
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Thank You & a Favor: 
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    If you enjoy this book or receive value from it in any way, then I’d like to ask you for a favor: would you be kind enough to leave a review for this book on Amazon? It’d be greatly appreciated! 
 
    Mistress Jessica 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    I arise early, and find my wife already up. Hopes are high! My eyes open wide, I force myself awake, is there a note? Yes it is sitting there on her vacated pillow. Today is one of those rare and precious Saturdays. I am instantly hard. Jumping from the bed, I check the note just in case it says something different, but no, it simply says ‘get dressed’. We have only done this a few times, but I know the drill. The implications have my belly knotted and my heart racing. Just two simple words on a hand written perfumed note and I am trembling. I inhale the scent deeply, my scent, chosen for me carefully by my wife, evokes all of those previous Saturdays when we have done this, but especially the first. She had taken hours to find just the one, the right combination of floral lightness and tacky cheapness. I will be wearing it for her later. 
 
    I am taking my time, savoring the moment, I feel the easy chair behind me, calling to me. I almost smell that other scent in the air. An aroma inexorably linked to these delicious days. In the past I had flown to the chair, note in hand, but I am taking my time today. Each element separate and deliberate; religious in execution; savored in the moment. I walk to my bedside table, open the bottom draw and carefully place the note on the others. A small neat pile of near identical notes that set out a story still developing in the telling. 
 
    Only then do I look across to the chair, to the casually discarded gift. I stare at the symbol that holds so much power over me. As I look at it I remember that first time. The time it only appeared casual, the time when it lay in wait for me. A trap so enticing, guaranteed to draw me in. Her panties. On that day they had been powder blue, she had placed them there for me as a test. Photographed them to record their position. A prop for a game of tease. I could have denied it. I could have said I had sat on them while putting on my socks, or knocked from the chair and replaced them. She would have known. She had waited until I was naked that evening and hung them from a single finger as she playfully accused me and I was trapped. I am forever in her trap, and the trap is becoming more elaborate. 
 
    I knelt before the chair and studied them. Capturing the image more completely than any camera. They glistened in the morning light, as their dampness called to me. With trembling fingers I reached for them and brought them to my face, inhaling deeply. Every time different, and yet the same. Her scent. Never floral or cheap, but rich and musky and natural. The scent of long worshipful evenings spent drawing out her reactions, and rousing her pleasure. The scent of my submission, and yet the scent of desire. I press the flimsy garment against my face, taste them against my lips with a tentative tongue and breathe deeply. The essence of my wife. A gift placed here to savor. A note more eloquent than the one on her pillow, more personal and more complete. I wish I could keep it in a pile too. Somehow preserve them all. 
 
    In the shower I leave my face until last, just to keep her near. I soap, shave and perform mathematical calculations in my mind. Impassioned thoughts to bring me down. The small cage sits waiting on the shelf. Quickly, still wet, I slip it over my semi flaccid penis. Penis, the biological term. I banish the other words, those teasing words she uses, until I push home the arch of metal with a click. Locked. Locked up for her. The first part achieved I am free to dry myself, but my mind is now free to wander. Small, little, tiny the words that make me weak but make me swell in the cage. The other words I push aside for now as I dry myself and head for the spare room. The maid’s quarters. 
 
    I sit at my little pink dressing table in my white chiffon gown with the organza trip, and my matching organza slippers. The gown is so soft and light, it makes me feel girly despite my reflection. But that will change. I reach for my foundation and smooth out the tones of my skin. Softening and concealing, ready for color. The pale blues and pinks. I work happily. I can hear a tune I like coming from next door. I am humming along to it until the picture is complete. Until I can flutter my long lashes and pout my glossy lips. Only then can I reach for my long black wig and complete my look. I look at the clock, I am a little behind. I quickly pull out my plain cotton lingerie and my cheap nylon stockings. I make sure the garter belt straps are under my panties. I need to get to work. 
 
    Before leaving my quarters I check my reflection. I look perfect. The plain, nylon dress and the unadorned apron reflect my status today. The only frills are on the starched cap. My name tag reads Chastity, a name only ever spoken with indifference or sternly. I am trembling now. I hear those other words. The words sometimes aimed at my work and sometimes at my penis. Useless, worthless, unacceptable, inadequate. The words that get said sternly in a deeper voice. The words I find equally humiliating and arousing. The words I will hear this evening in anger if I don’t get to work soon. I quickly spray myself with my scent, no time to savor it yet. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    On the kitchen table I find my list of chores. It has grown since last time. I wonder how I will fit it all in. I go through the list carefully and decide which tasks can overlap. One task makes me breathe deeper, the task that has always been on the lists. The one that always makes my heart beat faster and my cage feel tight. Hand wash my panties. I neatly fold the list in my trembling hands and place it in the pocket of my apron. Reluctantly I need to put that task off, I need to tidy up the things my mistress has left strewn around during her hurried breakfast. I picture her rushing around the kitchen to grab some toast before she goes out. I imagine her sitting in a cafe with her mother, perhaps gossiping about me. Telling her how I am taking sowing lessons or improving with my pedicures. Or worse telling her about the young guy that flirts with her at the office, or how she thinks the new next door neighbor fancies her. That makes me shiver. She tells her mother everything, and I find it so embarrassing. Whenever I meet her I know she is judging me. Mistress has even hinted that she might bring her home for lunch one Sunday and have me dress for her, and I know it is inevitable. 
 
    The kitchen tidy and the washing machine on, I start on the bathroom. Shining and polishing and humming yet another tune from beyond the wall. I try to forget that my list includes emptying the bins. I keep seeing flashes of me walking down the path towards the front gate. We live in a quiet street but I know somebody will see me. I Know I will be recognized. I tell myself my makeup has improved, and my wig looks real. That nobody would expect a guy to dress up in such a drab uniform. But I know it will happen. I try to focus on the task at hand and stop my mind racing forwards. One thing at a time. Wiping down the tiles, cleaning the toilet, mopping the floor, but I catch sight of the overflowing waste basket and my fears return. 
 
    Beds made, carpets vacuumed, surfaces dusted I can’t put it off any longer. I gather all of the rubbish and recycling into two bags and stand by the front door breathing deeply. I carefully place the door on the latch.  I lean one arm against the wall as I listen for any sign of traffic, any kids playing, and any sound that may mean I am seen by passersby. Silence. I tap the wall as if to reassure myself. Quickly I am out of the door and marching briskly down the path. Looking straight ahead I arrive at the dustbins and deposit the rubbish in the first one. My heart skips a beat as in my rush I tug the recycling bag too fast and it splits open spilling cans, plastic and cardboard all over the path. Small pieces of paper flutter in the breeze. I quickly try to gather them but they have a life and a will of their own. 
 
    “Oh my, let me help you with that.” My stomach tightens as I recognize the sound of Alan, our next door neighbor. 
 
    “No it’s ok. I have it.” I say, as I try to pin down a particularly stubborn receipt with my foot. But he is through the gate and beside me. Gathering the paper efficiently with his long stride and his wide reach. Between us we round up the stragglers and before long the recycling is in the bin. 
 
    “Thank you” I say in as soft a voice as I can muster “I must be getting on” and I head towards the door. I feel a hand grip my shoulder and spin me round. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    “Well hello… Br…” he pauses and looks at my name tag “Chastity” he says correcting himself. “You certainly look different than when I last saw you.” He looms over me, I feel tiny before him. “Let me see what is it? Have you done something with your hair?” 
 
    I keep my head lowered, avoiding eye contact. “Really I must go, I have so much to do” I mumble. 
 
    “I bet you do. Does Alison know about this?” He asks. 
 
    “Yes of course.” I say and then plead that he let me get back to my chores. 
 
    “Hmm, does your wife let you talk to her like that” he says, maintaining his grip. “You seem very disrespectful for a maid. I have half a mind to put you over my knee and spank you right here in front of the house.” 
 
    I should shout. I should twist from his grip and run back to safety. I should do a lot of things. But, he is a strong guy, his large hand effortlessly holds me tight. “Sorry Sir, I meant no disrespect, I just have lots of chores to do.” 
 
    “Well that’s better Chastity.” He says, placing his free hand under my chin and tilting it up so I am forced to look into his face. “A little respect never hurt anyone. A maid should always speak to their superiors with due deference.” His chiseled features look stern and unforgiving. “Is Alison at home?” He asks. 
 
    “No Sir” I say meekly. He lets go of my shoulder. I could run, but I stand frozen in his harsh gaze, his hand still under my chin. 
 
    “Well let’s see.” He says mulling things over. “I am a big believer in respect. And discipline of course but…” 
 
    “No please Sir. I am truly sorry Sir.” I plead. 
 
    “Well that settles it.” He says. Suddenly very stern indeed. “Interrupting me is unforgivable. So disrespectful. That certainly deserves a spanking.” 
 
    “Oh please Sir no.” I am shaking now, but still rooted to the spot. 
 
    “And now you are contradicting me” He says “the list just keeps getting longer. I think you should quit now before you dig yourself any deeper.” 
 
    “Yes Sir.” I say simply. 
 
    “And failing to apologies” he adds “well let’s see, I would make that four offences with thee for each that’s twelve slaps to your cute little bottom, that would probably attract quite a crowd. Shall we say a round twenty indoors or just the twelve out here?” 
 
    I swallow deeply. He can feel me trembling. “Twenty indoors Sir” I say defeated. 
 
    “Good choice” he says grinning “but you need to ask me properly, and list why you need them. With lots of detail. In fact if you leave out even the smallest detail of what you need, and how I should do it, I will double the number.” 
 
    “Please Sir,” I begin composing my answer carefully, lest he increase the tally “could you please spank me indoors Sir. I need twenty spanks on my bottom Sir. Three for speaking to a superior without respect. Um… Three for rudely interrupting you while you were speaking, three for contradicting you.” I look desperately around while I am speaking lest anyone else spot me like this. “And three for failing to apologies for contradicting you. Then eight more for kindly agreeing not to spank me outside. Please…” I falter, I am losing my track. 
 
    “Come on Chastity” he says reassuringly, “you’re doing well so far. You just need to describe what I should do. Every tiny detail.” 
 
    “Thank you Sir. Please could you take me inside, bend me over a chair, um…” Suddenly the reality hits me. He is going to spank me. “Lift up my dress. Pull down my panties and spank me on my bottom twenty times.” 
 
    “That’s good Chastity, but who should keep, count?” He asks. I wonder if I should I have included that? Is he really going to double the tally? 
 
    “Please can you make me count each one Sir, and thank you for correcting me afterwards Sir?” I feel like I should add more detail just in case. “Then could you please send me to the corner and make me stand there with my panties round my ankles until you think I have learnt my lesson Sir.” 
 
    “Very well” he says, “I have a couple of suggestions though.” He adds grinning slyly. “Personally I prefer to spank naughty girls over my knees, and I like to watch them take off their dresses and pull down their panties first. And… I think you should repeat that request when we get inside. Do you think you can remember it all?” 
 
    “Yes Sir. I will remember” 
 
    “Good, and when you ask me I would like you to add four more juicy details of your own to the procedure, just to inspire me. Shall we go inside?” He asks. 
 
    Suddenly I am shaking again, I am not sure I will remember. “Yes Sir of course. Follow me Sir” I lead him into the house and though to the lounge. I watch him take a seat while I stand awkwardly in the middle of the room. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    “You know.” He says, looking me up and down, “Why don’t you take your dress off first Chastity.” 
 
    I respectfully agree. I take off my apron then slowly undo my buttons before pulling off my dress. Alan watches as I fold them, and place them on the sofa. 
 
    I stand before him in my pink cotton panties and bra, with my plain suspender belt holding up my white nylon stockings. He is looking me up and down smiling to himself. 
 
    “Very pretty Chastity. Give me a twirl.” He says. 
 
    I slowly turn, giving him a view from all angles. He bids me to stand just before him and I nervously approach hoping he isn’t going to spank me straight away. He leans forward. 
 
    “Tell me Chastity.” He asks looking up at me. “What is this under your panties?” He flicks the hard metal through the cotton with his fingers. 
 
    “That is my chastity cage Sir” I tell him. 
 
    He makes me show him, he makes me lower my panties to my knees and asks me if I always wear it. I explain I only wear it when I am Chastity for the weekend. 
 
    “Really, doesn’t your wife miss it?” he asks. 
 
    “No Sir” I answer blushing. 
 
    “Well I can see why” he says chuckling. “It does look very small. Did she ever tell you that?” 
 
    “Yes Sir. Often” I admit. I can feel myself swelling in the cage now. He must be able to tell. 
 
    “Hmm” he says rubbing his chin in thought. “I imagine she is desperate for a bit of male company wouldn’t you say? “ 
 
    "Yes sir. I know she is Sir” I say truthfully. That appears to surprise him. 
 
    “Oh really, you know that.” He says intrigued. “What exactly does she say about this thing in here?” He says holding the cage and shaking it. 
 
    The shaking only increasing my lust and making me inhale deeply. Mercifully he lets go again. 
 
    “Come on Chastity, spit it out, or I may just spank you twice. Once now and once later when your wife gets home.” He says ominously. 
 
    "She tells me it is tiny and useless Sir” I admit. Feeling the cage grow tighter. “And that she needs to find a real man with a big thick cock to satisfy her Sir.” 
 
    “Well that is interesting.” He is chuckling “and do you think she will be happy when she finds out you have found one for her?” 
 
    “Y…Yes S…Sir. I th… Ah… I think she will Sir.” I am trembling badly. I am on the edge of a climax at the thought of him with my wife. 
 
    “Hmm. Your useless little nub appears to be trying to get hard, and I think it is leaking” he says. “Does this tiny thing always leak this much when it gets exited?” his voice is rising. He is spitting out his words. Those words. 
 
    “Does that small inadequate thing sometimes spurt in there?” he continues “Have you got a hairline trigger too? Is that why Alison says it is useless? Are you a useless, pin pricked, panty waist, premature ejaculator that can’t satisfy his wife properly?” he spits with venom. 
 
    “Yesss S…S…Sir.” I say trying to maintain some composure but failing badly. I am flushed and a little faint. 
 
    “Which one Chastity?” He asks. 
 
    “A… A… All of t… the ab…. above Sir.” I admit. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    “Well, well, well.” He says, looking over my shoulder. “At least he is honest Alison.” 
 
    I turn. My mouth open in shock. She is standing in a man’s dressing gown. It is clearly too big to be mine. She smiles at me. 
 
    “I knew you wouldn’t check the recycling bag Chastity. I think that deserves an extra spanking.” She says to me before turning to Alan. “Hang on. Game off a second. Alan why is Brian already out of the dress? You know I like to be here when we do that.” 
 
    “Alison I was improvising” he says shamefaced. “I think Brian was enjoying it weren’t you Brian?” 
 
    “Yes Alison, it was bloody great.” I gush, composing myself a bit easier now the game is paused. I was so close to a climax. Too close. 
 
    “Well that goes without saying Brian, you are easily pleased. Alan don’t do that again. And stop playing for a spanking before I get here. That is the second time that has snuck into the game. We need to discuss things like that.” She says asserting herself. She never has any trouble asserting herself.  “Now where were we? OK game on.” 
 
    “I knew you wouldn’t check the recycling bag Chastity. I think that deserves an extra spanking.” She repeats, looking stern. Before turning to Alan. “How many are we on now? I couldn’t hear clearly from your bedroom window darling.” 
 
    I put my hand up to my mouth in shock at the familiar term. The trap is suddenly clear. I try to look convincing so we can get back into the flow. I suddenly realize that with the usual addition for not washing the panties I will be on a new record. I wonder if I will be able to take them all without using the safe word. Either way I know I will be washing those panties with a very sore bottom while they are upstairs in the freshly made bed. 
 
      
 
    Thank you & A Favor: 
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    If you enjoyed this book or received value from it in any way, then I’d like to ask you for a favor: would you be kind enough to leave a review for this book on Amazon? It’d be greatly appreciated! 
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