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Preface

It's been a very interesting journey to date that has brought me into this lifestyle. My Mistress has commanded me to write the story of how I came to this place in my life, to live as her full-time sissy maid. She hopes by such writing that maybe other dominant ladies may use my story to help find themselves their own sissy maid. This is the story of my own journey. Like many stories it contains both highs and lows, moments of doubt and even fear but also moments of ecstasy and such a deep sense of belonging and satisfaction that it is difficult to put into words. I suppose many men would struggle to see the attraction in voluntarily surrendering their rights as a man and even as a human being to a lady who accepts both as her right and gives in return only her contempt and amusement. But I’m not like most men and for me, being truly owned by such a gorgeous and demanding lady as my Mistress is everything I need and want in order to feel content and happy in my life. I suspect a surprisingly large number of men will know exactly what I mean and, if you are one of them, then this book is for you, I hope you enjoy it.


Chapter One: The Beginning.

I have always had thoughts about crossdressing. From fantasizing as a child, including wondering about all the lovely girls’ clothes I saw on girls around my age while growing up, to then actually beginning some real crossdressing as a teenager. Of course, like many young crossdressers I dabbled first with my mother's clothes. I enjoyed trying on stockings and tights, dresses, skirts and high heels, before her shoes became too small for me. I found it was all so exciting to wear.

As my teenage years moved me through puberty, I also began to notice the things that turned me on me sexually. Yes, I was attracted to all the pretty school girls and young ladies around me and of course the ones I saw on T.V. and in movies. I loved their clothes, shoes, hair and makeup. It was odd for me as my sexual attraction was very heterosexual yet I found dressing in female clothes and feeling so girly, such an exciting thing to do. I also knew that being dressed feminine and sexy was a very submissive and sissy thing for me to feel and desire.

My crossdressing remained a part of who I was into my adult years. My sexual fantasies as I grew up generally revolved around me being a sissy maid and general servant or slave to a cruel and demanding Mistress. As time passed, my wardrobe of women’s clothing and high heels grew quite large. I would cross-dress and masturbate to varied sex slave, sissy maid, sissy slut fantasies. It confused me though as, in male mode I was quite heterosexual. I have had girlfriends, but none of them lasted long. Only once did I pluck up the courage to reveal my fetishes and fantasies to a woman I was dating and it did not go well. So, I tried repeatedly to deny my feelings, indulging in macho pursuits, dating lots of women and generally being ‘one of the guys’ but I was always left feeling that something important was missing from my life.  

Crossdressing as a sissy was, for me, about being weak, feminine and very girly for a beautiful, successful and aloof woman. A woman I would devote myself to entirely, in return for which she would abuse me, humiliate me and look down on me with amused contempt. These thoughts and fantasies have dogged me through my whole adult life. But as time passed by, the urge to become a true sissy maid began to consume me. Little did I know that one day I would find what I was searching for and more.

I started looking for female domination adverts in places like Craigslist. I found these ads very interesting and exciting even though the vast majority were from professional dominatrixes. I went as far as answering an advert on several occasions and, to be fair to the ladies in question, some of them were very knowledgeable and extremely capable. Ultimately though I found them unsatisfying. Exchanging money for a service took all the attraction from it for me. What I sought was a relationship based on love and adoration, at least on my part. I would settle for convenience and amusement on the part of my Mistress, but I needed a permanent emotional connection.

After years of searching, I’d begun to lose heart until one day I came across an advert that was like a revelation to me. It read as follows.

‘Dominant mature lady, mid 40yrs, slim, fit, attractive and extremely demanding requires a full time, live in sissy maid. If you crave and hunger for a true full-time sissy maid life style you may write to me with full details of your suitability to the role. You must include a selection of photographs in which you are appropriately dressed. This is no joke and I have no patience for time wasters. The best replies will be short listed for interviews. Be warned, if you are successful, I will not hesitate to use you for whatever purposes I may choose without the slightest consideration for your wants or needs. Under my roof you will live a life of poverty and chastity, unrelenting hard work, long hours and dreadful punishments. The more details you give about yourself the better your chance of capturing my interest. ’


I felt as if she was talking to me. I can't recall so much attraction to a dominant lady before. I thought about her ad nearly constantly for about two days straight, including even dressing as a sissy maid and jerking off to it. I could not bear it any longer, I had to act. If I was to have even a tiny chance of possibly living as a full time, sissy maid then I had to grasp it in both hands and not let go.

I finally decided to reply to her and I was so turned on by doing so. While I was wearing one of my black maid dresses, black, sheer hold-up stockings, black 4-inch spike heel pumps, a strawberry blonde wig with suitable makeup applied to my face, I sat and wrote as much detail about myself as I could in the hope of being short listed for an interview. I was not sure what age group she would consider or what her requirements would be looks wise. I’m in my late thirties, 5ft 9 inches tall and quite slim, so I just hoped for the best. With butterflies in my stomach, I sent her the reply and waited.

Agonizingly, days passed by and soon even a full week had passed. I began to think she had not short listed me for the position as her maid, or perhaps it had just been a cruel prank.  Maybe a younger guy was what she wanted, or someone better looking or more feminine. I even thought I might have put her off by describing my thoughts and desires in too much detail. Soon, as more days passed, her advert fell out of my mind and I moved on living as I had been, as a closeted, crossdressing, sissy.

Then one day, out of the blue I got a reply. It was a long list of questions covering everything from how competent was I in the kitchen to did I have any experience of chastity and from how good was I with an iron to how much experience did I have giving oral sex – to both women and men. I tried to answer every question as honestly and thoughtfully as I could but I could not help feeling that I was falling a long way short of this demanding lady’s requirements. I had so little experience and the question about oral sex with men concerned me so much I almost didn’t reply. Surely, I’d misread her. In the end though my burning desire you make my fantasies into reality got the better of me.

For nearly a month I heard nothing more until one morning as I was about to leave for work, my mobile phone rang. On the other end was the lady I had hoped to serve as a maid one day. She used the name that I supplied in my initial reply to her of John. She told me her name was Evette but I should address her as Mistress Evette. Despite my nerves I soon found myself in conversation with this well-to-do sounding lady. We talked about her needs and she was keen to point out once more that the position she was offering was of a full-time nature which would require me to move into her house so as to be available 24/7. I was aware of that and had no qualms about quitting my job even though I was quite high up in the company with an attractive salary. My house was paid for and I had substantial savings so I had no worries about financial security. What I did not expect was that, if I were to be chosen, Mistress Evette would also require me to sell my house, liquidate all assets and sign everything over to her.

‘A domestic servant, or more particularly, a domestic slave, since the position is unpaid, should not have any financial resources to cushion the effects of being dismissed, John. As my maid you would be dependent on me for a roof over your head and food in your belly. Make no mistake, the treatment you would receive in my employ would give you frequent cause for regretting your decision. If there were to be an option for you just to walk away, then I’m sure you would, at times, be tempted to do so. By removing your assets, your ‘get out of jail free card’, so to speak, I can more effectively ensure your continued devotion.’

I didn’t know how to react to that. What if this was just a scam to divest me of my hard-earned money?

‘I appreciate you must be having certain misgivings John, but I want to be honest with you from the start. Your monies will be held by me and may or may not be returned to you in the future, depending on the circumstances of our parting of ways. You see, although you may think you understand the life of a lady’s maid, you still have much to learn and a great deal to practice and perfect if I am to keep you as my property. Such training requires significant expenditure of time, money and energy on my part. I have no intention of wasting any of those things on a stupid little man who thinks he wants his fantasies to become reality but panics as soon as they do.’

‘I understand Mistress Evette,’ I mumbled into the phone, desperate not to blow this. I knew I might never get another opportunity like this.

‘Do you John, are you sure? There are plenty of men like you who would be happy to prance around in a sissy maid costume pretending to do a few chores to qualify for the opportunity to jerk themselves off into a pair of my worn panties. You need to be clear, that is not what I’m offering at all. I require a servant, a domestic if you will, who will live a life of total devotion and hard work. There will be very long hours of torturous and dreary housework with painful punishments for failure to meet my exacting standards. No days off, no disgustingly sordid sex life, no respite from my sadistic cruelty. Am I making myself understood John?’

‘Yyy…yes Mistress Evette, I understtttand.’ Her words, although clearly meant to give me second thoughts, served only to inflame my desire to become this wonderful woman’s slave. My cock was rock hard but I somehow knew that to touch it would be an act of gross disrespect to this amazing creature.

‘Well, I’ll leave you to give it some thought. You may ring me back on this number when and if you are absolutely sure of your commitment. You have until this time tomorrow. Goodbye John’.

I didn’t go in to work, how could I? I just paced the floor wondering what to do. After several hours I made my decision. The risk of losing my savings was less important to me than the risk of losing probably the only opportunity I would ever have to make my lifelong dreams into reality. I telephoned Mistress Evette and begged her to make me her maid.

She seemed more relaxed with me now and I found myself falling instantly under her spell telling her things I’d never spoken about to another human being. I went on about my full wardrobe of both black and pink, satin maids’ dresses, my extensive wardrobe of sissy slut wear including short skirts, sexy tops and short, slutty dresses. I told her of my love of tights and stockings. I continued on by telling her of all my high heeled shoes and boots. Finally, I told her of my sissy wigs and that I had a full makeup collection.

She asked me about a sissy name and if I had one already?

I nervously replied, ‘Of course I do Mistress, it's Molly’.

Mistress Evette said, "That's an excellent name for a maid, you may keep it if I decide to accept you.  If you are lucky enough to be chosen as my maid then full uniforms of a more suitable nature will be provided. However, we might perhaps find a use for some of your own outfits on special occasions.’

To my utter delight, she then set up my actual physical interview time. I would only be given one chance to try and win her over. I was to meet her the next day along with a friend of hers I had to call Mistress Victoria at a pub some sixty miles from my home for a lunch interview. I was instructed to be there before 11:00am and get a table while I waited for them to arrive. She told me to plan what I needed to do to impress her at this interview. To which I said I would and we ended our call. The next 24 hours was to be very exciting for me.



Chapter Two: The Interview and What Soon Followed.

I awoke the next morning, knowing I was about to meet my potential Mistress and her friend for an interview to possibly become her full-time maid, or perhaps I should say domestic. I was so excited but also very nervous. I under-dressed as I typically do each day in my life with ladies’ panties and black, silky sheer tights. I also put on a bra and slip under my male clothes. I then decided to print out a copy of a Mistress/Slave contract and I even prepared a memory card filled with photos of me dressed as a sissy maid and a slut, as well as a few humiliating videos, just in case we really hit it off. I had no idea where I may stand given any other sissy maid wannabees who may have been or would be interviewed. I would just have to impress Mistress Evette and Mistress Victoria as best I could.

Soon it was time to be on my way to the pub and get a table and wait to meet the ladies. It took me about two hours’ drive time to get to the pub. I was still so nervous but so excited.

Entering, I asked the waitress for a private table or booth for me and two ladies who were soon to arrive. My waitress took me to a rather quiet booth and asked if I would a drink while I waited?

I said, ‘Red wine please.’ and she brought me a glass of Cabernet Sauvignon. It was a few minutes after 11:00am.

I was so nervous while I waited for them to arrive, I thought I might pee myself. Drinking the wine didn’t help but I didn’t dare go to the toilet in case they arrived while I was in there. I was looking at my watch and saw it was about 11:10am when I noticed two smartly dressed ladies enter the restaurant part of the pub. They were talking to the waitress who earlier sat me at the booth. Soon they were all heading my way.

Both ladies were expensively and tastefully dressed with long skirts over knee length, high heeled leather boots and white silk blouses under smart fitted jackets. The first lady to arrive I presumed was Mistress Evette and I was immediately rendered breathless at her beauty. She was stunning with long dark hair that shone like silk and perfectly applied makeup. The other lady was blonde with equally long hair tied up in a pony tail and similar makeup but fuller lips. Their beauty took my breath away too and I immediately felt out of my depth. The scent of their perfume turned my legs to jelly as I tried to stand.

Eventually I managed and extended my hand to shake both of theirs. I introduced myself by my male name of John. They introduced themselves as Mistress Evette and Mistress Victoria. Soon we were all seated. The waitress left some menus for them and brought them each a glass of chilled Chardonnay. As she left, conversation returned to me and my interview to possibly become their domestic servant. First, Mistress Evette made it clear that she was not interested in using my male name to refer to me by. I sheepishly agreed and noted again that my sissy name was Molly and yes, I needed to get used to it. It was rather odd but exciting to hear real ladies call me Molly and have to respond to it. I felt very girly and submissive.

Mistress Victoria also noted that they were not looking for a time-wasting fantasist. She made it clear that if I was just a sissy wannabe looking for a cheap thrill from this meeting I should leave now. She came across as quite aggressive and frightening. I meekly agreed and told her I was totally serious about becoming their full time, live in maid.

Mistress Victoria then asked if I was wearing any feminine clothes under my male ones, to which I excitedly confirmed that I was wearing black tights, panties, a bra and a slip. She seemed happy with my reply as she turned to smile at her friend.

Mistress Victoria noted that our waitress was in a skirt with black tights too. She noted to me that a little test for my humiliation would be when she came back to take our orders, I was to comment and compliment her on her choice of hosiery and then tell her that I was wearing black tights too. Then I was to tell her that I'm a sissy girl and I love wearing tights, panties and all sorts of women's clothes and high heels.

They both could see that I was a little flushed with the soon to be embarrassment. I knew I had to do it if I really wanted a good chance to become a sissy slave. I was determined do as they ordered.

I produced a copy of my Mistress/Sissy Slave Contract. As they read through it, they both commented on the pictures of me dressed as a sissy. Passing the contract back to me Mistress Evette told me it would not be required as they already had a contract which was far more demanding and entirely one sided in her favour. She began to give me examples of its details when our waitress returned.

‘Are you all ready to order?’ she asked.

Mistress Evette politely replied, ‘Yes, we are.’

As she placed her order my heart was pounding with a growing fear of embarrassment. She moved on to Mistress Victoria and she placed her order. Soon she looked at me. I was a little bit flush and nervous and not too hungry as a result. I told her my light order and looked at Mistress Evette. I knew she was waiting for me to embarrass myself.

I noted, "I love your black tights, do you know the brand they are?"

The waitress, with an odd smirk thanked me and said, ‘These are Pretty Polly and they fit and feel lovely.’

‘I love Pretty Polly too, they can be a little pricey but I agree they are very nice fitting and feel lovely on," I excitedly replied. I quietly added, "I am wearing black tights too, they’re 15 deniers so I have to be careful not to ladder them,’

She giggled and said, ‘Well if you enjoy wearing them, have fun.’

I then added, ‘Thank you, I'm a sissy and I'm also wearing panties, bra and a slip under my male clothes,’ I add, ‘I am hoping to become a sissy maid.’

The ladies were sitting back and enjoying me embarrassing myself.

Smiling and seeming to take it all in her stride, the waitress finished with, ‘Well, good luck to you and I'm sure you will make a fine sissy maid.’

‘Thank you,’ was my sheepish reply.

She then walked away with our order and Mistress Evette and Mistress Victoria both laughed at me.

Mistress Victoria said, ‘Well done Molly, good gurl.’

I thanked Mistress Victoria for allowing me the opportunity to embarrass myself for their amusement. I got the impression they liked that as a glance passed between them.

Soon Mistress Victoria went back to telling me more about what she called their ‘Domestic’s Contract’.  Written in it were many points and rules such as my sissy name and me agreeing to legally changing to it if I became enslaved to them. She talked about how it noted I would have my male clothes dispensed with and my possessions would be surrendered to Mistress Evette to keep and/or sell.

‘Domestics are owned, they don’t own, she smiled.

Then Mistress Evette reiterated what she had told me previously about signing my house and savings over to her. As we ate lunch, we moved on to other contract points. My diet would consist mainly of left-overs to reduce the financial burden on my Mistress. My duties would include cooking, cleaning, doing laundry and carrying out personal services for both her and Mistress Victoria, who I was now informed was her partner and her lover. So, if successful, I would be serving not one but two Mistresses, two lesbian Mistresses in fact. Mistress Evette made it clear she had no interest in men sexually, while Mistress Victoria was a real man-hater for reasons which I was informed were none of my business.

‘I have tried employing female maids in the past,’ Mistress Evette explained, ‘But they all proved to be far more interested in chasing boys and updating their Facebook pages than they were in being of service to me. Hence my decision to make use of the silly fetishes and submissive tendencies of someone like you, my dear Molly.’

Mistress Victoria explained that they were telling me these things to make sure I understood that they had no sexual interest in me at all. Although, as their personal maid, I should be prepared to be called upon to be used for their sexual satisfaction as and when the fancy took them. Such use would take the form of cunnilingus on demand which they assured me, would be considered no more significant than if they were using a vibrator. For my part I would be required to have my penis professionally pierced to allow fitment of a made to measure chastity belt. The purpose of this belt would be to ensure that none of my time was wasted on disgusting male habits.

‘Make no mistake, Molly,’ Mistress Evette smiled coldly, ‘Should I accept you as my maid, you will accept that your sex life, whatever that may have been previously, is over.’

‘No nasty little erections in our house,’ sneered Mistress Victoria. ‘Not unless they are used to torture you with anyway.’

That had me worried. I’d expected, even hoped to have my orgasms limited and, although the idea of piercing scared me terribly, the idea of a full, made to measure chastity belt was a huge turn on. In fact, I was wearing a chastity cage right then, just a cheap plastic one I’d used as part of my fantasy play before. I’d decided to wear it today to honour my prospective new Mistress.

‘Don’t worry,’ Mistress Evette smiled, seeing my obvious state of anxiety. ‘There will be limited opportunities for you to gain some relief, although not, of course, until you successfully complete a probationary period. I find the possibility of being awarded relief to be a powerful motivator in a maid. You should know though that such opportunities will be rare and hard earned, not to mention humiliating, often painful and always ultimately unsatisfying.’

‘A sexually desperate and frustrated maid is an eager and efficient maid; don’t you agree Molly?’ smirked Mistress Victoria.  

‘Which brings us to the matter of discipline,’ continued Mistress Evette. ‘I am Mistress of my house Molly and Victoria here answers only to me. We can both be kind; well I can, I’m not sure about Victoria,’ they both laughed. ‘But I can also be cruel, especially when I am disappointed. As my maid, your status will be that of a domestic slave, without rights or protections. To Victoria and I you will exist simply to serve and, on occasion, to amuse us. Our standards are high, perhaps unreasonably so, but a maid can’t expect to be treated reasonably, not in my house. You will receive training in your duties during which you will be punished severely for failures to learn quickly enough. Once trained you will continue to be punished for the slightest infraction of my rules, for the tiniest failure to meet my exacting standards or even simply for my or Victoria’s amusement. How does that sound to you Molly?’

Our food arrived at that moment and, out of respect, I waited for permission to eat. My good manners did not go unnoticed by the ladies and Mistress Victoria told me to pass her my plate of food. With an evil grin she leant forward and spat twice onto my food. Passing it back to me she watched me carefully as I thanked her and, red-faced, began to eat, imagining everyone in the restaurant was staring at me. I was desperately hoping that, if this was a test, I’d passed it.

I tried to eat but I had no appetite. This was too good to be true. Surely two such stunningly beautiful creatures would have no interest in me. But then, their requirements had nothing to do with my appearance or qualities as a man, I reasoned. Quite the opposite in fact. Neither of them had any interest in men, they required a servant; well, a slave really. A submissive wimp to be at their beck and call, to strive to satisfy their demands, to accept their cruelty and abuse, to live in desperate hopes of pleasing them. I so wanted Mistress Evette to pick me and tried desperately to think of some way I could prove my earnest desire to fulfil the role she’d described.

As soon as the waitress had removed our plates I blurted out, ‘Mistress Evette, I would be happy to sign the your contract right here and now. Then, if you then decide to enslave me, you only have to sign your parts of the contract before calling me to tell me that I am your maid. Also I would like to give you this.’

I pulled out a memory card and told her it was filled with photos and videos of me dressed as a maid and a slut. 

I nervously added, ‘If you then enslave me, you can use the threat of revealing what I am to ensure my compliance. I have no close family or friends but you could still cause me a great deal of embarrassment if you chose to.’

Mistress Evette took the memory card as she laughed at my keenness.

I added, ‘I could move into your home within a month, if you decide on me to become your maid."

Mistress Victoria replied, ‘We will make our choice as and when we see fit Molly. If Evette decides you are what she requires you will be notified of an appointment with a piercing studio. The lady there, who is a friend of mine, would perform the necessary piercing and at the same time take the required measurements for your chastity cage. The cage would take a few weeks to arrive giving you time to heal. You would use that time to get your affairs in order. An appointment would also be made for you to visit our solicitor to sign our contract at the same time as you sign over everything you own to us.’

‘Yes, Mistress Victoria,’ I apologised, regretting my outburst. ‘Of course, anything you say. I’m so sorry for my impertinence, I’m just so eager to convince you of my sincerity. I’ll be waiting eagerly every day in the hope of hearing from you!’

‘We’re leaving now,’ Mistress Evette stated, as she stood up. ‘You may pay the bill after we leave.’

‘Yes, Mistress Evette,’ I gasped, trying to think of some way to finish my interview on a positive note.

‘Perhaps you would like to kiss my boots before I leave.’

Yes! Yes, I would, very much! But what would the other diners think of me? They would think I was a pathetic creature in the thrall of two impossibly beautiful and powerful women, which was exactly correct of course. So, after a quick embarrassed glance around the restaurant, I dropped to my knees to kiss the soft expensive leather of her boots.

‘Mine too maggot,’ I heard Mistress Victoria demand as I made to stand.

‘Well now, there’s an obedient little maid,’ I heard a voice behind me laugh. It was the waitress I’d spoken to before and humiliated myself to.

‘Yes,’ Mistress Victoria smiled as she walked away. ‘Not much of a man but perhaps some small potential as a maid.’

With my face burning with embarrassment, I gave the smirking waitress a large tip and hurried out of the restaurant.  As I drove home, I was so hot and excited. I was nervous too but I could hardly wait to see if they would choose me. That last comment from Mistress Victoria filled me with hope. Part of me was still terrified of what I was getting into though. I kept telling myself, ‘This is what you’ve dreamed of your whole life you idiot!’ as I kept going over our meeting in my mind wondering if there was something more I could have done to convince them I was the right person to become their maid.



Chapter Three: Mistress Makes Her Choice.

The days of waiting to see whether or not I made the grade into sissy slavery were agonizing. No amount of dressing up and fantasizing could keep me from wondering if Mistress Evette was going to pick me? I badly needed to relieve myself but the idea felt somehow wrong without the permission of my prospective Mistress so I just edged myself over and over until I could hardly think straight. Surely, she'd call me one way or another. After all that had passed and with me leaving her those humiliating photos and videos, surely she would call and let me know, even if I was not picked to be her live-in domestic maid.

It was a Tuesday afternoon when my mobile phone rang. I answered and, in a moment, I knew it was Mistress Evette.

‘Good afternoon Molly,’ he said.

I was all a flutter as I replied, ‘Yes, Mistress, good afternoon.’

As she began to tell me the good news that she had decided to give me the position as her maid on a trial basis, my legs failed me and I fell back onto a chair. I could not believe what I was hearing.

I nervously but excitedly replied, ‘You, you picked me Mistress Evette?’

Mistress clearly said, ‘Yes, Molly, that is what I’m telling you. There were other hopeful candidates but you were the most prepared sissy gurl and seemed to have given the most thought and effort to the idea of living in a full-time sissy slave position. Apart from which Victoria has taken rather a shine to you and, before you get excited, let me assure you that is not a good thing, not for you or your prospects of living anything but an especially painful and humiliation filled existence.’

My head was spinning inside. I was so excited at the thought of finally becoming a sissy maid for real.

We began to talk about how things would unfold from there on. Mistress told me that I was to consider myself officially enslaved to her from today onward. I was given dates for piercing and solicitor appointments and told to write them down. My hands were shaking so much I could hardly grip the pen. I could hardly take in that it was all happening to me, but it was. Years of fantasy, crossdressing, a huge wardrobe of the most feminine clothes and high heels, playing at my fantasies and now today I would begin the journey into my new life as a maid, a servant, a slave.

Mistress told me that she and Mistress Victoria were going to be by in a couple of days to check that I had handed in my notice at work and begun getting my affairs in order. It was stressed that I would have no opportunity for contact with the outside world once I walked through the door of her house to take up my position. I was to make sure that I was dressed as a sissy maid for their visit, with full make up and wig. They would arrive around 11:00am. I excitedly confirmed to her I would be properly dressed for her and Mistress Victoria.

I was so excited but still so scared as I was about to totally transform my life into one of a live-in sissy maid. There could be no going back now, I was committed. My life would be very different from now on. I could expect every sissy fantasy and humiliation to come true and maybe more.

I awoke Thursday morning and prepared for my first meeting with Mistress Evette and Mistress Victoria as a sissy maid. I showered, shaved, and skilfully applied all my sissy makeup. I'm pretty good with my makeup now and can look quite feminine once done. Not enough to pass as a girl under close scrutiny but a little better than just an obvious guy painted in makeup. I put on one of my black, satin and lace bras and some breast enhancers to give me a bit of a boob look, not too large but feminine enough. I slipped on a pair of clean, high cut, black, satin panties. I opened with joy a brand-new pair of Pretty Polly, black pantyhose and femininely slipped them on one leg at a time and then carefully pulled them up over my hips. I had decided that, in honour of my Mistress, I should wear my plastic chastity cage permanently until the day of my piercing appointment. Once the piercings were done, I would be too sore to wear the cage and would need to be very careful about keeping everything very clean to avoid any complications. I was hoping that, before the new made-to-measure chastity belt was fitted, I might be allowed a last opportunity to jerk myself to a fulfilling orgasm, probably the last for a while, but that would be up to Mistress Evette. I was her slave now and needed to start thinking as such. Besides, she’d said something about my needing to complete a trial period first hadn’t she?

Next, I slipped on a hip length, white, satin slip. I then put on a white, frilly and ruffly petticoat, followed by one of my black, satin maids’ dresses with frilly, white, lace trim. I tied on my white, satin and lace apron and a black, satin with white lace choker. I grabbed my shoulder length straight but full strawberry blonde wig and topped it off with a frilly, black, satin and lace cap. I hoped the ladies would like what they saw.

I then stepped into a pair of 4-inch, spike heeled black, velvet pumps which had cute black, ankle straps. I love these heels and the way they make my legs look so feminine but it had taken me many hours of practice to be able to walk in them. I scampered to a full-length mirror just to excitedly look at myself. I was fascinated with the sissy maid that stared back at me. My sissy dick was trying to get hard in the cage and I wondered if I’d done the right thing sealing the keys in an envelope to give to Mistress Evette. I practiced a few curtsies and then waited for my Mistress to arrive to see me for the first time as her sissy maid.

Soon she arrived and I saw him from the front window so I scampered to open the door. With a deep curtsey I said, ‘Good Morning Mistress Evette and Mistress Victoria, maid Molly at your service.’

They seemed happy with how I looked dressed as a sissy maid, as they wafted into my home in a cloud of expensive perfume. As I knelt before them where they sat on the sofa, Mistress Evette complimented me on how I looked and I thanked her for her compliment.

‘Maid Molly looks quite cute in all her sissy finery doesn’t she, Victoria?’ Mistress Evette began. ‘Obviously such an outfit is no good for day to day service, but I think it will serve quite well for certain special occasions and duties’

‘Yes,’ Mistress Victoria agreed. ‘I think the ladies might quite like it and the men certainly will.’

I wondered what she was talking about. What ladies and what men? But I did not dare ask.

Mistress Evette told me in a stern voice, ‘You know Molly, I've had maids before. I employed a couple of real girls as maids but, as I told you in the restaurant, they proved entirely unsuitable. Your predecessor was a cross dressing sissy like you but he didn’t last long either. I blame myself really, I don’t think I made it entirely clear what he was getting in to. I do not intend to repeat my mistake.’

I listened to Mistress attentively, saying nothing.

‘Have you ever been caned Molly?’ she asked me suddenly.

‘Not since my school days,’ I replied nervously.

‘I believe I’ve made it quite clear to you that you should expect to be punished regularly whilst in my service, have I not?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

My fantasies had often include being beaten by dominant ladies. I’d imagined canes, whips, belts and more. But imagination is not the same as reality is it?

‘Victoria here is a firm believer in corporal punishment, isn’t that right dear?’

‘Spare the rod and spoil the maid, that’s my philosophy,’ Mistress Victoria confirmed with a smile that I noticed did not reach her cold blue eyes.

‘So,’ Mistress Evette continued, ‘Although you have not yet done anything to warrant a punishment beating, I’ve decided you should be given the opportunity to sample what the consequences may be if you do. Stand up and bend over touching your toes immediately!’

It was difficult to bend over with my cock trying desperately to erect inside its cage. I turned my head to see Mistress Victoria taking two lengths of bamboo from her bag and screwing them together. I jumped in fright as she swished it through the air, practicing her swing. I wanted to prepare myself but, how could I? All I could do was screw my eyes closed and try not to panic.

‘I think six will suffice by way of an introduction dear,’ I heard Mistress Evette say to Mistress Victoria.

Two light taps on my backside were followed by a pause…then crack! The worst pain I’d ever felt!

‘Stay down,’ Mistress Victoria screamed at me. ‘If you move out of position again, I’ll double your punishment. That was just a light tap compared to what you’ll be getting in future so suck it up!’

The next five strokes were pure agony on a level my poor addled brain could hardly begin to comprehend. I resolved right then to do everything in my power to avoid another such punishment.

‘There, there, Molly,’ Mistress Evette soothed me as she raised my head with her leather gloved fingers under my chin. Her kind soothing words opened the floodgates and I began to sob.

‘I imagine that hurt rather more than it ever did in your fantasies didn’t it?’ she smiled as she wiped away my tears with her thumbs. ‘As I said, I don’t want you to be under any illusions about what your future holds as my property Molly. Now is your final opportunity to back out of this arrangement. Speak now or forever hold your peace.’

‘I…I…d…don’t w…want to b..back out Mistress Evette. I want to belong to you, please…I…I…’

‘You what Molly, what are you trying to say?’

‘I love you Mistress,’ I sobbed.

‘Oh, you love me, do you? And what could a pathetic specimen like you know about love? You are simply in awe of a far superior creature you silly gurl. Now get back on your knees and kiss my boots. Good girl. Now crawl over to Mistress Victoria, thank her for your beating and kiss her cane.’

With my panties and tights still around my ankles I did as my Mistress instructed eliciting a cruel laugh from Mistress Victoria.

‘Now stand up and pull up your underwear Molly, then you may go to the bathroom to tidy yourself up. As my maid your appearance reflects on me, you should always bear that in mind.

‘Yes, Mistress Evette,’ I simpered as I stood and performed an awkward curtsy before shuffling off to the bathroom. I stood before the mirror staring at my tear-streaked face and, lifting the front of my dress, I began to play with my chastity cage. I was so turned on I thought I might faint! Thankfully though, the cage did its job in preventing me shaming myself by cumming, which I knew I would regret. So, pulling myself together I wiped my face and reapplied my makeup.

Mistress Evette and Mistress Victoria were sitting back on the sofa when I returned to the lounge. Mistress Victoria called me to stand in front of her whereupon she reached up under my dress and pulled down my tights and knickers.

‘Lift the front of your dress and hold it out of the way,’ she ordered.

‘Do you enjoy wearing that chastity cage?’ she asked me.

‘Yes, Mistress Victoria,’ I answered meekly. ‘I thought it might please you and Mistress Evette. The keys are in an envelope for me to give you.’

‘I suspect you could probably escape from that cage if you really wanted to though couldn’t you?’

‘I think I might be able to when I’m fully soft Mistress, but I wouldn’t be able to get back inside without unlocking it.’

‘There will be no such concerns with the new device I can assure you. I will be going to the piercing appointment with you, the lady piercer is an old friend of mine. I’ll be there to make sure you behave and to get the measurements we need to order your made-to-measure full chastity belt. Once that’s in place you can be sure, it will stay in place unless Mistress Evette decides otherwise.’

‘The cage you’re wearing is very nice and a lovely surprise Molly. What is the longest you’ve worn it for?’ interrupted Mistress Evette.

‘I think nearly a week Mistress Evette.’

‘Ha!’ laughed Mistress Victoria, ‘You are in for a very rough time you stupid gurl. I’d be surprised if you ever manage to earn a few minutes out of the new belt two or three times a year!’

‘Oh Victoria,’ Mistress Evette smiled, ‘You’re frightening poor Molly.’

‘Good,’ Mistress Victoria snapped. ‘She should be frightened!’

‘Pull up your things Molly,’ Mistress Evette laughed. ‘And don’t worry, I’m sure you are going to be a good gurl and work so hard to please me that you’ll earn plenty of releases, won’t you? And if you don’t then that’s just too bad. A maid’s life is about service to her Mistress, not service to her little appendage, don’t you think?’

‘Yes, Mistress Evette.’

‘With all you have to learn and the long hours of drudgery, coupled with the necessary punishments for your failures and inadequacies, I hardly think you will have much time or much energy left to waste on pointless wonderings about when you might be afforded release anyway. I strongly suggest you focus your thoughts on fulfilling my needs, those of Mistress Victoria and, if you’re good, the needs of a number of my closest friends, if you know what’s good for you. Always remember Molly, you are owned, you are an item of property. As such you are no more important to me than my washing machine or my vacuum cleaner. Both of which you will soon be making the acquaintance of since I never go near either. The point is you exist to serve. Keep that in mind and you will be fine. Now I think it’s time we left. Victoria will see you at the piercing studio and I will see you at the solicitor’s office. Otherwise, our next time all together will be when you move into my house. You may keep one male outfit to wear to your appointments but make sure everything else is disposed of.’

‘Yes, Mistress Evette. Thank you, Mistress Evette. I’m going to try so hard not to disappoint you I swear.’

‘See that you do.’

As she stood, she placed one foot in front of the other and, knowing what she required, I immediately knelt to once more kiss her soft leather boots.

As I watched from my knees and she turned and walked away Mistress Victoria crouched down beside me. She was so close I could feel her breath on my ear as she whispered, ‘While you’re putting your outward affairs in order maid Molly, I would strongly advise you to also devote some effort to a more internal matter. Whatever scraps of what might loosely be called manhood you still have floating around in that empty head of yours, get rid of them. If you don’t, then I will and, believe me, you will find that a far more painful process. Goodbye Molly.’

My head was spinning as I sat down and just tried to take it all in. I felt the CB3000 squashing my sissy dick and balls. I couldn’t tell who I was more in awe of, the gorgeous and aloof Mistress Evette or the beautiful but cold and ruthless Mistress Victoria. All I knew was that I could not wait to become their property, their maid, their plaything. How I wished I could masturbate as I remembered the way they looked, how they’d treated me, the things they’d said. How I would relish abasing myself before their powerful wills. Fortunately, or unfortunately, depending on how you looked at it, Mistress Evette had slipped the envelope containing the keys to my cage into her handbag as she left. I wondered how long it would be before I would see them again and what form my precious relief might take. I was already desperate, ready to do anything either of those wonderful ladies demanded of me. What would I be like by the time they finally took pity on me?

I had to stop thinking about it. If I was to please Mistress Evette, to become the maid she deserved and required I had to stop thinking like a horny male and start thinking like a domestic slave with but one desire; to please my Mistress. It had not escaped me that they had both started referring to me as a gurl. I’d spent so many hours imagining myself as such but having someone else, a gorgeous beautiful woman, treat me as such was a million times more exciting and erotic.


Life as I knew it, living as a 'faux' male and really just a closeted, crossdressing, sissy maid and slut, would soon be over, never to return. Living as an enslaved, sissy maid would be 100% full time beginning very soon. I was sitting there, shocked at all that had happened over the last few weeks and what I was now to be. But I was also incredibly excited as it was going to be a very different and interesting lifestyle to live. There could be no turning back as Mistress had told me. I tried to sleep but awaited morning with a level of bliss, joy and fear I’d never before experienced.


Chapter Four: Preparations For My Full Time Sissy Life.

I had dreaded my piercing experience. The idea of allowing someone to stick a large needle through my penis was terrifying, but what choice did I have? Then there was the sheer embarrassment of exposing my genitals to a complete stranger.

True to her word, Mistress Victoria was there to confirm with the young lady piercer my, or rather my Mistress’s, requirements. Since I’d given the keys to Mistress Evette, I had to attend my appointment wearing the plastic chastity cage. Mistress Victoria removed it so that Charlene, the piercer, could swab the entire area in disinfectant that stung terribly. Careful measurements were taken by the very young looking piercer and written down by Mistress Victoria to be used for ordering my new made to measure metal chastity belt. The amused looks they gave each other along with occasional giggling did nothing for my self-esteem.

‘We’re getting her the one with the lockable anal dildo,’ Mistress Victoria informed Charlene.

‘Ooh,’ she laughed. ‘Lucky gurl!’

‘She won’t think that when he has to walk around all day doing her housework with her arse plugged,’ Mistress Victoria laughed as my face went bright red. I’d never had anything up my bottom before, never considered it. I didn’t see myself as gay. The idea was so embarrassing! And did she really have to refer to me as she and her in front of this pretty young girl?

I was very pleased that a local anaesthetic was used but still could not watch as the hole was pierced through my penis. There was very little pain but I knew that there would be some when the anaesthetic wore off.

‘There,’ smiled Charlene, ‘All done sweetheart.’

‘Thank you, Charlene,’ Mistress Victoria beamed. ‘That will do very nicely in securing that pointless appendage out of harm’s way. Now how much does she owe you?’

I had no money with me, in fact, on the strict instructions of Mistress Evette, I was not drawing any cash at all from what was now ostensibly her bank account and I’d cut up my bank cards. Mistress Victoria was obviously well aware of this and just stood smiling at my predicament.

‘I’m sorry,’ I mumbled, ‘I don’t have any money.’

‘You’d better ask the young lady nicely if there is any other way you can pay her then hadn’t you, you silly girl?’ snapped Mistress Victoria.

It was dawning on me that I’d been set up and it was becoming obvious what for but I had no alternative.

‘I’m sorry, is there some other way I could pay you please Charlene?’ I asked, red faced again.

‘That’s Miss Evans to you faggot,’ Mistress Victoria snarled. ‘You need to learn to show more respect for your betters which, incidentally, is everyone.’

‘Sorry, Miss Evans.’

‘Well, I suppose I could make an exception,’ Miss Evans smiled. ‘Is she any good?’ she asked Mistress Victoria.

‘I’ve no idea,’ she answered. ‘You’ll be the first to try her as our maid. Perhaps you could offer some feedback and we’ll use it in her training.’

When Mistress Victoria left Miss Evans locked the door behind her, kicked off her Doc Martin boots and stripped off the denim shorts and leggings she was wearing.

‘Come on then Molly, let’s see if you’re good enough to cover your bill.’

She wiped down the chair I’d occupied for my piercing and adjusted it before sitting back in it and beckoning me forward to kneel before her. I knew this was a test and I was determined to pass it, I just hoped the anaesthetic didn’t wear off and allow my poor pierced penis to get excited. The thought of the pain that might cause didn’t bear thinking about.

An hour later, after managing to bring Miss Evans to three shattering orgasms, I was on my way home feeling quietly confident that I’d passed the test although Miss Evans had given nothing away. She’d simply told me to get out as she lay panting from her exertions. Obviously, I was going to have to get used to doing without the simple niceties of please and thank you, I was a servant after all.

My visit to Mistress Evette’s solicitor marked the official end of my existence as a financial going concern and my entry into poverty and slavery without recourse to the law. The lady solicitor was a very stern and business-like lady who I guessed to be in her fifties. She was very smartly and expensively dressed and reminded me of Mistress Evette who accompanied me to the meeting. I was surprised and embarrassed when Mistress Evette introduced her to me as Miss Havisham; another of my betters I presumed.

‘So, this is the man who wants to become your maid,’ Miss Havisham asked as she sat behind her desk staring at me. There was only one chair for visitors and Mistress Evette was sitting in it having been asked into the office while I waited in reception for about twenty minutes, trying to ignore the stares from the young girl on reception. When I was told by her that I could go in I automatically walked over and held out my hand to shake hers but she ignored it, making me feel very small. I retreated to stand at Mistress Evette’s side until instructed to step forward and sign the contract. It looked quite thick but I was not made privy to its full contents.

‘Suffice to say,’ Miss Havisham informed me coolly, ‘That you are rendering yourself penniless, entering into a contact of employment for which you will be paid only in bed and board. You are agreeing to obey whatever rules and instructions you Mistress deems appropriate without hindrance or complaint. Finally, you are agreeing to accept whatever treatment or punishments your betters decide to inflict on you. In a nutshell Molly or Milly or whatever you’re calling yourself, if you attempt at any time, whilst in her employ or after leaving it, to cause your employer even the slightest inconvenience by complaining to any official organisation about anything at all, I will bury you. I hope I make myself perfectly clear.’

She was so formidable, I just stood wide eyed staring at her.

‘It is able to speak I take it?’ she asked Mistress Evette.

‘Answer the lady Molly or I’ll bend you over her desk right now and cane you in front of her. I have the cane right here in my bag!’

‘Yes Mmmm…Mmmm…Miss Ha, Ha, Havisham, thank you!’ I blurted.

‘Are you sure you’ve made the right choice, Evette?’ Miss Havisham queried. ‘It seems quite useless.’

‘Yes, I think so,’ she smiled. ‘We have some work to do knocking her into shape but we’ll get there. Won’t we Molly?’

‘Yes, Mistress Evette.’

‘Right, well, I’ll leave my maid to sort out your invoice Fiona dear.’ I heard Mistress Evette say to her friend as she stood to leave. ‘I have another appointment. Goodbye Molly, I’ll be seeing you very soon.’

‘Not again!’ I thought.

‘Would you mind leaving that cane you mentioned Evette?’ Miss Havisham asked as she stood to show Mistress Evette out.

I was shivering with nerves and fear when she came back carrying the cane and could not look her in the eyes.

‘Trousers and pants down and bend over the desk, now! You have a lot to learn about showing respect for your betters. Evette is a very good friend of mine and I simply will not have her embarrassed by the behaviour of a mere lacky. You will receive twelve strokes. If you make any move to stand up or use your hands to protect yourself, I will begin again. And, unless you want to attract the attention of little Caroline on reception, I suggest you keep the volume of your crying and pleading to a minimum. Now, shall we begin?’

If I thought that my caning by Mistress Victoria was bad, this was many levels worse. After just the first three I knew I could not possibly take another nine strokes – three times what I’d already endured, I just couldn’t. I didn’t even care any more about the girl on reception, I just cried and begged with all my heart. Unfortunately, I also stood up after the sixth stroke, rubbing my very sore bottom cheeks.

‘Oh dear, we’ll have to start again now,’ Miss Havisham grinned. ‘I was right, you’re really not very bright, are you?’

Despite the earnestness of my entreaties, I made absolutely no impression.

‘You presently have twelve more to go. For every minute you keep me waiting I’m going to add another six. Now, are you going to get back over my desk or shall I give your Mistress a call and inform her of your disobedience?’

How I survived the rest of those strokes I have no idea. I must have been in a pain-induced daze as I knelt to kiss Miss Havisham’s shoes before gently and respectfully pushing my head up her skirt to lick and suck at the gusset of her silk panties. My tears continued to flow as I gave my best effort to please her by following her instructions to pleasure her. When it was finally over, I was dismissed while she checked her appearance in a mirror. I had to hobble past the girl on reception, face stained by my tears and still sore penis raging against its plastic prison.


Chapter Five: My New Life Begins.

On the day I was to officially leave my home and move in as Mistress Evette’s full-time maid I awoke about 7:30am, groggy as, having sold all my furniture, I only had a floor to sleep on with a thin blanket. I rubbed my eyes as I sat up and saw the black, satin, maids dress on a hanger, as if it was calling me to put it on. I had to take off the pair of pantyhose, slip, bra and panties that I sleep in nightly, before I stepped into the shower.

As per instructions I first gave myself a morning enema, this takes about 15 minutes. Next, I put on my depilatory cream, let it stand on me for about 10 minutes, to then showered it off with my remaining body hair. After my shower and drying, I smoothed on some very feminine smelling body lotion. I then gave myself a close shave so I had a good base for applying all my makeup.

I happily did my makeup and I can do it very well. I didn’t just sloppily smear it all on. I was a lady’s maid now and my appearance reflected on my Mistress. Next it was on to my clothing and shoes. My black, satin and lace bra went on with my silicone breast enhancers. They give me a bit of a bosom but no, I was not going to create a big set of jugs for myself, not unless mistress Evette ordered me to. Clean high cut, silky, black panties went on next. I had with me a brand-new pair of hold-up stockings. These were a nice pair of silky sheer black 15 denier. It was always such a joy for me to be the first to pull open a brand-new packet of stockings or tights. I carefully pulled out the lovely silky stockings, gently gathered up a leg and pulled it on. Then I gathered up the other leg and began to pull it up my other leg. I love the way the nylon makes my legs look so sexy and feminine.

My white, satin, hip length slip went on next, then the frilly petticoat was put on. Soon my very satiny, with a nice touch of ruffles and white lace, black maids dress was put on. I then tied my white, satin and lace apron, my black with white lace choker and, to top it off, put back on my strawberry blonde, shoulder length wig with my lacy, satin cap. Spraying some perfume gave me a lovely feminine fragrance to match my appearance. I put my personal belongings and some makeup in a black leather shoulder strapped purse, put on a black, cropped jacket and stepped into a pair of black, smooth, leather 3-inch heel pumps.

Looking at my ladies watch I saw it was now a little after 9:00am. I now had to get going as my Mistress expected me at her home and what would be my new home by 11:00am. I scampered in my heels to my car. I couldn’t believe it; I was on my way to complete sissy slavery. I sat in my car for another minute or two and looked at my pantyhose clad legs. I popped a vanity mirror down and looked at my feminized face, I nervously smiled and said to myself, ‘Well Molly, it's time to go.’

Ok, I had to get going it was about two hours to my Mistress's home. It was going to be close and I did not want to be late on my first full day as her maid. My nerves were still a little unsettled but I did enjoy the drive, knowing I was dressed as a sissy maid in stockings and heels. I passed other traffic and they passed me and all along I was thinking, ‘Hey I'm a sissy maid everyone. I'm only minutes away from spending the rest of my life as a full time, live in sissy maid’.

It was about 10:55am when I carefully pulled into my Mistress's drive way. I was here, at my new home ready to begin my new life. If I was not locked up in my CB3000 my sissy dick would have been rock hard. One last look at myself then I took a deep breath, open the car door, stepped out and planted my two feet in their lovely high heel pumps on her drive way. The cool, morning breeze caressed my nylon clad legs. Oh, it felt so good. I looked towards her front door and began my walk into 24/7/365, lifetime, sissy slavery. What lay ahead would be a very different life, but a life that I had fantasized about for many years.

I walked to the front door and rang the doorbell. As I waited, I looked again at my lady’s watch and saw that it was 10:58am, good I was not late, Mistress Evette should be pleased. The door opened and there before me was my new owner, Mistress Evette.

She said, "Well, well, the new maid is here."

I curtsied and said, "Good morning Mistress Evette, sissy maid Molly at your service."

"You look very nice Molly, come on in," she smiled.

I curtsied and smiled, "Thank you Mistress, it's an honour and a pleasure to be here as your sissy slave."

Mistress Evette then told me to take off my jacket and purse and to hang them on the coat rack in the foyer. I now stood before her dressed as her sissy maid.

Next, she passed me on to Mistress Victoria who walked me through the house giving me the tour so to speak. Hi-lights included the large and opulent bedroom Mistress Evette shared with Mistress Victoria, the en-suit, large bathroom and fully equipped office upstairs and, downstairs the large comfortable lounge, well-appointed dining room and large kitchen. Finally, she showed me through a doorway and down a flight of stairs to the cellar that was to be my room.  It was basically a laundry with washing machine and dryer as well as a large ironing board. Otherwise, it had all I needed, including an open plan bathroom area with basic shower and toilet. In the closet were hanging several functional Victorian style maid’s dresses as well as my own maid outfits and a shoe rack for my high heels. The dresser had a mirror and drawers for my panties, stockings and tights. Some cheap makeup was stored on top with the mirror, makeup lamp and a wooden stool. Mistress then showed me the closed-circuit camera that would allow her to monitor me whilst I was down there, whether working or sleeping. Privacy, it seemed was just another of the things I was going to have to learn to live without. I curtsied and told her how much I loved my new bedroom.

‘There is a strict dress code that you will adhere to at all times Molly,’ she informed me. ‘Most of your time will be spent working on domestic chores for which you will dress appropriately in black tights, knickers, a whale bone corset and long-skirted Victorian maid dress with high collar and long sleeves. Ladies’ ankle-length boots with small two-inch heels will be worn unless you have been allocated punishment shoes. You will come to dread the prospect of wearing those I can assure you. They are at least half a size too small for you and the insoles are lined with nasty uncomfortable studs. A few hours walking around in those will soon result in the necessary adjustments in your attitude I’m sure.’

‘Yes, Mistress Victoria,’ I smiled nervously.

‘You are required to be entirely and permanently hairless at all times except for your head. Wigs are provided and must be worn while we wait for your own hair to grow long enough to be properly styled. You seem to be familiar with the application of makeup, so it should not take us long to get that up to the required standard.’

‘Yes, Mistress Victoria, thank you Mistress Victoria.’

‘You will notice that on your dressing table are a pair of leather ankle cuffs and a pair of leather wrist cuffs which you will put on each morning after you dress. There is also a stainless-steel collar which will be locked around your neck permanently as a visible and tangible sign of your slave status. The leather cuffs will often be used to restrict your movements. Having your wrists joined together in front or behind you or by a short chain to your collar will cause you various degrees of difficulty and inconvenience when working on your household chores. Be warned this is for our amusement and will not be considered an excuse for falling behind the tight schedule that will be imposed on your or for failing to meet the required standards. The ankle cuffs may be joined by various length chains which will shorten your stride, inconvenience and frustrate you and I’m sure result in regular punishments for failing to move around quickly enough to satisfy our needs. I’m sure you think this all sounds very unfair Molly, but that is precisely the point. When you entered this house, you left any semblance of fairness behind. It is not going to be a part of your miserable existence and I suggest you do whatever you need to in order to come to terms with that.’

‘Yes, Mistress Victoria,’ I chirped as I curtsied, struggling to take in the enormity of what I had gotten myself into.

‘Now listen very carefully Molly, this is for your own good,’ she emphasised. ‘You are the property of a sophisticated and elegant lady. The quality and standard of your appearance must reflect that at all times. For that reason, you will be inspected regularly and randomly. Any inspection which finds the tiniest fault in your appearance, a dirty mark on your dress, insufficient lipstick, a hair on your wig out of place, a dribble mark on your panties; anything at all that detracts from an immaculate appearance will be met with severe punishment. Is that clear?’

‘Please Mistress Victoria, how will I keep my dress clean when I’m doing housework?’

‘A rubber apron will be provided along with rubber gloves, other than that I can only suggest you exercise extreme caution. Now, moving on…. your other uniforms, the fancy sissified outfits you saw in your wardrobe will be reserved for special occasions.’

‘Please Mistress Victoria, may I ask what kind of special occasions?’

‘No, you may not. Now enough questions! Remember your place gurl. Servants should be seen and not heard. I do not want to hear anything coming out of your slutty lipsticked mouth but ‘Yes Mistress. Is that understood?’

‘Yes Mistress.’

‘There you are you see, you can learn, can’t you? That tiny little brain of yours is actually capable of following a simple instruction after all’.

Soon we worked our way back upstairs to the lounge where Mistress Evette was waiting. Of course, I smiled and gave a deep curtsey. Mistress Evette had me kneel on the floor before them as they sat on the sofa. On Mistress Victoria’s instructions I had brought the metal collar from my quarters and I offered it to her in both hands.

‘Please Mistress Evette, please lock this collar around my neck to mark me as your property.’

‘How do you like my home Molly?’ asked Mistress Evette, as she leaned forward and placed the cold metal collar around my neck, clicking the lock closed.

‘Its beautiful Mistress Evette,’ I replied.

‘Yes, it is Molly and it will be your job to make sure it stays that way. Victoria and I live a splendid life that is totally fulfilling; emotionally, sentimentally, sexually and professionally. Neither of us are accustomed to the drudgery of housework. As I told you, I have, in the past, employed maids, female to begin with and then male.’

‘If you could call a sissy maid male,’ Victoria interrupted.

‘Quite,’ Mistress Evette allowed. ‘Sadly, we have been disappointed with previous arrangements, hence your presence here after the stringent assessments you have endured.’

‘And passed by the skin of your teeth,’ Mistress Victoria grinned cruelly.

‘Indeed,’ Mistress Evette continued. ‘Suffice to say that failure is not an option in your case Molly. You are my property. Your life from here onwards will be one of slavery, service, humiliation, chastity, bondage and suffering. All of which will serve to free us from any concerns over household chores and provide us some degree of amusement. As a submissive who has dreamed for years of becoming a full-time sissy maid to a demanding Mistress, I’m sure that we can safely say that the arrangement is to everyone’s satisfaction. Yes?’

‘Yes, Mistress Evette,’ I smiled up at her.

‘Good, now before I start you on your duties, Victoria is going to fit the new chastity belt that arrived for you today. I trust that you are once more wearing the plastic chastity cage as per my instructions?’

‘Yes, Mistress Evette.’

‘And you are fully healed with no problems?’

‘Yes, thank you Mistress Evette.’

The healing had taken six weeks, after which Mistress Victoria had visited me to supervise the refitting of my plastic CB3000. ‘Better safe than sorry Molly,’ she had laughed, ‘We don’t want you being tempted to do anything that might breach your contract and end your relationship with your Mistress before it’s even begun now do we?’

‘Excellent,’ Mistress Evette declared, bringing my thoughts back to the present.  ‘Here is the key, you may go to your room, undress then unlock the cage and remove it. Then wait for us to join you.’

I felt like a fool standing beside the metal cot that was to serve as my bed, completely naked and sporting a rock-hard erection. It had been ages since I’d last enjoyed an orgasm and even the thought of my Mistresses watching me on camera could not dissuade my deprived organ from rising to the occasion.

I heard their heels on the stairs then, as they clicked across the cold bare floor I shivered in excitement. Mistress Evette sat on the inch thick rubber covered mattress of my bed and pointed to her beautiful expensive patent leather court shoes. As I dropped to my knees to kiss them devotedly, I heard a swish behind me then a crack of fire lit my backside as Mistress Victoria used a thick leather tawse to good effect.

‘Did I tell you to stop kissing my shoes slave?’ Mistress Evette demanded.

As I reapplied myself to a task I would have revelled in if not for the pain of the tawse, she continued, ‘You may grasp you little birth defect and bring yourself to orgasm. Make it quick, I don’t have all day.’

I could not believe my luck until another crack of the leather tawse made me cry out.

‘I know I told you that there would be no relief for you until you successfully completed your trial period but, fortunately for you, I have been pleased with your attitude so far and so have decided to reward you early. You must learn though Molly, that in my house there is both pleasure and pain. For us it will be entirely pleasure and for you almost entirely pain. They do say there is a thin line between the two. For you that line will not exist. You will learn to accept the pain I give you as an honour. You will crave it, beg for it, even as you fear it, because my poor Molly, it is the best that you can hope for.’

I think I screamed as I came, pouring out my backed-up semen onto the cold stone floor as the tawse continued to raise angry wheals across my ass.

‘That will do for now Victoria. There will be plenty of opportunity for more later. Now Molly, clean up your mess from my floor…with your tongue you stupid gurl!’

Like a beaten dog I slavishly licked up the pool of my own semen from the floor while my amused owners looked on.

‘I think you can fit the new chastity belt now Victoria dear.’

As I stood to allow Mistress Victoria to fit the metal device, she explained to me that it was a Neosteel Shemale Classic hip chastity belt with a rear shield attachment to hold an anal dildo if required.

‘You will wear this 24/7 but it will be removed once a week while you are in bondage to allow a more thorough cleaning and hair depilation. The belt is completely escape proof, especially with the ring through your piercing and you will have absolutely no access to your sad little excuse for a cock. You should know that, as far as we are concerned, this belt renders you completely sexless. You are not a man but neither are you a woman, I suggest you find a way to accept that reality as quickly as possible. Future relief sessions, few and far between as they will be, may not even require an erection.’

I wondered what that could mean. Cumming without getting hard? No erections?

‘Perhaps you are not aware but long-term confinement to a tight chastity cage will inevitably lead to, shall we say, further reductions in your already modest dimensions. You need not concern yourself over this for three reasons. Firstly, as you reduce in size, replacement smaller cages will be obtained. Secondly, since you will never have the opportunity to use that worthless little birth defect on any woman, it’s increasingly disappointing dimensions will be of no consequence. Thirdly and most importantly, the continued shrinking of your little cocklet will afford some degree of amusement to us and the more we are amused by your suffering the longer I am likely to keep you.’

‘Don’t forget,’ Mistress Victoria added, ‘As the bulge in her panty line gets smaller, she will look more and more ladylike too.  You do want to be as ladylike as possible for your betters don’t you, Molly?’

‘Yes, Mistress Victoria.’

‘I should hope so. I’ll leave the dildo for now, but be warned, you are going to have to get used to the feeling of a huge plug invading your sissy ass for extended periods of time. The shame and discomfort it causes you will be helpful in ensuring your adjustment. It will also prepare you for one of your Mistress’s more specialised requirements. There all done. Now let’s get you properly dressed in one of your work uniforms. I need to show you how to fasten the whalebone corset tightly enough to give you a nice hourglass figure. You won’t be able to breath very well but that’s a small sacrifice to make in order to look presentable for your Mistress, don’t you agree?’

‘Yes, Mistress Victoria.’

‘Put the cuffs on her too Victoria,’ Mistress Evette added as she turned to leave. ‘With some fine chains, she needs to get used to being restricted. Then she can make a start on her housework.’


Chapter 6: My Duties as a Maid

After many weeks and months of training I now take care of all household chores and cooking as well as look after both Mistress Evette’s and Mistress Victoria’s extensive wardrobes, including countless pairs of expensive sexy shoes and boots. The slightest deviation from the high standards they rightfully expect are severely punished. Those punishments range from beating with a variety of implements including belts, canes and riding crops, unbearable sessions of predicament bondage and the use of various clamps on the most sensitive parts of my body. Sometimes I am made to carry out my housework without the aid of modern appliances or tools to teach me some gratitude.

‘Any half decent domestic should be capable of carrying out her duties without being so lazy as to rely on appliances,’ was Mistress Evette’s view. On other occasions, purely for amusement value I might be forced to carry on with my chores despite some severe element or elements of bondage through use of the leather cuffs around my wrists and ankles. If one or other of my Mistress’s is feeling particularly mischievous, I might be subject to the wearing of hessian underwear under my already dreadfully uncomfortable and painfully tight corset or have stinging nettles stuffed inside my bra or my knickers.

For general duties I am required to wear lady’s leather ankle boots with small three-inch heels. If the Mistress’s are entertaining or it is some special occasion which dictates the wearing of one of my silky satin sissy maid outfits then I am expected to wear a pair or court shoes with five-inch heels that have me literally on my toes. I made the mistake of complaining on one occasion early in my training that my feet hurt. For that show of ingratitude, I was made to change into another pair of high heels with lockable straps. These were the half a size too small ones with insoles inlaid with small metal studs that Mistress Victoria had warned me about. I never complained again but the shoes are still brought out now and again to remind me how lucky I am.

On the rare occasions I am not busy with my assigned chores and not providing direct personal services to either Mistress Evette or Mistress Victoria there are four possibilities. Firstly I may be ordered to remain in whatever position they assign me to until further notice. This may be standing to attention with eyes submissively on the floor or kneeling in a corner, nose perhaps pressing a pair of Mistress Evette’s or Mistress Victoria’s worn panties against the wall. Or I might be lying prostrate in front of a pair of their beautiful expensive and stylish shoes.

The second possibility is my being forced to carry out boring and humiliating rituals like, for example, licking the soles of their shoes, or polishing with my tongue some part of the house or some furniture item such as the toilet, or perhaps cleaning endless tile joints with a toothbrush. The more tedious and demeaning the task the better as far as my superior Mistresses are concerned.

The third option is for me to be held in my basement room where I may be required to write lines or essays expressing my gratitude for the kindness of Mistress Evette or Mistress Victoria in allowing a pathetic sissy like me to serve them as their slave. Errors in spelling or grammar or a general lack of neatness then receive yet more punishment. Many evenings have been spent with the ladies relaxing with a glass of wine while I read out my essay or, even worse, perform it with childish actions and a bright red face.

There has been no let-up in the workload imposed on me nor in the punishments and humiliations that are my daily lot. Every time I think I have finally managed to get something right there will be something else I got wrong. On top of that the rules and requirements are constantly changing and being added to. For example, I was required to learn to curtsy in a more feminine and respectful manner. Originally these curtsies were required whenever I served drinks or meals, then also when answering a question or asking for permission to speak. Then it was decided that curtsies should also be made every time I entered or left a room occupied by either of my Mistresses. Finally, Mistress Victoria decided that, even her shoes were more important and of a higher rank than me, so I should, of course, curtsy to them whenever I came across a pair that had been casually left somewhere for me to put away. That became a game, with both Mistresses delighting in leaving their shoes scattered around waiting to catch me walking past a pair without realising it and consequently failing to curtsy. Once caught out I had no excuse and no option but to submit to whatever punishment they decided would be most amusing for them to watch and most unbearable for me to endure.

Even my sleeping arrangements are designed to make sure I have no opportunity to escape my lot as domestic slave. My bed is a small metal-framed cot that must have come from a boarding school or a prison. The two-inch-thick rubber mattress is far from comfortable and smells strongly of rubber. I have one thin pillow, again rubber covered and a thin latex sheet. Being a cellar, the room has no natural light and is too warm in summer but too cold in winter. I suppose it’s lucky I don’t get much time to spend resting anyway. Some nights my workload is such that I’ll be lucky to manage four- or five-hours sleep. Other nights I am subject to punishment bondage which may involve being hogtied on my bed or strung up by my wrists from a large hook screwed into the wooden support beam than runs the full width of the cellar. Mistress Victoria likes to use this facility to give me a sound whipping or caning whenever she feels I’ve earned it or she feels I need a reminder of my station in life. Afterwards she will leave me there sobbing and still hanging from my wrists, to consider the error of my ways. I might be left there for an hour or two but sometimes she either forgets or just can’t be bothered to come back and release me. Then I’ll be left there all night. I wouldn’t dare call out to her to release me as I know for sure that would earn me another thrashing, but there would be no point anyway since the cellar is very well soundproofed.

On very rare occasions I may have the incredible honour of sleeping in my Mistress’s bedroom although it will be in bondage on the floor at the foot of her bed.

The metal collar I wear to remind me of my lowly status is half an inch in width with a ring that hangs at the front. The collar remains locked in place 24/7/365 and has a pendant attached to the ring with the words ‘SLAVE’ on the front and ‘Property of Mistress Evette’ on the back. I have been told it will never be removed until such time as Mistress Evette tires of me and either sells me to a new Mistress or Master or throws me out on the street. She was kind enough to make it clear that, when the time comes, I will be required to train my replacement. My incentive will be that whatever punishments the replacement receives for failure to learn quickly enough or meet the many required standards, I will receive double since the fault will lie with my teaching. I cried when she told me of this and begged her not to dismiss me, promising, much to her amusement, to do anything at all to please her, regardless of the cost to myself.

Mistress Victoria enjoys linking my ankle cuffs with a metal short chain which only allows me to take tiny steps. The wrist cuffs are often joined by another chain to my collar so restricting my ability to perform my duties. As a result of these cruel restrictions, and despite my very best efforts, I often go beyond the allotted time to complete my household chores, so earning Mistress Victoria’s anger and the slashes of her tawse or cuts of her riding crop that quickly reduce me to a snivelling wreck, apologising and promising to do better.

‘Maids don’t make excuses Molly,’ she will shout in my face, ‘They just get on and get their work done. Perhaps we should get rid of you now and take on someone more deserving of our valuable time you ungrateful little slut!’

She likes to call me a slut. As what she calls ‘A born again virgin’, there is zero chance of me ever enjoying any kind of normal sex life. Being in permanent chastity, emasculated and abused, humiliated and deeply frustrated, to be called a slut is a cruel irony for me to endure and she knows it.

By far the worst punishment in my Mistress’s extensive armoury though is the Punishment Hoop. This is a metal ring bolted to the wall in the cellar. If either of my Mistresses think I deserve a really severe reminder of my place I am padlocked to this ring by my metal slave collar. The effectiveness of the device lies simply in its height from the floor. Too low to allow me to stand but too high to allow me to sit or even kneel, I am forced into a crouch that rapidly becomes unbearably painful. The hellish hoop’s effects can be felt within a couple of minutes. After just ten minutes or so I will be in tears. After twenty I will be begging for mercy with all my heart.

Sometimes I am simply left to suffer, other times one or both of my Mistresses will sit on my cot watching me, perhaps sipping a glass of wine as they revel in my suffering. I’m sure my painful plight excites them both sexually as they always disappear to their bedroom after releasing me to get back to my never-ending housework and, if they fail to close the bedroom door, I can clearly hear their loud cries of passion.

The worst time ever was when I was stupid and clumsy enough to spill a few drops of wine on Mistress Evette’s brand-new blouse which she was wearing for the first time. I couldn’t help it, she turned suddenly making me jump. For that stupid mistake my ankles were locked together, my wrists locked behind my back and an awful inflatable gag shoved into my mouth. I was then locked by my collar to the ring for what I was told was thirty minutes but it felt like hours. Now I cry just at the threat of that dreadful device, a fact that never fails to amuse Mistress Victoria and reduce her to giggles.

I often think that the harsh existence I endure would surely seem like hell to a normal man. For me though, the more unfairness that is heaped upon me by my beautiful owners, the worse the pain they inflict upon me, the more unbearable the humiliations, the more content I am. Don’t get me wrong; in the midst of a caning, I would do anything to escape, to be somewhere else. But afterwards I sleep soundly in my cot happy and content that my submissive masochistic needs and desires have been met and will continue to be pushed to new hights by the Mistress I love and adore.

Since I entered the service of Mistress Evette arousal and frustration have been my constant companions. My almost total chastity belt enforced abstinence coupled with the constant arousal bestowed upon me by my situation as the maid of two gorgeous and haughtily cruel Mistresses ensures I live in a 24/7 existence of sexual arousal. My owners are well aware of this and never miss an opportunity to add to my misery. Prolonged abstinence has made my body hyper- susceptible to any type of stimulation which both ladies delight in taking full advantage of.

They make no attempt to hide the fact that for two such sadistic and cruel creatures, to be able to enjoy not only the cruelties that they inflict on their helpless maid every day, without the slightest feeling of pity or sense of guilt, as well as being able to enjoy at the same time, the pathetic desperation of their humble servant who lives immersed in his sexual fantasies without any hope of being granted any kind of sexual satisfaction, they have the perfect lives.

One particular torment which is simultaneously the very height of delight and the very depth of torture occurs when they graciously allow me to be present when they make love.  I am often tied up and gagged, often in very uncomfortable or tiring positions, watching my two stunningly gorgeous Mistresses enjoy each other for hours while I am denied any pleasure. In these cases, after a very short time I begin to tremble with desperate excitement generated by the show before me. To be in bondage in the presence of two cruel Mistresses who are having sex right in front of me is both emasculating and humiliating. A few times they have even made me swallow a Viagra pill before they begin, ‘Just to make sure they have my full attention’, as Mistress Evette laughingly explains it. It is enough to drive me crazy with frustration and invariably I am quickly reduced to tears of despair, a sight which only adds further to my owners’ arousal.

On other occasions, instead of being in bondage, I have been allowed to serve them, providing refreshments or lubricating various sex toys for them which I must afterwards immediately clean in my mouth ready for them to be used again. They seem to particularly enjoy me kissing their gorgeous feet and sucking their tiny perfect toes while they explore each other’s incredible bodies. I have even been used as a human fan, standing there in my tight fitting, restrictive, uncomfortable and very hot Victorian maids’ uniform, with cruelly tight corset restricting my breathing but serving to give me the feminine figure my Mistresses require, I wave a huge fan up and down while staring desperately at what I cannot have.

Perhaps the worst…. or is it the best way I am permitted to serve my Mistresses while they have sex is as a human dildo. Penetration by a man is obviously of no interest to either Mistress but sometimes one or both of them feel the desire for a nice hard cock inside of them. Therefore, in addition to using vibrators and dildos on each other, it might happen that they force me to wear a large dildo gag which they use for their pleasure. I might be tied to the bed and have my face ridden or be on my knees to give pleasure to one or other of my Mistresses while she lies comfortably on the bed with her legs apart or sits in an armchair. If that is the case the Mistress not being penetrated usually takes a crop to my back or my ass to encourage me to greater efforts. Having my face so close to the source of my desire and submission whilst being denied even the pleasure of an erection is unbearable but the humiliation and helplessness I feel serve only to drive me yet deeper into submission to the cruel and heartless goddesses who own my body, my mind and my heart.

There is another strap-on dildo available which can be tied around my waist so that my Mistresses can enjoy simultaneous penetration as one mounts my hips and the other my face. Facing towards each other they kiss and cuddle, fondling each other’s firm breasts as they ride me enthusiastically, gasping and moaning their pleasure while I just lie there immobile, my desperation ignored, my awe and adoration unacknowledged, my unbearable sexual frustration of no consequence or concern to them at all.

By the end of these sessions, I am always reduced to a desperate weeping mess of hormones, frustration and despair. Of course, both ladies enjoy my condition immensely and never miss an opportunity to mock me and cruelly remind me of my condition and its irreversibility.

Although neither of the beautiful ladies I serve have any sexual interest at all in men that is not to say they don’t enjoy occasional tease and denial sessions at my expense. There is never any direct stimulation of my poor desperate cock during these episodes which remains strictly imprisoned. Usually, I am in some form of bondage when one of them starts by gently brushing their hands or feet over my body. I have a huge fetish for women’s stockings, for sexy high heeled shoes and for lady’s underwear. My owners are fully aware of my fetishes and delight in using them to torment me. A foot shod with a seamed stocking rubbed over my legs or face creates a chastity belt suppressed excitement that inevitably leads to tears, moans of despair, pleading and even convulsion-like body spasms.

While one of them is touching me in this way the other might offer me her shoe to lick or remove her panties and pull them over my head, arranging the crotch carefully over my nose and mouth as she whispers humiliating comments into my ear. The submissive nature that makes me crave such torture serves only to insight my Mistresses to ever greater levels of sadistic pleasure, which in turn drives me yet deeper into awestruck submission. I beg pitifully to be allowed an erection knowing full well I will be denied. When I can take no more, I plead with them to stop, but when they finally do, I beg them to continue, to make me suffer even more for their enjoyment. When they tire of my begging they may send me back to my housework with the panties still over my face, torturing me with their feel and smell while I toil away at my endless list of chores.

If Mistress Evette or Mistress Victoria are in a particularly cruel frame of mind the teasing contact will eventually pass on to my erogenous zones. Brushing and stroking of my neck, behind my ears, or along my inner thighs may be alternated with spanking by hand or with a nasty wooden paddle. These sessions have driven me to such extremes of desperation I have more than once been on the verge of begging to be castrated just to end my suffering. I would never want that of course but it is an indication of the depths of frustration I suffer at the hands of my beautiful Mistresses.

Of course, the excitement, the arousal, the suffering and frustration I am forced to endure serve only to increase my need to be enslaved by Mistress Evette. The knowledge of this vicious circle terrifies me because I know beyond any possible doubt that I will never receive pity, sympathy or concern, only more cruel domination. Mistress Evette is a true sadist who, along with her lover Mistress Victoria, finds enormous pleasure in wielding absolute power over me. My desperate tears and pleading for mercy are proof of the total disparity of condition that exists between them and far lesser insignificant creatures like me.

To give an example of the kind of thing I am faced with on a daily basis let me tell you about the service bell. This is a little silver bell that Mistress Evette or sometimes Mistress Victoria use to call me away from whatever menial household task I might be working on. The second I hear it I must try to identify its source and rush there with all possible haste to attend to my owner’s needs. On the occasion I’m going to tell you about I was cleaning Mistress Evette’s en-suite bathroom when I heard the bell. I had to remove my rubber gloves and untie the heavy full length rubber apron I was wearing to keep my uniform in the spotless condition my Mistress requires. Then I had to hurry along the hallway and down the stairs as quickly as my tethered ankles would allow, the invasive dildo attached to my chastity belt stirring my loins to ever greater but pointless hights of excitement. I was quite out of breath by the time I found Mistress Evette in the lounge sitting in a large comfortable armchair (I presume it is comfortable from its appearance though of course I have never sat in it) with her gorgeous stockinged legs crossed and reading a magazine.

‘Where is the TV remote Molly?’ she asked without looking up from her reading.

The remote was resting on the coffee table not three feet away from her but nevertheless, I retrieved it and offered it to her with a respectful curtsy.

‘Did I tell you to get it for me?’ she asked casually.

‘No Mistress Evette,’ I simpered. ‘I just..’

‘When I ask you a question, I expect an answer. When I tell you to do something, I expect you to do it. Try not to get the two confused.’

‘Yes, Mistress Evette. Sorry Mistress Evette,’ I apologised as I curtsied again.

‘Don’t just stand there you stupid gurl,’ she shouted. ‘Put it back and go and get on with your work. Quickly now you stupid lazy gurl!’

I had just got back to the en-suite, tied my pinafore and pulled on the rubber gloves when the bell rang again. So, gritting my teeth I once more pulled off the gloves and undid the rubber pinafore before racing with tiny pathetic little steps back to my Mistress in the lounge.

‘Pass me the TV remote,’ was Mistress Evette’s greeting. I couldn’t help the tiny gasp of exasperation I made. I regretted it immediately but it was too late.

‘I’m sorry, am I inconveniencing you?’ she asked me coldly as her cold blue eyes bored into my own which must have been wide open with the shocked realisation of what I’d done.

‘Nnnn…No Mistress Evette,’ I stammered.

‘I’m sorry,’ she continued as she suddenly stood up making my jump. ‘I was under the impression that you were my servant, that you were at my disposal, that you were here to serve me. If a little thing like passing the TV remote is too much trouble for you then I must be mistaken!’

‘No Mistress Evette, you are not mistaken, it was a mistake, I’m so sorry, it won’t happen again, please forgive me!’ I pleaded, suspecting I was wasting my time.

I ended up hobbling back to my work in the en-suite with my knees tied together, my wrists shackled to my collar and the cheeks of my face red and sore where Mistress Evette had repeatedly slapped them. I managed to slip the rubber pinafore over my head but obviously I couldn’t tie it or get the rubber gloves on properly. Then, to top it all off, because my uniform was not properly covered, I ended up splashing it with bleach. Mistress Victoria went ballistic when she spotted the white marks during the uniform inspection, she sprang on me less than an hour later. I spent that night strung from the beam in the cellar sobbing my heart out from the all over whipping she gave me.

My face was a tragic mess when I saw it in the mirror after she released me the next morning. My makeup had run terribly from a combination of Mistress Victoria’s spit and my own tears, not to mention the jug of her and Mistress Evette’s urine she had poured over my head as the finale to my punishment the previous night. So, there you are, if you were wondering, a typical day in my new life as a sissy maid. Not everyone’s cup of tea I’m sure, but it was all I’d dreamed of and more.

Mistress Evette and Mistress Victoria are fully aware that the life of their maid could be made immensely more tolerable if only they might see fit to show the tiniest consideration. A smile, a thank you, some show of appreciation, perhaps a reduced or cancelled punishment, even an unscheduled removal of the damned chastity belt and an opportunity to jerk myself off at their feet like the pitiful wretch I’ve become; anything to acknowledge me as a human being rather than a convenience and a source of cruel amusement would raise my spirits to unheard of hights. But that is not going to happen and I must admit that, in reality, it would disappoint me if it did. Everything is for the pleasure of my Mistress. After all, I chose to live my life as a slave and so I must be grateful for the domination, the cruelty and the sadism I receive. My life is everything I dreamed of and more, so much more.


Chapter 7: Mistress Evette’s Get-Togethers

Once I began my new life in service to Mistress Evette it soon became apparent that she liked to entertain. Being exposed for the sissy servant I’d become was not something I’d even considered but it was immediately clear that my feelings were of no consequence and I was to have no choice in the matter.

Mistress Evette called me to her bedroom one morning where she sat at her dressing table expertly applying her makeup.

‘You may comb my hair Molly,’ she graciously allowed. As I carefully and respectfully ran the heavy wooden brush through her gorgeous silky long hair I could not help thinking about the other use that brush had already been put to on several occasions. My bottom cheeks clenched involuntarily and my caged organ tried to expand inside its metal prison as I remembered going over her knee to be soundly thrashed for some minor fault. The pain was always terrible and grew worse with each blow but it was a price well worth paying to be so intimately close to her, to have her undivided attention, even to be a source of enjoyment for her.

"Molly,’ she spoke, making me jump, ‘I have some ladies coming round for coffee this morning. It’s a regular get together and, as my maid, part of your duties here will be to greet my guests, take coats, serve refreshments and so on.’

I replied "Yes, Mistress Evette,’ panicking inside at the idea of being so exposed.

‘You will wait at the front door, greet each lady with a respectful curtsy and take her coat. Once all six ladies are here you will serve coffee and tea. I expect you to learn very quickly the particular requirements of each lady, whether they want tea or coffee, milk or sugar and so on. You also need to establish their preferences for cakes and pastries. Since this is your first occasion of serving my guests, I will allow you to speak to them in order to establish their needs. In future however, I will require you to be seen but not heard, so I hope you have a good memory for details.’

‘Yes, Mistress Evette.’

‘I know you must be nervous Molly, but that’s just something you will have to get over. You are a lady’s maid now and that position carries with it certain expectations, not least of which is that you be available and eager to serve your Mistress’s guests in whatever way they require. As my servant your behaviour reflects on me, I strongly advise you to keep that in mind, whether serving coffee or performing other more personal services for my friends.’

‘Yes, Mistress Evette,’ I chirped, desperate to ask what she meant by more personal services, but not daring to.

‘Don’t worry my little maid,’ Mistress Evette laughed as she noted my obvious anxiety. ‘All will become clear in time. Just remember, disappointing one of my guests or, worse still, angering or upsetting them, will be regarded by me as equal to disappointing or angering me personally and will be dealt with accordingly. Now go and change into one of your guest uniforms, the pink one I think for your first occasion serving my guests. White stockings too and the pink stilettoes with four-inch heels. Make sure your hair and makeup are perfect then go and stand at the front door.’

‘Yes, Mistress Evette,’ I curtsied and made to leave, turning as I reached the bedroom doorway to curtsy again and mumble pathetically, ‘Thank you Mistress Evette, I promise not to let you down.’ Why did I always feel so pathetic in this woman’s presence. It was as if I just could not be submissive enough.

‘See that you don’t,’ she smiled coldly.

My heels clicked on the tiled hallway floor as I walked to the front door to admit the first of Mistress Evette’s guests. The first four ladies were strangers to me and were clearly fascinated and amused by the ridiculous creature in the pink maid’s dress who curtsied to them and took their coats keeping her eyes respectfully on the floor. The last two guests to arrive were Miss Evans, the girl from the piercing shop and Miss Haversham, Mistress Evette’s solicitor friend. Miss Evans laughed and told me how cute I looked as a sissy girl. Being ridiculed by a girl less than half my age was a new low for me but perhaps preferable to the cold look of contempt I received from Miss Haversham.

‘You were a pathetic specimen when I saw you dressed as a man,’ she sneered. ‘Seeing you dressed as the sissy you clearly are only serves to confirm my assessment of you. I hope you realise how lucky you are to have found a lady like Evette who is prepared to pander to your disgusting fetishes and permit you to serve her as her slave.’

‘Yes Miss Haversham, I do, thank you.’ I curtsied, wondering to myself if I could possibly be any more pathetic.

‘I hope so,’ she sneered as she grabbed my chin forcing me to look up into her cold blue eyes. ‘Because if I ever so much as suspect you of being disrespectful to Evette, I will make it my life’s work to destroy you!’

‘Yyyyes, Mmmmm Mmmm Mistress, I, I, I mean Miss h, h, Haversham.’

Apparently, the answer to my earlier question was yes; I could be even more pathetic.

Standing back and looking at the serving tray I was happy with all I had. I picked up the tray and began to make my way back to the living room so that I could serve it all.

I entered the room and could feel the eyes of all eight ladies upon me. It was a weird but exciting feeling that I had. I placed the tray down on the coffee table. Mistress Evette noted that I should begin with her guests starting with Miss Haversham. I curtsied to my Mistress and acknowledge her command. Standing before Miss Haversham, I asked how she liked her coffee or tea and if she had any preferences about the cakes.  Miss Haversham explained she liked coffee black with two sugars and I could make my own cake choices for her on her plate. I thanked her and curtsied, trying desperately to commit her requirements to memory. The thought of facing her wrath and contempt if I should fail to remember them next time make my stomach turn to ice. I put her order together and served her telling her what a great honour for me to be of service to her.

‘Yes, it is isn’t it?’ Miss Haversham answered, making everyone laugh and thankfully relieving some of the tension in the room. I curtsied and moved on to the next lady.

As I continued my serving duties, I could hear the ladies talking about me and complimenting my Mistress on her maid. Filled with an odd sense of pride I was distracted and spilled a tiny amount of tea from the cup and saucer I was offering to Miss Evans, the piercing girl. As the tea splashed onto her boot there was a gasp from the assembled ladies. I stood frozen like a rabbit in headlights until Mistress Evette shouted at me to clean it up immediately. I made to shuffle off to the kitchen to fetch a cloth but she shouted me back.

‘Apologise to the lady you stupid gurl,’ she yelled.

Shaking like a leaf I mumbled, ‘Ssss, so ssss sorry Miss Ev, Evans.’

‘Lick it off,’ Miss Evans smiled in a self-assured fashion.

There was a burst of laughter before Mistress Evette confirmed, ‘Don’t just stand there you stupid worthless excuse for a servant! Do as the lady says!’

As I knelt to respectfully lick the drops of tea that ran down the soft brown leather of Miss Evan’s Doc Martin boot, I felt dizzy with the submissive emotions that flooded my mind. The appalling way I was being treated had my cock straining harder than ever to erect inside its prison. How could I possibly explain the mix of fear, anxiety, lust, frustration and submissiveness I felt. I was nothing to these ladies, these beautiful ladies who rightfully looked down on me with such contempt. I deserved their contempt, indeed I lived for it, could no longer envision living without it. What had I become? I didn’t care. Truthfully, I did not care at all. I desired only to serve at the feet of these wonderfully dominant, beautiful ladies, to be a credit to my Mistress by humbling myself before them.

‘Get me another cup of tea gurl,’ I dimly heard Miss Evens instruct me. ‘If you spill this one, I’ll put you over my knee and tan your hide!’ she threatened, much to the other lady’s amusement. Part of me would have welcomed that, revelled in being put across the knee of a pretty young girl, my dress lifted, panties pulled down and soundly spanked, but then what would Mistress Evette say if I spilled another cup of tea?

As it happened, I didn’t need to worry.

‘Sweetheart,’ Mistress Evette spoke to Miss Evans, ‘I think you should do exactly that. I know Molly is new but she needs to learn quickly. You’d be doing me a favour by reinforcing this lesson for her.’

‘Oh, well, if you’re sure,’ Miss Evans smiled.

‘Of course, dear. Molly go and get my hairbrush and present it to Charlotte. Ask her very nicely to give you a good thrashing to help you to be a better servant.’

So, I suppose I got my wish; although she hit much harder than you might expect such a tiny young girl to and the tears were still running down my face as I was made to curtsy and apologise for my behaviour to, first Miss Evans and then each other lady in turn.

The coffee morning ended with me helping each guest into their coat, kneeling to kiss their shoes and curtsying deeply as I thanked them for their visit.

Mistress Evette sighed as the door closed on the last guest and she turned to me. ‘I’m going to my room for a lie down Molly,’ she told me. ‘When I wake, I expect to find you stood to attention outside my door with my cane in your hands. The spanking you received from Charlotte was both timely and effective but I want to be sure you have properly absorbed your lesson. A dozen strokes of the cane will, I believe, make sure of that. Or don’t you agree?’

‘Yes, Mistress Evette. I ‘m so sorry I let you down. Thank you, Mistress.’

You remember the ‘special services for guests’ Mistress Evette mentioned previously? Well, I found out what they were to be the following week. It was another of her coffee morning get togethers and I was feeling both proud and not a little relieved that I’d managed to remember everyone’s preferences from the previous week. Miss Evans did joke that she wondered if I thought her preference was for her tea to be poured over her boots which caused an outbreak of amused smiles among the ladies and a bright red face from me as I apologised yet again for my clumsiness. But, apart from that, I was thinking that these coffee mornings might not actually be as bad as I’d feared when Mistress Victoria walked over to me as I stood to attention behind Mistress Evette.

‘Elaine wants to speak to you,’ she said, then seeing the puzzled expression on my face, ‘That’s Miss Haversham to you. I’d advise you not to keep her waiting gurl.’

Bobbing a curtsy to Mistress Victoria I hobbled as quickly as I dared in my high heels over to where the dreaded lady was sitting in an arm chair beside the fireplace. As she was in conversation with another guest, I waited respectfully for her to notice me, curtsying when she finally did.

‘Excuse me Miss Haversham,’ I began with my eyes on my shoes. ‘You wanted to see me.’

‘Did I?’ she smirked. ‘Oh yes, I did. I wanted to tell you how pretty you look in your sissy uniform. I think I like the lemon-coloured outfit even more than the pink one you were wearing last week.’

‘Thank you, Miss Haversham,’ I mumbled, feeling doubly embarrassed, firstly by the shear humiliation of being a grown man thanking a woman for complimenting his appearance as a sissy maid, secondly by the futile attempt to erect my deprived cock was making in response to that humiliation and finally by the pathetic pride I could not help feeling at receiving a compliment from such a powerful and aloof lady.

‘I was also quite pleasantly surprised that you managed to remember everyone’s refreshment requirements. No mean feat I’m sure for someone like you with a tiny sissy brain full of fantasies about being dominated by ladies who are quite obviously out of your league. But then I suppose all ladies are out of your league, aren’t they?’

That brought a titter from the growing number of ladies who were pausing their own conversations to listen to what Miss Haversham was saying.

‘Yes Miss Haversham,’ I curtsied again, beginning to regret my earlier assumption that things were going quite well. This woman terrified me!

‘Tell me maid Molly,’ she went on, clearly enjoying the attention of her audience. ‘Do you remember how you paid my bill for arranging the legalities of your service to Evette?’

‘Oh shit, now what?!’ I thought. ‘Yes Miss Haversham,’ I curtsied, painfully aware that all eyes were on me. I turned and lifted my head slightly seeking eye contact with Mistress Evette, hoping she would feel pity for me and do something to get me out of this situation. I caught a glimpse of her smile, enough to dash my hopes before Miss Haversham shouted at me.

‘How dare you turn away when I’m talking to you? You disrespectful little bitch! I was about to offer you an opportunity to get in my good books but perhaps instead I should ask Evette for another loan of her cane.’

‘Please Miss Haversham, I’m so sorry, please forgive me. Please I’ll do anything you say, anything to please you. Please Miss Haversham!’

‘Please Miss Haversham,’ she mocked me with a whining parody of my voice that had everyone laughing.

‘I asked you if you remembered the somewhat below par attempt you made to satisfy me when I last allowed you to try.’

‘Yes Miss Haversham, I remember.’

‘And have your skills in that area improved any since then?’

‘I, I, I don’t know Miss Haversham.’ I pleaded.

‘I, I, I don’t know Miss Haversham,’ she mocked me again. ‘My sissy brain is as tiny and useless as my little sissy cock so I can’t remember.’

That had everyone in hysterics; well, everyone except me.

‘Well don’t just stand there gurl, get on your knees and get your stupid girly head up my skirt. You can worship me through my panties as you did last time. A worthless little slut like you hardly warrants their removal wouldn’t you say?’

‘Yes Miss Haversham,’ I mumbled as I got to my knees.

‘And I’d better see some improvement or I’ll cane that sissy bottom of your until you can’t sit down for a week!’

‘Yes Miss Haversham,’ I mumbled from under her skirt before softly and respectfully beginning to kiss the insides of her spread thighs above the tops of her hold up stockings.

Trying to shut out the vulgar comments and humiliating words of encouragement being dished out all around me I tried hard to focus on pleasing the dominant goddess between who’s legs I knelt. I kissed, licked, and sucked the gusset of her silk panties. Encouraged by the rapidly increasing wetness between her legs I tried to use my nose to rub her clitoris through her panties. It was hot under her skirt and hard to breath but it got worse when she grabbed my head forcing my face harder against her mound. Her thighs were sweating and sliding over my cheeks as her moans of passion grew loud enough to drown out the other voices in the room. I knew she was getting close when her hips began to dance and my face was forced so roughly into the wet gusset of her panties, I found it impossible to breathe. My lungs screamed at me to pull away but I knew to do so would result in horrendous retribution from this demanding dominant lady who was clearly just looking for an excuse to cane me again, perhaps even worse than she had previously. So, I hung on until, as I was on the point of passing out, she climaxed with a long-drawn-out groan.

As she relaxed and released my head, I took deep breaths and kissed her panties then her slick thighs respectfully.

‘Get out of there slut!’ I heard her shout.

As I emerged from the hot humid environment of Miss Havershams groin the light made me screw my eyes shut. There was a cheer from the audience and laughter as they took in my appearance. My makeup had run and smudged dreadfully. My hair which had grown long enough now to be styled in a ladylike manner was damp and messy. The ridiculously long false eyelashes that Mistress Victoria had just that morning presented me with along with instructions that they were now part of my uniform, had parted company with my eyelids. One hung from my cheek and the other was stuck to my forehead.

‘Well,’ enquired Miss Evans the young piercer, ‘Any improvement?’

‘A little perhaps,’ Miss Haversham responded sleepily. ‘Still a long way to go before she’s worth bothering with though.’

‘Molly,’ Mistress Evette laughed, ‘You need to Thank Miss Haversham for her time then go and tidy yourself up, you’re a disgrace and you’re embarrassing me in front of my guests.’

‘Yes, Mistress Evette,’ I curtsied before turning back to my tormentor. ‘Thank you for allowing me to pleasure you Miss Haversham,’ I curtsied. ‘It was a great honour for me.’ I blurted red faced before hobbling off to my cellar bedroom to make myself presentable.


Chapter 8 – A Template For The Future

The incident with Miss Haversham turned out to be a prototype for my Mistress’s future gatherings. It became a game whereby each lady present would choose a number between 1 and 6. Mistress Evette and Mistress Victoria abstained since they were the hosts. A die was then thrown by me and the lady who had chosen the number I rolled was the winner.

That winning lady, to cheers and applause, would be shown to the guest bedroom by me, whereupon she could make use of my devoted service in whatever way she chose. Afterwards I would be dismissed by the lady to visit my own room in the cellar where I would recover my composure and repair my appearance before returning to my serving duties in the lounge. The merits or faults in my performance were discussed, sometimes publicly with much amused commentary from everyone present and other times privately between the lady in question and Mistress Evette. Always though the discussion was summarised in a score out of 10 with anything less than a nine resulting in punishments to be administered by Mistress Evette before the next gathering. A score of less than 7 (which thankfully has only happened three times so far) involves a whole week of floggings and punishment bondages of the most insufferable nature, some of which may be witnessed by the lady who kindly awarded my score.

With such motivation in mind, I have tried my very best to please each lady to the utmost of my ability, regardless of their requirements. These requirements have varied in detail but certain themes have become apparent over time which means that at least I have some idea what to expect when the winner is declared.

Miss Haversham, the elegant, aloof and domineering solicitor friend of Mistress Evette continues to terrify me. I try not to show my fear but I’m sure that between my stuttering brainless responses to her taunting enquiries and my tremors of fear as I kneel before her, she is in no doubt as to the effect she has on me. She continues to require me to bring her to orgasm in the same way, by licking and sucking her through her panties although it now at least happens in the privacy of the guest bedroom. Unfortunately, she has now taken to caning me both before and after. Three strokes are administered beforehand to the palm of each hand as I kneel before her and meekly offer my shaking hands to be beaten. Then, afterwards, six more to my pantied backside while I lean over and touch my toes. The three strokes before are to remind me that I should never dare to even think about laying a finger on her and the ones afterward are to remind me of my place.

‘The fact that your feeble efforts have resulted in some small amount of pleasure for a lady, does not bestow upon you any special status. I could have achieved the same result with a cheap vibrator. In fact, if not for the added enjoyment of subjugating a worthless sissy like you, I think I prefer my vibrator,’ she often reminded me.

Miss Evans, the young girl who did my piercing was very different. She was always very casual, often arriving in just a jogging suit with a pair of Ugg slippers. A couple of times she has even turned up wearing cotton pyjamas and a fluffy dressing gown if she is having’ a lazy day off’. I am happy to say that she has never beaten me, though I know, if she is the one who wins the dice throw, I will be in for a seriously humiliating experience. She delights in calling me gurl and emphasising how the word is spelt in my case as she demands I remove her slipper boots to kiss and lick her dainty feet, sucking her tiny painted toes and forcing my tongue between them making her giggle. Being so close to such a gorgeous young woman, coupled with her demeaning attitude always results in unbearable frustration for me as my tightly locked appendage makes its futile attempts to erect.

When I am eventually given permission to pull down her jogging trousers or pyjama bottoms followed by her tiny cotton panties, I know what is to follow will be a real test of my subservience. Miss Evans likes to have her ass kissed as she lies face down on the bed. Her cheeks are smooth and taught so it is no great hardship for me but soon she will pull her knees under her, lean forward and reach back to pull those cheeks apart revealing the pink rosebud of her bottom. The words ‘Go to it sissy gurl!’ are my signal to force my slavish tongue through the tight ring of her anus. What follows is a frustrating and deeply humiliating experience for me but seemingly an enjoyable and amusing one for my young Mistress.

Afterwards as I serve her tea in the lounge, she will even thank me, although such thanks will take such forms as, ‘Thank you butt kisser,’ or ‘Thanks ass gurl,’ much to the knowing amusement of the other ladies present.  

It was only later, when I learned that the ladies who attended Mistress Evette’s regular get togethers had all met her originally via specialist online web forums that I understood how such a group of like-minded individuals came about.

There is Miss Hendrickson, a tall lady of about forty years with a sumptuous figure and long dark hair always in a pony tail who, I believe, is a horse-riding instructor. She likes to secure my wrists behind my back and sit on my face, facing my feet so that she can encourage the efforts of my tongue by smacking my exposed thighs with a riding crop. She always starts off by assuring me that she will not get carried away this time but then, in the heat of passion, will slash away with abandon until the fronts of my thighs are bruised and bleeding. Despite my best intentions I always end up screaming and pleading breathlessly into the moist pussy that engulfs my mouth as my nose is forced between the sweaty cheeks of her ass. Her orgasms are long and drawn out driving me close to feinting from lack of air as she thrashes away hysterically.

‘Oh dear,’ she will sigh afterwards, ‘Did I do that? It’s your own fault you know, that talented tongue of yours is very naughty. You should be ashamed of yourself, driving a well-meaning lady like myself to such extremes of behaviour.’

‘Marvellous!’ I would think. If I perform well, I get a thrashing. If I perform poorly, I still get a thrashing. I suppose at least this way the majority of the pain is over in one go and not drawn out over a week or more.

‘I’m so sorry Miss Hendrickson,’ I tearfully reply with a curtsy that stretches the damaged skin of my thighs making me wince in pain. ‘Please forgive me.’

‘I really should thrash you again for your impertinence you know!’

‘Yes Miss Hendrickson, I’m so sorry for being such a stupid naughty gurl! Please don’t thrash me again Miss Hendrickson!’ I beg as I kneel to kiss her riding boots, wrists still locked behind my back.

‘You should think yourself very lucky to be allowed to serve a lady like me Molly.’ She will say as she has me stand and turn around so that she can untie my wrists.

‘I do Miss Hendrickson, I swear I do!’

‘Enough blubbering gurl, get along now, let me get dressed in peace. Make sure I have a fresh cup of tea waiting for me when I get back downstairs.’

‘Yes Miss Hendickson, thank you for being so kind to me Miss Hendrickson!’ I simper as I back out of the room with a final painful curtsy.

Miss Pemberton also likes to mount my face but, unlike Miss Hendrickson, she prefers to face away from my feet, locking my head between her thighs and positioning herself so that she can look down into my eyes as I work my tongue between the soft folds of her vagina. No other movement is allowed from me, just the in and out thrust of my aching but eager tongue. Unlike the other ladies she never speaks to me, not a word. She is also one of the two ladies I take to my maids’ quarters in the cellar rather than the guest bedroom. In Miss Pemberton’s case it is to avoid making a mess on the luxurious king-sized bed. Miss Pemberton you see, tends to pee herself when she cums. I’m not sure if she does it on purpose or by accident and I wouldn’t dare ask her. It is difficult for me though and very unpleasant when she lets go her bladder straight into my mouth and, when she shifts her position, it goes up my nose, over my face and into my hair. Fortunately, the mattress on my cot is rubber and so I can wipe it clean afterwards. Although I usually have to leave it until later as, by the time I help Miss Pemberton clean up then quickly wipe myself down, I am required upstairs once more. I do the best I can and none of the ladies have said anything as yet, probably out of consideration to their companion, but I’m always sure I can smell the pee drying on my face and hair as I serve more refreshments.

The other lady who prefers to make use of my quarters in the cellar when her turn comes around is Miss Dobson. She is a beautiful blonde lady in her mid-thirties with a body to die for. I of course have no idea what her sex life normally consists of, although I’ve no doubt she must have her pick of men. When at one of Mistress Evette’s get togethers though, her tastes are of a very sadistic nature. So much so that she has no interest at all in using my physically. Rather she loves to order me to strip to my underwear then tie my wrists to the metal hook Mistress Victoria had screwed into the heavy wooden beam in the cellar ceiling. After gagging me with a horrible inflatable latex gag she slowly peruses the collection of punishment implements that are hung from hooks along one wall. Once ready she will then proceed to beat me slowly and methodically. No reasons are ever given for this grossly unfair and unbearably painful treatment and gagged as I am, I could not ask her even if I dared to. All I can do is scream and cry, dance and jump as the beating goes on, relentlessly. I am soon in floods of tears which serve only as encouragement to this heartless demon of a woman.

When she is finally satisfied with my desperate state of agony and despair, she takes a small vibrator from her handbag and sits on my cot with her back against the wall, staring at my pathetic helpless snivelling form hanging in front of her as she pleasures herself. As she reaches her crescendo, she shouts at me to look at her and stares at me until her beautiful eyes roll back in her head.

Afterwards she will compose herself, release my wrists and walk away leaving me to gather my wits, dry my face and reapply my makeup as quickly as I can. The other guests are always keen to point out the marks of Miss Dobson’s pleasure on my bruised thighs as I dutifully serve more refreshments, complimenting her on the precise placement of her blows. There is not the slightest sign of pity for me and I feel like nothing more a convenient amusement, an inanimate object that exists solely for the pleasure of my betters. Just a thing, without feelings or emotions, something to be used and discarded or ignored once it has served its purpose.

Nevertheless, despite my pain and humiliation, indeed because of it, I will be lying awake most of the night, my imprisoned cock straining at its bonds as I dream of the merciless beating I have received from a beautiful dominant lady, dreading and yet yearning for the next time.

The final member of Miss Evette’s group of friends is the one who scares me most. Unlike to others Mrs Low, a Chinese lady who is a nurse and looks like a tiny doll, actually likes to be penetrated though sadly not by my virtually redundant penis. She has a dildo which is attached to a harness that fastens around my waist. She likes to tie me to the bed spreadeagled and slowly slide herself down onto the fat eight inch thickly veined fake penis that juts obscenely from my waist. It is a surreal sensation watching a beautiful woman bouncing up and down above your groin, tossing her long auburn hair, moaning and whimpering her arousal and enjoyment while I am unable to feel any sensation from my cock at all apart from the pain derived from trying but being unable to grow even the tiniest amount.

On top of that frustrating torture is the knowledge of what comes next. The first time she won the dice toss and began her dance of ecstasy above me I thought that, apart from the gut-wrenching frustration, I had gotten away lightly. When she pulled a plastic bag from her handbag and pulled it over my head, I was shocked and scared. When she tied a stocking around my neck depriving me of air, I was terrified. I blew out and the bag ballooned around my head, I breathed in and it sucked back, clinging tightly to the sweating skin of my face. Obviously, I panicked and began pulling desperately at my bonds, thrusting my hips to try to dislodge her, an act which clearly pleased and excited her even more.

Since that first time, although it still scares me greatly, at least I know what to expect. The worst bit though comes when I’m really desperate for air, gasping and heaving for it while using my tongue to try to push the clinging plastic out of my mouth then sucking it in to try to bite through it. As she nears her orgasm Mrs Low will lean forward and, taking my plastic enclosed head in both her hands to hold me still, will kiss me, sticking out her tongue to lick over the bag that is stretched taught over my features.

‘Beg slut,’ she will whisper in my ear, ‘Beg me for air! Beg me to spare your worthless life!’

I want to but I can’t, I don’t have the breath to do it. I’m feeling light headed and my vision is tunnelling. I’m thinking ‘Please cum, please cum so I can breathe, please!’

Finally, she lifts up arching her back and crying out her release and I can’t help thrashing around, lifting her whole body off the bed with my hips as I use the last of my oxygen depleted air. The next thing I’m aware of is cold air on my face as she pulls off the bag and slaps my face once, twice, three times to bring me back to my senses. Then I just lie recovering, gasping like a landed fish as she unties me, grateful that once again, she reached her selfish goal before I passed out completely.

‘One of these days I might just leave the bag on and watch you fade away,’ she smiles down at me. ‘Maybe when Evette grows tired of you. Which can’t be too far away now.’ She finishes with a chaste kiss to my forehead before she walks out of the room, her perfect ass swaying in her tight skirt as she waves at me over her shoulder. ‘Bye for now maid Molly.’


Chapter 9 – Gentlemen Too

If I thought that Mistress Evette’s coffee morning guests were to be the extent of her social circle, I was wrong. I found that out one day when she called me onto the patio where she and Mistress Victoria were lying on sun loungers sipping the cold drinks I’d prepared earlier for them and topping up their tans. My tightly imprisoned cock twitched with frustration as I took in their stunningly beautiful bodies clad only in skimpy bathing costumes. Mistress Evette’s was black and cut to perfectly show off her tight stomach and firm breasts with gold metal bands over her tummy and at her shoulders. Mistress Victoria’s costume was a metallic silver bikini that just barely covered her most intimate highlights. They were like two super models on a photo shoot relaxing between takes.

I meanwhile stood in front of them in my normal long and heavy Victorian maids outfit complete with white pinafore and starched white collar. The thickness of the dress’s fabric added to the layers underneath of petticoats and tight girdle making me sweat in the bright sunshine. As a special ‘incentive’ I also had under my underwear a layer of incredibly rough and itchy hessian that was driving me to the limits of my sanity.

I had been waxing the dining room floor by hand when I heard the tinkle of Mistress Evette’s bell summoning me to her and had to pause on my way to remove the heavy rubber apron and gloves I’d been wearing to protect my uniform. The waxing was terribly hard work but at least it got me off my feet and onto my knees for a while, allowing me some blessed relief from the new tighter leather boots that where now part of my regular uniform. With six-inch heels that kept me right on the tips of my toes like a ballerina and a short chain between them that reduced my stride to tiny mincing steps, they were devilishly effective in adding to my misery and my Mistress’s enjoyment.

"Ahh, there you are Molly. Victoria and I were just discussing you. We were saying that sissies must learn to serve sexually as well as domestically, what do you think?" Mistress Evette spoke with a cruel smile.

Recognising her question for the test it was, I replied without raising my eyes from the floor, "Please, Mistress Evette, it is not the place of a servant to think or have an opinion.’’

‘Excellent,’ my gorgeous owner beamed at me. ‘With a few minor hiccups you’ve adapted reasonably well to providing such services to my lady friends,’ she continued.

‘Yes Mistress, thank you,’ I replied as I bobbed a respectful curtsy, wondering what I’d done wrong and what my punishment was going to be.

"So well in fact that Victoria and I have decided to reward you by allowing you the opportunity to successfully complete your trial period. Now what do you say to that?’

‘Thank you, Mistress Evette,’ I curtsied to her again. ‘Thank you, Mistress Victoria,’ I added as I turned and bobbed another curtsy to my Mistress’s lover. It had been almost four months since I’d been allowed out of the chastity belt to humbly and quickly relieve myself for the amusement of my Mistress. Hope sprang inside my head as I remembered my Mistress saying that there would be no more opportunities for relief for me until I completed my probation. Finally, that moment had arrived and I felt such gratitude to my Mistress I dropped to my knees and kissed the soles of her gold strappy sandals.

‘You haven’t passed yet slut,’ Mistress Victoria interrupted my devotions.

‘No indeed,’ Mistress Evette smiled at me. ‘There is one more hurdle we would like to see you jump, so to speak, before we can be entirely sure of your suitability and your commitment. It may surprise you to know that I have a number of male friends as well as female ones. Mr Davidson for example is a very nice man I met through a specialist online forum. I mentioned to him recently that I had acquired a maid and he has expressed an interest in meeting you. Isn’t that kind of him?’

‘Yes, Mistress Evette, very kind.’ I tried to smile and look pleased although actually I was filled with horror at the very idea.

‘He and two of his friends are coming over tonight so I want you to take special care over your appearance. Wear the new pink sissy dress that is hanging in your wardrobe, the plastic one with all the accessories. A wipe-clean uniform might be a good idea if I know these gentlemen as well as I think I do.  He’ll be here at 7. Now you may go and finish your work.’

‘Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress,’ I curtsied once to each lady and turned to hobble away.

‘Oh, and Molly,’

‘Yes Mistress?’ I paused.

‘You won’t disappoint me, will you? I want you on your best behaviour. Remember you are my property and as such I may loan you to whomsoever, I choose for whatever purpose they may choose. There is no element of choice for you, no decision to make, no feelings to worry about. You simply do as you are told. I hope that’s clear. Your trial period is nearly over, it would be a shame if you failed me now and I had to look for a replacement. It is such a bother training servants.’

‘I won’t disappoint you Mistress, I promise,’ I curtsied, hoping I wasn’t making a promise I could not keep. It was just more embarrassment being seen by other men dressed and serving as a sissy maid. After everything I’d been through, I was sure I could deal with that. Well, fairly sure anyway. Anything that got me out of this damned hessian underwear would definitely be a blessing.

That evening the three gentlemen arrived together and I greeted them at the door in all my sissy finery.

‘So, you are Evette’s new maid, are you?’ One of them smiled.

‘Yes Sir,’ I curtsied feeling like a total wimp.

‘I’m Mr Davidson,’ the tall, dark haired gentleman with a bushy moustache introduced himself in a deep baritone. ‘This is Mr Greer,’ he said, gesturing to the grinning heavily muscled black man standing to his right. And this fine young man is Mr Simmonds,’ he finished, tipping his head towards a very overweight ginger haired younger man with a red sweating face.

Just then Mistress Evette appeared and told me sharply not to keep her guests waiting in the hallway but to show them in and get them refreshments.

They were all whiskey drinkers and I spent the first hour or so making sure to keep their tumblers full and well supplied with whiskey and ice while they chatted with my Mistress. Eventually she stood and excused herself insisting that the gentlemen should stay and make such use of her maid as they might deem fit. I tried to make eye contact with her as she left, hoping to plead with my eyes for her not to leave me with these men. I disliked them already. Mr Davidson was such a domineering know it all, Mr Greer looked so intimidating he made me tremble and Mr Simmonds was a disgusting fat sweaty pig who had stuffed his face since arriving with the savoury snacks I’d served. His front was covered in crumbs and he burped repeatedly.

Imagine my shock when, moments after Mistress Evette’s exit, Mr Davidson looked up at me where I stood at attention to one side and said, ‘Right Molly, beginning with Mr Greer, then Mr Simmonds and ending with me, you will suck each of us off and be very girly, slutty and enthusiastic about it. You will swallow our semen like the sissy faggot you are. Your Mistress has decided, quite rightly, that a decent maid should be well versed in worshipping men’s cocks as well as women’s pussies. Today will be your first lesson. I expect you to make up for your lack of experience with a great show of enthusiasm. You will apply your lips, mouth and tongue not only to our cocks but to our balls. Balls that I think you will find are heavier than usual with the sperm we’ve all been saving in anticipation of our visit today. So, let’s not waste any more time, you may begin!’

In a daze I approached Mr Greer with him sitting in the chair currently enjoying his single malt. I did as I was told, curtsying before him and dropping to my sissy knees. His legs were spread open. He stood up and told me to undo his pants. I sensed he was getting hard as I pulled his pants down and then his briefs. Incredibly and for the first time in my life another man's cock popped out in front of me. Mr Greer was circumcised, huge and thickly veined. Was this the normal size for a man’s cock, I wondered as my own far more modest appendage shrank in the confines of its prison. If I’d felt intimidated before, I felt ten times worse now as I tried desperately to convince myself of the pointlessness of comparing myself to other men. If I had ever been a man then I was one no longer in any real sense. I was a sissy, a maid whose duties included the servicing of her mistress’s guests. I had to convince myself to think in those terms and put behind me silly pointless ideas about masculinity or self-respect. After all I’d been through, I had to complete my probation whatever it took. I had to become the property of Mistress Evette, the most beautiful woman in the world. This would be the first time I had been so close to a real man’s cock though and I was terrified.

As he sat back down with me kneeling between his knees, I was the closest I’d ever been to another man’s cock but I knew I had to get a lot closer.

I was dimly conscious of Mr Davidson’s voice behind me saying, "Molly, remember your manners, ask for permission."

Red faced I then looked up into Mr Greer’s eyes and asked him, "May I please suck your cock, Sir?"

He asked, " Do you really want my cock Molly?"

What was I supposed to say? No, I fucking don’t! I’m not gay! I didn’t sign up for this! I just wanted to be a maid for a beautiful lady. I’m not fucking gay! The fact that I was on my knees in front of a half-naked man wearing a plastic pink sissy maid dress, stockings and heels, with my hair styled and makeup perfect made a mockery of my silent protestations. "Yes, I do Sir. I want to suck you off, and to have you cum down my sissy throat."

He firmly said, " Go ahead then bitch."

I leaned forward, cupped his balls with my left hand and held his huge warm cock with the other while I placed my head and mouth over his long, quickly hardening, shaft. It slipped between my moist lips and it felt so unique to my virgin mouth. It felt velvety and hard but warm too. I heard him moan and I knew I was off to a good start. I began to work it in and out, I couldn’t deep throat but I tried to get as much in as I could without gagging. I slipped my tongue all over it, desperately seeking to please him, to get him off.

Mistress Evette was the woman I wanted and needed to serve for the rest of my life. I simply could not countenance life without her. She had chosen to make this my last test of devotion to her and I could not fail, not now, not after I’d come so far and endured so much. I just wanted this to be over and hopefully, the better I did at sucking the disgusting cocks of these awful men, the sooner they would have their selfish relief and leave.

This went on and on for a number of minutes. His moaning, my moaning and lots of slobber. Like a good slut I really got into it and, to my surprise and embarrassment my chaste sissy dick wished it could get hard but it was trapped in its cage.

Mr Greer was getting there I could sense it; his cock was throbbing in my mouth. I heard him moan louder and louder. I felt his hands now on the back of my head. He pressed me onto his cock and soon an explosion of warm, goo filled my sissy mouth; my first taste of spunk. I fought to keep it all in and I swallowed every drop of his thick slimy semen. As he slipped his cock out of my mouth, he told me to lick it clean and I saw, my lipstick was smeared on his shaft. I looked up at Mr Greer and opened my mouth, showing him I had swallowed. He patted me on my head and smiled back. I thanked him and I then tucked his softening cock back into his briefs, pulled up his pants and zipped him up.

Mr Davidson told me to fix my lipstick as he handed me one of my lipstick tubes. I was to move onto Mr Simmonds next. As I began to crawl towards him, I could tell he was already very hot and ready to get a blow job from me. As I got to my knees before him, he took his right hand and braced my chin, tilting my head up towards him. His little piggy eyes pierced mine and he firmly asked, " What do you want to do for me you slut?"

I replied, "I would like to suck your cock Sir."

He excitedly said, "Really, then go ahead, unzip my pants and get to work bitch. Suck my balls first, get them nice and wet!"

I did as he said and unzipped his pants, pulling them down and then his briefs too. Bingo out popped about six and a half inches of uncut meat; a lot smaller than Mr Greer’s cock and, unlike his clean-shaven groin, surrounded with a thick red pelt of hair. His bulging balls were slick with sweat and I tried desperately not to gag as I licked them gently.

‘Suck them whore,’ he yelled at me. ‘Suck the sweat off my balls you fucking slut!’

Closing my eyes, I steeled myself and sucked one then the other into my mouth, rolling them on my tongue and sucking gently. With my right hand I tugged on his cock while he moaned and slapped the top of my head.

‘That’s enough ball sucking whore,’ he gasped. ‘Get my cock in your mouth, I’m going to cum so hard down your sissy throat I’ll fucking choke you!’ I could hear the other two men laughing in the background as I obeyed his disgusting command.

Minutes passed, he panted and moaned, his hands so firmly grasping my head and pressing me hard down onto his shaft where his pubic hair went up my nose. My head felt is like it was in a vice. He began to pelvic thrust into my mouth in an amazing face fuck, and then a blast of hot gooey, cum sprayed to the back of my mouth and ran down my throat. I almost gagged, there was so much of it! I slurped it up as fast as I could and soon, he pulled his shaft from my mouth. As he did a long string of cum dripped from the tip to land on my uniform. Mistress Evette had been right, that would definitely have stained if my uniform had not been shiny wipe-clean plastic. Before I could lick him clean, he took his cock in one hand and wiped it over my face, smearing it with the cum that continued to leak from the tip. Finally, after drying his wet cock in my hair he pushed me away and stood to allow me to pull up his briefs and pants.

Mr Davidson told me to again fix my lipstick then crawl towards him. I did as I was told and crawled towards him as he stood looking down at me. He smiled, grasped my chin and told me that he was pleased with me but I’d better work even harder to make him happy with an even better blow job, since he was my Mistress Evette’s good friend. He wanted me to be sluttier, more subservient, more desperate to please.

‘’I’ll try Mr Davidson Sir,’’ I gasped, ‘’I so want to please you with a very special blow job."

He coldly instructed me to pull his pants down and I did so. I then pulled down his briefs and I got to see his cock for the first time. His already rock-hard appendage  was not quite as long as Mr Greer’s but seemed even thicker. I was thinking there was no way I would be able to get my lips around such a monster as I wondered how my own life might have been different if I had been gifted with such a huge and impressive cock. Having my pick of women, I would surely never have become a pathetic sissy maid. Perhaps it might even have been me staring down at some pretty little sissy waiting obediently to please me by sucking my cock.

He remained standing as I grasped his heavy balls and took his cock between my wide-forced lips. I worked it over and slobbered on it submissively.  But after about 5-6 minutes he grabbed my head and like Mr Simmonds before him, he pressed me onto his shaft as he thrust into my sissy mouth. I was gagging and choking as he forced his cock down my throat, fucking my face. I wanted to push him away but I didn’t dare. With a huge effort of will I tried to relax my throat to accommodate him.

‘Hands behind your back whore!’ he groaned at me. Then, like a fire hose going off, his jizz exploded in thick, gooey, warmth into my mouth. I slurped it up, swallowed, slurped again, swallowed. There seemed to be gallons of it! I couldn’t swallow fast enough so it was leaking from the corners of my mouth, running down to drip from my chin and run down the front of my uniform.

Finally, the flow slowed and eventually stopped and I was able to submissively clean his shaft. I looked up at him and thanked him graciously as I did his pants back up. I really did feel like a complete cock sucking sissy slut now.

They all relaxed and talked about me for a while. I sat on my knees and remained quiet, wondering firstly if I should ask for permission to get some tissues to wipe the cum off my dress and secondly if would ever get the taste of cock out of my mouth. Mr Davidson told me to rise and then ordered me to clean myself up and go wash their whiskey glasses. I curtsied and he excused me. I curtsied again as I said, ‘’Yes Sir, thank you Mr Davidson."

When I returned to the lounge Mistress Evette was there and the men were standing to leave. We showed them to the door and without being told, in an effort to please my Mistress, I dropped to my knees and kissed the shoes of each gentleman, thanking him for his visit to my Mistress’s home.

‘I think you’ve converted her,’ Mistress Evette laughed. ‘I seem to have a little cock sucker for a maid now.’

‘Well, if you want more practice opportunities for her Evette, just let me know, we’d be happy to oblige, right guys?’

‘Absolutely!’ they both smiled.

‘I might just do that,’ Mistress Evette laughed. ‘Isn’t that kind of the gentlemen, Molly?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ I tried to smile, back on my feet and attempting a clumsy curtsy.

‘If you’re a very good gurl we might even be able to arrange for you to have a boyfriend,’ Mistress Evette mused to my horror.

‘I’d be up for that,’ Mr Simmonds blurted out as I hid behind my Mistress.

When she finally closed the door on her visitors and walked back into the lounge I could not help bursting into tears. It was all too much. I wasn’t gay. I was a sissy who loved her Mistress. I hated men and especially men’s cocks, I wasn’t fucking gay!

‘If I catch you crying Molly, I’ll give you something to cry for,’ Mistress shouted from the lounge. ‘I told you that you are my property. I will do as I please with my property. Now think yourself lucky you managed to please my guests and thereby please me. That is, after all your only purpose in life. Now get me a glass of wine and I’ll think about letting you kiss my feet and suck my toes as a reward for passing your probation.’


Chapter 10 – Probation Passed

"Molly are you ok?" Mistress Evette surprised me the next day by asking as I stood at the ironing board in my room working my way through a pile of blouses and skirts.

I said, "Oh yes Mistress, I'm very well, thank you."

She told me that even though she was a dominant Mistress, she wanted me to feel satisfied as the sissy girl she knew I wanted to live as. I told her that I was very satisfied being her sissy maid and servant and that, although some aspects were difficult, I had no regrets.

She sat on the edge of my bed and told me to remove my uniform and lie down. As I lay down, she held up the key to my chastity cage. She looked into my eyes and smiled saying, "Well maid Molly, your probation period has gone over so quickly. In just three months you have shown me a level of submissiveness and sissy slavery beyond anything I expected. I thought I'd have to be much harder on you."

As I looked up into her beautiful face I said quietly, ‘Thank you Mistress, I really want to be the best sissy maid I can be for you.’

She interrupted, ‘Make no mistake Molly, I demand the best from you and the more you give me the more I will demand. I will break you permanently. I will take from you forever what little is left of your manhood. Then I will take from you your rights as a human being. You will exist as nothing more than a slave. You will have little value to anyone. You will simply be used for the pleasure and convenience of anyone I give you to. But there may be times, when you do something that particularly pleases me, then I may reward you.’

I said happily, ‘Thank you Mistress.’

Mistress Evette then took a pair of latex gloves from a pocket in her long skirt, took the key and gently undid the lock on my chastity belt. It felt so good to be free from the tight confines of the belt I had been locked in for weeks. I lay back on the bed and smiled while I said, ‘Oh, thank you Mistress, thank you for being so kind to me.’

Mistress Evette said, ‘You’re wrong Molly, this is not kindness. You see, in depriving you of sexual release, I don’t want you to be without hope. That would lead, eventually to acceptance, then the pain of frustration would be less. I want you to know that your frustration will never be gone. You will live every day for the rest of your life wondering, hoping against hope, that just maybe today will be the day I allow you relief. I want you desperately eager to please me at all times but I don’t want to achieve that only through your fear of displeasing me. Although, you may rest assured, I will be using that method extensively. In fact, I intend to introduce you to my new dragon cane later today. No, I require also that you give your everything in the hope of earning my favour and consequently some small relief from your life of celibate slavery.’

I jumped as I felt Mistress's right hand begin to fondle my sissy dick. ‘Mmm, bbbbbvvff ohh,’ I gasped. It was the most wonderful sensation I’d ever experienced!

‘Good gurl Molly, just lay back and relax,’ She smiled as she began to fondle me more and more. She spoke of how pretty a sissy girl I made and that I was so feminine. She said I was very desirable as a slut and pretty as a sissy maid.

I was enjoying the hand job Mistress Evette was giving me. It felt so good as she played with my now engorged sissy dick. My arousal was growing and growing, but something Mistress had said was worrying me.

‘’I’m sorry if I’ve displeased you, Mistress,’ I gasped.

‘What do you mean?’ she queried.

‘You said you will use your new cane on me today. I don’t know what I’ve done wrong Mistress, but I’m really sorry! I tried very hard to please the gentlemen but I’ve never done anything like that before and…’

‘You silly girl,’ she laughed. ‘You don’t need to do anything wrong for me to cane you Molly. Or for that matter to paddle you, whip you, or put you in punishment bondage, all of which you will come to dread, I promise. It hasn’t escaped my attention how much you hate the hoop on the wall either. No, sissy girl, I will take my cane to you today purely for my own amusement. I want to watch you cry Molly; I want to hear you beg.’

Her words filled me with fear but also served to excite me even more. ‘Ohhh, please, Mistress, that feels so nice, Mmm ahhh,’ I cried out with passion. ‘You’re scaring me, but I can’t help it, you’re making me want to please you even more. If my pain is what it takes to make you happy then I want you to cane me!’

‘And what about when I want more than just your physical pain? What about when I want you to suffer the humiliating emasculation of providing services for real men like you did yesterday?’

‘Please Mistress Evette,’ I mumbled. ‘I’m not gay.’

‘Sissy sluts like you are becoming desirable sex toys in today's world, Molly. Dressed hot and sexy they can be attractive to both sexes and everything in between. Straight women, gay women, straight men, gay men, all can make use of sissies like you. Horny guys and sex starved husbands or boyfriends, often get off on sluts like you. To them you are just a hot chick,’ her voice excitedly added, ‘Your sexual preferences, gay or otherwise, are of no concern to such men. They just want a nice warm wet mouth to get off in. To men like Mr Davidson, they are not having sex with men. To them you are just a genderless sex object. Yes, they know you are sort of a chick with a dick, but, when that dick is locked away out of sight and out of use the symbolism is gone. You are not a man but not fully a woman either so you can be whatever your betters want to imagine you are.’

I interjected, ‘Please Mistress, I just want to serve you and make you happy.’

‘If that were really true Molly, then you would not concern yourself with silly ideas about your sexual orientation. You are a servant, a slave, a possession even. Do you think my washing machine worries about whether people think it might be gay simply because it gets used to wash men’s underwear as well as women’s?’

‘No Mistress,’ I breath, screwing my eyes shut in joy as her magical fingers do their teasing dance over my achingly hard cock.

‘Well then why should you? You have no more importance, no more rights than my washing machine and you can expect to receive no more consideration than it does…from me or any one of my friends. Is that clear now?’

‘Yes Mistress, I’m sorry Mistress, I’m so stupid, I just want to belong to you!’

Mistress happily said, ‘That's good Molly, I knew you would understand. You’re a true masochist just as I’m a true sadist. You might even say we were made for each other.’ She was teasing my sissy dick and running her delicate latex covered fingers over my swollen balls, I couldn’t stand it!

‘Please Mistress,’ I begged. ‘Please may I cum for you, please Mistress?’

’I’m not sure,’ she teased. ‘Do you deserve such a treat Molly? Are you going to be a good little sissy? Do you accept my ownership of you? To do with as I please?’

‘Yes Mistress, yes!’

‘You need to be absolutely sure my gurl, there will be no going back from here onwards. Your former life will be gone, like it never existed. Your new life will have only one purpose, to serve your Mistress. You will have no possessions, no friends, no hobbies, no outlets, nothing. You will have no will, no rights, no future but what I allow you. Are you sure you want that?’

‘Yes,’ I begged with all my heart. ‘Yes Mistress, yes!’

‘Cum then my little slut. Cum thinking about all the wet pussies, you will willingly lick, the hard cocks you will eagerly suck, the ladies who will beat you, the men who will fuck you! Think about how happy you will be to do all of that and more, just to please me.’

As her thumb gently rubbed the sweet spot under the head of my dribbling little sissy cock I exploded, screaming, ‘’Ahhhhhh, Miiiiiissssssttttttrrrrrrreeeeeessssss, Mistress, Mistress, I love you Mistress, I love you, I love…you.’

‘Good gurl Molly, you have officially passed your probationary period, good gurl.’ She raised her hand to show me where I had dribbled sissy cum on it and had me lick the latex glove clean. I was totally spent, lying in a daze. She stood up and was ready to leave. I managed to say, with a relaxing smile, ‘Thank you Mistress, I belong to you. I’ll do anything you say. I’ll serve your friends, both ladies and gentlemen in any way they require. I don’t care how embarrassing or how humiliating it is, I’ll do anything to please you because I love you.’

‘That’s nice to hear Molly,’ she smiled as she stood to leave. ‘You may get rid of these,’ she went on as she pulled off the latex gloves and tossed them at me. ‘Then you’d better continue with your ironing. As soon as Victoria gets home, we are going to string you up to the beam and take turns with that nice new cane. We’ll see if you still love me then won’t we? And get that chastity belt on right now you little slut! How dare you present yourself to your Mistress like that? I’m beginning to wonder if I’ve been too lenient with you. Oh well, you can be sure I won’t make that mistake again. No more hand jobs for you, not from me anyway. Perhaps if you ever manage to get back in my good books enough for me to unlock that cage again, you can ask one of your gentlemen callers to play with your little embarrassment.’

I nervously followed Mistress Victoria down the wooden steps to my cellar maid quarters. Entering I saw a bondage bench. It looked kind of like a large weight lifting bench with a padded top. Attached where the victim’s feet may be was a welded bar and some padded, leather ankle cuffs. Up front was another welded bar where their wrists would be secured by padded wrist cuffs and a padded base to place the head/neck in to be strapped in place. The whole thing would keep its captive locked in bondage in doggy position. Looking at it I didn’t' t think it looked that comfortable. But comfort was not its real purpose, bondage fucking was.

It had been delivered that morning and deposited in my room while I was busy upstairs licking the en-suite toilet seat clean while Mistress Evette stood over me tapping her riding crop against the side of her leg. ‘Let this be a lesson to you Molly,’ she smiled. ‘When you clean something in my house you had better do it properly because you may well be required to lick it afterwards.’

In the cellar now Mistress Victoria instructed me to get on the bench. I did so and she strapped my ankles in place. Before strapping my wrists in place, she told me to pull up my dress and petticoat and pull down my panties. She handed me some KY Jelly to lube up my virginal butt hole.

‘You’ll thank me for that later slut,’ she laughed.

I made sure to do it well, then placed my wrists in the cuffs, and Mistress Victoria did them up securely. Finally, I put my head in place on the pad and she strapped a collar round my neck. I was, without a doubt, locked and defenceless as, without a word she left me. As the sound of her heels clicking up the wooden stairs echoed around the bare featureless walls, I tried to calm my nerves. The light clicked off leaving me in darkness to await my visitors.

Apparently, Mr Davidson and his two friends Mr Greer and Mr Simmonds had thoroughly enjoyed introducing me to cock service and had offered Mistress Evette their services in breaking in my sissy ass too. So, just three weeks after my humiliating debut as a sissy cocksucker, there I was waiting to have my virgin asshole violated by not one but three men. In a way I was glad I was tied down as it at least allowed me the pretence of not going along with this willingly. Of course, I had surrendered myself to being tied down knowing full well what was coming (no pun intended), but perhaps I could save some small amount of face in front of the men who were to invade my most private place. I just hoped my Mistress was pleased with my surrender.

When the light clicked on and I heard male voices accompanying the sounds of heavy footfall on the stairs I was trembling. In hindsight it was perhaps just as well I was securely restrained as I’m not sure if I could have gone through with this otherwise.  Mister Davidson had a video camera set up on a tripod. He stood in front of me and my locked in place face, dropped his pants and briefs and kicked them both off. His cock was engorged with lust.

He laughed as he dick-slapped my face, then he asked, ‘Molly, what do you want?’

I replied as I’d been coached to, ‘I want you and the others to fuck me Sir. Please take my anal cherry.’

First up was Mr Simmonds and, in order for him to slip his stiff cock into my now nice and wet butthole, he had to lift his heavy belly and rest it on my back. The many uncomfortable and humiliating hours of being forced to wear the dildo attachment to my chastity cage as I went about my duties paid off as I felt his warm cock slide easily inside me. His plan of attack was rapid and without finesse, his thrusts hard as he enjoyed the sound of me grunting and moaning like the slut I was. Short sharp thrusts with the sound of slopping from my wet butthole. His ejaculation was large, gooey and thick. Sweat dripped from his brow onto my lower back as he finished his ejaculatory thrusts. Slurp was the sound made as he pulled his cock out of my butthole. He walked away with a wink and a smile for the camera.

Mister Greer then walked behind me. I couldn't see anything of what he was doing, but I soon felt his firm hands grasp my white, sissy bottom. He kneaded it and then began to pull my cheeks apart, exposing my butt hole. He began probing my most private hole with his stiff cock and soon he had it pushed right inside me. Much larger than the dildo I was used to, it hurt! But he began to work my bottom over and, between pain and lust, it was an incredible feeling. The pounding he was giving me was hard but rhythmic and I was almost delusional with feelings and lust.

The ass fucking, he gave me went on for I don’t know how long. His thrusts became harder and harder. I could sense he was about to blow his load of hot, creamy cum up my rectum. When he finally did the feeling was incredible; embarrassing, shameful and humiliating and yet so submissively erotic. His cock was erupting so deeply inside me I was sure I could taste his cum on my tongue. He was sweating and leaning over my back caressing my upper body with his hands, panting and forcing his fingers into my mouth. ‘There you go little maid, a butt full of my hot cum. What do you say?’

‘’Thank you, Sir," I mumbled around his invading fingers.

Then finally came Mister Davidson. He had stood watching the other two take their pleasure, wanking his huge cock and now he stepped forward to once more dick slap my face as he laughed at me. His was the fattest cock and I just hoped that the stretching his friends had given my butt hole would allow me to take that enormous dong without it tearing me. He then went around and slapped my bottom asking me, "What do you want slut?"

With nervous fear, I told him, "I want your huge cock inside me, Sir."

He then pulled my still wet and sloppy butt cheeks apart and probed my wet butthole with his stiff rod. It was too big, it wouldn’t go in.

‘Relax whore,’ he ordered. ‘I am fucking this tight sissy ass one way or another so just relax and let me in!’

An incredible feeling like a baseball bat being forced up my ass was followed by such a feeling of fullness I thought that I must soon feel that monster forcing its way up my throat and out of my mouth. I must have been screaming as Mr Simmonds grabbed my hair and forced his disgusting sloppy dick between my lips. ‘Suck on that and shut the fuck up!’ he sneered as my nose was buried in his sweat-slicked pubic hair.

When my ass eventually became accustomed to his size, Mr Davidson began thrusting, slow and short to start with then longer and harder, slapping my butt cheeks as he groaned out his lust. I wondered what it must feel like to be a real man like him, a man with a huge hard dick that he could thrust into the tight warm confines of a pathetic crying little sissy’s ass. How different would my life have been if I’d had a cock like that. Instead, I was doomed to be the snivelling sissy who had spent all morning making myself pretty for this man and his friends, even lubing my sissy asshole for his pleasure.

Then as Mr Greer took Mr Simmonds’s place, shoving his own, once more erecting cock between my submissive lips I knew, I could never have competed with these men. I was what I was meant to be, what I wanted to be; the property of my Mistress, a plaything for her friends.

‘Hey John,’ I heard Mr Greer call to Mr Davidson. ‘Hold off a minute, let me catch up and we’ll do this fucking slut together!’

‘Yea,’ Mr Simmonds yelled from off to one side. ‘Spit roast that fucking bitch!’

‘You’ll have to be quick,’ Mr Davidson gasped as he tried to slow his pace. ‘This fucking whore is squeezing down on my cock like she’s trying to milk me with her ass!’

Thankfully the two men soon reached their goals and shot wads of thick ropey goo up my butthole and down my throat. There was so much I thought I might drown in it but finally it was over and I lay panting for breath with Mr Davidson’s sweating body laid on top of me and cum leaking from the side of my mouth to drip onto the floor beneath me. I could feel more of it running from my stretched asshole running down my thighs and soaking the tops of my stockings.

‘Quick, let me in there,’ I dimly recollect hearing, as Mr Greer moved away to make room for Mr Simmonds who pulled my head up by my hair and forced his already spurting cock into my mouth.

"There you go slut, you aren’t a virgin anymore." Mr Greer cried as they all laughed and high fived each other.

The gentlemen put back on their briefs and pants and Mister Davidson released me. I got up off the bench but then fell to my knees before him to kiss his shoes before crawling across the floor to the other two and doing the same. I knew Mistress Evette would like that when she saw the video.

He said, "That's good Molly," as he ordered me to clean myself up and meet them up in the lounge when done. After leaning forward to kiss the toes of his boots again I rose unsteadily to my feet, curtsied to each of the men who had fucked me, then stumbled to the bathroom area.

Wads of toilet paper were used to wipe both the KY jelly and the cum out from my bum hole. I then pulled up my panties before adjusting my petticoat and dress. I had to look in the mirror to wipe more cum from my face and the front of my dress then reapply my makeup. It was a good thing I’d worn the plastic outfit again otherwise I would be risking failing a uniform inspection. As I walked upstairs in my heels, my ass was hurting telling me it had been thoroughly violated by real men.  I entered the lounge and curtsied. They were all watching the video on the TV and I was instructed to serve refreshments.

Later that night as I was about to curtsy and leave Mistress Evette’s bedroom after helping her get ready for bed, she reminded me, ‘You are my property Molly, to be used and abused as I see fit. Your wishes, your desires, your hopes are of no concern to me or my friends. You would do well to remember that.’’

’Yes Mistress,’ I curtsied as submissively as I could. ‘I will, thank you Mistress.’

As I drifted off to sleep on my cold and thin rubber mattress, I thought about my journey to date. It had been incredible. Though I knew I would have much more to endure, I also knew I would do whatever it took to please my Mistress.

As if I didn’t have enough to do, Mistress Victoria announced to me one day that she had ‘hired me out’ for domestic duties. Apparently, Mr Greer had expressed an interest in obtaining a maid of his own and Mistress Victoria had very kindly offered my services on an occasional basis until he found someone permanent.

So it was that he arrived home at the end of his work day, having called at the gym on his way home. He was still hot and sweaty when I greeted him at the door of his house with a curtsey. He dropped into his favourite armchair in the living room and I served him a cold beer with a curtsy. I had spent all day cleaning his house and doing his laundry and, although worn out, I felt quite pleased with what I’d achieved.

"Dinner will be ready to be served soon Sir."

If I was expecting some sort of show of gratitude, I was disappointed as, grinning at me, he said, "You have time to suck me off then, slut."

With a sigh and a submissive curtsy, I replied, "Yes Sir."

I then pulled down his gym shorts and diligently sucked him off until he kindly gave me a pre-dinner treat to swallow. It was a new experience, sucking him when he was all sweaty like that but, the fact that he was comfortable enough in his disregard for my feelings to treat me that way, made me feel weirdly proud. This man really did see me as nothing more than a convenience. As far as he was concerned, I was just a thing, with no rights or feelings. The thought gave me goose bumps as I realised, I was really becoming the worthless sissy slut Mistress Evette wanted me to be.

Mister Greer had a nice meal. I got to eat the scraps he left from a bowl on the kitchen floor. Desperate to please him and secure a good report to Mistress Victoria, I thanked him for the privilege with another curtsey before getting down to eating the cold leftovers.

‘Victoria told me you have to accept everything I do to you or allow anyone else to do to you. You are a born slut. That much is obvious, otherwise you would not have gone along with everything I’ve done to you so far. My job as your Master and superior in every way, is to show you just how much of a slut you really are. As long as you are in my house you are my property and I will continue to find more and more extreme ways to humiliate and abuse you. It’s what you need, what you were born for, do you understand?’

Scared but knowing he was right, I got up, curtsied and thanked him. ‘Good gurl,’ he smiled. ‘Now, after putting on such a show for me tonight, I think you should take responsibility for the results.’

I looked down at the bulge in his trousers and knew I would have to take care of his cock once more before I could go home to my Mistress’s house.

I was so emotional right then that I came up to him, dropped to my knees and put my hands on his thighs.

He looked at me smiling and said, ‘Can I help you with something slut?’

I said, ‘Yes, Sir, please may I suck your wonderful cock?’

My own sissy dick after weeks of chastity was desperately trying to grow hard once again. After all the worry of not wanting to be gay I had finally realised that what really excited me, what had my poor imprisoned cock striving desperately for the space to get hard, was being used and abused. It didn’t matter whether my abuser was a man or a woman just so long as they treated me with utter contempt. It was what drove me; that and my desperate love for my Mistress.

Mister Greer, stood and let me pull down his shorts once more. He then sat back down and I began to play with his huge stiff cock. Soon I moved my lips over it, kissing its bulbous head, before stretching my jaw to take as much of him as possible into my warm wet mouth. He was soon moaning with joy and things were getting hot, very passionately hot.

To my surprise though, he had me get off his cock and just kneel on the floor, butt up in the air, hands out front, then eased up the short skirt of my uniform to pull aside the crotch of my panties. He took a tube of KY and then, with his finger, began to lube my butthole. Soon I felt his cock begin to work it into my private place. It was a little easier than last time and soon plunged up my sissy ass.

"Ugh, Umm, Ohhh, ahhh, ugh," I repeatedly said, as he began to pound my bum hole.

He moaned and so did I, we moved as if we were one, each thrust he gave me had me moving my hips forward and backwards too. My locked up sissy dick would have been rock hard if not for the unyielding metal walls of its prison. For the first time I was actually enjoying being fucked by a man, a real man, a man who, with my Mistress’s permission, owned me and I was enjoying it. 

Suddenly it got even better as he withdrew his cock and ordered me up onto my back on the couch. ‘I want to look at your face while I fuck you, slut!’ he growled.

‘Yes Sir,’ I gasped as he took my stockinged ankles in his hands and hooked them over his shoulders. ‘Ohh, ugh!, Ummm, ahhh, ohh, Sir, oh it feels so good.’ I cried out as he thrust into me, trapping both my wrists in one of his huge hands and locking them above my head. I’d never felt so utterly helpless, so dominated.

In a hot passionate voice he taunted me, ‘You like that bitch? Feels good right slut?’

I was almost in tears of passion, ‘Oh, oh Sir, yes, yes, ahh, ahhh ohhhh!’

My words were smothered as he locked his lips over mine, forcing his tongue between my lips, invading my mouth with it as he invaded my ass with his cock. Blissful seconds later he filled my butthole with blast after blast of his hot, gooey, cum, grunting his release into my mouth. I couldn’t move, I couldn’t breathe but I didn’t care, I needed to cum myself, to cum with my Master, to cum FOR my Master;

As lay on top of me panting, our hearts pounding together, I was still crying but now it was from sheer frustration. Everyone around me got to cum whenever and however they wished and often as a result of my devoted efforts, while my needs were ignored completely. To make my frustration worse I felt so ashamed that I so wanted and needed to cum with another man’s cock in my ass. So much for my protestations of not being gay. I wasn’t, I knew I wasn’t but I was just so desperate, so in need of relief I would take it where ever I could get it.  

When he finally got up, he looked down at the cum dripping from his still semi hard cock.

‘Lick it off now! Then lick my cock clean. I’m show you what happens to naughty ungrateful sluts who take advantage of their Master’s kindness!’ he growled at me. ‘Fetch me the belt from my trousers whore!’

In a panic I rushed to obey. What had I done wrong? I’d tried so hard to please him. I’d slaved away all day doing housework for him then I’d made myself a cock sucking whore for him. I had nothing else to give. Who knew how long it would be before I got another opportunity for relief to begin with? But a bad report to Mistress Victoria could only make it even longer I knew. Tears of frustration turned to tears of pain and humiliation as he beat me. Begging for mercy was pointless but I did it anyway, I couldn’t help it.

When Mistress Victoria called to collect me, I was so relieved I ran to her and dropped to my knees to kiss her gorgeous leather boots.

‘Oh my, someone is pleased to see me,’ she smiled. ‘Has she behaved herself?’

‘Not really,’ Mr Greer answered. ‘As you can see, I had to take my belt to her. She’s far too interested in her own needs and perverted desires to properly take care of anyone else’s.’

‘I see,’ Mistress Victoria answered coolly. ‘We’d better get you home then Molly so that you can explain to your Mistress why you decided to embarrass her by failing to perform a few simple tasks for her good friend.’

Things seemed to go a little better when a couple of weeks later I was loaned to Mr Simmonds under similar circumstances. After a long day of housework, I’d served his meal and it was almost time for Mistress Victoria to arrive. Mr Simmonds kindly allowed me to use the time profitably by applying my tongue to his leather Doc Martin boots. When he was satisfied with my obeisance, I was allowed to rise from my knees and curtsey with a thank you to him. As I moved to leave the room, he called me back, ‘’Where are you going slut? Did I say you could leave? Get back here, lean over my desk and lift your sissy dress and petticoat out of the way.’’

Mr Simmonds then grabbed a tube of lubricant and came behind me to firmly pull my panties down to my knees. I heard his belt loosen and his pants zipper being pulled down. I was staring to my front and not daring to look back over my shoulder as he squirted out some lube on his fingers and began to lube up my butthole.

‘You’re a dirty little slut maid Molly and I'm going to bang you like the whore you are! What kind of man wears a sissy dress and sucks off other men? I’m gonna fuck you like the slut you are!’

‘Yes Sir, thank you Sir, please fuck me Sir!’ I was a desperate mess having gone so many days and weeks without gaining the slightest relief for my own raging frustration. I needed to cum so bad! If I could just get enough stimulation to my prostate, maybe I could relieve the pressure. It would hardly count as an orgasm, certainly not in the same league as the ones I was providing for my betters, but I was a pathetic, owned sissy and beggars can’t be choosers!

Soon Mr Simmonds was lifting his huge belly onto my back as he began probing my butthole. It hurt as he stuffed his hard cock up inside me, but once in, it began to feel better, oh so much better! He thrust gently at first, working his hard cock, through the lube up my butthole to where he wanted to be, deep inside of the squirming, wriggling, desperate little sissy slut beneath him until I could feel the roughness of his thick wiry pubic hair scratching at my soft white bum cheeks. The sound of us both moaning in lust filled the room. I stared in front of me, my upper body lying flat on the top of his desk, his weight pressing me down. Mr Simmonds moaned and panted, his rhythm and thrusting getting ever more intense. I felt as if I was going to fall off my 5-inch heels. Minutes passed and both of us were delirious with lust. I so wanted him to shoot his load of creamy, cum juice up my rectum. But I needed to cum myself. If I could just get a little bit more friction on my prostate, if he would just last another minute!

"Ahh, ugh, ummm ohh!"  Mr Simmonds yelled over and over as each pelvic thrust sent a wad of goo moving up through his hard cock, bursting from the end and jetting hot semen into my bowels. That was the trigger that finally tipped me over the edge and we both groaned with joy. His joy was pure ecstasy though, while mine was tinged with frustration and fear. Yes, I was finally able to release the built-up backlog of semen from my swollen sensitive blue balls but, without being able to get hard, with no friction, no sensation on my locked away cock, it was a bitter sweet and short-lasting victory. Perhaps even worse, after the severe dressing down and prolonged severe punishments I’d received from Mistress Evette only two weeks ago because of my selfish behaviour when Mr Greer had fucked me, I was now in serious trouble!

His thrusting slowed and then stopped. He smoothly pulled out of my butthole and stepped away. No lingering embrace from a lover, no lying together to enjoy the aftershocks of an exciting and enjoyable bout of love making, no tender words or caresses. Just the realisation that I had betrayed my Mistress. I had ignored her instructions to concentrate only on pleasing whoever had decided to use me for their own satisfaction. Mistress Victoria had warned me last time when I’d behaved so appallingly when Mr Greer had used me, Mistress Evette had punished me for my selfishness and yet still I had been unable to find the strength to resist temptation.

I was slowly getting back up off Mr Simmonds’s desk and beginning to turn towards him when he told me to drop back onto my knees.

‘Lick your disgusting slime off my desk you dirty little whore! Who the fuck gave you permission to cum?’

As I humbly licked my own cum from the polished wood I sobbed my apology. He would tell Mistress Victoria I knew he would. I knew my pleading was in vain but I kept it up anyway even turning to lick his dick clean without being told to before then tucking it back in his underwear and pulling up his pants. As I obeyed, I was acutely aware of how I was once more being put in my place as nothing more than a convenient cum dump. The only difference between me and a toilet bowl that these men might jack off into was that I had the added benefit of helping them dress afterwards. As he walked out telling me to clean myself up and put myself back together, I mumbled, ‘Yes, sir.’

He chimed back, ‘You’re a worthless slut Molly but your ass feels marginally better than my hand so I’ll be fucking you again whenever I feel like it. But if you ever do that again I’ll beat that sissy ass of yours till you pass out.’

‘Yes sir,’ I said. ‘I’m so sorry Sir, it won’t happen again I swear! Thank you, Sir.’

I got myself all back together after wiping the lube and semen from my backside with some wads of tissue, then headed into the hallway to nervously await Mistress Victoria.

I was tired and looking forward to lying on my thin latex mattress to get some sleep but I knew that would not be happening for a while yet. First, I would have to tidy up the mess that my Mistress’s would have made in my absence. ‘Just because you decide to swan off to enjoy the kind attentions of some handsome young man who has felt sorry enough for you to offer you an opportunity to serve him, don’t think you will be excused your duties here young lady. They will be here waiting for you on your return,’ I remembered Mistress Evette had warned me.

‘As will my cane to offer you some encouragement should you need it!’ Mistress Victoria had joined it as they both laughed at my sad expression.

‘Then there would be my recent selfish act to be dealt with. Would Mistress Evette punish me straight away or leave me in anxious dread until morning?


Chapter 11: Problem Solved

It turned out to be a restless night of anticipation and anxiety which culminated with me standing in my sissy underwear in my cellar maid’s room timidly facing the cold stares of Mistress Evette and Mistress Victoria as they circled around me, each menacingly tapping a riding crop against their leather boots. My wrists were locked together behind my back and pulled up to a ring in the large timber ceiling beam, forcing me to bend over. My ankles were pulled apart and tied to rings in the floor. It was an extremely uncomfortable position to be in, a strappado Mistress Victoria called it. My legs wouldn’t stop shaking and my arms felt like they were being pulled out of their sockets.

‘I thought I could trust you to behave yourself Molly,’ Mistress Evette began. ‘But it seems you are incapable of thinking of anything but your own selfish desires.’

‘I’m sorry Mistress Evette I wanted to behave, really I did! I wanted you to be proud of me! It’s just so hard when I go so long without relief, I can’t think straight, I….OWWWW!’ I cried as I felt the full force of Mistress Victoria’s crop bite into the back of my legs.

‘Silence slut!’ she bellowed at me.

‘So, you’re not an ungrateful, disobedient little slut after all then, is that what you’re saying, Molly? Your disgusting behaviour is actually my fault because I don’t allow you free reign to play with your little embarrassment whenever the mood takes you.’ Mistress Evette demanded as she pushed the end of her own crop under my chin to lift my eyes to stare into hers. She was so beautiful and so domineering in her tight jodhpurs and fitted silk blouse, I ached to drop to my knees and kiss her knee length leather boots.

‘No Mistress,’ I pleaded as I started to cry. I loved this beautiful woman, worshipped her, and I’d let her down. In a moment of stupid weakness, I’d betrayed her. I deserved her disappointment and her anger. ‘It’s my fault for being an ungrateful, unworthy fool. I’m so sorry for letting you down Mistress. Please give me another chance Mistress, please!’

‘But if you can’t find it in yourself to stop acting like a little slut with every man who looks at you, then I will have to do it for you, Molly.’

‘Yes, Mistress Evette, please Mistress Evette, I’ll do anything you say, I don’t care, I just want to serve you, to be your maid! Please Mistress Evette!’

‘Enough of your babbling gurl!

In future you will be secured in this position about once a month to be milked of that nasty filthy slime you seem so keen on depositing in inappropriate circumstances and inappropriate locations. Your chastity belt came with another dildo attachment we haven’t used yet, a vibrating one which Victoria is about to introduce you to.’

I jumped as much as I was able to in my awkward, uncomfortable position as I felt cold lubricant in my most private place then the now familiar feeling of something hard invading my bottom. Although cold initially it was actually not too large and quite pleasant. I felt it turning as Mistress Victoria pushed it deeper then locked it into place in the chastity belt making its removal impossible without the key she placed in her pocket.

‘Don’t get too excited my disobedient little slut maid,’ Mistress Evette smiled coldly. ‘This will not be an entirely enjoyable experience for you. As your only means of relief it will become something you yearn for desperately but accompanied as it will be by a thorough beating both before and after it will, at the same time, be something you will come to dread most fearfully. Shall we begin Victoria my love?’

The blows from the crops of my two Mistresses came slowly and fairly lightly at first, making me flinch and close my eyes tightly. Soon though, both the pace and severity increased with each lady choosing her target and laughing as she aimed and launched her viciously effective implement of punishment against my trembling defenceless bottom and the backs of my thighs. The lack of a gag allowed me to cry and beg as much as I wanted to but that seemed only to add to their sadistic enjoyment.

When they finally stopped, I was sobbing uncontrollably.

‘I trust that has put you in a suitable frame of mind for your milking gurl,’ Mistress Evette stated as she took a small remote from her pocket and pressed a button.

A throbbing began deep inside my ass that made me cry out again, straining my now sore throat. The feeling was unlike anything I’d ever experienced.

‘We shall leave you to it Molly,’ Mistress Evette smiled. ‘I believe the vibrations you’re experiencing will be sufficient to induce a flow of semen from your useless little balls but without triggering an actual orgasm. Very frustrating I should imagine but then that’s what you get for not having the decency to obey your Mistress and control your filthy urges. We’ll be back to finish off your session with another well-deserved beating. I trust that the thought of that will further diminish any enjoyment you might otherwise have obtained from your milking. Sissy maids are there to be used in the furtherance of the sex lives of their betters. The idea that they could ever enjoy such things themselves is quite ridiculous, as I’m sure you will soon come to agree.’

‘Ha,’ laughed Mistress Victoria, ‘Pun definitely intended! See you soon little slut, don’t go away, will you? I’m so looking forward to caning you on our return.’

The following minutes or hours or whatever they were became a pure hell of frustration! The dildo was programmed to produce a variety of vibrations in a range of frequencies for constantly changing time durations with varying length breaks between.  Even though the cage made it impossible to get even semi-hard, over and over I was brought to the verge of cumming, only to be denied. Long, unbearable periods of hovering on the very cusp of ecstatic relief had me sweat soaked and exhausted. At first all I wanted was to cum, but soon all I wanted was for it to stop; I couldn’t stand it anymore. Yet still it continued as I stared down in dismay and humiliation at the cum dripping from my chastity cage to form a growing puddle on the painted concrete floor between my violently tremoring legs. My arms hurt so much but I could do nothing to alleviate the pain. In fact, by the time the ladies returned I was panicking about the possibility of passing out and having them dislocated from my shoulders.

‘Having fun Molly?’ Mistress Victoria asked.

‘She should be,’ laughed Mistress Evette, as she clicked her remote to finally end the torture of the vibrating dildo. ‘You did want sexual relief didn’t you Molly? Wasn’t that why you disobeyed me, to get yourself off? Well, you’re in luck, aren’t you? You’ll have regular opportunities now which means you’ll be better able to concentrate of the needs of your betters when they are kind enough to make use of you. Won’t you?’ Crack, the long bamboo cane she was carrying bit into the outside of my right thigh. Crack, Mistress Victoria landed her own cane in the exact same place on my opposite leg. So, it went on with me hanging from the ceiling, helpless, hopeless, defeated. Finally, I knew what it meant to be truly owned.

When it was over Mistress Victoria released my ankles first so I could try to take some of the weight off my wrists as she released those from the ceiling but left them tied behind my back. There was no way I could have stood but I didn’t want to. My place was at the feet of those two viciously cruel beautiful creatures. Part of me knew I should have been angry, outraged even, but all I felt was awe for these amazing creatures. I was nothing compared to them and yet I was so incredibly fortunate to have the opportunity to worship at their feet.

‘You can stop licking my boots maid and go clean up your mess. Lick it off the floor like the worthless piece of shit you are,’ Mistress Victoria yelled at me.

‘Good gurl Molly,’ Mistress Evette soothed as she crouched down beside me to watch me lapping my own cum from the cold floor.

‘I love you Mistress,’ I mumbled pausing in my duty.

‘Of course, you do you silly gurl,’ she laughed. ‘A maid should love her Mistress, should worship her, should constantly ache to please her, should live only to be of service to her without the slightest concern as to the price she might have to pay for such a privilege. Is that how you feel Molly?’

‘Yes, Mistress Evette,’ I sobbed.

‘Good,’ she smiled as she stood to leave. ‘We might make something useful of you yet. Are you coming Victoria dear?’

‘I’ll be up in a minute, I just want to make sure our maid is comfortable,’ Mistress Victoria responded.

‘Come here slut,’ she urged me as she moved over to the wall with the dreaded Punishment Hoop.

‘Oh no Mistress Victoria, please!’ I begged when I realised her intentions. ‘Please Mistress Victoria, I’ll be good I promise!’

‘I would hardly call speaking without being spoken to ‘good’ you stupid gurl! Now are you going to get over here or would you prefer me to string you up for another caning then leave you there for the night?’

I was aching all over even before she secured my collar to the Hoop but it got worse, much worse, very quickly.

‘No more orgasms for you now slut. They were always going to be rare treats for you but now they are gone forever and you have no one to blame but yourself. At least you’ll get regular relief, maybe once a month or so, when we milk you like we did today. Not that there is likely to be much enjoyment for you in that, not with the cage being left locked and a serious beating before and after. But I suppose beggars can’t be choosers can they slut?’ she smiled as she crouched down to spit full in my face. ‘A small token of my respect maid Molly,’ she laughed. ‘Now let me see, what level shall we have?’

To my horror she had the remote control for the vibrating dildo and was turning it back on. I couldn’t take any more of that, I really couldn’t!

‘I’m going upstairs to make love to your beautiful Mistress in our gorgeous comfortable bed now and while I do, I’m going to think about you down here, suffering, crying, dribbling, like the pathetic loser you are. Maybe, if I can be bothered, I’ll come back and release you after we’re done. Or maybe I won’t. Who knows? Who cares? You’ll be sure to let me know how long those batteries last won’t you slut?’ she laughed to herself as she walked away.
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