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Chapter 1
Plans


“Guess what came in the mail today,” Claire said, her voice sing-song and suspiciously sweet.

I didn’t even look up. “If it’s another box of pumpkin spice everything, I swear⁠—”

“Nope,” she cut in. “Better.”

I glanced up from my laptop just as she laid a thick black envelope on the table in front of me like it was a loaded gun. Black card stock, elegant yet ominous. The kind of envelope that looked like it came with a blood pact.

She perched on the edge of the table like a cat who knew she’d already caught the mouse. Her legs crossed at the knee, sweater sliding off one shoulder, and that look in her eyes—the one that always meant I was about to be very turned on and very uncomfortable about it.

I closed the laptop halfway. “Should I be worried?”

Claire beamed. “It’s an invitation. For tonight. A full murder mystery party—costumes, characters, immersive setting. All at the Cavanaugh Estate. Can you think of a better event for Halloween?”

That caught me off guard.

“Roger’s parents’ place? That creepy stone mansion with the gargoyle gate?”

She nodded, eyes gleaming. “The very same. It’s invite-only. Apparently, they do one massive immersive experience every Halloween. You get a sealed packet in the mail with your character and costume. You’re not allowed to break role once the game begins. Full commitment.”

I raised an eyebrow. “And how exactly did we get invited to such an event at your ex-boyfriend’s parent’s house?”

Her grin turned sly. “I may have… requested an invitation. Everyone has been talking about it.”

I didn’t like the sound of this. Any of it.

She leaned forward slightly, just enough for her necklace to swing into view—the one with the key. Small, silver, and utterly devastating. My cock twitched inside its cage, already aching at the mere suggestion of her holding all the cards. Or keys, in this case.

“Did you ever lock Roger up like you do me?” I asked cautiously.

She rolled her eyes exaggeratedly and let out a huff of air. “You know I didn’t, baby. He was never somebody that I could control like you,” she said casually, as if my submissive nature was common knowledge. “Besides, he cheated on me which is why I make my new boyfriends surrender all control of their cocks to me.”

Her casual humiliation of me made my cock start to swell, but I still didn’t like the idea of seeing Roger again.

I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry. “Does he know that I’m locked?”

“It may have come up in passing.”

I gritted my teeth at her admission, now dreading the idea of this party even more. “Do we have to go?”

She looked down bashfully, starting to play with the key on her necklace—my key. “Well, I suppose we could just stay home and do nothing… or, we could go to the event of the year, and maybe I’ll use this afterwards.”

I tried not to squirm, but I could feel the warmth creeping up my neck. I hadn’t been allowed out in over a month. And even when she teased me about the possibility, she never followed through. Teasing was the point.

“So, what are we supposed to do at this thing?” I asked. “Act like we’re someone else for a night?”

“Oh, exactly. We go in costume, get our scripts, follow our clues, and try to solve the murder. Or commit it, depending on who we get.” She paused dramatically. “Speaking of…”

She opened the envelope with a slow, deliberate motion, her fingers sliding along the seal. I watched helplessly, knowing full well I had no say in whatever hellish role was about to be handed to me.

She pulled out two character cards and read the first one aloud in a faux-seductive accent. “‘Claire: Professor Lucien Delacroix. Mysterious foreign academic. Expert in poisons, scandalous affairs, and high-society secrets.’” She looked up, visibly thrilled. “Oh, I’m gonna rock this. Cravat, cane, dramatic monologues. It’s perfect.”

“Okay, a character like that sounds like it could be kind of fun,” I admitted.

“See, that’s the Halloween spirit!”

Then she read the second card. She blinked, then started giggling.

“Oh my god.” She turned the card toward me. “You’re going to die.”

I looked. And regretted it.

Name: Chloe

Role: French Maid

Traits: Obedient, flustered, timid. Strong attention to detail.

Costume: Lace-trimmed black dress, apron, petticoats, white stockings, high heels.

Accent required: French.

Submissive dynamic to character Professor Lucien Delacroix.

I stared at the card, then back at her. “You have got to be kidding me. This is Roger’s doing. That dick!”

Claire was already laughing. “This is divine. It’s like they know us. I’m the dominant professor, and you’re my flustered, obedient maid. You even have to speak with a little French accent!”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “No chance. Not happening.”

“You sure about that?” she asked, twirling the key again.

I groaned.

“Come on, it’s perfect,” she cooed, leaning toward me. “You’ve got the legs for it and I have a feeling you’re going to make a pretty sexy woman.” Her voice dipped lower. “Besides… it’s not like you deny me. You’re locked, remember? Don’t you want to earn your key, Chloe?”

I flinched at the name.

She grinned wider. “Oh yes. Think about it, you’re practically already Chloe. I make you cook and clean all the time, the only difference is that now you will be doing it in the proper attire. Maybe I’ll even ask Roger to keep the outfit so you can really be my little housemaid. My obedient, dolled-up helper. Scurrying around in heels, trying not to make a scene, hoping someone doesn’t look up your skirt.”

My face was on fire. And despite myself—despite the panic, the humiliation, the sheer ridiculousness of it all—I felt the traitorous throb of my cock pressing against its cage.

She saw it. Of course she did.

“Getting excited already?” she teased. “You do love being my plaything. And you love being embarrassed.”

“I didn’t say yes,” I mumbled.

She got up, walked around behind me, and slid her arms around my shoulders, letting her fingers dance down my chest as she leaned in.

“I know you didn’t. But I also know you’re going to. Because you love this. You love being controlled. You love knowing I can make you into whatever I want—whenever I want.” Her lips brushed my ear. “And I want you to be Chloe.”

I swallowed hard. Her hand drifted lower, palming my locked bulge through my pants, slowly rubbing the outside of the cage.

“And remember, if you behave at the party, maybe—maybe—I’ll unlock you afterward,” she whispered.

I whimpered. Actually whimpered.

She pulled away and clapped her hands. “Wonderful! Now that that’s settled, I’m going to text this number to confirm our acceptance of the invitation. They say the costumes will arrive within the hour.”

I sat there, dazed, half-horrified, half-aroused, my heart pounding.

I was going to a Halloween party.

Dressed as a maid.

Named Chloe.

And I wasn’t even sure which part of that scared me more: the humiliation… or how much it turned me on.


Chapter 2
Dressed For The Part


Claire laid out the costume piece by piece like she was unveiling treasure. First came the dress—short, black, and trimmed in white lace, complete with a flirty apron and puffed sleeves. Then the layers underneath: petticoats, thigh-high stockings, a garter belt, panties so sheer they made me blush just looking at them. And of course, heels. Tall heels.

“Claire…” I said slowly, trying to process it all. “This is… a lot.”

She just grinned, holding up the dress like a trophy. “You’re going to look precious.”

I folded my arms. “Can’t I just be, like… a butler? Or someone with pants?”

She ignored me completely and patted the bed. “Strip. Let’s get you into Chloe’s uniform.”

I hesitated, heart pounding. But I knew that tone. She wasn’t asking. So I obeyed.

Piece by piece, she transformed me. She started with the garter belt and panties, humming as she guided them up my legs. The panties hugged tight over my cage, a perfect little prison beneath sheer white lace. Then came the stockings, which she rolled slowly up my thighs, attaching each one to the garters with practiced ease. I couldn’t look her in the eye when she clipped the straps into place—it was too much. Too intimate. Too humiliating. Too arousing.

Then the petticoats. Fluffy, rustling layers that made a mockery of any remaining masculinity I had. She pulled them up around my waist, giggling when I swayed unsteadily under their weight.

“Chloe’s got a lot of bounce,” she teased.

Secretly I was glad for the covering, not wanting her to see how much my cock was starting to strain beneath my panties from the lingerie she was dressing me in.

The dress followed. It was snug, especially across the chest where she stuffed in breast forms and adjusted them until my cleavage looked almost natural. She fussed over the waistline and tugged the skirt into place, stepping back to admire her work like a proud stylist.

And then the wig. Blonde, curled, and soft as silk. She set it gently on my head and fluffed the bangs until I looked like someone else entirely.

“You look beautiful already,” Claire said cheerfully. “But we’re not done yet. Chloe needs her face.”

I blinked. “Makeup too?”

She gave me a look that made my knees weak. “Of course. You think I’m letting you out the door with those eyebrows?”

I sat on the little vanity stool while she gathered her tools—foundation, powders, a full palette of pinks, peaches, and shimmery things I couldn’t name. I stared at my reflection, still vaguely myself but already starting to disappear beneath the outfit.

“Close your eyes,” she said.

And then she began.

Claire was so gentle. Her fingers were light, her touch confident. She worked with practiced ease, dabbing and brushing, blending and lining, transforming me stroke by stroke. I felt her apply foundation to even out my skin, then a soft blush across my cheeks that made me feel feverish with shame. She spent extra time on the eyes—smoky shadow, curled lashes, mascara, and finally, a delicate wing of eyeliner that made my stomach twist.

When she finished, she stepped back with a satisfied smile and handed me a lipstick tube. “Go on. You do the honors.”

I hesitated. Then uncapped it and applied the glossy pink shade with trembling fingers, finishing with a little pout.

Claire smiled, visibly proud. “Perfect.”

Then she spun me gently toward the full-length mirror.

I froze.

For a moment, I didn’t even recognize myself. The girl in the mirror wasn’t Jason. She was soft, pretty, nervous. Her cheeks were flushed, lips shiny, lashes long and flirty. Her skirt bounced with every breath. She looked like a submissive little thing who needed to be told what to do—and loved being told.

She looked like Chloe.

“Oh my god,” I whispered.

Claire stepped behind me, placing her hands on my hips. “You look gorgeous,” she whispered. “You really do. Chloe has come to life.”

I swallowed hard. “I can’t believe I’m actually doing this.”

“But you can, and you are,” she said, brushing my curls over one shoulder. “You’re going to stay in character the entire night, oui?”

I forced a breath through my nose. “Oui, madame.”

She smiled. “Good girl.”

I felt a mix of pride and dread as she walked around me, making little adjustments to my dress, my wig, my posture. I hated how much I loved her approval. How much I wanted to please her. Especially now.

“Almost done,” she said cheerfully, walking to the closet.

That should’ve been my warning. She opened the door, reached up to the top shelf, and pulled down a small black box.

“Wait,” I said warily. “What’s that?”

She turned to me with a smirk. “Just a little insurance.”

I tensed. “Insurance for what?”

Claire opened the box and pulled out something I’d never seen before—but immediately recognized.

A vibrating butt plug. Sleek, matte silicone. The kind that buzzed remotely with a click. My stomach dropped.

She walked toward me slowly, toying with the base between her fingers. “I bought it a while ago. Thought it might come in handy one day. Tonight seems like the perfect opportunity.”

My throat tightened. “Claire…”

She raised an eyebrow. “If you break character, if you misbehave, if you roll your eyes or slouch or sass me in any way… buzz.”

“You’re serious?”

“Deadly.” She stepped closer and placed the plug in my hand. “Now. Be a good maid and bend over the bed.”

I froze.

Her voice dropped to a purr. “Or are you already forgetting who holds the key?”

Goddammit.

I turned and leaned over the bed, cock throbbing from her dominance. Claire was quiet as she lubed it up, then I felt the cold press against me. My breath hitched. It slid in with ease—embarrassingly so—and settled snugly inside.

I gasped as it clicked into place.

Claire patted my ass once. “There. Now you’re ready to serve.”

I stood carefully, the plug shifting with every movement. It was impossible to ignore—an unrelenting reminder of her control. One flick of her finger and I’d be a mess in front of everyone.

“Chloe,” she said sweetly, stepping in front of me, “meet your final accessory.”

She held up the remote and tapped the button once. A sharp buzz pulsed through me. I yelped and nearly stumbled in my heels.

She smiled. “Don’t forget—Professor Delacroix is in charge tonight. Chloe just curtsies and obeys.”

My heart was pounding. My cock throbbed hopelessly in its cage. And I knew then, without question, that tonight was going to be hell.

But I was going to love every second of it.


Chapter 3
The Party


Ifelt every step. The heels clicked against the walkway like tiny betrayals, each one echoing louder than it should. My petticoats swished with every movement, brushing against the tops of my thighs, soft and obscene. The plug inside me shifted constantly, never letting me forget it was there, and every now and then Claire would glance my way, remote hidden casually in her coat pocket.

The Cavanaugh Estate loomed in front of us, lit dramatically with orange spotlights and strung-up lanterns shaped like bleeding candles. It looked like something out of a gothic novel—perfect for a murder mystery party and a fucking nightmare for someone trying to blend in while dressed like a maid named Chloe.

Claire tugged my arm playfully. “You look so nervous.”

“Gee, I wonder why.”

She leaned in and whispered, “Keep up that pouty little tone, and I might test the buzzer before we even walk in the door.”

I straightened up instantly. “Sorry. I meant, oui, madame.”

Her grin was wicked. “Much better.”

We stepped inside, and I was hit with a wave of candlelight, laughter, and rustling fabrics. The foyer alone was massive—two stories of carved banisters, stone archways, and moody classical music wafting from a string quartet in the corner. Costumed guests mingled, drinks in hand, each one dressed in period clothes or dramatic flair. And there I was, Chloe the maid, trying not to trip over my own skirt.

And then I saw him. Roger.

Tall. Broad-shouldered. Hair slicked back. A black waistcoat over crisp pinstripes, a velvet cravat at his throat, and a smug little smirk already forming when he spotted me.

I wanted to melt into the floor.

“Ah,” he said, his voice loud enough to cut through the room as he approached, two drinks in hand. “Claire. And… this must be your guest. Chloe, was it?”

He stopped just short of us, handing Claire a drink while his eyes took in every inch of my look.

Claire’s eyes lit up with amusement as she accepted his offering. “Inspector Hawthorne,” she said smoothly, playing along with the character roles. “So good to see you again. I trust you’ll be keeping a close eye on my maid tonight?”

“Oh, absolutely,” Roger said, eyes sliding to me. “Someone like her? She could be hiding all sorts of secrets under that skirt.”

I blushed furiously.

Claire reached over and tucked a stray curl of my wig behind my ear. “She’s very obedient, aren’t you, Chloe?”

My stomach twisted. “Oui, madame,” I said, voice barely above a whisper.

Roger chuckled. “You hear that accent? That’s commitment. Someone’s been trained very well.”

Claire took a sip of her wine, perfectly casual. “She’s had plenty of practice.”

“I can see that,” Roger said, his gaze dropping to my legs. “That posture. The makeup. You’ve really thrown yourself into the role.” He stepped closer. “Or were you just dying to dress like this?”

I clenched without meaning to—and that damn plug pressed harder inside me.

Claire must’ve seen the flicker in my expression, because her finger twitched over the remote. I stiffened immediately.

“Careful, Chloe,” she murmured under her breath. “You’re already on thin lace.”

Roger leaned in, voice lower. “Tell me, maid—how long have you been serving your mistress?”

I swallowed. “Tonight is… my first time in public, monsieur.”

Claire grinned. “She’s a little shy. But very eager to impress.”

Roger stepped back, swirling his drink. “Well then. I expect her to be very attentive. I may have some messes that need cleaning.”

My cheeks burned. Claire just smiled sweetly. “Oh, she’s very good at cleaning.”

He looked me up and down one more time. “You’re lucky, Claire. Not many partners would go so far for you.”

“I know,” she said, and looped her arm through mine possessively. “But don’t get any ideas. She’s mine.”

The word sent a thrill down my spine.

Claire guided me away, heels clicking over marble, and we joined a group of guests near the drawing room. I could still feel Roger’s eyes on me as we walked, and I hated how much it made me flush.

“I hate him,” I hissed under my breath.

“I know,” Claire whispered back. “So be better than him. Be the perfect little Chloe. Let’s make him wish he never let me go.”

And right then, I made a choice. I wasn’t just going to play Chloe. I was going to be Chloe.

And I was going to win.


Chapter 4
It Begins


Soon, the main event began. Claire held court easily, glass of red wine in hand, laughing with another guest in a top hat.

I stood quietly at her side, hands folded in front of my apron, trying to stay still. Trying not to fidget. Trying to look like a maid. Because every time I moved, the plug inside me reminded me just how powerless I was.

The skirt swished around my thighs. My heels pinched. The cage was tight and unforgiving. And still, Claire hadn’t buzzed me once since we’d entered the house—not because she forgot, but because she didn’t need to. Her presence alone was enough to keep me in line.

“Chloe,” she said sweetly, “why don’t you fetch a glass of sherry for Inspector Hawthorne? He’s in the library.”

Of course he was.

I nodded, curtsied and murmured, “Oui, madame,” before turning and gliding as gracefully as I could in heels toward the arched double doors.

The library was dim and mostly empty, save for one figure by the fireplace.

Roger.

He turned when I entered, drink already in hand. “Ah, there you are,” he said smoothly, like he’d been waiting for me.

“I—um—” I faltered. “Claire said you needed a drink, monsieur?”

“I did,” he said, stepping closer. “But now that you’re here… I think I need something else.”

I swallowed hard.

He circled slowly, eyes raking over me like he was inspecting a crime scene. I stood still, heart pounding, legs tight together.

“Miss Chloe,” he began, in that smug, in-character voice that made me want to slap him and melt at the same time, “you are the only member of staff unaccounted for during the time of the murder.”

“I—I was with Professor Delacroix,” I stammered.

“Were you?” He arched an eyebrow. “Because the other guests say they saw him in the salon… alone.”

He stepped closer. Close enough that I could smell his cologne. Close enough that I had to tilt my chin up to meet his eyes.

“May I search you?” he asked, voice low and rich with suggestion.

I blinked. “Search… me?”

“For clues,” he said, feigning innocence. “Standard procedure.”

I glanced around the room. No one else. No Claire. No safety net.

“Go ahead,” I said, barely above a whisper.

“Louder.”

“Go ahead… monsieur.”

He smiled then started with my skirt, lifting it ever so slightly with the back of his hand. My petticoats rustled. His eyes never left mine as he circled me again, slower this time.

“You're shaking,” he said. “Nervous?”

“No, monsieur.”

He reached for my apron, smoothing it down. His hand lingered at my waist, then dipped lower—slowly brushing over the curve of my ass.

I gasped—just softly—but it was enough.

Buzz.

The plug inside me came to life for a half-second burst. My knees buckled.

And Roger didn’t miss a thing.

“Your master gave me this little device to help with my questioning,” he murmured, holding up the remote to my plug. “He has quite the leash on you, doesn’t he?”

I bit my lip. “I’m to stay in character.”

“Oh, I can tell. You’re doing so well, too. The wig, the accent, that little cage I bet you’re hiding under those frills…”

My breath caught.

He leaned in close. “She told me.”

I froze.

“She told me what you’re wearing. What you’re not allowed to do. What she’s got buried in you right now.” He paused, just long enough to watch the heat rise in my cheeks. “You’re her puppet tonight. A walking, buzzing doll.”

I couldn’t speak.

“Which makes this next part so much more fun.”

He reached into his coat and pulled out a small notepad, flipping it open with a showman’s flourish. “Now. I’m going to ask you a series of questions, and if you lie…” He smiled. “Well. We both know what happens.”

I didn’t even need to see the remote in his hand to believe him.

“Name?”

“Chloe, monsieur.”

“Occupation?”

“Housemaid.”

He stepped closer. “Have you ever worn a dress like this before tonight?”

“No, monsieur.”

Buzz.

My back arched involuntarily, my cock pulsing from the feeling.

“Lie,” he said, grinning. “I can see it in your cheeks.”

I tried to regain composure, eyes watering. “Please…”

“Have you ever wanted this?”

I shook my head. “No.”

Buzz.

Longer, this time. I whimpered.

“Do you want it now?”

I hesitated. I hated that I hesitated.

Buzz.

I gasped, thighs trembling.

He leaned in close enough for his breath to brush my cheek. “That’s what I thought.”

I didn’t answer. Couldn’t.

Then, just like that, he stepped back, notebook snapping shut.

“You’ve been very helpful,” he said smoothly. “But I’ll be watching you, Chloe. Very closely.”

He gave me a mock-bow and walked past, leaving me flushed, shaky, and more humiliated than I’d ever been.

I wasn’t sure if my heart was pounding from fear, arousal, or the terrifying realization that I hadn’t broken character once—and didn’t want to.


Chapter 5
Her Good Girl


My legs were trembling by the time I found a quiet hallway to collect myself. The plug inside me pulsed with every step, reminding me I wasn’t Jason right now—I was Chloe. And Chloe was owned, dressed, watched, and humiliated at every turn.

Roger had gotten under my skin, and he knew it. His questions, his touches, the casual way he made me admit what I wanted… I’d never felt so exposed.

And yet… I hadn’t broken. Not once.

I was still in character. Still composed. Still hers.

Claire found me standing near an old grandfather clock, pretending to fan myself with a prop clue card. My posture was perfect, just like she taught me. Chin high. Wrists folded. Legs close together, skirt tucked in.

She didn’t say a word at first. Just stepped beside me, slipped an arm around my waist, and pulled me close like we were just another elegant couple enjoying the game.

“You were perfect,” she murmured, so low it almost didn’t register.

I turned to her, wide-eyed. “He—he touched me.”

Her eyes sparkled. “And you didn’t stop him.”

“I couldn’t⁠—”

“You didn’t,” she corrected, fingers slipping just slightly under the hem of my skirt. “You stood there. You let him feel you. You blushed. You whimpered. And you stayed in character. I bet you even liked it.”

I flushed hot. My cage throbbed.

Claire leaned in close. “You’re such a good girl.”

Her words sank straight into my core. I didn’t realize how badly I needed them until I heard them.

Then she whispered, “Come with me,” and took my hand.

The room she led me to was tucked at the end of a side corridor—dark, quiet, filled with the scent of old paper and wood polish. A library or study, with velvet chairs, an empty fireplace, and no one to overhear.

She shut the door behind us and locked it with a quiet click.

I barely had time to turn before she was on me.

Her hands cupped my cheeks as she kissed me, deep and possessive. I moaned into her mouth as she pulled me close, one hand gripping the small of my back, the other tangling in my curls. I melted instantly, my whole body leaning into hers, desperate for contact.

Her thigh pressed between my legs. The plug shifted and pressed deeper inside me, grinding up against the spot that made me gasp.

“Shhh,” she whispered. “Let me touch my good girl.”

She kissed down my neck, leaving little smudges of lipstick against my skin. Her hands roamed over the fabric of my uniform, lifting the skirt slightly, teasing the edge of my garters with her fingertips.

“You have no idea how proud I am,” she murmured. “Watching you curtsy. Seeing your little face when Roger called you Chloe. And you didn’t run. You just took it. Like the perfect maid.”

I shivered.

Her hand slid down, rubbing my cage through the thin satin of my panties. I whimpered at the touch—my cock already twitching inside the plastic, aching for any kind of friction.

“Do you want a reward?” she asked.

“Yes,” I whispered.

She slid her hand down harder, pressing against the cage in firm, steady circles while her lips brushed my ear. “I’m going to give you something extra special.”

I gasped as her hand slipped lower—not over, but under my skirt—reaching around to the plug still nestled deep inside me.

Her fingers curled around the base and pushed. Slowly. Firmly. Just enough to make me gasp, then clench as she pulled it back and pressed again.

I whined, my forehead resting against her shoulder. The feeling was too much. The soft lace of my panties clung to my cage, every nerve inside me firing at once, my thighs trembling as she started a rhythm—press, pause, press—pushing the plug deeper over and over, like a cruel mockery of the fucking I wasn’t allowed to have.

“Is that driving you crazy yet?” she whispered.

I nodded helplessly.

“Poor baby,” she murmured, punctuating each word with a slow thrust of the plug. “Plugged like a little toy… and you love it. Don't you, baby?”

“Yes…”

“I bet you’d hump my leg right now if I let you. Caged, plugged, dripping like a needy little thing. Desperate to cum like it was your first time.” She reached around with her other hand and tapped the cage again. “But forced to be so obedient.”

My whole body was shaking. My chest was rising and falling too fast. I was moaning without meaning to, rubbing my thighs together like that would help, whimpering every time she pushed.

Then, just when I thought I might shatter—she stilled. Her hand pulled out the remote. Her breath tickled my cheek.

“You know,” she said casually, “Roger and I had a little chat after your interrogation.”

I tensed.

She clicked the remote.

Buzz.

Short. Sharp. Cruel. I cried out into her shoulder.

“I told him how good you’ve been. And he agreed—said I should keep the uniform. That Chloe looks too natural in it to be a one-night thing.”

I gasped. “Claire⁠—”

She clicked the remote again, holding it longer this time.

Buzzzzzzzz.

My knees buckled. I clutched her waist for support as the plug vibrated hard inside me, sending little aftershocks through my whole body.

“You look beautiful, sexy, like you were meant to be Chloe. Fuck, I’ve been wanting to touch you like this all night.” She pressed her leg between mine, forcing my caged cock to grind against her thigh. “Every time you tease your ass when you bend over, your little panties flashing to the crowd… it makes me want to break character to grab you and let everyone know that you’re mine. All mine.”

“I am yours,” I moaned into her.

“You are, and my good little maid wants to cum so bad, doesn’t she?” she said, voice like silk.

“Yes—God, yes—please⁠—”

She kissed me again, and her hand returned to rubbing my cage, slow and deliberate, while the plug continued to pulse on and off.

“I could have so many plans for Chloe,” she whispered against my lips. “Cleaning days. Post-work ‘uniform time.’ Maybe a little photoshoot for just the two of us. Think you'd look cute in something pink and frilly next time?”

I whimpered helplessly.

“You’ll be locked, of course. Just like this. Plugged. Pretty. And if you’re very lucky, I might let you touch me.”

“Yes—please, Claire⁠—”

The buzzing grew stronger. My whole body was on edge. I could feel it, just at the edge of release, trembling, pleading. I was sweating, moaning, nearly drooling from the intensity.

Claire leaned in, lips brushing my ear.

“I’m sorry, baby. But I can’t let you. Not yet.”

She let go of my cage. Hit the remote again.

Click.

Silence.

I collapsed against her, panting, shaking, everything inside me straining and unsatisfied.

She kissed my forehead like she was comforting a child. “The night’s not over, sweet girl, and I still need you playing the good obedient maid a little longer.”

I whined softly, trying not to cry. Trying not to beg—begging never worked.

She helped smooth my skirt back into place, wiped a smudge of lipstick from my cheek, and brushed the wig into perfect curls again.

“Now let me touch up your makeup,” she said gently. “We need to rejoin the party.”

She reapplied my lipstick and brushed my hair with her fingers. Then she was back in Professor Delacroix mode, striding through the door.

I took a shaky breath, heels wobbling, plug still firmly in place, and followed her.

Still locked.

Still aching.

Still hers.


Chapter 6
A Maid’s Work Is Never Done


The murder mystery wrapped in a whirlwind of dramatic gasps and exaggerated accusations. Someone in a feathered mask declared the butler guilty, only for Roger—Inspector Hawthorne himself—to stride into the parlor and reveal the true killer with a smug flourish and a ridiculous prop revolver.

Everyone applauded. I curtsied.

Even in the final act, I kept my voice soft, my posture straight, my accent just right. No buzzing. No mistakes.

Claire had told me to be perfect. And I was.

Eventually the guests began to leave, masks pulled off, wine glasses empty. Claire and I made our way to the coat check, the cool air outside hitting my bare thighs like a slap as we stepped down the stone steps toward the car.

Roger was waiting by the gate, leaning against one of the lantern posts with his coat slung over one shoulder.

“Claire,” he said smoothly, “you truly outdid yourself tonight.”

Claire smiled and kissed him on the cheek. “I couldn’t have done it without you.”

“You’re welcome,” he said, his eyes sliding to me—still dressed in the maid outfit, heels clicking softly on the pavement, makeup still perfect despite the hours of use. “She played her part beautifully.”

“She really did,” Claire agreed, wrapping her arm around my waist possessively.

Roger smirked. “If she ever wants a side gig, I could use some help around my apartment. Floors don’t scrub themselves.”

I blushed hard, but Claire just laughed. “We’ll see if she’s free after I put her through her new chore list.”

He winked at me. “You’re a lucky girl, Chloe.”

Then he turned and walked off into the night.

The ride home was silent. Tense.

I sat with my hands folded in my lap, thighs pressed together, heels still on, plug still inside me, cage still locked. Every bump in the road made me flinch. My body was exhausted from arousal and denial, my mind still swimming in everything that had happened.

But we made it.

Claire unlocked the door to our apartment and stepped inside, toeing off her shoes while I stood awkwardly in the entryway, still fully dressed, like I didn’t know what to do.

She looked back at me and smiled. “Go ahead and hang up my coat, Chloe.”

I did. Of course I did.

When I finally turned to face her, I was trembling.

“Claire…” My voice cracked. “Did I… was I good enough?”

Her smile was soft now. Sweet. Almost proud. She crossed the room, placed her hands gently on my waist, and leaned in close.

“You were perfect, baby.”

I almost melted.

“So…” I whispered, barely able to get the words out, “have I… earned it?”

She tilted her head. “Earned what?”

I bit my lip. “A chance to… to cum.”

For a moment, I saw her consider it. She looked me up and down, skirt rumpled, lips slightly smudged, cheeks flushed, trembling like a wind-up toy on the verge of snapping.

Then she smiled.

“Oh, I was going to let you.” Her voice was so casual, so cruel in its calm. “I really was.”

My heart stopped.

“But then you played such a good maid tonight…” Her fingers brushed my cheek, almost lovingly. “And it gave me an idea.”

I swallowed. “An… idea?”

Claire leaned in, kissing the tip of my nose.

“I want to keep that energy going. Tomorrow morning, you’re going to put that uniform back on. Full outfit. Wig. Makeup.”

I whimpered.

“And you’re going to clean this entire apartment for me. Top to bottom. Floors, dishes, laundry. All of it.”

I blinked. “In this?”

“In exactly this.”

She leaned down, whispering in my ear.

“If you’re still a good girl tomorrow… maybe I’ll unlock you.”

I gasped, cock twitching uselessly in the cage.

Claire pulled away and gave me a light smack on the ass through my petticoats. “Now go brush your teeth and get in bed. Maids need their rest.”

I nodded—because what else could I do?

I turned and walked toward the bedroom, every step sending little echoes of vibration through my still-sensitive body, my aching cock still trapped, my plug still snug inside me.

And tomorrow…

Tomorrow I’d be Chloe again.


Newsletter


Need more of Tiffany's stories in your life? Sign up for her newsletter!

Subscribers get access to updates on her latest books as well as notices about her ongoing specials and promotions.

Oh, and did I mention free books?

For that and more, signup today and get your first free book!

https://tiffanychastain.com/newsletter


About the Author


Tiffany Chastain

Tiffany Chastain is an author at https://www.malechastitylife.com, a blog site containing information aimed to help people starting their own male chastity lives as well as a collection of other chastity stories.

Contact Tiffany

Website: https://www.tiffanychastain.com

[image: Amazon icon] [image: X (Twitter) icon] [image: Instagram icon]


Also by Tiffany Chastain


Halloween as a Sissy Maid: A Halloween Gender Swap Story

When Brian’s girlfriend Theresa first suggested that they wear gender swapped costumes for Halloween he was terrified by the idea. But now, as he finds himself being pulled through a costume shop, feeling the frills of lace and smoothness of satin brush against him, he realizes how much he does want to do it.

Theresa picks Brian out the perfect French maid costume and takes him home to dress him up. What Brian doesn’t know is that dressing him up isn’t the end of his girlfriend’s plans. Soon he will discover that there’s another change awaiting him — when Theresa transforms him from French maid to Sissy maid.

[image: ]


Feminized For The Masquerade: A Halloween Gender Swap Story

Chris expected a night of masks and mingling. What he didn’t expect was to be the one in satin and heels.

When his wife Erika insists they switch costumes for a gender-swapped masquerade, Chris is stripped of control—and his pants. Dressed in a silky gown, delicate lingerie, and a cage that leaves him aching, he’s paraded into the party as Christine: her blushing, obedient “plus one.”

But beneath the lace mask, something awakens. The swish of the dress. The teasing grip of her hand. The way strangers look at him and don’t know. It’s humiliating. It’s electrifying. And Christine is starting to like it.

[image: ]



For more chastity, sissy, and sissy maid stories, please check out https://www.tiffanychastain.com/ to find Tiffany’s complete catalog!

OEBPS/image_rsrcKK.jpg





cover.jpeg
TIFFANY CHASTA

| ’_‘7\: ‘. dl g {ﬂ
THE MAID
INTHE

MURDER MYSTERY

A HALLOWEEN GENDER SWAP STORY







OEBPS/image_rsrcKP.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrcKM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcKJ.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




