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FEMBOY CAFE

Aaron and his best friend Owen have headed off to college together, hoping to enjoy the newfound freedom. Only… they’re struggling for money. Or rather Aaron is. Owen, thanks to his new part-time job, has plenty of free cash.

Curious, and worried about his best friend, Aaron enquires about Owen’s new job, wondering out loud if maybe there are any vacancies. When Owen finally shows Aaron where he works Aaron is shocked. And he’s even more shocked when he lands a job… at the femboy cafe.

Aaron and Owen have long dreamed of heading off to college together, starting their adult life together. They saved for it all through high school, working part-time jobs, rarely going out, spending as little as possible, but… they soon discovered that their savings are not quite enough.

The pair are struggling for cash. Or rather, Aaron is. Owen, thanks to his new part-time job, has cash to spare, despite only working a few shifts each week.

That surplus of cash, plus how secretive Owen is about the job, piques Aaron’s interest. He’s worried about his best friend getting caught up in something unsavoury. He wants to make sure his friend is safe. Plus… maybe they’d let him work there too.

Only, when Aaron finally convinces Owen to show him where he works, it’s nothing like he expected.

Owen works a members-only cafe, pretty maids serving tea and coffee and cake. Aaron is slightly confused by it all, but when Owen introduces him to the owner he’s delighted when he’s offered a job—though given his lack of experience she makes Owen responsible for his performance.

It’s only then that Aaron discovers what Owen does, and what he’s expected to do.

Owen is a femboy maid. All the maids in the cafe are femboys and if Aaron is going to work there he’ll need to become a femboy too. Aaron is left bewildered and unsure, but Owen is confident his friend has it in him to become an incredible femboy.

And thus begins a journey of feminization, self-discovery, romance, and desire that binds the friends closer than ever before...

*** Another thrilling transgender, feminization, hypnosis novella from the best-selling author, Keary Hayes. ***


One

I stared at the screen in horror, feeling a pit forming in my gut.

“Fuck.” I whispered.

“What’s wrong?”

Behind me, Owen sounded concerned, but that was just like him. I took a deep breath and exhaled a sigh.

“My balance is… fucked.” I said. “I’m not sure I’m going to be able to make rent this month let alone eat so I don’t think I can go out for food with you tonight.”

Owen moved in close, pressing gently against my back. I felt his breath on my cheek as he rose up on his toes to look over my shoulder. I felt his breath catch as he looked down at the screen displaying my bank balance.

“Yeah, sorry buddy but you’re fucked.” He said, chuckling.

I laughed, but it wasn’t funny. What choice did I have though? It was either laugh or cry.

“Tell you what, how about I buy us both dinner to give you a night off worrying, then tomorrow you can try to figure out what to do about rent.”

Owen reached up and put his hand on my shoulder. I looked up from my phone and turned to face him.

Owen and I had been best friends since high school, and it had seemed almost inevitable that we’d go off to college together. Still in our first year, we’d both thrown ourselves into the college lifestyle. Yet, while Owen had been able to keep his finances in relative order, I definitely had not.

I stared at him, smiled. He had the same look of kindness and empathy he often wore when listening to me bemoan my lack of funds—big blue eyes, a slight pouty smile, and dishevelled blonde hair tucked back behind his ears.

“No, it's fine. I just… I have some cereal in the cupboard back at the apartment so I can eat that. You’re in the same situation I am and it's not fair for you to have to keep paying for me. I still owe you for that meal last week, remember?” I said.

Owen laughed.

“Aaron, you’re my best friend. I’m not going to make you go home and eat old, out-of-date cereal while I go out for pizza, and… you don’t need to worry about it. I can afford it. That new job is paying pretty well.”

I stared at him, watching for signs that he was just reassuring me, but I saw nothing but the truth. He was being honest, and I knew him well enough to know that. He really did have enough money to pay for both of us.

I frowned, puzzled. Owen had bought me dinner the week before and had shouted me a few drinks over the weekend, plus he’d bought this week’s groceries for the both of us since otherwise I wouldn’t have had anything to eat.

Yet… he was in exactly the same situation as me. Neither of us had got the grades for scholarships, and we certainly weren’t good enough at sports, so we were both relying on loans and our parents—and neither of our parents were that wealthy.

The only difference between us was that Owen had landed a part-time job and I’d yet to find work, but even that didn’t account for the difference in our financial situations. A part-time job at minimum wage should have left Owen with more than me but not that much more. So…

“You know, you never have told me what this new job is.” I said.

Owen stared at me, blushing slightly. Ever since landing this new job, he’d been wary about talking about it, avoiding or changing the subject whenever it came up. At first, I’d thought nothing of it, figuring the job was either boring or kinda lame, but now… I was beginning to get suspicious.

“Come on.” I said. “What is it? You’re clearly making good money and I’m not going to complain given you’re the one making sure I don’t starve, but… I’m curious and maybe even a little worried. I want to know what you’re doing, what’s going on in your life. I… I want to make sure you’re not doing anything weird or dangerous.”

As I spoke I watched Owen’s cheeks get pinker and he was blinking more often. He looked away, looked down at his feet, avoiding my gaze.

“It’s nothing, just boring stuff, and definitely not dangerous. We should head off to dinner though, get there before it’s busy and…”

“You keep doing that.” I said. “You keep changing the subject when I ask about your new job. What is it? It’s not illegal is it?”

Owen turned to face me, chuckled.

“Aaron, you’ve known me for years, do you really think I’m going to start doing something dangerous and illegal now?”

I smiled. It was true, the thought of my best friend doing something wild and dangerous and illegal seemed almost ludicrous. He was one of the shyest, quietest, politest people I knew. He was… sweet is the only word I had to describe that quality in him.

“Yeah, I know.” I said, still smiling. “I just… you won’t talk about it and it’s got me worried. You’re clearly making more than minimum wage given you only work a few hours a week, so… what is it?”

Again Aaron looked nervous.

“It’s really nothing. I just…”

“Please.” I said, suddenly earnest, serious. “I’m worried about you. You’re my best friend and I want to make sure you’re okay and not doing something weird. Plus… well, if you’re making that much money maybe I can ask about work and then you wouldn’t need to keep buying me dinner.”

Owen stared at me, suddenly wide eyed, looking at me as though in shock. What had I said?

“I mean it. I could do with work so maybe I could apply and…”

“It’s not… I’m not sure you’d want to, I mean…” Owen trailed off into silence.

“You don’t think I can do it?” I said, interrupting.

Owen chuckled, as though deeply amused by what I’d said.

“Oh no, I think you’d be… I think you’d be pretty good at it actually. It’s just… I’m not sure.”

I took a deep breath, then exhaled a slow sigh.

“Look, I need the money and you’re being super sketchy. It’s getting weird now. Either you show me where you work so I can check it out, and maybe ask if they extra help, or I’m calling your parents.”

Owen’s face went pale, a look of almost fear that made me really curious about what he was up to. He shook his head.

“You wouldn’t. Would you?”

I smiled.

“I would, and you know I would.” I replied.

Owen was quiet for a moment, then sighed. He nodded.

“Fine. We can head there now. But… don’t say I didn’t warn you and you cannot tease me about this, and you have to keep it a secret, okay?”

I looked at him, beginning to get worried, and nodded.

“Sure. I promise.” I said.
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It wasn’t too far to walk and when we arrived I hadn’t even realised we’d reached our destination until Owen stopped and pointed it out. Seeing where he worked just made me even more suspicious.

It was a blank, unassuming building with no markings, that looked almost derelict from the outside. There were no signs, no markings, nothing that would indicate that it was even in use let alone what it was being used for and the door, when I eventually saw it, was heavy and unassuming with worn, chipped paint.

It looked… shady.

“This is it.” Owen said, smiling.

He looked decidedly nervous, shifting.

“We can… we can go now, if you want. I mean… we really don’t need to see inside.”

I stared at him and laughed.

“Are you kidding me? Showing me this place made me even more concerned for you. It looks… I mean… what even is this place? It looks like something out of the start of a creepy urban fantasy horror movie. What do you even do?”

Owen chuckled, a nervous laugh.

“We can… we can just go inside if you want, but remember you promised no teasing and you’d keep this a secret. Right?”

I nodded. Owen was my best friend, I’d never want to hurt him and… I really was getting a bit worried about what it was he was doing for work. If it turned out to be something bad or dangerous I wanted to be there to help him, and if it turned out to be something legitimate well… I really could use some extra money.

“Absolutely.” I said.

I meant it. Owen stared at me for a moment before deciding I really did mean it, then led me towards the door, typing a five-digit code into a hidden panel. A lock clicked and he pushed the door open.
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Owen led me down a short corridor, two doors on the left side, but he ignored them. We passed a desk where a cute girl in black sat behind a counter. The moment she saw Owen she smiled.

“I didn’t think you were on shift today?” She said.

Owen smiled, still looking nervous.

“I… I’m not. I just… this is my friend. My best friend. He wanted to know where I’ve been working and he… they’re looking for work. Is Cassie in?”

The girl behind the desk looked from Owen to me. She was pretty, with shoulder-length black hair, dark eyes, dressed all in black, her make-up dark, body slim, svelte. She was young, perhaps only a few years older than me, yet something about her was almost… intimidating.

I shifted, feeling slightly flustered and awkward in the way I always did around pretty girls. Finally, she smiled at me, and I felt my cheeks blush.

“Yeah, she’s in her office.” She said. “And… I know I’m her, so I can’t say for sure, but I think she’ll be more than happy to offer your friend work, especially if they come with a recommendation from you. Cassie’s been super impressed with how well you’ve fitted in. I’ll let you in and you can go find her.”

Owen blushed.

“Thanks.”

I was confused but said nothing. From the outside, the building looked derelict, abandoned, but the inside was plush and almost luxurious, and the atmosphere was…relaxed. Nothing about it felt weird or unsafe.

Maybe Owen wasn’t into anything illicit, in which case… maybe I would be able to get work. The thought of enough money to eat lifted my spirits.

As Owen moved away from the counter, towards the door at the end of the corridor I followed. I heard the sound of a mechanical click, a lock controlled from behind the counter, and Owen pushed the door open and…

We stepped out into what looked like a fairly ordinary, if fairly luxurious, cafe. I blinked, looked around for a moment, and then… I felt a heat rise up from my chest, my face blushing even deeper, as I realised what kind of place it was.

It was a cafe, but it was clearly themed. I’d heard about places like this, though I never thought I’d be in one. I almost thought they were a myth but… the proof was right in front of me.

“Owen… are you working in a maid cafe?” I asked.

Owen looked at me, smiled, nodded.

“I… yeah.” He said.

I looked around the room. There were a few man, and even some women, sat around in booths or at tables, drinking coffee or tea, eating cakes, a few even reading books—though most were watching the room, the maids, and I couldn’t blame them because even I was struggling not to stare.

Around the room there were five girls working, all of them dressed in skimpy, revealing, almost fetishy maid’s uniforms. They were dressed in black, white trim, aprons, skirts short enough that I could just about catch a glimpse of their panties as they moved around the room, and their legs were clad in either sheer, seamed stockings or fishnet stockings, suspender straps framing windows of smooth, flawless, fleshy thighs.

Their heels clicked as they moved around the room, hips and asses wiggling. It was a sight that I’d never thought I’d see. And… Owen got to work with these women? Got to hang around with the cute girls and chat to them? Was that why he was so secretive? Because he didn’t want me to meet them?

Only… that felt wrong. That wasn’t like Owen at all. If anything I’d have expected him to bring me here the moment he got the job to show me how amazing it was. And...

A thought ticked. Why would I tease him about working with so many hot women? Working around girls like this was something to feel smug about, not ashamed of.

As Owen led me through the room I kept watching the maids. I saw them glance in our direction, each of them smiling at Owen, giving friendly waves. Owen waved back, looking nervous, almost shy.

They were all so pretty, perfect make-up, their faces soft and alluring, their figures slim and petite, uniforms tight to show off their narrow waists. True, none of them were particularly curvy, but there was something about them, something feminine and girlish that was even more captivating, narrow hips, fleshy thighs, peachy asses, the wiggle and sway as they strutted in heels, the glimmer in their eyes.

I felt my body grow hot as I watched each of them. Getting a job here with Owen would be amazing. Not only would I get paid, but I’d get to work with hot maids too. Maybe… maybe I could even get one of them to go on a date with me. Maybe…

“In here.” Owen said, snapping me out of my daydream

I shook my head, feeling my blush creep down my throat. Owen had stopped by a door at the back of the room. He reached up, knocked, and then there was a moment of silence. Then…

“Come in.” A woman’s voice.

“Just let me do the talking.” Owen said.

I nodded. He opened the door, entered, and I followed behind.
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“Olivia!” The woman behind the desk said. “So nice to see you. But… you’re not on the rota for today and… who’s your charming friend?”

The woman behind the desk smiled brightly at Owen, her expression warm and welcoming, but I frowned. Why had she said Olivia?

“Hi, Cassie.” Owen said. “I… this is Aaron. He… they… wanted to see where I worked since they’ve been worried about me and I… they’re struggling for money so I was wondering if maybe there was a chance you could… maybe… if there was any work here for them?”

Cassie smiled, she turned her attention from Owen to me and it was all I could do to stand there staring at her. She was stunning.

She was dressed in a tight-fitting white blouse, the front partially up and unbuttoned to reveal her ample cleavage, and a fitted black skirt. Her hair was long, burnt copper, falling in loose curls around her shoulders, and her eyes were a pale grey, scrutinising me from behind her dark-rimmed glasses.

I stayed quiet as she watched me, trying not to stare at the rise and fall of her breasts, though it was hard given how much cleavage she was displaying and quite how full they looked on her small frame.

“What kind of work were you looking for exactly Aaron?” Cassie asked.

I smiled, took a deep breath, trying to calm the nerves I felt in her presence. It was almost a surreal situation.

I hadn’t known what to expect from Owen’s new job but I hadn’t expected… whatever this was.

“I… I guess whatever Owen is doing? I have some practical experience working retail but I’m willing to do whatever it is he’s doing.” I said.

I felt something… shift. Something in the way Cassie looked at me. She glanced at Owen, smirking, then looked back to me.

“Has Owen told you what he does here?” She asked.

There was something strange about the way she said his name, as though it came uneasily off her tongue. I shook my head. He had told me nothing, but… whatever it was it clearly wasn’t that bad given it was just a themed cafe serving coffee and cake, and it paid well. Plus, working around all the hot maids would be a pretty good perk.

“Owen… are you happy with the idea of Aaron here working the same job as you?” Cassie asked.

Owen was still for a moment. I realised that… though I knew where Owen worked I still had no idea what it was he actually did. It couldn’t be that bad though. Maybe washing dishes or sweeping floors or…

“I… I think they’d be pretty good at it, yeah.” Owen said.

There was a catch in his voice. Cassie turned to me.

“And Aaron, are you really sure you want to work here? I mean… this isn’t the kind of work that anyone can do. Normally I’d be sceptical in this situation but Owen has proven to be an exceptional employee so… I’m going to trust their judgement. If you want a job here, if you’re sure you want a job here, you can have one.”

I was quiet for a moment. Part of me was nervous, anxious, more than I figured I should be. Something about the whole situation sat funny, but… I needed the money.

“Yeah, I’m sure.” I said.

Cassie smiled.

“We’ll consider yourself employed then. I’m going to trust you to Owen’s capable hands. You’ll be at work tomorrow.”

I smiled.

“Thank you.” I said.

Cassie’s smile shifted slightly.

“Don’t thank me just yet.”

She then turned to face Owen.

“As for you Olivia. You can fetch Aaron a uniform from the store room and whatever else you think you’ll need. I expect them to be ready for their first shift tomorrow, okay?”

Owen nodded. Again I puzzled over the name Olivia.

“I… I can do that.” Owen said.

“Good, because your job now depends on their performance.” Cassie said.

As she spoke I saw a look or something like fear appear on Owen’s face.


Two

I laughed, brightly, amused by Owen’s attempt at a joke, but then… I stopped laughing. He was just staring at me, calm, almost stern, or… was he being serious?

“This is a joke, right?” I asked.

Owen’s cheeks were pink. He shook his head.

“No… I… this isn’t a joke.” He said.

I looked from him back to the uniform he’d laid out on my bed. He’d taken it out of the bag he’d brought out from the cafe’s store room, the one he’d visited after we’d left Cassie’s office. It was… it was a maid’s uniform. Like the ones the girls in the cafe had been wearing.

It was black, with white trim, a white apron, with white petticoats underneath the skirt. There was even underwear and make-up and a small black bag that looked unsettlingly full.

“But… this is a maid’s uniform. This is what the girls were wearing. You said I’d be doing the same job as you and…”

“Those maids aren’t girls.” Owen said. “They’re… they're boys or rather femboys. That’s the theme of the cafe. All the maids are femboys. It’s… it’s a femboy cafe.”

I stared at him. Blinked. My head was spinning.

“You mean… you… you work there as a maid. You… you dress up like those girls? I… no, you’re joking, right?”

Owen smiled at me. His cheeks were pink and his eyes were wide.

“I think maybe I should show you something.” He said. “Can you give me thirty minutes?”

I nodded, slowly. Owen smiled, looking nervous.

“And your promise not to lease me, and to keep this a secret, still holds, right?”

“Of course.” I said.

His smile widened and he looked less worried. Less, but not completely unworried.

“I’ll be back in a bit.” He said.
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I sat down on my bed and waited. After a few minutes I got bored so began to scroll through my phone.

I was curious about the term femboy maid so I looked it up and then… my eyes went wide. There were so many hits. Images, videos, forums, even a few dubious dating sites. All of them dedicated to femboys, and femboy maids. How had I never heard of this before? What was it?

I clicked on the first result and a string of images came up on a pretty popular adult site, stills from various amateur videos. There were all of sexy maids, all of them looking a lot like the ones in the cafe, though most of them were not nearly we well dressed or as hot.

Still, though, they were all pretty hot. Looking through the results I could feel my heart beating a little faster, a throbbing in my cock.

What was it Owen had said? The maids weren’t girls? They were femboys?

So that meant… all of the maids in the cafe, all of the results I was seeing were femboys. They were boys, just… feminine?

I didn’t really believe it. There was no way any man could look that hot and sexy. Right?

So, I clicked on the first video, the most highly ranked one that had come up in my search. It was a maid, dressed a lot like the ones from the cafe, in a bedroom. She was cute, with long black hair and pretty eyes, slim, wearing stockings and suspenders.

I watched as she wiggled for the camera, shaking her hips, blowing a kiss. She had good lips, plump, wet, inviting. She was really hot.

Then she turned around, wiggled again, shaking her ass again, but pointing it at the camera, turning around to look over her shoulder and she smiled before… bending over, her long legs in stockings, suspenders, her skirt lifting until her panty-clad ass came into view. Her tiny panties and also…

There was a bulge in her panties. I might have missed it had I not been looking for it, but seeing it made it suddenly unmistakable. The maid in the video had a cock, and not that small of one looking at the size of the bulge.

She, or he, had a cock. That was a boy dressed as a sexy maid. A… a femboy.

I watched the video, unable to deny the reality of it. The maid was undeniably hot, but also undeniably had a cock. As she—or he, I couldn’t work it out, but then decided it didn’t matter that much—turned back around to face the camera I kept staring at her, then realised… she was just as slim as the maids in the cafe, without the curves of a woman like Cassie.

Maybe… maybe she was a boy, a femboy? The thought made my head feel fuzzy in a way I didn’t understand.

As I watched the video I could feel myself getting turned on, watching as she posed and wiggled, seductive, then… she lifted her skirt, her bulge even more obvious and… she pulled her panties down, exposing her flesh and blood cock, semi-hard, shaved smooth. It was a cock but also… it was just as feminine as the rest of her. I couldn’t stop staring at it, couldn’t stop watching.

As it played she began to tease herself, touching her cock, stroking it. She moved to her bed, sat, and slipped her panties off, lifting her skirt and spreading her legs to expose her cock and ass, her hole. I stared as she began to play with her prick with one hand, and with the other, she reached down to begin teasing fingers around her entrance, the rosebud of her ass glistening as though wet, twitching.

I stared as her cock throbbed, feeling mine swelling, stroking, the slit leaking precum, and then… then pressed a finger into her hole. Her face was a mask of pleasure, a soft moan. I felt my body getting hotter.

Her finger slipped into her ass, first one, then two, the three, and I watched as the maid began to finger her ass. She worked slowly but began to pick up speed, stroking her cock as she fucked her fingers in and out. I was hypnotised, my cock hard. She began to work her hips, working her hand, fucking her ass with her fingers, and then…

There was a knock at my door. Owen. Thirty minutes were up already?

“Fuck.” I whispered.

I quickly locked my phone, shutting the video down, then looked up as my door opened. What I saw made my cock throb even harder.
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“What… I… you…”

I was lost for words, face burning, heart racing. I looked at Owen who stood looking shy and timid and… cute. Really, really cute.

“You were serious? And you…”

I let my words trail off. Owen nodded.

“Yeah, I… all the maids in that cafe are boys, like me, like you, and… I work there as a maid too.” He said.

I stared at my best friend, dressed as a maid, dressed as a pretty, feminine, hot, maid. I blinked, shook my head, not quite able to really believe what I was seeing but I couldn’t deny it.

Owen was dressed like a maid. Exactly like the maids I’d seen in the cafe, the hot, sexy maids, only… he looked way better than the others.

The maid’s dress was short, coming to just below his butt, with white petticoats making it flare out, and the black uniform was accented with white trim, a cute white apron. On his legs—his smooth legs—I could see suspender straps framing his pale, creamy thighs, the lacy tops of his stockings, long full legs, and he was in heels, high heels that made him stand and shift in a way that made his butt stick out, made his hips wiggle.

He was hot, he was… he was a hot girl. I took a deep breath. After the video I’d just watched the sight in front of me was doing things to me. I was feeling things about my best friend that I’d never felt before, things I shouldn’t feel.

He was just as flat-chested as the other maids in the cafe, so… maybe they really were all boys? And… seeing his face it was clear just how powerful make-up was.

Owen, who I’d known for years, was almost gone, replaced with a beautiful creature with big blue eyes and delicate features and pouty lips, only… I could still see Owen in there too. He’d put on simple make-up, eyeshadow, eyeliner, mascara, and lipstick, but even just that slight bit of make-up had transformed him, made his eyes bold and bright, made his lips full and wet.

Yet it was more than that too. The way he stood had changed, his expression had changed. The way he looked at me, timid, shy, unsure, was… kinda adorable.

“So… that’s why you’ve been keeping it a secret?” I asked.

Owen nodded. As he stepped into the room I couldn’t help but admire the sway of his hips and ass, the way his maid's skirt flared out and… I caught a glimpse of his panties. His pretty black panties. I felt my cock throb.

My cock… fuck. I was still hard from watching that video. Still really turned on. My head was full of the maid, the femboy maid, watching her touch her cock, play with her hole, and now Owen was in front of me, strutting in heels, an even hotter maid than the one in the video and my head was full of thoughts and feelings and images that I couldn’t dislodge.

I could feel my cock getting harder, almost painful, aching. I shifted, doing my best to hide it, fearing Owen might notice and think I was into him. Only… as he was now, as a maid, I… I was kinda into him. My cock had gotten harder since he’d entered the room. I took slow breaths, willing myself to calm down.

“Yeah. I… I didn’t want you to find out. I was scared you’d think I was a freak or a pervert or something, that you’d not want to be my friend, but… when you said you were worried, and that you’d talk to my parents I knew I didn’t have a choice. You… you don’t hate me, do you?”

I stared at Owen, my best friend. He looked so scared.

I laughed, brightly, boldly, without even thinking about it, and the sound of it shocked us both. Owen looked at me with big, bold, beautiful blue eyes. I shook my head.

“Fuck no I don’t hate you.” I said. “I’m a bit shocked, mostly because you look so hot, but I absolutely don’t hate you.”

Owen smiled, giggled—he actually giggled like a girl, like a cute, bashful girl. He looked relieved.

“But… one question.” I asked. “How on earth did you end up with this job?”

Owen smiled at me, the nervousness returning.

“How about I tell you while we get you ready?” He said.

I blinked, then remembered. My uniform. I had a uniform too. I had a job. I was supposed to be doing what Owen did which meant… I was expected to be a maid too.

“Fuck.” I said. “I… I can’t do this. I can… I mean… you look amazing but there’s no way I can…”

“Please.” Owen said, cutting me off. “You have to, or at least you have to try. Didn’t you hear what Cassie said? My job depends on your performance. If you don’t turn up and do a good job then I could lose my job. You can’t just not turn up. It’ll look bad on me after I recommended you. You have to do this!”

I stared at Owen, blinked, my heart racing. There was no way I could work at a cafe serving people while dressed as a sexy maid, was there? The other maids all looked so hot and cute and I knew I’d just look stupid and foolish and I couldn’t face the humiliation.

“I can’t… I…”

“You need the money, right? Well, the money is really good. Plus… I’ve put my reputation on the line for you.”

“Why did you do that?” I asked. “I… why put your job on the line for me when you knew this is what I was going to have to do? I mean… why?”

Owen blushed, smiling nervously.

“Because I really do think you’ll be good at it, and I… I thought it’d be fun, the two of us working together. I… I thought you could use the money and I thought you might even enjoy it. Please, I really do like this job and the money’s good. If you don’t show up I could lose it so… for me?”

I took a deep breath, exhaled slowly. Finally, I nodded.

“Fine.” I said. “I’ll try, but I’m not making a fool of myself no matter how much this job pays. If I look stupid or you laugh at me or… or anything else, then I’m out, okay?”

Owen broke into a wide smile. He nodded.

“Yeah, absolutely. All I want is for you to give this a chance. And… I promise you I won’t laugh at you.”

I smiled. Owen was my best friend, and there was no one I trusted more than him.

“You really are going to have to tell me how you got this job though.” I said.


Three

Owen began his story as he set about getting me ready for my first shift as a femboy maid. He talked as I listened, and he wove his story about how he’d landed the wild job with instructions about what I needed to do.

The first thing, apparently, was to make myself smooth. To do that I needed to shave my entire body.

“It started a few years ago, just before we met.” Owen said, talking to me through the bathroom door.

I’d laid out the things I needed, the things that had been in the smaller bag Owen had brought home from the cafe—shaving foam, a razor, hair-removal cream, moisturiser, soap—and was beginning to get undressed. Owen had offered to keep me company, telling me the story about how he’d landed a job as a femboy maid, while I made myself smooth, and I was glad for his voice, since listening to him kept me distracted.

“It was… and you can’t laugh at this… but it was a cartoon, one of those episodes where the boy protagonist gets transformed into a girl, that made me curious.” He continued.

I listened, making small noises to make it clear I was still listening, still interested, while I began to shave.

Once naked I set about shaving my legs first. For the first time in my life, I was almost glad I wasn’t that hairy.

I’d always felt self-conscious about it before. Boys, men, were supposed to be hairy, and I definitely wasn’t, but now I realised it was going to make the job of making myself smooth and hairless, of shaving, a lot easier. As I foamed up my legs, put the pink razor to skin, I smiled, a fluttering in my head, nervous and anxious and almost… excited.

As I set about shaving Owen continued his story.

After seeing the episode of his favourite character turning into a girl something had awakened in Owen, a curiosity. He’d got to see the normally male character be pretty, cute, wear girly clothes, trying to turn back into a boy, and that misadventure had awakened something in him. What was it like to wear panties, a dress, skirts? What was it like to feel pretty, to wear make-up, to be girly?

Owen couldn’t get the thoughts out of his head and one day, giving into the daydreams and the ponderings, he ordered himself a pair of panties online. It had taken a few days for them to arrive, and he’d been terrified his parents might intercept the package and open them—he’d already formed a story about how he’d been sent the wrong order—but when they had, when he had them in his hands, he’d felt… joy.

He’d tried them on almost immediately, had stripped his normal underwear off and put on the panties, and… that had been the beginning.

“I just felt so happy and excited. I know it sounds weird and perverted but… it wasn’t like that. It just made me feel good about myself. Just some underwear was all it took to make me feel good, so… was it wrong?” Owen said, talking through the bathroom door.

I answered back that I didn’t think it was wrong when put like that. I could hear the uncertainty in his voice, the fear, worried that now he was telling me his darkest secret that I was going to reject him, so I wanted to reassure him. Plus… it really didn’t sound wrong. In fact, it sounded almost wholesome.

As I continued to shave he continued to tell me about how he’d ended up working as a femboy maid. He told me how the panties had been the start, but not the end.

After the first pair he’d bought others, different colours and styles. He told me how he’d found communities of other boys like him, boys who liked being feminine.
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As I shaved, ridding my legs of hair, running the razor over my calves, knees, thighs, I felt a shiver run up my spine. It was odd seeing my legs slowly revealed, but transformed, changed from hairy boy legs into smooth, soft, feminine legs, and… I couldn’t help but smile.

The sensation of it too was addictive and giddy, a sensual tingle running through my body. Is this what women felt when they shaved? Is this how they felt all the time? It was so different.

Owen, outside the bathroom, carried on talking as I worked, and I was glad for his company. Listening to him helped keep me calm, plus… I was getting to know a side of him I’d never known before.

“After the panties I… I just couldn’t stop.” He told me. “I started wearing them whenever I could, and… then I started shaving my legs and stuff, just so I could feel softer, prettier.”

As he spoke I looked down at my half-shaved legs. They felt and looked kinda good, so I could see why Owen had done it, and kept doing it. Part of me wondered how panties were going to feel.

“And then… being part of a community of others like me, it… I started to talk to people and we shared stories and supported each other so… so I began to explore more.” Owen said.

He told me how, after panties and shaving, came more underwear. First came pantyhose, then stockings and suspenders, then even bralettes. Something about wearing pretty, feminine underwear just made him feel good, made him feel happy and confident and attractive.

“I knew it was weird and maybe even wrong, but… it made me happy and I wasn’t hurting anyone, so I kept doing it. It was weird though, since some places made it seem like wearing girly underwear was humiliating, like it was shameful, like it was dirty, and for some people it seemed like that was why they liked it. For me it was different. For me, it was empowering, uplifting, and I think that’s what it’s like for all of us femboys. We like being pretty, being cute. It makes us feel good. It makes us feel confident. It makes us happy. There’s nothing embarrassing or shameful about it. Being pretty isn’t somehow lesser than being handsome. Being feminine isn’t somehow lesser than being masculine. It's all equal. So… if I’m a little cuter than other boys, if I like being cuter, why shouldn’t I embrace it?”

Owen said.

I nodded as he spoke, told him what he said made sense. It was odd hearing him say it as I was experiencing it.

In my head, I felt like I should feel worse about agreeing to be a maid than I did. I should have felt bad about making my body smooth and soft and feminine but… I didn’t. It felt, if anything, pleasant, my legs sensual and sensitive as I shaved them, and as I moved onto the rest of my body my head began to buzz. How would it feel to dress like a pretty, sexy maid? How would it feel to be cute and feminine?

I was… I was excited and curious, even if I was nervous, but no part of me felt humiliated by it. It was, if anything, almost… invigorating. Why?

“It was around then that I met you. I was already curious about being pretty but… it was a secret. I’d always felt like an outsider, not really fitting in with other boys, but… I never felt like that with you. Even though I wasn’t ever brave enough to tell or show you until now I never felt like I couldn’t be myself around you.” Owen said.

That made me smile. As I moved from my legs to my butt, shaving the rest of my body, my chest, armpits, belly, butt-crack, even my cock and balls, I listened.

What Owen said was true for me too. I’d never really fit in with other boys. I was always too small and introverted, and when puberty hit that just got worse, but… it was never like that with Owen.

The two of us clicked. We were alike. It was easy to be friends with him, to trust him. Plus it helped that as the other boys in our class blossomed into men we… didn’t. Puberty never really hit us in the way it did others. While other boys got taller, broader, hairier, neither of us did. We stayed slim and short and slight, our features never becoming rugged like men were supposed to be.

I could see now how for Owen that was a blessing. He liked being cute and pretty, even if it was just in private. Being softer than other boys just made it easier for him to embrace his femboy alter ego. For me though it had not been as easy. I’d always felt awkward and self-conscious and I’d never really made any deep friendships other than Owen, and I’d certainly never had a girlfriend. Neither of us had.

But now… I could feel myself smiling. Shaving, making myself smooth, soft, feminine, I was smiling. It felt… good.

I could see what Owen meant about it being uplifting, about it being empowering. I had thought I’d find the experience shameful, humiliating, that Owen would tease or mock me, but instead, I was just finding it… fun.

As I finished shaving the last spots of my body, setting the shower running to rinse off, I wondered how it would feel to wear the underwear I’d been given with my maid’s uniform, how it would feel to wear panties and stockings and suspenders.

What would I look like in the short maid’s skirt, petticoats, heels? How would I look in make-up?

I’d let Owen convince me to at least try, because his reputation and his job were now in my hands, but I’d been dreading it all. Now though… I was almost excited.
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As I showered I couldn’t help but shiver. The water was a caress on my smooth body, soapy hands slick over smooth skin, my body so much more sensitive.

Owen carried on telling me his story, talking to me through the door, sharing his secret with me, and I listened. He told me how even after he’d met me he’d carried on experimenting with feminine clothes and underwear.

“I thought maybe I was a girl at one point, a trans-girl, but… that wasn’t right either. I’m definitely a boy, or at least mostly a boy so that I’m comfortable being Owen, but I’m not just a boy. Or at least I’m not a boy in the traditional sense. There’s.. there’s more there. I’m soft and feminine too. I like being cute. I like being pretty. I like girly clothes and make-up and I like being soft. I think that’s why I like the label femboy. I’m a boy, but… I’m a feminine boy.”

That made sense. As I showered I looked down at my body. Without hair, it really did look more feminine and… I liked it. It made me smile, a fluttering in my belly.

“I almost told you a few times but… I didn’t want to lose you. I have friends online who know but I met them on femboy sites, so we shared the same secret, but… it’s been hard keeping this from you, from my best friend. I… it’s been like I’ve been hiding part of who I really am around you.” Owen said.

As I stepped out of the shower, body tingling, flush, I dried off, applied the moisturiser as Owen told me—to help make my skin as soft as possible he said—I listened. I felt almost sad that I hadn’t been there for him, but I was glad I could be there for him now, even if it meant me having to dress up as a maid.

“Do you… have you been hiding stuff a lot?” I asked. “I mean… what I’m saying is that now I know maybe you don’t have to hide it. If… if you want to be more yourself around the apartment, with me, that’s okay. If you want to wear feminine clothes or be pretty while we’re hanging out, if that’s who you are, then I’m okay with that.”

“Really?” Owen said.

I could hear the hope and joy in his voice, even as muffled as it was through the door. I smiled at that.

“Of course. I just want you to be happy. You can be yourself around me. Just… it might take me a while to get used to but… I’ve seen you as a maid now and you look hot, or… I mean… you look good, so… if you want.”

There was a moment of quiet. I could feel myself blushing. Why had I said that?

“You really think I look hot?” Owen asked.

I could hear his smirk. I laughed, realising he wasn’t going to let it go.

“Yeah… I… you look hot.” I said.

There was another pause, longer this time.

“Thanks.” He said. “Now, if you’re done, how about we find out how hot you look in the uniform.”


Four

After the shower I stepped out, wrapped in just a towel, but I felt oddly naked with my chest bare and no body hair. Owen looked at me, smiled, but said nothing.

“Come on then. I’ll help so it doesn’t take too long, but tomorrow you’ll need to do most of this yourself for your first shift.”

I nodded. I’d almost forgotten that tomorrow I was going to be working as a femboy maid. I felt my heart skip. I just hoped the money was as good as Owen said. As he led off towards my room I followed, and once we were settled he handed me the stockings, telling me how to put them on.

“You bunch them up like socks and slip your feet in, then pull them up, carefully though as they’re delicate. Try to keep the seam up the back as straight as possible. Once they’re on put the suspender belt on, do the straps up and adjust them to the right length. That bit can be tricky but I can help. Only after your stockings and suspensers are on do you put your panties on, that way you can go to the toilet easily without needing to undo your suspenders. Panties last makes it easier, trust me. I learned that the hard way.”

Owen laughed at that. I asked him how long it had taken to learn all this. He smiled, told me he’d experimented a lot, but also he’d had support from friends on the internet.

“There a lot more femboys out there than you’d think. If you want I can show you some of the websites I use, the communities where I get support. If you… if you like being a maid it might help.” Owen said.

I smiled, thanked him. What I didn’t say was that I’d already looked the term ‘femboy maid’ up on the internet. Part of me wondered if Owen knew the maid from the video I’d watched. Another part of me wondered if my best friend had ever done anything like that.

Seeing him in his maid’s uniform, so cute and hot, I couldn’t help but imagine it, for a moment, before pushing those thoughts out of my head. He was my best friend. Why was I thinking about him like that? What was wrong with me?

Wanting to calm down I focussed on getting dressed, underwear first, then the maid’s uniform. Just looking at it all made my heart race.

I needed to focus though so… I took the stockings from Owen’s hands and I began to slip them on. The way they felt going up my leg, soft, sensual, caressing, was almost electric. As I dressed he finished telling me how he’d ended up getting a job as a femboy maid.

“It was one of my friends. You’ll get to meet her, him, well… they work at the cafe. They let me know there was a vacancy and recommended me to Cassie. I was nervous about it, since I’d never dressed feminine in public before, and I’ve certainly never dressed as a fetish maid in public before, but… the money is really good, so I only need to do a couple of shifts a week and most of my expenses are covered once tips are factored in.” He said.

I pulled the stockings up, then moved to the suspenders, Owen stepped out of the room and shut the door before I dropped my towel. He continued to talk as I fumbled with the fiddly mechanism of the straps.

“My first shift was pretty funny looking back, and I was so nervous I dropped two drinks, but… Cassie really is lovely, and she gave me a pep-talk that really helped. After a couple of shifts I began to enjoy it and now… now I look forward to it. All expenses for underwear and make-up are paid, and you get your uniform—the maid’s uniform and the heels—for free, and it's really high quality. I used to have to buy all my own feminine clothes out of whatever spare cash I had so I never got to buy anything nice, and never got to buy much. Now though… I get to buy loads of nice underwear and make-up and it's all paid for, and I get to wear a really fun maid’s outfit all while serving some pretty sweet customers.”

“Do they know?” I asked.

“Who?”

“The customers. Do they know all the maids are femboys?”

I heard Owen chuckle.

“Of course. It’s what’s special about the cafe. They’re all members, and it’s quite exclusive and private. That the maids are all pretty boys is why they come. They… they like that we’re all boys and that we dress up and serve them.”

I felt my belly flutter. I didn’t know what I’d been expecting from the cafe, but hearing Owen’s answer made me flustered and anxious.

If I were to work as a maid the customers would all know I was a boy, a… a femboy. They'd be enjoying that I was a pretty, feminine boy, that I was a sexy maid serving them. The thought sent my mind racing, more feelings and thoughts than I could easily name. I felt conflicted and confused but I knew I had to at least try to go through with it for Owen.

“You don’t need to worry though. The customers are all lovely. Some of them are a bit flirty, but… if you flirt back and act all cute and girly they tip pretty well too.” Owen said.

I laughed at that, head spinning. I was going to have to flirt with customers too? I’d never flirted with anyone, ever.

“Are you done?” Owen asked.

“No I… I’ve still got to put the panties on.” I said.

Owen waited as I slipped the panties on, then came in to check on me. As he stepped in, swaying and strutting in his heels, every inch the sexy maid, he looked me up and down, smiling.

“I knew it.” He said. “I knew you’d look good. I really do think you’ll be a good fit for this job. I wouldn’t have recommended you if I didn’t. You look good. Now, shall we do the last bit?”

I nodded, feeling a little giddy. The way Owen was looking at me made me oddly shy and excited.
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The maid’s uniform went on next. That was easy enough to put on, slipping the outfit over my head and then zipping it up the back.

I was surprised at how well it fit me, the fabric clinging to my body, tight and reinforced around the waist to cinch in my middle. As I slipped on the petticoats under my skirt I felt a heat rise in me.

Looking down it was like I was suddenly in a different body. I looked… cute. My legs were smooth, long, soft, in stockings, my suspender straps visible, my skirt and petticoats flaring out, the black maid’s uniform stark against the white trim and the white apron.

I was… I looked just like the maids in the cafe, just like Owen. I looked… hot. I felt my body throbbing, a pulse in my cock as it began to harden.

“You look amazing.” Owen said.

I smiled, looked up at him, and… the way he was looking at me made me smile, made me blush. I could see he meant it. I could see he really meant it. I giggled—an actual, girly giggle.

“We’re not done yet though.” Owen said. “I still need to tell you what to expect for your first shift tomorrow, and we need to get you up to speed on how to walk in heels, plus… you need make-up. Come with me to my room and we can finish.”

With that Owen turned and hurried off. I watched him for a moment, the wiggle of his hips, the sway of his butt, and I felt my cock getting harder. I knew I had to follow, so I took off after him, trying to push the thoughts I was having about my best friend out of my head.

“Sit there. I’ll do your make-up this time to get you started, but tomorrow you’ll need to do it yourself so pay attention to what I do and what I say, okay?”

I nodded, feeling a little anxious about the whole situation, but also oddly aroused. I sat where Owen had pointed and he fetched a large box from the bottom of his wardrobe, opening it I was stunned by just how much makeup he had.

“Like I said, a perk of the job is extra expenses for make-up and underwear. You can share mine for now but… if you like the job, and like being a pretty maid I can help you build your own set.”

I smiled at that. The thought of owning my own set of make-up so I could be pretty stirred a confusing mix of emotions in me. I watched as Owen selected a set of brushes and various items.

“Ready?” He said, turning to face me.

I nodded again. I wasn’t sure I was ready, but I knew I was as ready as I was ever going to be. With that, Owen began to work.

As he did he talked to me, giving me tips on how to be an effective maid, how to move in heels to maximise the wiggle of my hips and ass, and how to bend in the way customers liked—legs straight, knees together, bending at the waist so my skirt would rise up and flash my ass, my panties, the bulge of my cock. He gave me tips on how to remember orders and told me things I needed to know before my first shift.

“I’ll be there with you of course, but… it’s probably better if you know all this before you start.” He said.

He was working on my face as he talked, putting on eyeliner and mascara—both black—and eyeshadow, a mix of blacks and bright pinks. He talked to me too about what he was doing with the make-up, how he was applying it, what colours.

“Once we’re done you can take a photo as a reference to work from. Stick to mastering one look before you begin to experiment, but if you work on this you’ll be good enough to begin trying new looks pretty soon. I love how much fun make-up is and… it’s nice, having the ability to look different just by adding various colours and products. It's fun being able to look cute or pretty or sexy or even slutty depending on your mood.”

As Owen said that I saw him blush. The way he said slutty made me wonder if perhaps there were photos or videos of him on the internet, like the other maid. I wondered how he’d look doing what she’d done and my imagination began to play, my cock throbbing. I had to force the images out of my head. It was wrong to think about my best friend like that, wasn’t it?

“There, all done.” Owen said.

He stepped back, looked at me, smiled.

“You look adorable. I… I always knew you would but seeing you… it’s just… wow.”

His voice was soft, almost awed. I blushed, flustered and excited by how he was looking at me.

“You want to see?”

I stared at Owen, my best friend, the hot maid. I was nervous. Part of me wanted to see, wanted to look in the mirror and see a maid as cute and pretty as hot as him, but part of me was scared… what if what I saw was just a boy in a dress, what if I wasn’t pretty.

Yet, I knew I had to face it. I had my first shift tomorrow and Owen’s job depended on me. So… I nodded.

“Sure.” I said.

And with that, I rose to my feet and moved to face the mirror.
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I stood, frozen, not quite able to believe what it was I was seeing. In the mirror was…

My reflection was gone. I was gone. In my place was a girl, a pretty, cute, hot maid. I looked like the maids in the cafe. I looked… good.

I smiled, a fluttering in my belly, heart leaping, a hot sense of joy and excitement expanding outwards. I shifted and the maid in the mirror shifted. I turned and she turned. I posed and she posed.

I giggled, blushing, and on a whim I gave a small wiggle, shaking my hips and butt, and the sight of the maid in the mirror, moving, posing, showing off, made my body throb. After the video I’d watched I could feel thoughts and feelings race through me. I felt my cock throb, my hole clench.

“I look…”

There were no words.

“You look amazing.” Owen said.

He moved to stand beside me, a second pretty maid standing beside the first. My best friend was just as hot as me and we looked like… like two pretty girls, dressed as maids, but not just any maids.

We were sexy maids. Almost fetish maids. I felt a heat rise in me as I looked at our reflections.

Owen looked stunning and I… I looked so feminine and pretty and cute. I still couldn’t believe it. How was it possible? Just some make-up, shaving, some clothes, and I… I looked so much better.

And I felt better too. That was the most surprising thing. I felt good about myself. I felt empowered and confident and hot. I’d never felt like that before.

Sure the thought of having to serve people as a maid, people who would know I was really a boy, a femboy, but even that nervousness didn’t dim the warmth and the joy I felt. How was this possible?

I turned to face Owen and smiled at him.

“You really mean it?” I asked.

He nodded.

“Absolutely. I mean… I always figured you’d look cute, which is why I was willing to recommend you for the job, but… you look even better than I hoped. You look… you look hot.”

I smiled, blushing.

“You look hot too.” I said.

I spoke quietly, little more than a whisper. We were close, and I was staring into the blue of Owen’s eyes. I was breathing slowly, deep, but I still felt almost… dizzy.

Owen blushed.

“You’ll need a name though.” He said. “I mean… for work. I go by Olivia, so… you need a girl’s name when you’re in girl mode.”

I was quiet for a moment. I’d almost forgotten that Cassie had called Owen Olivia.

I needed a girl’s name too, but… and then I smiled.

“Amelia.” I said.

Owen—or was it Olivia when he was dressed as a maid—smiled at me. I blushed.

“Amelia. It suits you. It’s a pretty name and you’re pretty too.” He said.

I felt my belly flutter. We kept staring at each other.

I couldn’t stop my mind from racing. The maid in that video had been hot, and the things I’d seen her do were still stuck in my head, but… Olivia was hotter. Way hotter.

As I stared at her I felt warmth, heat, desire. Her lips were wet, plumpy. It was like… I could still see Owen, it was still Owen, but it was someone else too, someone new who I’d never met before, someone hot and pretty and cute and…

The way she was looking at me, wide-eyed, quiet, almost timid, stirred something in me. Without thinking I shifted, moved forwards, moved closer to Olivia. She stared at me, watching, waiting. She smiled, blinked.

I inched closer, closer, felt her breath caress my face. What was I doing? I knew I should stop but it was like I couldn’t. Why wasn’t she pulling away?

Then… I kissed her. I kissed Olivia. I kissed Owen. I kissed my best friend.

And he kissed me back. He kissed me hard, deep, and I returned the intensity and the hunger. I kissed the pretty maid and she kissed me.

It was like no kiss I’d had before. Lips wet, plump, tongue, spit. It went on and on and on. I felt hands reach around to grip me, slipping under my skirt to hold my ass, my smooth, soft, panty-clad ass.

I did the same, reaching out to grip Olivia’s butt, the soft, smooth, cushiony swell of it. It was so peachy and delicate. I felt my cock throb, swelling, getting hard. I moved into her and pressed my body against her and… I felt her cock against mine.

Even with layers of skirts and petticoats between us, I felt her cock. Her hard cock, throbbing, pressing against mine.

The feel of it, knowing I was turning her on, making her hard, made my cock throb even harder. And then… I pulled back.

I couldn’t. Owen was my best friend. It was wrong, wasn’t it?

I pulled away from the kiss and stepped back, stared at Owen, at Olvia, so pretty, eyes big and bright, a look of lust and desire in her eyes, his eyes. My head was spinning. I was so confused, so turned on.

“I… sorry. I just got…”

“It’s okay.” Olivia said. “You didn’t…”

“I think I should go.” I said. “Before… I just think I should go. I’m sorry.”

And with that, I turned and fled.


Five

The next day was awkward and clumsy and I wasn’t quite sure how I was supposed to act around Owen. I could still remember how his lips had felt, his hands, his cock throbbing against mine. The image of him as a hot maid, as Olivia, was stuck in my head.

I couldn’t stop thinking about him, about the kiss. It was like something in my head had snapped, but I did my best to push it away and focus on something else. It was made a little easier because Owen emerged for the day dressed as he normally was, as a boy, the best friend I’d always known, yet still I avoided looking at him too long, avoided meeting his gaze because when I did the memories would come flooding back.

It was like I couldn’t help but see Olivia, the hot maid, couldn’t help but think about that kiss, think about her hands, her cock, her spit. What was wrong with me?

Neither of us spoke about what had happened, and Owen made only a passing comment about our shift in the evening.

“We never did get a chance to have you practise walking in heels. I… we should be okay though. I can give you tips when we get there and you can wear a small pair until you get used to walking in them. That is… you’re still okay working tonight, right? I… I’ve put my reputation on the line to get you this job and…”

I nodded, smiled, trying to be reassuring, trying not to think about making out with my best friend. I knew Owen was depending on me showing up, doing a good job, and I wasn’t about to let him down.

I already felt terrible about what I’d done, kissing him, overstepping our relationship because I got caught up in my feelings, because I got carried away, so I wasn’t about to let him down by not showing up. I was going to do the best I could so that he didn’t get into trouble because of me. I was his best friend and… I owed it to him, wanted to make it up to him for kissing him.

“Yeah, of course, I’m still working tonight.” I said.

Owen smiled, a look of relief. Neither of us said anything about the kiss.
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We arrived at the femboy cafe early, and Owen led me to the back where I could get changed. I was almost shaking I was so nervous.

“Do you want me to stay with you while you get ready?” Owen asked.

He sounded almost worried about me, but I shook my head and said no. I knew that having him around after the night before would just be too distracting. I needed to get myself into the right head-space so I could work as a femboy maid.

Owen looked a little worried but left me to it, and told me he’d be around if I needed. Once he was gone, leaving me in one of the small changing rooms, I set about slipping out of my everyday clothes and into my uniform.

It was the same thing I’d worn the night before—stockings, suspenders, panties, a maid’s uniform, petticoats—but I had the addition of heels that I’d not worn before. They were low though and after I’d got dressed, a tingle running through me as I slipped the feminine outfit on over my smooth, soft, sensual skin, I pulled on the shoes.

Owen had given me enough tips that I had a good idea about how to move in them, how to strut so my hips would wiggle and my ass would shake, but it was a lot harder than it sounded. I had enough time though to get in a little practice, enough that I was confident I wouldn’t fall on my face even if I wouldn’t look as elegant as possible.

I just hoped Cassie wouldn’t be too disappointed with Owen. The last thing I wanted was to get him in trouble.

With the heels on, my outfit was complete, which meant make-up. I’d listened to Owen as he’d done my make-up the night before and I had a photo of my face as a reference, so… I set to it.

It was harder than Owen had made it look, and it took me longer than expected, but in the end, I was fairly happy with the job I’d done. Looking in the mirror I looked…

I smiled as I saw Amelia looking back at me, the cute, pretty, hot maid. I was anxious and nervous, but at the same time, I was excited. It was almost like the maid’s uniform, my more feminine appearance and persona, was a suit of armour. I felt a swell of confidence and I stood up straight, my heels making me stand in a way that made my butt stick out. I was… I was sexy, and I knew I could do it.
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“Done.” I said as I stepped out of the room.

Owen, or rather Olivia, was waiting for me. Seeing her again made my heart leap. She looked stunning, only… something had changed and it took me a moment to realise what.

Her hair was longer, lighter. She… I realised after a moment of being puzzled that Olivia was wearing a wig.

It suited her, made her look even prettier, with long blonde waves framing her delicate face, falling around her shoulders. Her big blue eyes stared at me and I kept glancing at her lips.

“You’ll need this. We… we never got a chance last night…” Olivia was blushing.

In her hand was a bundle of black hair, the same black as my natural hair. Another wig, long, flowing, glossy. I felt a heat rise in my chest.

“Can I show you how to put it on?” She asked.

I felt a surge of emotions but I just nodded, wanting to make sure that I did the best I could so Olivia’s reputation wasn’t tarnished by my poor performance. Olivia smiled and stepped forward, then showed me how to fit the wig—putting my natural hair back and out of the way, fitting the wig over the top, clipping it into place with pins attached to my natural hair, styling it.

Once it was on she led me to look in the mirror. What I saw made me giggle.

It was Amelia only… better. I could see why Olivia had a wig on, why the other maids wore wigs. Not only did I look cuter, more feminine, hotter, but it was also a disguise. I could barely recognise myself, which was thrilling in a way, but also reassuring.

The wig not only made me look cuter, but it also helped hide Aaron. In the cafe, as a maid, I was Amelia, and that’s who the customers would know. When I got changed, let, I’d be changing back to my normal self, and if I did ever bump into a customer out in the real world they’d likely never even know it was me.

It was like… I was taking a holiday from my ordinary life. Like I was taking a break where I could be someone else. I could just be someone prettier and softer and cuter for a while. I could put Aaron away and become Amelia, a pretty, hot, femboy maid, getting paid to flirt with and serve customers. It was almost… exciting.

I turned to Olivia and smiled.

“How do I look?” I asked.

I already knew the answer, but I wanted to hear her say it. As she looked at me I stared into her big blue eyes, watching her wet, pouty lips.

“You look beautiful.” She said.

That word was not what I had been expecting. I’d been thinking cute, or hot, or maybe even pretty. She’d called me beautiful though. The word hung in my head, floating, and it made me feel… joyful.

“Really?” I asked, voice soft.

Olivia nodded. We stared at each other for a moment, the moment stretching out. I felt my cheeks getting hot.

“Whoa, who’s the new girl?” A voice said.

I turned and looked and saw a maid with red hair, staring at me. She winked at me as she smiled. My blush deepened.

“This is Amelia.” Olivia said. “She’s my best friend and… she’s new, just starting today.”

The redhead smiled at me, pretty and cute and kinda sexy in an innocent, freckled way. I felt my blush spread down my throat to my chest as she looked me up and down in a very lascivious way.

“Well, I look forward to seeing more of you Amelia.” She said. “I’m Clare. I hope you enjoy your first shift.”

With that that, she moved away, heading to one of the changing rooms, watching me as she went, making a show of wiggling her butt. She was really cute, and I had a hard time believing she was a boy like me and Owen, but then… I had a hard time believing how we’d both been transformed. We’d both gone from ordinary young men to hot, fetish maids. So… maybe it was possible.

As I watched her leave I was again captivated by the memory of that video, the femboy maid touching herself, stroking her cock, fingering her ass. I felt my cock throb, a surge of emotions and feelings and longings that made me almost dizzy. What was happening to me?

“Clare’s a massive flirt but she’s also really, really sweet. All the girls who work here are sweet. I’ll introduce you but if I’m ever busy and you need something, just ask anyone. We’re almost like a big family here. It’s… it’s sort of a thing. Us femboys got to stick together, right?”

Olivia chuckled and I smiled. That made sense, but at the same time, it hit hard, the realisation that I was now a femboy. I was a femboy maid.

“Now, are you ready to start your first shift?” Olivia asked.

I took a deep breath, exhaled slowly. I smiled, nodded, trying to seem more confident than I felt.

“Ready as I’ll even be.” I said.

And with that, my first evening working as a femboy maid began.
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The first thirty minutes were the worst, and the hardest, and that was mostly because I was so nervous. My hands were shaking and I could feel the butterflies in my belly—or more like angry crows given how bad it felt. It didn’t help either that I was so new to walking in heels. Each step was difficult and treacherous, and though I was doing my best to strut, to wiggle my butt and hips like the other maids, it was all I could really do to stay on my feet.

As time passed though I began to settle into it. The customers were all very sweet and complimentary and polite. The cafe was clearly very well run, and membership was exclusive. Fetching cake and coffee and tea, serving men and women sat at tables, was fine, but there was an atmosphere to it all that was almost electric.

The fact was that the other maids and I were all dressed like fetish models. We were all dressed in revealing uniforms, with stockings and suspenders, made-up like pin-up models. We were all hot, and we were all also boys. That was what the customers were really there for.

The tea and cake and coffee were just extras. It was the act of being served by pretty, sexy, femboy maids that really drew them in and everyone knew it.

That thought sat at the back of my head, buzzing. They knew I was a boy, knew I was a femboy, and they liked that I was dressed like a sexy, feminine maid serving them. At the start, it felt strange, revealing, that they knew the secret I had in my panties, but as time passed I began to find it reassuring.

I didn’t need to worry about anyone finding out about what was in my panties. I didn’t need to worry because they already knew and… they were into it.

It was that thought that kept me on edge even as I got used to the job and began to settle, yet at the same time the thought also excited me. The customers were into the fact I was a femboy. It was why they were there.

All the attention they paid me, all the compliments and flirting, all the teasing, was because I was a femboy maid. It was thrilling and invigorating.

As Aaron I never got attention. No one ever complimented me. I was never flirted with.

Yet as Amelia, I was getting a lot of attention. All the other maids were hot. Really hot, and I was easily the clumsiest, yet… I was definitely getting more than my fair share of attention.

Most of the customers called for me at some point, even if I wasn’t their maid, and often if it was just to talk to me, to ask me if I was new, to ask me my name, to tell me how cute, or pretty, or hot they thought I was.

Hearing them compliment me made me blush each and every time, and… the customers seemed to like that, seemed to enjoy teasing me and flirting with me. They seemed to enjoy making me flustered and giggly, seemed to enjoy my reactions and… part of me enjoyed it too.

It was perhaps the flirting that I struggled with most, but it was also the flirting that helped put me most at ease. I was no longer Aaron. Aaron was never flirted with.

I was, instead, Amelia, and she was cute, pretty, and was flirted with a lot. In the beginning, I was on edge, not quite sure how to take it, but soon I began to lean into it, began to enjoy it. It was the first time people had pursued me, wanted me, and I wanted more of it. I wanted to be teased, wanted to be flirted with, wanted to be complimented.

It was almost like an addiction. Plus… the tips were good.

I soon discovered the more I reacted to the flirting and the teasing, getting flustered, acting shy and innocent, even flirting back, the better the tips were. And as I got used to walking in heels I learned that the more I showed off, the more I wiggled my butt and hips, the more I bent over to flash my panties, the more I got tipped.

As time passed I started to almost enjoy it. It was like a break from reality, a temporary reprieve from my dreary ordinary life. I began to throw myself into the job, wanting to make a good impression so I didn’t let Olivia down.

I began to almost enjoy being a femboy maid.
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The only problem was Olivia. Or rather, the only problem was the distraction that Olivia represented.

As I worked I couldn’t help but feel her watching me, close by at all times, keeping an eye on me as I learned the ropes. She was always there, and though to a degree her presence was reassuring, my best friend looking after me, and yet... it was difficult to focus with her around.

Part of that was that she was observing me, and I felt on edge, wary of making a mistake, but mostly it was just that I couldn’t think clearly with her around. Just seeing her out of the corner of my eye, my best friend dressed up like the sexiest maid I’d ever seen, was enough to send a thrill through me, and she was often a lot more than just in the corner of my eye.

Cassie had put her in charge of training me, of making sure I was doing the job right, and she was taking that seriously. She was always there to offer my tips, to give advice, and to catch me before I made a silly error, but that meant she was always around, and… it was almost impossible to keep my mind on the job.

We’d not talked about our kiss, had not talked about what had happened, how we’d made out while both dressed as hot maids, how we’d groped each other under our skirts, how we’d pressed our hard cocks together, humping as they throbbed.

We’d said nothing about it, but I had not forgotten it and from the way Olivia kept looking at me I assumed she had not forgotten it either. Each time I looked her in the eye I remembered it. Each time I looked at her wiggling in her uniform, strutting in her heels, her panties flashing, I could almost feel her ass in my hands. Each time I looked at her lips I could almost feel her kiss, her tongue, her spit. And as I looked at her, getting more and more distracted and turned on by her, I could almost feel her hard cock pressing against mine, throbbing, pulsing.

The memory of that video was bright in my mind. What would Olivia look like showing off like that? How would it feel to…

And then it happened. I was too caught up in daydreams to pay attention to what I was doing. I had a tray full of teas, coffees, and cakes, ready to deliver them to a table of very flirty customers who’d been paying me attention all night. I was already on edge, flustered and excited from the way they’d been teasing me, and I could see Olivia watching me, looking hot and cute and delicious.

The way she looked at me, looking me up and down, sent a shiver through me. I couldn’t stop thinking about the kiss and… something in me got carried away.

I was still getting used to walking in heels but I wanted to show off for her, wanting to flaunt my hot body for her, so… I tried to walk as she’d told me, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other. I tried to make my butt wiggle, my skirt flare, wanting to flash her my panties as she’d flashed me hers. Only…

My ankle twisted. My foot went out from under me. I tumbled to the floor, clumsily, awkwardly. And the tray…

The tray spilled all over a table of guests. I’d done the one thing I knew I couldn’t do. I’d fucked up, and the worst thing was I knew Olivia was responsible for me. So my fuck up was going to reflect badly on her.


Six

“Can you explain what happened?” Cassie asked.

Olivia and I were in her office feeling very abashed and apologetic. We’d done our best to clean up the mess and I’d apologised profusely to the guests I’d spilled tea and coffee and cake over—fortunately no one had been hurt.

The guests had been quite polite about it, laughing at the silly new girl who’d messed up, but I still felt terrible. It was clear all the guests were dressed up for an evening out at the femboy cafe and I’d spilled drinks and all cakes all over their beautiful clothes. Clothes that were clearly very expensive.

As we’d been trying our best to clear up Cassie had emerged from her office to see what all the noise was about and when she’d seen us she’d just stopped to watch for a moment, shaking her head from side to side, before attending to the guests.

I could feel Olivia’s fear. She was worried she was going to lose her job. I knew now that not only was the job a source of very good income, but it was also a home for her. It was a place where could be around other boys, or girls—or was it femboys—like her. It wasn’t just a job for her, it was a place where she could be more authentic, where she could express parts of herself that she couldn’t normally. It was a place where she could explore parts of herself in comfort and safety, surrounded by people who accepted and understood her. It was a place where she was wanted for exactly who she was.

I knew that now because I understood it. One shift was all it had taken for me to feel it. It was all new to me but I’d felt it. For Olivia, who had been keeping this side of herself secret for years it must have been even more cherished.

The job wasn’t just a job. It was a home of sorts, a family, a place where she was safe and wanted and where she could be herself in ways she couldn’t normally.

I realised then what she’d risked by showing me where she worked, by recommending me for the job. She’d risked not only her job but her safe place. The place where she got to be Olivia, the flirty, feminine, femboy maid. She’d risked all of that for me, because she believed in me, because she cared about me, and now… now I’d fucked it all up because I was too horny and stupid and because I hadn’t been able to help myself.

She was my best friend. Why had I kissed her? Why had I allowed my urge to get the better of me? Why…

My mind raced, shame and guilt and anger—anger at myself. As we cleaned up Cassie sorted out the customers, telling them that she would take full responsibility for the cleaning bills for their clothes, helping get them dried off and sending them away. The customers were all very polite and understanding, and a few even teased me and Olivia as we were cleaning, the pair of us on all fours with our asses high in the air, our panties on full display, but I was too in my own head to be able to enjoy the attention.

I was too focused on how badly I’d screwed up. I was too fixated on how I’d fucked everything up for Olivia, my best friend. I just wanted to make it up to her, to make everything okay.

As Cassie showed the guests out ,Olivia and I finished cleaning up. If I could apologise, maybe I could convince Cassie to let Olivia keep her job? I just had to apologise. I didn’t care about me. I was just worried about Olivia. I’d do anything to make things okay…

“You two come with me.” Cassie had said.

She’d not waited for a reply. She’d walked off, not even looking at us, expecting us to follow like obedient puppies. And… we did.
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“So, which one of you is going to explain what happened to me?” Cassie asked.

Olivia and I both stood there, mute, heads hung. I could feel Olivia trembling, and I felt awful. I knew I needed to fix things. I knew now how important this job was to her. I was going to fix things no matter what it took.

“It was my fault.” I said. “Blame me. It was all me. Olivia worked really hard to get me ready, to turn me into a good maid, to make me look pretty and to teach me, but… I let her down. I let her and you down. I should be blamed for what happened, not her.”

Cassie stared at me. I looked up and saw her… smiling.

It was a kind expression, thoughtful, without malice or anger. I had thought she would be angry.

“Is that true Olivia?” Cassie asked.

Olivia took a deep breath.

“I… not entirely. I could have done a better job, could have spent more time working with Amelia, but… we got distracted.” She said.

“No, that’s not true.” I said. “Like I said it was me. It was my fault. Olivia worked as hard as she could to get me ready. Any distractions were my fault and… the accident… that was me. I wasn’t thinking. I was… I was distracted, again. It’s me, not her, so punish me, hold me responsible, not her.”

Cassie was quiet for a moment. I saw, out of the corner of my eye, Olivia turn to face me. I saw her smile, softly, but also… there was a look of concern and worry in her eyes. She kept watching me but I didn’t dare turn to face her. I could feel a surge of emotions and longing. I needed to keep my feelings under control. She was my best friend. I…

“Tell me more.” Cassie said, her voice almost stern.

I stared at her for a moment, not sure what to say.

“Tell me about the distractions.” Cassie said. “So I can understand. You’ve both disappointed me but… before this, I was impressed, with both of you. Olivia has always been an exceptional maid and is a great asset to the cafe, but you… I wasn’t sure what I was expecting, but Olivia was right, you are a natural at this. Watching you serve was a delight. You still have a lot to learn but I could tell you were enjoying yourself, and that’s the most important thing to me. Every single one of my maids chooses to work here, not for the money, but for the liberation. Femboys aren’t made, they're born. This…”

She gestured to me, my body and my outfit…

“It’s not something you can fake or pretend. Amelia is a part of you. Maybe you never realised it but Olivia clearly did. I was happy with your performance and I had high hopes for you, for the pair of you, but now… I’m not sure. So, tell me about these distractions and maybe I’ll be lenient.”

I felt my heart skip. I needed to get Olivia out of the mess I’d gotten her into. I owed her that. I wanted to make sure she didn’t lose her job, but… it was more than that.

Cassie’s words were like a tender caress to a part of me I’d never known before. Reassuring, comforting. Amelia was a part of me. I was a natural femboy. Hearing that made me smile, blush. I suppose part of me had been worried it was all just a silly game, a stupid act, while another part of me had been enjoying it, the freedom. It was like… hearing that I was a natural, hearing another person tell me that Amelia was a part of me, that they could see it, was permission to embrace it.

I felt a swell of joy. Amelia was more than just a maid, more than just something to help Olivia out, more than an act. She was part of me.

I blushed, smiled, took a deep breath. I exhaled slowly and began to talk. I began to tell Cassie about the distractions, about why it wasn’t Olivia’s fault.

I was timid to start, struggling to get the words out, but I forced myself. I wanted to save my best friend from losing her job, her home.

I told Cassie about how hard Olivia had worked to get me ready, how much effort she’d put into making me a pretty femboy maid. I told her all about the night before—though I skipped the part about the video I’d watched, even thinking about it making my face blaze. Then… I told her about the distraction. I told her how, on a whim, not sure why, I’d kissed Olivia.

I tried to keep the details vague, but I was sure she could tell just what kind of kiss it was based on my reaction, the way I was squirming and blushing. She looked to Olivia, grinning, and out of the corner of my eye I could see my best friend squirming almost as much as me.

“Well, that explains why you didn’t get as much practice as you should have, but… what about tonight. You said you were distracted again, and I don’t remember seeing you two making out, unless you were sneaking off to a quiet corner?”

Cassie was smirking, teasing. My blush flared.

“No… we… we didn’t… it was just the one kiss.” I said.

“Then what?”

The question hung. Answering this was harder. I was going to have to admit to Cassie, and to Olivia, that I’d gotten distracted by my best friend because I thought they were so hot that I couldn’t stop thinking about them, that I couldn’t stop thinking about our kiss, that I couldn’t stop thinking about more.

I took another deep breath, and then… I confessed.

[image: ]

“Well… that is quite the distraction running through your head.” Cassie said. “It explains a lot.”

I stood there full of shame and guilt. What must Olivia think about me? She knew now what a pervert I was, objectifying her, fantasising about her. I worried I’d lost my best friend, but I just hoped I’d done enough that she could keep her job.

“However, I think I have a workable solution that should solve all our problems.”

I blinked, was quiet. Cassie was smiling, calm and confident, almost… smirking.

“You are both quite exceptional maids, so I’d hate to lose either of you. Olivia, you are a wonder, and Amelia, you clearly have so much potential, plus… best friends, working together, it’s cute and could become a unique selling point, pairing you two up so you serve together. We’ve never had anything like that. You could dress up like sisters or twins or something. The customers would love it!”

I was quiet. My head spun with the image of it, dressing up with Olivia like twin maids to serve customers. The idea appealed and… I felt a heat run through me. Why couldn’t I get that kiss out of my head?

“The problem is though that clearly you two can’t work together with this… thing between you. Being distracted at work just won’t do, and you’ve both clearly got some unresolved business.” Cassie said. “We need to fix that, otherwise I’ll have to let you both go. Are you willing to help me fix that?”

We were both quiet. I wasn’t quite sure what Cassie meant.

“I’m… I’m a bit confused. What do you mean?” Olivia said.

Cassie’s smile spread wider and she chuckled.

“Isn’t it obvious? Fuck you two are dumb, it's a good job you’re both hot.” Cassie said, laughing. “You’re both clearly into each other. I can see it from a mile away as can everyone else. The way you keep glancing at each other, the way you act around each other, the way you both keep blushing and squirming. And then hearing about it! How have neither of you realised? It’s kinda cute, to be honest, but I cannot have you two wandering around distracted and making a mess. I’m willing to overlook today and keep you both employed but on two conditions. Understand?”

I was still for a moment, then nodded. My heart was racing, belly fluttering.

Was it that obvious that I was into my best friend? But… was Olivia really into me. I felt shy and exposed, vulnerable.

I dared a brief glance at her, catching her eye, and I smiled. She smiled back, shy, nervous, blushing. The way she looked at me…

Was it possible that Cassie was right, that she was into me too? Then that kiss…

“Do you understand?” Cassie repeated.

I snapped my attention back to her. I nodded.

“Yes. I understand.” I said.

“I understand.” Olivia said.

Cassie smiled at us both.

“Good. The first condition is the cost of cleaning the customer's clothes will come out of your pay. Clear?”

I nodded. Olivia nodded. Cassie’s smile began a mischievous grin.

“Now, the second condition…” She chuckled. “You need to do something about your distraction.”

We were both quiet.

“Put simply, you either need to get over each other, and quickly, which I think neither of you are capable of seeing how cute you are together, or… you confront the issue head-on. It’s up to you two.”

I was quiet. Olivia was quiet. I frowned, puzzled.

“When you say face it head on, what… what do you mean?” I asked.

Cassie shook her head, laughing, as though amused.

“You two really are naive and innocent aren’t you?” She said. “It’s simple. The best way to fix a distraction like this is to face it head-on. You’ve got chemistry, and denying it, avoiding it, is only going to make it worse. If you want to be less distracted you need to face it head on. That means admitting what you feel, and acting on it.”

I blinked, felt my belly flutter. Cassie wanted me to… wanted us to…

“Put simply, you need to fuck. If you want to keep your jobs you need to fuck each other, to get this tension out of your systems. Avoiding the fact you’re clearly into each other is only going to make it worse. Acting on it, admitting it, giving in to your feelings is what you need. So, if you want to keep your jobs, you need to fuck.”

I stared at Cassie, then… turned to look at Olivia. She glanced at me, shy, awkward, but our eyes met and I felt a surge of longing. I couldn’t though, could I?

“I… if you don’t want to we can just leave. You don’t have to…”

“But your job?” I said. “You…”

“I like this job. Love this job even. But… it’s not worth losing you over. If you don’t want to it's okay.”

I was silent for a moment. I could feel my heart vibrating hard behind my ribs. I could feel my cock throbbing.

“I… what do you want?” I asked.

Olivia smiled, her blush flaring.

“I… you are really hot.” She said. “I don’t really care about the job, or I do, but… it’s nothing compared to how much I care about you. I… I am really into you though. I have been for ages, but seeing you now, as Amelia, it's hard to stop thinking about you.”

I giggled.

“What about you?” She asked.

I was still, took a deep breath.

“You’re hot.” I said. “I thought… when I kissed you I’d overstepped, that I’d ruined things, but… I kissed you for a reason. I think I’d like to kiss you again.”

Olivia smiled.

“Then do it.” She said.

So… I did.


Seven

I stepped forward, aware Cassie was watching, moved towards Olivia, and I kissed her.

I kissed her just as she kissed me. We kissed, lips wet and hot and eager, and we fell into each other.

It was just like the night before, only… better. It was better because there was more intention, both of us certain we wanted it, and that the other wanted it, and also… we were both clearly very horny for each other.

We kissed, making out, tongues and spit and lips, and we began to grope, hands roaming over bodies, slipping under skirts, squeezing panty-clad butts. I whimpered into the kiss and Olivia’s tongue invaded my mouth and her hands squeezed my ass hard.

My reply was non-verbal, my tongue wrestling with her, and I molested her ass with hunger and need, letting my fingers slip under the hem of her panties so that it was skin on skin. The noise and vibration of her whimper made my cock swell.

“Fuck you two are hot.” Cassie said.

I’d almost forgotten she was there, but her voice snapped me back to the room.

I didn’t stop though. I kept kissing, tonguing, groping. I was making out with my best friend and she was making out with me and we both wanted it.

We were two hot maids making out, and this time it was intentional. I wanted it and I knew Olivia wanted it and this was just the start.

The chemistry between us was electric, scalding. I’d kissed a few girls before, but not like this, and kissing was the limit of my experience, just as I knew it was the limit of Olivia’s. The thought of what might come after kissing made my cock swell, aching, throbbing.

I pressed my body against Olivia, hard, grinding, and I felt her cock throbbing, hard. I was so sensitive now, smooth and soft, feminine, pretty, in stockings and suspenders and panties, and the experience was so sensual and delicate. My head spun and my belly fluttered and I felt my hole clench.

In the back of my mind, there was still the image of that video, the femboy maid, fingering her hole. What did that feel like? I was… curious.

“You know kissing is not going to be enough to get rid of all the chemistry you have.” Cassie said. “If you want to keep your jobs you’re going to have to prove to me you can deal with this thing that exists between you. That means giving into your feelings, your lust. I want to see you fuck.”

Her words were like a slap. I felt a hot swell of desire, longing, shame, embarrassment. It was clear that she was intending to watch us, that our jobs depended on it. But… could I? Could we?

I wanted Olivia, more than I could put into words, and I could feel her want for me now, could feel it like a blazing inferno. But… could we really give into it with an audience, with Cassie watching? If we didn’t we’d lose our jobs, but…

I broke the kiss, looked into my best friend’s beautiful eyes, smiling. She wiggled against me, clearly wanting more.

“Don’t stop. Please… I want you. I need you.” Olivia said.

I smiled. Her voice was hoarse with lust, hunger, and I could feel her cock throbbing against mine. It was so hard, and as she humped her hips into me I ground back against her, shivers of pleasure running through my soft, sensitive, smooth body.

“I just… Cassie is watching. I… I want this too, I want you, but… she’s watching.” I whispered.

“And I’m going to keep watching to make sure you two sort out the thing between you so I know you won’t keep getting distracted. I’m going to sit here and watch you, I want to see you fuck and I want to see you cum, so I know you’ve given into your feelings and your lust. That’s the deal. I watch, or you lose your jobs.”

I shivered at her words, the brazen, teasing tone of them. I knew she meant it.

“I… I can do this, if you want.” I said.

I meant it too. I was scared at the thought of being watched during my first time, my first time with my best friend, both of us dressed like sexy, fetish maids, but also… I was excited by it. What I needed to know though was…

“Are you okay with it?” I asked. “Are you okay with this, with being watched?”

Olivia looked at me, smiled, then nodded.

“Want to know a secret?” She said.

It was my turn to nod.

“The thought of being watched, of you and me performing like dirty girls, like sexy maids, is kinda making me hot.”

Olivia blushed. I smiled, chuckled.

“Me too.” I said.

And then she kissed me.
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The kiss was perfect, and I never wanted it to end, but there was also something I wanted even more than the kiss. After what felt like a blissful eternity of Olivia’s lips and tongue and spit and hands I pulled away again, looked at her, smiled.

“I don’t think just kissing is going to satisfy our boss.” I said.

I smiled, blushing, hot, aching, and Olivia smiled back at me.

“What are you…”

I didn’t answer with words. I answered with movement. I knew what I wanted, what I needed, and I was ready to take it, even if I was being watched—and being watched almost made it hotter.

It was like I was a sexy porn star, a dirty fetish maid performing with another fetish maid, two hot girls performing for an audience of one. My body thrummed and I felt joy and confidence and freedom like I’d never felt before.

As Cassie and Olivia watched I fell to my knees in front of my best friend and I looked up at her. Slowly I let my hands roam over her stocking-clad thighs.

Olivia’s legs were soft, smooth, sensual. The silk of the stockings was delicate. I let my hands roam up, over lace, bare flesh, suspender straps. Slowly I lifted the dress of her maid’s uniform and I lifted the petticoats. I lifted them up until I saw her panties, her panties and the hard, throbbing bulge of her cock.

Just like the maid in the video, only hotter. Way, way hotter.

“Hold it up.” I said.

My voice shocked even me. It was commanding, demanding. Olivia did as I said, took hold of her skirt and held it up. They left my hands free.

I stroked over her legs, up, to her panties, one hand reaching to grope her ass, the other caressing over her cock. Her hard, throbbing, hot cock, feeling it through the silk of her panties.

“Panties over stockings. Just like you told me.” I said. “Good, because that makes this easier.”

With that I took hold of her panties and pulled them down, her cock popping free, swaying in front of me almost hypnotic. I tugged them down her legs, dropping them to the floor.

I could see Olivia shivering in anticipation, looking down at me with hope and lust and love. I’d never been intimate with anyone before, and here I was with my best friend, both of us dressed like maids, with Cassie watching.

It was so hot I could barely believe it. But the proof was right in front of me, and I reached out to grasp it.

My fingers wrapped around Olivia’s cock and I began to stroke, gently, slowly, but picking up speed. I felt it throb, I watched her face, her expression of pleasure. I felt her thrust her hips, fucking my hand.

“Fuck that feels so good. You look so hot.” She said.

“If that feels good, then I wonder how you’re going to like this…”

With that, I leaned forwards and I touched my lips, wet and soft, to the tip of her cock. I kissed, gently, licking her slit, the tang of her precum sharp and strong. Olivia moaned, then… thrust.

The head of her cock pressed against the seal of her lips, pressure, then… she fucked her hot, throbbing prick into my mouth and I let her. I sealed my lips tight, sucking gently, and I let her fuck her cock into my mouth.

She thrust gently, deep, and I worked my tongue, sucking, then pulled back, slipping her cock out of my mouth. I began to work my head in time, bobbing up and down, slurping and slobbering, spit drooling. I worked my hand on the base to give her more pleasure.

Olivia fucked my face, my mouth, and I fucked back. It was nothing like I’d ever imagined. It was better. As her hips worked harder, faster, deeper, I felt her cock press at the back of my throat. I suppressed the urge to gag, the need to breathe, and… I let her fuck deep.

Her cock pressed at my throat, slipped in, and my head spun. It was a strange sensation, feeling my throat stretch, filled with cock, and I could feel each pulse of my best friend’s prick clearly. She held her cock deep, and I could feel it swelling, throbbing harder, getting thicker, choking me.

“Fuck you two are so cute!” Cassie said. “Maybe we can get you two to put on shows for the guests, an exclusive treat for our most loyal customers. They’d love that.”

The image made my body ache, made my cock throb in my panties. I kinda wanted it. But… I wanted something else first.

As Olivia thrust her cock in and out of my mouth I slurped, pulled my head back, and her prick left my mouth with an audible pop. I looked up at her and smiled, enjoying the look of frustrated desire in her eyes.

“Why did you stop? I was so close.” She said.

“That’s why I stopped. I don’t want you to cum yet.” I said. “I’ve got something… better in mind.”

She looked at me, blue eyes dazzling, the sexiest maid I’d ever seen. In my head, the image of the maid fingering her ass played. I had to know what it felt like.

“Sit down.” I said. “Let me take control, let me show you what I have in mind. Please?”

Olivia smiled at me, nodded, then did as I instructed.
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Seeing her sat in the chair, her skirts and petticoats gathered around her waist, with only her stockings and suspenders on, made my cock ache. She looked so hot, so sexy and cute and pretty. Her cock was hard, wet with my spit, throbbing, and my body was thrumming with arousal and need and desire.

I knew Cassie was watching, sat on her desk behind me, enjoying the show, but I didn’t care. Or, no, that wasn’t quite right. I did care, just not in the way I was expecting to care.

In the beginning, I’d been shy, had been put off by being watched. Now though… it was just turning me on. It was making me want to perform. So, I began to perform.

I kept my gaze on Olivia and I began to wiggle my hips and ass, doing my best to strut as I walked towards her. The way she looked at me made my body tingle. As I moved I reached up under my skirt to my panties.

I’d worn them as I’d been told, over my stockings, which made the next part easier. As I wiggled, strutting, I pulled my panties down.

My butt and my cock and my thighs were still covered by my skirt and petticoats, but all too soon Olivia realised what I was doing. Her eyes went wide as my panties dropped down my stocking-clad legs to the floor. I stepped out of them and continued towards her.

“Are you ready for me?” I said, voice soft. “Are you ready to face your feelings for me? Because… I’m ready to face my feelings for you.”

Olivia stared at me and then, slowly, she nodded. I giggled, stepped closer, then…

I pulled my skirts up, pulled my petticoats up, showing off my legs, stockings, suspender straps, my cock and my ass. Olivia looked down, stared at my throbbing prick, and her gaze was almost a caress, making me harder. I wiggled, making my cock sway, and then… I climbed up onto her lap, spreading my legs on either side of her, sitting down, my butt on her thighs, our cocks pressing together.

I shifted my hips, grinding, and she ground back. We kissed, hard and intense and hungry, tongues and lips and spit. It was hot. I felt my cock twitch, my ass twitch.

Pulling back I looked into Olivia’s eyes and smiled, then… I reached down to grip her spit-wetted cock in my hand. I stroked, watching her face, the mask of her pleasure, and let a rivulet of spit leave my mouth, drooling over my hand, wetting her cock further, slick and slippery.

Olivia moaned, thrust into my grip and as I stroked I rose up, lifting myself slightly. I kept my gaze on my best friend's face as I reached back with her cock to let it rest beneath me and then… I lowered myself down.

Watching her eyes go wide in shock and delight made my heart flutter. I felt the tip of her wet cock slip between my ass cheeks, the tip pressing at my hole. My whole body fluttered, pulsed with pleasure, need. It was so sensitive. I had never imagined my ass was a source of so much pleasure.

I moaned, closed my eyes, and focussed on the sensation. I teased the wet head of Olivia’s cock at my entrance, working it over, sitting down slightly, letting the tip just barely enter me, stretching me.

I worked my hips, my ass, chasing pleasure. It was so hot, my cock throbbing, hard. I held Olivia’s cock in place, the tip at my virgin entrance, and I began to sit my weight down.

Her cock entered me, stretching my hole, and I moaned. I sank down slowly, letting her fill me. I felt hands on my ass, her hands, gripping me, and then…

Olivia thrust, clearly unable to contain herself, and she pressed her cock into me, fucking it into my ass, forcing me open, forcing her throbbing length deep.

The sensation was… bliss. My belly fluttered and as Olivia’s cock sank deeper I felt the throbbing girth of it press on a knot of pleasure inside me.

“Fuck…”

The word was one long exhale, a soft moan. My voice was hoarse with lust and pleasure.

I felt Olivia’s grip tighten, holding me, groping my butt, and as she thrust into me I sat down. I sat my full weight down onto her cock, taking her entire length into my tight hole.

As I sat down I clenched, tight, milking my best friend’s cock, wiggling, feeling her cock throb inside me, pulsing, pressing on the knot of pleasure. I opened my eyes and looked Olivia in the eyes, smiled.

“I love you.” I said.

The words sprung from someplace deep but… I meant them.

“I love you too.” She said, beaming.

We kissed, hard, and then… we began to fuck.

I lifted my hips up, letting Olivia’s cock slip out until just the cock was inside me, the tip tugging at my entrance. She thrust as I sat back down, fucking into me, filling me. The way her cock throbbed, pressing on the button of bliss inside my ass, was electric.

It felt better than I could ever have imagined. I was getting fucked, in my ass, by my best friend, both of us dressed as sexy maids, and it was… amazing.

I moaned as I rode Olivia’s cock, working my hips up and down, teasing her prick with my hole, clenching, milking, and she fucked me. At first, it was slow, gentle, tender, but soon it became harder, deeper, faster.

We kissed, moaning, writhing, grinding against each other. As I rode her cock I pressed myself against her, fucking my cock against her soft body. My tongue fucked deep into her mouth.

She slammed her cock into my tight hole. Over and over and over. Each thrust in and out teased over the knot of pleasure inside me, pleasure unlike anything I’d known before.

I could feel her cock swelling, getting harder, thicker, pulsing. The knot inside me began to unravel, a warm joy spreading out from my core, becoming more intense with every thrust and grind and clench.

We fucked. Harder. Faster. Deeper.

We moaned.

I felt her cock engorge and I knew what was coming. She was cumming. I wanted it, wanted her spunk inside me, inside my ass. I wanted her to cum inside me.

I rode her, hard, letting her fuck me, clenching my ass tight to milk her, and as I felt her cock swelling, throbbing, I sat my weight down, hard, letting her fill me with cock. My ass was so full, bright pleasure that made me dumb. I felt the throbbing, swelling and then…

I felt Olivia erupt inside me. She was cumming. She was cumming inside my ass, filling me with her cum.

The sensation was hot, bright, and the thought of my best friend cumming inside me, fucking me like the dirty, sexy, pretty femboy maid I was, made my brain melt. I felt the knot of pleasure inside me unravel with every throb and pulse, I ground down, hard, milking, and then…

I was cumming too, cumming as I worked my cock against my best friend’s soft body, cumming all over her maid’s uniform. It was a climax more intense than anything I’d ever felt before.

We came, hard, over and over, moaning into the kiss, and it was only as the pleasure began to subside that we pulled our lips apart. I looked deep into Olivia’s eyes, smiling, giggling. Her cock was only just beginning to soften inside my hole and I clenched tight, wanting to keep as much of her cum as I could inside of me.

“That was… amazing.” I said.

“Yeah… it was incredible.” She said.

We smiled at each other.

“I fully agree.” Cassie said.

We both blushed at the same moment, remembering that Cassie had just watched the whole thing, had watched us fuck, watched Olivia fuck my ass and cum inside me, had watched me cum from just getting my ass fucked.

“You both can definitely keep working here after that.” She said. “But there’s one small problem. I’m wondering… maybe you can both help me out.”

We both shifted, turned to face her and… we both froze.

“Watching you both has really turned me on.” Cassie said.

She was sat on her desk, with her skirt up, her panties slipped off, and… she was stroking her cock. Her fat, long, throbbing cock. I giggled, working my hips down on Olivia’s slowly softening prick, a thrill running through me at the sight of Cassie’s hard cock.

“I was hoping you’d both be willing to take responsibility for getting me all wound up.”

Cassie was grinning. I watched her cock, so hard and beautiful. I turned back to Olivia and smiled at her.

“What do you say, lover?” I asked.

Olivia smiled back at me.

“You and me, working together as pretty maids?” She said. “I’d love to.”

And with that we kissed again, deeply, both of us eager for more.

THE END
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Also By Keary Hayes…


THE PAGEANT




[image: ]

Pete can’t believe what he’s hearing—his sister, Gina is entering a beauty pageant. Unable to contain his amusement he can’t help but mock her. Gina though, is having none of it.

She thinks Pete is just jealous of her good looks, and, to shut him up, dares him to enter the contest with the offer of her car if he beats her. Pete wants to refuse, but his best friend, Morgan, thinks Pete could win, and seems very enthusiastic about the idea…

When Pete finds out his sister is entering a local beauty pageant he’s shocked. He always figured she wasn’t that kind of woman, that she had more brains than that, and her tells her so to her face.

Gina, offended that Pete thinks a woman can’t be both beautiful and smart calls him out, and challenges him on his opinion. She thinks he’s just jealous, because he’s terminally single while she has plenty of dates. Pete insists jealousy is no part of it but Gina is not convinced. Mocking her brother, she even goes so far as to challenge him to enter, wanting to prove to him that she really is the hotter sibling, offering her car as the prize should he beat her.

Pete scoffs at the challenge, but his best friend, Morgan, thinks Pete should reconsider. The pageant has nothing in its rules about gender, instead specifying that it’s a contest of beauty, and Morgan thinks with a bit of work Pete really could beat his sister in a contest of beauty.

Plus… there’s the car and the prize money…

Pete, reluctant, agrees. Yet all too soon the two friends are in over their heads. They’ve spent all their savings on clothes and underwear and makeup and beauty products. Morgan considers it an investment though, because he’s sure Pete can win, he just needs to embrace the process.

So begins a slow journey of feminization and transformation as Pete discovers just how beautiful he can be, but when he starts to uncover new feelings and emotions he begins to wonder if maybe he’s gotten too deep.

Yet, it’s too late to back out. He’s got a pageant to enter, and he just has to hope he can win...


SELF LOVE
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Glen’s feeling sorry for himself. His life is not what he wanted it to be and the love of his life has just left him. Not sure what to do to make things better he stumbles across a self-help forum advocating self love.

As he reads more it starts to click. Glen’s never been particularly kind to himself or attached to himself, but… where to start? It all seems like so much work. Glen begins to lose hope only to stumble across a series of self-help audio files that promise to help him unlock and love his true self.

It sounds perfect, so Glen downloads the first file and listens to it while he sleeps.

What happens next is a lesson in why loving yourself is the key to lasting happiness...


MOMMY ISSUES
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Steven is feeling sorry for himself after another relationship has fallen apart. He just doesn’t know what he’s doing wrong, but then he spots an advert for Doctor Santos, a beautiful therapist specialising in relationship issues.

Fortunately for Steven, Doctor Santos is quick to realise his issue. He has Mommy Issues, and that’s resulted in a lack of attachment to his feminine side. Even luckier, she knows just how to help him. What follows is a journey deep into Steven’s femininity that promises to change everything...

Steven just can’t make a relationship work!

When Lucy, his current girlfriend who he thought was the love of his life, leaves him with just a note to explain why, he’s left devastated. He has no idea what he’s doing wrong.

But then he sees an advert for the stunningly beautiful Doctor Santos, a therapist specialising in relationship issues and personal improvement and Steven figures it can’t hurt, can it?

When Doctor Santos tells Steven he has Mommy Issues, he feels shocked. He’d never realised he was so detached from the feminine within, but it makes sense. With the problem identified, he wants to do his best to fix it, to grow, to be better. Fortunately for him, Doctor Santos knows just how to help him get in touch with his inner femininity.

And so begins Steven’s journey to heal his Mommy Issues and get in touch with his femininity. Only the journey goes a lot deeper than he was expecting, but in the end, who better to go deep than your hot, older therapist?


THE SACRIFICE
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Carl’s best friend, Cleo, is lesbian. More than that, she’s a witch too, and part of a hot, goth, lesbian coven that practices what she describes as “real magic”. Carl doesn’t mind though because Cleo is the coolest and sweetest and hottest girl he knows. Plus… the rest of the coven are pretty cute too.

For the most part, Carl stays out of the coven’s way, keeping to his room when they meet up in his and Cleo’s apartment, but the one day they need a “favour”, and Carl, being the good friend he is, says ‘yes’. Only what he doesn’t know is that his ‘yes’ will change his life forever.

Carl has been best friends with Cleo for years, so it made sense for them to get an apartment together when they went off to college. Cleo is the cool friend, hot and gothy, a witchy lesbian, with a whole coven of hot gothy lesbians surrounding her, while Carl is… nowhere near as cool.

That’s never bothered Cleo though. She’s always been there for Carl, and he’s always been there for her.

So, when Cleo comes to Carl telling him that the coven needs an extra special favour he of course says ‘yes’, not quite sure just where that ‘yes’ is going to lead him.

It turns out the coven needs a sacrifice for a very special ritual, and Carl is almost a perfect fit. Only… the sacrifice is supposed to be a maiden, and Carl is no maiden.

The coven though thinks they can fix that. They think they can make Carl into the perfect maiden for their purposes. So begins Carl’s transformation into a prettier, more feminine version sacrifice.

But once that’s done there’s still the ritual waiting for her, and what Carrie doesn’t know is what the sacrifice is going to entail, nor how the ritual going to change her life forever. She’s in safe hands though, because it’s all part of Cleo’s magical plan.
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