flick of her fingers, revealing a pair of gleaming gold hoops. Not just earrings—permanent piercings, with tiny, seamless locks ensuring they would never be removed. A brand of ownership.

“This is your final step,” Megan said smoothly, lifting one delicate hoop between her fingers. “No more pretending. No more hiding. These are for my little house whore, my caged, cock-starved, pathetic sissy slut.”

Nikky whimpered, clenching her thighs together at the cruel, wonderful words. Her breath came in shallow gasps, her locked clit throbbing beneath its metal prison.

Megan chuckled, lifting the piercing gun and pressing it against Nikky’s earlobe. "Be still, pet. I want these perfectly placed. You deserve to be decorated for your new life."

The cold metal bit into her flesh— click . A sharp sting, a rush of heat. Then again— click —the second hoop was in place, a permanent testament to her submission.

Mistress cupped her chin, tilting Nikky’s face toward her, inspecting her work with predatory satisfaction. "Beautiful," she murmured, before leaning in, claiming her sissy’s lips in a slow, possessive kiss. Her tongue flicked out, teasing Nikky’s mouth open, a mixture of dominance and affection that sent tremors of pleasure through Nikky’s helpless frame.

Megan pulled back with a wicked smirk, her fingers dragging down Nikky’s flushed chest, teasing over her sensitive nipples before trailing lower, where her caged clitty twitched with need. "I bet it hurts," she mused, pressing her palm over the steel, grinding just enough to make Nikky whimper pathetically. "Good. That’s how it should always feel."

Then she shifted her gaze toward the other side of the bed.

"Now, slut," Megan purred, giving Nikky’s cheek a gentle slap. "Time to start your morning properly."

Nikky turned her head and found Mr. Davis sprawled across the bed, his thick, heavy cock already standing at full attention. His smirk was lazy, amused, his fingers tapping idly against his abs as he watched the scene unfold.

"Go on, maid," Megan urged, her voice dripping with command. "Show him what a proper house whore does first thing in the morning."

Nikky's breath hitched. Her body moved on instinct—obedient, eager, desperate for approval. She slid off the bed and sank to her knees, her lacy maid's dress bunching up around her thighs, her black stockings shimmering in the morning light.

She crawled toward him, her ass swaying, her plugged hole clenching as the cool air kissed her exposed skin. Mr. Davis watched her every move, his smirk deepening as she reached him, her lips parting in automatic submission.

She knew how to do this.

She had been trained, molded, perfected.

Without hesitation, she leaned in and pressed her tongue to the swollen head of his cock, licking up the first salty bead of precum. It was second nature now. She wrapped her lips around the tip and began sucking, her tongue swirling, teasing, savoring.

Mr. Davis groaned, his large hand resting on the back of her head, guiding her rhythm. "That’s it, girl," he murmured, his voice thick with pleasure. "Show me how much you love being a dumb little cocksucker."

Nikky moaned around his length, taking him deeper, her throat relaxing as she pushed down, swallowing every inch like the good sissy she was. She had spent weeks being trained, learning how to please, how to serve. Now, she was perfect—his perfect little morning toy.

Megan sipped her coffee, watching idly from the bed, her legs crossed. "Isn’t she lovely, Jack?" she mused. "So desperate. So obedient. So happy to be our house slut forever."

Mr. Davis chuckled, thrusting up into Nikky’s throat, making her gag around him. "She was made for this," he agreed. "Isn’t that right, maid?"

Nikky pulled back with a wet gasp, strings of spit clinging to her lips as she nodded feverishly. "Yes, Sir," she panted. "I was made to serve. To please."

Megan smirked and reached for her phone, snapping a picture of Nikky’s flushed, tear-streaked face as she slobbered all over Mr. Davis’s cock. "That’s going in your file, pet," she teased. "You’re ours forever. No more pretending you’re anything but a whore now."

Nikky’s whole body burned with arousal and humiliation, the weight of those words settling deep inside her. Ours forever.

She took him back into her mouth, swallowing him down, feeling her purpose solidify with every thrust.

Mr. Davis groaned, his hips bucking harder, using her throat the way she was meant to be used. "Gonna fill you up, sissy," he growled. "You ready to drink your breakfast?"

Nikky moaned, her hands gripping his thighs, her throat relaxing, begging  for it.

Megan purred approvingly. "Swallow every drop, pet. Make Mommy proud."

And when the first hot spurts of release hit her tongue, she obeyed, drinking down every drop, her eyes rolling back in pleasure, her caged clitty throbbing uselessly as she was filled—owned, claimed, locked away as nothing but their perfect, brainwashed, obedient little house slut.

Forever.

THE END
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Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

He soon finds the perfect supportive roommate in the form of a charming, six foot, mid 30's and built like a sculpture/man named David. Things go well with the occasional tension between the two, especially when the strong, muscular man offers to help with just carrying a bag or just opening a door for the petite blonde. 

But one day the tension/heat reaches its peak when Patrick finds himself short on rent for a month. Things finally start unwinding when David offers to cover the rest of Patrick's rent, but on one condition: only if our Patrick agrees to wear women's underwear and submit himself to two surprise inspections for a day until he covers his share. Patrick agrees in a jiff without knowing that this is the first of many exciting and exhilarating steps in her feminization journey to becoming the best sissy princess for her daddy. 
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