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Sissy Maid Pansy by Mark Adams

“If you lose, you serve me wearing frilly underwear as my maid for a week.” Claire’s challenge hung in the air.

I should have known something was up when my wife suggested a bet. Claire never bets, she hates taking risks.  She wouldn’t challenge me like that unless she was confident of winning. But I had spent all night beating her at poker in front of our mutual friends. I’d won every hand I’d played. Seventy percent luck, thirty percent skill. And the rewards on offer were… tempting.

It’s true I hadn’t been a good winner, I am, if  I’m honest a total smart ass. If I think of something clever to say, I say it. Really I don’t know how my wife has put up with me for this long. This time, though I didn’t know it yet, I’d gone to far and she was going to put me firmly in my place. I guess the fact that I’d not only taken the last of her money during the previous hand but also made a crack about how she could offer me services in exchange for continuing to play was just a line too far.

Frazier and Dillan seemed to think it was funny but their wives Rennatta and Lorri were much less impressed. I’m used to women staring daggers at me though, it all rolls off my back. I figured Claire would give me hell at home, but I’d win her around and makeup sex is fun! Turns out she had something more public in mind.

“Okay then, if I’m not playing for money, neither are you.” She had snapped glaring at me. That got me curious, what did she have in mind?

“What would we be playing for?” 

“Well, if I lose you get serviced, just like you wanted.” She rolled her eyes as she said the word, instilling it with all the contempt she could muster. There was a growing tension and discomfort around the table now as four pairs of eyes focussed on the mental battle between me and my wife. I opened my mouth to speak, but she cut me off with another withering glare. “And we all know exactly what services you want Henry. If I lose you’ll get them whenever you want for a week. Satisfaction guaranteed.”

Her voice had become deeper and more sensual, she leant forward and my eyes drifted to her cleavage. Claire plays dirty when she wants something. Dillan coughed uncomfortably. This display wasn’t aimed at him, but it was having an effect anyway. He winced as Lorri elbowed him sharply.

I couldn’t conceal a smile at the image Claire’s words conjured in my mind and shifted a little in my seat, conscious suddenly of a slight swelling in my crotch. My wife knew that I loved blow jobs. She rarely gave them but was exceptionally talented when she chose to bless me with one.  A week of her tongue swirling around my cock on request was something to savor.

“And what if I lose?” I asked her in a voice that sounded strangled to my own ears.

“If you lose, you serve me wearing frilly underwear as my maid for a week.” Claire paused after issuing her challenge, a triumphant grin forming on her voice, letting the impact of the bet register on everyone. “I’ll find you a sexy maid’s outfit to wear and you can prance around in it all week long servicing me.”

If there had been tension before, now you could hear a pin drop at the table. I gaped at Claire in shock, but her gaze didn’t waver, perhaps she was expecting me to back down from the challenge and look like a coward. Everyone else was watching me, waiting to hear my answer. Well, I didn’t really have a choice did I? I wasn’t going to back down in front of my friends. Besides, she hadn’t won a hand all night and I hadn’t lost. What was the risk really?

Pride goes before a fall, I should have remembered that saying.

A more suspicious person than me, or at least one who’d drank less beers, might have realized that they had been played, that my victories tonight had been a little too easy. Claire is actually a pretty good poker player, she doesn’t take risks and she plays her hand with an eye on the odds.

Everyone was eager to play the next round and I think a few of them were rather hoping I would lose, just to pay me back for all the smack talk that evening. I drew a poor hand, so I did the only thing I could, I bluffed. It didn’t work. Either Claire knew me too well or she was just that confident of her hand. 

My loss was greeted with a round of laughter from everyone else at the table. Claire didn’t laugh though. My wife just sat there with a satisfied smile on her face as I stared at my miserable hand trying to process what exactly had just happened.

“I’m going to enjoy having you serving as my maid this week.” She said, her grin getting bigger and bigger. “Oh and don’t forget honey, we have that party next Saturday. We’ll see you all there of course?” She addressed that last question to my friends around the table.

There was an immediate chorus of assent. I looked around the table at my friends. Lorri and Rennatta had the decency to look a bit embarrassed about the whole thing, but  Dillan and Frazier could barely stop from sniggering, no doubt picturing me in the maid’s outfit. I had thought this would be a mostly private humiliation, but clearly my wife had other ideas. Still a bet is a bet, and I’d look even worse of I backed out now.

*     *     *     *     *

My mind churned as I drove the car home. I couldn’t quite get to grips with what had happened that evening. There had to be some way out of it. If the challenge hadn’t been issued in front of my friends I could just offer to do something else instead. And the maid thing, it wouldn’t be so bad just for my wife. But this party at the weekend, maybe I could feel sick?

Claire didn’t say a word for the first fifteen or so minutes of the drive, she just kept glancing over at me and grinning. I could tell that she could barely contain her satisfaction at how things had turned out, making me suspicious she had been planning this for a while. It made me nervous, her constant appraising looks but my discomfort just seemed to amuse her even more. Finally though, when I was stopped at a red light, she spoke.

“Don’t pretend you won’t enjoy it.” Her voice was so soft that at first I thought I’d misheard her. I risked a glance in her direction, but she was staring straight ahead ahead through the windshield. “I know you like the idea of dressing up like a girl. A sissy, isn’t that what they call it?”

There was a sick feeling forming in the pit of my stomach. I stared at her, how did she know about that? She turned to look at me before speaking again, her eyes hard.

“I’ve read some of the stories. The ones you printed out and hid in the closet so know one would know. Did it never occur to you that I clean out the closet sometimes?” My mouth hung open and my brain spun, trying to come up with some plausible explanation.  Her eyes bored into me. “I’ve known for years. I kept waiting for you to talk to me about it. I know about the stories, I know about the online chats. I put a keylogger on your machine to see just exactly what you got up to Pansy.”

Hearing her use that name, the name I had only ever used on that one site in my moments of weakness, was like a physical blow. I could feel my heart hammering away in my chest. At the same time as I felt the panic building inside me, there were other feelings stirring.

She reached out, almost casually, and placed her hand over my crotch. I wasn’t hard, not yet, but my cock was swelling. Her hand squeezed gently, as though she was judging my body’s reaction to her words.

“You’re going to love being my sissy servant for a week. Admit it, the idea excites you.” I moaned softly, my cock hardening against her hand as she spoke. “I’m going to turn you into the sissy slut you’ve always wanted to be, and on Saturday I’ll let everyone see it.”

I just stared at her, my mouth hanging open. Her hand moved ever so gently on my cock, teasing it harder. There was an angry horn blare from the car behind and I blinked, jerking my eyes forward.

“The light’s green.” Claire smirked at me. “Pay attention Pansy.”

*     *     *     *     *

Claire didn’t speak again for the rest of the drive home. She kept her hand pressed lightly against my crotch, but she didn’t move it, almost as though she was taunting me for my body’s betrayal. It was hard to keep my eyes on the road. She was right of course about all of it. I thought I’d hid the stories so she wouldn’t find them, keeping them off the computer in case she snooped. It never occurred to me she’d use something like a keylogger to track everything I did.

I’d had a… fondness for girls clothing, the more feminine the better, since my teenage years, but it wasn’t something I’d ever acknowledged publicly or with any girlfriends. I was too scared of their reaction. It was only more recently that I’d discovered the subcultures online and my fantasies had flourished, my kink deepened. And how could I admit the things I know fantasized about to my beautiful wife.

I should have told her, my secrets had angered her and I was going to pay the price. I was also going to find out just exactly how all my friends would react to the truth. So we entered the house in silence and I shut the door to the outside world, eager to go to bed and maybe sleep off this bad dream. Claire had other ideas.

“Strip off.” She instructed me, the moment my hand left the door handle. “Don’t dawdle. You have work tomorrow, so we need to get you ready tonight.” There was a sharpness to her voice that hadn’t been there previously.

The sudden change of tone confused me but my hand started unbuttoning my shirt without me really thinking about it. The truth is I usually do what Claire wants, it’s just easier and the habit has become ingrained even when what she wants doesn’t make sense to me. What did she mean about work, the bet was private surely? Well, apart from Saturday. I paused, my shirt half untucked, looking at her, trying to figure out what her new game was.

“Come on now, you’re not going to welch on the bet are you? Our friends will be sooo disappointed.” Her tone was teasing but there was steel in her eyes. Scowling back at her, I pulled off my shirt and unbuckled my belt. I’d made the bet, I’d honor the bet, I wasn’t going to be cowed by her.

“Better.” She nodded, watching me. “We need to get those hairy legs of yours shaved. I have the perfect outfit in mind for a nice smooth sissy to wear.”

I wasn’t expecting that, but I had to admit that it would be less embarrassing to be dressed like a woman if I didn’t look like a hairy ape, so I continued to undress, pulling down my pants as she simply stood and watched me. It is oddly unnerving to be watched like that. Claire’s lips curved in amusement when I pulled down my briefs and my, still hard, dick sprang free. It didn’t matter what I said, so long as my body was reacting like that.

“If you don’t find a way to control that thing or everyone will know just how much you enjoy this bet. Imagine how embarrassing that will be.” She giggled.”Now, go take a shower. I want you to shave your arms and legs so that you’re smooth like the sissy you’ve always dreamed of being. I’m sure you’ve read how to do that haven’t you?” Her tone was mocking and I felt my face flush but I could hardly deny the truth, not with all the evidence she had.

Taking a shower gave me an excuse to get out of the hall and away from her knowing gaze. Standing naked in front of my fully clothed wife in the most public room of my house had me feeling incredibly vulnerable. It occurred to me that by accepting this bet I had surrendered some control to her that I might never be able to get back. I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. It was an exciting, but scary thought.

This bet could fundamentally change my marriage, and the reason was she was right, I was enjoying it. Ever since the first time I had read a story about a sissy I was hooked. Fifteen years of fantasy and masturbation were all being realized for me. And she had given me the perfect excuse. My friends would just think I was honoring a bet. They’d laugh of course, maybe play along a bit, but they wouldn’t think differently of me. I was completely safe. Wasn’t I? Why were my hands trembling? Was I fooling myself?

The shower was relaxing, the hot water calmed my body and eased my mind. I followed Claire’s instructions to the letter, it never occurred to me not to, and emerged clean and shaved with all body hair removed and smelling of lavender from the lotion I had applied afterwards. Applying the lotion had been an oddly sensual experience, my legs had never felt this smooth before and my skin tingled at my touch.

Claire was waiting for me in the bedroom, arms crossed, pushing her chest up and out. My eyes went to it instinctively and she rolled her eyes at my one track mind. 

“Let me see.” She said and I obediently dropped the towel, exposing my still damp body for her inspection.

I have been naked around my wife many times of course, but it never felt like this. I’ve never felt so exposed as I did while her eyes slowly roamed across every inch of my body before lingering on my still hard cock. She glanced up at me, her lips twitching into a smirk.

“You’re still enjoying yourself I see.” She teased. “Don’t forget, you’re mine this week, so no touching that thing without permission.” She laughed as I groaned.

.

“Do you want to see your outfit for the week? I picked it out specially.” She asked. I nodded, not trusting my voice. I was both dreading and eager to see it, but I didn’t want to give Claire even more ammunition.  She just nodded, her eyes on my face and an expression that made me feel she knew exactly what I was thinking.

She gestured towards the bed and I looked at a tiny pile of silky material. As threatened the tiny pile of clothing was very frilly and some of it was pink. Claire just stood watching, that self-satisfied grin on her face as I walked slowly to the bed and reached out a hand to pick up the skimpy items. I glanced at her uncertainly, would these even cover me at all, but she made an impatient gesture so I began to dress.

For all my reading and fantasizing, I had never actually worn women’s underwear before. I had been too scared of discovery to even try on my wife’s or girlfriend’s. So it took me a while to figure stuff out. I knew enough to start with the stockings. It gave me a thrill to slide them up my now smooth legs and Claire snorted as my cock twitched with excitement. She didn’t offer any help though, clearly enjoying my embarrassment and her eyes never left me the whole time. 

After the stockings came the suspenders and then the panties, the pink lacy panties. My cock was rigid by this point and drooling pre-cum. I had a hard time stuffing it inside the tiny pink garment, which made my wife giggle.

“If you walk around like that everyone will know what a sissy you are.” She commented. I blushed, but it did nothing to reduce my excitement.

There was a pink bra to match my new panties and Claire had even provided breast forms. How long had she be planning this to have such an outfit ready? I fumbled with them for a while, before finally figuring out how to work the clasp. By this point, Claire was actually laughing at me. My cheeks got redder and redder but that just seemed to make my predicament funnier for her.

The last item on the bed was the uniform itself, it was a “classic” french maid’s outfit, low cut on the top but short at the bottom. The bra and breast forms gave me a cleavage and it came down just far enough to hide my panties. Just.

Finally dressed I turned to face my wife, and she gestured me towards the bedroom mirror, a full length thing on the back of the door.

I approached it nervously, not at all sure I was ready for what I would see. The face that greeted me was familiar, if unusually red cheeked. Without either makeup or a wig I didn’t look anything like a woman. I looked like a man in drag. I looked like a particularly slutty sissy. The skimpy uniform I was wearing concealed nothing, certainly not the obscene bulge underneath it. 

My wife, who had remained silent this entire time, couldn’t hold it in any longer, bursting into a fit of giggles. “Oh my god!” She laughed, gasping for breath. “You look like some horny transsexual hooker.” My cheeks burned hot with humiliation as my wife laughed almost to tears.

“Come here.” She instructed me. “Pay attention, I’m not going to do this for you every day. You’re the maid, not me.” 

She sat me down at her vanity, in front of the mirror and carefully applied my makeup. Right in front of my eyes she transformed my face to something much more feminine, and sexual. My lips were painted with bright red lipstick, eye shadow and blush changed the contours of my face. Claire doesn’t wear much makeup herself, certainly nothing like the stuff she was applying to my face. I watched, careful to remain still, realizing that it only added to the effect of my dressing, making me look even more like some sissy whore.

After dabbing my lips with a tissue she stepped back, cocking her head as she looked at me critically.

“Yes. That seems about right.” She giggled again. “Just a one more thing for tonight and then you need to get off to bed.”

She turned and walked away, leaving me sitting staring at myself in the mirror in my maid’s uniform, my cock pressed against the tight panties. When she returned she was holding a blonde wig.

“I picked this up weeks ago.” She commented  as she placed it over my head and began to adjust it. “I just knew I’d get the opportunity to put it on you one day and now you’re my sissy maid.” I shivered at her words, my cock twitching and leaking pre-cum into my pink panties.

The platinum blonde wig really was the final touch. I didn’t look stylish and elegant like Claire did when she dressed up for an evening out. I looked cheap and desperate for attention. An over-sexualized parody of a woman. Was she really going to make me wear this in front of other people. Did I want her to make me?

“We’d better not let you out in public like that.” Claire giggled, leaning against me from behind, her breasts against my back. “You’ll be taking money for blow jobs before you reach the end of the street.”

I opened my mouth to protest that I wasn’t gay, but a look in the mirror silenced me.  I really did look like some cheap hooker. I, respectable professional that I was, had never ever thought of sucking some man’s dick for money, but the slut in the mirror probably did it three times a night. I moaned, trembling with humiliation and excitement.

“Oh I’m going to have so much fun this week.” Claire’s hot breath tickled my ear. “Now off to bed Pansy. You have work in the morning”

*     *     *     *     *

It was a long uncomfortable night, the first of several that week. After making me carefully remove most of my clothing and wash off my face, Claire had me climb into bed wearing my pink panties and bra. My cock remained rigid, contained within the sexy material, but Claire flat our refused to touch me and made it very clear that I’d better not touch myself either.

“You’d better not make a mess in your panties. There’s already a wet spot.” Was her last comment before turning over and going to sleep.

So I lay there, horny and frustrated, my brain a blur of images from the evening’s events.  Claire was right next to me, her gorgeous body in sight yet out of reach. I wanted her so badly right then and yet, part of me wanted this more. I was finally able to drift off and the morning came far too soon, along with a morning erection that reminded me immediately of what I was wearing.

But I had no time to savor it and would probably not have been allowed to anyway. I hurriedly climbed out of bed getting ready to strip the sexy clothing off and change into my work clothes. Claire rolled over in bed and blinked sleepily.

“I’ll have a coffee before you take your shower.” She murmured her voice husky with sleep. I stared at her in surprise, had she forgotten I  had work to go to? I needed to get going.  “Unless you’re bailing on our agreement already” The steel returned to her voice.

I sighed but knew better than to argue with her, Claire clearly intended to make the most out of this bet. I was her maid for the week. So I hurried to the kitchen and packed myself a lunch while I was preparing her coffee, trying to minimize the delay. When I returned to the bedroom she was sitting up in bed waiting.

“Very good Pansy.” She said after taking a sip of the coffee. “Just how I like it. You may shower now.”

“Are you going to call me that all the time?” I asked. She grinned.

“Yes. You’re my Sissy Maid Pansy.” I felt my cheeks redden again and hurriedly stripped off the panties and bra clothing before going for my shower. “You’ll be picking those up you know.” Claire said cooly. “I expect the laundry to be done and put away every day.”

It didn’t stop with the laundry, the moment I walked in the door from work Claire was there demanding I strip off and get in my maid’s outfit. She had even purchased some high heels for me to wear and she made me practice walking up and down the living room in them.

“Very good Pansy, wiggle your ass as you walk. You know why they call them fuck me heels don’t you?” She teased me. Once I realized she expected me to dress like this all the time at home I protested, but she didn’t even let me finish my complaints though. Reminding me yet again that I’d made the bet and needed to live with it.

“But what if someone sees?” I whined, can’t we at least shut the curtains.

“What if somebody does see? What if our neighbors look through the window and see you all dressed up like a sissy maid? How would that make you feel?” She asked, moving closer to me, her hand resting over my engorged cock. “I think we both know how that idea makes you feel. Would you like me to just call them over now and show off my panty wearing husband? What happens to the sissy bitches in your stories when they get found out? Is that what you want to happen to you?”

I groaned, my hips pushed forward pressing my crotch against her hand, my brain fogged with arousal. She laughed and walked away, leaving me panting. “Make the dinner and when you’re finished clean up the kitchen Pansy.”

Once I had finished all of my chores I came through to the living room ready to relax and watch some tv. Claire was on the sofa her head buried in a book, but she looked up as I entered. “All done?” She asked and I nodded. “Excellent, come over here and get on your knees.”

I obeyed, wondering what new form of torture she had come up with. She didn’t say a word, waiting silently until I was kneeling at her feet, then she slowly spread her legs apart before leaning back on the sofa and reading her book.

I stared up her skirt to her exposed and naked pussy. I glanced up at her, but she wasn’t even looking at me, completely absorbed in her book. What did she want me to do? She wasn’t saying but the answer seemed quite clear. I leant forward and gently ran my tongue around the lips of her sex, waiting for her reaction. Placing my hands on her thighs to get closer, I felt the muscles tense at my touch, but still she said nothing so I continued, running my tongue around and along her lips, then sliding my hands along her inner thighs. She moved her legs wider apart, inviting me in, with my thumbs I spread her pussy lips apart.

She was glistening, already wet with excitement or anticipation. I worked my tongue slowly up and down her pussy lips and then directly against her clit. Finally I got a reaction, just a brief inhaled breath, but I knew it was working so I continued to lick and pleasure her, my tongue moving in leisurely strokes against her clit. After several minutes of this she used one hand to press my face tighter against her mound, then wrapped her legs around my back forcing me against her cunt. Her body was moving now, writhing against me, coating my face with her juices. She still wasn’t speaking but her moans became steadily louder, filling the room as her body reacted to my touch. Her breathing ragged, her whole body began to shake as orgasm overtook her. Familiar with my wife’s body, I knew to ease up as she peaked, that her clit would be oh so sensitive. Finally she released me and I kneeled up again looking at her, my cock rock hard, her juices drying on my lips, waiting for some praise.

After a moment she sat up, smoothing her skirt down, chest still her cheeks flushed. “Don’t forget to practice your makeup before bedtime.” Was the only thing she said before standing and leaving the room.

It’s hard to describe the feeling of kneeling there, dismissed, essentially used as a sex object and discarded. I knew I had done what she wanted, but she did not give me even the faintest of praise. I was just her maid. If Claire wanted to signal that my needs did not matter, for this week at least, she could not have found a better way to do it.

This routine was repeated night after night as Saturday approached. I was denied any relief or release, expected to perform all my maid duties, including pleasuring Claire orally every night, and practice all my ‘sissy skills’ as she called them. Claire never specified what the punishment for disobedience would be and oddly enough it never occurred to me to say no. Because the inescapable reality was that I was enjoying it, no matter how much it tormented me.

*     *     *     *     *

I was beyond nervous on Saturday night. I spent the day in alternating fits of bowel churning terror and fascinated horror. It was going to be a disaster, humiliation beyond anything I’d experienced. I would never live it down. And yet… the stories, Claire’s teasing. There was a core of truth to her claim that I wanted this. I did, but could I live with the consequences?

Claire had me spend most of the morning cleaning the house in preparation for the party and then the afternoon was given over to preparing me. Showering and shaving, getting dressed in my full maid costume, putting on my makeup and hair, by 7 o’clock I had completely inhabited my Pansy persona. Think of it like a role, I told myself. You’re acting, it’s just a bet. Everyone knows that. At least I hoped they did but Claire had been very coy about exactly who she had invited to her party.

“You look the perfect sissy maid.” Claire complimented me, at least I think it was a compliment. “Our guests should be arriving shortly, go and stand by the door.”

That was a surprise I hadn’t fully understood my role in tonight’s activities. I wasn’t a guest or a host, I was just the maid. So there I stood, at the door, shifting from foot to foot in my high heels and waiting for the doorbell to ring. I probably wasn’t there for very long but it felt like hours. When the door did finally ring I steeled myself and pulled it open, plastering a fake smile on my heavily made up face. I was greeted by a feminine giggle as Rose, one of Claire’s oldest friends saw me fully dressed up.

“You really went through with it then.” Was all she said as she walked past me into the house.

She was the first of many guests to arrive and to my shock it wasn’t just Claire’s friends who had been invited. Frazier, Dillan, Rennatta and Lori all arrived and handed off their coats to me with either a sheepish grin or outright laughter. If that wasn’t bad enough several people from work showed up complete with their plus ones. My cheeks were so red by the time the twentieth and final set of guests arrived that I could probably be seen glowing from space.

To try and take my mind off things I hurried through to the kitchen and picked up a plate of snacks to offer to people. Claire had instructed me to circulate the room and make myself available to see to people’s needs. While I had to admit that’s what a real maid would do I was pretty sure she just wanted to make sure everyone got a good look at me.

And they did.

It was awkward at first. I was deeply embarrassed by my clothing and people didn’t know what to say or where to look. So everyone fell back on the familiar guest/servant relationship and I spent most of the first half our walking in and out of the kitchen fetching drinks for people. It was Rose who finally broke the ice.

“He’s really mastered walking in high heels.” She commented to Claire, loud enough for a host of other people to hear.

“Pansy has been practicing all week.” Claire smiled and the revelation of my sissy name caused a round of laughter. Perhaps emboldened by this, Claire walked over to me and slapped me on the ass. “Be a dear and fetch me another.” She said. I scurried off, the blush now spreading down my neck.

From then on it seemed like everyone was patting my rear or running their hands over me. I had ceased to be a friend or colleague and was now just the anonymous help who could be treated however they choosed. It was deeply humiliating but even worse it was turning me on. I tried, I tried so hard, but I couldn’t help myself. As the groping and fondling continued my traitorous cock sprang to life and in my skimpy attire it was obvious to everyone. Soon the groping wasn’t confined to my ass as the women grabbed at my crotch, some of them right in front of their partners.

By this point I was blushing so hard that beads of sweat had formed on my brow and my cock was pressed hard against my bulging panties. Of course this just egged our guests on even more. The rest of the evening was a blur of lewd comments about my appearance and blatant fondling of my body. Some of the men even got in on the act and at one point I found myself sandwiched between two guys as I tried to go to the kitchen. They pressed up against me from both sides making sure I could feel their hard cocks against me and the one whispered in my ear that I was a “sweet piece of ass.” That was greeted with yet another roar of laughter from the rest of the guests.

Rose, Dillan, Lorri, Frazier and Rennatta were the last to leave and they seemed reluctant to go. Dillan made several off color comments about french maids and this time Lorri didn’t elbow him. 

“Pansy does seem quite the slut.” Was all she said, smirking at me. “I can’t wait for the next poker night.”

“Oh I’m going to poke her.” Claire laughed, winking at our friends as I showed them to the door. I glanced at her in alarm, what did that mean?

By the time they were all gone my ego was in tatters. I had been humiliated, ridiculed and abused to a point where I couldn’t even imagine facing these people again. How on earth I would go to work tomorrow I didn’t know. But Claire had one more surprise for me.

When I returned to the living room relieved that my weak of torture was over she was waiting for me with a small dildo strapped on over her cocktail dress.

“Bend over the sofa.” She said.

“Wait a second honey.” I protested. “The bet is over, the party is done.”

“Oh the bet is over.” She laughed. “But I still have a sissy bitch in my house who needs seeing to. Bend over Pansy. Remember I read those stories and your chats. I know what you really want” She stroked the dildo obscenely as she spoke, mimicking jerking a cock.

I could have said no. I could have walked away or gone to bed. I didn’t though, I did as instructed, bending over the back of the sofa, head down and waiting for what was to come. I bit my lip when I felt her hands on my ass, pulling down my panties. But I didn’t protest. There was a pause as she lubed up her dildo, then I felt the end of it rubbing along the crack of my ass.

“This is what you’ve dreamed of isn’t it sissy boy?” Claire teased. I nodded, too embarrassed to speak. Claire started to push, pressing her cock into my ass. “Maybe I should have invited a couple of the guys to stay.” She teased as the strap-on worked deeper and deeper into my ass.

All I could do was moan, face down, ass up as she began to fuck me. My cock throbbed, pre-cum dripping from it as she thrust in and out.

“Well, there’s always next time.” She said thrusting harder. All I could do was moan and squirm beneath her. “How does it feel to be my slut Pansy?” She panted, jamming her cock deep into me. My cock throbbed, pressed against the sofa.

“Admit it, you’re a cock loving sissy.” She hissed and I grunted with every thrust. She pounded into me again and again, her words driving her harder as much as they were turning me on.

After an evening of teasing and humiliation I couldn’t hold back any longer. I gasped and shuddered, my cock spurting cum onto the sofa. 

“You’ll be cleaning that mess up.” She teased, spanking my ass, her cock still firmly embedded in me. “Don’t forget you still have your nightly duties to perform. Oh, and get your uniform cleaned tomorrow. We’ll be needing it for poker night.”

The bet was over, but my wife’s Sissy Maid was going to be staying.


Also by Mark Adams:

Femdom Fantasies Collection #1 

Cuckolds, cream-pies, strapons and femdom humiliation.

It’s all here in this sizzling compilation of four erotic humiliation stories:

Serving Up My Dirty Little Secret - His wife is determined to tease his dirtiest fantasy out of him. And when she does, she sets out to make it happen. But does he really want her to serve him up a cream-pie? And just how far will she go to make it happen?

Cocksucker - Why does Brenda keep calling him a cocksucker? He’s never done anything with a guy. Okay, maybe he’s thought about it. But everyone does that, right? So why does Brenda offer to let him suck her boyfriend? It’s not like he’s going to…

Begging For It - Daniel’s arrogant treatment of the female students is tamed when he sets his sights one particular girl who isn’t impressed by his charms. She sets out to show him what it’s like to be fucked and used. Before she is finished with him, he is begging for it.

The Taste of Revenge - When his ex stops by for a booty call, he finds himself sinking deeper and deeper into humiliation and fetish. But how far will he let her drag him?

Femdom Fantasies Collection #1 gathers four hot erotic humiliation short stories into one bundle for you to enjoy. The stories include cream-pie humiliation, strap-on humiliation, dubious consent and gay humiliation

*    *    *    *    *

Femdom Fantasies Collection #2 

Four sizzling Femdom erotica stories in one single volume 

1) The Tease - After Tailynn persuades her boyfriend to put on some handcuffs he finds himself teased and denied until he’s ready to agree to just about anything. 

2) I’m Going to Take Your Wife - It’s obvious Mary is hot for Gary and Gary’s wife Stephanie doesn’t seem to mind, but will Mary’s husband admit his true desires and ask Gary to take his wife? 

3) Moment of Weakness - When bratty intern Ashley figures out her bosses’ secret weakness she takes full advantage of it. Soon he finds himself enslaved by her and her dominatrix boots. But what will she do now she has the boss as her pet? 

4) Mistress Eden - Eden is annoyed by constant cybersex requests while chatting online, but one particular request from a chat room regular attracts her attention. She hasn’t dabbled in femdom previously but finds herself tempted. Just how far can she push and humiliate Anthony? 

These stories contain themes of female domination, erotic humiliation, cuckolding and BDSM.

*     *     *     *     *

Panty Lover Collection #1 

Collecting four installments of the Panty Lover series:

1) I Bought Them for You - Kate buys some sexy new panties, but she doesn’t plan on wearing them.

2) A Present for You - Kate has a present delivered for Mark at his work, what could it be?

3) New Panties for Mark - Kate takes Mark shopping for more panties, but what will her friend Amy say?

4) Halloween Panties - Kate takes Mark out to a Halloween party all dressed up.

Available at Amazon from Mark Adams
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Femdom Fantasies #10

He lost the bet,
now he has to put
on the uniform.

Mark Adams






OEBPS/images/image_image-1.jpg





