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Silly Sissy Maid

Elliot teetered in the ridiculous nine-inch heels as he tried to dust the top of the old grandfather clock. His skirt hiked up high as it was designed to do for the thousandth time that day. As it did it revealed the stylish, silk French panties he wore. The custom-designed maids' outfit he wore left little to the imagination and he was constantly tugging at it to fruitlessly try and cover the cruel steel cage his wife, Olivia had locked over his now useless cock the first night she had made him her bitch.


Elliot moved to the fireplace mantle still stumbling in the impossibly high heels which were secured to his aching feet with leather cuffs and individual locks that jingled as he walked, or rather minced. In order to enforce a more feminine walking pattern in him, his wife had hobbled his ankles so that he couldn't do more than shuffle.
Olivia told him he looked adorable which only served to further his humiliation. This hadn't been at all what he had hope for when his wife came to him saying she wanted to spice up the sex life. What she hadn't told him is that it was her sex life that would get all the spice while his would become nonexistent.


Olivia had taken to having multiple lovers, sometimes more than one at once. Often whenever one of her lovers was over which was more and more frequently she simply locked him in his closet down in the basement where she kept him when he wasn't cleaning her house, doing her dishes, or preparing her meals.


Sometimes though she would make Elliot watch while Olivia’s lover gleefully ravished her in front of her pathetic sissy husband. Whenever this occurred he was Always made to thank her bull for fulfilling his wife with cock when he could not. She would then have Elliot clean her clit of all her lover’s cum with his tongue. As much as he hated the embarrassment of such a command it was the only time he was ever allowed near his wife's sex and it became something he desired more than anything, his sickening guilty pleasure.


Finished with his dusting he glanced at the clock and groaned. His wife would be home soon, and she would expect a full evening meal to be prepared and ready for her. Elliot wouldn't have nearly enough time. Perhaps if he rushed he thought to himself. He minced as quickly as he could from the room and into the kitchen, the various locks he wore clinking softly. He knew it was a longshot, but she had said that if everything was done properly she would release him today for an orgasm. He knew Olivia would find some tiny infarction to deny him even if he got everything done on time per the rules. She always gave him too much to do so that it was nearly impossible for him to have it all done by the time she got home. He knew it was hopeless but despite himself the possibility, no matter how slim of release spurred him on each day.


He quickly washed his hands and began preparing his wife's dinner, as he opened various items he still found his long nails to be awkward. His wife hadn't allowed him to clip them and made sure he constantly kept them painted. Just the other week he had been denied a release simply because the paint on one of his nails was chipped despite him having done everything on time that day.


Elliot was just getting the plates onto the dining table when he heard the lock click on the front door. Shit, he thought to himself. He raced into the kitchen the best he could to tidy a few things up in an ineffective manner, in the mere seconds he had left he lurched back into the dining room practically tripping on his hobbles and heels managing to ungracefully land in a kneeling position beside his wife’s chair where he remained motionless as she came sauntering into the room. He dropped his head in deference to her having been extensively trained Never to make eye contact with her unless she commanded him to do so or engaged in it first.


“Maid,” she said in an indifferent tone as she walked past, indicating that he could get up. He did so and immediately pulled her chair out for her. She instead walked past him to do something in the kitchen. He knew better however than to leave his post and remained holding her chair out while she purposely made him wait. It was just another subtle reminder to him that she held all the power in their relationship. After a few moments, she came back into the dining room and seated herself in the chair. After that, he resumed the painful position of standing at attention beside her while she ate.


The meal itself looked absolutely mouthwatering to him, he had gotten very good at preparing and cooking food over the last several months. His own diet left much to be desired, shortly before going to bed she permitted him a short fifteen-minute break in which he was allowed to drink water and eat a rather bland form of gruel she prepared for him on a weekly basis. It was the only chore in the entire house she did anymore. 


She sat eating the food slowly, savoring it tauntingly in front of him.


“This is very good Maid, it’s too bad you aren’t allowed to have any.”


“Yes, Mistress.” He responded dutifully.


“And why is that?” She asked casually, taking another slow bite.


“Because this food is far above my station Mistress.” He responded saying what he knew she expected him to.


“Ah yes.” She said as if she could have possibly forgotten.


She ate silently for another few moments while he stood, his feet aching in the extremely high heels. Several uncomfortable minutes went by while he waited with nail-biting frustration. He knew the next part of the conversation. He knew what she would ask, what he was expected to say, knew the further agonizing delay as she decided if she agreed with his assessment and the almost inevitable despair that would come with her response. Finally, she asked the question.


“How was your day today Maid?” she asked.


“Joyfully spent performing my duties for you Mistress.” He responded, putting as much enthusiasm into his voice as he possibly could.


“And did you perform all of these duties in their entirety and correctly Maid?” She casually inquired.


“Yes, Mistress.” He said, trying not to hold his breath with anticipation. If she agreed, if she would only agree with him he would be allowed out, she would unlock his chastity cage and he would have five whole glorious minutes with his hand in order to get off before she locked the cage back on.


There was a moment’s pause from her before she responded. “I noticed the mail wasn’t brought inside today Maid.”


He practically groaned having forgotten to retrieve the mail that morning and thrown yet another chance to masturbate away.


“Silly Sissy Maid, it’s clear you didn’t complete all of your duties. I will not release you tonight and I will of course have to punish you for your blatant disobedience. Therefore, tonight you will spend the night on the stick.”


He bit down hard on his tongue trying to make any noise of displeasure that would only compound his punishment. Instead, he forced out a meek and contrite apology. “I am sorry for having failed you, Mistress.”


“Yes Maid, you have failed me, every day now for, what is it the last three months?” She asked.


“Yes, Mistress, three months.” He said. She knew full well how long she had been denying him the pleasure of an orgasm.


“Well, I think it’s more than clear that issue needs to be addressed, perhaps in a most permanent fashion.” She waved him off with a dismissive hand. “Go and eat then report to your room, we will start your punishment promptly.”


He managed to hide the grimace as he turned to go and eat. Normally she at least let him stay out for a couple of hours after her returning home for serving purposes, but it looks like he would be retired early tonight and for once he wasn’t thankful for it. He was not looking forward to spending the additional time on the stick.


He ate his gruel quickly for he knew if he wasn’t fast enough he wouldn’t be allowed to finish and despite the blandness of the meal it was far better than an empty stomach.


“Maid” his wife called. “Report to your room.”


He trembled slightly at the calmness in her voice but obeyed, quickly cleaning up and heading into the basement where his room was. His room wasn’t anything more than a slightly oversized broom closet. Inside were an old worn mattress and a meager blanket. On the wall hung his spare maid uniforms, exact replicas of the one he wore now and below them a single drawer filled with frilly sissy underwear. There were several large heavy-duty eye bolts screwed into the wall at various places along with an adjustable device that held an old broom rod at various angles. The end of the broom rod had a gel coating over it and he shuttered just looking at it.


His wife stepped in behind him and adjusted the rod to her liking. “Maid, get on your stick.” She commanded him. Elliot stepped forward and dropped his silk panties to the floor and hiked up his skirt so that he could begin inserting the rod into his ass, unable to help himself he groaned as he did, and he saw in her eyes what truly terrified him. The look of pure, cold, unadulterated pleasure at his suffering.


Once the rod was fully inserted Olivia began lowering it so that it was parallel to the cold concrete floor, forcing Elliot to carefully and awkwardly lower himself as she did with the stick inside him. After he was bent over on all fours she secured two chains to eye bolts set into the wall on either side of the stick and attached the other ends to his collar, preventing him from moving forward off the stick.


His wife then disappeared from the room before rolling an expensive tv monitor into the room and placing it in front of him. She turned it on and it showed several camera angles of what use to be their bedroom. It was now simply hers since she had stripped him of everything he owned.
“I’ll be having Dan over tonight, I thought you 

might enjoy watching.” She said coolly.
“Mistress please...” He began to beg her not to make him watch and listen, but he was interrupted as she slapped him hard across the face.


“You Only speak when spoken to Maid, and you Never ask for anything.”
With that she readjusted the chains in retribution, pulling him farther back onto the rod, causing him to grunt with pain, then she flicked off the lights, shut the door to the closet, and dropped the latch into place followed by a heavy lock clicking shut.


He was left on the painful floor next to his mattress, uncomfortable and constantly probed by the anal invader. Forced to stare at the monitor and his wife’s bed. Knowing that in a little more than a half-hour he would be hearing his wife’s screams of pleasure as another man, her most recent addition to her revolving lovers ravishing her, free to pump his seed into her married pussy.
He shuddered and looked down, but looking away was almost worse, still, he didn’t want to see what was coming. His head jerked up to look at the monitor however when he heard his wife giggle. He couldn’t help it, he watched, transfixed as his wife was playfully pushed back into her bedroom by a handsomely built young man. This was no doubt Dan and he was built like a wall. He pulled his shirt over his head as Olivia assumed a come get me position on the bed, Dan’s muscles bulged as compared to Elliot’s now effeminate form and Dan put them to use as he tore Elliot’s wife’s underwear right off her. She yelled with delight as Elliot was forced to watch Dan pull out his massive cock and begin railing her, her legs up in the air kicking in her throes of passion.


Despite himself, Elliot began to grow hard inside his chastity device, at least as much as the steel cage permitted. It hurt, and he tried to think of other things to keep his dick from swelling but it was impossible over Dan’s grunts and Olivia’s cries of passion. Elliot squirmed with an intense sense of shame, pleasure, guilt, and pain but this only reminded him of the stick that his wife had cruelly impaled him upon. Any movement caused pain but unable to stop Elliot rocked back and forth on the rod that penetrated him, his only worldly desire being some form of release from his sexual frustrations.


Elliot watched helplessly for several hours as Olivia and Dan fucked multiple times before Olivia finally sent Dan home. She soon returned to her bedroom and looked directly at the main camera, knowing that Elliot would be awake and could see her. She slipped her hand down her body to rub at her wet sex. “That was, incredibly satisfying. I hope you are just as satisfied Maid.” She told the camera before reaching over and flipping off the lights. All Elliot could do was moan in frustration then uncomfortably try to settle into sleep.


The next morning, he woke up aching, his ass hurt, and his joints were all stiff from the uncomfortable position he had been forced to keep throughout his fitful sleep. Groggy he wasn’t sure what time it was in the completely darkened closet and he didn’t know what had awoken him until he heard the pounding on the door again.


That was right, it was Saturday morning, his wife didn’t have to be at work today and she often liked to wake him up early by banging on his door just to torment him. He knew she would be back shortly to release him as he would be expected to make her coffee and breakfast. If it had been a normal night she wouldn’t have locked him in and he would be expected to already be up and cooking.


The weekends were the worst for Elliot, with his wife home all day she was free to torment him. She often brought over her girlfriends and they would spend the day teasing him and having him serve their every whim. Occasionally one of Oliva’s lovers would attend the gathering as well and often participate by satisfying Olivia and her company while Elliot provided cleanup services.


When Olivia finally entered the room, Elliot could instantly tell something was different. Olivia was wearing a provocative and powerful business suit. Something completely out of character for her on the weekends. Without explaining anything she unfastened the chains that held him.


“Get up Maid, report upstairs to the dining room immediately. No need for panties today either.” She told him as he began getting up and pulling open the drawer that contained all the slutty underwear she kept for him.


She left without another word wearing a smug and satisfied look on her face as alarm bells immediately began going off in Elliot’s mind. Why was she wearing such clothing? Why wasn’t he being told to cook her breakfast? And why wasn’t he to be wearing panties? He always wore them, ever since the first night she decided to make him her feminized maid. Whatever was going on it couldn’t possibly bode well for him, but he couldn’t delay, he most certainly didn’t want to find out what would happen if he didn’t do as he was told and so he began his mincing hobble up the stairs, his feet still locked in the nine-inch heels, ankles still hobbled together.
When he arrived in the dining room he saw that the table had been set for six people. His sense of anxiety only ratcheted higher at this sight. His wife must have been the one to set them, and she never did any chores she didn’t have to, and she never did because she had Elliot for that now.


At the center of the table was a large punch bowl filled with ice and water, yet it contained nothing else in it. Unsure what to make of this Elliot simply stared at it for a moment before his wife approached silently behind him. When she spoke he nearly jumped in surprise.
“Today is a rather special day Maid.” She told him. “Today will mark a turning point in your behavior I am confident. Now get up on the table and be careful not to scratch it with those slutty heels you love wearing so much.”


Now completely confused Elliot stumbled forward. Still unsure about what was happening he did as he was told and carefully climbed up onto the dining table. Olivia moved forward and tapped his ass firmly with her hand indicating for him to move forward so that he was hovering over the bowl of ice water. She then brought out restraints, previously unseen from underneath the table, locking Elliot into place. What she did next caused Elliot’s mouth to drop open in shock. She pulled his chastity key from around her neck, reached between his legs, and unlocked his cock, letting the steel cage drop into the icy water.


Elliot instantly became hard and within seconds his dick was oozing precum at the simple luxury of being free. If Olivia hadn’t restrained him to the table beforehand he didn’t think he would have been able to prevent himself from taking his cock in hand and beginning to wildly jerk off.
Olivia looked disdainfully at his scrawny erect cock and said firmly. “Now none of that.” She then began pulling on the restraints, causing Elliot to be pulled down on top of the table until his balls hit the ice water. He let out a yelp as he shrank instantly but Olivia didn’t stop pulling until his entire package was submerged in the frigid ice bath.


“Now Maid, pay attention because in a few hours Erika and Vanessa will be here along with Dan, Michael, and Blaine. You are to be on your absolute best behavior while they are here. They are your guests and this party I’m throwing is for you.”


“For me?” Elliot stammered his, voice struck by the cold coursing through his nether region.
“Yes, for you Maid. They have all agreed to come and bear witness to your servitude to me. Isn’t that kind of them Maid?”


Elliot, unsure of what his wife meant or how to respond decided to answer tentatively but positively as that was often the safest bet with her in what she expected of him. “I, yes Mistress, very kind indeed.” 

“Good, I’m glad you agree. Now, wait here patiently while I get things ready for the party and for your guests to arrive.” She told him conversationally as if he had a choice in the matter.
The next couple of hours were excruciatingly drawn out as he anxiously awaited things to unfold, listening to every noise his straining ears could hear, anything to give him a clue as to what his wife was preparing in the other rooms. He heard her go in and out several times and make a few loud noises, as she rolled something across the floor.


Occasionally Olivia would enter the room to check on him, once or twice when the water started to warm to something above freezing she would silently add a bucket of ice to it, and eventually, he simply went numb. Finally, almost mercifully despite the shame of it the guests began to arrive.


The first to enter was Erika, a young nubile and scantily clad Erika. Whenever she came over she always made sure to wear the shortest skirts, the tightest shirts. She seemed to pick her clothing specifically so that she could flash Elliot glimpses of her underwear. She particularly enjoyed his body’s physical response and the pain the chastity cage caused Elliot whenever that happened, so she would let her thong ride out above her short denim shorts or bend over just right so that he could see down the front of her low-cut shirt constantly and cruelly stimulating him for her sexual amusement.


Today she wore a skirt even shorter than his which basically meant if she did anything other than stand up straight and perfectly still he could see her bright yellow thong. She casually pulled back a chair closest to the table in front of him and sat down, making sure he could see up her skirt so that he would be forced to notice that the front of her thong was see-through. She had never let him see that much before and her smile was positively vulpine as she knew what it would do to him. Elliot felt himself stir in the ice bath, but he was so numb he couldn’t tell if he was actually hard or not. His face flushed with embarrassment and Erika 

laughed in response. 
“Oh, today is going to be just absolutely fantastic.” She told him, rearranging herself on the chair so as to flash him again.


“What do you mean Miss Ericka?” he asked her, unable to keep the fear from his voice or the chattering of his teeth from the cold.” Elliot pleaded with her.


In response Ericka simply smiled wider, her eyes glistening with wicked delight, but she said nothing in response. It was in that moment that Vanessa walked in, followed closely by Dan and Blaine. Vanessa was a bit older than Erika and dressed more conservatively however her tight sweater only emphasized the size of her ample chest.


“Hello, Ericka.” She said as she passed her. “Hello bitch.” she said with contempt as she passed by Elliot and she reached out and slapped him across the face out of simple spite. “What a pathetic worm.” She commented as she took her seat near Blaine.


“Hello, Miss Vanessa,” Elliot responded contritely as if he had been the one to make a mistake.
Ericka laughed, and Dan took a seat next to her. “Wow, that thing really isn’t a male, is he?” Dan asked, still new to the group.


“Nope,” Ericka giggled again. “And never will be again.”


Elliot stared at her, puzzled by her comment but she gave nothing else away. The group chatted mildly among themselves, pausing only when Michael entered the room, apologizing to them but not Elliot for being late.


“I had to pick up some last-minute items from the hardware store.” He explained to the group as he took his own chair at the table. After a few more minutes of discussion, the group lapsed into silence, all of them watching Elliot, only furthering his discomforting anxiety about the situation
.
“Hello everyone,” Olivia said, sweeping into the room. “I’m glad you all could make it here today.”


The group all greeted her as its leader with respect and she continued without preamble. “You see today is a very special day, today is the day I end this little game with my Maid. Today is the day you witness her permanent obedience and dedication to the only thing that matters in her world, Me.”


She finished and gestured towards Michael and Blaine. They both got up and exited the room. A moment later Blaine wheeled a mobile tool cart into the room complete with a vice and file. Michael returned before him holding a small package that he began to open. He was soon mixing components together, being extremely careful not to touch them with bare hands. As they worked Olivia resumed her speech as Ericka and Vanessa’s attention became razor-focused on Elliot’s face, each of them showing signs of sexual stimulation as they hungrily clung to every word Olivia now spoke.


“Today is the day I end this game with Elliot,” Olivia said again. Elliot was still having trouble believing her words, she however had used his name for the first time since she started all of this and he was finally daring to hope she was being sincere. His hope died, crushed and destroyed as her next words fell and he began to scream in terror.


“Today is the day I make my Maid’s chastity permanent.”


“Nooooooooooooooooooooooooooo” Elliot screamed but no one paid him any mind.
Olivia approached him, and Elliot struggled hard in his restraints, but he couldn’t get loose. She reached between his legs and pulled the ice bath from beneath him. With a deft move, she plunged her hand to the bottom of the bowl and retrieved the now ice-cold metal chastity cage Elliot had been locked in.


She dried it off and began placing the cold metal back into place over his shriveled, limp cock.
“Oh fuck.” Ericka moaned, and her hand was rubbing her sex as she watched the event unfold. Dan himself looked a bit shocked and Vanessa sat with her arms folded looking arrogantly smug. 


“Piece of shit is getting what it deserves.” She commented as Olivia worked and Ericka continued touching herself.


Olivia stepped back, watching Elliot scream, with a pleased smile and motioned for Michael to step forward. He did so and began using the quick weld material he had bought at the store to permanently close the lock and seal the chastity device on.


“I got the strongest stuff I could find,” Michael told Olivia. “Guy at the store said it shouldn’t ever come loose, said it could easily remove layers of skin if I wasn’t careful with it.


“Perfect,” Olivia told him over Elliot’s screams which were turning to pleading moans and crying.


“Oh, gawd I can’t wait to do this to my husband Ericka exclaimed as she watched. Dan was now in front of her chair, his face between her legs. Ericka’s fingers writhing in his hair. 
Olivia smiled and pulled the necklace with Elliot’s chastity key free from around her throat and past it to Blaine without looking, keeping her eyes firmly on Elliot, savoring his teary pleading for her to stop this.


“File off the teeth please Blaine. I won’t be needing them anymore.”


He did as commanded, putting the key into the vice and began erasing any hope of Elliot ever becoming a man again. Vanessa spoke up over Elliot’s tearful crying pleas. “Can we do my husband later today? I don’t think I want to wait any longer.”


“Perhaps we can, and it will be so much easier to set up this time because I’ll have my silly sissy maid to do all the work.” 

The End
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