
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Thank You & a Favor: 
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    If you enjoy this book or receive value from it in any way, then I’d like to ask you for a favor: would you be kind enough to leave a review for this book on Amazon? It’d be greatly appreciated! 
 
    Mistress Jessica 
 
      
 
    Chapter One 
 
    Chastity had been awake for some time but was still surprised by the alarm; she dried her tears and pulled herself out of bed. She had been so emotional recently, ‘it must be these hormones’ she thought to herself as she pulled off her baby doll nightdress and rushed into the tiny sluice cubicle in the corner of her room. She carefully removed her plug and commenced her cleansing routine. 
 
    Chastity sighed deeply as she welcomed the plug back where it belonged, she spent a few moments savoring it, rocking it back and forth until her ‘sissy clit’ began to swell painfully in its restrictive cage. Trembling with frustration she reluctantly stopped and standing, reached for her pink fluffy towel.
Once dry, Chastity selected a pair of black seamed stockings from her dresser draw and began to slowly roll them up her smooth legs; her manicured hands moving cautiously, making sure her long red nails didn’t damage the fine silky material. She remembered her painful lesson over Mistress’s knees when she last failed uniform inspection and not wanting a repeat of that paid special attention to the dark seams, using the full length mirror on the door to ensure they were straight. Chastity’s attention drifted as she watched her own feminine hands move up and down the fine nylon, feeling the seductive smooth fabric under her trembling fingertips. She had always had a fetish for nylons; her Mistress had used this weakness to ensnare her. She remembered the first time Mistress had slid them up his then boyish legs teasing him: 
 
    “Well, look here! Somebody likes her pretty stockings, her little clitty is leaking”. He had winced as she lightly touched her finger to the end of his small throbbing cock and pulled a strand of moisture from it. 
 
    “Does my little girl want to spurt for her Mistress” she said, placing her wet finger onto his lips. 
 
    “Oh yes mistress!” He begged, as she pushed her finger past his lips and onto his tongue, the salty taste added to his submissive humiliation. 
 
    “If you ask nicely, Mistress might let you play with it, would you like that?” 
 
    “Yes please Mistress.” He had hoped for more than his own hand, but he was desperate for release after an hour of teasing, 
 
    “OK. But, you must say ‘please mistress can I play with my tiny little clitty’ only then will I untie one of your hands”. He blushed with shame as he repeated the humiliating words. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
    The memory caused Chastity to blush anew, and another painful swelling reminded her that she needed to hurry if she didn’t want to be late for work. 
 
      
 
    She quickly pulled out her black ribbed corset and wrapped it around herself, constricting her waist. She struggled with the fastenings and the little padlocks that held it in place. Once done she paused to gather her breath, the corset restricted her breathing and forced her to take shallow breaths but it did wonders for her figure, feminizing her waist and pushing her newly budding breasts upwards to form a convincing cleavage. Her composure gathered, she clipped the silky suspenders that hung from the corset to the dark lacy stocking tops. Chastity turned to look at herself in the mirror, fascinated by her new figure, with her long dark hair and girlish frame she looked quite fetching; the kind of girl his former self would have been attracted to. The little metal cage twitching between her smooth white thighs served as the only reminder of her real sex. 
 
    He watched with dread as the little lock closed, sealing his cage for the first time, with a solid click. His wife had been leading up to this for days, teasing him in bondage, getting him to admit his masturbation habits. Combined with the shaved legs and nylon stockings it had seemed a logical extension of their kinky games, but the lock closing made him nervous. 
 
    “When will I be able to unlock it?” 
 
    “Oh no dear, you will never unlock it, I have the key. I will decide when you have been a good girl.” She had paused to let this sink in before explaining how things would work from now on. 
 
    “I will keep a little tally, let’s start with a week, oh and an extra day for asking about things that don’t concern you, does that sound fair? 
 
    “A week!” 
 
    “Oh dear baby!” her tone dripping with mock concern “Now it’s two weeks for answering back and forgetting to address me with respect” 
 
    “But… Mistress… I…” 
 
    “Maybe I should make you wait longer?” she snapped, cutting him off. 
 
    “Oh no Mistress!” he had answered quickly before she added any more time, “Two weeks is very fair Mistress”. 
 
    “Good girl” she said smoothing his face and staring deep into his eyes “My key, my rules. I’m sure you will learn quickly.” 
 
    Shuddering at how easily the trap had been set, Chastity covered the cage with a pair of lacy back panties and turned to her wardrobe. She retrieved her little black dress along with its white, ruffle layered petticoat, and lace trimmed cotton apron. 
 
    Once dressed in her uniform Chastity attached a lock to the high starched collar, tucking it away behind her neck. She pulled back her hair into a tidy bun leaving two cute bangs to frame her face, before holding it all together with a small lace bonnet. She stepped into her shiny four inch heels and attached two small padlocks to the shoe’s ankle straps before smoothing over their discrete Velcro covers. The keys that could release her from this elaborate uniform hung securely on a chain beside her bed; out of bounds until the evening. 
 
    Chastity inspected herself carefully in the mirror, and made a few minor adjustments, she did a couple of practice curtseys before sitting at the end of the bed to apply her make-up. This part was always the most difficult, as every movement pushed her plug against the firm mattress, sending ripples of pleasure through her body. Her sissy clit responded within its tortuous embrace, and the small teeth inside the metal tube made her squirm. Chastity felt her breath begin to quicken and her panties begin to dampen, reluctantly she forced herself to sit as still as possible, lest she be late for work.
Her face was still a novelty; she applied red lipstick to her sensuous collagen enhanced lips and brushed a touch of rouge to her augmented cheekbones. Lastly she applied eye-liner and long fake lashes to her reshaped eyes before blowing herself a kiss, she was happier now, all trace of her morning tears erased; she was pleased that she no longer had to make up a masculine face. Chastity’s medical feminization was far from voluntary, but she preferred to look convincing, it had been much more embarrassing before the hair removal and the hormones, in many ways she was proud of the pretty looking girl in the mirror. 
 
    She stood again and renewed practicing her curtseys in the long mirror while she waited for the automatic lock to spring open and signal the commencement of her duties. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    There was no window in her tiny basement maid’s quarters, and no hands on the alarm clock, so she was never sure what time she was awoken, her Mistress had total control of her routine. The lock clicked and Chastity’s heels scampered up the stairs and along the corridor towards the kitchen; her high heels forcing her to take mincing steps which in turn caused her to squirm delightedly on her butt plug. It was hard to remember a time when she resented the plastic invader’s presence, she felt empty without it, the way the ball bearings inside made it vibrate with her every move was a constant delight. 
 
    On the kitchen table was the list of chores for today, and she noted with dread that there were two breakfasts to prepare, Brad had stayed the night again.  His presence always disturbed her routine, and served as a reminder that Mistress no longer required her to perform marital duties. Chastity held back the tears as she remembered why she had been crying earlier, she had been awakened by the sound of torrid lovemaking drifting down to her room from the master bedroom, a full two floors above. Such cries of passion were a world away from her personal experiences, in that regard she had never truly been a man. Mistress made it clear that the inadequate size of her ‘sissy clit’ with its premature spurting had brought about this drastic change in their marriage. 
 
    “Now there is no point crying about it now, you had plenty of opportunities to satisfy me over the years, but you never really managed it did you. All those times you came too quickly. Why often you didn’t manage to get inside me at all.” 
 
    “But Mistress, I always made sure…” 
 
    “Shhh now, I’m talking, just keep licking. One more word and I’ll add a week onto your release time. 
 
    “Now I know you were always a good boy and cleaned up the mess, and yes you always finished me off with your tongue, but I need something more. And I certainly need something bigger, I just don’t really feel you anymore. 
 
    “Since we have been using those toys we bought, I have realized what I have been missing. The biggest dildo we chose, the one that makes you look so tiny in comparison that was only the size of an average man! I crave one bigger and deeper, but why waste time with dildos when there are so many real men out there.” 
 
    Chastity resolved to throw herself into her routine, she clipped over to the fridge and began preparing a sumptuous breakfast tray with fresh eggs, hot coffee and freshly squeezed juice. Her corset restricted tummy gurgled with hunger as she cooked the forbidden foods, especially as she watched the farmhouse butter melt into the warm bread rolls fresh from the oven. Her own breakfast would be a stale roll left over from yesterday with tasteless low fat spread, a small glass of skimmed milk and two pink pills, but she had many chores to complete before she would have a chance to eat it. 
 
    — 
 
    Chastity curtseyed automatically as she entered the master bedroom and tried to keep her gaze down to avoid the sight of his Mistress and Brad coiled together in a passionate embrace. Mercifully they ignored her as she placed the tray on the bedside table and poured the hot aromatic coffee. She tried to block out the soft murmurs and sighs and busied herself picking up her Mistress’s discarded clothes strewn around the bed as if removed in a hurry. 
 
    
“Oh Brad”, his Mistress pleaded breathlessly “not in front of the maid”. Chastity blushed and hurried out of the room with the washing pile to the sounds of rising lust.   
 
    In the laundry room, as Chastity ran the water and prepared to hand wash her Mistress’s clothes, she hummed to herself, she could almost convince herself that she was humming through contentment. Indeed she did enjoy washing her Mistress’s lacy intimates, but the real reason was to drown out the sound of passion from upstairs. Her Mistress always screamed when she was with Brad, she confessed to Chastity that Brad had the biggest cock she had ever seen, which only served as a reminder of how tiny Chastity’s clit had become since the hormones and confinement. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    “Oh look, I do believe it is shrinking!” Mistress was delighted. It had never been large, but when her mistress had last unlocked her cage it had hardly grown, a semi-erect 3 inches.  
 
    Worse still, she had not been able to produce her ‘sissy spurt’ in the allotted five minutes which resulted in her mistress adjusting her release schedule.  
 
    “You obviously didn’t need to spurt did you Chastity? I think we should wait six weeks until next time, it will save a lot of fuss.”  
 
    With extensions for lack of attentiveness, poor performance and hesitation in her duties, which were commonplace due to the strict training regime, she would be lucky to get another chance to spurt for two months. Chastity hummed her happy tune and pretended not to hear. 
 
    Whilst Chastity was dusting her Mistress’ parlor she was relieved to hear the front door close. She was alone with her Mistress again, she thought to herself and she smiled as she flicked the non-existent dust with her cute little feather duster, she was trying to perfect a little wiggle that caused her butt plug to twist back and forth inside her, sometimes it almost felt like she would spurt from these feelings in her sissy pussy, even the ache from her confined clit could feel good at such times. 
 
    Brad was a new part of the picture, and one that Chastity wished wasn’t present. At least Brad seemed not to realize Chastity’s little secret, she often noticed him eyeing her up in her sexy uniform and dreaded to think what could happen if he caught her alone. Chastity’s thoughts were interrupted by the sound of the little bell beside her Mistress’s bed, she wiggled her way up to the bedroom, as fast as her practiced mincing steps would allow. In the bedroom Chastity was greeted by the sight of her Mistress lying with her legs open wide. 
 
    “Ah! There you are Chastity dear, be a darling girl and lick me clean” she said lazily gesturing to her well used pussy as if it was the most natural request in the world. “Brad has left such a mess down there”. Chastity hesitated for a brief second, “Now.” warned her Mistress with a stern voice, she held up her hand and began raising one finger at a time, each finger represented two added days of chastity, and Chastity saw the count reach three far quicker than she was expecting.  Mistress was speeding up her attentiveness count! 
 
    “Yes mistress!” said Chastity hurriedly as she quickly knelt at the foot of the bed and slid her face between the waiting thighs, a heady musky smell greeted her as she tentatively stretched out her tongue and began her newest chore. She hoped she had beaten the five count or it would result in a punitive two weeks of added chastity along with a lengthy spanking to reinforce the lesson. 
 
    “Oh Chastity, that is so soothing, Brad has left me quite sore, I swear he is stretching me with that enormous cock of his.”  With this, Chastity’s Mistress squirmed back into her pillows and a thin aromatic cocktail of juices were squeezed onto her dancing tongue, she dutifully swallowed the salty liquid lest she be marked down for inattentiveness. “I guess I’m not used to the size of a real man, did I ever tell you about my ex-husband’s puny excuse for a manhood? It was so unsatisfying.”  
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    Chastity blushed remembering with embarrassment the brief fumbling that used to pass for lovemaking in this very bed. He had certainly never made his wife scream the way Brad did. 
 
    Chastity tried to speed up and get the unpleasant task over with, but her Mistress made her slow her pace with a gentle smoothing or her forehead “Savor it dear, we have plenty of time, I think another orgasm is in order before your spanking”.  Chastity realized with dread that her mistress had reached the five count, she made a mental note not to hesitate again no matter what was ordered, she was beginning to lose sight of her next release date, was it ten weeks or was it more? 
 
    The slower pace forced Chastity to focus on her task, Mistress’s hand smoothed the back of Chastity’s head, which was the signal that she should probe deeper, and as she pushed inwards a larger wad of warm thick liquid oozed itself over her tongue filling her mouth with salty secretions. Chastity forced back the urge to gag as she dutifully swallowed the unpleasant mixture, realizing that she was going to have plenty of time to get used to this new experience. This would be her Mistress’s fourth orgasm this morning, and she loved to hold herself back, controlling Chastity’s pace with subtle taps on her head or squeezes with her thighs. Each successive orgasm would be less urgent; a forth meant Chastity would probably be licking for over an hour. Despite her distaste Chastity’s clit began to swell painfully in its cruel prison and she could feel herself leaking into her already damp panties. Recently she found herself responding to such humiliating situations. The lack of natural sexual release had left her in a turmoil of conflicting feelings, the act of submission was now her biggest turn on. 
 
    Her Mistress seemed to sense her arousal, “Oh Chastity dear…” she mused “I am so lucky these days. With Brad’s huge cock and your soothing tongue I enjoy so many orgasms, and to think my husband never gave me one the whole time we were married, things are so much better like this, wouldn’t you agree Chastity?” 
 
    Chastity was restricted, as always, to just two words “Yes Mistress” but as her shame built up inside, her eyes began to run for the second time that morning. ‘It’s these hormones’ she thought to herself as she refocused herself on her Mistress’s pleasure. 
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