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Chapter 1
Morning Mischief


Ididn’t wake up to an alarm. I woke up to the delicate pressure of fingertips stroking the sensitive skin just below my navel—soft, circular touches that made my whole body tense in anticipation.

Then I felt it.

Laurie’s hand was between my legs, lightly cupping the small, locked cage that encased my cock. The air in the room was still cool from the night, but her touch was warm, her palm radiating heat as she cradled my helplessness like it belonged to her.

Because it did.

She was curled up behind me, her leg slung possessively over my thigh, her chest pressed against my back. I could feel the swell of her breasts through the thin cotton of her sleep shirt, her nipples already stiff as they grazed my bare skin.

“Good morning, baby,” she whispered against my ear, her lips brushing the shell. “Sleep well?”

I couldn’t speak at first. I was too caught in the feel of her—of the soft hair falling against my shoulder, of her fingers slowly tracing the outline of the cage, of the dull ache already forming in my balls.

“Laurie…” I finally managed.

She giggled and kissed my neck, trailing her lips lazily down toward my shoulder. Her breath was warm and unhurried, her voice thick with amusement.

“Someone’s already trying to get hard,” she murmured, giving the cage a little shake. “So eager this morning.”

“Well with a wake up like this…”

Her hand squeezed gently, just enough to make me gasp.

“You thought I was waking you up to let you cum?” she said sweetly, dragging her nails up the inside of my thigh. “Oh, honey. No.”

I whimpered, instinctively pushing my hips forward, searching for friction, anything.

She shifted behind me, moving with the grace of a predator, until she was straddling my hips, her thighs bracketing mine. I could feel her weight settle on top of me, and then—her panties pressed down against the top of the cage. Soft, warm, and damp.

My entire body jolted.

She rocked her hips once, slowly grinding against me.

I moaned. I couldn’t help it.

“You like that?” she asked, reaching down to run her fingers through my hair. “Feeling my little pussy right on top of your cage? Knowing you can’t do a damn thing about it?”

She rolled her hips again, more deliberately this time, and the fabric of her panties dragged over the plastic bars, sending sparks of helpless frustration up my spine.

I groaned, hands gripping the sheets. “Please, Laurie…”

“Please, what?” she asked, her voice featherlight as she leaned down, kissing my cheek. “Please let you cum? Please take pity on my poor little locked-up husband?”

I opened my mouth, but she shushed me with a kiss, full and deep. Her tongue slipped between my lips, slow and commanding, owning the moment even as she denied me everything.

When she pulled away, I was panting.

Her hands moved to my chest, sliding down slowly, then back up again. Her hips never stopped grinding, and I could feel the heat building in her body just as much as it burned in mine.

“I could ride you right now,” she whispered. “Right through your little cage. Make you feel every inch of me. Make you beg until your voice cracked.”

I whimpered. My eyes fluttered shut.

“But…”

She stopped.

No more friction. No more heat. Just the cool emptiness of her absence as she swung her leg over and stood up beside the bed.

My eyes flew open.

She was stretching now—arms high above her head, shirt lifting just enough to reveal the soft curve of her hips. She yawned dramatically, then ran a hand through her hair.

“But we don’t have time for that today,” she said lightly. “And I have a much better use for all this energy that you have.”

I stared, dazed, aching. “W-why not?”

She turned to me with a grin that sent a fresh wave of panic down my spine. That smile—the one that always meant she had something planned. Something devious.

“Because today is Thanksgiving, and because I have a surprise for you,” she said, her voice sing-song. “Something very special.”

She started walking toward the closet, her hips swaying with every step.

“Wait—Laurie—what kind of surprise?”

She spun back around, eyes glittering. “The kind you’ll remember for a long time.”


Chapter 2
The Uniform


Ididn’t know what to expect when I got out of bed to look at what she had planned—still locked, still aching, still flushed with the memory of Laurie’s hips grinding on my cage. I moved slowly, cautiously, my body wound tight with frustration and curiosity.

She was still waiting at the closet door, her devilish grin stretching across her face.

“Surprise,” she said sweetly as she opened the door.

My stomach dropped.

There, dangling from the hanger, was the most humiliating outfit I’d ever seen. A French maid uniform—tight black satin with delicate white lace ruffles along the chest and hem. A deep neckline that would showcase the fake cleavage she’d given me a dozen times before. The skirt was scandalously short, barely covering anything at all. Draped over the hanger was a matching set of black lace lingerie: a padded bra, dainty panties with a pink bow, and a garter belt. On the shelf were thigh-high stockings and shiny black heels with ankle straps. And resting beside them was the finishing touch—a long, curled wig in deep brunette, tied with a satin headband.

She wasn’t joking.

“Laurie—” I began, barely above a whisper.

She raised one brow, stepping closer with her free hand reaching back between my legs. She found my aching cage and gave it a squeeze as her cheek nuzzled against mine.

“You knew the rules when you agreed to lock this on yourself. You knew that I would make you mine in every way. Do you really think arguing is going to help?” she asked calmly, one hand holding cage, the other still cradling the hanger.

I shook my head. I knew she was right. “No, Mistress…”

“Good.” She smiled, victorious. “Now take off those boxers and show me what I’m dressing today.”

I hesitated, but only for a second. I slipped out of them slowly, the cage bobbing between my legs, already glistening with pre-cum from her earlier teasing and now from her dominance over me. I stood there, naked and humiliated.

Laurie walked a slow circle around me.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “Already leaking, and the day has only just begun.”

She reached out and ran a finger down my spine. “All this energy… all this need. You’ll be a very productive little maid today, won’t you?”

I nodded quickly. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Because if you’re perfect,” she said, stepping in close, her voice just a breath against my neck, “if you serve me without complaint… maybe—maybe—I’ll unlock that cage tonight.”

My breath caught.

“I’ll be good,” I whispered.

She grinned. “That’s what I like to hear.”

The dressing began.

She started with the panties—soft black lace with that humiliating little pink bow. She had me step into them, then pulled them slowly up my legs, savoring every inch. The moment they slid over the cage, I let out a choked moan.

“Poor baby,” she cooed. “So hard. So useless.”

The bra was next. She slipped it around my chest and fastened it tight, padding it with soft inserts she’d bought just for me. When I looked in the mirror, the shape of my chest looked shockingly feminine. I looked… transformed. Ridiculous, but beautiful.

Then came the garter belt. Laurie wrapped it around my hips like she was claiming me. She fastened each clasp with deliberate slowness.

“You’re trembling,” she observed.

I was. My legs were shaking from arousal, from the heels I hadn't even put on yet, from the sheer intensity of this moment.

“I’m just… trying to be good,” I said.

Her eyes lit up. “My sweet boy,” she said.

The stockings came next—she rolled them slowly up my legs, smoothing them with her palms. Every brush of her hands sent a shock through me. When she clipped the garters in place, she gave each one a playful snap that made me jump.

“You look like you were born to wear this,” she said, admiring her work.

I didn’t speak. I couldn’t.

Then she held up the maid dress and guided it down over my head. It clung tightly to every curve she’d forced me to adopt, from the false breasts to the cinched waist. The skirt barely reached mid-thigh.

Finally, she bent down and helped me into the heels. My balance wobbled instantly, which only made her smile wider.

“You’ll get used to them,” she said. “You’ll be wearing them until dinnertime.”

And then came the wig. She positioned it carefully, brushing the curls out over my shoulders, adjusting the headband like she was tying a bow on a present.

“Look at yourself,” she said, turning me toward the mirror.

I looked.

I didn’t see Fred.

I saw a maid. A sissy. A girl who existed to serve. My chest swelled with heat and my cock throbbed inside its cage—harder than it had ever been.

“So beautiful,” she murmured as she took in my full look. “But you still need one more thing—bend over the bed for me.”

I swallowed hard as I did as I was told, feeling the short skirt of the dress hike over my back. Her hands were quickly on my cheeks, spreading them open. Then with a quick movement I felt something cold press against me—then slip inside.

I gasped at the sudden sensation, feeling myself fill up in a strange new way, but knowing exactly what she had done.

“This will be for extra motivation today,” she giggled behind me.

I heard a click and then jolted forward as I felt the surge of vibrations flood my body.

Another click.

The plug kicked into a higher setting, more intense, vibrating faster and deeper. I gasped, doubling forward slightly, my cage twitching uselessly against the tight lace of the panties.

It felt so good. Too good.

But then it quickly turned off.

“You’re going to cook, clean, and serve today,” she said, slipping the frilliest little apron around me and tying it at my back. “And you’re going to beg me to let you do it. Because every second you’re good, every time you make me smile, you get one step closer to earning your reward.”

She leaned in and kissed me, her tongue teasing the edge of my lips, her breath hot with promise.

“Now,” she whispered, slipping her hand into mine, “go make me coffee, sweetheart. Then start prepping the turkey.”

And just as I turned, she whispered one last thing in my ear:

“And don’t even think about dripping in my kitchen.”


Chapter 3
A Maid’s Work


My heels clicked against the hardwood as I made my way toward the kitchen, each step awkward and deliberate. The maid dress swished with every motion, the skirt so short that I could feel the cool air brushing my thighs. My lace panties clung to the cage beneath, struggling to contain my desperation. The plug inside me hummed at a low, steady rhythm, relentless in its teasing.

Laurie followed behind me at a leisurely pace, arms folded like a queen inspecting her castle.

“I want my coffee hot,” she said cheerfully. “Strong. And not a single splash on the counter. We have guests coming over and I want this house spotless.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I murmured, moving carefully toward the coffee machine.

“Oh, and posture,” she added. “No slouching. Back straight. Chest out. I want those little tits of yours on display.”

I adjusted instantly, shoulders back, which only made the bra tug tighter around my chest. My reflection in the microwave door was humiliating. Wig in place, apron tied in a perfect bow, legs long and exposed above my stockings—I looked like a parody of the perfect little housemaid. And I was leaking through lace.

As I reached for the coffee tin, Laurie clicked the remote again.

Bzzzzzzzzzz.

The plug pulsed harder, sending a deep shiver through me. I fumbled the lid and caught it just before it hit the counter.

“Careful,” she said sweetly. “You wouldn’t want to make a mess.”

I bit my lip and forced myself to focus. I measured the grounds, filled the reservoir, and pressed start—all while her eyes traced every movement. My thighs trembled from the vibrations. My hands shook with arousal. I could barely breathe, and yet… I loved it.

Because I wanted to be good. I needed to be good.

If I did everything right, maybe—just maybe—she’d reward me. Maybe she’d unlock me. Maybe she'd let me touch her again.

“Breakfast next,” she said, walking over and hopping up on the counter like it was her throne. “Scrambled eggs. Toast. Turkey bacon. You know what I like.”

I nodded, stepping to the fridge.

“Oh, and wear the mitts when you use the pan. I don’t want my maid burning her delicate little hands.”

She tossed the frilly oven mitts at me—a pair covered in pink hearts—and I caught them awkwardly. Her laughter followed me to the stove.

As I started cooking, she kept talking. Talking and teasing.

“You know, it’s really sexy watching you like this,” she said. “Wig swaying. Apron bouncing. That little ass of yours twitching every time the vibrator kicks in.”

She clicked the remote again.

Buzz-buzz-buzz.

Three quick pulses. I moaned softly before I could stop myself.

“Oh?” she said, tilting her head. “Was that a moan?”

“I—I’m sorry,” I gasped. “I didn’t mean⁠—”

“Didn’t mean to what, sweet thing?” she purred. “Didn’t mean to sound like a needy little slut while you made me breakfast?”

My face burned.

She slid off the counter and walked behind me, arms wrapping around my waist, her hips pressing against my backside. She reached around to grab my apron’s front pocket, tugging it down just enough to see the bulge in my panties.

“God, you’re soaked,” she whispered in my ear. “Leaking through your panties like the good little maid you are.”

I whimpered. “I’m trying to be good…”

“Oh, baby. I know.” She kissed my neck and gave the cage a gentle tap through the lace. “You’re off to a good start.”

And then she was gone again, returning to the couch like it was her throne.

“Now finish breakfast, maid,” she called. “We have a whole feast to prepare. And I expect my turkey to be cooked with care—and obedience.”

I plated the eggs with trembling hands, every movement exaggerated by the heels and the soft purring buzz still lingering inside me. My stomach was tight with tension, my cage straining beneath the soaked lace, but I didn’t dare ask for a break.

I wanted to be good.

I had to be good.

I brought her the plate carefully, setting it on a tray with a napkin and a fresh cup of coffee. She was reclined on the couch now, her legs stretched out under the blanket, tablet in her lap, hair a tousled halo of lazy beauty.

“Tray on the coffee table,” she instructed, not looking up. “And kneel when you serve me. Properly.”

I lowered myself to the floor, the dress riding up my thighs as I knelt beside her. My cheeks were burning, my plug humming, my cage impossibly tight.

“Here you are, Mistress,” I whispered, offering her the tray with both hands.

She took it without looking at me, tapping her tablet with one hand while picking up her fork with the other. She chewed slowly, deliberately.

“Mmm. Not bad,” she said eventually. “You remembered the pepper this time.”

I exhaled in relief.

“Of course,” she added with a smirk, “the eggs might’ve been fluffier if you weren’t moaning while you whisked them.”

I flushed crimson. She glanced down at me finally, eyes twinkling.

“You know, I could get used to this,” she said, reaching out and brushing my wig off my shoulder. “A sissy maid in my kitchen every holiday. Cooking, cleaning, trembling around the house, wetting her panties while doing chores…”

She clicked the remote again. Bzzzzzzz.

The plug surged to life inside me. I gasped, my body jolting with the sensation. It wasn’t painful—but it was deep. Maddening. Enough to make my hips twitch and my knees spread wider without thinking.

“Oh, look at you,” she cooed, “trying to keep still like a good girl. I love when you try to be strong. It's adorable.”

She continued to watch me squirm until finally dismissing me.

“Back to the kitchen,” she said. “You’ve got a turkey to prep, stuffing to mix, and vegetables to chop. And I expect everything to be ready by five.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered.

“Oh, and maid?”

“Yes?”

“If I find so much as one wrinkle on the tablecloth, you can say goodbye to your little unlocking fantasy.”

I swallowed hard and nodded.

---

The next two hours were relentless. Chopping, peeling, seasoning, prepping the bird. The oven preheated while I basted the turkey, every movement exaggerated by the heels and the constant vibration inside me. My legs ached. My wrists hurt from mixing. But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t stop.

Every time I reached down to open a drawer or pick something off the floor, I felt exposed—skirts flipping up, cheeks peeking out. I knew Laurie could see everything. I knew she wanted me to know.

And she didn’t leave me alone.

Sometimes she walked in just to "check" on me, trailing her fingers down my spine or flicking my cage through the lace, commenting on how feminine I was starting to look, how well-suited I was to domestic life.

“You’re doing so well,” she’d say sweetly. “Just a little more effort and maybe I’ll let you kiss me tonight. Maybe even… watch me undress.”

My cock twitched violently in the cage every time she teased something like that. It made the leak worse. It made the ache grow deeper.

I was a mess by noon. Sweaty, aroused, focused. But also proud. Laurie was smiling more. She even kissed my forehead once when I folded the linen napkins correctly.

That kiss was everything.

Maybe—just maybe—I could earn more.


Chapter 4
Buzzing


The afternoon blurred into a haze of heat, scent, and soft, constant ache. The turkey was in the oven now, golden skin slowly crisping. The stuffing was ready, the sweet potatoes layered neatly in a glass dish, marshmallows arranged with obsessive precision. Vegetables were chopped, rolls rising in the oven’s warmth, and the kitchen had been cleaned and reset at least twice.

And through all of it, I continued to buzz.

Not constantly—Laurie was too strategic for that. She’d turn the plug on at just the right moment: when I bent over the oven door, when I was straining to reach the top shelf, when I paused to wipe sweat from my brow. The vibration would pulse deep inside me, a low thrum that stole my breath and made my cage twitch helplessly against the damp lace of my panties.

Every time I thought I could catch my breath, bzzzzzz—another jolt, another reminder that I was plugged, locked, dressed like a maid, and entirely at her mercy.

And every time, I thanked her.

Because I wanted to be good.

I needed to be good.

She came in around one-thirty, dressed now in leggings and a crop top, freshly showered and glowing. She looked like she was headed to brunch, not ruling over her trembling sissy maid.

She leaned against the counter, watching me baste the turkey.

“Well don’t you look busy,” she said casually. “Such focus. Such dedication.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I whispered, trying not to spill the juices.

She walked up behind me and trailed her fingers down the small of my back, then reached under my skirt and pressed her palm against the plug.

I moaned.

“Oh? Sensitive?”

“A-a little…”

She grinned and gave the remote a playful click.

BZZZZZZZ.

I nearly dropped the baster. My knees buckled, and I had to brace myself against the edge of the counter.

She leaned in close, her voice syrupy.

“You know, it’s actually a little pathetic,” she whispered. “How wet your panties are. How desperate you are to be good. Like some obedient little puppy hoping I’ll scratch behind your ears.”

She reached around and tugged the bow of my apron.

“You do want to be good, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped.

“You want me to unlock you tonight? Let you cum for me?”

“Yes—please—yes⁠—”

“Hmm.” She clicked the remote again. Buzz… Buzz… Buzz. Three short, brutal pulses. I shook with each one.

“Then earn it,” she said, pulling back. “No more spills. No more whining. No more moaning like you’re about to cream yourself on my kitchen floor.”

I nodded furiously.

“Good girl,” she purred. Then, before walking out, she turned and added, “Oh, and wipe that drool off your chin. You’re supposed to be a maid, not a mutt.”

She returned an hour later.

Not to help. Not to check on the food.

Just to sit on the counter, sip her wine, and watch me scrub the sink.

She buzzed me every time I paused. Every time I bit my lip. Every time I looked too long at her bare feet dangling off the counter, her painted toes brushing the top of my wig.

“You’re getting good at this,” she said, sipping slowly. “I could see you doing this full-time. Apron, heels, plug buzzing all day. Cooking for me, cleaning the house. Never cumming unless I say so.”

I moaned softly.

She buzzed me again.

“That’s right. I said never.”

I gasped. “Yes, Mistress. I mean—yes, I understand.”

“Better.”

She slipped off the counter and walked behind me again, brushing her hand across my ass. She pinched lightly at the edge of my stockings.

“Mmm. These are riding up.” Her fingers grazed my inner thigh. “Maybe I’ll spank you later. After dessert.”

Then she walked away.

By the time three-thirty rolled around, I was barely holding it together. The kitchen was immaculate, the table set, the food nearly ready. My body was hot and slick, my cage unbearably tight, my panties soaked. The plug inside me felt like a part of me now—buzzing, pulsing, always there.

I was exhausted. But more than that, I was proud.

I had done everything right.

I was Laurie’s perfect little maid.

And now… now, I hoped she would reward me.

Until then I would keep busy, not wanting her to find me resting. So I continued, cleaning the baseboards to make sure everything was perfect.

Laurie strolled in again, her wine glass in hand, hips swaying lazily as she paused in the doorway to admire the view.

“Now that’s a sight,” she said, sipping. “My little sissy, on her knees, with her skirt flipped up and her plug on display. Makes me wish I had company to show you off.”

My hands froze on a stack of plates. She walked up behind me and crouched slightly, her breath hot on my ear.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” she whispered. “Me parading you around the house, letting our friends see how hard you work to serve me. How needy you are. How wet you get from just a little attention.”

I moaned without meaning to. My body gave me away.

She giggled. “God, you're a mess.”

I trembled, my arms bracing against the open dishwasher door, legs spread wide, breathing heavy.

Laurie’s voice lowered, sultry but mocking. “Tell me what you're feeling, maid.”

“I—I feel—” I swallowed, then tried again. “I feel aroused, Mistress. Desperate.”

“Good.” She leaned in close, lips almost brushing my cheek. “And?”

“Like I want to be good. I want to please you. I want… I want to be unlocked.”

She smiled like I’d just confessed to a crime.

She gave me a kiss, slow and deliberate, making my heart flutter faster. Our lips opened and I felt the tip of her tongue slip in, her hands wrapping around my body, pulling me closer.

But then the timer dinged on the oven, signaling that the turkey was done.

“Best not let it burn,” she grinned as she stepped back.

I hurried to the oven and pulled it out—golden, perfect, glistening—Laurie gave a satisfied hum and walked over to inspect my work.

She circled me slowly, one hand trailing along the small of my back, the other raising her wineglass to take another sip.

“Go wait in the living room,” she said. “I think you’ve earned yourself a little break.”


Chapter 5
A Taste and a Treat


Isat at the edge of the couch like I was told, knees together, hands folded neatly in my lap, just like Laurie had taught me. My dress was clinging to my thighs with sweat, my stockings slightly rolled at the tops from the hours of bending and scrubbing. The heels were killing me, but I wouldn’t dare take them off.

Not when I was so close.

Laurie walked in with the grace of a woman who’d spent the entire day being worshipped. She didn’t look like she’d lifted a finger—because she hadn’t. She was glowing, calm, powerful.

And I was a quivering, needy mess in my little uniform.

She sat down slowly, beside me, then leaned back and crossed her legs. “Scoot closer,” she said.

I did.

She looked at me for a long moment, then smiled. “Sit on my lap.”

My breath caught. She hadn’t said that in months.

“Don’t keep me waiting.”

I obeyed, carefully sliding onto her lap, straddling her, facing her. My knees bent over the cushions, my hands trembling as I rested them on her shoulders. The cage pressed against her stomach through the lace, still damp, still leaking.

She wrapped one arm around my waist, the other trailing her nails lightly up and down my thigh.

“Mmm. So worked up, aren’t you?” she murmured. “All this effort. You really want to be unlocked, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I breathed.

Her hand slid up beneath the back of my skirt, fingers grazing my plug, giving it a little twist.

“Still nice and snug. You’ve worn it so well today.”

She clicked the remote.

BZZZZZZZZ.

I gasped and buried my face in her neck, my whole body shaking.

Her other hand cupped my caged bulge through the lace. She didn’t stroke. Just held it—possessively, like it belonged to her.

Because it did.

“Such a good little thing,” she whispered. “All dressed up. Cooking for me. Cleaning like your whole existence depends on it.”

“It does,” I said before I could stop myself.

Her breath caught. She pulled back, staring into my eyes. Then her grin returned—hungry, proud, a little dangerous. “I know it does.”

Her hands explored me then, slowly, tracing every inch of lace, every inch of trembling skin. She kissed me softly at first—just a brush of lips—then deeper, with tongue, claiming my mouth while her other hand reached for the remote again.

Buzz. Buzz. Buzz.

Short bursts. Teasing pulses.

I whimpered against her lips.

“Tell me what you want,” she whispered.

“I want to be yours.”

“You already are.”

“I want to make you happy.”

“You do.”

I hesitated.

“I want… to cum.”

She smiled.

“Too bad.”

And then she ramped the vibrator.

BZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ.

I cried out, hips grinding instinctively against her. The cage throbbed, pulsing, twitching, aching so badly it felt like I might go mad. Her hand on the back of my neck kept me close. Her mouth brushed my ear.

“You’re dripping all over my lap.”

“I—I’m sorry⁠—”

“I didn’t say I minded.”

Her fingers slid under the waistband of my panties, pressing the cage down just slightly, enough to make me squirm.

“You’re so close, aren’t you?,” she whispered. “So needy. So perfect.”

My moans were muffled against her shoulder. My whole body trembled, hips rocking forward, thighs squeezing against hers.

“Please…” I choked out.

“Mmm. Not yet.”

She kissed me again, longer this time. Then, with one swift motion, she pulled the remote from her robe pocket and clicked it off.

Silence.

I collapsed against her, panting. Shaking. So close I couldn’t think straight, couldn’t breathe.

She stroked my hair gently, brushing it behind my ear.

“There’s my good little sissy,” she cooed. “You almost earned it.”

My heart was still racing. “Please… just a little more⁠—”

But she was already shifting.

She lifted me gently off her lap, setting me down beside her like I was a well-used toy she was proud of—but ready to set back on the shelf.

“Break time’s over,” she said simply. “Dinner’s almost ready. Pour me another glass of wine, check the rolls, and make sure that table is set perfectly.”

I blinked. “Wait, that’s it?”

She smirked.

“That was your reward. Getting to touch me. Getting to imagine what it might be like to cum.”

She stood, adjusting her top and reaching for her wine glass.

“Actually…” She turned back to me with a glint in her eye. “Maybe I will reward you now. Come with me.”

I stood on unsteady legs, nearly falling out of my heels as I followed her. The cage throbbed with every step. My soaked panties clung to my aching cock like a second skin. The plug shifted deeper with every movement, a constant reminder that I wasn’t in control of anything—not my pleasure, not my body, not even my pace.

She led me into the bedroom, where the bed was already turned down and bathed in the warm amber light from her bedside lamp. She sat on the edge of the mattress, set her wine down, and slowly slid her leggings off, revealing bare thighs and nothing underneath.

She didn’t say a word. Just leaned back, legs parted, and crooked a finger at me.

“Kneel.”

I dropped to my knees immediately, the soft carpet a welcome relief from the hard kitchen floor.

“Come closer,” she said.

I crawled forward, positioning myself between her legs, heart pounding, breath shallow.

“You’ve worked hard today,” she murmured. “I suppose you’ve earned the honor of tasting me.”

She reached down, tugging the bow on my apron loose, and lifted my wig gently out of the way. Her fingers brushed my cheek, her nails grazing my skin.

“But I’ve worked hard, too. Training you, motivating you, putting up with your desperation.”

She leaned down, gripping my chin and locking eyes with me.

“So I think I deserve the reward.”

Then she laid back, her thighs falling open, her pussy glistening in the low light.

“Worship me.”

I obeyed.

My tongue moved slowly at first—tentative, reverent—but she didn’t let me linger.

“Deeper,” she snapped. “You know how to treat me by now. Don’t make me regret this.”

I pressed in, tongue gliding up and down her folds, curling inside her, tasting her need. She was already wet, already hot, already ready to use me the way she liked best: like a tool. Like her toy.

She reached down, fingers lacing into the curls of the wig as she pulled me tighter against her.

“Good,” she gasped. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

I didn’t. Couldn’t. Wouldn’t.

Every moan she made, every twitch of her hips, every sharp tug of my wig made my cage throb harder. My panties were soaked now. I could feel the slick mess coating my thighs, the vibrations in the plug picking up again as she clicked the remote over and over again.

She began grinding against my face.

“You want to cum, don’t you?”

I whimpered against her.

“Say it.”

“I want to cum,” I breathed between strokes of my tongue. “I need it. Please.”

She laughed. Her thighs clenched around my face.

“You don’t get to need,” she hissed. “You get to serve. That’s what you were made for.”

And then she came.

Hard, as if rubbing my face in what I couldn’t have.

She moaned my name, grinding against my tongue, holding my head in place until her hips stopped shaking and she went limp across the sheets.

Even then, she didn’t let go.

She held me there, her breathing shallow, stroking my cheek lazily while her thighs twitched around my ears.

She finally pushed my head back, guiding me to sit upright on my knees. I was breathless, my face flushed and slick with her climax, my cock practically convulsing in its cage.

“You’re such a good little mouth,” she said, reaching for her wineglass. “Pity you’re not much use for anything else.”

I blinked, dazed, aching.

“Go finish dinner.”


Chapter 6
Used


The scent of roasted turkey filled the house. The table was set—perfectly. Candles flickered, rolls warmed under a linen cloth, and the last bit of gravy simmered on the stove. Everything gleamed, from the polished silverware to the counters I had wiped down three separate times.

I was sweating through my uniform. My wig had gone a bit crooked. My stockings itched. My cage was aching. And my panties—still soaked from earlier—clung to me like a shameful second skin.

Laurie hadn’t returned to the kitchen yet and it was getting late.

I stood there, heels clicking softly as I stepped from one task to the next, waiting for her approval, feeling anxious as I realized that guests would soon arrive.

And then I heard it—the loud click of heels moving toward the kitchen. I turned—and there she was. She was dressed immaculately, her hair perfect, her makeup exquisite, her dress hugging her body like it was made for her to wear.

She stood, stretching luxuriously. “Guests will be here soon,” she said calmly.

My heart stuttered, not knowing what she was alluding to. “I know,” I stammered.

She turned to me with a grin, letting the silence hang and eat away at me.

“You’ll be showered and dressed in something more appropriate by then, of course. Can’t have you dripping in your apron, now can we?”

She walked toward the dining room and peeked inside at the set table.

“Oh—and cold water only. I need you to be more… calm and present come dinnertime.”

She flashed me a naughty look, eyes full of wicked amusement.

“You’ve earned a rinse, not a reward. The day is far from over after all.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I breathed out, trying not to hide my disappointment.

I stood there, trembling, my cage still locked, and my thighs aching. Part of me hoped—hoped she might still unlock me after dinner, or maybe just stroke me while I knelt at her feet.

But I knew better.

“Dinner looks amazing,” she said, walking towards me. “I can’t wait to take all the credit.”

She smiled and gave me a wink.

I tried to hide my shock.

“You were perfect today, darling. I can’t wait to see you prepare for the next holiday.”

Then she gave me a soft kiss and walked out of the kitchen, heels clicking with the confidence of a woman who had everything she wanted.

“But what about my reward…” I squeaked out. I knew better than to beg, but I was so worked up, so needy. I couldn’t hold back.

She stopped just inside the doorway and grinned back at me. “Today, being used was your reward.” She took another step then looked back over her shoulder, “But don’t worry dear. After seeing what a good maid you were today, I think I will have plenty more opportunities to earn the reward you really want.”

Then she was gone and I stood alone, aching, empty, but glowing with pride. Despite everything, despite the yearning still deep inside me, I felt thankful.

Thankful to be her sissy maid.
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