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FEMDOM MAID

A VERY SHORT EXCERPT

With my hands shaking, I stepped into the maid’s dress and zipped it up. The top was much tighter and just barely held me in with the humongous stuffed bra I was wearing. Lena dabbed some of Claudia’s makeup on me—a little face powder, red lipstick, a dusting of blush, some bronzy eyeshadow—and made me wear a pair of black stilettos that were really tight. Then she spritzed some of Claudia’s perfume on the side of my neck.  

“You should watch porn with her,” Lena said while she brushed out my wig and handled a curler just on the ends. 

Excuse me? I tried not to fidget. “Watch porn,” I repeated dumbly. Why was she teasing me like this?

“Robbie and I watch porn together all the time,” Lena said. “He picks out stuff he likes and I do the same, then we kind of do a marathon viewing together. It’s like the easiest way to get turned on. I mean, who doesn’t get turned on watching porn?”

“What, uh, kind of stuff do you like?” I blurted out, then quickly added, “Mistress?”

Lena didn’t answer at first. Then she just muttered, “Nothing you would know,” and left it at that. Like she thought I was too boring or stupid to get it.  

My stomach was twisting itself into knots. She was acting like she hated my guts but then she was dishing me marriage advice. She was talking about porn and fucking Robbie and me fucking my wife and how much better I looked in a bra and panties. Lena’s beauty was really my curse. It was like I was walking straight into a pit of quicksand but I couldn’t do anything about it. 

When she was done with my hair and I got to look at myself in the mirror I finally got it. What she’d done to me. She’d objectified me, just like I’d objectified her. I wasn’t Shane anymore. I’d become the sexy maid with the big tits and long legs and the slutty high heels, only there to be used or toyed around with. Her maid. 

Lena grabbed one of Claudia’s fluffy robes and tied it around herself. 

Stop, I thought. Take that off. I want to see your body too. 


FEMDOM MAID




CHAPTER 1

“Please…you can’t tell her,” I pleaded.

Our maid, Lena, barely looked up at me from the TV screen. 

“You have sixty seconds, Mrs. Martin,” she said, completely ignoring my plea. She tapped inattentively on her Apple watch, reminding me of the timer she’d set. The unsent message was on her phone, ready to go off to my wife as soon as time was up. Claudia, I thought you deserved to know that Shane is a pervert. 

I shivered at the thought and proceeded to vigorously wipe the cleaner off the stove. I grabbed the old stack of magazines and flyers that had been building up by the fridge. It released a plume of dust straight into my nostrils. 

“Lena…she might come home any second now,” I wheezed. 

The TV went mute. “Do I look like I care?” Lena asked, her voice flat and emotionless. “The more time you spend whining the sooner she’ll find out.”

The TV blared once again, louder this time. I sighed and got back to work, wiping the edge of the countertop. I wasn’t supposed to speak. I was just supposed to be working. My short maid’s skirt swished to and fro while I bent over the counters and moved steadily to get rid of grime and dirt. Once I was done with the right side I gave Lena a secret glance. Dang. If only she wasn’t so hot. Lena had the sort of beauty that played tricks on you and made you make some very bad decisions. She was sprawled out on our couch with her legs up and her small pretty feet dangling off the edge. She had a headband in her curly blonde hair and the only makeup she had on seemed to be a little gloss on the lips. She was wearing a pair of denim overalls that were ripped at the knees and a white tank top underneath. 

What kind of maid wears white to her cleaning gig? Oh, just Lena….because she wasn’t actually doing any of the cleaning. 

Less than two weeks ago, my wife hired Lena off one of our local Facebook groups. We had the money to spend, but more importantly, Claudia thought I was shitty at keeping house, though she didn’t really say ‘shitty’ because she was nice like that. Claudia has always been the breadwinner with her job in tech sales, while I was a freelance writer—or that’s what I liked to say to people. In truth, work had dried up and I was burnt out doing the cold-emailing and networking required to land myself a proper client. So the reality was more that I was a bum who lived off my hardworking wife. 

Claudia decided that Lena would come over to clean for two hours every other day and four hours every weekend. She couldn’t have known that hiring a hot college grad to practically live with me part-time would have…consequences.

On Lena’s second day on the job I was feeling horny. She was making me horny. She always seemed to be braless and her nipples shamelessly poked through the thin tops she wore. That day, she was wearing a top that I could’ve sworn was just a silk handkerchief folded up front and tied up at the back. It barely contained her full Cs. To make matters worse, she was wearing these tiny shorts and was bent over vacuuming the big rug in our living room. I snuck behind the archway of the laundry room—our doorless laundry room connecting directly to the living space was just one of the quirks of our house—and estimated I could cum in less than two minutes if I started right that second, meaning I could finish with a good view of her ass before she was done with that rug. 

I shouldn’t have done it. I know that now. I was being an idiot, but that’s what pretty girls like Lena do to you. They fuck up your thinking. 

I had my hand on my cock and had boldly gravitated right smack in the middle of the archway when Lena abruptly turned around. I froze like a deer in headlights for only a millisecond. Then I started running, past the kitchen, up the stairs, past our home office and into our bedroom. I slammed the door behind me and collapsed on the floor, hiding my face in my hands. 

That was how Lena found me. She just stared at me for a long time, watching me shaking, close to tears and on the verge of a panic attack. I wasn’t the kind of person to take risks. I was—in all honesty—a softie. I was a nice guy, always polite, and especially polite to women. I wasn’t the sort of guy who just brazenly dropped his pants and jerked off to the maid who was essentially working under me. If someone else had told me this story I would’ve said that it was a disgusting abuse of power. 

In the long stretch of silence that day with me on the floor and Lena watching over me, I thought—maybe ridiculously—that she’d forgive me. But she didn’t. She threatened to let my wife know what a pervert I was. And when I begged her that couldn’t happen, she switched gears. The very next day, she brought me one of those sexy maid’s costumes you’d wear to a Halloween party and a wig. Then she ordered me to start doing her job while she supervised me from the couch. 

The moment I agreed to step into that maid’s skirt and put on that wig, our roles were reversed. All her professionalism disappeared and she became a downright bitch to me. 

My wife was now paying Lena a ridiculous amount of money just for me to do the housework…all over again.  

While wiping the last of the kitchen surfaces clean, I nervously flitted a glance at the front door. It was almost eight. Usually at this point, Lena allowed me to change so I could look ‘normal’ when Claudia came home. I was so worried that she would walk in any second now, only to experience the nightmarish vision of her husband dressed in women’s clothes. 

Lena, however, didn’t seem to care today. 

Well, the worst-case scenarios aren’t exactly tipped in my favor, I thought. The worst for Lena was that she could get fired. But for me? I didn’t even want to think about Claudia finding out what I’d done. Knowing her, it was extremely likely that it would put an end to our marriage. 

Of course, Lena didn’t have proof. I tried to tell myself that at first— that I could always claim she was lying. I could just deny it till the end, and it wasn’t like she could whip out video evidence of what I’d done that day. But I knew in my gut I didn’t have the balls to lie my way through what would be a very thorny confrontation with my wife. 

Lena, on the other hand, was an extremely good liar. The contrast between her once-bright and friendly personality and the bitchy attitude she had now was enough evidence of her acting skills. She could definitely play the victim part well if she needed to. 

It was easier—and safer—for me to just submit. 

After all, all she was asking me to do was crossdress and clean for her, right? She was just taking advantage of the situation and of course my stupidity. I wasn’t sure why the maid’s costume was necessary, but I probably guessed she wanted to humiliate me, just like how I’d humiliated her that day. The punishment fit the crime, didn’t it? And yet, I had a sinking feeling that something was different about our arrangement, and there was something different about her. Lena was so smooth, so seductive, it was almost like she’d done it before—to another unsuspecting man who had a lot to lose.

“Your wife is going to be late,” Lena announced, swiping a fingertip off the kitchen counter to check how I’d done. “She texted me an hour ago.”

Relief flooded through me, but then I felt a pang of irritation. Since when did Claudia text Lena instead of me? Needless to say, she loved her. 

I pushed down my maid’s skirt, which had a habit of riding up my thighs. “What time is she coming home?” 

“She won’t be home for dinner. That’s what she said.”

“Okay.”

Lena smiled. 

God. She made me feel so different. So alive.

She knew exactly what she was doing. 

“Let’s go upstairs,” she said.

My eyes widened. “Really?”

“Really. Come on.”

I followed her to my bedroom, feeling flushed and full of adrenaline. But when we got there, she traipsed straight into the bathroom. It was sparkling. Squeaky clean. I’d only spent two hours scrubbing every surface the day before. She pulled up the toilet seat and made a face before going over to the bathtub. “I think you can do better than this, Mrs. Martin,” she said, her voice full of mock encouragement. “Did you use the baking soda?”

I couldn’t have felt more stupid. Did I really think she’d come onto me? “I did,” I said meekly.

“Still dirty,” she said, showing me the fingertip she’d just swiped on the inside of the tub. She grabbed me by my shoulder and pulled on my tight maid’s top, hauling me over to the rim. Then she threw me a sponge. “I’m not going to have your wife thinking I don’t know how to scrub a fucking tub.”

I took a deep breath and started scrubbing at the invisible dirt. 

The doorbell rang. My heart stopped completely for a second, and I thought I might black out. Claudia was here early and I had less than a minute to get out of the uniform and the wig or I would be in some very hot water. I looked at Lena, pleading with my eyes, but she just gave me another one of her sexy little smiles before her gaze traveled down my body. Did she like to see me like this—all helpless and scared? Her gaze fell on my legs and my heart skipped a beat. I hadn’t even realized I was perched at the end of the tub with my legs crossed daintily like a woman…

“Anybody home?”

It took me a second to recognize who it was. Lena’s boyfriend, Robbie. He was a blonde-haired dude who wore earrings on both ears and was about a year younger than her—and obviously unemployed. The last time he’d come over they’d ended up having sex on the couch underneath a blanket while I broke my back scrubbing the kitchen floor right next to them. 

“We’re up heeeere!” Lena sang.

Robbie walked into the bathroom a minute later. I was still sitting on the tub, but my hand was trembling as I held onto the sponge. 

“Looking hot today, Mrs. Martin,” Robbie said, licking his lips wickedly while he took me in. Then he laughed, and of course Lena laughed too. 

This is my house, I thought bitterly, though I couldn’t help blushing. They’re in my property doing whatever the hell they want to right under my nose and they still don’t give a fuck. 

They started making out in front of me. Robbie yanked down the straps of Lena’s overalls and the next thing I knew, her breasts were being coddled and massaged by Robbie’s hungry fingers. I felt my insides quiver a little with excitement. 

Good god, I thought. what wouldn’t I do to make that beautiful creature hold me…touch me…kiss me?

I couldn’t let Lena know how much I wanted her, though. I was still being punished for what I’d done earlier, and there was a part of me that wanted to prove to her I didn’t just see her as a sex object. As ridiculous as it sounded, I still wanted to gain our maid’s respect. Maybe—over time—she could see I was a good dude and we didn’t need to resort to sketchy tactics.

“Are you having nasty thoughts about my boyfriend?” Lena said. “You are, aren’t you!” She threw a disgusted look at me and turned to Robbie. “Let’s get out of here.”

Robbie laughed and hurried toward me. With one easy move he pushed me into the tub. I squeaked like an outraged cat and he just started laughing even harder. 

So much for respect…

I could hear them making out again. The mattress springs groaned as they fell onto my bed and got ready for a round of passionate fucking. 

Depressed, I hauled myself out of the tub and went back to cleaning. 


CHAPTER 2

That night, my wife told me the worst news possible. 

She was going to leave for a one-day business trip. 

“We have a new opportunity to pitch at a multinational,” she said, tap-tapping on her phone to someone on her team. “If I pull this through it could mean a big bonus for us. We could go take a vacation in Thailand or something.”

“But do you have to go?” I asked. All I could think of was Lena having me all to herself without the threat of Claudia coming home. I’d have to do a fuckton of housekeeping and…and what else? I almost shuddered to think what Lena would do to me.  

“Babe,” Claudia said, looking a little surprised. “Are you worried about something? You know you can tell me.”

That was one of my wife’s favorite phrases. You know you can tell me anything! It was also a big fat lie. It was almost funny how open-minded Claudia thought she was, when she had a hissy fit the one time she thought I was talking to an ex behind her back (I wasn’t, and I’m still not sure to this day how she even got the idea). 

“If it makes you feel better,” Claudia continued. “I told Lena she can do a little deep cleaning while I’m away. It’ll be a full day gig for her—wash the curtains, get the garage organized, that sort of thing. I love going away just to come back to a clean house.” Her attention wavered for a split-second as her phone beeped. “Oh, and she said her boyfriend wouldn’t mind coming over to help her out, and I agreed because they could get double the work done. If you want him to do a few errands like get you lunch or something I’m sure they wouldn’t mind.” 

“I don’t know,” I said sulkily, feeling like a kid who’d had his lollipop taken away and stomped on. “I kind of wanted to have the house to myself.”

“And do what?” Claudia asked, sharply this time. “You always have the house to yourself, Shane.” She stood up and yawned. “I think I’m going to call it a night. Tomorrow’s going to be a long day. You coming, babe?”

“Yeah,” I muttered. 

It was going to be a heck of a long day, alright. 

***

Lena came over at ten the next morning, singing under her breath. She was wearing a pink tank top and gray sweatpants that looked like they were three sizes too big. She still looked amazing.

She whistled when she saw me. Wanting to get off on the right foot, I was already dressed in my maid’s uniform and had fixed up my wig. 

“Hello, Mrs. Martin,” she said, her eyes still transfixed on my legs. “Did Claudia have a good flight?”

“Yes,” I said. “She’s in her hotel room now. Resting for an hour or so before they travel for the pitch.”

“Great. I hope you’re ready for a good day of deep cleaning,” Lena said, stepping past me into the living room.  

“Where’s Robbie? Isn’t he coming to help?”

Lena turned around and slapped her hand down hard on my mouth. An instant surge of electricity shot through me, making every hair on my body stand on edge. She was touching me. Her soft palm smelled sweet, like one of Claudia’s really nice hand creams. 

I tried to speak, wondering what I’d done to cause an outburst so quickly but I was drowning in those big pretty eyes.

“Look,” Lena said, her face coming so close to me her lips were almost touching my cheek. “First of all, I’m not Lena to you. Not today. I’m Mistress, and that’s what you’ll call me. Second of all, questions get directed from me to you, not the other way around. Do you understand what I’m saying? This isn’t a game, Mrs. Martin. I mean business.”

Cold shivers ran through me. What the hell was going on? Did Lena want to turn this into something sexual? 

“Well?”

“I understand, Mistress,” I mumbled into her mouth, feeling the top of my lip start to sweat.  

“Good. Very good,” Lena said. Then she looked at me sternly. “Why do you care so much about my boyfriend? Do you need a cock to look at?”

The way she’d said ‘cock’ had mine rustling inside my panties. “No, n-not at all, Mistress,” I stuttered.

She gave me a hard look and then she was staring at my legs again. I felt them go all wobbly and for a second I thought I’d lose my balance. 

“I want you to strip.”

What? 

“Lena, why are you…” I started, and this time she straight up slapped me on the mouth to get me to stop speaking. 

“I hope you don’t have memory loss, pea brain, because that’s going to make things a lot harder for me here. What did I just say?”

By that time I was already imagining it. Stripping down and showing Lena my body. My cheeks got hot. I had no doubt she would make fun of it. I wasn’t all that attractive, and didn’t have any muscles to speak of. I was a lot more than a little out of shape. 

And oh god—what if she wanted me to strip strip? As in…bare it all?

“We can start with the dress.”

Jesus. She really did mean it all. 

She had to be getting some kind of sexual satisfaction out of this, I thought. Why else would she be doing this? I couldn’t deny that I was excited about that. Did she like dominating me? For a second I had the ludicrous thought of fapping to the fantasy of Lena tormenting and humiliating me. But why the fuck would I—when it was actually happening to me today?

Standing right under the AC vents, I shivered. “Right here…Mistress?” 

Lena considered this. “We can go to your room.”

In the bedroom, Lena just stood there again, arms crossed, leaning back with one knee up and one foot resting on the wall. I pulled all my hair to the front—the wig she had me put on was blonde and ridiculously shiny—and put my arms behind me to get to the zipper. I had the sudden, startling sense that we were alone. Completely alone, our bodies just inches away from each other. She had the whole day to do anything  she wanted and nothing was really going to stop her.

I was completely at my hot maid’s mercy.  


CHAPTER 3

Under Lena’s gaze, I felt the warm buzz of desire spread down my body and pool downwards into my groin. I took a deep breath and tugged at the zipper. I got naked as if I was in a trance. First the braless dress slipped down my legs, and then, eventually, so did the matching black panties I was wearing underneath.  

I covered up my crotch with both hands and looked at Lena expectantly. She’d caught a better glimpse of my cock this time—there was no doubt about that. Did she like what she saw? 

Silently, she made me follow her to the bathroom again, where she started going through the drawers. She found a tube of Claudia’s dark red lipstick, applied it, and then stepped back to admire herself. And I was still there naked, watching her go through my wife’s things like they were her own. 

A minute later she tossed something my way. It was a half-used tube of Veet.

“Do you know what that is?” Lena asked. 

I was trying to hide my crotch again with one arm. “Uh, it’s hair removal cream, Mistress.”

“Do you know how to use it?”

I swallowed. “I could figure it out, I’m sure.”

“Go for it, then,” Lena said. 

“How…” I started, not exactly sure what to do next. Did she want me to get rid of my hair everywhere? Why? What was she getting out of it? What would I tell Claudia once she was back?

Lena must’ve read my thoughts, because she said, “Use your wife’s razor for the more sensitive parts. The Veet can go on your arms, legs, and underarms. I want everything clean, back and front. No questions.” She slipped a shower cap over my wig and pointed to the walk-in shower. “I think it’s best if you do less thinking and more doing.”

Slowly, I went past her and into the shower. I had the weird feeling she was looking at my ass. I even got the feeling she might reach out and spank it. But she didn’t. Was I disappointed? Of course I was. Other than those glorious few seconds she had her hand clamped onto my mouth, Lena had refused to touch me. This whole thing was fucking strange. I couldn’t tell if she was disgusted by me or attracted to me. 

I let the hot water soak over me and pinched my nose as the pungent smell of the hair remover took over the shower. I tried to get rid of my leg hair with a steady hand, but my fingers were shaking. I could hear Lena pissing behind me, but with the steam of the shower I couldn’t see anything. Less thinking, more doing. I refused to look at the clumps of my hair trailing down the drain. Once I was done with my armpits, legs, and arms, I picked up Claudia’s razor that was hanging off the shower caddy. With it I finished the hair removal job, making sure to groom my crack and balls as well as I could.

When I stepped out, Lena wasn’t there. I toweled myself off and wrapped the towel around myself. I could hear Lena singing under her breath from my wife’s walk-in closet. 

She was holding one of Claudia’s bras. It was a purple push-up one that had those humongous cushiony cups.

“Do you fuck her while she wears this?” Lena asked, not looking at me. 

I was stunned by the question, though of course I shouldn’t have been. Lena was definitely breaking the ice today. 

I cleared my throat. “Not that particular one, no, Mistress. If I remember correctly.”

“So you’ve fucked her while she wears a bra?”

“I have, Mistress.”

“What’s the kinkiest thing you’ve ever done with her?”

I had to pause and think. “Claudia’s not really the kinky type, Mistress. We had sex with the balcony door open while on vacation in Greece. But we didn’t realize it until after the fact…”

“Holy shit,” Lena said, rolling her eyes. “No wonder Claudia looks like a bee stung her all the time. She needs someone to give her a good pounding.”

“We…we don’t have sex that often anymore,” I admitted. “She’s always wiped out when she comes home. It’s like she’s married to her work.”

“She’s a workaholic, huh?” Lena said, and for once I thought her face softened. 

“Yeah.”

She motioned to me to get rid of the towel, and I did, somehow now feeling more comfortable in front of her. She slipped the purple bra through my arms and fixed the hooks from the back. I was so fucking happy she was touching me again that I didn’t care what she was doing. She filled out the cups with two pairs of Claudia’s stockings. Then she stepped back to inspect her work.

“I mean,” she said absent-mindedly. “If you’re not happy anymore, why are you still married to her?”

I didn’t have an answer. “It’s not that easy. I still love her. And she loves me. She works hard for both of us.”

Lena tossed me the matching pair of panties.

“I think you’re a kinky person, Shane Martin,” she said while I put them on. “Aren’t you?”

I felt my face grow as hot as a furnace. 

“I think you wanted to get caught that day,” she accused me, dropping down her sweatpants and exposing her panties. She took one of Claudia’s skirts—an old one I hadn’t seen her wear in years—and shrugged them on. “I saw you looking at me. Trying so hard not to cross the line, but you just couldn’t control yourself, could you?  Some sick part of you wanted me to see your pathetic excited little cock as you jerked yourself off.”

That wasn’t the exact truth, but my throat had gone dry and I didn’t really care to correct her. Looking for something to do while she hooked and zipped up my wife’s skirt, I went to secure the rest of my maid’s uniform, which was draped over one of the closet chairs. 

Lena stopped me. 

I looked down to see where she’d touched my arm, and I shivered all over again.  

“No. This is all you’ll be wearing today,” she said. 

My mouth gaped open. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. 

Lena looked up and down my lingerie-clad body with a sly little grin. My hairless body. “You’re much better to look at this way.”

Something sprang to life inside me when she said that. 

Fuck me. That was hot. 

Lena let go of me and giggled. I felt myself melt to the floor. She was joking. Of course she was joking. With my hands shaking, I stepped into the maid’s dress and zipped it up. The top was much tighter and just barely held me in with the humongous stuffed bra I was wearing. Lena dabbed some of Claudia’s makeup on me—a little face powder, red lipstick, a dusting of blush, some bronzy eyeshadow—and made me wear a pair of black stilettos that were really tight. Then she spritzed some of Claudia’s perfume on the side of my neck.  

“You should watch porn with her,” Lena said, while she brushed out my wig and handled a curler just on the ends. 

Excuse me? I tried not to fidget. “Watch porn,” I repeated dumbly. Why was she teasing me like this?

“Robbie and I watch porn together all the time,” Lena said. “He picks out stuff he likes and I do the same, then we kind of do a marathon viewing together. It’s like the easiest way to get turned on. I mean, who doesn’t get turned on watching porn?”

“What, uh, kind of stuff do you like?” I blurted out, then quickly added, “Mistress?”

Lena didn’t answer at first. Then she just muttered, “Nothing you would know,” and left it at that. Like she thought I was too boring or stupid to get it.  

My stomach was twisting itself into knots. She was acting like she hated my guts but then she was dishing me marriage advice. She was talking about porn and fucking Robbie and me fucking my wife and how much better I looked in a bra and panties. Lena’s beauty was really my curse. It was like I was walking straight into a pit of quicksand but I couldn’t do anything about it. 

When she was done with my hair and I got to look at myself in the mirror I finally got it. What she’d done to me. She’d objectified me, just like I’d objectified her. I wasn’t Shane anymore. I’d become the sexy maid with the big tits and long legs and the slutty high heels, only there to be used or toyed around with. Her maid. 

Lena grabbed one of Claudia’s fluffy robes and tied it around herself. 

Stop, I thought. Take that off. I want to see your body too. 

But our playtime was over. 

“Time for your chores, Mrs. Martin,” Lena said. She started the dreaded timer on her watch. “Washing curtains takes longer than you think, so you’re going to get started on that first. Hurry the fuck up. You’ve got a lot to do.”

As we walked downstairs—more like Lena walked and I scraped along the floor in my heels—I had the distinct feeling that Robbie was never going to come. Lena’s plan was for me to do the work of two people and get rewarded. Nerves fluttered through me as I realized we were just getting started. I was excited, yes, but also anxious. Very anxious.

What else was the day going to hold? 

What else was Lena going to do to me?


CHAPTER 4

For the rest of the afternoon, Lena made herself comfortable on the couch, calling some of her friends and watching Netflix while I got to work. She was back to being bitchy, ignoring me completely other than to yell at me about spots I’d missed or spending too long on a job. 

To make matters worse, I was sweating like hell not even an hour into Lena’s job. My maid’s uniform was hot, my chest felt hot inside the bra, and my wig was overheating. I felt like a freak wearing makeup and heels and just having to act like a woman for Lena, but even more than that, I desperately wanted things to go back to how they were, when she’d teased me and joked around with me and done my hair. 

I needed her to touch me again. 

In the evening, Claudia called and asked me how everything was going. I snuck into the downstairs bathroom and said that everything was perfect. 

“Did Lena and Robbie do the garage yet?”

“Yes they did,” I said. “And um, they washed the curtains and the windows.”

Claudia sounded happy. “You know what, I just remembered something! The kitchen walls are getting a bit musty and they could do with, like, a good wash. Tell Lena to add it to the list. Robbie could do that.”

I almost groaned out loud. “Okay.”

“Just make sure they do a good job,” Claudia said. “And keep an eye on ’em. They look like they could get a little rowdy, you know?” Then she giggled, and I heard someone else giggle in the background. Claudia giggled even harder. 

“You sound drunk,” I said flatly. 

“I’m not drunk,” Claudia said. “I’m having fun. The pitch went so well we’re celebrating.”

“Maybe when you come home we can do a celebration of our own,” I said. 

She giggled again. “I just don’t want them having sex, like, on my bed. Or anywhere else in my house, for that matter. I like the girl but I don’t know much about her boyfriend and he sounds like he could be a little quirky, don’t you think? Shane…you are keeping an eye on them, aren’t you?”

It was like she hadn’t even heard me.

“Yeah, I am,” I mumbled, flicking off a strand of yellow hair that had fallen over my eyes. “Whatever.”

When the call was done I went back to the kitchen and continued mopping up the floor. But I just couldn’t keep my mind on the job. I tried to speed up, worried that Lena would be pissed off at me again and that I’d never be able to repair our relationship. While I was breaking my back, Lena woke up from her nap, switched off the TV, and came to the kitchen. She had the funniest expression on her face, and I could feel her looking at me while I worked. More than looking, actually. Staring. At my thighs and my ass. At my enormous bust. I tried not to be so self-conscious, tried not to feel stupid and ridiculous as I moved around the floor, every one of my movements making me cringe inside. 

“You can take a break from cleaning, sissy,” Lena said. 

I stared up at her. 

“Thank you, Mistress,” I finally said.

“Make me lunch.”

I set the mop aside, washed my hands and opened the fridge, wondering what the heck I could make for Lena. She wasn’t giving me any specific instructions. We had leftover lentil soup from two nights ago, but I wasn’t sure whether she’d like it. I decided on making a ham sandwich with a fruit salad to accompany it.

Lena watched me quietly, leaning against the kitchen counter with her arms crossed as I prepared her meal. Her robe had fallen back and my wife’s short skirt rode up, exposing the pink underwear that matched her tank top.

“Feed me a grape,” she said suddenly. 

I stopped short. I felt my face redden. 

I clumsily reached for a grape but it fell, rolling onto the floor. I laughed awkwardly and reached for another one. Lena opened her mouth. Her lips swallowed my outstretched fingers and then she sucked, slowly, until the grape popped backward into her mouth.

“Another one,” she said.

I fed her a second grape. And then another one. And another one. Each time she just sucked it off my fingers. I was trying hard not to meet Lena’s eyes but it was impossible not to do that when her fierce eyes were challenging me. The feel of her soft wet lips on my hand was turning me into a raging puddle of lust. I wanted her to kiss me all over with her wet pink mouth. I wanted her to be rough with me. I wanted her to rip my dress open. I wanted her to tease me and make me her woman forever. I wanted her. 

When the last grape in the bowl disappeared in her mouth, Lena grabbed me by the shoulders and pushed me down to my knees. She hiked up her skirt and pulled down her panties and the next thing I knew, she was rubbing her swollen red clit.

Someone save me. Please…

Lena stared down at me as she widened her pussy lips with her fingers, showing me her dripping wet vagina. My cock jumped up, aching inside my wife’s tight purple underwear. Holy shit. I need to worship her. 

She pushed my head in between her legs. 

I kissed her, letting my nose savor the soft scratch of her landing strip. Lena sighed. I straightened my neck and kissed the silver piercing on her belly button, then kissed all the way down to her clit again. I started sucking, trying to meet the same intense sexual energy she had as she fed herself off my fingers. My heart was practically beating out of my chest and I trembled underneath the power of her strong legs. 

Lena pulled her skirt up even further and began wiping her juices on my face. She was breathing hard, her hips pushing into me, and then she was moaning. I rubbed my fingers up and down her gaping hole as I pleasured her clit. Smelling her. Drugging myself with her hot scent. When I couldn’t wait any longer, I started finger-fucking her, slurping up the juices that were dribbling out.

“I’ve been watching you all day,” she hissed at me. “I know what you’re doing. Trying to get me to come after you when you’re bending over with that ass on show for me. Following my orders with that slutty skirt on like you’re the world’s most obedient sissy. I’ve seen you in a fucking bra, bitch. Look at your fucking tits. Look at them. Honestly, what did you think would happen to me?” 

My ears turned pink. It was almost shocking how well Lena knew how to push my buttons. 

“Fucking answer me.”

“I didn’t know I was doing that, Mistress. I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to…”

“Answer me like a fucking girl!”

My breath hitched. “Please forgive me, Mistress,” I said, in a quiet, high-pitched voice that made me cringe. “I’m trying. I really want to make you feel good. I want…”

“I don’t care about what you want,” Lena said. I dared to look at her, and her eyes were like black ice. She rammed my head into her pussy again. When she spoke again it was like she was spitting every word out. “Taste me. Taste me like I’m the hottest chick in the fucking world. And don’t even breathe until I’m done.”

You are, I wanted to say. You’re the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen. But I couldn’t speak. I could only lick. 

Lena’s phone rang. The trills echoed in the kitchen, causing me to roll backward. The name flashed across the screen as she took it out of her robe. 

Claudia Martin. 

“Hurry up, sissy,” Lena hissed. 

I snuck my head in between her legs again. But the ringing was making me lose my concentration. I was annoyed at Claudia for ruining a good moment. Why did she have to call Lena now? Of course she wanted to check whether I’d passed her stupid message along. 

The ringing stopped. Then it started again. Damn you, Claudia. I furiously licked Lena and then stuck my tongue inside her pussy, praying that I could make her cum soon. 

Lena reached down and pinched the flesh of my shoulder. I cried out in pain. 

“Don’t drool all over me, idiot!” The sudden anger in her voice was making my blood curdle. “Don’t you know how to eat a girl out? God I wish I could fuck you right now so you’d learn a good lesson. ”


CHAPTER 5

My heart sank to my feet. I licked my lips, trying to think up an apology that could actually work. Lena’s phone was still ringing. I tried to say something but she pushed me off. 

“Fuck off!” she yelled. 

The moment she swiped the phone open to answer Claudia, her personality changed. 

“Everything good?” Claudia’s muffled voice buzzed in our ears.

“Yes, of course,” Lena said sweetly. “I was just sweeping the front porch. We’re making great progress, Mrs. Martin.”

“Great. How about Robbie? What has he done so far?”

“He’s been so helpful.” I tried to get up but her foot slammed onto my stomach, holding me still. “He’s, uh, dusting right now. I can’t wait for you to see the home when you come back, Mrs. Martin.”

“Did Shane tell you about the walls?”

“Walls?” Lena asked, narrowing her eyes at me. 

As the conversation continued I could see her becoming more and more agitated. When Claudia finally hung up a horrible silence filled the air. I didn’t dare move. 

Lena threw her phone on the counter and went through the kitchen cabinets. She took out a big roll of brown packing tape and turned to me. 

“No wonder your wife doesn’t want to fuck you,” Lena said softly. She knelt down and tore the roll open, cutting off a piece with her teeth. 

Time slowed down to nothing as she taped my feet down onto the floor by my ankles. She did the same thing to my wrists, stretching my arms out behind my head. Each solid rrrrrip of that tape with her canines made my insides squirm. The smell of lavender Pine-Sol from the freshly mopped floor was making me feel light-headed.

The fluffy robe fell to the floor beside me, followed by Lena’s pink underwear. Then she squatted down and straddled my face with her asshole practically brushing against my nose and her hands gripping onto my stomach. 

“Fuck you, loser,” she whispered. “I bet you fuck your wife like a sissy faggot. If you can even call it fucking.” Her nails were drumming across my cleavage. I squirmed some more, feeling powerless with my useless limbs as she probed my body like she owned it. She squeezed my breasts in a rush, almost impatiently, like she’d been waiting to do it all day but had painfully held back. Incredibly, it was like she was as enamored with my fake breasts as I was with hers…and it was tripping me up. 

“See, the thing is…” she continued, her horny, sultry voice sending my heartrate through the roof. “You don’t even look like a man to me. You’re just a kinky sissy who wants to wear slutty bras and short skirts. I know that. You don’t have to tell me. The only way you can tempt a girl is if you look all cute in panties and show off that sissy ass of yours.” 

I moaned. I felt so helpless. 

“You know, you suck at licking a girl out but I bet you can give good sloppy blowjobs to a guy with big balls and a big dick,” Lena said. “It’s a good thing I’m going to be teaching you how to please a woman. Consider it a favor from me.”

Her fingers kept clawing at my cleavage, as if she was driven by this insane primal need to use me for some depraved shit that had been hiding inside her head for years. Like my feminized body was so sexy she couldn’t control those urges. Still, I couldn’t help feeling like Franken-freak. After all, she was the one who had created…this…this woman? No. I wasn’t a woman. I was a bitch. Her bitch. A sissy. And I…I liked it. I wanted more of whatever she’d done to me. 

Jesus. What had I become?

“Take a deep breath, sissy. You’ll need it.”

Lena made this scary guttural coughing sound and spat on her hand. With the spit she reached underneath my bra and began rubbing my nipples. Holy shit. No one had ever played with my nipples before. Another moan escaped my throat. I sounded needy. Desperate. 

“How does this feel?” she asked. 

“Amazing, Mistress.” I murmured. “Fuck, what are you doing to me...”

“Make me feel the same way.”

She started bouncing her ass on top of my face. From my vantage point, her thighs looked strong enough to crush me. Each time she whacked onto my face, I tried to take a deep breath. I was high on her natural scent. 

When she sat back on my face again and stayed put, I started licking her furiously. 

“You need to think with your mouth, bitch,” Lena rasped. “Suck my clit like it’s a cock.”

I slowed down and started suckling her hot nub, which was getting wetter by the second. I was sure I was in some kind of fever dream—I really couldn’t be restrained to the kitchen floor and licking my hot maid’s pussy. This was beyond anything I could’ve ever dreamt or fantasized about.

Lena was pinching my nipples now. Each pinch was like an orgasmic electric shock straight to my brain. With my arms outstretched I had the weird feeling my chest was propped unnaturally upward and that was why I was so sensitive. I trembled hopelessly underneath her, drenched in her juices and kept my rhythm. I could feel my cock tenting under my skirt but Lena wasn’t giving it any attention. 

It was like I didn’t even have a cock. 

She suddenly let go of my breasts and turned around, flashing her glorious pussy shot in my face. She spread her thighs wide open and leaned back, resting her head on my groin.  

“Eat my cunt, bitch,” she ordered.

Then she was riding my face hard, and I almost couldn’t breathe, and I felt like I was drowning in the deep sea but I kept going, wanting to not just be good but amazing so she’d never forget me. 

“Oh fuck!” Lena cried out. “Keep doing that! Keep doing that! Don’t fucking stop!”

She climaxed less than ten seconds after that. I didn’t let go of her while she orgasmed, ignoring my numbed jaw and exhausted tongue to keep Mistress happy. Her slippery thighs twitched powerfully while I kept flapping my tongue and sucking her juices off of her. Slowly, eventually…she calmed down and fell silent. The only sounds I could hear then was her soft, sweet breathing and my beating heart. 

Lena stood up and fixed up my dress top before getting rid of the tape binding me to the floor. 

“I’ll have my lunch now,” she said, her face painfully emotionless as she wiped herself with a wad of paper towels and threw the used ones at me. “And then you can go back to cleaning.”


CHAPTER 6

I had to fix more than my dress top after that. After serving Lena’s lunch, I quickly escaped to the bathroom and washed my face and straightened out my wig. I could see how exhausted I looked in the mirror. My body felt like a log…yet I’d never felt so alive. I opened up one of the drawers and found the little travel pouch that Claudia kept stocked whenever we went on mini-vacations. It just had some of her essentials—a small face powder with a separate applicator, a blush kit, a lipstick, and some gloss. 

I studied my pale, makeup-less face. It looked so wrong. 

I applied a little of Claudia’s pink lipstick and rubbed my lips together, then went ahead and patted my T-zone with the powder and brushed some rouge on my cheeks. I finished off with two coatings of the light, clear gloss. I did all this sort of in a daze—not really sure why I was doing it. At least not consciously. But the truth was there and I probably felt it only deep in my bones, and the truth was that I needed to be feminine to make Lena horny. 

I made my way back to the kitchen. Lena was enjoying her lunch. She didn’t talk to me. When she was done and we got back to my chores, she still kept ignoring me. The only time she spoke was to give me orders or to yell at me for something I hadn’t done. Even after everything we’d been through I couldn’t help feeling like a failure. 

What was it going to take? I thought. We still had a whole half-day left. Claudia was going to be back early the next morning, and I hated thinking about that. I just didn’t want our day to end on this weird, cold, passionless note. 

Unfortunately, as the hours slowly but surely ticked by, Lena’s mood spiraled down. By evening she’d uncovered a problem. And it was a big problem. There was just no way I could do everything on Claudia’s list in the time we had left, especially with her adding more stuff in since she’d left. Lena would have to pitch in. 

By eight, she was growing increasingly restless. I tried to do my best, washing, scrubbing, wiping everything she’d told me but we’d barely done half the tasks on her to-do list. I hoped she’d have no choice but to join me. To finish this as a team.

“I’m meeting friends at a bar in an hour,” she finally admitted when we were in one of the upstairs bathrooms. “And we still have so much to do.”

“Sorry to hear that, Mistress,” I said, trying to sound sympathetic. “We could…make something up for Claudia. An excuse.”

“No.” 

I’d known that wasn’t an option deep down too. To do that would be too risky. Claudia would catch on to the fraud that she was, and this time it wouldn’t just be me getting into trouble. 

I got down on my knees and started scrubbing the bottom of the shower glass with my sponge. Lena was by the sink, inspecting what I’d just cleaned. I saw her swipe a fingertip across the bottom of the sink. My heart sank, because her finger was full of dust. “Where did this come from?” she asked, her voice shrill. “I don’t think you’ve done anything right, sissy.” 

I was sure that Lena was on the verge of a panic attack. Did she really think that she could pull it off, with us playing around and having just me do all the work? It reminded me that she was still young. Still naive. I hated seeing her like this. I wanted to do the right thing, make her feel better…but the problem was I didn’t know what the right thing was. Hug her? Kiss her? Console her? Tell her I could somehow find a way to pacify my wife—even if that definitely wasn’t true?

“Could you see if Robbie can come over for a couple of hours?” I asked gingerly. Or you could, like, you know…help me out here?

“I can’t,” she said, but she didn’t elaborate any further.

“Maybe you should’ve been honest with Claudia in the first place,” I said. 

Maybe it was a stupid thing to say. What I’d meant was that we should’ve just told Claudia that there was no way Lena and Robbie could get everything she wanted done in the hours they had. 

It was absolutely the wrong thing to say. 

Lena’s head whipped around and I knew I’d done it. 

What was it going to take for her to want me again?

“I can’t fucking deal with you right now,” she said and stomped out of the bathroom. 

I tried getting up and racing after her but every muscle in my legs had turned to stone. So I just balled myself up in the corner of the shower and waited. 

I’d pissed Lena off. I was sweating, and my wig was overheating yet again. And yet I was shivering. I dipped my hand into my bra and pinched my right nipple, hard. My mouth was dry but I could still taste Lena. Something about this situation was turning me on. I could feel Lena’s rage, wherever she was in my house at that moment. I had no idea what she was thinking or planning to do, but I somehow knew she’d be after me again. Despite the fact I felt terrible for her, I was rejoicing in the fact that she was lusting after me. 

I snuck my fingers inside my panties and began rubbing myself. I marveled at how small my dick really was. Maybe it didn’t deserve to be called a dick. 

I bit my tongue so I wouldn’t moan out loud. 

The feeling of slipping into that deep pit of quicksand was back again, but it was way more intense now. I knew I needed to submit. Fully. Completely. 

I wanted to lose myself in Lena. 

Feel her rage on my body. 

So I prayed that it would happen. 


CHAPTER 7

I was playing with my small dicklette when Lena returned. She stopped short and stared at me. I found it amusing that this was actually the second time she’d caught me this way, and I made no attempt to cover myself up this time or flee like a coward. Lena began chewing her lip and I could feel her pure, overwhelming lust. I’d just confirmed to her what she’d suspected all along—that I was a kinky girl and I secretly loved her cruelty. 

“Get up, slut,” she hissed. 

When I did she whacked me against the shower wall and forcefully stretched my hands out. She’d brought along the roll of packing tape. She began winding it around my wrists, binding them tightly together, and then positioned me with my face turned toward the wall. She slapped more tape to restrain my wrists to the tiles above my head.

“This should shut you up.” The tape screeched as she rolled out some more and smacked a strip right over my mouth. After that came another layer of tape and then another. Sealing me tight so I couldn’t speak.

I tried to moan.  

My wrists were already hurting as I held on tight just by those heavy strips of tape. I could almost taste the dew on the shower tiles and the faint whiff of bathroom cleaner saturated the space. We were in the smallest bathroom in the house—the one that connected our office and one of the guest bedrooms, and that forced Lena to basically squash me into the wall. 

I felt light and breathless but I was losing my inhibitions. 

I had no idea what she was going to do to me. 

Lena pulled my skirt up and whacked my body against the tiles so I’d stop squirming. God, she was strong. I felt her hand on my right ass cheek. My bare ass cheek. And then she was senselessly squeezing it, over and over again. It definitely hurt but I was instantly craving for more. Her hand shifted to my left cheek, her nails digging deep into my butt fat. Playing with it. Squeezing it. I was suddenly feeling giddy with euphoria. 

“Look,” she said, and her voice sounded so loud in my ears. “I don’t care how you do it. It’s not my problem. It’s yours.” She was spanking me then and my ass burned with each impact. “And by that I mean the house needs to be clean by the time your prissy wife comes home.” She spanked me hard then squeezed my butt again, slinking so close from behind that I could feel her pussy lining up perfectly against my ass. “I’m not joking around, sissy. That’s an order. I’m going to show you I’m not fucking around.”

She whipped my head around and stared at me. I met her eyes with both fear and pure exhilaration on my face. 

I nodded furiously. 

Her hand was exploring my ass again and then I heard her spit. Something warm and wet invaded my crack. Lena wrapped her arm around my waist and held me tight as she penetrated me with a finger. 

I was sure I was going to pass out. 

Lena dug into me as much as she could. But my hole was tight. Innocent and inexperienced. More spit followed, so much so that I felt like I was leaking from behind.  She slowly started finger-fucking me, trying to get me dilated, burying her finger in the furthest it could go. I couldn’t help but close my eyes and surrender to the feelings that were taking control of my body. 

I heard her spit yet again, and the wetness landed directly on my butt this time. And then I felt something warm…damp…deliciously soft stick itself inside me. 

Lena’s tongue. 

Instinctively, my arms jolted. I’d wanted to reach down and push my cheeks apart so I could show Lena what a slut I really was. But of course I couldn’t. I couldn’t move much at all in that cramped shower, couldn’t even speak or moan, and that was when I felt really helpless. Everything was in Lena’s control. I was just on the receiving end of her fantasy…

I held my breath and shivered as Lena licked and stimulated my asshole in an enraged state. All I could do was widen my legs to help open myself up for her. Less than a minute later, I could tell I was ready. 

Lena abruptly let go of me.

“I’ll be back,” she said. “Don’t move.”

No! I wanted to scream. Touch me! Touch me now! I thought I’d go crazy if I didn’t feel her mouth on me again, her soft yet strong arm holding me tight. But I was powerless here, so I waited until Lena returned, keeping my legs stretched to hold my asshole open for her. 

When I heard her come back in again I held my breath. Soon I felt her presence with me in the shower. My heart was racing but I couldn’t bring myself to look at her. 

“I’ll let you in on a little secret,” Lena whispered, leaning her weight against me, gyrating against my ass, until we were slowly swaying together with our legs intertwined like we were Bachata dancing or something. I waited for her to speak again. Her breath was hot and sweeping. Oddly comforting. Then something soft and slimy—like a snake—rubbed up and down my back. 

“Feel that?” Lena murmured. “I found this in Claudia’s closet.”

When I looked down and saw what it was I almost recoiled in horror. It was a brown rubber dildo…it was dark…thick…veiny…and it was tied to Lena’s hips expertly in a criss-cross pattern with a scarf. The way she’d strapped it onto herself gave away that she’d definitely done this before. Put a cock on herself. 

This was Claudia’s? 

“Just what I thought,” Lena said, and she laughed. “You didn’t know your wife had this, did you? Just imagine…she fucked herself with this huge rubber dick while she deprived you of sex…how does that make you feel?”

The sting of hurt burned my eyelids. I felt a tear roll down my cheek.

Lena hugged me. “I’m sorry, sissy baby. I didn’t mean to make you cry. We all have secrets…” 

Then she was forcing me to arch my spine back and bump my ass up for her. She began flapping my wife’s dildo against my back entrance.  The tip entered me with a short sting and as it further invaded my passage it stretched me. My dicklette bobbed wildly when she started fucking me and I felt my whole groin flex, a hot stream of precum oozing out of me. 

I was sweating in the shower and so was Lena. We were both engulfed in this feverishly hot cloud of sexual yearning. As she pounded into me I realized I’d definitely underestimated Lena’s strength. I wished I could see myself getting fucked in the ass wearing a maid’s uniform. Damn, I even wished Claudia could see me now and realize what a kinky sissy slut her husband really was.

Each time the dildo hit me, my chest whacked against the wall and my ass jiggled. Lena pulled out and rubbed the dildo head roughly against my taint, teasing me cruelly. More precum dribbled out of me. So much precum. That was the point I knew I didn’t have control over my body any longer. It was going to do what it had to do and all I could do was buckle myself up along for the ride. 

When Lena thrust her cock into me again all I could feel was this blur of ecstasy. My asshole was stretching beyond what I ever thought was possible and my whole body felt weak. She upped the pace until she was fucking me with two pumps every second and my teeth were chattering. But never in a million years could I have guessed what she would do right after that…

Because the next thing I knew, I was floating. Lena had backed her knees against the wall and had lifted my thighs up into the air. I screamed into my gag as my entire weight glided onto her cock, burying it to the hilt.

“Feel that? Feel that deep inside your pussy?” Lena hissed. “Now you know I’m not fucking around. You’ll put your pea brain to use and get me out of this mess because I need your wife’s money. And I know you’ll do it.” She slammed into me, fucking me slowly and sensually. “You know how I know you’ll do it? Because I know you want to see me again. I know that because you’re so fucking boring and I’m the only exciting thing in your pathetic life.”

And with that she reached around me and squeezed my cocklette. “Shoot it out, sissy. Shoot it all out now!”

I felt a wave building from deep within me. My balls groaned and shuddered as I burst into her hand, my asshole still thumping, still violated by Lena. Seeing my shameful milk collect in her palm and my scent fill pungently in the air was incredibly gratifying. Lena pumped my shaft, forcing every last drop out. It was a huge fucking load, white and milky and insanely thick. 

Lena reached up with one hand and ripped the tape off my mouth. I gasped and heaved, allowing a lungful of air to enter my throat which was now as dry as sand. Then, with a smile playing on her lips, she dipped a finger into my puddle of cum and slithered it over my lips. I shivered, feeling it coat over my mouth like a thick gloss. 

“You know you want to,” she whispered. 

Heart fluttering, I licked my lips and stared into her eyes. She stared into mine. She fed me the remaining cum, little by little, first smearing it over my lips then encouraging me to suck it in. I couldn’t believe what I was doing but I wanted this moment to freeze so it could last forever. I was sad that Lena would be leaving me so soon. I didn’t know how I was going to do it but I knew that somehow I’d get the house in shape. I would cover up her mess because she was right. She was the only exciting thing in my life. 

“Don’t swallow yet,” she said, and pulled out for the final time.

She leaned closer and we kissed. We were sharing the sweet fruits of her labor. Her tongue felt magical on mine and I was ecstatic that she was tasting my sissy cum along with me. That meant something, didn’t it? Lena pulled me closer and we both moaned at the same time. I was really on cloud nine and I didn’t think I’d ever be ready to come back down to reality.


THE END
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