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Chapter 1: The Devil's Alternative

Reece sat sweating in the leather chair across from Vasilisa's massive oak desk, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped animal. The air in the private casino office felt thick, heavy with the scent of aged wood, expensive whiskey, and her perfume. It was a rich, heavy floral musk that wrapped around his throat and made his stomach twist. His palms were slick against his thighs as he gripped the fabric of his jeans. Eighty thousand dollars. The number kept flashing behind his eyes. Collection was Friday. And the two thick necked men waiting outside the door made it very clear what that meant.

Vasilisa leaned back in her chair, platinum blonde hair twisted into a perfect French chignon. At forty seven she looked carved from ice and silk, charcoal power suit hugging her full breasts and narrow waist, satin opera gloves shimmering under the low lighting. Her legs were crossed, one black stiletto heel dangling lazily. Click. The sound of that heel tapping once against the desk leg cut through the silence. Reece's breath caught.

"You have two options, Reece," she said, voice smooth as chilled vodka. "Pay what you owe by Friday, or sign the contract. Six months indentured service at my Hampton estate. Full room and board. No salary. Complete obedience."

His mouth went dry. "What kind of service?"

Vasilisa's lips curved. The click of her heel came again as she uncrossed her legs and stood. The faint rustle of satin from beneath her pencil skirt whispered as she moved around the desk toward him. She stopped close enough that the heavy scent of her perfume flooded his lungs.

"The kind where you learn your place," she murmured. "The kind where proud little gamblers become useful, obedient maids. Frilly uniforms. Curtsies. Complete surrender."

Reece's cock twitched traitorously in his jeans despite the terror. He hated himself for it. This woman held his life in her manicured hands and his body was reacting like a fucking teenager.

"I… I can't go to the harbor," he whispered, voice cracking.

Vasilisa smiled. She reached down and picked up the contract and a heavy silver pen from the desk. The metal felt ice cold when she pressed it into his palm. His fingers closed around it automatically.

"Sign, or the harbor claims you tonight."

His hand shook. The cold metal of the pen burned against his hot skin as he lowered it to the paper. Stroke by stroke, he signed away six months of his life. The moment the ink dried, Vasilisa plucked the pen from his fingers and set it aside.

"Good boy," she purred.

Before he could process what was happening, she grabbed his chin and tilted his face up. Her satin gloved thumb traced his lower lip. Then she stepped back, hiked her tight skirt up her thighs with a soft rustle of satin lining, and sat on the edge of the desk. She wasn't wearing panties. Her pussy was smooth, already glistening.

"On your knees, Reece. Seal the contract properly."

He stared, stunned. His cock hardened fully in his jeans, throbbing. Shame burned his cheeks even as he slid from the chair to his knees on the thick carpet. Vasilisa parted her thighs wider, the click of one heel tapping impatiently.

"Use your mouth. Show me you understand what obedience means."

Reece leaned in, heart pounding. The heavy scent of her perfume mixed with the warm, musky aroma of her cunt. He dragged his tongue up her slit, tasting her. Salty sweet. She sighed above him, one gloved hand sliding into his chestnut hair and gripping tight.

"Deeper."

He pushed his tongue inside her, fucking her with it, nose pressed to her clit. Vasilisa rocked against his face, grinding slowly, her satin covered thighs brushing his ears. The rustle of fabric and wet sounds of his licking filled the office. His cock strained painfully against his zipper, leaking.

"Look at me while you eat my cunt."

Their eyes locked. Hers were cold, triumphant. His were wide, desperate. He sucked her clit between his lips and flicked it rapidly. Vasilisa's breath hitched. She held his head in place as her hips jerked.

"Fuck… yes, just like that."

Her thighs began to tremble. Reece licked and sucked frantically, driven by fear and humiliating arousal. When she came, she did it with a low, elegant moan, flooding his mouth with her juices. He swallowed what he could, the rest coating his chin. Her gloved fingers tightened painfully in his hair as she rode out the spasms.

She pushed him back after a moment, breathing steady again. Reece sat on his heels, cock aching, face shiny with her cum.

"Stand up and drop your pants."

He obeyed instantly. His cock sprang free, hard and dripping. Vasilisa wrapped one satin gloved hand around his shaft and stroked once, twice. The cool, smooth fabric felt obscene.

"You won't be using this much anymore," she said conversationally. "But for tonight…"

She pumped him with firm, practiced strokes. Reece groaned, hips bucking. The contrast of her elegant glove on his leaking dick pushed him over the edge embarrassingly fast. His balls drew up tight.

"I'm going to… fuck…"

Cum exploded from his cock in thick ropes, splattering across her desk and dripping over her gloved fingers. He shuddered hard, knees weak, moaning openly as the orgasm tore through him. Vasilisa milked every drop, then wiped her soiled glove across his lips.

"Clean."

He licked his own cum from the satin without hesitation.

Vasilisa stood, smoothing her skirt down with a final rustle of satin. "The car is waiting. Your old life ends tonight."

Two men escorted him out of the casino. Reece's legs felt like jelly. His face still smelled like her pussy. His cock, spent and sticky, tucked back into his jeans. They put him in the back of a black town car. The door locks clicked shut with heavy finality.

As the car pulled away from Atlantic City, Reece stared out the window. Neon lights blurred past. His signed contract sat in Vasilisa's lap across from him. She watched him with predatory satisfaction, one heel tapping slowly.

The Hamptons waited. Six months of satin and submission. His heart raced with terror and something darker. Something that felt like the beginning of surrender.


Chapter 2: Satin Imprisonment

Reece stood completely naked in the center of the vast dressing room inside Vasilisa's Hampton estate, his skin prickling with goosebumps despite the warm air. The room smelled of polished wood, lavender sachets, and something sharper, like fresh latex and starch. Tall mirrors lined two walls, reflecting his slim, trembling body from every angle. His chestnut hair was still messy from the car ride, and his green eyes darted around in panic. His cock hung soft between his legs, betraying none of the fear that made his stomach clench.

The heavy oak door clicked shut behind him. Vasilisa entered first, her charcoal power suit exchanged for a deep burgundy silk blouse and pencil skirt that hugged her mature curves. Her platinum blonde French chignon gleamed under the chandelier light. Close behind her followed a tall, severe woman in a black uniform, her dark hair pulled into a tight bun.

"Arms up, Reece," Vasilisa commanded.

He obeyed, raising his arms as his heart slammed against his ribs. This was real. He had signed the contract only hours ago, and now he stood exposed, every inch of his body on display for these women.

Vasilisa circled him slowly. The click of her heels on the marble floor echoed. She ran one satin opera gloved finger down his spine, making him shiver. "Such a pretty canvas. Slim waist, nice legs. You will look exquisite once we package you properly."

The assistant, who Vasilisa called Lena, brought forward the first garment: a heavily boned white corset. The fabric whispered as they wrapped it around his torso. Reece sucked in a sharp breath as they began tightening the laces. The constriction built gradually, squeezing his ribs and forcing his posture straight. Every tug compressed him further, making his breathing shallow and his pulse race.

The tight corset constriction dug into his flesh, reshaping his slim frame into something exaggerated and feminine. He felt his waist cinch smaller with each pull, the pressure mounting until it bordered on pain. His cock twitched involuntarily as the restriction sent strange sparks through his nerves. Shame flooded him. He was getting hard while two women turned him into this.

"Why are you doing this to me?" he whispered, voice hoarse.

Vasilisa stepped closer, her heavy perfume enveloping him. "Because you signed the contract, Reece. Your debts are now mine to manage. Your body is now mine to shape. Pretty maids do not speak unless spoken to."

Lena yanked the laces harder. Reece gasped, his chest heaving against the rigid boning. His cock had stiffened fully now, jutting out obscenely. Vasilisa noticed and smiled, wrapping her gloved hand around his shaft without warning. The cool satin slid along his hot skin, stroking slowly from base to tip.

"Look at this eager little thing," she murmured. "Already leaking for your new uniform."

Reece's mind spun. Part of him wanted to fight, to demand they stop. But the memory of the harbor, the collection thugs, and the finality of that signed contract kept him frozen. His body betrayed him completely, hips pushing forward into her grip.

Vasilisa pumped him with firm, deliberate strokes while Lena continued tightening the corset. The dual sensations overwhelmed him: the crushing pressure around his middle and the smooth, gliding pleasure on his cock. Pre-cum smeared across her satin glove, making the fabric slick.

"Please," he breathed.

"Please what?" Vasilisa asked, tightening her grip. "Use your words, gambler."

"Please let me come."

She laughed softly, the sound elegant and cruel. "Not yet. First, we finish dressing you."

They slid the black satin French maid dress over his head. The fabric was cool and slippery against his skin as it settled over the corset. Smooth satin sliding over skin sent shivers racing across his chest and arms. The skirt flared out dramatically thanks to the layers beneath. Lena attached the crinoline petticoat next, the petticoat rustle loud in the quiet room as stiff layers of tulle and satin brushed his thighs. Lace tickling thighs made his balls draw up tight with unwanted arousal.

The dress hugged his cinched waist perfectly, the bodice pushing his chest up while the short skirt barely covered the tops of his thighs. White lace trimmed the hem and sleeves, delicate and humiliating. They locked the back zipper with a small silver padlock that clicked shut ominously.

Reece's breathing came in short gasps. The uniform felt both restrictive and sensual, every movement causing the satin to glide across his sensitized skin and the lace to tease his bare thighs. His hard cock tented the front of the skirt obscenely.

Vasilisa stepped back to admire him, then nodded to Lena. "Leave us for a moment."

Once alone, Vasilisa pushed Reece backward until his ass hit the edge of the padded dressing bench. She hiked up her tight skirt, revealing her bare, wet pussy, and sat down on the bench, legs spread wide.

"On your knees, maid. Earn the rest of your outfit."

Reece dropped, the petticoats rustling loudly as he knelt between her thighs. The corset made bending difficult, forcing him to stay upright. Vasilisa grabbed his hair and pulled his face into her cunt.

"Lick."

He obeyed, dragging his tongue through her slick folds. She tasted strong and musky, already dripping from the power she held over him. Reece licked and sucked with desperate focus, circling her clit before pushing his tongue inside her hole. Vasilisa moaned softly, grinding against his mouth while her satin gloved hands kept him pinned.

"Good boy. Deeper. Fuck me with that tongue."

The humiliation burned hot in his chest even as his own cock throbbed painfully under the satin skirt. He was on his knees in women's clothing, eating the pussy of the woman who owned him. His resistance crumbled further with every wet stroke.

Vasilisa's thighs began to tremble around his ears. She rode his face harder, her juices coating his chin and lips. "Don't stop. Make me come."

Reece doubled his efforts, sucking her clit rhythmically. She arched with a low cry, flooding his mouth as her orgasm hit. He swallowed greedily, licking every drop while she shuddered through the pleasure.

When she recovered, she stood and pulled him up. Her eyes gleamed with satisfaction. "Now for the final touches."

Lena returned carrying stockings, heels, and a lace apron. They rolled sheer black stockings up his legs, the silk whispering against his skin. The lace tops gripped his thighs tightly, adding another layer of sensation. The black patent heels locked onto his feet with small straps and tiny padlocks.

Finally, they tied the white lace apron around his cinched waist and placed a matching lace headpiece in his chestnut hair.

"Turn around," Vasilisa ordered.

Reece obeyed, the full weight of the uniform settling on him. The petticoats swished with every step, lace tickling his thighs constantly. His cock strained against the satin, leaving a wet spot.

"Look in the mirror."

He turned toward the tall mirror and froze. The reflection showed a slim figure in a classic French maid uniform, waist dramatically cinched, legs lengthened by the heels, face flushed with shame and arousal. The satin dress gleamed under the lights, petticoats flaring out to expose the lace stockings. His green eyes stared back wide with disbelief.

Humiliation crashed over him in waves. This was him. Reece the gambler, now dressed as a frilly sissy maid. Yet his cock throbbed harder than ever, betraying him completely. An unwanted stir pulsed through his groin as he took in the full image, the smooth satin hugging his body, the rustle of fabric with the slightest shift of weight.

Vasilisa stood behind him, her hands resting on his shoulders. She pressed her body against his back, letting him feel her warmth through the layers.

"Pretty maids do not speak unless spoken to," she whispered into his ear. "Welcome to your new life, Reece."

He stared at his reflection, heart pounding, body aching with a confusing mix of terror, shame, and dark, undeniable excitement. The car that brought him here felt like it had arrived from another lifetime. This satin imprisonment was only the beginning.


Chapter 3: Curtsy Academy

Reece woke sore and aching in the small servants' quarters bed, his body protesting every shift under the thin sheet. The corset from yesterday had been removed for sleep, but his ribs still felt compressed and bruised. His calves burned from the hours spent locked in those heeled shoes, and the constant swish of petticoats in his dreams had left him half-hard and ashamed. He dreaded what today would bring. Curtsy training. Posture drills. Becoming something unrecognizable.

He rose slowly, already dressed in the black satin French maid uniform. The petticoats rustled loudly as he stood, lace brushing his thighs. His green eyes looked tired in the small mirror. The weight of the debt and the contract pressed heavier than the boning ever could.

Vasilisa waited for him in the grand dining room, riding crop in her gloved hand. Sunlight streamed through tall windows onto the long table covered with silverware that needed polishing.

"Begin with the basics," she said coolly. "Show me a proper curtsy."

Reece's legs trembled as he attempted the movement. One foot behind the other, knees bending, skirt lifted slightly with gloved hands. The swish of petticoats filled the air as he dipped. It felt ridiculous. His calves immediately started to burn from holding the lowered position.

"Terrible," Vasilisa snapped. The riding crop echoed sharply against her palm. "Again. Deeper. A maid shows respect with her entire body."

He tried once more, muscles protesting. The polished silver tray in his gloved hands felt slippery as he balanced it during the motion. Interior shame flooded him. Yesterday he had been a man signing a contract out of desperation. Today he was practicing curtsies in lace and satin like some paid fantasy.

"Why does this turn you on?" his mind screamed. Yet his cock stirred beneath the layers of petticoats, trapped and leaking.

Vasilisa circled him, her heels clicking. "Address me correctly while you clean. Mistress. Every sentence."

"Yes, Mistress," he muttered, picking up a silver spoon and polishing it with the soft cloth. The metal gleamed under his gloved fingers, cool and heavy. He moved to the next piece, trying to maintain straight posture while the corset dug into his sides.

She corrected his form repeatedly. The crop tapped his calves when they bent wrong, sending sharp stings through him. Each tap made the petticoats swish and his calves burn hotter. Sweat beaded on his forehead as he worked through the silver service, piece by piece.

After thirty minutes, Vasilisa stopped him. "Enough cleaning for now. Time for dedicated curtsy practice. Follow me to the ballroom."

The vast ballroom had mirrors on every wall. Reece's reflection mocked him from multiple angles. The frilly maid stared back, flushed and anxious.

"Position one," Vasilisa ordered.

He curtsied. She corrected the angle of his back, the depth of his bend. The burn in his calves intensified as she made him hold it for long seconds. The swish of petticoats accompanied every rise and fall. His thighs quivered. His cock throbbed traitorously against the satin.

"Better," she said after twenty repetitions. "But still lacking true submission."

Reece's mind raced with conflicting thoughts. Every curtsy stripped away another layer of his old identity. The gambler who took risks was being replaced by this obedient figure in lace. Yet the constant friction of satin on his skin and the humiliating ritual sent unwanted arousal pulsing through him. His nipples hardened against the bodice. Pre-cum dampened the front of his panties.

Vasilisa noticed. She stepped close, riding crop tracing down his chest. "Your body understands what your mind fights. Good."

She guided him to a wide velvet chaise near the windows. "Remove your panties. Then kneel properly."

Reece obeyed, sliding the lace garment down his legs. His cock sprang free, hard and dripping. Vasilisa hiked up her elegant skirt, revealing her bare, shaved pussy already glistening with arousal. She sat on the chaise and pulled him between her thighs.

"Service your Mistress while you practice your words. Every time you speak, you curtsy first."

Reece leaned in, the swish of his petticoats loud as he pressed his mouth to her cunt. He licked slowly at first, tasting her musky wetness. Vasilisa sighed, one gloved hand in his chestnut hair.

"Curtsy and tell me how you feel right now," she commanded.

He pulled back, rose slightly on his knees in the proper curtsy position, petticoats rustling. "I feel humiliated, Mistress. And… excited."

"Continue."

He dove back in, tongue sliding between her slick folds, circling her clit before pushing inside her hole. She tasted stronger now, growing wetter with every stroke. The echo of her riding crop tapping against the chaise urged him faster. He sucked her clit gently, then harder, fucking her with his tongue in rhythm with her rolling hips.

Vasilisa moaned softly, grinding against his face. "Deeper. Make your Mistress come on that pretty mouth."

Reece worked frantically, nose buried in her mound, tongue plunging in and out of her dripping cunt. Juices coated his chin. His own cock throbbed untouched, aching for relief. The burn in his calves returned as he held the serving position on his knees, but he didn't stop.

She gripped his hair tighter. Her thighs clamped around his head. "Now. Curtsy again and beg to make me come."

He pulled back, curtsying deeply despite the strain. "Please let me make you come, Mistress. I need it."

Vasilisa smiled triumphantly and yanked him back to her pussy. He licked with desperate hunger until she arched, crying out in elegant release. Her cunt pulsed against his tongue, flooding his mouth with hot, slick cum. He swallowed every drop, licking her clean as she shuddered through the long orgasm, gloved fingers digging into his scalp.

When she recovered, breathing steady once more, she pulled him up onto the chaise beside her. "Your turn, maid. But you will earn it properly."

Vasilisa wrapped her satin opera gloved hand around his throbbing cock and began stroking with slow, firm pulls. The smooth fabric glided over his slick shaft, spreading his pre-cum. Reece groaned, hips bucking.

"Curtsy with your upper body while I stroke you," she ordered. "Keep your knees spread."

He obeyed, dipping his torso in repeated curtsies as she pumped him. The position was degrading and intensely arousing. Every downward dip made his cock surge in her grip. The polished silver tray he had been using earlier sat nearby, reflecting fragments of his humiliated form.

"Look at yourself," she whispered. "A desperate sissy curtsying for release."

The combination of her expert stroking and the constant humiliating movement pushed him rapidly toward the edge. His balls tightened. The burn in his calves mixed with the fire building in his groin.

"Please, Mistress… I'm so close."

"Lower," she said, squeezing the head of his cock. "Show me true submission."

Reece curtsied as deeply as he could while seated, chest nearly touching his knees. Vasilisa stroked faster, twisting her gloved hand over the sensitive head on every upstroke.

He broke with a loud moan. His cock exploded in her hand, thick ropes of cum shooting across the chaise and onto the polished floor. Spurt after spurt erupted as he shuddered violently, the orgasm ripping through him in powerful waves. Cum splattered his own stockings and the hem of his petticoats. He kept curtsying weakly through the climax, body betraying him completely with each pulse.

Vasilisa milked him dry, then wiped her soiled glove across his lips. "Clean it."

He licked his own cum from the satin, tasting the salty bitterness while still trembling.

They returned to the center of the ballroom for final practice. Reece's legs felt like jelly, but he performed the full curtsy sequence: deep bend, graceful rise, eyes lowered in submission. The swish of petticoats and burn in his calves felt almost natural now.

Vasilisa watched with satisfaction. When he held the lowest position perfectly, she clapped once.

His first full curtsy drew genuine praise mixed with mocking laughter. "Very good, my little maid. You are learning."


Chapter 4: Painted Perfection

Reece shuffled into the dressing room, legs burning and feet throbbing from another morning spent in the locked heels. Every step sent sharp pain shooting through his calves and arches. The constant clicking heels on marble from earlier drills still echoed in his mind. His body felt used and heavy, the satin maid uniform clinging to his sweat-dampened skin. He dreaded another long session but knew resistance was pointless. The contract owned him.

Vasilisa waited beside the vanity table, her platinum blonde French chignon flawless as always. She wore a charcoal pencil skirt and satin opera gloves, exuding calm authority. Lena stood ready with trays of cosmetics.

"Sit," Vasilisa ordered.

Reece lowered himself onto the padded stool, wincing as his sore feet took the pressure. The mirrors surrounded him, forcing him to confront his flushed face and tired green eyes.

Vasilisa tilted his chin up. "Today we paint perfection onto that blank canvas."

The first touch of foundation brush on his skin felt cool and smooth. Vasilisa worked with deliberate strokes, blending powder across his powdered cheeks. The scent of makeup powder and her heavy perfume filled his nostrils. Each pass of the brush made his face feel lighter, softer, more delicate. His cock stirred beneath the petticoats despite his exhaustion.

This is happening, he thought. They are turning me into their doll. The gambler who once bluffed at high stakes tables is now sitting still while a woman applies blush to make him pretty. Shame twisted in his gut, but so did a dark thread of arousal. His body was learning to crave this humiliation.

"How does it feel, knowing you are being remade?" Vasilisa asked while dusting more powder across his powdered cheeks.

Reece swallowed. "It feels… wrong, Mistress. But my body keeps reacting."

"Good. Honesty earns rewards."

Lena handed her the lipstick. Vasilisa held the tube close to his mouth. The lipstick glide across his lips was intimate and slick, a deep crimson color coating him slowly. He tasted the waxy sweetness. Vasilisa traced the curve of his upper lip with precision, then the lower, her gloved fingers steady. The sensation sent tingles straight to his groin.

"Every man has a pretty girl locked inside," she murmured. "I simply release her."

Reece's cheeks burned under the makeup. He wanted to protest, to cling to some fragment of his old self, but the words died as she stepped back to admire her work. His reflection showed fuller lips, contoured cheeks, and darkened eyes. He looked softer. Feminine. The clicking heels on marble as Vasilisa moved around him only heightened the contrast between her power and his painted submission.

Next came the wig. Lena brought a chestnut-colored piece that matched his natural hair but styled in soft waves. The wig weight on head settled heavily as they fitted it, adjusting straps and pins. It changed his silhouette completely, framing his made-up face in luxurious curls. Reece felt the extra weight pull at his scalp with every small movement.

"Stand and walk for me," Vasilisa commanded.

He rose on sore feet. The advanced posture training began immediately. Shoulders back, hips swaying, small steps that made the petticoats swish loudly. Clicking heels on marble filled the room as he practiced crossing the space. Vasilisa corrected him with sharp taps of her crop, forcing exaggerated feminine grace. His calves screamed but he kept moving, powder settling on his skin, lipstick feeling sticky on his mouth.

"Again. Smoother. Let the maid inside control your hips."

Reece obeyed, mind spinning. Each sway of his hips in the satin skirt felt like another nail in the coffin of his masculinity. Yet his cock was rock hard, trapped under layers of lace, leaking steadily. The body betrayal was constant now. He hated how good the smooth satin felt sliding against his thighs with every step.

After twenty minutes of posture drills, Vasilisa stopped him beside the large chaise lounge in the corner of the dressing room. Her eyes gleamed with hunger.

"Enough teasing. Bend over the chaise. I am going to fuck my pretty girl properly."

Reece's heart hammered. He bent forward, gripping the velvet, ass presented. Vasilisa hiked his petticoats up over his back, exposing his bare ass and aching cock. She retrieved a thick strap-on from a drawer, the realistic silicone cock long and veined. Lena handed her the lube.

"Spread your legs wider."

Cold lube dripped onto his asshole. Vasilisa worked two gloved fingers inside first, stretching him open with firm pushes. Reece gasped at the invasion, the slick sounds loud in the room. She added a third finger, scissoring and pumping until his hole relaxed.

"Please, Mistress…"

"Please what?" she asked, positioning the thick head of the strap-on against his entrance.

"Fuck me."

Vasilisa pushed forward. The wide head popped inside, splitting open his asshole. Reece moaned loudly as she sank deeper, inch by inch, filling him completely. The stretch burned deliciously. She bottomed out, hips pressed against his ass cheeks, the full length buried inside him.

"Such a greedy hole already," she purred.

She began thrusting, slow at first, then building to hard, deep strokes. The pounding rhythm made his body rock forward with every impact. The strap-on plowed into him relentlessly, bottoming out against his prostate on each thrust. Wet, slick sounds of lube and flesh filled the air. Reece's cock swung untouched beneath him, dripping strings of pre-cum onto the floor.

The sensation was overwhelming. Every powerful stroke sent jolts of prostate pleasure through his core. His painted lips parted in moans, wig curls bouncing against his shoulders. The clicking heels on marble as Vasilisa adjusted her stance only made it more intense. Powdered cheeks flushed hotter as she railed him harder.

"Fuck… Mistress… it's so deep," he gasped.

Vasilisa gripped his cinched waist and pounded faster, the strap-on splitting him open with wet, forceful strokes. "Take it. This is what your new body was made for."

Reece's balls tightened. The pressure built rapidly from the constant prostate hammering. No hands on his cock, yet the orgasm crested violently. He cried out as he came hands-free, thick ropes of cum spurting from his dick onto the chaise and floor. Spurt after heavy spurt shot out while his asshole clenched rhythmically around the thrusting strap-on. The orgasm tore through him in long, shuddering waves, his painted face contorted in ecstasy and shame.

Vasilisa didn't stop. She kept plowing through his climax, drawing out every pulse until he was whimpering. Finally she buried the toy deep and ground against him, reaching her own peak with a low, satisfied moan.

She pulled out slowly, leaving his hole gaping and leaking lube. Reece collapsed against the chaise, spent and trembling, cum still dripping from his spent cock.

"Clean yourself up a little," she said, handing him a cloth. "Then we finish the look."

Once he recovered enough to stand, they added the final touches. More powder on his cheeks, fresh lipstick glide, and adjustments to the wig. The full effect in the mirror was devastating. Reece stared at the feminine figure: made-up face, wavy chestnut wig, exaggerated posture in the satin maid uniform. He looked like a proper sissy maid now. The clicking heels on marble as he shifted weight only emphasized how natural the movement was becoming.

Humiliation and arousal warred inside him. This version of himself felt both alien and strangely fitting after the intense fucking.

Vasilisa stood behind him, hands on his shoulders. "Every man has a pretty girl locked inside. I simply release her."

Reece could not tear his eyes away from the mirror. The painted, wigged, thoroughly fucked maid stared back with wide green eyes.

"Practice your curtsies for a full hour in front of the mirror," Vasilisa ordered. "I want to see perfect form when I return."


Chapter 5: Caged Desires

Reece entered the dressing room with burning cheeks and a heavy sense of humiliation clinging to him like a second skin. The day had been endless teasing. Hours of posture drills in the clicking heels, constant corrections from Vasilisa while his painted face and wigged hair bounced with every movement. His cock had throbbed painfully beneath the satin skirt without relief, leaving sticky trails of pre-cum inside his panties. Now, every step reminded him of his transformed reflection. The powdered cheeks still felt strange, the lipstick a constant reminder of his painted submission.

Vasilisa stood waiting beside a wide padded table, her charcoal power suit hugging her mature curves. Satin opera gloves gleamed under the lights. Lena arranged several items on a nearby tray: a gleaming steel chastity cage, realistic silicone breast forms, and a small tube of strong adhesive.

"Strip completely," Vasilisa ordered.

Reece obeyed, peeling off the maid uniform with trembling fingers. The petticoats rustled one last time as they pooled at his feet. Naked, his slim body showed the faint marks from the corset and the lingering redness on his ass from yesterday's pounding. His cock hung half-hard, betraying his constant state of frustrated arousal.

Vasilisa stepped close. Her heavy perfume wrapped around him as she ran a gloved hand down his chest. "Such a desperate little thing after one day of denial. Today we lock away your last remnants of male control."

The cold metal enclosure of the chastity cage pressed against his skin as she fitted the ring behind his balls. Reece shivered at the temperature contrast. The steel was unforgiving, clinical. Vasilisa worked the tube over his shaft, pushing his semi-hard cock down into the confined space. The sensation of being compressed and trapped made his stomach twist with deep humiliation.

"This will teach you where your pleasure comes from now," she said calmly.

Reece's mind raced with conflicting emotions. Part of him screamed to stop this, to reclaim some dignity. Yet another part, growing stronger each day, felt a dark thrill at the permanent restriction. His body was no longer his own. The click of the lock when she secured the device sent a jolt through him. The sound was final. His cock strained immediately against the steel bars, unable to grow fully hard.

"Beautiful," Vasilisa murmured, tugging gently on the cage. The weight pulled on his balls, a constant reminder.

Next came the breast forms. Lena handed her the large, realistic silicone pieces. They felt heavy and soft in Vasilisa's hands. She applied the adhesive carefully to his chest, positioning the forms over his nipples. The weight on chest settled immediately as she pressed them firmly into place. Reece gasped at the sudden sensation. They bounced slightly with every breath, tugging at his skin with realistic movement. The adhesive warmed and bonded, making them feel like a true part of him.

"Look at yourself," Vasilisa commanded, turning him toward the mirror.

The reflection showed a feminized figure with full, heavy breasts, narrow waist, caged cock, and made-up face framed by the wig. The bounce of new breasts as he shifted made his trapped dick twitch uselessly in its prison. Humiliation crashed over him in waves. He looked like a real woman now, except for the steel cage denying him.

"Why do I keep getting harder?" he whispered to himself. His green eyes stared back with shame and unwanted lust.

Vasilisa smiled at his reflection. "Every step deeper into this role makes you wetter for it. Your body knows the truth even when your mind resists."

Lena left the room quietly. Vasilisa pushed Reece onto the padded table on his back. His new breasts shifted and settled heavily on his chest with the movement. She climbed over him, hiking her tight skirt up to reveal her bare, already wet pussy.

"These stay until I decide you've earned release," she said, voice low and commanding.

Reece moaned softly as she positioned herself above his face first. He licked eagerly at her cunt, tongue sliding through her slick folds. The weight of his new breasts made every breath feel different, more feminine. Vasilisa ground down on his mouth, riding his tongue while her gloved hands played with his silicone nipples, pinching and tugging. The sensation sent sparks through his chest despite the fake flesh.

After several minutes of him worshipping her pussy, she slid down his body. His caged cock strained desperately as she rubbed her wet cunt along the steel bars. The tease was maddening. Pre-cum leaked from the slots in the cage, coating her folds.

"Not today," she whispered. "Your pleasure comes from being fucked now."

She retrieved her thick strap-on, buckling it around her hips. The realistic silicone cock bobbed heavily as she coated it generously with lube. Reece's legs were spread wide. Vasilisa pressed the head against his asshole and pushed forward in one smooth motion.

The stretch was intense. His hole opened around the thick shaft as she sank deeper, bottoming out with her hips flush against him. The weight on chest from his new breasts bounced with the impact, jiggling obscenely. Reece groaned loudly, the dual sensations overwhelming him.

Vasilisa began thrusting with powerful, deliberate strokes. The strap-on plowed into his ass with wet, slick sounds, stretching him open on every inward thrust. She gripped his cinched waist, pulling him onto her cock harder. Each deep penetration ground against his prostate, sending waves of forced pleasure through his caged dick.

"Fuck… Mistress… it's so full," Reece gasped, his voice breaking.

"Take it deeper," she commanded, pounding harder. The table creaked under the force. His silicone breasts bounced wildly with every impact, the weight pulling on his chest in a constant, humiliating rhythm. The cold metal enclosure of the cage kept his cock painfully trapped, unable to fully harden even as his prostate was hammered relentlessly.

Vasilisa fucked him with steady, punishing rhythm. Long, full strokes that pulled almost completely out before slamming back in, bottoming out each time. His asshole clenched around the thick shaft, stretched wide and slick with lube. The bounce of new breasts grew more pronounced as she increased speed, railing him without mercy.

Reece's mind fractured under the intensity. He was no longer the gambler. He was a caged, breasted sissy being fucked senseless by his owner. The psychological surrender mixed with raw physical pleasure until he could barely think.

Vasilisa reached down and tugged on his cage while continuing to pound his ass. "Come for me like the pretty girl you are. Hands free. Show me how broken you are."

The constant prostate pounding built rapidly. Reece's balls tightened despite the steel ring. His body tensed, silicone breasts heaving with each breath. The orgasm crested violently without any direct touch to his dick.

He cried out as he came, thick ropes of cum spurting through the slots of the chastity cage. Spurt after powerful spurt erupted from his trapped cock, splattering across his own stomach and the underside of his bouncing breasts. The climax shuddered through him in long, intense waves, his asshole pulsing rhythmically around the thrusting strap-on. Cum continued leaking and dripping from the cage as Vasilisa kept fucking him through every pulse, drawing out the orgasm until he was whimpering and oversensitive.

Only then did she bury the strap-on deep inside him and grind through her own release, moaning elegantly as her body shook.

She pulled out slowly, leaving his hole gaping and leaking. Reece lay there spent, chest rising and falling with the heavy weight of his new breasts, cum cooling on his skin and dripping from the steel cage.

Vasilisa stood over him, breathing steady once more. She removed the strap-on and smoothed her skirt down. Then she dangled the small silver key to his chastity cage in front of his face before tucking it slowly between her full breasts, letting it disappear into her cleavage.

"These stay until I decide you've earned release," she said with a knowing smile.

Reece stared at the key vanishing into her cleavage, his caged cock twitching weakly, the weight of his permanent silicone breasts pressing down on him with every breath. The reality of his new locked and enhanced body settled over him like the satin uniform he would soon wear again. There was no going back.


Chapter 6: Irreversible Curves

Reece stood frozen in the center of the dressing room, his chest burning as the strong adhesive under the silicone breast forms continued to set. The panic hit him in waves. These were no longer temporary props. The forms felt fused to his skin, the edges blending seamlessly into his flesh. Every shallow breath made the heavy breasts shift and pull, a constant, terrifying reminder that this change might be irreversible.

Vasilisa circled him slowly, her satin opera gloves tracing the curve of one new breast. "Breathe through it, pretty one. The adhesive is medical grade. These curves are yours now."

The weight on his chest felt foreign and overwhelming. Reece's green eyes widened in the mirror as he watched his new breasts rise and fall with each panicked breath. His caged cock strained helplessly against the steel, leaking steadily. Shame and a dark, unwanted arousal twisted together inside him.

"I did not agree to permanent," he whispered, voice cracking.

Vasilisa smiled, picking up a thick leather collar lined with soft satin. She fastened it around his neck. The tight collar around neck squeezed gently but firmly, forcing his posture higher and reminding him of his place with every swallow. "The contract allows me full discretion over your body. These stay. The collar stays. Your old life stays gone."

Reece's mind spiraled. He had signed the paper out of desperation, but this felt like crossing a final line. The soft jiggle with every small movement sent confusing signals through his nervous system. His nipples, pressed beneath the silicone, hardened and sent sparks downward. His body was betraying him faster than his mind could resist.

Lena helped him back into the full maid uniform. The black satin dress slid over his body, the bodice now filled out by the heavy breasts. Breasts pressing against uniform created constant friction and pressure. The petticoats rustled as they settled around his thighs. The weight on his chest shifted with every adjustment, bouncing softly and pulling at his skin.

"Walk for me," Vasilisa commanded.

Reece took several steps across the marble floor. The soft jiggle with every step was immediate and humiliating. His new breasts moved naturally, swaying and bouncing inside the satin bodice. The sensation was intensely feminine and deeply erotic. His caged dick throbbed painfully.

They moved to the sitting room for voice training. Vasilisa sat elegantly on a velvet chair while Reece stood before her, hands clasped in front of his apron.

"Begin with simple phrases," she said. "Repeat after me in a higher, softer pitch. 'Thank you, Mistress, for shaping me.'"

Reece cleared his throat, trying to pitch his voice higher. "Thank you, Mistress, for shaping me." The words came out slightly feminine but still rough.

"Again. Softer. More breathy."

He repeated it multiple times. Each attempt forced his voice higher. The higher pitch of his own voice startled him every time it left his lips. It sounded nothing like the man he had been. Vasilisa made him repeat longer sentences: "I am your obedient sissy maid. My body belongs to you. These breasts are a gift from my Mistress."

The repetition drilled into his mind. With every sentence, his voice grew lighter, sweeter, more convincingly feminine. The tight collar around his neck made his throat feel constricted, adding a delicate quality to his tone. The soft jiggle of his breasts with every small gesture during speaking only deepened the psychological conditioning.

"How does it feel to hear yourself like this?" Vasilisa asked, leaning forward.

Reece's cheeks burned under his makeup. "It feels… humiliating, Mistress. Like I am disappearing."

"Good. That is the point."

They continued for nearly an hour. Reece's throat grew slightly sore from the constant higher register. His breasts pressed against the uniform with every breathy phrase, the constant sensory input making his cage drip. The psychological surrender deepened with each repetition. He was starting to sound like the maid he was being forced to become.

Vasilisa rose and guided him to the large chaise lounge near the windows. Her eyes had that familiar hungry gleam. "Enough training for now. I want to reward my pretty voiced sissy."

She pushed him gently onto all fours on the chaise, petticoats flipped up over his back. Reece's heavy breasts hung down, swinging freely and brushing the velvet with soft jiggles. Vasilisa retrieved her thick strap-on, buckling it around her hips. She coated the veined silicone shaft generously with lube, then drizzled more directly onto his exposed asshole.

"Arch your back. Present that hole properly."

Reece obeyed, pushing his ass higher. The tight collar pressed into his throat as he lowered his head. Vasilisa positioned the thick head against his entrance and pushed forward steadily.

The stretch was intense as always. His asshole opened around the wide silicone cock, swallowing inch after inch until she bottomed out completely. Reece moaned in his new higher pitch, the sound feminine and needy. The full feeling combined with the weight of his permanent breasts hanging beneath him created overwhelming sensations.

Vasilisa gripped his cinched waist and began thrusting. Slow, deep strokes at first that pulled almost all the way out before sliding back in to the hilt. The wet, slick sounds of lube and flesh filled the room. She gradually increased speed, pounding harder. Each powerful thrust made his heavy breasts swing and bounce wildly, the soft jiggle constant and degrading.

"Fuck… Mistress…" Reece gasped in his trained feminine voice.

"Louder. Let me hear that pretty voice while I plow you open."

She railed him harder. The strap-on pounded deep into his ass with long, forceful strokes, bottoming out against his prostate on every inward slam. Reece's caged cock leaked continuously, strings of pre-cum dripping onto the chaise below. The tight collar restricted his breathing slightly, making every moan higher and more desperate.

Vasilisa fucked him relentlessly. Deep, punishing strokes that stretched his hole wide around the thick shaft. The pounding rhythm rocked his entire body forward. His breasts bounced heavily with every impact, tugging at the permanent adhesive and sending sparks through his chest. The higher pitch of his own voice echoed back at him as he moaned and begged.

"Please… harder, Mistress. Please fuck your sissy harder."

She obliged, gripping his hips tighter and driving into him with raw power. The strap-on split him open again and again, slick and relentless. Reece's prostate was hammered mercilessly. Pleasure built rapidly despite the cage, coiling tight in his core.

"I'm going to come… oh god…"

"Come then," Vasilisa ordered, never slowing her pounding. "Come hands-free like the locked girl you are."

The orgasm crashed over him violently. Reece cried out in his new feminine register as thick ropes of cum erupted from his caged cock, splattering the chaise and floor beneath him. Spurt after heavy spurt shot out while his asshole clenched rhythmically around the thrusting strap-on. The climax shuddered through his body in powerful waves, his breasts jiggling wildly with each contraction. Cum continued leaking and dripping from the steel cage as she kept fucking him through the entire orgasm, drawing out every pulse until he was shaking and whimpering.

Vasilisa buried the toy deep and ground against him, reaching her own elegant climax with a low moan.

Afterward, she pulled out slowly, leaving his hole gaping and leaking lube. Reece collapsed onto the chaise, breasts pressed against the velvet, body spent and trembling. The reality of his permanent curves and trained voice settled heavily over him.

Once he had recovered enough to move, Vasilisa helped him straighten his uniform. The breasts pressing against uniform felt even more pronounced now, the soft jiggle with every step a permanent feature. His voice remained pitched higher as he spoke.

"Prepare tea for me in the parlor," she instructed.

Reece moved carefully through the estate, the clicking heels and rustling petticoats accompanying him. Every step made his new breasts bounce softly. He carried the silver tray with practiced grace, voice training fresh in his mind.

He entered the parlor and curtsied deeply, breasts jiggling with the motion. In his new, soft, feminine voice he announced, "Your tea, Mistress."

Vasilisa accepted the cup, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction.

"Welcome to your new reality, pretty one."


Chapter 7: Silver Service

Reece stood trembling in the butler's pantry, heart racing as he adjusted the silver tray in his gloved hands. This was his first real service duty. The private dinner with Vasilisa and one special guest. His new permanent breasts pressed heavily against the satin bodice of his maid uniform, shifting with every nervous breath. The steel chastity cage kept his cock locked tight, already leaking from the constant friction of the petticoats. Sweat under satin gathered along his spine and under his arms. He dreaded making a mistake.

Vasilisa entered the pantry, elegant in a deep emerald gown that hugged her mature curves. Her platinum blonde French chignon gleamed. She inspected him closely, lifting his chin with one satin opera gloved finger.

"You will serve flawlessly tonight. Any errors will be corrected immediately. Speak only in your trained voice."

"Yes, Mistress," Reece replied softly in the higher, feminine pitch he had practiced. The words still felt foreign on his tongue.

The clink of fine china echoed as he loaded the heavy silver tray with the first course. The weight pulled on his arms. He followed Vasilisa into the intimate private dining hall where a single guest waited. The woman was tall, raven haired, and dressed in a sharp black suit. Her eyes lingered on Reece as he entered, scanning his feminized form with obvious interest.

Reece's cheeks burned under his makeup. Guests' lingering stares made his skin prickle. He approached the table carefully, heels clicking, petticoats rustling. The heavy silver tray wobbled slightly in his grip as he served the soup. Sweat under satin grew slicker against his skin.

Vasilisa watched him with sharp eyes. "Curtsy when presenting each dish."

Reece set the bowls down and performed a deep curtsy. His breasts jiggled softly with the motion. The guest smiled slowly.

"Such a lovely new addition, Vasilisa. So attentive."

Reece's mind spun with humiliation. Once a cocky gambler, now he curtsied in frills while two powerful women appraised him like property. Yet his caged cock throbbed at the degradation. His body betrayed him constantly now.

The dinner progressed with multiple courses. Reece moved between the kitchen and table, balancing the heavy silver tray while maintaining perfect posture. Every reach made his breasts press against the uniform. Sweat trickled down his back. The clink of fine china as he cleared plates sounded deafening in his ears. The guest's eyes followed his every movement, especially when he bent to serve.

Vasilisa corrected him twice. Once for a slightly delayed response, tapping his thigh with her crop. The second time for imperfect curtsy depth. "Lower. Show proper respect."

Reece obeyed each time, dipping deeper. His calves burned. The petticoats swished loudly. The guest's lingering stares grew bolder, tracing the curve of his breasts and the flare of his skirted hips.

During the main course, tension thickened. Reece served the roasted duck with shaking hands. A small drop of sauce spilled onto the tablecloth. Vasilisa's eyes narrowed.

"Careless maid. Clean it."

Reece dropped to his knees immediately, dabbing at the spot with a linen napkin. The position put his face close to the guest's lap. The woman reached down and stroked his wigged hair once, sending a shiver through him.

"Such a well behaved girl already."

Reece's face flamed hotter. The psychological weight pressed down harder than his breasts. He was performing for them. Serving in satin while locked and curved. Surrender felt closer with every passing minute.

After the final course, Vasilisa dismissed the guest to the lounge for coffee but kept Reece behind in the dining room. The moment the door closed, she rose from her chair.

"You did adequately. Now you will thank your Mistress properly for the opportunity."

She pushed Reece forward over the long dining table, flipping his petticoats up over his back. His heavy breasts pressed flat against the polished wood, nipples hard beneath the silicone. Vasilisa retrieved her thick strap-on from a nearby drawer and buckled it on. She poured generous lube over the veined silicone shaft and onto Reece's exposed asshole.

"Spread your legs wider. Present that trained hole."

Reece obeyed, arching his back. The cool air hit his skin as Vasilisa pressed the thick head against his entrance. She pushed forward steadily, stretching him open. The wide cock split his asshole inch by inch until she bottomed out completely, hips flush against his cheeks. Reece moaned in his feminine voice, the fullness overwhelming.

Vasilisa gripped his cinched waist and began fucking him hard. Deep, powerful strokes that pulled nearly all the way out before slamming back in. The table creaked under the force. Wet, slick sounds of lube filled the room as the strap-on plowed into his ass relentlessly. Each thrust ground against his prostate, sending jolts of forced pleasure through his caged cock.

"Fuck… Mistress… so deep," Reece gasped in his higher pitch.

She pounded harder. Long, punishing strokes that bottomed out every time, stuffing him full and stretching his hole wide around the thick shaft. His breasts squished against the table, jiggling with the impact. Sweat under satin poured down his body now. The heavy silver tray sat nearby, reflecting fragments of his degraded position.

Vasilisa railed him without mercy. She reached forward and tugged on his collar while driving into him faster. The pounding rhythm grew brutal. The strap-on split him open again and again, slick and relentless. Reece's caged dick leaked profusely, dripping onto the floor beneath the table.

"Beg for it," she demanded.

"Please, Mistress. Fuck your sissy maid harder. Please pound my hole."

She obliged, gripping his hips and slamming into him with raw power. The deep strokes hammered his prostate mercilessly. Pleasure coiled tight and fast despite the cage. Reece's balls ached against the steel ring.

"I'm going to come… please…"

"Come then. Show me how a proper maid orgasms from her ass."

The climax built rapidly from the constant pounding. Reece cried out in his trained feminine voice as the orgasm exploded through him. Thick ropes of cum spurted violently from the slots in his chastity cage, splattering across the floor and his own stockings. Spurt after heavy spurt shot out while his asshole clenched and pulsed around the thrusting strap-on. The orgasm shuddered violently through his body in long, intense waves. Cum continued leaking and dripping from his locked cock as Vasilisa kept fucking him through every pulse, drawing out the pleasure until he was shaking and whimpering, completely spent.

Only then did she bury the toy deep inside him and grind through her own climax, moaning elegantly against his back.

She pulled out slowly, leaving his hole gaping and leaking lube. Reece remained bent over the table, breathing hard, body trembling. Vasilisa smoothed her gown and helped him straighten his uniform.

"Compose yourself. We return to our guest."

Reece followed her back to the lounge on shaky legs. His hole felt used and open. Cum still dripped down his inner thighs beneath the petticoats. The guest looked up as they entered, eyes appraising him with fresh interest.

The guest commented on how well-trained the new maid is. "Vasilisa, your newest sissy is remarkably polished for such short time. Quite the achievement."

Vasilisa smiled, placing a hand on Reece's shoulder. "Curtsy when they compliment you."

Reece performed a deep, graceful curtsy, breasts jiggling softly, voice soft and feminine as he thanked the guest. Inside, the final threads of his old identity frayed even further under the weight of their approval and his own spent, leaking body.


Chapter 8: Sisters in Silk

Reece entered the servants' wing with his stomach twisted in knots. He felt shy and territorial as he approached the shared powder room where Vasilisa had instructed him to report. His permanent breasts bounced softly with each step in the satin maid uniform, the steel cage keeping his cock locked and leaking. Meeting the other maids made him feel exposed in a new way. These were not guests. These were others who lived the same humiliation he did. Part of him wanted to claim his place as the newest, while another part feared their judgment.

The door opened to reveal two figures already preparing for the day's duties. The first was a tall, graceful sissy with auburn hair under a lace cap, full breasts straining her uniform, and elegant movements. The second was slightly shorter with blonde waves, wider hips, and a perpetually flushed face. Both turned to look at him with knowing eyes.

"This is the new one," the auburn haired maid said softly. "I am Sophie. This is Lila."

Reece nodded, voice pitched in his trained feminine tone. "Reece… or whatever Mistress calls me now."

The scent of shared powder room enveloped him immediately, a sweet mix of talcum, lavender, and faint feminine musk. It felt intimate and overwhelming. The three of them stood close, petticoats brushing together with shared rustling petticoats that created a constant soft symphony of satin and tulle.

Sophie smiled gently. "You will get used to it. Come, we start with the morning cleaning rotation."

Reece followed them down the hallway. Synchronized footsteps clicked in unison on the marble, their heels striking at nearly the same rhythm. It felt strangely bonding and deeply humiliating at the same time. He was now one of them. A sissy maid among sisters in silk.

They began in the grand ballroom, dusting and polishing. Whispers of advice passed between them as they worked. Lila leaned close while demonstrating how to properly buff the silver. "Keep your wrists loose. Mistress hates stiff movements. And always curtsy when she enters a room, even if she seems distracted."

Reece absorbed the tips while his mind churned. Part of him felt territorial. These women had been here longer. They knew the rhythms of the house. Yet their shared rustling petticoats as they moved together created an odd sense of camaraderie. His heavy breasts pressed against the bodice as he reached high to dust a chandelier, the soft jiggle reminding him constantly of his changes.

"How long have you both been here?" he asked quietly during a break in the powder room.

Sophie and Lila exchanged a glance. "Long enough," Sophie replied with a small smile.

The morning progressed with more joint tasks. They moved through the rose garden pathways, trimming and sweeping in perfect synchronization. The scent of flowers mixed with the powder room aroma still clinging to their uniforms. Reece's calves burned from the heels, but the constant whispers of advice helped him maintain grace. "Smaller steps. Let the petticoats sway naturally," Lila whispered as they passed a large mirror.

By midday, Reece felt slightly less territorial. The three of them worked efficiently, their movements falling into a shared rhythm. The synchronized footsteps and rustling fabric created an almost hypnotic effect. His body responded to the environment with unwanted arousal, the cage tight and dripping.

Vasilisa appeared in the main hallway as they finished the morning duties. She looked stunning in her charcoal power suit and satin opera gloves. The three maids lined up immediately and curtsied in unison.

"Excellent progress," Vasilisa said, eyes scanning them. "You three will make my parties legendary."

Reece's cheeks burned at the praise. The key line from his owner sent a fresh wave of submission through him.

After Vasilisa left, the three returned to the powder room to freshen up. The intimate space felt even smaller now. Sophie and Lila helped adjust Reece's uniform, their hands brushing his breasts and waist. The shared scent surrounded them, warm and feminine.

"You are fitting in well," Lila murmured, her fingers lingering on his collar.

The tension in the room thickened. Reece's caged cock throbbed as the two experienced sissies pressed closer. Their petticoats rustled together in a soft chorus. Sophie leaned in and kissed his neck gently while Lila's hand slid under his skirt, teasing the steel cage through his panties.

Vasilisa returned quietly and watched from the doorway for a moment before stepping inside. "Good. Help your new sister learn proper household bonding."

She guided Reece to the center of the padded bench in the powder room. The other two maids held his arms gently as Vasilisa flipped up his petticoats and exposed his plugged ass. She removed the small training plug he had been wearing and replaced it with her thick strap-on, generously lubed.

"Bend forward. Let your sisters see how well you take it now."

Reece bent over the bench, breasts pressing heavily into the padding. Sophie and Lila watched closely, their hands stroking his back and thighs. Vasilisa pressed the thick silicone cock against his asshole and pushed forward in one long thrust.

The stretch made him moan in his feminine voice. She sank deep until fully buried, hips flush against his cheeks. The fullness was intense, especially with an audience. Vasilisa began fucking him with steady, deep strokes. The strap-on plowed into his ass with wet, slick sounds, bottoming out against his prostate on every thrust.

"Look at your sisters while I fuck you," she ordered.

Reece lifted his head. Sophie and Lila watched with hungry, understanding eyes, their own skirts tented slightly from their own caged arousal. The shared rustling petticoats grew louder as they shifted with excitement.

Vasilisa increased her pace, pounding harder. Long, powerful strokes that split his hole open around the thick shaft. Each deep penetration sent jolts through his prostate. His heavy breasts squished against the bench, jiggling with every impact. Sweat under satin poured down his body as the fucking intensified.

"Fuck… Mistress… they are watching," he gasped.

"Yes. Let them see what a good maid you have become."

She railed him relentlessly. The strap-on stuffed his ass full again and again, slick lube dripping down his thighs. The pounding rhythm grew brutal, bottoming out with every slam. Reece's caged cock leaked profusely, the steel ring biting into his swollen balls.

Sophie whispered advice into his ear. "Relax your hole. Push back on her cock. It feels better when you surrender."

Reece obeyed, pushing back to meet Vasilisa's thrusts. The pleasure built rapidly from the merciless prostate hammering. His feminine moans filled the powder room, echoing off the mirrors.

"I'm close… Mistress please…"

"Come for your sisters," Vasilisa commanded, gripping his hips and pounding even harder.

The orgasm exploded through him. Reece cried out in his trained high pitch as thick ropes of cum erupted from his chastity cage, splattering the bench and floor beneath him. Spurt after powerful spurt shot out while his asshole clenched rhythmically around the thrusting strap-on. The climax shuddered violently through his body in long, intense waves. Cum continued leaking and dripping from the steel bars as Vasilisa fucked him through every pulse, drawing out the orgasm until his legs shook uncontrollably.

Vasilisa buried the toy deep and ground against him until she reached her own climax with a satisfied moan.

She pulled out slowly, leaving his hole gaping and leaking. Sophie and Lila helped clean him gently with warm cloths, their touches tender and knowing.

As they straightened their uniforms together, the synchronized footsteps resumed. Reece felt a new level of surrender settling over him.

The others revealed how long they've truly been there. Sophie smiled softly and said, "I have been here three years. Lila for almost four. The contract never really ends for any of us."

Reece's heart sank even as his body still tingled from the intense fucking. The weight of their words pressed down harder than his breasts ever could. This was not six months. This was forever.


Chapter 9: Extended Sentence

Reece moved through the rose garden pathways with a knot of anxiety twisting in his stomach. The initial six months were nearly over. He had counted every day since signing that contract, clinging to the idea of freedom at the end. Yet with each passing week his body had changed so completely that the thought of leaving felt almost impossible. His permanent breasts bounced softly under the satin maid uniform with every step. The chastity cage kept his cock locked tight and dripping. The higher pitch of his voice and the graceful sway of his hips had become natural. He was anxious as the initial six months approached their end, terrified that Vasilisa might actually let him go.

He entered the grand study where Vasilisa had summoned him. The room smelled of aged leather and her signature heavy perfume. She sat behind the massive oak desk in a charcoal power suit, satin opera gloves gleaming. A bottle of champagne and two crystal flutes waited on a silver tray beside a new contract document.

"Kneel," she commanded softly.

Reece lowered himself to the cool marble floor. Kneeling on marble sent coldness through his stockings and into his knees. He kept his posture perfect, back straight, breasts pressing forward against the bodice. His heart hammered as he looked up at her.

Vasilisa poured champagne into one flute and held it to his lips. The taste of her offered champagne was crisp and expensive, bubbles dancing on his tongue. He sipped carefully while she watched him with predatory satisfaction.

"You have served well these past months, Reece. Better than I expected. Your curves are permanent. Your voice is trained. Your obedience is nearly flawless."

Reece's mind raced. This was the moment. She would release him. He could finally escape the satin prison and try to rebuild whatever was left of his old life. Yet even as he thought it, his caged cock twitched at the idea of staying.

"Thank you, Mistress," he replied in his soft feminine voice.

Vasilisa set the flute aside and picked up the new contract. The pen scratching paper sounded loud in the quiet room as she flipped through the pages. She slid the document across the desk toward him along with a heavy silver pen.

"Sign," she said simply.

Reece blinked. "Mistress… the six months are almost finished."

Vasilisa smiled and rose from her chair. She walked around the desk and stood before him, towering in her heels. "The contract always contained a renewal clause. I am invoking it now. Another twelve months of service. Sign, and I will make your life here even more comfortable."

Reece's breath caught. The weight of the decision pressed down on him harder than his breasts ever could. He wanted to protest, to beg for his freedom, but the memory of the harbor and the collection thugs still lingered. More importantly, a dark part of him had grown addicted to this existence.

"I… I thought I would be free," he whispered.

Vasilisa reached down and fastened a new, heavier collar around his neck. The weight of new longer-term collar settled against his throat, thicker and more permanent than the previous one. It clicked shut with finality.

"You belong here now. Sign the renewal."

Reece's hands trembled as he took the pen. The scratching sound of the pen on paper filled his ears as he signed his name in flowing feminine script. With each stroke, another piece of his resistance crumbled.

Vasilisa took the document and smiled. "Good girl."

She helped him to his feet and led him to the large velvet chaise in the corner of the study. The anxiety in Reece's chest mixed with growing arousal. His body had learned to respond to her control with immediate need.

"Bend over the chaise," she ordered.

Reece obeyed, draping his upper body over the velvet. His heavy breasts squished against the fabric. Vasilisa flipped up his petticoats and removed the small plug from his ass. She coated her thick strap-on with generous lube and positioned the wide head against his hole.

"Today I fuck my renewed sissy properly."

She pushed forward. The thick silicone cock stretched his asshole open, sinking deep in one long thrust until she bottomed out completely. Reece moaned in his trained feminine voice at the sudden fullness. Vasilisa gripped his cinched waist and began fucking him with powerful, deliberate strokes.

The strap-on plowed into his ass with wet, slick sounds. Each deep thrust bottomed out against his prostate, sending waves of forced pleasure through his caged cock. Vasilisa increased her pace, pounding harder. The heavy impacts made his breasts jiggle against the chaise and his new collar press tighter into his throat.

"Fuck… Mistress… so deep," he gasped.

"You signed for another year," she purred, slamming into him. "This hole belongs to me for much longer than you imagined."

She railed him relentlessly. Long, punishing strokes that pulled nearly out before driving back in to the hilt. The strap-on split his asshole wide open around its thick girth, slick lube dripping down his thighs. Every bottoming thrust ground against his prostate with perfect precision. Reece's locked cock leaked steadily onto the velvet below.

The psychological weight of the renewal mixed with the raw physical sensation. He had just signed away another year of his life while bent over and getting fucked. The surrender felt complete and intoxicating.

Vasilisa reached forward and tugged on his new heavy collar while pounding harder. "Beg for your extended sentence."

"Please, Mistress… fuck me harder. I belong to you for another twelve months. Please use your sissy."

She obliged, gripping his hips and driving into him with brutal force. The strap-on stuffed and stretched him mercilessly. The pounding rhythm grew faster and deeper, the wet slapping sounds echoing in the study. Reece's prostate was hammered without mercy. Pleasure coiled tight and hot in his core despite the steel cage.

"I'm going to come… oh god…"

"Come for your new contract," Vasilisa commanded, never slowing her deep strokes.

The orgasm built rapidly from the constant prostate pounding. Reece cried out in his feminine voice as the climax exploded through him. Thick ropes of cum spurted violently from the slots in his chastity cage, splattering across the chaise and floor. Spurt after powerful spurt erupted while his asshole clenched rhythmically around the thrusting strap-on. The orgasm shuddered violently through his body in long, intense waves. Cum continued leaking and dripping from his locked cock as Vasilisa kept fucking him through every pulse, drawing out the pleasure until his legs shook and his voice broke into whimpers.

She buried the toy deep inside him and ground through her own climax with a low, satisfied moan.

Afterward, Vasilisa pulled out slowly, leaving his hole gaping and leaking. She helped him stand on shaky legs and straightened his uniform. The weight of the new collar felt heavier now, a constant reminder.

They returned to the desk where the signed renewal contract lay. Vasilisa poured more champagne and offered him another sip. The taste of her offered champagne now carried the flavor of finality.

Reece stared at the document with his signature. The realization that escape was no longer an option sank in. His old life was gone. The contract was always designed for this.

"The contract was always designed for this," Vasilisa whispered into his ear as she stood behind him, one gloved hand resting possessively on his breast.

He curtsied deeply, the new collar pressing into his throat, and accepted his extended sentence with trembling surrender.


Chapter 10: Garden of Submission

Reece adjusted the ultra-frilly outdoor uniform in the dressing room mirror with practiced hands. The dress featured layers of white and pink satin with delicate lace trim, a shorter skirt than usual, and petticoats designed to catch every breeze. He felt more comfortable in uniform these days, the movements natural after months of training. Yet the mental dependence grew stronger each day. He no longer imagined life outside these walls. His world revolved around Vasilisa's approval, the rustle of petticoats, and the constant weight of his permanent breasts and locked cock. The thought of disappointing her filled him with genuine anxiety.

Vasilisa entered and inspected him, running gloved hands over his curves. "Perfect. My friends have arrived for afternoon tea in the rose garden. You will serve us today. Show them how far my favorite maid has come."

"Yes, Mistress," Reece replied in his soft feminine voice.

The outdoor uniform felt different as he stepped into the sunlight. The breeze under petticoats lifted the layers teasingly, exposing the tops of his stockings. Sun on exposed stockings warmed his skin and highlighted the delicate lace. He carried the heavy silver tray loaded with fine china, rose perfume mixing with his own powdered scent as he walked the garden pathways. Outdoor vulnerability made his heart race. Anyone could see him like this.

Vasilisa sat with three elegant friends at a ornate table surrounded by blooming roses. The women turned to watch his approach, eyes appraising his feminized form. Reece's cheeks burned, but he moved with graceful steps, the synchronized sway of his hips automatic now.

He curtsied deeply before serving. The breeze caught his petticoats again, lifting them enough to show the bare skin above his stockings. The guests murmured appreciatively.

"Such poise, Vasilisa," one woman said, a sharp-featured brunette in a designer suit. "Your new maid is exquisite."

Reece poured tea with steady hands, the clink of fine china sounding delicate in the garden air. Sweat under satin gathered along his spine as the sun warmed his exposed areas. Every movement made his breasts bounce softly and his cage pull tight. He felt their lingering stares on his body, especially when the breeze played with his skirt.

Vasilisa smiled at him. "Serve the pastries next, pretty one."

As he bent to offer the tray, the outdoor vulnerability intensified. The breeze under petticoats fluttered higher, nearly exposing his caged cock. The guests' eyes followed every motion. Reece's mind spun with humiliating arousal. Once a gambler who thrived on risk, he now lived for these moments of total exposure and service. His dependence on this life terrified and excited him in equal measure.

The conversation flowed around him as he refilled cups and cleared plates. The women discussed business, fashion, and their own sissy collections. Reece remained silent except for polite responses in his trained voice. The rose perfume mixing with his own created an intoxicating feminine cloud that made his head feel light.

One guest, a red-haired woman with sharp green eyes, reached out and lifted his skirt slightly as he passed. "May I inspect?"

Vasilisa nodded permission. Reece stood still while the woman ran her hand over his thighs and tapped his steel cage through the panties. The touch sent sparks through him. Outdoor vulnerability reached new heights with multiple eyes on his most private shame.

"Very well trained," the guest commented. "Locked and leaking already."

Reece's face flamed, but his body responded with fresh pre-cum dripping into the cage. The psychological surrender deepened with every public inspection.

After the main service, Vasilisa dismissed the guests for a brief garden walk. She pulled Reece behind a tall rose hedge for privacy while keeping the party in distant view.

"You have pleased me today," she murmured, pressing him against a stone pillar. "Now please your Mistress."

She turned him around, lifted his frilly skirt and petticoats, and yanked his panties down. The breeze kissed his exposed ass and caged cock. Vasilisa retrieved her thick strap-on from a hidden bag, coated it heavily with lube, and pressed the wide head against his asshole.

"Take it quietly. We are still in the garden."

Reece gripped the pillar as she pushed forward. The thick silicone cock stretched his hole open, sinking deep in one continuous thrust until she bottomed out. The fullness combined with the outdoor setting made him moan softly. Sun on exposed stockings warmed his legs while the breeze under petticoats continued to tease his skin.

Vasilisa began fucking him with long, deep strokes. The strap-on plowed into his ass with wet, slick sounds, pulling nearly out before driving back in to the hilt. Each powerful thrust ground against his prostate and made his heavy breasts press against the stone pillar. The outdoor vulnerability heightened every sensation. Anyone could walk around the hedge and see him getting railed like a common garden whore.

"Fuck… Mistress… they might see," he whispered in his feminine voice.

"That is the point," she replied, gripping his hips and pounding harder.

The rhythm grew intense. Long, punishing strokes that split his asshole wide around the thick shaft. Lube dripped down his thighs, mixing with the sunlight on his skin. Reece's caged cock bounced uselessly, leaking steadily onto the grass below. The rose perfume surrounded them as she railed him without mercy.

Vasilisa reached around and tugged on his locked cock while continuing to fuck him deep. "You love being used in the open air, don't you?"

"Yes, Mistress… I need it."

She slammed into him faster. The strap-on stuffed and stretched his hole relentlessly, bottoming out with every thrust. The pounding sent constant waves through his prostate. Pleasure built rapidly despite the cage. His breasts jiggled against the pillar, nipples hard beneath the silicone.

Reece's breathing grew ragged. The outdoor exposure, the breeze, the distant voices of the guests, all pushed him toward the edge.

"I'm going to come… please…"

"Come for me. Make a mess in my garden like the obedient sissy you are."

The orgasm crashed over him violently. Reece bit his lip to stay quiet as thick ropes of cum erupted from his chastity cage, splattering onto the grass and his stockings. Spurt after powerful spurt shot out while his asshole clenched rhythmically around the thrusting strap-on. The climax shuddered through his body in intense waves, his knees weakening as cum continued leaking and dripping from the steel bars. Vasilisa kept pounding through every pulse, drawing out the orgasm until he was whimpering and oversensitive.

She buried the toy deep and ground against him until she reached her own climax with a quiet, elegant moan.

After pulling out, she cleaned him quickly with a cloth and straightened his uniform. The breeze under petticoats now carried the scent of sex mixed with roses. Reece's legs trembled as they returned to the table.

The guests had returned. One of them, the red-haired woman, looked at Reece with clear hunger.

The guest requests to borrow him for her own estate. "Vasilisa, I must have this one for a weekend at my Hamptons house. Name your price."

Vasilisa placed a possessive hand on Reece's shoulder and smiled coolly.

"My head maid is not for loaning… yet."


Chapter 11: Crown of Lace

Reece stood before the tall mirror in the main dressing room, adjusting his uniform with practiced precision. He felt proud yet ashamed of his growing skill. Every movement was graceful now. The way he balanced trays, the depth of his curtsies, the sway of his hips. Months of relentless training had transformed him into something almost perfect. Yet every time he caught his reflection, shame burned through the pride. This was not who he had been. The gambler was gone, replaced by this curtsying sissy with permanent breasts straining against the satin and a locked cock that throbbed at the sight of his own feminized form.

Vasilisa entered wearing a sleek black power suit and her signature satin opera gloves. Sophie and Lila followed behind her, both in their full maid uniforms.

"Today is an important day," Vasilisa announced. "Reece has earned a promotion."

Reece's heart raced as she approached him. She held a beautiful pearl choker studded with small diamonds. The new choker tightening around his neck felt heavier than the previous collar, a symbol of elevated status and deeper ownership. It clicked shut with a soft final sound, pressing elegantly against his throat. The weight reminded him constantly of his place while giving him an air of authority over the others.

"You are now my head sissy-maid," Vasilisa declared. "You will oversee Sophie and Lila. They will answer to you in all household matters."

Reece felt a confusing rush of power mixed with deeper submission. Heavier breasts straining uniform pressed against the bodice as he breathed deeply. Commanding other maids felt both thrilling and humiliating. He had risen in the hierarchy of satin, yet remained completely owned.

"Thank you, Mistress," he said in his soft feminine voice.

Vasilisa turned to the other two. "You will obey Reece as you obey me. Understood?"

"Yes, Mistress," Sophie and Lila replied in unison.

The three maids spent the next hours deep cleaning the ballroom under Reece's new direction. He felt the strange blend of power and submission with every command he gave. "Sophie, polish the silver again. Higher shine. Lila, adjust the flower arrangements. They are not symmetrical."

The new choker tightening slightly with each swallow made every order feel significant. His heavier breasts strained against the uniform as he moved, the constant jiggle a reminder that his elevation changed nothing about his core surrender. Power mixed with deeper submission created an intoxicating psychological storm inside him.

Sophie whispered to him while they worked side by side. "You wear the pearls well. Just remember, we are all still her property."

Reece nodded, feeling the weight of responsibility. He corrected Lila's curtsy form during a practice round, demonstrating the perfect depth himself. The act of teaching made his caged cock leak steadily. He was proud of his skill, yet deeply ashamed that he took pleasure in enforcing the same rules that had broken him.

Vasilisa observed from the doorway for a while before calling them all to the private lounge. "Excellent work. Now it is time to celebrate your promotion properly, head maid."

She led Reece to the center of the room while Sophie and Lila watched. Vasilisa pushed him gently over the wide velvet ottoman, flipping up his layers of petticoats and exposing his ass. The other two maids were instructed to hold his arms and watch closely.

"Show your sisters how a head maid takes her reward," Vasilisa said.

She buckled on her thick, veined strap-on and coated it generously with lube. Reece's heavier breasts strained uniform as they pressed into the ottoman, nipples hard and sensitive. The new pearl choker dug into his throat as he arched his back.

Vasilisa pressed the wide head against his asshole and thrust forward. The thick silicone cock split him open, sinking deep in one powerful motion until she bottomed out completely. Reece moaned loudly in his feminine voice at the sudden stretch and fullness.

She began fucking him with long, deliberate strokes. The strap-on plowed into his ass with wet, slick sounds, pulling back slowly before driving in hard. Each deep thrust ground against his prostate, sending intense waves of pleasure through his locked cock. Sophie and Lila held his arms firmly, their eyes wide as they watched their former equal get railed.

"Fuck… Mistress… they are watching," Reece gasped.

"Let them see," Vasilisa replied, increasing her pace. "This is what head maids are for."

The pounding grew harder. Long, punishing strokes that stuffed his hole full and stretched him wide around the thick shaft. Lube dripped down his thighs. His heavier breasts squished and jiggled against the ottoman with every impact. The new pearl choker tightened further as he moaned, mixing power and submission into pure overwhelming sensation.

Vasilisa gripped his hips and railed him relentlessly. The strap-on slammed deep again and again, bottoming out with wet slaps. Reece's caged cock leaked profusely onto the ottoman. The psychological intensity of being watched and promoted at the same time pushed him rapidly toward the edge.

"Command them while I fuck you," Vasilisa ordered.

Reece looked at Sophie and Lila, voice breaking with pleasure. "Hold me… tighter. Watch how a head maid gets fucked."

The other maids obeyed, pressing him down harder. Vasilisa pounded faster, the thick cock splitting him open mercilessly. Every stroke hammered his prostate perfectly. Pleasure coiled tight and hot in his core.

"I'm going to come… Mistress please…"

"Come for your new position," she commanded, slamming into him with brutal force.

The orgasm exploded through Reece violently. He cried out in his trained feminine voice as thick ropes of cum spurted from the slots in his chastity cage, splattering across the ottoman and floor. Spurt after heavy spurt erupted while his asshole clenched rhythmically around the thrusting strap-on. The climax shuddered through his body in powerful, long waves. Cum continued leaking and dripping from his locked cock as Vasilisa kept pounding through every pulse, drawing out the orgasm until he was shaking and whimpering, completely spent.

Vasilisa buried the toy deep inside him and ground through her own climax with a satisfied moan.

She pulled out slowly, leaving his hole gaping and leaking. Sophie and Lila helped clean him gently, their touches respectful now that he held authority.

Vasilisa fastened the pearl choker more securely and kissed his forehead. "You have become exactly what I knew you could be."

Reece curtsied deeply, the new choker tight around his neck, heavier breasts straining uniform, power and submission swirling inside him. As the celebration ended, Vasilisa gave him his first official order as head maid.

"Tomorrow a new arrival joins us. You will train her personally. Break her in as you were broken."

He must now train the newest arrival. The realization sent a fresh wave of conflicted arousal through him. He had risen, but the cycle continued.


Chapter 12: Ballroom of Shame

Reece stood in the servants' preparation room, heart pounding against his ribs as he inspected the three sissy maids under his command. He was terrified yet professionally prepared for the grand event. The ballroom dinner party tonight would host over thirty elite guests, and as head sissy-maid, everything had to be flawless. His pearl choker felt tight around his throat, a constant reminder of his elevated yet deeply owned position. His heavier breasts strained against the pristine white satin uniform, nipples sensitive from the friction. The steel cage kept his cock locked and already leaking at the thought of dozens of eyes on him.

Sophie, Lila, and the newest arrival, a nervous brunette named Emma, waited in perfect formation. Reece adjusted Emma's petticoats with a steady hand.

"Remember, small steps. Deep curtsies. Eyes lowered unless spoken to. Do not spill a single drop."

"Yes, Head Maid," they replied in unison.

The weight of responsibility mixed with his own humiliation. He had become exactly what Vasilisa wanted. Proud of his grace, ashamed of how naturally it came.

Vasilisa entered briefly, stunning in a deep crimson gown. "Begin service in ten minutes. Make me proud, my head maid."

Reece led the procession into the grand ballroom. Crystal champagne flutes gleamed on silver trays as they entered. Dozens of eyes turned toward them immediately. The flush of constant humiliation burned across Reece's powdered cheeks. Wealthy men and women in designer attire watched the four sissy maids with open curiosity and lust. Swishing satin amid conversation filled the air as the maids moved between guests, petticoats rustling loudly with every step.

Reece balanced a heavy tray of champagne flutes, the crystal catching the chandelier light. His hands remained steady despite the terror. Guests' eyes lingered on his breasts, his cinched waist, and the sway of his hips. One older gentleman reached out and lifted the hem of his skirt slightly as he passed, exposing the lace tops of his stockings.

"Exquisite work, Vasilisa," the man called out.

Reece curtsied deeply, breasts jiggling with the motion. The humiliation sent fresh pre-cum dripping into his cage. He continued serving, directing Sophie and Lila with quiet commands when needed. "Refill the left table. Emma, assist with the hors d'oeuvres."

The conversation swirled around him. Laughter, business deals, and crude comments about the maids mixed together. Reece's body responded with unwanted arousal. The power of leading the staff only deepened his submission. He was the face of Vasilisa's collection now.

As the main courses began, the scrutiny intensified. Reece served a guest directly, bending low to place a plate. The swishing satin of his petticoats drew more attention. A woman in a black velvet dress ran her hand along his thigh while he poured wine.

"Such perfect training," she murmured. "Does she come with a price?"

Vasilisa smiled from the head table. "Not tonight."

Reece's mind spun in the middle of the service. Once a cocky gambler, he now existed as public property, serving in frills while dozens watched his every graceful movement. The flush of constant humiliation made his skin hot. Yet he performed flawlessly, pride and shame twisting together into dark pleasure.

During a brief lull between courses, Vasilisa summoned him to a small alcove just off the ballroom, hidden behind heavy velvet curtains but still within earshot of the party. The distant hum of conversation and clinking crystal champagne flutes reminded him of the audience nearby.

"You have performed beautifully," she said, pressing him against the wall. "Now you will thank your Mistress while the party continues."

She turned him around, lifted his layers of satin and petticoats, and pulled his panties down to his knees. The cool air hit his exposed ass and dripping cage. Vasilisa buckled on her thick strap-on, coating the veined silicone shaft generously with lube. She pressed the wide head against his asshole and thrust forward hard.

The thick cock split him open, sinking deep in one powerful stroke until she bottomed out completely. Reece moaned in his trained feminine voice, the fullness overwhelming. The sounds of the party drifted through the curtain as she began fucking him.

Vasilisa gripped his pearl choker from behind and pounded with long, deep strokes. The strap-on plowed into his ass with wet, slick sounds, pulling back before slamming in to the hilt. Each thrust ground against his prostate, sending intense jolts through his caged cock. The public setting made every sensation sharper. Dozens of eyes were just feet away, completely unaware or perhaps suspecting exactly what was happening.

"Fuck… Mistress… they can hear us," Reece gasped softly.

"Good. Let them hear how well my head maid takes cock."

She railed him harder. The thick silicone shaft stretched his hole wide, stuffing him full with every punishing stroke. Lube dripped down his thighs as the rhythm grew brutal. Reece's heavier breasts pressed against the wall, jiggling with each impact. The swishing satin of his uniform continued with every thrust, mixing with the distant conversation from the ballroom.

Vasilisa tugged on his pearl choker, pulling his head back as she fucked him relentlessly. The strap-on bottomed out again and again, hammering his prostate without mercy. His locked cock bounced uselessly, leaking strings of pre-cum onto the floor. The constant humiliation of being used while the elite party continued just beyond the curtain pushed him rapidly toward the edge.

"Command your maids if they need direction," she whispered cruelly, never slowing her pounding.

Reece struggled to keep his voice steady. "Sophie… ensure the champagne flows… Lila… check the dessert station…"

The act of giving orders while getting ass-fucked sent a fresh wave of shameful pleasure through him. Vasilisa increased her speed, the thick cock splitting him open with raw force. Wet slapping sounds mixed with the distant clink of crystal champagne flutes.

"I'm going to come… Mistress please…"

"Come for your audience, my perfect sissy."

The orgasm crashed over him violently. Reece bit his lip to muffle his cry as thick ropes of cum erupted from his chastity cage, splattering against the wall and dripping down onto the floor. Spurt after powerful spurt shot out while his asshole clenched rhythmically around the thrusting strap-on. The climax shuddered through his body in intense, long waves. Cum continued leaking heavily from the steel bars as Vasilisa kept pounding through every pulse, drawing out the orgasm until his legs trembled and his vision blurred.

She buried the toy deep inside him and ground through her own climax with a low, satisfied moan.

Vasilisa pulled out slowly, leaving his hole gaping and leaking. She cleaned him quickly and straightened his uniform before sending him back out to the ballroom on shaky legs. Cum still trickled down his inner thighs beneath the petticoats as he resumed service. The flush of constant humiliation burned hotter than ever.

The party reached its peak. Vasilisa rose at the head table, raising her glass. All eyes turned toward her and the four sissy maids lined up gracefully beside her.

Vasilisa announced him as her masterpiece to applause. "Ladies and gentlemen, allow me to present my greatest creation. My head sissy-maid, Reece."

Reece curtsied deeply for the applauding crowd, breasts heaving, satin swishing, the taste of public ownership complete.

"Curtsy for your audience, my perfect sissy."


Chapter 13: Eternal Curtsy

Reece stood in the center of the private ceremonial dressing room, deeply conditioned and emotionally bound to his role. The elaborate white satin uniform hugged his body like a second skin. Layers of delicate lace and heavy petticoats flared dramatically around his thighs, while the tight bodice pushed his permanent breasts up into a full, feminine display. The pearl choker from his promotion pressed against his throat, a constant anchor. He felt no resistance anymore, only a profound, peaceful surrender mixed with the familiar throb of his caged cock. This was who he was now. Vasilisa's head sissy-maid. The thought no longer terrified him. It completed him.

Vasilisa entered wearing a long black silk gown that accentuated her powerful curves. Sophie and Lila followed, helping with the final preparations. They adjusted Reece's petticoats and smoothed the white satin over his hips.

"You look breathtaking," Vasilisa said softly. "Today you make your choice permanent."

Reece lowered his eyes in perfect submission. "I am ready, Mistress."

The three of them led him through the quiet halls to the intimate rosewood-paneled ceremony room. Sunlight filtered through tall windows, casting warm patterns across the marble floor. A small table held the open-ended contract, a heavy silver pen, and a new, ornate collar studded with pearls and diamonds.

Reece knelt gracefully on the marble before the table. The final collar lock clicked shut as Vasilisa fastened it around his neck, replacing the previous one. It felt heavier, more permanent, pressing firmly against his throat. Tears of surrender welled in his green eyes, not from sadness, but from complete emotional release. The pearl choker against throat grounded him as years of resistance finally dissolved.

Vasilisa lifted his chin. "This contract has no end date. You will serve me for as long as I desire. Sign it freely, or walk away now."

Reece's voice was soft and feminine. "I do not wish to walk away, Mistress. This is my place."

He took the pen. The scratching sound of the pen on paper echoed as he signed his name in elegant script. With each stroke, another layer of his old identity faded. Complete mental release washed over him like warm satin. He was hers. Forever.

Vasilisa smiled with deep satisfaction. "You belong to the satin now."

She helped him rise and guided him to the wide velvet chaise in the center of the room. Sophie and Lila were dismissed with a gesture, leaving them alone for the final ritual. Vasilisa slowly lifted the layers of white satin and petticoats, exposing Reece's plugged ass and steel cage. She removed the plug and coated her thickest strap-on with generous lube.

"Bend over properly, head maid. Offer yourself completely."

Reece bent forward over the chaise, arching his back. His heavy breasts strained against the white satin bodice, pressing into the velvet. The new pearl collar dug into his throat as he presented his hole. Vasilisa positioned the wide, veined head of the strap-on against his entrance and pushed forward with steady pressure.

The thick silicone cock stretched him open, sinking deep in one long thrust until she bottomed out completely, hips flush against his ass. Reece moaned softly, the fullness overwhelming in the most perfect way. Vasilisa gripped his cinched waist and began fucking him with long, powerful strokes.

The strap-on plowed into his ass with wet, slick sounds. Each deep thrust pulled nearly out before driving back in to the hilt, grinding hard against his prostate. Reece's caged cock leaked steadily onto the velvet as pleasure built rapidly. The white satin rustled loudly with every impact, the elaborate uniform a symbol of his total surrender.

"Fuck me deeper, Mistress," he begged in his trained feminine voice. "I am yours forever."

Vasilisa increased her pace, pounding him harder. Long, punishing strokes that split his asshole wide around the thick shaft. Lube dripped down his thighs as she railed him relentlessly. The new collar pressed into his throat with every forward thrust, combining physical restraint with complete mental release. His heavier breasts jiggled inside the satin bodice, nipples hard and sensitive.

"You take it so beautifully now," she purred, slamming into him. "No more resistance. Just perfect obedience."

The pounding grew brutal. The strap-on stuffed and stretched his hole again and again, bottoming out with wet, forceful slaps. Reece pushed back to meet every thrust, fully embracing his role. Tears of surrender continued to slip down his powdered cheeks, not from pain, but from the profound joy of final acceptance.

Vasilisa reached around and tugged on his locked cock while continuing to fuck him deep. "Come for me, my eternal sissy. Show me your complete surrender."

The orgasm built quickly from the merciless prostate hammering. Reece's body tensed, white satin rustling as he trembled. The climax exploded through him with shattering intensity.

He cried out in his feminine voice as thick ropes of cum erupted violently from the slots in his chastity cage. Spurt after powerful spurt shot across the velvet chaise while his asshole clenched rhythmically around the thrusting strap-on. The orgasm shuddered through his body in long, devastating waves, his vision blurring as cum continued pulsing and dripping from his locked cock. Vasilisa kept pounding through every contraction, drawing out the pleasure until he was shaking, whimpering, and completely drained.

She buried the toy deep inside him and ground through her own climax, moaning elegantly against his back.

Afterward, Vasilisa pulled out slowly, leaving his hole gaping and leaking. She helped him stand on shaky legs and straightened his elaborate white uniform. The pearl choker against throat felt like a crown now. Complete mental release left him calm and fulfilled.

They returned to the contract table. Reece signed a final clause confirming his willing, permanent acceptance. Tears continued to fall gently as he pressed the pen to paper one last time.

Vasilisa kissed his forehead tenderly. "You belong to the satin now."

As head sissy-maid, he curtsied deeply, knowing this was now his forever. The white satin rustled around him as he held the lowest, most graceful position, heart full with total surrender. There was no going back. Only endless, perfect service in lace and obedience.
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