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Chapter 1
The Maid’s Valentine


The lock clicked shut with a finality that made my stomach twist. Amy always loved doing it that way—sliding the cold metal cage onto me while I knelt at her feet, teasing me with her fingers just enough to get me straining, then snapping the lock closed right when I thought she might show mercy. The sound always left me lightheaded. It wasn’t just metal around my cock. It was control, the end of any hope of release.

“Perfect,” she said brightly, like she was talking about a piece of furniture she’d just arranged. Her nails tapped against the tiny brass padlock once, twice, as though testing it. “Exactly where it belongs. And exactly how I want you for tonight.”

I swallowed hard. I already knew what she had planned. She’d been dropping hints for weeks, circling Valentine’s Day on the calendar with a heart, making little comments about how she deserved to feel special. And tonight… she was going to remind me what “special” really meant.

When I looked up, Amy was already pulling the maid’s uniform from the hanger in our closet. Black and white, with a frilly apron and puffed sleeves, the skirt indecently short. Stockings with a lace trim. Heels that always made my legs ache after even an hour of standing.

She held it against my chest with a grin that was equal parts cruel and playful. “You know the drill, Brendan. I want the house spotless. Floors vacuumed, surfaces shining, candles lit. Drinks chilled. Everything perfect for when we get back.”

I almost asked her what “we” meant. But I didn’t need to. The way she lingered on that word, the way her eyes sparkled with mischief—it was obvious. Tonight wasn’t ours. Tonight belonged to her and someone else.

“Yes, Amy,” I murmured, lowering my eyes.

She tilted my chin up with one finger until I had no choice but to meet her gaze. “Not Amy,” she corrected softly. “Mistress. You’ll remember that while you’re scurrying around like a good little maid, won’t you?”

My throat tightened. “Yes, Mistress.”

The word made her smile. She kissed my forehead in mock affection, then handed me the uniform. “Get dressed. You’ve got work to do.”

I changed quickly, the shame heating my cheeks as each piece slid into place. The stockings clung tight to my legs, the garter straps snapping against my thighs. The dress felt absurdly girlish, the ruffled apron bouncing every time I moved. I caught sight of myself in the mirror and almost flinched—my reflection didn’t look like a husband anymore. It looked like a parody of a maid, a feminized servant made to kneel and obey.

But the cage between my legs throbbed, and I knew Amy was right. This was where I belonged.

The next hour blurred into frantic activity. I vacuumed every room, polished every glass, straightened the couch pillows three times until they looked just right. Amy’s perfume lingered in the air—floral, intoxicating, cruelly out of reach. She got ready in the bedroom with the door open, humming to herself while I scrubbed and dusted.

When I dared to glance inside, she was at her vanity, pulling on sheer black stockings that shimmered against her skin. A garter belt. A lacy red bra that pushed her cleavage high. I froze in the doorway, unable to stop staring.

She caught my reflection in the mirror and smirked. “Jealous?”

My cage throbbed so hard it hurt. “Yes, Mistress.”

She stood and smoothed her dress down—scarlet silk that hugged her waist and flared at the hips, ending just above her knees. Elegant, devastating. She was the picture of Valentine’s perfection.

“Good,” she said, slipping on a pair of heels that matched the dress. “That’s exactly how I want you tonight. Jealous. Hungry. Desperate. While I’m out with someone who can actually satisfy me.”

The words sliced through me. I wanted to argue, to remind her I was her husband. But the lock around my cock made the truth undeniable. She was right. She would be satisfied tonight—but not by me.

By the time the doorbell rang, my nerves were shredded. I was kneeling at the base of the stairs like Amy had instructed, hands folded neatly in my lap, my heart racing so hard I thought it might burst.

She glided down the stairs like a queen, purse in hand, lips painted crimson. She paused long enough to look me over with approval. “You’ve done well, maid. Everything looks perfect.”

The bell chimed again. She smirked and opened the door.

Greg stood there. Tall, broad-shouldered, wearing a black button-up and slacks that fit him far too well. His smile widened when he saw her, and he pulled her in for a kiss that left no doubt what kind of evening they had ahead.

I stared at the floor, my cheeks burning, my cage aching with humiliation.

Amy broke the kiss just long enough to glance back at me. “Do wait up, Brendan. Keep everything tidy for when we get home. And have the champagne ready.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered.

And then the door closed behind them, leaving me alone in the silent, spotless house.

The hours that followed were torture. I tried to keep busy—rearranging the wine glasses, re-fluffing the couch cushions, dusting the mantle even though I’d already done it twice. But my mind kept spinning, conjuring images of Amy laughing across a candlelit table, Greg’s hand sliding up her thigh, his lips on her neck.

I knelt in the living room, staring at the flickering candles, my cage throbbing with every imagined scene. The humiliation was suffocating. This was Valentine’s Day. I should have been the one making her feel special. Instead, I was a maid in a frilly dress, scrubbing baseboards and waiting to serve when they returned.

And the worst part was—I was hard the entire time. Hard, locked, throbbing, dripping. My need built until I could hardly breathe, every tick of the clock driving me deeper into desperation.

When I finally heard the front door creak open again, my whole body jolted like a shock had gone through me.

I scrambled into position by the couch, head bowed, hands clasped neatly.

Their laughter drifted in first—Amy’s soft and musical, Greg’s deep and confident. The sound of her heels clicking against the floor, followed by the heavy thud of his shoes.

“Everything looks lovely,” Amy said as she tossed her purse on the table. She glanced at me, her eyes glinting. “Doesn’t it, Greg? My maid worked so hard for us.”

Greg chuckled low in his throat, his arm already wrapped around her waist. “You weren’t kidding,” he said, looking straight at me. “He really does look the part.”

Amy leaned into him, her lips brushing his ear. “Oh, he is the part. And tonight, he’s going to serve us properly.”

Her eyes flicked to me, and I knew Valentine’s had only just begun.


Chapter 2
Their Return


The sound of the door clicking shut behind them was like a judge’s gavel, final and damning. Amy didn’t even look at me at first. Her laughter bubbled up as Greg bent down to whisper something in her ear, his hand already sliding up the small of her back, fingers brushing the curve of her ass as though it belonged to him. She tilted her head to give him her mouth again, and the kiss that followed was so deep, so wet, that I felt my stomach knot.

I stayed where I had been told to wait: kneeling on the rug in the living room, hands folded neatly in my lap, eyes lowered. The maid’s skirt puffed ridiculously around my thighs, the lace apron brushing against my cage every time I shifted. The cage itself throbbed with an ache that bordered on pain, a reminder of everything I wasn’t allowed to have.

Amy finally pulled away from Greg, though her lips lingered against his jaw. “See?” she said, gesturing vaguely in my direction. “House spotless, candles lit, champagne waiting. My little maid knows how to take care of things when I’ve got… other priorities.”

Greg’s laugh was low, approving. “Very impressive.”

Heat rushed to my face. I could feel Greg’s eyes on me, heavy, amused, evaluating. I wanted to melt into the rug, disappear into the floorboards, anything but kneel there in lace and silk while my wife presented me like some kind of accessory.

Amy reached for the champagne bucket I’d left by the couch. “Maid,” she said crisply. “Glasses.”

I scrambled to my feet, wobbling slightly on the heels, and hurried to fetch the crystal flutes I’d polished three times earlier. My hands trembled as I held them out on a silver tray, the way she liked.

Greg’s hand was on her waist again, tugging her close. “He’s well-trained,” he murmured against her hair.

Amy’s smile widened. “Oh, he is. Aren’t you, Brendan?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I managed, my voice small, cracking.

She took the glasses from the tray, handed one to Greg, then filled them both herself, letting the golden bubbles rise. She didn’t bother with a toast. She just pressed her glass to Greg’s, clinked once, and then kissed him again before taking a sip.

I set the tray down carefully, my chest tight. The sound of their lips smacking, the muffled hum of her pleasure—it was all too much.

Amy sank onto the couch with Greg beside her, her body angled toward him, her legs crossed in a way that left her dress riding high on her thigh. Greg’s hand slid there immediately, as though it had always belonged.

I stood awkwardly by the armrest until Amy snapped her fingers. “Kneel, maid. At my feet.”

Obedience was automatic. I sank back to my knees on the plush rug, my cage biting as the skirt flared around me.

She sipped her champagne leisurely, one hand resting on Greg’s chest, the other playing idly with the stem of the glass. Then she tilted her head toward me, her eyes gleaming. “Tell me, Brendan. How do we look together?”

My mouth was dry. “Beautiful, Mistress.”

“Hmm,” she purred, leaning to kiss Greg’s neck. “That’s right. We look natural. Like we belong this way. And you… well, you look exactly how you should. On your knees. In lace. Watching.”

Greg chuckled and took another sip of champagne, his fingers stroking circles higher up her thigh. “He’s quiet,” he observed.

Amy smirked. “Oh, he’s shy. But he feels everything. Don’t you, maid? Your cage is already throbbing, isn’t it?”

I swallowed hard, my voice breaking. “Yes, Mistress.”

Her laughter was cruel and melodic. She set her glass down and turned her full attention to Greg, straddling his lap with a fluid motion that made my breath catch. She kissed him deeply, grinding against him, her dress sliding higher until I could see the tops of her stockings.

Every moan she made seemed louder than the last, deliberate, staged for my ears. I couldn’t look away. My whole body shook with humiliation and desire.

She finally pulled back, breathless, and glanced down at me. “Look at him, Greg. Look at how desperate he is. He can’t even touch himself, but he’s trembling just watching me kiss you.”

Greg’s eyes flicked to me, his smirk wide. “Pathetic,” he said simply.

The word pierced straight through me. I lowered my gaze, shame flooding me, but the cage betrayed me—my cock straining uselessly, pulsing harder than ever.

Amy tangled her fingers in Greg’s hair, tugging his head back for another kiss. “Mmm, maybe pathetic,” she murmured, “but useful. He’ll fetch drinks, refill glasses, make sure we don’t have to lift a finger.”

She snapped her fingers again without even looking. “Champagne, maid. More.”

“Yes, Mistress.” My voice was hoarse. I scrambled to refill their glasses, my hands clumsy, terrified of spilling a single drop.

When I set them back down, Amy deliberately shifted on Greg’s lap, grinding against the bulge in his pants. She moaned into his mouth, exaggerated, sinful. My chest squeezed so tight I thought I’d pass out.

Every second was agony. Agony, and yet—I was harder than I’d ever been in my life.

Amy sipped again, her lipstick leaving a crimson print on the rim of her glass. Then she leaned back against the cushions, Greg’s arm draped possessively around her shoulders. “Maid,” she said softly, dangerously. “Do you know what I was thinking while Greg kissed me at dinner?”

I shook my head, my voice barely audible. “No, Mistress.”

She smiled, wicked. “I was thinking how good it felt to be wanted by a real man. How different it is from your little cage scraping at my thigh while you beg for permission. How I deserve this.”

Greg kissed her temple approvingly.

“And do you know what else I thought?” she continued, her voice dropping low. “That the best Valentine’s gift you could ever give me is sitting there on your knees, watching, serving, aching, while I have everything I want in someone else.”

Her words sank into me like nails. My throat tightened. My cage pulsed. I whispered the only thing I could. “Yes, Mistress.”

She laughed softly, turning her head to catch Greg’s lips again. They kissed lazily, deeply, while I sat frozen at their feet, my whole body trembling.

For the rest of the evening, I wasn’t a husband. I wasn’t even a man. I was a maid, kneeling in lace, serving drinks and snacks, watching my wife sink deeper into another man’s arms while she reminded me—again and again—what a real man looked like.


Chapter 3
Serving and Watching


Greg settled deeper into the couch, spreading his legs wide like the space was already his. Amy curled against him, draping her body across his chest, her crimson dress slipping high enough to reveal the dark tops of her stockings. The sight twisted something deep inside me. She had chosen that lingerie for Valentine’s—lingerie I thought she would wear for me. Now it framed her body for him, and I was left kneeling on the rug in lace, my cage pressing painfully against the frilly hem of the maid’s dress.

Amy lifted her glass and swirled the champagne lazily, her lipstick leaving bright marks on the rim. “Maid,” she said, her voice sharp as a whip, though her eyes never left Greg’s. “Fetch the strawberries.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I scrambled to the kitchen, heels clacking against the tile. My heart pounded with every step. I had sliced the strawberries earlier, arranging them neatly on a platter, each one dipped in chocolate and lined up like jewels. I carried the plate back in trembling hands, praying I wouldn’t stumble.

When I knelt again by the couch, Amy plucked one from the tray without even looking at me. She pressed it against Greg’s lips, giggling when he took her fingers into his mouth along with the fruit. His tongue curled around her knuckle before he bit into the strawberry, and she moaned as though she had been touched.

The sound made my chest tighten.

“Mmm,” she purred, licking the melted chocolate from her fingertip. Then, finally, her gaze flicked to me. “See, Brendan? That’s what a man’s mouth feels like. Not whiny little lips begging to be unlocked.”

Greg chuckled, his arm tightening around her waist. “Poor guy,” he said, his eyes sliding over me. “He looks like he’s about to cry.”

Amy smirked. “He’ll get used to it. He always does.”

She fed Greg another strawberry, then kissed him, moaning again as his tongue swept into her mouth. The sound made my cage pulse so hard I almost whimpered.

I stayed frozen, balancing the tray on my thighs, my hands aching from holding it steady. My whole body trembled with the effort of obedience.

Amy finally pulled back from Greg and leaned toward me. “Hold your mouth open, maid.”

I obeyed instantly, lips parting, tongue heavy in my mouth.

She dangled a strawberry over my tongue, letting the chocolate drip before dropping it in. For one blissful second, I thought she was feeding me as a reward.

But her smirk told me otherwise.

“Don’t chew. Don’t swallow. Just hold it there, in your silly little mouth, while I enjoy mine properly.”

I froze, the sweetness melting, juices spilling down my tongue, the humiliation overwhelming.

Amy turned back to Greg, laughing as she fed him another berry, their mouths meeting again in a kiss that was long, deep, wet. I could hear their tongues, the slick sounds exaggerated, my own mouth filling with juice I wasn’t allowed to swallow.

By the time she finally glanced back at me, my chin was slick, my tongue trembling under the weight of the half-melted fruit.

She took the strawberry from my mouth with her fingers, licked it slowly, and then popped the rest between her lips. “Pathetic,” she whispered. “Even eating is better when I do it with him.”

Greg smirked, his eyes heavy-lidded. “You’re cruel.”

Amy laughed, her hand sliding down his chest to his belt. “Oh, you’ve seen nothing yet.”

She set her glass aside and climbed fully into his lap, straddling him, her dress riding up until it was bunched around her waist. His hands grabbed her hips instantly, pulling her down against the bulge in his pants. She gasped into his mouth, the sound sharp, needy, full of desire that I hadn’t heard from her in months.

My chest constricted, my vision blurred. I wanted to look away but couldn’t. My body betrayed me, my cage pulsing with every wet kiss, every grind of her hips.

Amy pulled back, panting, and looked down at me as if she’d just remembered I existed. “What do you think, maid? Does it look like he knows what he’s doing?”

My voice cracked. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Yes, what?” Her eyes narrowed, gleaming with cruel amusement.

“Yes, Mistress. He looks… like a real man.” The words scraped my throat raw, but once spoken, they hung in the air, undeniable.

Greg grinned, smug and satisfied.

Amy purred with pleasure at my humiliation. “Good girl.” She kissed him again, slow and lingering, before finally breaking away and setting her hand on his chest. “I think it’s time we continue this somewhere more comfortable.”

She stood gracefully, smoothing her dress, and reached for Greg’s hand. He rose easily, towering over her, his arm sliding possessively around her waist.

My heart pounded in dread and anticipation.

Amy glanced down at me. “Crawl, maid.”

The command dropped into me like a stone. My knees hit the rug before I could think. I shuffled after them, the frills of the maid’s skirt bouncing with every movement, my cage pressing painfully against the lace.

Amy led Greg toward the bedroom, her heels clicking, her laughter echoing down the hallway. I crawled behind them, humiliated, aroused, desperate.

At the door, she paused just long enough to glance back, her eyes glittering. “Come along, Brendan. You wouldn’t want to miss the real Valentine’s celebration, would you?”

I swallowed, my throat dry, my cage throbbing. “No, Mistress.”

And I followed them into the room where the real torment was about to begin.


Chapter 4
The Undressing Ritual


The bedroom was already prepared for them, though I hadn’t been told to do it. That was Amy’s touch. She knew the impact of every detail—the turned-down sheets, the candles flickering on the dresser, the faint music humming from her little speaker. It wasn’t just a room. It was a stage. And I was part of the backdrop.

Amy led Greg in by the hand, her hips swaying as though she were already dancing for him. He followed with the easy confidence of a man who knew he was wanted, his broad shoulders filling the doorway, his eyes hungry on her body. They didn’t even acknowledge me at first. I crawled in behind them on my knees, the lace skirt of the maid’s uniform bouncing with every movement, my cage pressing hard against the fabric.

When Amy finally looked down at me, it was with the same smile she used when giving me chores. “Here,” she said, pointing to the carpet at the foot of the bed. “Kneel, maid.”

The word sank into me, deeper every time she said it. I obeyed immediately, sinking onto the plush carpet, my hands folded in my lap like a servant.

Amy turned to Greg with a mischievous sparkle in her eye. “He’s going to get us ready. Isn’t that right, Brendan?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered. My throat was tight, my cage already pulsing with humiliation.

“Good,” she said, her voice warm as honey but edged with steel. “Start with me.”

I crawled to her feet, every movement making my skirt rustle, my heels wobble. She smelled incredible—perfume and wine, with that sharp, electric note of arousal already lingering. My hands trembled as I reached for the zipper at the back of her dress.

“Slowly,” she warned, her voice low. “Make it nice for him. Make it a show.”

The sound of the zipper sliding down was deafening in the quiet room. As I worked it lower, her dress loosened and slipped from her shoulders, revealing the black straps of her garter belt and the crimson lace of her bra. She exhaled softly, arching her back just enough to make her breasts swell against the fabric.

I pulled the dress down over her hips, inch by inch, until it pooled at her heels. She stepped out of it gracefully, leaving me to fold it neatly and place it on the chair. Even here, even in this, I was her maid.

“Bra next,” she instructed, glancing past me at Greg.

Her eyes sparkled, daring him to enjoy the show.

I reached behind her, fumbling with the hooks. My fingers brushed the warmth of her skin, trembling so badly I almost dropped it when it finally came loose. Her breasts spilled free, soft and perfect, her nipples already stiff.

She didn’t look at me at all. She looked at Greg. “See how careful he is? He’s practiced.”

Greg smirked. “I can tell.”

The heat in my cheeks burned almost as much as the ache in my cage.

Then the panties. Amy hooked her thumbs in the waistband and gave me a look. “Take them down, maid.”

I obeyed, peeling the lace down over her hips, past her thighs, until they slid free at her ankles. She stepped out of them delicately, her bare skin gleaming in the candlelight. I folded those too, setting them on top of the dress.

When I looked up, Amy stood naked except for her stockings and garter belt, her body radiant, glowing, a living Valentine’s gift—but not for me. For him.

“Your turn,” she said, her voice dropping lower as she turned to Greg. She smiled sweetly, then snapped her gaze back to me. “Undress him, maid.”

My stomach flipped. My cage pulsed harder, painfully. I wanted to protest, to beg her not to make me. But the warning glint in her eyes made the words die in my throat.

“Yes, Mistress.”

I crawled to Greg on my knees, the carpet rough beneath me. He stood there easily, tall and broad, watching me with an amused expression. His shirt was crisp, the faint scent of cologne clinging to it. My fingers fumbled at the buttons, undoing them one by one, exposing his chest. Solid muscle, light hair, the kind of chest Amy loved to run her nails down.

He didn’t help me. He didn’t need to. He just stood there while I worked, peeling the shirt off his shoulders and folding it carefully the way Amy expected.

Shoes, socks, pants. Each step made my humiliation worse. By the time I reached his boxers, my hands were shaking so badly I could barely grip the waistband.

“Go on,” Amy purred from the bed. “You’ve come this far.”

I slid them down. Greg stepped out of them casually, unconcerned. His cock was already half-hard, heavy, thick. The sight made my stomach twist and my cage throb so hard I gasped.

Amy leaned back on her elbows, her breasts rising and falling with each breath. “Look at the difference, maid. Look at what a real man brings me on Valentine’s.”

My throat closed. My voice came out as a croak. “Yes, Mistress.”

She stood, stepping close behind me, her hand sliding into my hair, nails scratching lightly against my scalp. “Now thank him.”

“Th-thank you… sir,” I managed, my voice breaking.

Greg chuckled, deep and satisfied.

Amy’s fingers tightened in my hair, forcing my head lower. “No, Brendan. On your knees properly. Forehead to the carpet. Show him how grateful you are.”

I obeyed, pressing my forehead down until the rug burned against my skin. My cage pressed cruelly against the floor, throbbing.

Amy’s voice was soft and sweet, the way it always got when she was most cruel. “That’s better. That’s my good little maid.”

She released my hair and stepped around me, her hand brushing Greg’s chest. “And now,” she said, her voice thick with satisfaction, “get him ready for me.”

The words froze me.

“Mistress—”

Her tone sharpened instantly. “Don’t make me repeat myself.”

Her eyes cut into me like knives. Greg’s smirk widened. My cage pulsed with a painful throb that left no room for defiance.

I swallowed hard, my cheeks burning, my entire body shaking. My hands rose without my permission, resting on Greg’s thighs. His skin was warm under my palms. My mouth went dry.

Amy’s laugh was soft, dangerous. “Yes. That’s it. Get him ready for me, maid. Show me how badly you want to serve.”

I closed my eyes and began.


Chapter 5
Preparing the Real Man


Amy’s hand was still at the back of my neck, her nails teasing little crescents into my skin. She didn’t have to press hard. Her touch was enough—a leash made of nothing but her will.

“Get him nice and ready for me,” she repeated, slower this time, as though savoring the words. She wanted them to sink in, to fill the air, to brand themselves into me.

The room spun. My cage pulsed in short, painful throbs with each suck of his cock. My body wanted to protest, but my knees were fixed to the carpet. Greg loomed over me, solid, patient, his chest rising and falling in an even rhythm. He didn’t say a word. He didn’t need to. His silence made the humiliation heavier.

Amy’s lips brushed my ear. “This is why you’re here, Brendan. Not for kisses. Not for romance. For this. On your knees. Preparing me a real man for Valentine’s.”

Her words coiled through me like smoke, intoxicating and suffocating. My head moved on its own, sliding back and forth over Greg’s cock. My hands roamed his body. His skin was hot, smooth over muscle. The scent of his cologne, faint but sharp, mixed with the faint musk of his body. He adjusted his stance slightly, casual, as if granting me access.

“Slower,” Amy instructed, her voice a low purr. “Make it deliberate. You’re not fumbling with chores now. You’re serving.”

I swallowed hard. My fingers trembled as they reached the base of his stomach. The difference was unbearable. Him, so thick, so heavy, so undeniably male. Me, caged, throbbing helplessly in lace.

Amy shifted on the bed, reclining back against the pillows, her legs crossing languidly. She looked like a queen watching entertainment arranged for her pleasure. “Eyes up, maid. I want you to see his face while you do it.”

I forced myself to look as I continued. Greg’s smirk was steady, confident. His eyes locked on mine, sharp with amusement and ownership. His body stiffened slightly as I leaned closer. He didn’t touch me, not yet—he didn’t have to. The weight of his presence was enough.

“Good,” Amy murmured, her voice soft but carrying. “Do you see how calm he is, Brendan? How natural? He doesn’t have to beg. He doesn’t have to whimper. He just stands there like a man, and already I can’t wait for him to take me.”

The words sliced me open. I felt myself trembling, my breath shallow, my lips parting instinctively. My cage throbbed with a desperate ache that made me dizzy.

Amy’s hand slid lazily over her own stomach, her nails trailing downward. “Yes… that’s it. Open up for him. Show me how much you love me.”

Greg’s hand dropped then, settling in my hair. Not rough, not yet, just heavy, possessive, as if testing the texture between his fingers. The simple act made my throat tighten. I was nothing more than a thing he could steady with his palm.

Amy moaned softly at the sight. “That’s it. That’s what devotion looks like. My little maid, kneeling in lace, making another man perfect for me.”

The room blurred around me—the candlelight, the music, Amy’s perfume all merging into one dizzying haze. I could hear Greg’s breathing grow heavier, hear the way Amy’s voice shook faintly with excitement. My shame thickened into something almost holy, unbearable and irresistible.

“Good girl,” Amy breathed, her tone dripping with pride and cruelty. “So obedient. So eager. Do you know how beautiful you look right now, Brendan? Do you know how badly I wanted this?”

I couldn’t answer. My chest heaved, my throat locked. Every humiliating second was a reminder that this was my Valentine’s—not roses, not chocolates, not intimacy, but this. Serving. Preparing. Watching.

Amy’s hand moved lower, disappearing between her thighs, her breath catching. “Yes… just like that. Keep going, maid. Make him ready for me.”

Greg exhaled sharply, his fingers tightening in my hair. His hips shifted subtly forward, and the sound that left his throat—a low, satisfied groan—made Amy gasp in turn.

The noise shattered me. My cage pulsed so hard it hurt, the ache spreading through my entire body. I wanted to sob, to beg, to collapse. But I kept going, because Amy was watching, because Amy demanded it, because Amy was moaning her approval with every second.

Her voice rose, rich and trembling. “Stop.”

The command jolted me like a slap. I froze instantly, gasping for air, my lips wet, my chest heaving. Greg’s hand lingered in my hair a moment longer before letting go, as though to remind me it had been his choice too.

Amy spread her legs slowly, deliberately, her stockings gleaming in the candlelight. Her fingers trailed over her inner thigh as she met my eyes, her gaze sharp and commanding.

“Now he’s ready,” she said softly. Her voice was reverent, hungry, cruel all at once. “Bring him to me, maid. Bring him between my legs where he belongs.”

Her words echoed in my skull, sealing my humiliation like a vow.


Chapter 6
Valentine’s Claim


The bed had never looked so far away. Amy leaned back against the pillows, her stockings gleaming in the candlelight, her garter straps framing her pale thighs like black ribbons. She was radiant, her body flushed from champagne and anticipation, lips parted, eyes heavy with want. But none of it was for me. Every flicker of her gaze, every tilt of her smile was for him.

“Come to me,” she whispered, crooking her finger at Greg.

He moved easily, confidently, climbing onto the mattress as though it were his by right. The dip of the bed under his weight made Amy sigh before he’d even touched her. She spread her thighs wider, welcoming him between them, her hands sliding up his chest.

I stayed where I had been told to remain: kneeling on the carpet, lace frills brushing my thighs, the cage pressing painfully against the floor as I leaned forward without meaning to.

Amy’s eyes darted to me for the briefest second, her lips curving into that smirk I knew too well. “Watch, maid,” she murmured. “This is your Valentine’s gift to me. Not roses. Not chocolate. Just your obedience. Just your eyes on me while I have what I deserve.”

Then Greg was on her, his mouth covering hers in a kiss that was deep, wet, and hungry. She moaned into it, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer.

The sound made my chest ache and my cage throb. I’d given her hundreds of kisses, but never like that, never the kind that made her gasp and arch and clutch like she was drowning.

Her leg slid up around his waist, her stocking brushing his hip. “Mmm, yes,” she breathed, her voice trembling. “Just like that.”

I couldn’t stop staring. Their mouths met again and again, the sounds filling the room—soft gasps, wet smacks, the low rumble of Greg’s voice as he murmured something against her skin. Amy laughed, short and breathless, her head tilting back to give him more of her throat.

Her eyes snapped to me again. “Do you hear me, Brendan?” she gasped, her nails raking down Greg’s back. “This is what a real man feels like. Strong. Deep. Not your little cage scraping at my thigh.”

The words stabbed straight through me. My body shook. I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t. My wife, my mistress, glowing with pleasure, looked more alive under him than she ever had under me.

Greg’s voice was low, rough, close to her ear. “God, you’re perfect.”

Amy moaned at his praise, her gaze still locked on me. “Mmm, did you hear that, maid? Perfect. That’s what he calls me. Not a chore. Not a task. A perfect woman, made for a man like him.”

My throat burned. “Yes, Mistress,” I whispered, though the words broke something inside me.

She arched her back sharply, pulling Greg tighter against her. “Ohhh—yes—” Her moan rose, loud and triumphant, echoing through the room. She clutched at his shoulders, grinding beneath him, her voice rising higher with every movement. “You’ll never know what this feels like, Brendan. Never. Not locked in your little cage.”

I trembled, my palms pressed hard to the carpet, my cage pulsing with a desperate ache that bordered on pain. The more she moaned, the more I throbbed, the more I wanted to sob.

Her laughter broke through, cruel and breathless. “Look at you. Shaking. Pathetic. You want it so badly, don’t you? You want to be him. But you can’t. You’ll never be him. You’ll only ever watch.”

Greg groaned, his body moving harder now, covering hers completely. Amy’s cries grew wilder, sharper, as though she were performing just for me. Her nails dragged down his back, leaving angry red trails, her head tilting back against the pillows.

“Yes, Greg, yes—oh my god—” She gasped, her voice breaking on the words. Then her head snapped toward me again, her eyes blazing. “Look at me, Brendan. Don’t you dare look away. I want you to see what he does to me. What I’ll never let you do again.”

Tears blurred my vision. My cage throbbed unbearably. My whole body rocked with each muffled thud of the mattress as they moved together.

Amy’s breath caught suddenly, sharp and high, and then spilled out in a moan that shook me to my core. “Yes, yes, right there—ohhh god⁠—”

Greg’s growl filled the room, deep and guttural. His muscles bunched and flexed as he drove into her, his face buried in her neck.

Amy clawed at him desperately, her body arching in time with his movements, her moans spilling out in shameless, triumphant cries.

I knelt helplessly, my chest heaving, my eyes streaming, every sound carving me open.

Amy’s laughter broke through her moans, ragged and cruel. “You look so desperate,” she panted, her eyes glittering even through the haze of pleasure. “So broken. That’s perfect. That’s exactly how I want you tonight.”

Greg groaned louder, his rhythm quickening, his voice rough against her ear. Amy clung tighter, her cries breaking into gasps and shrieks, her entire body shuddering beneath him.

And then she said it, the words that shattered me completely.

Her voice was trembling, filled with ecstasy, but she turned her head just enough to lock her eyes on mine. “Happy Valentine’s, maid.”

I bowed my head at last, my shoulders shaking, sobbing quietly into the carpet while my wife surrendered herself to another man above me.


Chapter 7
Cleaning Duty


The room was sweltering with the heat of them. Candlelight licked the walls, throwing golden shapes that flickered like flames. The sheets were twisted, damp and creased from where their bodies had pressed and moved; the scent of sweat, perfume and sex clung to the air so thickly I could taste it on my tongue.

My knees ached from the carpet, but I didn’t dare shift. I was trembling, caged and aching, a ridiculous maid with my forehead bowed while they basked.

Amy lay sprawled across the bed, her hair a dark halo around her flushed face, her breasts rising and falling in slow waves. Greg was still draped over her, heavy and satisfied, his hand stroking lazy circles against her hip. Neither of them even looked at me for a long time. That was part of it, too—the way they could forget I existed until they needed me again.

Finally Amy tilted her head toward me. Even in exhaustion, her eyes still glittered with that familiar spark of cruelty. “Come closer, maid,” she murmured, her voice low and rough from moaning.

I shuffled forward on my knees until I was beside the bed. My thighs trembled from holding the posture, the lace skirt tickling my knees. The cage between my legs pulsed with a steady, painful heartbeat.

Amy stroked Greg’s chest with her nails and spoke without looking away from him. “He’s been so good to me,” she said softly. “Don’t you think he deserves to be taken care of?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered automatically, my voice small and cracked.

Greg’s chuckle was deep, amused. He finally lifted his head to glance at me, one eyebrow arched. “He really does everything you tell him, doesn’t he?”

Amy turned to him with a lazy smile and pressed a kiss to his jaw. “Mmm, everything. Watch.”

Then her eyes cut to me like knives. “Clean him, Brendan. Use your mouth. Make sure every trace of tonight is gone.”

My stomach dropped. I froze for a second, my cage throbbing painfully. I’d been made to imagine this moment, but imagining it and hearing the order were two different things.

Amy’s tone sharpened. “Do it. Now.”

Greg shifted back against the pillows, sprawling easily, his legs falling open in casual invitation. He didn’t say a word; he didn’t need to. The quiet smirk on his face was enough.

I crawled closer on trembling knees. My hands were shaking so badly I had to clasp them together to steady them. I bowed my head, the frilly hem of the maid’s skirt brushing against the inside of my thighs, the cage biting against the carpet.

Amy’s hand slid into my hair, not roughly but firmly, steering me. “That’s it,” she murmured, her voice warm and cruel all at once. “Such a good little maid. Look at you, serving the man who just made me scream.”

Greg exhaled a low, satisfied sound as my lips wrapped around his wet cock, his hand dropping to Amy’s thigh as he let me work. He didn’t even watch me; his eyes were on her, his smile lazy, as though my humiliation were just background music to their pleasure.

I could taste everything that had transpired. The sweetness of my wife. The bitterness of what Greg had filled her with.

Amy moaned softly, shifting against the pillows, her garter straps still crooked from the intensity of their coupling. She tugged one strap idly with her free hand. “Now me,” she said sweetly. “Come here, Brendan.”

My chest seized. “Mistress⁠—”

Her eyes flashed, and her fingers tightened in my hair. “Don’t make me ask again, maid.”

I crawled higher onto the bed, my face burning, the scent of her body flooding my senses before I was even close. She leaned back on her elbows, one hand spreading herself casually, tauntingly, the other still tangled in my hair, guiding me like she always had.

“Clean me,” she ordered, her voice a husky purr. “All of him. Every drop. Show me how much you love me.”

My body shook. My cage throbbed. My eyes blurred with tears. But I obeyed.

Amy moaned from my first lick, her voice low and rich, her hips shifting just enough to make the movement deliberate. “Mmm, that’s perfect,” she breathed. “You’re perfect. My little maid, cleaning up my Valentine’s gift. This is your place, Brendan. On your knees. Always.”

Greg laughed softly behind her, his voice rough with amusement. “I think he believes it.”

Amy tilted her head back, moaning again, her grip in my hair tightening. “Oh, he does,” she purred, her eyes fluttering shut with pleasure. “Don’t you, Brendan?”

My voice was muffled and broken, but I managed, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Louder.”

“Yes, Mistress!”

Her laughter spilled out, sharp and triumphant, as she arched slightly against me. “Good girl. Such a good, pathetic little maid. Happy Valentine’s.”

The words seared into me like fire. My whole body trembled. I was humiliated, destroyed, but at the same time a strange calm settled into me—the deep, dizzying calm of total surrender.

Amy released my hair at last, stroking my head like a pet. “There,” she murmured. “That’s enough. You’ve done your part. You’ve made everything perfect.”

Greg stretched, satisfied, one hand sliding lazily down Amy’s side. “You really do have him trained.”

Amy smiled, soft and smug. “Mmm. I told you. He’s the best maid you’ll ever meet.”

And I stayed kneeling on the bed, breathless, my cage throbbing, the taste of my humiliation still thick in my mouth, knowing that this—all of this—was what Amy wanted for Valentine’s.


Chapter 8
Aftercare and Obedience


The room had gone quiet except for the soft hiss of candles. The heat had begun to ebb, leaving a heavy sweetness clinging to the air. Amy lay curled on her side, her back pressed to Greg’s chest, her hair tangled, the straps of her garter belt twisted. Greg’s arm was draped across her waist as though he’d always been there, his hand resting possessively on her hip.

I stayed where I had been ordered, on my knees at the foot of the bed, my hands folded, my forehead bowed. My thighs ached from kneeling. The lace skirt of the maid’s outfit clung damply to my legs. The cage between my thighs throbbed with a dull ache, no longer sharp, just constant—like a pulse I couldn’t escape.

Amy’s voice was the first thing to break the silence. Low, warm, almost gentle. “Good little maid.”

I lifted my head a fraction. “Yes, Mistress.”

She didn’t look at me. She snuggled closer into Greg’s chest and let out a satisfied sigh. “Tonight was perfect. The house, the drinks, the strawberries… you did everything I asked.”

A small, strangled sound escaped my throat—something between a sob and a moan. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Greg chuckled quietly behind her, his voice low and amused. “He really is devoted.”

Amy’s smile curved faintly. “Mmm. Devoted is the word.” She reached for the champagne flute on the nightstand, took a sip, then set it back down. Only then did she finally turn her gaze on me. Her eyes were heavy-lidded but sharp. “You stayed on your knees all night. You watched. You served. You cleaned. That’s love too, Brendan. My kind of love.”

Her words landed like a hand on my chest. Something in me loosened. I nodded slowly. “Yes, Mistress.”

She patted the bedspread lazily, as if calling a pet closer, but didn’t tell me to climb up. “This is Valentine’s,” she said softly. “It’s not about chocolate or flowers. It’s about giving me what I want. And tonight, what I wanted was a real man…and my little maid watching, aching, serving. You gave me that. You gave me everything.”

Her voice turned softer, almost cooing. “And you’ll give it to me again, won’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered. My throat felt raw. “Always.”

Amy smiled and curled back into Greg, her head resting against his chest. He was already half asleep, his arm tightening around her automatically. They looked like lovers, like something I couldn’t touch.

I stayed kneeling. The candles burned lower. My knees ached. My cage pulsed weakly. But under the ache there was a strange stillness, a heavy calm. I had done what she wanted. I had been exactly what she asked for.

Amy’s eyes flicked to me one last time before they fluttered shut. “Happy Valentine’s, maid,” she murmured. “Stay right there. Don’t move until I tell you.”

And then she drifted off against Greg’s chest, glowing and satisfied, leaving me kneeling at the foot of the bed, aching, humiliated, and yet, in some dark corner of my heart, fulfilled—exactly where she wanted me to be.
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