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The Mistress

A Bonus Chapter of Becoming Joanne 1

He served her food on a white porcelain plate and curtsied deeply. His tiny maid’s dress little more than a tutu at his waist, offering no cover for his small pink cock cage. A glimpse of a black triangle of pubic hair as he rose again. A second male maid held out a white square of a napkin, his long pink nails standing out starkly. He shook long waving blond hair from his eyes. Earrings jangled. 

Melissa took the napkin and spread it over her sheer black stockings. The maid waited, swaying unsteadily, balancing on the balls of his feet in stilt-like black-patent stilettos. She dismissed him with a cursory wave of her hand. He curtsied and fell down onto one knee then toppled onto his back. His legs fell apart. Smooth balls protruded from behind his pink plastic cock cage. They hung loose over a luminous green silicone butt plug. 

Melissa screwed her face up in a tight grimace. “Stupid girl. I’m trying to eat. I don’t want to see your disgusting pussy.” Melissa’s scanned the room. The five other male maids froze in worry, pretty in their frilly French-maid dresses. Each dress identical in design but of different colours: pink, white, light-blue, yellow, purple. The fallen maid in bright red. 

“I’ll deal with it Mel.” Aretta stood and pulled the maid to his feet by an ear through luxuriant blond hair. He wobbled on his heels once more, fear in his wide eyes. His first time in six-inch heels. He should have practised. 

Aretta pushed his head down holding on to his neck. His uncovered bottom exposed beneath his tutu-like maid’s dress. Butt plug firm in his anus. A blur of dark skin and red fingernails streaked like the trails of fireworks slapped onto his bum cheeks. 

“You are a stupid girl,” Aretta called as her slaps rained onto his bum. Melissa shook her head in disappointment at the maid and took a sip from her wine glass. She expected better from them, but men always failed. 

Aretta pulled the maid up again by his blond hair and tugged his head back. She pointed at the corner of the large dining area. A long red-taloned finger. He knew what to do. He tottered over to the corner like a tightrope walker and faced it, his head down. He put his hands on his head, his tight maid’s dress rising to his stomach, the green flange of his butt plug a soothing shade against his red swollen bum cheeks. 

Aretta stood next to her friend at the table and surveyed the assembled guests. Melissa her new firm friend. Opposite Melissa sat Amanda, Melissa’s daughter bouncing with excitement at what she had just witnessed. Amanda was the product of a relationship with an older man eighteen years ago. Julie, Melissa’s friend from school, sat next to Amanda. Her mouth was open in shock 

behind a delicate hand. Next to Julie was Nina, Melissa’s partner at her law firm, impassive and aloof. To Aretta’s right, Susan, Melissa’s younger sister. Next to Susan, Imogen, a tall athletic ex-army officer. A glint of hard steel in her eyes. Opposite to her Mandy, a blond lady dressed in pink with pink lipstick and a high voice. The polar opposite of Imogen. 

Aretta coughed to attract their attention then tapped her empty wine glass with a tea spoon. 

“Ladies. Thank you for coming to Melissa’s thirty-eighth birthday celebration. Please raise you glasses. Happy birthday Melissa. May you have many more years of wealth, happiness and male subjugation.” 

The guests tittered as Aretta bent down and kissed Melissa full on her mouth. She lingered longer than was necessary for the short peck of a platonic friend. Everyone called out “happy birthday”, out of sequence. They began to eat. Chatter and laughter rose as the maids topped up wine and water glasses and fussed around the table

Melissa Stone smiled gently at everyone. She pulled on the hem of her tight red dress. At the office she was the consummate professional, knee-length business skirts and jackets. When out socially she preferred something far more sexy and alluring. Her dress clung to her muscular body like a second skin, rolling over 40C breasts. Her low-cut front exposed a deep cleavage. Her dress finished just below a tiny pair of knickers, the straps of her black suspender belt showed, attached to patterned black stockings. She still had it at thirty-eight and wanted to show it. 

She felt pensive that night, in a good way. Reflecting that she was a successful millionaire businesswoman and lawyer. No one who didn’t know her well would have guessed at her humble beginnings. She came from a poor east London borough with an abusive, alcoholic father. She had changed her name from Mary Cullen to the more impressive middle-class sounding Melissa Stone twenty years ago. She had gone to a London university gaining a first-class honours degree in law. 

There was nothing working class about her now as she sat in the enormous dining room of her six-bedroom home in Hampstead north London. One of the wealthiest areas of one of the most wealthiest cities in the world. 

Aretta had organised the birthday meal for her and arranged for the maids to attend. 

Melissa had discovered femdom and forced feminisation many years ago. A revenge on the male race: epitomised by her father and her first lover, Amanda’s long forgotten father. Feminisation was the cure for the malady that was men. As the ladies chatted and the maids fussed, Melissa wondered what entertainment Aretta had lined up for her. Aretta had promised a little interactive show that would be to her liking. She guessed it would be something femdom, hence the number of feminised maids in attendance. 

The meal finished and the maids cleared up. Aretta barked her orders at them, hurrying them up. They were needed for the evening entertainment, as Melissa had expected and hoped. 

Melissa watched Aretta with amusement. Aretta was a natural leader and dominant woman. An alpha-plus woman. Julie interrupted her observations with a timid tap on the arm. 

“Can I have a quick word please Mel?” Her pinched face was more harried that usual. Eyes pulled tight as if held by invisible sticking tape. She had not been sleeping well. 

“Of course Jules. We have some time before the entertainment starts.” 

Julie looked even more worried for an instant. She swallowed. “I’m having problems with Joseph.” 

Melissa raised her eyebrows. “Tell me something that isn’t a surprise Jules. I told you not to marry him. He’s a loser and a waste of space. Sorry, I know he’s your husband but you need to do something about his behaviour.” 

Julie looked to her feet. She was on the point of crying. “Can we speak next week Mel? I don’t want to take up time from your birthday celebration with my problems. In short Joseph’s working at an IT company but I think something is going on. I think he’s seeing someone else. 

Again. I also think he’s becoming increasingly aggressive with the boss. A woman. You know what he’s like about women in authority.” 

Melissa had had many run-ins with Joseph. “Don’t worry Julie. I’ll be here for you. 

Actually I have an idea for how to deal with Joseph once and for all. Just say the word and I’ll take charge of that loser and change him for the better. He needs a complete over-haul. A transformation.” 

Julie smiled weakly. Relived that Melissa would help and relieved that someone stronger than her would deal with her problem. She couldn’t imagine how Melissa would transform Joseph but she would leave it to her. 

 Clap clap. Aretta stood in the middle of the room her hands together. “Ladies please go through to the living room. Your entertainment awaits. 

They marched though to the living room, a thirty foot square room with a teak bookcase along one entire wall. The six maids lined up along the far wall. Their heads were bowed, eyes up in concern. Eight seats were lined up six feet back and opposite them. A glass oval coffee table was set to one side. An array of strap-on cocks, whips, canes and other sexual paraphernalia placed on the surface. Melissa gave Aretta a wry smirk. Aretta nodded back with a satisfied expression and walked along the line of male maids like a sergeant-major inspecting new recruits. She unlocked each of their cock cages and tossed them into a corner. The maids fidgeted on their high-heeled feet, nervous, apprehensive. 

Aretta went to a small laptop sitting on an otherwise bare shelf on the book case and kit a key. Music filled the room from small bluetooth speakers set around the room. Thumping dance music bounced around them. Aretta clapped once and the maids danced, jiggled in their row. Their 

liberated cocks and balls swinging out of time to the music. Sheepish looks from each made-up male face. Melissa howled with laughter, leaning back and roaring at the sight. The other ladies laughed and clapped along. Julie thoughtful, unsure glanced at her colleagues and followed the lead of the others. 

The song finished and Aretta held her palms up for the maids to stop dancing. Two had erections. Aretta pointed and tutted. She strutted like the master of ceremonies in a circus ring. 

Melissa sat forward on the end of her chair waiting for the next act, her legs tight together. Aretta told the maids to remove their dresses as a slow song began. They stripped off to bras, black seamed stockings and high-heeled shoes. Erections rose in two more of the maids. Aretta arranged them so that three were standing three kneeling in front of them. She pushed each kneeling maid so they were face to face with the standing maid’s penis, an inch away. Melissa stood up, hands to her moth, eyes creased in excitement. Surely she wasn’t going to make them…. 

Aretta called to the maids. “Kneeling girls, take your partner’s clitty in one hand.” The kneeling maids looked at her and hesitated. No one moved. “Now sissies.” 

Three hands shot up and grasped the standing maid’s cocks in manicured hands with pink nail varnish. They knew to obey Aretta or face the consequences. Amanda was standing. “make them suck cock Aretta.” 

Melissa looked at her with shock and then a glowing smile of approval. 

“You read my mind Amanda.” Aretta turned to the kneeling sissies. Put your mouths over your partner’s clitties and suck. Now girls.” 

More hesitation. The six sissies hadn’t been told what their tasks were going to be and a horror filled six pairs of eyes. Aretta went to the first sissy maid and pushed his head onto his partner’s penis. “Open wide sissy.” He complied and his lips slipped over the erect penis of his fellow sissy maid. “Good girl. Now the rest.” 

The women looked on with eyes sparkling as the three kneeling sissies moved their heads up and down three cocks which became hard and firm despite their apparent trepidation. One of the standing sissies moaned. An indication for Aretta that he was about to cum. “Sissies remove your clitties from your lovers’ mouths now.” 

Six shoulders slumped in relief, one breathed out. The three kneeling sissies leant back as one while three erections throbbed at them. They thought it was over but Aretta hadn’t finished. 

“Now standing sissies. I want you to masturbate onto the faces of your kneeling lovers. 

“Kneeling sissies open your mouths so you get some to swallow. NOW.” 

Amanda squealed and jumped up in delight. The three sissies didn’t hesitate and rubbed reluctantly at their cocks then faster as desire for release took over from humiliation. As the kneeling sissies looked on with evident concern the masturbating sissies faces displayed their urges. 

The first ejaculation exploded onto the face of one of the kneeling sissies. Then a second came and the ladies waited for the final one. A sudden moan and his load shot directly into his partner’s open mouth. 

“Bullseye,” screamed Amanda

The ladies stood and clapped and whooped. Aretta looked on pleased. The six sissies were mortified, cum dripping off faces. Now that the three standing sissies had cum, their embarrassment returned with a force and away from their earlier climax-induced pleasurable indifference. 

Aretta wasn’t finished as she handed out strap-on cocks to each lady. She told the sissies to remove butt plugs and bend over. As the ladies strapped on their cocks, helping each other, they chatted and giggled like excited hens. 

Aretta lined up the six sissies bent over, bare bums facing the ladies. Each lady stepped forward, eight-inch long silicone cocks waving on black straps tied around their waists. Aretta poured gel on each one and shouted “GO”. 

Simultaneously six strap-on cocks entered the sissies bum holes. Some shouts of pain called out as the women pumped away at the sissies. One sissy called out and ejaculated on the floor, slumping with release. Julie had hung back, not taking part. 

The ladies finished pegging the sissies and stood back. Aretta announced the final game of the evening. Punishment. She told the sissies to remain bending over. She handed canes and whips to each of the birthday celebration ladies, including Julie. They formed a line and walked along striking the sissies bum cheeks in time to the music. Each lady danced as she walked along the line. 

Canes and whips came down on bare bums. Before long every bum was red, raw and swollen. 

“And the finale. Sissies stand up and turn round.” Aretta called out. 

The sissy maids complied. Six male sissies stood side by side, each with long hair, make-up, earrings. Identical suspenders, stockings and six inch heeled black shoes. Each maid was very slim. Aretta told them to remove their bras. It was the first time that Melissa noticed that four of them had real breasts inside their bras. She stored that idea away for future use. Aretta really was a very naughty lady. 

Aretta started the music again and went to the head of the line with a riding crop. She led them along the line one more time slapping their cocks. Each sissy doubled up as they passed, each lady punishing their penises and balls with swipes of their canes, whips and crops. 

The music finished and the sissies were released to clean and freshen up. Melissa went to sit down. Aretta sat beside her and hugged her. Her body warmth leaking into Melissa’s. 

“Thank you Aretta,” Melissa pecked her on the cheek. “My thirty-eighth birthday will be one to remember that’s for sure.” 

Julie appeared by them. “Mel, I’m leaving now, my taxi is waiting. Thanks for a lovely, if 

unusual evening. Don’t forget, I need to speak to you next week.” 

“I’m pleased you could come Jules and don’t worry. I know exactly what to do with Joseph.” 


* * *

 I do hope you enjoyed this supplementary chapter to Becoming Joanne 1, a  sort

 of prequel giving some more detail on Melissa. 

 Thank you for following me

 Lady Alexa xx

 www.ladyalexauk.com





cover1.jpeg
. An exclusive extra ch@p
. for Becoming Jeann








index-1_1.jpg
- An exclusive extra ch@pfe
» %~ for Becoming Jeann






