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Chapter 1

The Costume


Atickle of lace, a brush of satin, I could feel the costumes all around me, each one sparking a different curiosity. As I followed my girlfriend Theresa further into the Halloween costume shop, I couldn’t help but wonder how it might feel to wear each one.

I can’t believe she’s going to make me do this. I can’t believe I agreed to do this!

There was no denying my growing interest. Ever since Theresa had teased the idea of us doing gender swapped Halloween costumes, I found it hard to think about anything else. When she suggested it again a few days later, I almost caved, my curiosity rising. Then she asked again yesterday and I found that I could no longer hold back my surging excitement to feel the soft, sexy fabrics of women’s clothing — though I made every effort to seem like I was only agreeing to do it for her.

Now that we were actually shopping for costumes, now that she was about to buy one of these frilly dresses for me to wear, it all felt so real.

And I was growing even more aroused by the idea.

“Are you really sure you still want to do this?” I asked Theresa hesitantly, afraid of how things might change when I felt the first touch of lace against my skin.

My girlfriend stopped in her tracks and let out a huff of air as she turned around. “You’ve already shaved your legs for this, Brian, why would you want to back out now?” she retorted.

It was true, when I had finally agreed to doing her Halloween idea, she was so excited that she wanted me to start preparing right away. Mostly that included getting used to shaving my body which was clearly her way to trap me into her idea and to make sure that I didn’t back out. I didn’t mind, however, I was quickly growing to appreciate the smoothness of my hairless body.

Theresa continued, “Plus, I think I just found you the perfect costume.”

I gulped anxiously, my heart raced.

The perfect costume? What could it be? There are so many here that I would love to try on.

I looked around, wondering which outfit she meant. Did she want me to be a naughty nurse? A sexy secretary? Perhaps a provocative princess? The possibilities were endless and each one tickled my imagination like I could have never imagined.

“W-which one?” I croaked, my throat dry as my nerves increased.

She pulled my hand forcefully, urging me forward, across the large room. When she came to a stop I noticed her eyes glimmering with delight. “This one,” she breathed out.

Looking up, my eyes locked onto a little black dress. The top was strapless and had long black strings in the back like a corset. Beneath, there was a short black skirt with a white lace hem. It was fluffy and frilly, puffed up by a thick black petticoat layered beneath.

That’s it? The dress is pretty, but it doesn’t look like a costume at all… Why choose this when there are so many classic women’s costumes here?

“Just a black dress?” I asked in confusion.

Theresa scoffed at my query. “Just a black dress?” she echoed. “Not once you add these accessories to it!”

She gestured to the items hanging beside the dress, a collection of small white aprons, tiny white headbands, and little feather dusters.

“A maid?” I mumbled, connecting the dots of her idea. “You want me to be a maid?”

This time my girlfriend rolled her eyes at me. “Not just a maid. A French maid. And I will be your master.”

There was a swelling between my legs that told me that I really liked her choice. The idea of being her servant was surprisingly erotic. But still, the outfit was so small, so revealing, it wasn’t quite what I was expecting — or what I was hoping for.

“But it’s so small and I don’t think I can pull off something strapless like that,” I whined.

Theresa grinned at me as she turned around and picked up a long, brown curly wig. “You can with this,” she grinned. “A nice wig like this would cover up any straps, and this way you will feel even sexier dressed as my slutty maid.”

Slutty maid? Damnit, that does sound sexy when she puts it that way.

“O-okay, if that’s what you want to do then I guess it’s fine,” I replied, trying my best to hide the surging attraction I felt to the idea of being her maid.

Picking a dress off the rack, Theresa giggled as she handed it to me. “Oh, trust me. This definitely is what I want. I literally can’t think of a better costume for you.”

I nodded as I accepted the costume from her, my dick slowly growing hard beneath my pants from feeling the soft fabric in my hand.

She continued to pick out accessories, handing me the apron and headband, a pair of frilly black panties, and, of course, the little feather duster. With each item I could feel a sensual energy building inside of me, a yearning to wear it all. It was hard to explain and hard to understand where it came from, but the feelings were there and I was dying to explore them.

“Are we going to, uhh, try this all on?” I asked, shaking with desires.

Theresa looked back at me, clearly amused by my question. “Here?” she laughed. “You’re a little more excited than you’re letting on, aren’t you?”

I blushed at her accusation, embarrassed that I had been so obvious. “I just want to make sure that we get the right size,” I lied. “I don’t want to have to come back here again.”

My girlfriend stared at me, her eyes piercing through me, sizing me up, trying to gauge my honesty. I knew I wouldn’t be able to hide it all from her, but I tried not to let her discover the extent of my desires.

“It’s okay,” she finally answered. “I have a pretty good idea of what your size is and I want you to try everything on at home. I have some extra surprises for you there.”

Extra surprises?

My dick throbbed at the thought. “Oh, okay,” I choked out.

With that, we hurried to the checkout counter to buy my new Halloween costume, each of us eager to get home for different reasons.


Chapter 2

Dress Up


The entire drive home I couldn’t stop thinking about my new costume and wondering how it would feel to wear it. The lace, the frills, I longed to feel them against my bare skin.

When we arrived, it was clear that I wasn’t the only one who was excited. Theresa grabbed my hand and eagerly pulled me into the bedroom, shopping bags in hand. There, she wasted no time in getting me undressed and pulling my new costume out of the bag.

“Here, babe. Put these on first,” she ordered me as she handed me the frilly black panties.

The panties were a cheeky cut, covered in white ruffles and lace which looked very appropriate for a French maid. I slipped them on, feeling the soft fabric sliding up my sensitive legs. As I pulled them up, the seam in the back helped them conform perfectly with my butt, slipping just slightly into my crack and feeling surprisingly nice. My dick was trying to pop out of the top so I decided to push it down between my legs to fit it in.

“Looking sexier already,” Theresa said as she returned with a strapless black bra. “Turn around and I’ll put this on for you. You’re going to need something to hold up your breasts.”

My breasts?

She wrapped the bra around my chest, pulling it snuggly around my back where she connected it. It felt different, but not necessarily bad. Seeing the large, empty cups over my chest was definitely interesting though.

Next, she pulled out the dress, the main course of the outfit. I was delighted to see it again and was glad to have my penis tucked down to hide how excited I was getting.

“Go ahead, try it on for me, baby,” she said excitedly.

My body was shaking as I accepted the little black dress. I could feel my breath growing heavy as my desires swelled within me.

This is it. This is finally the moment I’ve been waiting for.

Slowly, I lowered the dress and stepped inside, steadying myself against my rattling nerves. I pulled it up and held it against my body, feeling the bodice fit nicely around me.

The frilly petticoat bounced with every move, the lace tickled my legs. I made a few subtle movements, just to feel the fluffy fabric brush against my butt as if giving me playful spanks. Below, I could feel my dick swelling in approval of my new dress.

This feels so nice. There’s something about it that just feels right.

Theresa walked around and pulled the back tighter, adjusting the strings. “Take a deep breath,” she told me.

I did and suddenly I felt like the wind was taken out of me. Theresa pulled the strings tightly, letting the corset top suction around my torso. She quickly tied the strings behind me, forcing the tightness to stay.

“Uhh, this kind of hurts, hun,” I let out as I tried to wiggle and make some room in the dress.

“Being a woman hurts,” she laughed. “There’s always a price to pay for being beautiful.”

This is kind of taking away from how everything else feels, but hopefully I get used to it.

She continued, “But here, why don’t I give you my first surprise to cheer you up.”

She swiftly made her way to her closet, opening it up and digging through. She pulled out a large box and set it on top of her dresser, grinning wickedly when she found what she was searching for. Approaching me, it appeared that she held two large flesh colored blobs, each filling her hands fully. She pulled out the top of my dress and bra and slipped each item inside, filling them up like real looking, jiggly breasts.

The tight bodice of my dress helped hold them up as if they were on a pedestal, my large bosom on full display. Without thinking I reached up and grabbed my new chest. They were soft and squeezed just like real breasts. Touching my chest, it felt like they belonged to me.

These feel amazing! Like I actually have boobs.

“What do you think?” my girlfriend asked me. “Why don’t you give them a little jiggle?”

My bit my lip as I thought about how it would feel to actually have these large breasts, how they would feel if I wiggled my body or jumped up and down, making them bounce and shake around. Feeling naughty, I did as my girlfriend suggested, shaking my chest just enough to make them dance.

They’re so realistic!

“Mmm, yeah. Those are nice,” Theresa let out as she consumed my breasts with both of her hands, giving them a firm squeeze. She giggled as she groped them and flicked the nipples, just as a man would to a woman’s chest. “They’re just about as big as mine.”

Looking down, I realized that she was right, my breasts were nearly the size of hers.

“But what about down here?” she added, quickly reaching beneath my dress and grabbing my dick through my frilly panties. She rubbed it gently, moving her hand between my legs to touch every bit of my tucked manhood. My penis throbbed from her soft touches. “I think your clit is a bit bigger.”

I blushed at her choice of words, but found it hard to be embarrassed while she continued stroking my dick. With each stroke my knees grew weaker, my body melting into her hand. To be pleasured while wearing a dress was suddenly everything I ever wanted, but it also wasn’t enough.

Leaning forward, I parted my lips and pressed them against hers, gently yet hungrily. She kissed me back, our heads tilting so that our lips fit perfectly together. My once dry mouth was now salivating from her taste, making our kisses sloppy with passion.

Theresa pushed me off, gasping for air as she smirked at me. “You really like this, don’t you? You don’t have to be shy, baby. I like that you like it.”

I gulped anxiously. I wanted to admit the truth, but found it hard to speak the words.

If I ever want to do this again then I need to be honest. I need to let her know the truth.

“Y-yeah, I guess I do,” I finally admitted.

Theresa chuckled then grabbed my hand, pulling me towards our bathroom. “Just wait, baby. We’re only half way done. You’re going to love how you feel when I’m done with you.”

As she sat me down in her vanity chair, I caught my first glimpse of myself in the dress. My body looked slender and feminine thanks to the tight corset and the large breasts which were practically spilling off of my chest, begging to be touched. But my face was still mine and looked out of place with the rest of my body. Luckily, I had a feeling that my concern was about to be corrected.

Theresa stood behind me, her brows furrowed as she studied my face through the reflection in the mirror. “I know exactly what to do to make you look perfect,” she whispered, a smile playing on her lips.

She started with foundation, her touch light and confident as the brush swept over my face. There was something intimate about the process, her hands softly holding my chin as she smoothed the makeup over my face.

Next, she worked on my eyes, picking dark colors suited for a maid. Delicately, she applied eyeshadow and liner, making my eyes pop in a way they ever had.

As I opened my eyes, I couldn’t help but catch the look of joy in her reflection. I could tell that she was loving all of this as much as I was. I hoped that meant this wouldn’t be the last time we would play dress up together.

To complete my look she slipped on the wig we had bought, the long brown curls traced down my back, covering my bare skin and sending shivers through me. I had never had long hair before, having it now made it make me feel extra girly.

Finally, my gaze returned to the mirror, soaking in my new look. The makeup and wig had completely transformed me. Suddenly, I wasn’t Brian. Suddenly, I was a maid.

I was Theresa’s maid.


Chapter 3

Surprises


“Come over here and really check yourself out,” Theresa said as she gestured for me to join her by our full length mirror.

I stood up, feeling my new long hair flutter from side to side as I moved. My fluffy petticoats bounced with every step, brushing against my butt and sending tiny spasms of pleasure with each movement.

I loved every new sensation.

Seeing myself in the full mirror only added to my adoration. My dress was sleek and sexy, my puffy skirt playful and cute, my hair and makeup elegant and provocative. I couldn’t resist doing a little shimmy so I could really see how my outfit moved.

“That’s it. Work it, girl!” Theresa laughed.

My cheeks started heating up, but I didn’t care. I was too enraptured by what I saw. “I look… so pretty,” I let out.

“Just wait for my next surprise. Here, put these on,” she said as she pulled another set of items out of her large box. Instantly I recognized them: high heels.

Heels? She wants me to wear heels with this outfit?

“Those are for me?” I croaked. Despite my apprehension, I couldn’t deny my intrigue to try the high heels on. They were black and shiny; I knew they would fit perfectly with my black costume.

“Of course,” Theresa grinned. “You can’t be a beautiful woman without sexy stilettos.”

She kneeled down beside me and helped me slip each one on. In the mirror, my reflection grew several inches taller in a matter of a few seconds. Now my legs looked stronger and my ass looked perkier. I looked even more alluring.

As I continued staring at myself, Theresa ran back to the shopping bags and pulled out the last of the accessories. She hurried back and placed the white maid’s headband over my hair then started wrapping the little white apron around my waist.

“Wow,” I muttered as I turned from side to side to check out my completed look, my dress swishing as I moved.

As she tied the apron behind my back, she leaned over my shoulder, her mouth nuzzling up to my ear, her breath hot on my neck. “You look so sexy, baby. If I were a guy I would definitely want to fuck you,” she whispered.

My penis pulsed, feeling a thrill from her words. I still couldn’t understand why I felt this way, but I loved it.

“You would?” I asked softly, my body shivering with desire.

Suddenly, I felt her hands on my ass, the coolness making me flinch in surprise. She ran her fingers over my smooth skin, hiking up my panties as she explored my hairless butt. Her touches were making my dick grow even harder, filling up my panties with lust as they longed for more attention.

Her hand slid down, between my legs, I could feel it tickling my cock head as she searched for it. With her other hand she gently pressed down on my back, bending me over.

I let her move me, I let her take control of me.

Her hand plunged deeper between my legs, rubbing my whole shaft, feeling first hand how much I loved being dressed up as her maid. I no longer cared if she discovered my secret, we were already deep down the rabbit hole. It was time for the truth to be known.

I reached out and grabbed the mirror to steady myself, my body now completely hunched over. Theresa moved her hands to my hips and pulled me back against her crotch.

“Yeah, like this,” she grunted. “I would fuck you just like this so I could really control you. So I could really pull you back and fuck you deep.”

She thrust her crotch against my ass several more times, pretending to fuck me as I braced myself against the mirror. I couldn’t tell if she was just having fun or if she was serious, but I suddenly had a new longing building inside me.

Would I let her? If she actually had a dick, would I let her take me? Would I let her fuck me?

I felt her hands disappear and heard her step back. A sudden slap on my ass lurched me forward, making me wobble in my high heels. I stood up, carefully moving in my heels, and turned around to face my girlfriend.

There was a burning fire in her eyes, one of yearning and domination. Her look scared me, but it was also highly arousing. I stared back at her, dying to grab her, to kiss her, to take her, but something about her look made me refrain. Something about her look told me that she was now in charge. I need to let her be the one to make the first move.

“Alright, sexy. Let’s get you going,” she said, breaking the building tension between us.

Going? She wants me to take my costume off already?

I was saddened by the news, but inside I knew it wouldn’t be the last time. There was still actual Halloween awaiting me. “O-oh, okay,” I croaked sadly. “Will you help me take the makeup off?”

Theresa’s eyes furrowed angrily, her eyes growing fiercer. “Off? After I just spent so much time putting it on? No,” she snapped.

I was taken aback by her harshness, but also felt another tinge of excitement from her dominant tone.

“We’re going to make use of your costume today,” she continued. She walked over to the shopping bags and reached down, pulling out the final item, the feather duster. “You’re going to take your frilly little dress and your pretty little duster and you’re going to start cleaning up our apartment. It’s long overdue for a good cleaning.”

My eyes bulged in shock.

She actually wants me to act as a real maid?

“C-clean?” I stuttered.

She flashed me a look of indignation. “Yeah. What else is maid good for?”

I stepped back, gasping from her suddenly powerful tone. My chest was heaving, my blood pumping, I could feel myself growing overcome with emotions; surprise, fear, and attraction. There was a heat swelling within me, a burning that was growing fiercer with her every action.

“What would you have me do?” I asked, finding my voice naturally transitioning to a soft, more submissive and feminine tone.

“Take your duster and go start tidying,” she replied sternly, handing me the tool. “I’ll be changing into my costume while you work. I better not catch you slacking when I come out.”

“Y-yes, dear,” I breathed out.

I stood awkwardly, shivering with excitement at the unexpected scenario beginning to play out.

I can’t believe it, she wants me to keep wearing my costume! I get to stay dressed like this longer!

But Theresa wasn’t playing games. Her arm abruptly whipped out, pointing fiercely at the bedroom door, her eyes staring daggers at me. “Go. Now,” she barked. “Don’t make me tell you again!”

“Yes, dear,” I cried out as I scampered away, off to begin my duties as a maid.


Chapter 4

Cleaning


Ihurried down the hall and into the kitchen, needing some separation from my suddenly very dominant girlfriend. There, I leaned against the counter, helping myself balance in my new high heels as I caught my breath.

What has gotten into her? Who is this person?

Everything had taken a sudden turn. It was as if Theresa was tapping into fantasies that I didn’t know I had. Had she known that I would like this? Had that been why she kept suggesting the gender swapped costumes? She had always known me so well, but now, it seemed like perhaps she knew me far better than I knew myself.

Does she actually expect me to clean or is this all part of her role playing?

The idea of cleaning seemed silly, but I didn’t want to risk upsetting her. I didn’t want there to be a chance that I could lose out on what had just begun. If she wanted me to clean, then I would do so diligently.

Feather duster in hand, I got to work.

[image: ]



As I moved around our apartment, my high heels clicking loudly on the laminate floors with each step, I felt alive. My dress swished, my breasts jiggled, and my penis throbbed. Knowing that Theresa was in the other room, dressing up to be my counterpart, to be my master, only drove my arousal more.

And then I saw her.

I was sweeping the kitchen when she exited our bedroom. I saw her slowly approaching from down the hall. She was wearing black slacks with a white button up shirt. Her hair was tied in a tight bun, trying to look like a man’s short haircut, and her stride was slow and deliberate, no longer her normal light footed feminine stroll.

I tried to keep working, to not stop and gawk despite my desire to stare at her. I wanted to impress her, to see me hard at work.

“Good,” she said as she entered the kitchen, her voice deep and hard. “You’re still working.”

“Of course, dear,” I let out softly.

She came to lean against the counter opposite from me, her eyes locked on my body, checking me out with a glint in her eyes that made me feel weak. “I’m hungry from all of that work. Make me a sandwich.”

I was surprised by her request, but I leapt at the opportunity to prove myself. Pulling out all of the supplies, I quickly got to work.

As I laid out the bread and began spreading the mayonnaise, I had an odd sense of something happening behind me. Peaking over my shoulder, I instantly caught on to what it was. Theresa had unzipped her pants and pulled out a long, thick dildo. It hung from her crotch as if she had a real dick.

I gasped as I turned around, staring at her beginning to stroke her realistic looking cock, feeling new emotions building up within me. “W-what is that?” I squeaked out nervously.

“Sorry, baby,” she grunted in response. “You just look too fucking sexy. I couldn’t resist touching myself.”

My dick tingled from her compliment, my heart began to race as she slowly started walking towards me from across the kitchen. I quickly darted around, trying to hide my fluster, as I continued with her sandwich. I laid out some turkey and cheese, a little lettuce — and then I felt her hands on me.

A breath escaped my mouth as my body quivered from her touch. Her hands began to work their way down my dress to my hairless, feminine legs, making my dick press hard against my frilly panties. I was getting so worked up, so turned on, I wanted her to take me, to do with me as she pleased.

In that moment, with me dressed as her maid and her dressed as my master, I felt like I would let her do anything to me.

She gave my body a tug and turned me around. I leaned against the counter, a slight fear making me lean away from her despite my intense attraction. She stepped closer, putting her arms on the counter around me, trapping me between them.

“You know what? I think my dick is a little dirty. Why don’t you clean it for me?” she groaned.

I looked down at her masculine cock pressing against my body. I immediately knew what she wanted. She wanted me to suck it.

Never before had I imagined sucking a cock, but in this scenario it felt strangely right. Without thinking I began to lower myself down onto my knees before her.

“That’s a good girl,” she grinned. “Give it a suck. Make it nice and clean like a good maid.”

“Yes, dear,” I said softly, opening my mouth wide to accept her manhood.

“Master,” she let out. “Call me your master.”

I nodded as I leaned forward. “Yes, Master.”

My mouth opened wide, allowing the dildo to slide in, brushing against my lips as it plunged inside. My tongue tickled the long shaft, feeling every vein and ridge along the fake dick.

“Yeah, that’s it. Take my cock,” Theresa sighed.

Her words poured gas on my flames of desire, making the fire within me burn brighter and hotter. My head began bobbing back and forth over her cock, hungrily consuming it.

“Good, very good. Now take it deeper.”

Obeying, I let her cock slide deeper inside, relaxing my throat to let it in. Slowly, I let it fill me, all the way to the back of my throat, just before I knew I would gag. I was impressed by how much I could take, but I also knew that someday I could do better.

And I would.

Knowing my limit, I began picking up speed again, moving my mouth back and forth quicker. I began turning my head, passionately licking every last piece of the long shaft.

“I think you were meant for this, baby. You were meant to wear a dress and worship a master down on your knees. Tell me that you agree,” Theresa said.

I think she’s right. This feels so good, so natural.

“I agree,” I mumbled, my mouth still full of cock.

Theresa chuckled manically, softly petting my hair before grabbing my head and forcing me to stop. Her hand slid down my face to my chin, gently cupping it and lifting it up so that I looked her in the eyes. “I had a feeling I was right. I saw the twinkle in your eye the first time I suggested these costumes. In that moment I knew there was something more to you, something that I could tap into. Something that I could use.”

She knew? This whole time?

“Oh,” I breathed out, anxious for what she was going to say next.

“Now I plan to discover how far you’re willing to go. How much of a sissy you truly are.”

My chest surged in and out, my breath heavy in anticipation. “What are you going to do to me?” I whimpered, helpless to the spell she had cast on me.

“Stand up,” she ordered me. “I’m going to fuck you.”


Chapter 5

Becoming Her Maid


Hesitantly, I stood up. My dick was straining against my panties, enthralled with the idea of my girlfriend fucking me while I was dressed as her maid. She wanted to show me the true symbol of power and dominance, the master taking the servant.

Keeping my eyes on her dildo, I couldn’t help but imagine it surging deep inside me, filling me and making me feel reborn. I watched as Theresa began stroking it, as if preparing her weapon before battle.

“Turn around and bend over the counter,” she ordered me. “I’m going to give you everything you crave.”

I swallowed nervously, unsure of if it really was what I wanted, but feeling powerless against my dominant girlfriend. Even if I wanted to, I wasn’t sure if I would be able to stop her. But deep down I had a feeling that I did crave this, that this experience was about to open my mind to a new world of pleasure and possibilities.

The counter was cold as I leaned my forearms against it, getting myself into her demanded position. Once again Theresa’s hands swarmed my ass, consuming and controlling them with her firm grip.

Her hands moved up, throwing my dress over my back, followed by my petticoats, leaving nothing left but my panties. I felt her fingers slip into their top and with one swift motion my panties were at my knees. My swelling dick fell out, quickly using its opportunity to grow erect.

The tip of her large dildo brushed against my cheeks, teasing me and making my heart race in anticipation of it entering me. The thought of being taken by her, being owned by her, was overwhelming me with lust.

“I’m going make you my little sissy,” Theresa said, soft and seductive. “I’m going to dominate you and make you mine.”

Her words hit me, making me shiver in delight. My penis surged to full erection, telling me that I was ready.

Theresa aimed her cock at my hole and then thrust it inside me without warning, making me gasp at the sensation of being penetrated.

I grunted as she continued to push it in further, filling me with feelings of pain and pleasure. “Be gentle,” I whimpered as she continued to stretch my opening.

“No,” she growled. “You need to get used to it. I need to break you in.”

My dick throbbed at her dominance.

Theresa pulled her dick out a little, letting me relax for a moment, but then, slowly, she pushed it back in. She continued her movements, in and out, in and out. The more she thrust into me, the more pleasure I began to feel and the more willing my hole became. It wasn’t long before she was able to slide her cock in and out of me with ease, my body growing moist with desire.

“Is this what you wanted?" my girlfriend asked me pointedly. “Did you want to feel sexy? Did you want to feel like a naughty little slut?”

“I-I don’t know,” I groaned between thrusts. “I didn’t know I wanted any of this. It kind of just happened.”

Theresa scoffed at my answer then pounded my ass even harder, as if rejecting my response. “Don’t worry, baby. I’ll make sure you discover every one of your repressed desires,” she laughed. “Starting with this deep fucking.”

My mouth dropped open as her thrusts grew stronger, pummeling me deep inside, causing my breasts to bounce wildly. I couldn’t imagine what else she might introduce me to, but a day ago I could have never imagined that I would be letting her fuck me. The future was sounding exciting.

“Wait,” she said, suddenly stopping her movements. “I want to see how badly you want it. How much you want my cock. I want you to fuck yourself. If you do a good job then maybe I’ll give you a little reward.”

I bit my lip at the thought of fucking myself, using her meaty cock to both pleasure and degrade myself. I knew that doing so would forever lock in my fate as her submissive, as her sissy maid, but I wasn’t ready for the feelings to stop. I needed to explore them completely.

My arms slid down and grabbed the edge of the counter, balancing myself as I slowly pushed myself backwards. The dildo shoved in more and more as I moved.

I’m actually doing it, I’m fucking myself with her dildo. There’s no turning back now.

I stood back up, withdrawing the fake dick, then lowering myself back down.

“That’s it. That’s right. Fuck yourself, show me how much you love my cock,” Theresa growled behind me.

Over and over I repeated the motions, gradually building speed as I grew used to the movements. The idea of forcing this upon myself was extremely erotic, I could feel my penis pulsing, longing to find its place in this party.

“Well done. It appears that you have more potential than I thought,” Theresa added. “But I’m tired of watching. It’s my turn again.”

As I lowered myself down again she suddenly thrust the dildo hard, hitting me deep inside and making my eyes roll back as I embraced the feeling. I held the counter firmly while she resumed her pounding of my ass.

As she worked my ass, her hand reached around my hips, groping for my straining dick. Her cool fingers wrapped around my shaft, making me shiver from her soft touch. She began stroking my erection, moving her hand back and forth in sync with her thrusts.

"I have plans for you, Brian,” she whispered, leaning over me. “Plans to train you, to make you my submissive servant.”

She pulled her hand back and spit on it before returning it to my cock, her sticky saliva lubricating her strokes and amplifying my enjoyment. The feelings were quickly building up in me, pleasure in the back and the front culminating in a mind melting satisfaction.

“W-why?” I groaned.

My girlfriend snickered at me and rammed her cock deep inside, holding it in place so I could feel myself stuffed. “Because I’ve now seen your sissy potential and I know that I can,” she replied calmly. “That, and because I want to.”

My cock was pulsing in her hand, enraptured by all the pleasures she was giving me. I could feel my head getting larger, I could feel her hands getting sticky with my pre cum. I knew I was getting close.

Her stroking grew faster, her fucking fiercer. My hands clenched around the counter, my jaw dropped. The feelings were so intense.

“Come on, baby. Cum for me,” my girlfriend grunted. “Be a good girl.”

My body lurched as my cock throbbed in her hand. I could feel it building up pressure, ready to explode, ready to make me her good girl.

And then it did.

A deep guttural groan burst from my mouth, crying out with pent up passion. My dick surged in her hand before erupting, pumping load after load of cum onto the kitchen cabinets before me.

My jaw sagged as the groan continued to trickle out of my mouth, slowly becoming a whimper as Theresa slowed down her fucking. She gave my dick a few more tugs, getting every last drop out and letting it leak onto her hand.

She laughed as she released her cock from my ass, suddenly leaving me feeling very empty. “Looks like you have a mess to clean up, maid,” she giggled. “First my hand and then the cabinets.”

She held up her hand, it was slick and glistening with a mixture of my cum and her spit. I hesitated briefly before committing to obey her. I knew at this point there was no point in arguing. Everything she had pushed me to do had resulted in this euphoric pleasure.

From now on I would trust her, from now on I would obey her every command.

The taste of my cum was salty and bitter, but I didn’t let that deter me from licking up every last drop from her hand. When I was done, I swallowed it down before returning to my knees, this time to clean up the rest of my spilled seed.

Theresa started walking away as I cleaned, clearly done with me, but she stopped just before the hallway. “When you’re done cleaning your filth, finish making my sandwich and bring it to the living room. I’ll be relaxing and watching my show while you finish tidying the apartment,” she said.

“You want me to keep my costume on to clean more?” I asked meekly, a little surprised that she wanted to continue the act.

“Oh, hunny,” she chuckled mockingly. “That’s not a costume, that’s a uniform. From now on, every day is your Halloween. Welcome to your new life, maid.”

With that she walked off, leaving me to my chores, leaving me to be her maid.
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Also by Tiffany Chastain


Taken By The Wolf: A Halloween Gender Swap Story

Scott used to be a fun, outgoing, partier, but as he’s grown older and settled into married life, things have changed. He’s no longer interested in going out or partying. And he’s certainly not interested in Halloween.

This is the complete opposite of his wife, Robin, who loves going out and loves Halloween. Luckily for her, this Halloween she has Scott locked in a chastity cage so he has to do whatever she says. When Robin tells Scott about the gender swapped couples costume they will be wearing to enter into the big costume contest, Scott is floored, but he also knows he has no choice but to agree. So Scott lets Robin feminize him and dress him up as a woman in a slutty Halloween costume.

Once they’re dressed up and at the party, Scott starts letting loose and breaking out of his shell, returning to his normal fun self. But he soon lets his guard down too much and learns what life is like for a slutty woman on Halloween. And to his surprise, he enjoys it more than he ever thought possible.
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Becoming a Sissy Maid: Unlocking Hidden Desires

After allowing his marriage grow stagnant, Brad is faced with a tough decision. Wear a chastity cage or lose his relationship with his wife, Melissa. Melissa has issued him this ultimatum after years of growing unhappy in their marriage and because she believes that wearing a chastity cage will help turn Brad back into the loving, supportive man she married.

When Brad agrees, Melissa begins to give him daily chastity chores. Motivated by his desire to prove his devotion to his wife, Brad performs his chores diligently even as Melissa begins to add to his list of chastity chores. To further test his love and growing obedience, Melissa decides to tell him to dress up like a French maid for a deep cleaning of the house. When Brad not only agrees but seems eager to dress up again, Melissa understands that Brad was meant for a different life and takes it upon herself to unlock his hidden desires.
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For more chastity, sissy, and sissy maid stories, please check out https://www.tiffanychastain.com/ to find Tiffany’s complete catalog!


OEBPS/image_rsrcFE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcFB.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrcFA.jpg
- TIFFANY CHASTAIN






OEBPS/image_rsrcFC.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   





OEBPS/image_rsrcFD.jpg





