

HaLLoween Sissy

by Xev Rivers

Helen is a 25-year-old female tall with dark hair and an athletic body from her days at the gym.

Brad is her 23-year-old boyfriend with longish brown hair, slim build and shorter in height than Helen.

They have been living together since college and have known each other since childhood.

Brad has always looked up to Helen living next door to each other as kids and her been 2 years older having an intellectual advantage.

Every Halloween the dress up for a party and take it in turns to decide both of their costumes.

Last year Helen was not to impressed when Brad chose a skimpy whore outfit for her and a pimp outfit for himself.

This year it was her turn and she decided to have some fun by chossing a pink sissy maid’s outfit for Brad and a black dominatrix outfit for herself.






Chapter 1




Helen's gloved thumb pressed against Brad's chin, tilting his face toward hers. His blush spread all the way to his ears as he struggled under her gaze, caught halfway to the mirror in his sheepish retreat. "Where do you think you're going?" she asked, voice low and warm. "The boxes are here. Come see what I chose for us this year."

She released him and strode to the coffee table, where two glossy cardboard parcels waited. Her fingernails slid beneath the tape, and she peeled the first lid open with a flourish. Pink ruffles, lace and a folded pile of polyester spilled out. Brad's eyes went wide as she lifted the maid's dress by its hanger, the short-flared skirt swaying.

Then came frilly knickers, white stockings, a pair of pink heels and a pink corset, each item placed deliberately on the sofa. Brad shook his head, backing away. "No. Helen, no. There's no way in hell I'm wearing that."

Brad's jaw tightened. He stared at the pink ruffles like they might bite. "That's because last year you got to be the Pimp.”

She ran a gloved hand up his chest, feeling the rapid thump of his heart through his thin t-shirt. "Please, darling. It's my turn to choose. And if you do..." She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. "I will give you an extra sexual treat tonight that you have never had before."

His breath hitched. "What kind of treat?"

Helen tilted her head, a slow smile curling her dark red lips. "I'm thinking about letting you have my ass tonight, Brad. The real thing. No more just your fingers teasing while I grind you off. My cunt's already had you plenty of times, but that tight hole back there..." She let the sentence hang, watching his pupils dilate. "I know how long you've been begging for it. Ever since we tried that first finger in the shower."

Brad swallowed hard, his hands trembling at his sides. His cock stiffened against the thin fabric of his boxers. "You're serious?"

"Dead serious, darling. You wear the maid dress and do everything I tell you tonight and I'm all yours back there. I'll let you push that thick cock into my ass and fuck me until you come inside me." She ran her glove down his chest to his waistband, pressing her palm against his growing bulge. "Now be a good boy and put the outfit on.

Brad stood frozen for a long moment, his eyes darting between Helen's smug smile and the pile of pink fabric spread across the sofa like an accusation. His cock throbbed against the press of her palm, the promise of her ass echoing in his skull and drowning out every shred of dignity he had left.

He let out a shaky breath, the fight draining from his shoulders. Slowly, like a man walking to his own execution, Brad stepped forward. His fingers brushed the pink polyester, and he flinched as if the fabric were electrically charged.

"Let me help you with that, baby," Helen purred, her voice soft but laced with iron. She took the dress from his trembling hands and laid it back on the sofa. "First things first. Strip."

He swallowed. "Everything?"

She crossed her arms and watched as he peeled his t-shirt over his head and shucked his jeans down his slim hips. He stood before her in nothing but his boxers, his cock straining visibly against the thin cotton. His skin was pale, smooth, and he clutched his arms across his chest like a boy caught in gym class.

"Boxers too, darling. I need to see what I'm working with."

Brad hooked his thumbs under the waistband and pushed them down. His cock sprang free, hard and flushed, curving slightly upward. He tried to cover himself, but Helen tsked and stepped closer.

"Oh no, leave it. It's adorable how hard you are already, and I haven't even touched you yet." She traced a single finger along the ridge of his shaft, not enough to satisfy, just enough to make him shudder.

From the pile of clothes, she drew out a pair of white lace-trimmed stockings. She knelt behind him, rolling each one up his calves with practiced care, her gloves brushing against his skin until the lace ended just above his knees. 

Then came the frilly knickers, pink and ruffled at the back. She guided his feet through the leg holes and pulled them up over his hips, the fabric grazing his stiff cock as it settled into place.

"There we go," she murmured, giving his padded rump a firm smack. He yelped. "Such a pretty picture already and we're not even close to done."

She stood and retrieved the corset, a complex set of pink satin panels overlaid with white floral embroidery and steel boning. She held it open in front of him. "Arms up, baby."

Brad raised his arms, and she fastened the garment around his waist. It hugged his chest loosely at first, the busk open down the front. Helen turned him to face her, then set to work fastening the metal clasps. She worked quickly, closing each one from bottom to top until the corset encased his torso. Then she flipped him around, presenting his back to her.

"Now for the fun part," she said, gripping the laces. "I want this snug. Really snug. Like a second skin." She pulled the first pair of laces and Brad let out a wheeze as air left his lungs. 

The corset bit into his ribs, cinching his waist inward. She tugged again, harder, one pair of laces after another, moving from centre outward to the top and bottom deliberate patience. Each pull compressed him further, moulding him into that curved, delicate silhouette. Brad's hands flew to the steel stays as the pressure built.

"Too tight," he gasped.

"Not yet." She pulled once more, drawing the laces until she heard his breath catch in short panting bursts. She tied them off in a neat bow at the small of his back, then ran her gloved fingers along the satin panels, feeling the firm, unyielding shape she had created.

"Turn around." Brad turned slowly, his body moving stiffly in the corset's grip. His waist looked impossibly narrow, his hips flaring above the frilly knickers. His chest was pushed up into a soft swell. He looked in the mirror and went still, staring at the stranger reflected back at him.

She reached around and adjusted the corset's fit, sliding her fingers between the satin and his skin. "No gaps. Perfect." Her hot breath was on his neck as she spoke. "You're doing so well, darling. Now let's get that dress on and finish the look."

She pulled the pink ruffled garment from the sofa, holding it open at his feet. The dress was short, scandalously so, with capped sleeves of white lace and a deeply dipping neckline designed to show off the corset's swell. Brad stepped in, and Helen lifted it up his body, then settled the straps over his shoulders. She zipped the back with a smooth, decisive pull.

The skirt barely covered his ass, flaring out in layers of petticoated ruffles that rustled with every motion. Helen stepped back to admire her work. The white lace apron went over his head next, tied in a pristine bow at his waist. She added the wrist cuffs, the dainty white lace encircling his forearms, and finally the pink heels, a pair of glossy patent pumps with a modest two-inch heel. Brad wobbled standing in them, his calves flexing inside the stockings.

She studied him for a long, silent moment, her eyes raking down his body with undisguised hunger. His face was crimson, his cock straining against the frilly front of the knickers. He looked like a naughty Victorian scullery girl caught stealing glances at the mistress.

"God, Brad," she breathed. "You look so fucking pretty."

He opened his mouth to protest, but she cut him off with a raised finger.

"Ah, ah. Maids speak only when spoken to." She circled him slowly, her heels clicking on the hardwood. She stopped in front of him, close enough that her breasts brushed the lace apron. "But that cock of yours is saying plenty. Look at the state of you. I put a skirt on you, cinched your waist, stuffed you into heels, and you're leaking like a faucet."

Brad looked down. A dark spot had bloomed on the frilly front of his knickers, his cock dripping clear fluid against the pink fabric. He tried to press his thighs together, but Helen's gloved hand darted forward, cupping his sensitive balls through the damp lace.

"You enjoy this more than you let on, don't you? Being my pretty little maid? Feeling small and helpless in your ruffles?" She squeezed gently, and he whimpered. "Answer me honestly and I might let you keep your treat on the table."

"It's not the outfit," he managed, his voice thin and reedy. "It's you. The way you look at me. Like I'm yours."

"You are mine,” she said, stroking the outline of his cock through the fabric. "But tonight, remember, I'm in charge. Now, my maid is incomplete." She picked up the last item from the sofa, a matching headband with a modest white cap and a ribbon trailing down the back.

"Maid's uniform requires proper hair." She beckoned him to his knees before her. Brad knelt, the dress flouncing around him as the tight corset creaked. She smoothed his hair and fixed the cap in place, tying off the ribbon in a dainty bow beneath his chin.

"There. Now you're perfect." She tilted his chin up, the same borrowed gesture she'd made by the door, and studied his face.

He knelt in his ruffles and lace, trembling in her grip, looking up at her with wide, searching eyes. There was something there, beneath the flush of shame and the shine of arousal, a vulnerability she knew better than anyone. He was trying to read her, trying to guess what came next. She let him wait, savoring the moment like a fine wine.

"I see you can't control your cock in this outfit," she said, letting her gloved fingers trail along his jawline. She felt him shiver. "It's pathetic, really. A pretty little maid like you, leaking all over your knickers before we've even left the house."

"I'm sorry," he whispered.

"Don't apologize, darling." She smiled, slow and indulgent. "I have a solution. I was going to save this as a Christmas present, but I think it's time you earned an early reward." She rose gracefully and walked to the bedroom, her heels clicking a measured rhythm against the hardwood. 

From her top dresser drawer, tucked beneath a stack of silk scarves, she retrieved a box. Black, unmarked, with a silver clasp. She returned and set it on the coffee table, the polished lid gleaming in the low lamplight.

"Come here," she said. Brad rose on unsteady legs, wobbling in the heels, the skirts rustling with each awkward step. She opened the box with deliberate slowness. Nestled against black velvet lay a steel chastity cage, sleek and shining. A padlock rested beside it on a small keychain, delicate silver keys catching the light.

Brad's eyes went wide. "Helen, no. You can't be serious. We're going to a party tonight. We're going to see our friends."

"Fully erect, is that what you want to show our friends?" She lifted the cage from its velvet bed, turning it over in her gloved hands. It was polished stainless steel, the body formed of slender bars with a larger ring at the base. She held it up to the lamp, watching the gleam chase along its curves. "This is what I want. 

My pretty maid, all locked up and tidy until I decide to let him out. Besides no one will see the cage under your frilly knickers unlike that erection you have at the moment.”

He swallowed hard, but she saw his cock twitch beneath the frilly fabric. His body betrayed him the way it always did. He was scared, yes, and humiliated, but underneath all of that he was burning with a dark, hungry curiosity. She could smell it on him.

"Remove your knickers," she ordered, her voice cool and absolute. "Now."

Brad's hands trembled as he reached down, hooking his thumbs into the elastic waistband of the frilly garment. He pushed them over his hips and let them fall, stepping out of them one foot at a time. His cock stood erect and dripping, flushed dark red against his pale thighs. The length of it looked almost obscene poking out from under the short pink skirt, a stark piece of masculine anatomy in the midst of all that frothy femininity.

"Good boy." Helen picked up the steel ring, the largest of the set, and ran her thumb along its inner surface. "You know how this works, don't you? You've seen the videos. I know you have." She didn't wait for an answer. "The ring goes behind your balls first. Like this."

She knelt before him, her fingers were cool against his warm skin as she guided the ring beneath his scrotum. He let out a shaky breath as she worked it through, positioning it low behind the base of his balls. Then she lifted his soft testicles through the ring, one careful hand at a time, pulling the sensitive skin through until they hung low and exposed. She felt him tremble at the intimate touch, his knees threatening to buckle.

"Hands on my shoulders," she said. When he complied, she guided the steel body of the cage over his length. The cold metal touched the underside of his shaft, and he flinched. She hushed him softly, adjusting the fit. The interior of the cage was tight, barely giving him any room, and as she seated it firmly against his pubic bone, he felt his hard length compress until it could barely twitch.

"That's it. Settle into it."

The cage was a recent design with internal spikes to prevent any arousal whatsoever and a built in internal lock.  She tugged gently at the cage, testing the fit. "Perfect. It's not going anywhere, is it, pet?"

"No," Brad breathed, staring down at the steel bars encasing his cock.

"No," she repeated, her voice dripping with satisfaction. "Now pull your knickers back up and smooth down your dress. We have one last thing to do before the party”.

He obeyed mechanically, his hands moving through the motions.

He smoothed the frilly front of his knickers back into place, his fingers trembling as he adjusted the pink fabric over the steel cage. The sensation was alien, the cold metal pressing against his groin, his trapped cock twitching uselessly against the bars whenever he shifted. He tugged the skirt down, but it barely covered the swell of his padded hips, the ruffles bouncing with every small movement.

Helen watched him fuss with the dress, a small smile playing at the corners of her dark red lips. "Stop fidgeting. You look perfect."

Brad lowered his hands, his face still burning. "You said there was one last thing."

"Yes. Sit down on the stool by the vanity." She gestured to the small wooden stool that sat before the round mirror in the corner of the living room, a piece she had dragged out of storage earlier in the week. "I want natural light on you, but the lamp on the vanity will do just fine."

He obeyed, his heels wobbling as he crossed the room. The skirt flounced with each step, and he felt the cage shift against his balls in a way that made his stomach clench. He lowered himself onto the stool, his knees pressed primly together, his hands folded in his lap. He looked up at her with those wide, uncertain eyes, and Helen felt a thrill run through her.

She fetched her makeup bag from the bedroom, a sleek black leather case she had owned for years. She returned to the vanity and flicked on the lamp, the warm light catching the array of products as she unzipped the bag. Foundations, concealers, palettes of blush and eyeshadow, mascara, a curling wand, a set of lipsticks in shades ranging from nude to deep red. She laid them out on the vanity top with deliberate care, each item placed in a precise row.

Brad stared at the collection, his mouth slightly open. "You're going to do all of that to me?"

"Face down, eyes up," she said, brushing a strand of his long brown hair behind his ear. The white cap sat atop his head, the ribbon tied beneath his chin, and with the light catching his soft features he already looked like a doll waiting to be painted. "I'm going to make you beautiful, Brad. The kind of beautiful that gets whispered about at parties."

He swallowed. "We'll never hear the end of it from the guys."

"Let them whisper." She snapped open a foundation bottle and squeezed a dot onto the back of her hand. "They'll be jealous. Every one of them will wish they had a girl confident enough to dress them up like a proper little maid."

"That's not going to happen."

"Hush." She dabbed her fingertip into the foundation and began to work it across his forehead in small, circular motions. The liquid was cool against his skin, and he flinched at the touch. "Close your eyes. Don't squirm. You'll get it in your lashes."

Brad closed his eyes and let her work. She moved methodically, blending the foundation across his nose, his cheeks, his chin, smoothing the tone until his skin took on an even, dewy cast. She worked concealer beneath his eyes, erasing the faint shadows, and then a touch of powder to set it all in place.

"Good boy," she murmured. "Now open your eyes and look straight at me."

She picked up the eyeshadow palette, a soft arrangement of rose, champagne, and deeper plum tones. She chose a fluffy brush and swept a wash of champagne across his lids, then worked a rose shade into the crease, building depth with short, feathery strokes. Brad's lashes fluttered as the brush skimmed his skin, and he had to fight the urge to pull away.

He was hyperaware of the intimacy, of her face inches from his, her tongue poking out slightly in concentration. He could smell her perfume, something warm and floral, cut with the faint bite of leather from her gloves. 

The corset held him rigid, forced him to sit tall, his waist aching with a dull, constant pressure. His cock lay quiet and trapped beneath the steel, and for once he was almost glad of it. The cage kept him from leaking through his knickers.

"Look up, all the way to the ceiling," she ordered. He complied, and she drew a thin line of black liquid eyeliner along his upper lash line, her hand steady as a surgeon's. She flicked the tip outward at the corner, a small wing that made his eyes look larger, more feline. She repeated the process on the other side, then swapped the liner for a pencil and traced his waterline, making him blink and tear up.

"Almost done with the eyes," she said. She curled his lashes with the metal wand, a brief press of heat and pressure, and then applied two careful coats of mascara, coaxing each lash into length and volume. When she was finished, she leaned back to study her work.

A soft gasp escaped Brad's lips as he caught his reflection in the vanity mirror. His eyes looked huge, framed by dark lashes and the subtle wing of liner, transformed from soft brown to something smoky and sultry. He stared at himself, and the man he had been an hour ago seemed to be slipping further and further away.

"Beautiful," Helen whispered. She reached past him for the blush, a soft rose compact with a round brush. She dusted the color along his cheekbones, sweeping upward toward his temples with light, circular strokes. "There's a natural flush under there anyway. We're just amplifying what the universe already gave you."

His cheekbones stood out from the blush, his face taking on a soft, feminine shape that made his jaw look almost delicate. Helen tilted his chin up and studied him for a long moment, her eyes moving across his features like an artist appraising a half-finished canvas.

"One more thing," she said. She selected a lipstick, a glossy rosy pink that matched the ruffles of his dress. She uncapped it and twisted up the bullet, then paused. "Open your mouth a little. I don't want to smear you."

Brad parted his lips, and Helen leaned in. She traced the lipstick across his lower lip in one smooth pass, then guided his upper lip with her fingertip to keep him still. His lips aligned and she filled in his Cupid's bow with precise strokes. When she was done, she capped the lipstick and picked up a clear gloss, dragging a thin applicator across both lips until they shone under the light.

"There," she said, setting the gloss aside. "Now look at yourself."

Brad turned to the mirror. His eyes widened, then grew misty with a complex emotion he couldn't name. The man in the reflection was gone entirely. In his place stood a girl, pretty and pink and delicate, with rosy cheeks, long lashes and a glossy, pouting mouth. 

The white cap sat atop his head, framing his long brown hair, which Helen had let fall loose around his shoulders in soft waves. He looked like a vintage porcelain doll come to life.

"Say something," Helen said.

"Is this even me anymore?" he breathed, and his voice came out thin, almost reedy with wonder.

"It's you," she said, leaning down to kiss the top of his head, careful not to smudge the powder on her dark lipstick. "It's the you that I see when I look at you. Soft and sweet and so, so pretty. You just needed the right frame to let it out."

Brad reached up to touch his face, his fingers hovering over his smooth, rosy cheek, afraid to ruin the makeup. He felt light, floaty, separated from his body somehow. The discomfort of the corset, the unfamiliar weight of the cage between his thighs, the wobble of the heels, all of it receded. He was just a pretty girl in a mirror.

She caught his hand before he could touch his cheek, "Not yet. We're not finished. A maid needs proper nails."

From the vanity drawer she produced a small bottle of glue and a set of glossy pink press-ons. She worked slowly, sizing each nail against his fingertip, painting a thin layer of adhesive across his natural nail, then pressing the false tip into place and holding it for a count of ten. The sensation was strange and delicate, and Brad watched, transfixed, as his hands became as pretty as the rest of him.

"There," she said, releasing him and admiring her work. "Now you're perfect."

Helen released his hands and stepped back, admiring the glossy pink tips that now adorned his fingers. "Perfect. Now stay right there, darling. I need to go get changed."

Brad watched her leave, her heels clicking down the hallway toward the bedroom. The door clicked shut, and he was left alone in the dim living room, perched on the vanity stool like a doll on a shelf. He looked at himself in the mirror again, turning his head this way and that. The girl staring back at him was foreign and familiar all at once. His fingers, tipped in glossy pink, drifted toward his face again before he caught himself and folded them in his lap.

The minutes stretched. He could hear the soft rustle of fabric from behind the closed door, the occasional metallic click of buckles being fastened. His cock twitched inside its steel prison, a dull ache of want that the internal spikes quickly punished. He winced and shifted on the stool, the corset creaking around his ribs.

Twenty minutes passed. Brad had begun to fidget, adjusting the skirt, smoothing the apron, checking his makeup in the mirror for smudges. He was utterly absorbed in the task of keeping his appearance pristine when he heard the bedroom door open.

He looked up, and his breath caught.

Helen stood in the doorway, backlit by the warm glow of the bedroom lamp. She had changed into a black leather catsuit that hugged every contour of her athletic frame. 

The material gleamed under the low light, clinging to her hips like a second skin, emphasizing the slim taper of her waist and the strong curve of her shoulders. 

The front zipper was pulled low, so low that the inner swells of her breasts pressed against the edges of the leather, her cleavage on full display in the deep V shape of the neckline. A thin silver chain glinted at her throat, and her dark hair had been swept up into a sleek, severe ponytail that showed off the sharp lines of her jaw.

Platform heeled boots rose to her knees, gleaming patent leather that added another three inches to her already imposing height. Around her waist, a coiled leather whip hung from a silver ring at her hip. And in her hands, she held a leash, black leather, and a steel collar with a small silver tag that caught the light.

Brad's mouth went dry. The corset made it hard to breathe, but this was something else entirely, a tightness in his chest that had nothing to do with boning and laces.

Helen walked toward him slowly, savouring the silence. The boots made a heavier sound on the hardwood than her heels had, a deliberate, commanding rhythm that seemed to shake the room. She stopped in front of him, looking down at where he sat on the stool, and a slow smile spread across her dark red lips.

"There's my pretty little maid," she said, her voice low and warm with satisfaction.

Brad's cock stirred, desperate to respond to the sight of her, the commanding curve of her body in that catsuit. The steel cage allowed no room for expansion. 

The internal spikes, designed for this exact purpose, bit into the sensitive flesh of his shaft. A sharp, electric jolt of pain shot through him, and he gasped, his hand flying to his crotch.

"Careful, darling," Helen purred, watching him squirm with undisguised amusement. "That's what happens when you don't behave."

Brad's face flushed crimson beneath the makeup. His cock throbbed, caught between the desperate urge to harden and the cruel bite of the spikes that punished every attempt. The pain was exquisite, sharp and hot, and beneath it lay a thread of arousal that made his stomach clench.

"I can't help it," he whispered, his voice strained. "The way you look right now..."

"The way I look is doing exactly what I designed it to do." She knelt before him, bringing her face level with his. The leather of her catsuit creaked with the movement, and he could smell her, warm skin and perfume. She lifted the collar she held, showing him the silver tag that dangled from the front. He squinted at it, reading the word engraved in elegant script: SISSY.

Brad's breath hitched. "Helen..."

"This is the last piece," she said, her voice matter-of-fact, as if she were discussing what to have for dinner. "You've been such a good girl tonight. So cooperative. So pretty." She ran the back of her gloved fingers along his cheek, feeling the warm flush beneath the powder. "But I want everyone at this party to know exactly what you are. Who you belong to."

She unlocked the collar with a soft click and held it open. Brad stared at the steel band, at the word SISSY gleaming in the lamplight. His throat worked, but no words came out.

"Lift your chin," she instructed.

His body moved before his mind caught up. He tilted his head back, exposing his throat, and Helen slid the collar around his neck. The steel was cool against his skin, a solid weight that settled around his throat like a promise. She clicked it shut with a satisfying snap, the lock engaging with a small metallic sound that seemed to echo in the quiet room.

She leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to his lips, feeling the glossy lipstick transfer to her mouth. "Now you're truly mine," she murmured against his mouth.

She stood and reached for the leash, clipping it to the D-ring on the front of the collar. The leather was smooth in her hand, a tangible connection between them. She gave it a gentle tug, and Brad rose from the stool on unsteady legs, heels wobbling as he found his balance.

"My little sissy," she said, testing the words. "My beautiful, obedient little sissy maid. Look at you. Makeup done, nails painted, corset laced so tight you can barely breathe, and locked in a cage so you can't even get hard without hurting yourself."

Brad's eyes were glassy, his painted lips parted. The corset held him ramrod straight, forcing his chest out and his shoulders back. The short skirt flounced around his thighs, and the heels made him feel small next to her, shorter than he'd been all evening by a good three inches.

"I think we're ready," Helen said, checking him over one last time. She smoothed a stray strand of hair beneath the white cap, adjusted the apron, licked her thumb and wiped a smudge of gloss from the corner of his mouth. "One more thing."

She picked up a small silver necklace threading the key to Brads collar and chastity cage through it before wearing it around her  neck. “Let’s hope no one asks what these keys are for or I may have to tell them.

If you're good at the party, maybe you'll get what I promised you. My ass, Brad. The real thing." She leaned close, her breath warm against his ear. "Your cock buried deep in me while I moan your name and beg for more."

Brad whimpered and said “Thank you Helen.”

The spikes bit into him again as his body instinctively reacted to her words, and he winced, his hand clutching at the front of his knickers.

"Mistress," Helen corrected gently, giving the leash a firm tug. "You'll call me Mistress for the rest of the night. Understand?"

"Yes," Brad breathed. "Yes, Mistress."

"Good girl." She gave the leash a slight slack, then turned toward the door. "Now come along. Our audience is waiting."

Brad took a step forward, then another, finding his balance in the heels. The leash tugged at his collar, leading him across the living room toward the front door. Helen paused at the coat rack and plucked a black leather jacket from its hook, shrugging it on over her catsuit. It zipped up to her collarbone, concealing the plunge of her neckline, but did nothing to hide the curve of her hips outlined by the tight leather beneath.

She glanced back at him, the leash loose in her hand, her eyes raking over his flounced skirts and painted face one final time.

"Nervous?" she asked.

Brad swallowed, feeling the collar press against his throat. "Terrified," he admitted.

"Good." She smiled, sharp and pleased. "Terrified is the sexiest thing you've ever looked." She opened the door, cold October air rushing in to meet them, and stepped out into the hallway. "Party time."

The leash pulled Brad into the hallway with a gentle but insistent tug. He wobbled in the heels, his hand bracing against the doorframe for balance. Helen released the door and it clicked shut behind them, sealing away the safety of their apartment.

The corridor stretched before them, linoleum gleaming under fluorescent lights. Number 3B. Number 3C. The elevator at the end of the hall seemed miles away. Brad's heels clicked against the floor in an unsteady rhythm as he tried to match Helen's confident stride.

A door opened to their right, and old Mrs. Patterson from 3D stepped out with her recycling bin. Her eyes went wide as she took in the sight of them, the tall dominatrix in leather and the blushing maid on a leash. She stared for a long moment, her mouth opening and closing like a goldfish, then she hurried toward the chute without a word.

Helen's lips curled. She gave the leash a little slack as they reached the elevator, pressing the button with a gloved finger. Brad's reflection stared back at him from the polished metal doors, pink and pretty and utterly surreal. He looked away quickly.

"Eyes forward, pet," Helen murmured. "You'll smudge your mascara."

The elevator arrived with a soft ding. Helen stepped inside, drawing Brad after her by the leash. The doors slid shut, sealing them in a small space of chrome and mirrors. Brad caught his reflection from three angles, the frilly dress, the white cap, the glossy pink lips, and felt his stomach do a slow, dizzying flip.

"I feel like everyone knows," he whispered.

"Let them know." Helen reached out and adjusted his cap, a fond gesture that made his heart ache. "You're the prettiest thing in this building."

The elevator reached the ground floor. The doors slid open to reveal the lobby, a modest space of potted ferns and worn armchairs. A young man in a hoodie stood by the mailboxes, scrolling through his phone. 

He looked up as they passed, and his eyes tracked them all the way to the front doors. Brad heard a low whistle behind them, cut off abruptly as if the man had caught himself.

Helen pushed through the front door into the October night. The air was crisp and cold, carrying the scent of fallen leaves and distant woodsmoke. Brad followed, with goosebumps beneath the short hem of his dress. 

The street stretched before them, lined with parked cars and bare-branched trees. A group of teenagers on the corner fell silent as they passed, their eyes following the improbable pair.

One of them, a boy with a skateboard under his arm, let out a sharp whistle. "Damn, girl, looking good!"

Brad's face burned beneath the makeup. He couldn't tell if the boy was addressing him or Helen. That was the strange thing. He caught the boy's gaze lingering on him, tracking the sway of his hips as he walked, the flash of his stockings beneath the ruffled hem. A slow grin spread across the boy's face.

Helen squeezed the leash in her hand and kept walking, her boots striking a steady rhythm on the pavement. The boy whistled again, and his friends laughed. Brad kept his eyes fixed on the back of Helen's jacket, focused on the confident set of her shoulders, the way she didn't look back once.

"No shame in their game," she murmured, just loud enough for him to hear. "You're turning heads, darling."

Two more blocks. A group of girls in cat ears and fairy wings stared openly as they passed, one of them whispering behind her hand. A drunk man on a stoop called out something slurred and unintelligible, gesturing vaguely in their direction. A woman walking her dog did a double take so dramatic she nearly tripped over the curb.

Brad felt each stare like a physical touch, a prickle of heat and humiliation and, underneath it all, a strange, heady thrill. The leash was a constant pressure against his collar, keeping him connected to Helen, keeping him from drifting into the sea of gazes. Every time he felt lost, she gave a tiny tug, grounding him.

They reached the corner, and a car honked. The driver, a middle-aged man with a thick moustache, rolled down his window as they crossed. "Now that's what I call a costume," he called out. His eyes flicked over Brad's bare legs and ruffled skirts. "Both of you look amazing. Carry on, ladies."

Brad nearly tripped. The cage bit into his soft flesh as his body reacted to being called a lady, a brief surge of heat that the spikes quickly punished. He sucked in a sharp breath through his teeth, his hand flying to his lap.

"Easy," Helen said, steadying him with a firm grip on his arm. "We're almost there."

The party was on Maple Street, three houses down from the corner. Music pulsed faintly through the closed windows, a bass-heavy thrum that grew louder as they approached. The porch was strung with orange string lights, and a fog machine belched clouds of artificial mist across the steps. Pumpkins with carved, leering faces flanked the front door, their candles flickering in the dark.

Brad paused at the bottom of the steps. The leash pulled taut.

"I can't do this," he whispered, his voice barely audible over the music.

Helen turned back to face him. The porch light caught her sharp features, the gleam of her leather catsuit, the silver chain at her throat. She looked down at him, at his trembling painted lips and wide, shadowed eyes, and her expression softened. She stepped close and cupped his cheek with a gloved hand, careful not to smudge his blush.

"You can," she said quietly. "You're braver than you think. And I'll be right here, holding your leash the whole time. You're not alone in this."

He leaned into her touch, his eyes fluttering closed. The collar pressed against his throat as he swallowed.

"What if they laugh at me?"

"Then they laugh." Her thumb traced his cheekbone. "And while they're laughing, you'll be the prettiest thing in the room. Trust me, darling. No one laughs at a pretty girl for long. They just want to look at her."

Brad opened his eyes. He looked up at the house, at the glow of the windows, the shadows of people moving inside. His heart hammered against his ribs; a wild, panicked rhythm made worse by the corset's unyielding grip. He thought about the key at Helen's throat, the steel cage between his legs, the promise of her ass waiting at the end of the night like a prize.

He took a breath. The corset limited it, a shallow sip of air that left him lightheaded.

"Okay," he said. "Let's do this."

Helen smiled, slow and proud. She turned back to the door and gave the leash a gentle tug. Brad followed, his heels clicking up the wooden steps, the ruffles of his skirt bouncing with each careful stride. She knocked on the door, a sharp triple beat that cut through the bass.

The door swung open, revealing a tall man in a toga with a plastic laurel wreath askew on his head. He blinked at them, his grin widening.

"Helen! There you are!" He looked down at Brad, and his eyes went wide. "Holy shit. Is that Brad? Brad, man, what the hell are you wearing?"

Behind him, the music seemed to pause for a moment. Heads turned. Brad felt every pair of eyes in the room land on him at once.

Helen stepped across the threshold, the leash swinging in her gloved hand. She looked back over her shoulder at Brad, her dark red lips curved into a satisfied smile.

"Come along, pet," she said, loud enough for the gathered crowd to hear. "You can greet everyone properly."

Brad stepped across the threshold, and the party swallowed him whole.

The living room was packed, a riot of costumes and bare skin and sweating bodies pressed together under a strobing purple light. A pirate, a nurse, a zombie with half his face painted green. A witch with a hat taller than the ceiling. Music thumped through the floor, vibrating up through the soles of his heels, and every single pair of eyes in the room snapped to him the moment he crossed the door.

The toga man let out a low whistle. "Brad, man, I mean this with all due respect. What the hell are you wearing?"

Brad opened his mouth, but no words came out. He felt the heat crawl up his chest, past the corset's steel boning, flooding his painted cheeks. The glossy pink press-ons curled against his palms where he clutched them together in front of him, trying to make himself smaller, trying to vanish into the ruffles and lace.

Helen gave the leash a soft tug, drawing him deeper into the room. "He's my maid for the evening," she announced, bright and casual, as if she were introducing a new handbag. "Say hello, pet."

A fresh wave of humiliation crashed over him. He dropped his eyes to the floor, wobbling as someone bumped past him, their elbow grazing his stockinged thigh. "Hello," he managed, the word barely audible over the bass.

The toga man laughed, clapping Brad on the shoulder hard enough to make him stumble. "This is amazing. This is the best costume in the house, hands down. Where'd you get the getup?"

Brad opened his mouth, but Helen answered for him. "I made it. Took the better part of a month, actually." She said it with a note of pride, and she gave Brad a slow, appraising look that made his stomach flip. "Worth every hour of sewing."

More people drifted over, drawn by the commotion. The nurse with her red cross armband sidled up, eyed Brad up and down. "Is that a real corset? How tight is it?" She prodded his ribs with a fingertip, and he flinched.

"Tight enough," Helen said smoothly. "Say thank you, pet."

"Thank you," Brad mumbled, his voice pitching thin. The words tasted like ash.

The nurse laughed. "He's adorable. Can I keep him?"

Helen's smile widened, but she gave the leash a possessive little pull, just enough to remind him who held the other end. "No. He's mine tonight."

Brad's traitorous cock tried to stir at that, a surge of warmth that the steel cage immediately crushed into a sharp, electric spike of pain. His breath came out as a strangled gasp, and he pressed his thighs together, clenching his jaw.

The nurse's eyes flicked down to his lap, then back up to his face. Her painted lips curled into a knowing smile. "What's the matter, sweetheart? Did you forget something?"

Helen laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a shiver through him. "Let's just say he's stored securely for the evening." She ran a gloved hand along his jawline, tilting his face up to the light. "I don't want my pretty maid poking holes in his costume before the night's over."

A group of women, four of them, pushed through the crowd toward Helen. They were dressed as a cat, a vampire queen, a zombie bride, and a fairy with glitter dusted across her bare shoulders. Brad recognized them vaguely from previous parties, faces and names he'd never quite retained. They swarmed around Helen with delighted shrieks.

"Helen! Oh my God, look at you! Is that leather custom fitted?"

"That catsuit is obscene. In the best way."

The vampire queen grabbed Helen by the shoulders and planted a kiss on each of her cheeks. "You look incredible. Who's your little friend?" She turned to Brad, and a slow grin spread across her blood-red lips. "Wait. Wait, is this Brad?"

Brad felt the world slow down. He looked at Helen, silently begging her to deny it, to claim he was someone else, anyone else.

Helen just turned to the women and spread her hands. "In the flesh. Well, mostly. He's got a steel cage and a lot of ruffles under there now."

The women cackled. The fairy girl clutched her chest. "Get out. You put him in the maid dress? That's amazing. That is the best thing I have ever seen." She crouched down to Brad's level, her wings rustling, and looked him over with undisguised glee. "And the makeup? You did his makeup too? His eyeliner is better than mine."

"I did it myself," Helen said, and she sounded pleased.

The fairy girl's delight was interrupted by a heavy hand landing on Helen's shoulder. Brad looked up to see Tom, a broad-shouldered man in a black leather biker vest, his arms bare and tattooed, a devil's tail and horns completing his costume. He was a friend from Helen's gym, someone Brad had always felt small around.

"Helen," Tom said, his voice a low rumble that cut through the bass. His eyes swept over her catsuit with open appreciation, lingering on the deep V of the neckline, the curve of her hips. "Fuck me, you look incredible."

Helen turned, a genuine smile spreading across her face. "Tom! I didn't know you were coming."

"Wouldn't miss it." His hand stayed on her shoulder, fingers brushing the leather. "That suit must have cost a fortune. Or did you just have it painted on?"

Helen laughed, the sound warm and genuine in a way Brad rarely heard. "Custom made. Had to have it tailored twice."

Tom's gaze drifted to Brad, taking in the pink ruffles, the painted face, the trembling posture. His grin widened. "And what's this? You finally got him into a skirt after all these years?"

"Something like that." Helen gave the leash a casual tug. "He's my maid for the evening."

Tom reached out and flicked the lace apron with a thick finger. "Looks good on him, if I'm honest. Way too pretty to be a man."

Brad's face burned. He wanted to say something, anything, but the words stuck in his throat. Tom was tall, easily six foot two, with broad shoulders and a chest that strained against his leather vest. He looked at Brad the way someone might look at a curious zoo animal, amused and slightly dismissive.

"Hey," Tom said, his attention snapping back to Helen. "They're about to do a slow set. You want to dance?"

Helen's eyes flicked to Brad, then back to Tom. A slow smile spread across her dark red lips. "I'd love to." She turned to Brad, holding out the leash. "But first, I need to make sure my pet stays put."

She reached behind Brad's back and took his wrists, her gloved fingers wrapping around them with firm pressure. She drew a set of steel handcuffs from a pouch at her hip, their surface gleaming under the strobing lights.

"Helen, no," Brad protested, his voice cracking. "Please."

"Hush." She clicked the first cuff around his left wrist, the steel cool and unyielding against his skin. Then the right, drawing his arms together behind his back until his shoulders protested. "There. Now you can't wander off."

She clipped the leash to a loop on a nearby chair, securing him in place beside the wall. The cuffs bit into his wrists, forcing his chest out and his shoulders back, exaggerating the swell of his corseted chest. His skirt rode up slightly, exposing more of his stockinged thighs.

"You'll stay right here," Helen said, her voice soft but absolute. She leaned in and pressed a kiss to his forehead, careful not to smudge his makeup. "Be a good girl. I'll be back in a little while."

She turned to her girlfriends. "Ladies, watch him for me?"

The vampire queen winked. "With pleasure."

Brad watched, helpless, as Helen walked away with Tom toward the centre of the room. The crowd parted for them, drawn by the magnetic pull of her athletic frame in that gleaming catsuit. Tom's hand found the small of her back, resting there with casual intimacy.

The music shifted. The pounding bass faded into something slow and sultry, a low saxophone winding through the room. The colored lights dimmed to amber, casting long shadows across the crowded floor.

Helen turned to face Tom, her body swaying to the rhythm. Her hands came up to rest on his shoulders, her gloved fingers curling into the collar of his leather vest. Tom's arms wrapped around her waist, pulling her close. Their bodies pressed together from hip to chest, and Brad watched Tom's hand slide lower, cupping the curve of Helen's leather-clad ass through the catsuit.

A hot spike of jealousy shot through Brad, so sharp it nearly made him gasp. The cage bit into him as his body instinctively responded, the internal spikes punishing him for his arousal. He bit his lip, tasting the glossy lipstick, and forced himself to breathe.

Helen's head tipped back as Tom leaned in, his mouth finding her neck. Brad watched her eyes flutter closed, her lips parting in a soft sigh. Tom's hands moved up her sides, tracing the seam of the catsuit, his thumbs brushing the underswell of her breasts as they swayed.

"You two are made for each other," the fairy girl whispered beside Brad, her voice sly. "Look at her. She's loving that."

Brad couldn't speak. His eyes were locked on the couple, on the way Helen's hips moved against Tom's, on the way Tom's hands roamed her body with possessive confidence. The woman Brad had been with for years, the woman who had led him around on a leash all evening, was melting into another man's arms.

Tom said something, his lips brushing Helen's ear. She laughed, a low, breathy sound that Brad could hear even over the music. Her hand slid down Tom's chest, past his stomach, coming to rest at his belt buckle. Tom's grin widened.

The slow song was winding down when Tom's hand slid from Helen's hip to the front of her catsuit. He gripped the zipper pull between his thumb and forefinger, toying with it. He bent his head to whisper something in her ear, and Helen's smile turned sharp and hungry.

She pulled back, looking toward Brad across the room. Their eyes met. She smiled, slow and deliberate, then turned back to Tom and nodded.

Brad watched them push through the crowd toward the hallway. Tom's hand remained on the small of her back, guiding her past the bathroom, past the coat closet, to a closed door at the end of the hall. Helen glanced back once, meeting Brad's eyes through the crowd, and then she shut the door behind them.

The vampire queen beside him let out a low whistle. "Well. Guess we know what they're doing in there."

Brad's throat tightened. The cage dug into his soft flesh, a constant reminder of his helplessness. The leash was still clipped to the chair, the cuffs still locked around his wrists. He couldn't move, couldn't follow, couldn't do anything but stand there in his pink ruffles and painted face and wait.

The fairy girl sauntered around to face him, her wings catching the purple light. She traced a glittered fingernail along his collarbone, just above the steel collar with its SISSY tag. "Don't look so sad, sweetheart. She'll come back for you. Eventually."

Brad closed his eyes. He heard the faint sound of laughter from behind the closed door, muffled and distant. The music pumped on, the crowd continued to surge, and Brad stood pinned in place, his body aching in the corset, his cock trapped and throbbing in the cage, his heart pounding with a terrible, helpless need to see what was happening behind that door.

He didn't have to wait long. The door cracked open twenty minutes later, and Tom stepped out first, shirtless now, his chest glistening with sweat. He had one hand raised, fingers threaded through his hair, a lazy, satisfied grin plastered across his face. He gave Brad a nod as he passed, winking at him as he headed for the bathroom.

Helen emerged a moment later. Her hair was loose from its sleek ponytail, falling in dark waves around her shoulders. Her lipstick was smeared, a faint smear of red trailing from the corner of her mouth down her jaw. The front zipper of her catsuit was pulled down to her navel, exposing the inner curve of her full breasts, glossy with sweat. She looked thoroughly, gloriously fucked.

She crossed the room with unhurried steps, her boots clicking on the hardwood. The crowd parted for her, whispers trailing in her wake. She reached Brad and stopped, looking down at him with those dark, satisfied eyes.

She reached out and ran a fingertip across her gloved hand, trailing it down Brad's cheek. "You've been such a good girl," she murmured. "Standing here patiently. Watching. Waiting."

Her eyes dropped to the front of his dress, where the steel cage pressed against the pink fabric. She traced the outline of it with her finger, feeling the hard metal beneath the polyester.

"You want out, don't you, pet? Want to know what it felt like, having that thick cock of his buried inside me while I moaned his name."

Brad couldn't breathe. His cock throbbed against the cage, the spikes punishing him with sharp, exquisite pain. A desperate whimper escaped his glossy lips.

"You saw, didn't you, when I looked at you, my face flushed, my body still trembling?" She leaned close, her voice dropping to a whisper. "He lasted a good long while. Fucked me from behind in a chair, then bent me over a desk. Came inside me, deep. I felt it for a full minute after, hot and thick."

Brad's eyes glistened. The humiliation of it, the jealousy, the helpless arousal, all of it churned in his gut. His cock dripped against the steel bars, desperate and trapped.

Helen cupped his chin, tilting his face up to hers. "You want your treat tonight still, don't you? My ass, all yours, just like I promised?"

Brad nodded, his throat working. "Yes," he croaked, the word muffled by his glossy lips. "Mistress, please."

"Then be patient a little longer, my sweet sissy maid." She pressed a kiss to his forehead, her lips slick and warm. "You've been so good for me tonight. So pretty. So obedient."

She straightened, looking around the party with a satisfied smile. "I think we've made enough of an entrance, don't you? Come along. Let's go home."

She unclipped the leash from the chair and wound the slack around her hand. Brad followed on shaky legs, his heels clicking an unsteady rhythm, his cuffed wrists still bound behind his back.

The cool October air hit Brad's face as they stepped outside. The street was quieter now, the teenagers gone, the porch lights dimmed. Helen walked ahead of him, her stride confident and unhurried, and all Brad could do was follow, led by the leash like the good little maid he was.

"Did you enjoy watching us?" she asked, not turning around. "Knowing what was happening behind that door while you stood there in your ruffles and lace, locked up and helpless?"

Brad swallowed. "No," he whispered. "Yes. I don't know."

Helen laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a shiver through him. "I think you know. Your cock was leaking through your knickers when I came back. I saw it."

Hot shame flooded his painted cheeks. He couldn't deny it. The thought of Helen in that room with Tom, his brutal hands on her body, her face contorted in pleasure, had been a torment and a turn-on in equal measure. Even now, even with the spike punishing him, he felt a faint stirring.

The corset was a living thing now, squeezing his ribs with every breath. He had to work hard for each sip of air, each step a labour that made his head spin and his vision blur. The cuffs pinched his wrists, the cage pressed against his groin, and he stumbled on the curb as they crossed the street.

A firm hand on his elbow steadied him. Helen had stopped, turning to face him. Her expression was softer than he expected, the predatory gleam gone from her dark eyes.

"I want you to know something," she said quietly. "What I did with Tom, that meant nothing to me. He's a good fuck, and I needed one. But I love you, and I don't give a damn what he thinks of me. You are the one I come home to."

Brad stared at her. His eyes stung with tears, and he blinked them back, trying not to smudge his mascara.

"Do you understand?" she pressed, searching his face.

"Yes," he whispered hoarsely. "I understand."

"Good." Her smile returned, softer now. She ran her thumb along his jawline, just above the edge of the makeup light. "Now let's get home. I promised you a treat, and I fully intend to deliver it. You've earned it."

They reached their building and climbed the stairs in silence. Brad's heels clicked on each step, and he clutched the railing with bound hands, his cuffed wrists making every stride awkward and difficult. Helen opened the apartment door a few minutes later and flicked on the light.

Brad looked around the familiar living room, at the makeup scattered on the vanity, the discarded pile of his clothes on the sofa floor. It felt like a lifetime since he'd stood there, a proud young man in his jeans and t-shirt, resisting her choice. Now he was a trembling thing in ruffles and lace, his body aching with confinement, his mind a dizzying fog of shame and desperate want.

Helen set the leash down on the coffee table and turned to face him. Her eyes raked over him, taking in every detail of his distress.

"On your knees," she said. It was not a request.

Brad lowered himself to the floor with a rustle of petticoats. The cuffs kept his arms prisoned behind him, pressing his chest up and out, forcing him to sway slightly on his knees. He looked up at her, a silent question in his shadowed, mascara-lined eyes.

Helen removed her boots and reached up and unzipped her catsuit the rest of the way, past her navel, past her cunt, pulling it down over her shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. She stood before him in nothing.

Her body was bared to him then, toned and powerfully lean from years of training. Her skin was damp with a fine sheen of sweat, flushed from exertion. He caught the scent of her, salt and sex, the smell of another man's spent seed still glistening at the inner swell of her thighs.

She was utterly unselfconscious about it, meeting his wide gaze steadily as she stepped out of the catsuit. One boot remained, then the other. She was naked at last, her athletic frame poised before him, her dark hair tangled from the humidity of her exertions.

"Look at you," she murmured, drinking in the sight of him. "Kneeling there in your corset and ruffles, cock locked in steel, waiting for me to take care of you. Do you have any idea how perfect you are like this?"

"I don't know," Brad whispered. "I don't know what I am anymore."

"You're mine," she said simply. "That's what you are. My pretty little maid. And now..." She knelt down before him until their faces were level. "I'm going to make love to you."

The surrender hit Brad like a wave. "Yes," he breathed. "Yes, Mistress."

Helen said it was her turn to honour the promise of and ass fucking tonight.

She reached for her necklace then realised it was missing, she must have lost it during her fucking earlier.

The words hung in the air for a long, horrible moment. Brad watched Helen's hand move to her throat, to the silver chain that should have been there, and find nothing but bare skin. Her dark eyes widened, then narrowed. She frowned, patting her collarbone, checking the floor around her feet as if the necklace might have simply fallen off when she undressed.

"It's gone," she said, and her voice was flat with disbelief. "The keys. The collar key, the cuffs, the cage key. Both of them. They must have come off when Tom..."

She didn't finish the sentence. She didn't need to. The image of her in that room, her head thrown back, the chain snapping or catching on something as Tom fucked her, filled Brad's mind with sickening clarity.

Brad's stomach dropped. The collar pressed against his throat like a cold, unyielding hand. The cage, locked snug around his trapped cock, suddenly felt twice as heavy. He looked down at himself, at the pink ruffles and the steel band around his throat, and a dull panic began to gnaw at the edges of his consciousness.

"Helen," he said, his voice thin. "Mistress. You have to find them."

"I will," Helen said, but her voice was distracted as she scanned the living room floor, even though they both knew the keys had been lost elsewhere. "I'll go back tomorrow. The party is still on for Halloween weekend. It'll be there, on the floor of that room, unless someone picked it up." She let out a frustrated breath, running a hand through her tangled hair. "Fuck. Fucking hell."

Brad watched her prowl the room, naked and frustrated, her body still glowing with the aftermath of her exertions. He knelt in his corset and ruffles, his arms still bound behind him, and felt a strange, breathless calm descend over him.

"What does that mean?" he asked quietly. "For tonight?"

Helen stopped pacing. She turned to look at him, and something in her expression shifted. The frustration melted away, replaced by a slow, considering look that made his stomach clench.

"It means," she said, walking back toward him, "that you stay exactly as you are. Cuffed. Collared. Locked up. All night, and however long it takes me to find those keys tomorrow."
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Brad swallowed. The steel cage pressed against his trapped flesh, a constant reminder of his predicament.

"And your promise?" he heard himself ask. "You said  I would fuck your ass tonight.”

Helen's lips curved into a slow smile. She knelt before him, her naked body gleaming in the low light of the apartment. She reached out and ran a hand along his jawline, tilting his chin up to meet her gaze.

"I did promise," she said softly. "And I am a girl of my word." Her smile widened. "Where there's a will, there's a way.  But first I want to fuck your pretty little sissy ass."

She rose and padded over to the bedroom, her hips swaying. Brad watched her go, his heart hammering against his ribs. He heard the click of a closet door, the rustle of fabric, the soft clink of metal. A minute later she returned, carrying something that made his breath catch in his throat.

It was a harness, black leather straps with silver buckles, and a dildo attached to the front. The dildo was thick, longer than Tom's cock by a considerable margin, with a bulbous head and a series of subtle ridges running down its length. It curved upward slightly, made of a smooth, glossy material that caught the light. She held it up for him to see, letting him take in every inch of it.

"I keep this for special occasions," she said, her voice casual, as if discussing what to have for dinner. "Never had occasion to use it on you before. But desperate times, darling."

Brad felt his mouth go dry. He stared at the dildo, at the leather straps and buckles, and a cocktail of fear and desperate want churned in his gut. His prostate, tucked deep inside him, seemed to pulse in anticipation. The cage bit into his soft flesh, punishing him for the faint stirring that tried to rise.

"You can't," he whispered. "I'm cuffed. I can't bend over."

"I know." Helen smiled, sharp and pleased. "That's part of the fun." She crouched before him, the harness dangling from her fingers. "On your back, pet. Let's see if we can't arrange you properly."

Brad hesitated. The thought of lying on his back, spread open, unable to move his arms or defend himself, sent a wave of vulnerability crashing over him. But the thought of what she promised, later, his cock buried in his ass made him comply with the pressure, the fullness, the surrender... it was too intoxicating to resist. He lowered himself sideways, then rolled onto his back, the ruffled skirt riding up around his thighs, exposing his stockinged legs and the pink frilly knickers he still wore beneath the corset.

Helen knelt over him, straddling his chest. She looked down at him, her dark eyes gleaming, and reached for the knickers. She tugged them down over his hips, past his thighs, and he felt the cool air on his bare skin. The knickers pooled around his ankles, unable to come fully off because of the cuffs, and she left them there, a pink frill around his calves.

His cock was fully exposed now, a pathetic sight trapped in the steel cage. The metal bars held his soft pink flesh in a tight lattice, his balls pulled snug and visible through the gaps. A single drop of pre-cum glistened at the base of the cage, leaking from the small opening at the tip.

Helen ran a gloved finger along the length of the cage, watching his trapped cock twitch helplessly inside. "Poor thing," she murmured. "So eager, and so cruelly locked away." She leaned down and pressed a kiss to the cold steel, her tongue darting out to taste the drop of pre-cum that had beaded at the tip. "Don't worry, pet. I'll take care of your ass tonight. And someday soon, when you've been good, I'll unlock this and let you fuck me properly."

Brad whimpered, his hips bucking uselessly against the pressure of her hand. Helen laughed softly and sat up, reaching for the harness. She worked the straps around her hips, the leather creaking as she cinched it tight. The dildo rose from between her legs, an obscene, gleaming erection that made Brad's mouth water and his stomach flip.

"There we go," she said, settling the harness into place. She gave the dildo an experimental stroke, her hand wrapping around its girth, and Brad watched her fingers, just barely able to circle it. "What do you think, my pretty little maid? Is your Mistress well endowed enough for you?"

Brad swallowed. His voice came out as a hoarse whisper. "Yes, Mistress."

Helen grinned. She reached for a bottle of lube that she'd brought from the bedroom, a clear gel that she squeezed into her palm. She worked it over the length of the dildo, her hand gliding up and down in a slow, deliberate rhythm that made Brad's eyes track every movement. Then she set the bottle aside and shifted her position, crawling over Brad's body until her knees straddled his hips.

Brad  could not move as his arms where trapped behind him still cuffed. The posture arched his back, pressing his corseted chest up and out, tilting his hips. The frilly skirt pooled around his waist, and his trapped cock, in its glaring steel cage, pointed straight up at the ceiling.

Helen lined the head of the dildo up with his hole. He felt the blunt pressure of it, slick and insistent, and his breath caught in his throat.

"Ready, pet?" she asked softly.

"Yes," Brad breathed. "Please, Mistress. Please fuck my ass."

She pushed. The head of the dildo breached his entrance, and Brad gasped at the sudden, overwhelming pressure. His untried hole resisted for a moment, clenching desperately against the invasion, and then the slick head popped past his sphincter with a wet, obscene sound. The fullness hit him like a wave, stretching him wider than he'd ever been stretched before, and a strangled cry escaped his glossy lips.

Helen paused, giving him a moment to adjust. She looked down at him, her eyes dark and hungry, watching his painted face contort with the effort of accepting her. "Breathe, darling. Just breathe. Let me in."

Brad forced himself to relax, to unclench the muscles that had seized up in protest. The corset made it hard to take a deep breath, but he managed shallow sips of air, his body gradually yielding to the intruder. He felt the ridge of the head settle inside him, a deep, satisfying fullness that made his prostate throb with desperate want.

"Good," Helen purred. "So tight. So fucking tight around my cock. Are you sure you've never done this before?"

"Never," Brad gasped. "Oh God, Mistress. It's so big. It's so big."

"I know, darling. But you can take it." She pushed a little deeper, and Brad felt the dildo slide further into his passage, the ridges pressing against his inner walls. "That's it. Take all of me."

She sank down until her hips pressed against his ass, the dildo fully buried inside him. Brad felt impossibly full, stretched to his limit, the girth of her cock pressing against every sensitive nerve. His trapped cock leaked a steady stream of pre-cum, the steel cage slick with his desperate arousal.

Helen held still, letting him adjust to the fullness. She ran her hands along his thighs, feeling the trembling tension in his muscles, the high silk of his stockings. Then she began to move.

She pulled back slowly, feeling the dildo drag against his inner walls, then pushed back in with a smooth, powerful thrust. Brad cried out, his bound fingers clenching into fists on the floor above his head. The sensation was exquisite, a deep, overwhelming fullness that seemed to reach right up into his gut. Helen set a rhythm, slow and deliberate, each thrust driving the dildo deep into his passage and pulling back until the head was almost out, then slamming back in.

"Look at you," she breathed, her voice rough. "Lying there in your corset and stockings, taking my cock in your ass like a good little girl. You were made for this, weren't you, pet? Made to be fucked."

"Yes," Brad gasped. "Oh God, yes. Please. More."

"More?" Helen laughed, a low, throaty sound. "You want more, do you? I haven't even started." She increased her pace, her hips pistoning faster, the slap of her thighs against his stockinged ass echoing in the quiet room. Brad arched off the floor, a keening cry ripping from his throat as the dildo drove against his prostate with every thrust. The stimulation was electric, a building pressure in his gut that had nothing to do with his trapped cock and everything to do with the deep, rhythmic fucking of his ass.

Her thighs slapped against his ass with wet, rhythmic thuds. She rose up, gripping the base of the dildo without meaning to and pulling it half out before ramming it back home. A shower of her sweat dripped from her breasts onto his painted lips. Brad tasted salt and the faint perfumed residue of her earlier encounter. His world was reduced to her face, her dark eyes clouded with pleasure, her mouth parted.

"Mistress," he panted. "Please, I'm going to..."

"Not yet." Helen's voice was a staccato command. She slowed, grinding the dildo against his prostate instead, a circular motion that made his eyes roll back in his head. "I want to watch you squirm a little longer. Feel you clenched around me, desperate and needful."

Brad writhed beneath her, his body on fire. The corset limited his breath, the cuffs bound his arms, the cage trapped his cock, and all he could do was lie there and take it, a helpless doll being fucked into the floor by his beautiful, merciless Mistress. The humiliation of it mixed with the pleasure to create an intoxicating cocktail that left him dizzy.

Helen began to move again, faster now, harder. She abandoned any pretense of control, driving her hips forward with brutal, punishing force. The dildo slammed into him again and again, filling him completely, overwhelming his senses with the sheer, relentless pressure. Brad's cries rose to a pitch he didn't recognize, the sound of a broken boy, a surrendered sissy, a man who had given up all pretence of control.

"That's it," Helen growled, her breath coming in ragged pants. "Take it. Take every inch, my beautiful little sissy maid. Fuck, your ass is so tight. So perfect. I could fuck you all night."

"Please," Brad sobbed, tears welling in his mascara-lined eyes. "Please, Mistress. Please let me come. I can't take it. I can't."

"You can," she said, slowing just enough to catch her breath. She leaned forward over him, her sweat-slick breasts brushing against the frills of his dress. Her hair fell around her face, framing her flushed features, and she looked down at him with fierce, possessive love. "And you will. But you'll come for me first. You'll come right where you are, over this floor, while my cock is buried in your ass. And then, maybe, I'll let you rest."

She resumed her brutal rhythm, each thrust aimed at his prostate with merciless precision. Brad felt the pressure building, coiling in his gut like a spring wound too tight. His trapped cock was leaking a constant stream of pre-cum, coating the steel cage, and the spike of pain was lost beneath the overwhelming tide of pleasure.

"Not yet," Helen said again, her voice tight with exertion. "Hold on for me, pet. Just a little longer."

A hand slipped past the base of the strap-on to press two fingers into her own slick cunt. She fucked herself in rhythm, the dildo still deep inside him, her fingers working her soaked slit with each thrust of her hips. Her breathing grew ragged, her body trembling above him. "Not yet," she gasped, her eyes fluttering closed. "Almost... oh fuck."

Her thrusts became erratic, losing their rhythm. A long, ragged moan tore from her throat as she came, her body going rigid, her hips grinding the dildo deep into Brad's ass. She felt her walls clench as she clamped around her fingers, the shuddering release wracking her entire frame.

Brad watched her come, her face contorted with pleasure, her body still trembling. The sight of her, powerful and beautiful and utterly undone, pushed him over the edge. A broken cry escaped his lips as the pressure in his gut finally released.

His body convulsed. Semen erupted from the opening at the tip of his steel cage, a futile, sputtering release that painted the floor beneath him in thin white strands. He sobbed with the intensity of it, his body shaking, his bound arms trembling above his head, his hole clenched tight around the dildo as his undrained cock twitched uselessly in its prison.

Helen slumped forward, catching herself on her hands, the dildo still buried inside him. She was breathing in ragged gasps, her brow pressed against his forehead, their mixed sweat making their skin slick.

"There, love," she murmured. "There it is. You did so well."

Brad couldn't speak. His body lay limp beneath her, trembling with aftershocks, a ruined mess of lace, ruffles and drying semen. Her strap-on softened inside him. She slowly pulled out of him with a wet, obscene sound, his hole gaping, rim slightly red and slick with lube.

Brad lay on the floor, a wreck of pink ruffles and painted face, his body still trembling with the aftershocks of his futile release. His bound arms ached above his head, his hole throbbed, gaping and slick, and the steel cage around his cock was coated with a thin sheen of his own desperate spending. He could barely breathe, the corset squeezing his ribs, his lungs burning with shallow sips of air.

Helen knelt over him, breathing hard. Her skin was slick with sweat, her hair plastered to her forehead, her thighs gleaming. She reached down and unbuckled the harness with practiced fingers, the leather straps falling away with a soft clatter. 

The dildo, slick with lube and his own residue, dropped to the floor beside them with a wet slap. She kicked it aside and crawled up his body, her knees bracketing his head.

"Not done with you yet, pet," she murmured. She was still flushed from her orgasm, her cunt swollen and wet. He could smell her, the rich, musky scent of her arousal, and beneath it, something else. Something salty and thick, the unmistakable scent of Tom's seed.

"Open your mouth," she said.

Brad's eyes went wide. He knew what she was asking. The smell of her was overwhelming, the evidence of what she'd done with Tom still glistening on the inner swell of her thighs. She'd come back to him with another man's cum inside her, and now she wanted him to taste it.

"Mistress," he whispered, his voice hoarse. "Please. I can't."

"You can." Her voice was soft but absolute. She shuffled forward, positioning her cunt directly above his painted lips. The lips of her sex were slick and swollen, parted slightly to reveal the pink flesh within. A thick, pearly strand of semen was visibly leaking from her hole, trailing down toward his mouth. "You watched me fuck him. You watched him come inside me. Now you're going to clean up the mess."

Brad's stomach churned. But beneath the revulsion, beneath the shame, a dark, desperate thread of arousal twisted through him. He was hers. Every part of him. If she wanted this, wanted him to taste the man who had fucked her, then he would do it. He would do anything for her.

He opened his mouth.

Helen lowered herself onto his face, pressing her slick cunt against his lips. He tasted her first, the sharp, heady tang of her own arousal, and then the thicker, saltier taste of Tom's cum. It coated his tongue, warm and viscous, and his stomach lurched. But she ground her hips against his mouth, and instinct took over. His tongue slid out, lapping at her folds, collecting the mixture of her juices and another man's seed.

"That's it," Helen breathed, her thighs trembling on either side of his head. "Lick me clean, sweetheart. Get every drop. He came so deep inside me. I can feel it still, pooling in my cunt. I want you to taste every last bit of it."

Brad's tongue traced up her slit, finding her clit, swollen and sensitive beneath its hood. She gasped, her hips bucking against his mouth. He lapped at her, alternating between long, slow drags that collected the semen and quick, darting licks at her clit. The taste of Tom's cum was foreign and degrading, but the sound of Helen's pleasure, the way she ground against his face, the way her thighs clenched around his head in approval, was the sweetest reward he could imagine.

"Deeper," she commanded. "Fuck my cunt with your tongue. Push it in."

Brad complied, his tongue stiffening as he plunged it into her hole. She was loose, still open from Tom's cock, and he could feel the warm slickness of their combined fluids inside her. He thrust his tongue in and out, lapping at the walls of her cunt, trying to gather every drop of the seed that Tom had left behind. Her taste was overwhelming, the salt of her sweat, the musk of her sex, and underneath it all, the bitter, unmistakable flavor of another man's cum.

"Yes," Helen moaned, her head falling back. She reached down and gripped his hair, the press-ons scraping against his scalp, guiding his face against her. "Yes, that's it, baby. Eat it all. Eat every drop of his cum out of my cunt."

Brad's own cock, still trapped in its steel prison, twitched uselessly, leaking a fresh trickle of pre-cum into the cage. The spikes punished the faint stirring, but the pain was distant now, drowned out by the overwhelming intimacy of the act. He was eating another man's cum out of his girlfriend's cunt while she moaned his name. It was the most degrading thing he had ever done, and his heart sang with it.

Helen rocked her hips, riding his face, her breath coming in ragged gasps. "That's my good little sissy," she panted. "So obedient. So eager to please. You hate it, don't you? You hate tasting him in me. But you love it too. You love knowing I was fucked by a real man, and now you're cleaning up the mess. You're my little cleanup boy, aren't you, pet?"

Brad's tongue was getting tired, his jaw aching, but he didn't stop. He lapped at her relentlessly, tongue probing deep, gathering the last remnants of Tom's release. He could taste less cum now, more of her own natural lubricant, and he knew he was nearing the end of his task. A strange sense of pride swelled in his chest. He was good at this. He was good for her.

Helen reached down and spread her labia with two fingers, opening herself wide to his mouth. "Look at you," she murmured. "So pretty. So eager. I should have you do this more often." She pressed her clit against his lips, and he sucked it into his mouth, lapping at it with his tongue. She gasped, her hips bucking. "Oh, fuck. Yes. Keep doing that. Right there."

Brad sucked her clit, flicking the tip of his tongue against it, and Helen's body began to tremble. Her thighs clamped around his head, and a low, building moan escaped her throat. She ground against his face, desperate and hungry, and Brad could feel her approaching climax in the way her cunt clenched around his tongue, the way her breathing quickened into short, sharp gasps.

"Don't stop," she begged. "Please don't stop. I'm going to come. Oh God, I'm going to come on your face, sweetheart. I'm going to come all over my pretty little maid's tongue."

Brad redoubled his efforts, lapping at her clit with frantic intensity. Her hands twisted in his hair, pulling his face hard against her, and she let out a long, ragged cry as her orgasm crashed over her. 

Her body convulsed, her hips grinding against his mouth, her cunt flooding his tongue with a fresh wave of her arousal, washing away the last traces of Tom's seed. She rode his face through the waves of her climax, her breath coming in deep, shuddering gasps, until finally, slowly, she relaxed.

She lifted herself off his face, a string of her juices connecting her cunt to his glossy lips. He lay beneath her, panting, his mouth slick with her release, his mascara smeared into dark streaks down his cheeks. His lips were swollen, pinker than the lipstick she'd applied hours ago.

Helen smiled down at him, soft and satisfied. She ran her thumb along his lower lip, wiping away the last trace of her fluids. "Good girl," she murmured. "My perfect, obedient little maid."

Brad looked up at her, his eyes glassy, his painted face a mess. "Did I do well, Mistress?" he whispered.

"You did very well." She leaned down and pressed a kiss to his forehead, tasting her own salt on his skin. It’s time for bed now, you can sleep as you are my little maid.

Brad woke to the warmth of Helen's body beside him, her fingers already busy with the lock on his wrist cuffs. She held up a small brass key with a satisfied smile. "Spare for the cuffs, in the costume box. I'd forgotten I had it." 

She kissed his forehead, then rose. "Work won't wait, and tonight we search for the real keys. But the collar and cage stay on today, pet. Be good while I'm gone."

Helen pressed the spare key to the cuffs into her pocket, then left with a swirl of perfume and a lingering look from the doorway. Brad spent the day drifting through the apartment, the collar a constant weight at his throat, the cage a dull ache between his legs. 

He kept the place tidy, wiped the counters, pulled the ruffled skirt straight when it rode up, and heard himself humming as he arranged the cushions. The hours passed like slow water.

She came back just after dark. Her work clothes were rumpled, her hair pulled into a messy knot, her face tired. She dropped her bag by the door and stood there, looking at him across the living room. He had set out a glass of wine for her, and he stood in his pink ruffles, hands clasped in front of him, waiting.

"What happened?" he asked. "Did you find them?"

Helen shook her head. She crossed the room and sank onto the sofa, pulling him gently down to sit at her feet. "I tore that room apart. Checked every corner, under the desk, behind the chair. Nothing. I asked the hosts if anyone had turned in a necklace. No luck." She let out a long breath. "Whoever found it, they're not coming forward tonight."

Brad absorbed this. The key to his collar and cage was somewhere out in the world, taken by some stranger. He would stay locked, collared, dressed, until they found it or another solution appeared.

Helen reached down and ran her hand through his hair, the press-on nails gone now, her own nails scraping gently against his scalp. "I know that's not what you wanted to hear."

"It's okay," he said quietly. And he was surprised to find that it was. There was a strange, settling peace in the weight of the collar, the constant tension of the cage, the soft rustle of ruffles every time he moved.

"It's not okay," she said. "But I'll figure it out. I'll call a locksmith, see if they can make a key from the model number or something." She paused, and her voice softened. "But I want to tell you something first. Something I should have said a long time ago."

Brad looked up at her. "What?"

Helen traced a line down his cheek, along the edge of the last traces of mascara she hadn't fully removed that morning. "I loved having you like this. All night. Watching you blush and squirm, watching you stand there in your corset and stockings, watching you kneel for me." She swallowed. "I love you as my boyfriend. 

But today, thinking about you here all day like this, waiting for me, I realized something. I love you as my maid too. I love this, the sweetness of it, how you give yourself over to me so completely." She met his eyes. "Is that terrible of me to say?"

Brad's throat tightened. The collar pressed against his skin. "No," he whispered. "Mistress. It's not terrible. I like it too." The admission tasted like freedom, like the first real breath he had taken all day. "I don't know what I am anymore. But I know I'm yours."

Helen pulled him up and wrapped her arms around him, and Brad pressed his painted, pouting face to her cheek. Her next words carried no weight of command, nor pity, only a quiet, honest hope: "We'll find those keys, or a way to make more. A collar like that should be yours to wear, not just for Halloween, but as long as you want it." She touched the metal at his throat. "We can make it constant, if you want. And if it ties you to me, that only makes the truth easier to bear."

Helen heard the catch in his voice, the raw honesty of it, and she pulled back just enough to look at him. His painted face was a mess, mascara smudged, lips still stained pink from the night before, and there was something in his eyes she had never seen before. Not fear, not submission. Something closer to peace.

"Then say it," she said softly. "Tell me you want this. Not just for Halloween. Not just for a night. Tell me you want to be my maid, always."

Brad's throat worked. The collar pressed against his skin, a constant, grounding weight. He thought of the day he'd spent alone, tidying the apartment in his ruffles and stockings, humming to himself as he arranged cushions. He thought of the strange, settling calm that had come over him, the way the weight of the cage had stopped being a torment and started being a comfort. He thought of how right it felt, kneeling at her feet, serving her, being hers. Hers in a way he had never been hers before, not fully, not completely.

"Yes," he whispered. "Mistress. I want this. I want to be yours."

Helen's eyes glistened. She cupped his face in her hands, her thumbs tracing the edges of his smudged makeup. "Then kneel," she said, her voice gentle. "Kneel for me, and say it again."

Brad lowered himself to the floor, the ruffled skirt fanning around him in a soft, pink cloud. His bound arms were behind him still, the cuffs holding his wrists in place, but he barely felt them anymore. They were as natural to him as the collar at his throat. He looked up at her, his dark eyes wet with unshed tears.

"I'm yours," he said, his voice steady. "I'm your maid. I want to wear this. I want to serve you. I want to kneel at your feet and be your pretty little sissy forever, if you'll have me."

Helen sank down to kneel before him, her hands finding his. She was still in her work clothes, rumpled and tired, but she had never looked more beautiful to him. She brought his hands to her lips and pressed a kiss to his knuckles, the gesture somehow more intimate than any kiss they had ever shared.

"I'll have you," she said. "Forever, my love. My beautiful, perfect little maid."

She leaned in and kissed him then, soft and sweet, tasting of salt and tears. Brad's heart swelled until he thought it might burst. This was what he had been missing his whole life, the clarity of purpose, the joy of surrender. He was hers, completely and utterly, and the knowledge settled into his bones like a homecoming.

Helen drew back, a mischievous glint entering her eyes. "And since you've agreed to be so good for me," she said, her voice dropping to a husky murmur, "I think you've earned your reward. The promise I made you last night. I said I'd let you fuck my ass, remember?"

Brad's breath caught. His cock, still locked in its steel cage, gave a desperate twitch against the bars. "Mistress," he said, his voice cracking. "But I'm locked. I can't..."

"I know." Helen smiled, slow and wicked. She rose and padded over to where she had discarded the harness earlier. She picked it up, the leather creaking softly in her hands, and brought it back to him. "But there's nothing stopping you from wearing the strap-on for me. You'll strap it on over your cage, my darling. You'll be my maid, yes. But tonight, you'll be my cock too."

Brad stared at the harness, at the thick, ridged dildo still slick with residue from the night before. His mouth went dry. "You want me to..." He swallowed. "You want me to fuck you?"

"I want you to fuck my ass," Helen said, her voice low and explicit. "I want you to feel what it's like to be inside me. To claim me. To own me, even as I own you." She knelt before him, "I know it's not your cock, love. I know that cage is still locked around you, and I know how much that hurts. But I want you to feel the power of it anyway. I want to feel you take me."

"Yes, Mistress," he breathed. "I'll do it. I'll fuck you. I'll fuck your beautiful ass until you scream."

Helen's lips curved into a sharp smile. She helped him to his feet, and Brad felt a strange, wobbling sense of vertigo. He had been on his knees so long that standing felt foreign. The corset cinched his ribs, forcing his chest up and out, and the skirt rustled around his thighs as he moved. He looked down at himself, at the pink ruffles and lace, and felt a swell of something that was not quite pride but was close to it. He was her maid. But he was also about to become her lover.

"Now it's your turn, pet. Put it on."

Brad swallowed. He took the harness from her hands, the one she had worn the night before. His fingers were clumsy as he worked the straps around his own hips, over the pink frilly knickers that still pooled around his ankles. He kicked the knickers free and worked the harness into place, the leather biting into his skin. The dildo rose from between his legs, thick and heavy, and he felt a strange, heady power bloom in his chest.

"Look at you," Helen breathed. She reached out and ran her hand along the length of the dildo, stroking it as if it were his own cock. "My pretty little maid, wearing my cock. Ready to fuck me with it." She met his eyes. "Kneel down and take it off me first. I want to feel you in my ass, bare against my skin."

She stood before him naked, her cunt still swollen and slick from the night before, a faint trace of Tom's dried release on the inner swell of her thigh. Brad looked at her, at the evidence of her earlier infidelity, and felt a strange, possessive surge. He would be inside her now. He would fill her ass with this plastic cock, and she would moan for him, not for Tom, not for anyone else. For him, her maid, her pet, her love.

"Turn around," he said, his voice rougher than he expected. "Bend over the sofa."

Helen's eyes widened, a flicker of surprise crossing her face. Then she smiled, slow and pleased. "There's my good boy," she murmured. She turned and braced her hands on the back of the sofa, bending at the waist until her ass was presented to him, high and round and beautiful. She looked back over her shoulder at him, her dark hair falling around her face. "Take me, love. Fuck my ass with that cock. Show me what you're made of."

Brad stepped forward, the harness creaking around his hips. He reached for the lube, squeezing a generous amount into his palm, and worked it over the length of the dildo, his hand gliding up and down in a slow, deliberate rhythm. Then he lined the slick head up with Helen's asshole, pressing it against the tight ring of muscle.

"This might hurt," he said, his voice soft with concern. "Tell me if it's too much."

"It won't be," Helen said, her voice a low, breathy command. "I'm used to it. Tom was big, but I've had bigger. Just push, love. Take me."

Brad pressed forward. The head of the dildo breached her entrance, and Helen let out a sharp, hissing breath. Her hand clenched on the back of the sofa, her knuckles white. Brad paused, trembling.

"More," she gasped. "Fuck, yes. More."

Brad pushed deeper, feeling her walls clench and release around the intruder, the slick heat of her ass gripping the dildo with desperate force. He sank in until his hips pressed against her ass, the dildo fully buried inside her. He could feel her trembling, hear her ragged breathing, and a wave of emotion crashed over him.

"Fuck," he whispered, his voice cracking. "You feel so good. So tight and hot around me."

"Move," Helen commanded. "Fuck me, love. Fuck my ass with your cock. It's yours, all yours. Make it yours."

Brad began to move. He pulled back slowly, feeling her inner walls drag against the dildo, then pushed back in with a smooth, powerful thrust. Helen let out a low, guttural moan, her body rocking forward with the force of it. Brad set a rhythm, slow and deliberate at first, each thrust driving deep into her.

But the feeling was overwhelming. He was inside her. He was taking her, claiming her, in the most intimate way possible. And yet, his own cock was still trapped in its steel cage, useless and aching. The irony of it, the cruelty and beauty of it, crashed over him in a wave.

He cried out, his voice breaking into a sob. He wasn't sure if it was pleasure or grief. Both, maybe. The dildo was a poor substitute for his own flesh, but it was the only way he could be inside her, the only way she was letting him have her. Tears welled in his eyes, rolling down his painted cheeks, and he kept thrusting, each stroke driving him deeper into Helen's ass and deeper into the grief of his own trapped cock.

"Don't stop," Helen gasped, her hips meeting his thrusts. "Fuck, yes. Just like that. Deeper, love. Harder."

Brad drove into her, his hips moving faster, the slap of his thighs against her ass echoing in the room. He was crying openly now, tears streaming down his face and smearing his mascara. The humiliation of it mixed with the exquisite pleasure of pleasing her, of being inside her, of seeing her lose control because of him.

"I'm sorry," he sobbed, not knowing why he was apologizing. "I'm sorry I'm not enough. I'm sorry I can't feel you with my own cock. I'm sorry. I'm sorry."

Helen turned her head, her eyes finding his through the tangle of her hair. "Stop it," she said, her voice fierce. "You are enough. You are more than enough. This, this beautiful thing you're doing, this act of love, it's everything to me. You're my maid, yes, but you're also my man. The man who would wear a dress for me, who would lock his cock in a cage for me, who would put on a strap-on and fuck my ass while crying because he can't feel me with his own flesh. That is more than any man has ever given me."

Brad's sobs turned to choked gasps. He kept thrusting, kept driving into her, the dildo a constant, relentless pressure inside her. He was losing himself, losing the boundaries between man and maid, between lover and servant. He was just motion, just rhythm, just the desperate need to be close to her, to be inside her, to be hers in every possible way.

"I love you," he gasped, his voice raw. "I love you so much, Helen. I love you. Please. Please let me come."

"You can cum love," Helen said, her voice strained with her own rising pleasure. "Cum for me. Fill my ass with your come, even if it's just a phantom. Come for me, my beautiful, perfect little maid."

Brad felt his own orgasm building, a deep, primal pressure that had nothing to do with his trapped cock and everything to do with his surrendered heart. He drove into Helen with a final, brutal thrust, burying the dildo as deep as it would go, and he came. His body convulsed, his vision going white, his throat tearing with a raw, ragged cry. The cage around his cock contracted uselessly, his prostate spasming, a few thin drops of pre-cum leaking out to soak into the leather harness.

Helen followed him over the edge a moment later, her body going rigid, a long, keening moan escaping her throat as her ass clenched around the dildo in her own climax. She trembled for a long moment, braced on the sofa, and then slowly, gently, relaxed.

Brad collapsed against her back, his body spent, his tears still falling. He wrapped his arms around her, pulling her close, and buried his face in her hair.

"I love you," he whispered again, his voice broken. "I love you so much, my Mistress. My Helen. I love you more than anything in this world."

Helen turned in his arms, her face flushed and tender. She cupped his cheeks, brushing away the smeared mascara with her thumbs. "I know, love. I know. And I love you too. More than you can imagine." She pressed a soft kiss to his lips. "Now let's go to bed. I want to hold my maid, my pet, my love, and fall asleep in our home."

Brad smiled through his tears. The collar was still at his throat, the cage still locked around his cock, the ruffles still rustling around his thighs. But he didn't feel trapped. He felt free. Free to be exactly who he was. Free to be hers.

He took her hand, and they walked to the bedroom together, the leather harness still strapped around his hips, the dildo wet with her release. He would remove it later, clean it, and they would figure out the keys in the morning. But for now, in this moment, he was exactly where he was meant to be.

Helen pulled back the sheets, and Brad climbed in beside her. She wrapped her arms around him, pulling his head to her chest, and he felt her heartbeat under his cheek. The last trace of his mascara stained her skin, and she didn't wipe it away. She just held him, soft and warm, until his breathing slowed and his eyes grew tired.




The End
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