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HYPNO MAID

Ryan is a mess, and his flatmate and her girlfriend have had enough. They need him to be better, or move out.

Desperate, Ryan says he’ll try harder. Luckily for him, the two women know just how to help him clean up his act...

It’s hard living with two attractive women when you’re terminally single. For Ryan, living with Maya and Olivia, it’s even harder. Not only are the two women very hot, but they’re also together, and they’re deeply into each other.

Ryan had thought it would just be him and his friend, Maya, when he moved in, but now her new girlfriend is around all the time, and though Maya is sweet and charming and kind, Olivia is the exact opposite, and Ryan is sick of her picking on him.

Olivia is picking on Ryan for a reason though. Maya and Olivia have had enough of Ryan’s bad habits, his bad attitude, and his mess. So, the pair give him an ultimatum: improve his habits, or move out.

Not wanting to lose his room, his home, Ryan says he’ll try, but admits that his bad habits are hard to break. Hearing that, Olivia offers him help.

Her help is simple enough. Hypnosis while Ryan sleeps, to help him break his bad habits, just like giving up smoking or eating healthier Olivia says. Ryan is sceptical, but soon he starts noticing changes in his behaviour, his routine, and his habits. He doesn’t want to admit it, but maybe Olivia’s suggestion really is helping.

And then a package arrives in the post, and what’s inside changes everything...


One

The sound of loud voices woke me from sleep and I rolled over to check my phone, wanting to see what the time was. Eleven in the morning. Far too early to be awake given what time I’d gone to bed.

I groaned, and retreated back under the covers, hoping the voices would go away so I could get another hour or three of sleep, but they were insistent and loud. I knew without even needing to focus on them who they belonged to, and why they were so loud.

Maya and Olivia. My flatmate and her girlfriend who was, at this point, practically a flatmate as well given how much time she spent here. I should probably have raised the issue of her paying rent and would have, but it was Maya’s place and I was just renting a room, so I didn’t really have much freedom to complain, especially when it was very obvious that she’d take Olivia’s side over mine.

Not only was I on thin ice already given my lifestyle—the odd hours I kept working from home as a freelance programmer, the mess I always seemed to leave behind, and the lack of time I spent on my personal hygiene—but it was clear that Maya and Olivia were very much in love. And who’d choose their shut-in flatmate who could only barely make rent over the love of their life?

So, I just kept my mouth shut and put up with Olivia’s presence as best I could. I stayed out of the way, kept to my room, and didn’t complain about the very loud, very frequent sex the two of them had. Hell, on that last one, I knew I’d have been mad to complain.

If I’d complained they might have kept the noise down, and that noise was, in my opinion, one of the perks of living in my tiny room and putting up with the constant sense that I wasn’t welcome.

What kind of guy didn’t like listening to two hot lesbians having steamy, passionate, hardcore sex? I mean, sure, it was frustrating, especially given the fact that in my twenty-something years, I’d barely even managed to kiss a girl, but it was better than nothing.

And Maya and Olivia were really hot. So, that I got to think about them as I listened to them fuck and make love and do whatever other kinky stuff they got up to was just a perk of the apartment in my opinion.

That and the cheap rent. And if I was being honest, I was mostly there for the cheap rent.

Sure my room was pretty small, but the apartment had everything I needed and Maya was so sweet that she hadn’t raised the rent in the almost two years I’d been living there.

“I just need enough to cover my mortgage. I’m not doing this to make a profit.” She’d said to me.

She was great. Olivia though was less so.

It was since Olivia had begun hooking up with Maya that things had really begun to sour. It was since Olivia had begun hanging around that my habits had gotten worse. I spent more time in my room, alone, and I made less of an effort.

In the beginning, I’d hoped it was just a fling, but it soon became obvious that the two of them were serious. They were in love, and Olivia and I clashed. Which was bad news for me.

“I’m going to talk to him.” A voice said, loud, directly outside my door.

Olivia’s voice.

“He cannot keep leaving his mess around.”

“Just… let me talk to him. Please? He’s not that bad. He’s just… he’s just a little lost is all. He just needs time to get himself together and work stuff out.”

The second voice was Maya. I liked Maya. Before Olivia had come along we’d gotten on well. Hell, at one point I’d even held out hopes of the two of us hooking up, but then I’d found out she only dated women, and that hope had been dashed against the brutal, unfeeling rocks that were the barren shores of my love life.

In the beginning, things had been better. In the beginning, I’d still been in college, I’d had a schedule, I’d been looking after myself. It was only since leaving college and having to work freelance at all kinds of odd hours that things had begun to spiral.

I’d developed bad habits. I’d let things slide. I knew that. I knew I needed to do better. It was just… I didn’t need Olivia constantly nagging me about it.

The way she ranted at me all the time, complaining, pointing out my flaws while she was so happy and in love and got to have hot steamy lesbian sex every night just chafed at me. It made me want to dig my heels in. It made me act like an asshole. It made me petulant and stubborn and worse.

Outside I heard Olivia sigh. I could almost see her look of frustration, her annoyance. Yet I knew that she’d give in to Maya. She might loathe me, but she adored her girlfriend.

“Thank you.” Maya said, her voice soft, muffled by my shut door.

I sighed, knowing what came next. It was a well established ritual by this point. I knew though that this couldn’t carry on forever. Something needed to change.

I had no idea what though.
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The knock on my door was loud and jarring, a heavy thud. I knew from the sound of it that it was Olivia knocking. Maya never knocked that aggressively.

I rolled over and faced the door, sat up. My head was still swimming with sleep. I really didn’t want to face my flatmate this early, let alone Olivia, and worst of all both together, but I knew I didn’t really have a choice.

“Come in.” I groaned.

There was a pause, and then the door opened. Light poured in, half-blinding me.

“You awake?” Maya asked.

Her voice was soft and kind. She was always so kind and lovely.

“Well if he’s not he should be. What kind of person lies in bed this late at his age? I’d not mind half as much if he’d been out drinking and partying and hanging out with friends, but just sitting in his room until who knows what hour before going to bed just makes it…”

“Olivia…” Maya’s quiet, soft tone hushed Olivia.

Olivia continued to grumble, but kept it under her breath. I blinked, clearing my eyes, and looked at the pair of them standing in the doorway.

Just seeing them both after the noises last night sent a thrill through me. They had both been exceptionally loud and animated. I had no idea what they got up to, but I’d done my best to imagine it, to imagine all the possibilities.

They had to know I could hear them so I figured it wasn’t wrong to garnish fact with fiction. Images of what I’d imagined fluttered through my head, making my body suddenly hot, a throbbing in my crotch.

From the way Olivia looked at me, smirking, I almost suspected she knew what I was thinking. In the past I’d always figured she knew I could hear, that she made such loud noises, and encouraged Maya to make such loud noises, just to taunt me. It would have been just like her.

“Ryan, we… we need to talk about the mess in the kitchen. Again.” Maya said.

She was smiling but I could see she was getting frustrated, losing patience with me. I really did like her, and I hated that I was losing her respect, but I was in a bad place and Olivia’s presence, her constant judgement, wasn’t helping.

“I… sorry… I just, I was up late working on a new project. The deadline was this morning and… when I was done I was peckish so I made a snack.” I muttered.

It would have been fine if it was just me and Maya. It had been fine before, when I was at college and she was just starting work as a graphic artist at a prestigious uptown consultancy firm. It was just that after college I developed some bad habits. And then Olivia had shown up and made everything worse.

“A snack does not constitute the bomb site in that kitchen. The mess you left behind makes it look like an entire football team rampaged through the place devouring everything in sight. You cannot keep doing this. It’s not fair and you can’t expect Maya and me to keep cleaning up after you.”

Olivia was fuming. Maya though just put her hand on Olivia’s chest to calm her down.

“Let me.” Maya said, smiling.

I could immediately see Olivia soften, soothed. Maya had that effect on people. She was just so sweet and lovely.

I watched the two of them for a moment as they exchanged looks. In the back of my head I could still almost hear the sounds of last night’s performance. It had sounded intense.

What I wouldn’t give to be able to watch them fuck. As hot as they both were, I knew that watching them would be the show of a lifetime.

They were a bit of an odd couple, but that only made their pairing hotter.

Maya was slim and petite, only just a little shorter than me—a fact that chafed given she was short even for a woman—with small breasts but wide hips and an amazing ass, her skin a deep bronze. Her hair was long and dark, almost midnight black, falling in loose curls down around her shoulders. It was her face though that really shone. She had a smile that would light up a room, full plump lips, cute features, and big dazzling green eyes.

Olivia on the other hand almost couldn’t be more different, both in looks and in temperament. Olivia was tall and beautiful, with stunning curves, large tits, wide hips, and a perky bubble butt that was almost as magnificent as Maya’s ass. Her skin was pure ivory, pale, freckled, and she had a wild mane of fiery red hair that was almost a signal fire for her fiery personality.

She turned to look at me. Her blue-grey eyes, sharp and piercing, stared at me, narrowed, her pouty lips pursed.

It would have been easier to hate her if I wasn’t so attracted to her. As it was I couldn’t help but feel drawn to her and Maya, the two hot, starkly different lesbians who kept fucking loudly in the room next to mine. Which made everything way more complicated. That combined with the fact that Olivia kinda scared me.

While Maya was always sweet and kind, Olivia seemed… dangerous, and I really didn’t want to mess with her.

“I’ll get up now and clean up. Sorry.” I said.

I meant it too. I was sorry. I didn’t mean to be such a shitty flatmate. Even if I was sick of Olivia, I liked Maya. I didn’t want her to think badly of me. I was just stuck in a rut, and I’d developed bad habits.

I just needed something to get me out of the hole I’d ended up in.

“Thank you.” Maya said. “That’d be appreciated.”

“And…” Olivia spoke to Maya, as though poking her.

Maya took a deep breath and sighed.

“And afterwards I think… I think we need to talk.” Maya said.

I paled at that. A cold dread ran through me. This was bad.

“I… sure…” I said.

I sat in bed as the pair turned and left, shutting my door behind them. I needed to get dressed and clean up. I needed to make it up to Maya or…

“This has been a long time coming.” Olivia said, her voice so quiet I almost didn’t hear.

“I know.” Maya said, a note of almost sadness. “I just… one more chance. I want to give him one more chance.”

I sighed, a well-spring of relief. Yet, I knew I needed to do better if I was going to keep my room. And I really wanted to keep my room, because I couldn’t afford to lose it.
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I got out of bed and dragged on some clothes I found lying on my bedroom floor, then headed out to the kitchen to begin cleaning up. I was grumbling to myself, irritated with Olivia. She was always exaggerating, always picking on me. There was no way the mess was that bad.

And then I saw it.

“Fuck…” I whispered.

What had I been doing last night to make so much mess? It had only been a sandwich and a drink, but the kitchen was a bombsite.

There were crumbs everywhere, over the sides and floor, dirty plates, cutlery, cups. Bits of food lay scattered about and everything I’d used to make my snack was still out, strewn about. I really was a mess.

I wasn’t about to admit to Olivia that she was right though. I was just doing this to keep an affordable roof over my head. Well, that and I really didn’t want Maya to think of me as a useless man-child.

So, I set to cleaning up. As I got on with it Maya popped her head around the door to say they were both just heading out to grab coffee and some shopping, asking if I wanted anything. That was just like her. Always so thoughtful, always so sweet.

I told her I was okay. From the hall, I could hear Olivia grumbling.

I was going to show her though. I was going to make the kitchen spotless. I was going to get it looking as good as new, was going to impress Maya and show her I wasn’t useless, was going to do whatever it took to keep my room.

So, as the two left, I set to it. I swept, washed, cleaned, scrubbed, tidied, and even dusted. It was hard work, and I was soon sweating and breathing hard, but I put on some bouncy, catchy music and just focused on the task at hand.

Soon I was done. The kitchen looked… amazing. I smiled and felt a swell of satisfaction at a job well done. I couldn’t wait to see Maya’s face. And Olivia’s. I was going to wipe that smug grin off her beautiful face.

Even thinking about her made me angry and horny. I hated the effect she had on me. At least my attraction to Maya wasn’t tainted by knowing she loathed me.

And then I heard the door go. They were back.

I stood waiting, grinning, and watched the door as they both made their way in. The look of surprise was easily worth the couple of hours of hard work.

“Oh wow. You… it looks amazing.” Maya said.

Olivia was silent for a moment, blinking. I took a chance to stare at her. Given it was summer both her and Maya were dressed simply, and in not very much, Maya in a cute summer dress and Olivia in short shorts and a tight vest. They both looked stunning—curves, long legs, the swell of their hips, round asses, the gentle rise and fall of Olivia’s tits as she took slow breaths.

I could have stared at the pair of them for hours. Living with two such hot women was another incentive to clean up after myself, even if one of them was a bitch.

“Shit.” Olivia said. “So you’re not completely useless? But… if you can do it, why don’t you do it without needing to be told? I mean… the kitchen looks good, so why not just make a habit of cleaning up after yourself instead of expecting Maya and me to do it?”

She couldn’t even let me have that one moment of victory. I could feel my cheeks turning pink, flush with anger and embarrassment, flustered.

“I just… I just have bad habits that’s all. But I’ll do better.” I said. “Maya, I’ll do better.”

She looked at me.

“I… you really do need to start doing better Ryan.” She said. “I mean, when we met and you moved in you weren’t like this. But now… I can’t keep cleaning up after you, and I don’t want to have to act like your mother, telling you off for making a mess. We’re meant to be flatmates, friends, not… I don’t want to be responsible for taking care of you.”

I nodded.

“I know. I’m sorry. I’ll tidy up more. I’ll stop making a mess in the kitchen.”

“It’s not just the kitchen Ryan.” Olivia said. “It’s everything. The living room, the bathroom, your room. Hell, even the hall is a mess with all your crap lying all over the place. Plus, you… you kinda smell.”

I stared at her, furious. How dare she… she… I looked to Maya for support. She had to see that Olivia was picking on me unfairly.

But… Maya just nodded.

“You have let yourself go, Ryan. You make such a mess and I can’t keep cleaning up. Your room too it’s… I know it’s your room and you can do what you like, but it’s my place, and it’s getting kind of stinky. You’re kind of stinky.”

The heat in my cheeks grew worse. They were saying I smelled bad?

I’d been working hard though, sweating. That was all. I…

“I can change.” I said. “I just, I don’t know how, but I will. I just need time.”

“I’m not sure I can keep giving you chances. I want to but…” I could see Maya struggling.

“It’s just bad habits.” I said. “Please...”

“You know what Ryan, your work in the kitchen has impressed me.” Olivia said. “I think one last chance seems fair after all that work.”

I looked at Olivia and blinked. She was offering me another chance? She was on my side? She’d always been such a pain, always picking on me, goading me, pointing out my flaws. Why now? Why…

“But the thing with bad habits is they’re stubborn. I know. I think though that I might be able to help you.”

She was grinning, a sparkle in her cunning, guileful, blue-grey eyes. Why did she have to be so damn hot? And why did she have to be so damn cruel?


Two

Olivia’s suggestion was simple enough. Listen to an audio file while I slept, a self-help file that was meant to help me develop better habits and stop acting out bad ones.

It seemed too simple, and I didn’t trust her as far as I could throw her—which wasn’t far given how much taller than me she was and my distinct lack of muscle. Still, I knew I was on my last chance, so I needed to try everything I could. And it couldn’t hurt, could it?

Plus, I’d heard about these kinds of things. It was like hypnosis. It helped people exercise, diet, give up smoking, and all kinds of other things. It made sense that maybe it could make me be more mindful and less slovenly. I just needed to get into the habit of taking better care of things. I just needed to get into the habit of cleaning up after myself without needing to be told. I just needed to start taking better care of myself. 

I’d shown I could do it, with the kitchen, and even I had to admit it was kind of fun just working hard for a couple of hours, working up a sweat, shutting off my brain, just cleaning, and then seeing the result of my hard work in front of me. It was very different to my freelance work sitting in front of a screen staring at code.

I just needed a push. And that’s all the file was, Olivia said. A push in the right direction.

So, as I lay down to sleep that night I pressed play on the file. The room filled with a soft droning, like static, the sound of it soothing, calming, like the sea lapping on the shore, washing over me. In the background there were voices, soft, numerous, and though I couldn’t quite hear what they were saying I felt them slipping deep into the core of my mind, almost like lullabies.

The voice was feminine, sweet, beguiling, and I couldn’t help but smile. It was earlier than I usually went to bed, which was step one of me establishing better habits. All that was left was a good night’s sleep and to be better tomorrow.

As I closed my eyes I could hear Maya and Olivia next door, talking quietly, their voices too low to understand what they were saying. The droning of the file carried on, drawing me deeper into sleep. I felt myself almost drifting, peaceful and happy. The words sank deep. I just needed to listen to them. Just needed to break my bad habits and develop new ones, better ones. I just needed…

Next door the voices stopped, and there were moans. I could almost picture Maya and Olivia kissing, stripping off, slipping into her bed. Why did they both have to be so distractingly beautiful? I’d have given anything to join them, but… they were committed lesbians, and even if they hadn’t been I knew someone like me would never have stood a chance with women that hot.

Normally I’d have listened, grown frustrated picturing them. Maybe I might have found a hot video online to watch while I listened, might even have touched myself. But in that moment even the moans faded away, replaced with the soft drone, the mesmerising voice.

I just needed to listen. I just needed to listen and then I would learn good habits.

And I knew I needed to learn good habits, because I was out of second chances.
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I woke early, feeling oddly refreshed. The file had stopped playing in the night and the room was quiet. I wasn’t used to being awake this early, wasn’t used to how still the world was when most people were still either asleep or only just getting up. It was… nice.

I took a deep breath and gave myself a mental once-over to see if anything had changed. I was slightly disappointed to find that everything felt exactly as it did before. I was still me, still grumpy at the thought of getting up and getting on with the day, but I knew I needed to start as I meant to get on so I forced myself out of bed.

I had things to do. There was the usual routine of work, but I wasn’t particularly busy at the moment with contracts and jobs, so I had some spare time. Time that could be spent on showing Maya and Olivia that I could change.

At the thought of them, I felt a familiar swell of emotions.

I cared about Maya. She was sweet and cute, and we’d lived together for long enough that I considered her a friend at the least. I didn’t want to be a burden on her, didn’t want her to think me a waster or a chore. I had enjoyed living with her, and the rent was cheap, so it seemed the least I could do was improve so that I wasn’t unpleasant to have as a flatmate.

Olivia though… she was different. I’d only known her a few months and we’d never gotten on. I didn’t think we ever would either.

She was bossy and snappy and seemed to take great pleasure in taunting and teasing me, in looking down her nose at me. But then… maybe she had good reasons to?

A thought bubbled up, unheeded.

I’d known Maya for years, had met her back when I was still a functional adult, a student. She’d known me when I was less of a recluse and a mess.

Olivia though had only known the recent me. The me that rarely went out, that didn’t tidy up after himself, the me that didn’t take care of himself. So maybe…

“Am I the problem?” I asked myself.

Maybe she had good reason to be so harsh with me then? Maybe she was just looking after her girlfriend, making sure the waster she lived with didn’t take advantage.

What did I look like to Olivia? What did she see when she saw me?

I got up out of bed and moved to stand in front of the mirror. I looked at myself, a long hard look. What did Olivia see?

The truth was I wasn’t much to look at. Maybe she was right to pick on me? Maybe I needed someone to kick me into shape.

I was getting close to my mid-twenties now, yet I hadn’t changed much since my late teens. I was scrawny, thin and short, and I’d long given up the hope that I was a late bloomer.

I’d been pretty active up until leaving college, biking every day to and from campus, doing the odd long hike with friends through forests and up mountains, so I’d always been in shape, yet over the last year or so I’d let myself go.

My usually short chestnut brown hair had grown long, hanging limp and lank to almost my shoulders, thick and tangled, my face looked almost a little sunken from poor diet and lack of sleep—though I did look better this morning than I had yesterday, a sure sign that I’d gotten a good night’s rest. I’d even put on a few pounds, though most of that had gone to my butt and thighs since I spent so much of my time sitting in my chair at my desk, my body developing its own squishy cushion over time.

Sure, I didn’t look awful—my face was symmetrical enough, with big gold-brown eyes, though my features were a little too dainty to ever be considered handsome, a fine nose and jaw, puffy lips, and high cheekbones—but I knew I could look better. I forced a smile and fixed my resolve, could started today.

I was going to be better. I was going to show Olivia how wrong she was about me.

I was going to wipe that smug smile off her face.

“First a shower, then chores.” I said to myself, smiling.

That’d show Olivia she was wrong about me. The audio file might not have done anything to help, but I could still prove her wrong. And… if it kept a roof over my head, meant Maya thought better of me, and didn’t resent having me as a flatmate, then all the better.
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I took a while in the shower, making a point to wash my hair and scrub myself clean. It felt good today, like a fresh start, rather than the chore it always felt like.

I was focused on being better, was refusing to wallow in my usual patterns of behaviour. I didn’t spend too long though as I had a lot to do. Even as I was washing, my mind was busy making lists of all the chores I wanted to get done today.

After my shower, I took a moment to put a bit more effort into my hair, though that proved to be more of a problem than I’d figured. I was very short of hair products. Or products of any kind really.

“I can add shopping for hair stuff and soap and things to the list then.” I said as I made do with what I had to hand.

After I was showered I dressed, rummaging through my clothes to find the cleanest items I could. That was another problem. Most of my clothes needed washing, and I was left with little choice with what to wear.

“This will have to do.” I said as I picked from the limited selection.

It wasn’t like I was going out so what did it matter if it was a little unorthodox? I was just going to be doing chores around my flat.

So, resigning myself, I slipped on my old gym shorts and a baggy t-shirt that had seen better days, then got to it. I began working my way down my list of things I needed to do.

And it really wasn’t as painful as I’d been expecting.

I put on a load of my washing first, then cleared out the worst of the mess from my room, emptying it of trash and dirty plates and cups. Despite wearing only shorts I was soon working up a sweat, so I opened my bedroom window to air the space and was greeted with a cool breeze that ruffled my hair.

I grabbed my headphones to listen to some music as I worked, catchy upbeat pop songs, and soon I was dancing around my room, almost having fun. It felt good to move about and be productive, get the blood flowing and clean up my space.

Plus I knew I was proving Olivia wrong, and that was more than enough fuel for my fire.

After that I whipped the vacuum cleaner around, making sure to get into all the corners and under furniture, even using the hose on it to get into tight spaces and suck up any cobwebs and dust high up.

It didn’t take as long as I’d thought to get my room into some kind of decent shape, and the machine was still mid-cycle with my first load of washing and I wanted to get a second load on and clean my bedding before I finished, so I figured I’d just move onto the rest of the flat.

I did the dishes in the kitchen first, wiping down the sides and giving it a general tidy-up, which didn’t take long since I’d done most of it the night before. Once that was done I checked the machine to find my clothes finished. I moved the wet ones to the dryer and put on a second load, then moved on to the rest of the apartment.

I hoovered the main living area, again making sure to get into all the corners, and I was humming to myself, heart beating hard, sweating as I worked. I needed to get under the sofa to clean out all the dust bunnies under there—no point doing it poorly if I was going to be doing it I figured—so I got down on my knees and then on all fours to peer under there so I could manoeuvrer the hose.

The vacuum cleaner was thrumming, loud, and I had my face down low, ass in the air, still wiggling along to the music playing through my headphones, oblivious to what was going on around me, just focussing on getting all the dust out from under the sofa. I’d not seen any sign of Maya or Olivia all day so I’d assumed they’d headed out early.

I figured coming home to find the apartment clean would surprise them. A pleasant surprise for Maya, and a chance to show Olivia she was wrong about me, to wipe that smug, teasing, beautiful smile off her face.

So the last thing I was expecting was a firm, hard, sharp, sudden slap on my ass.
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I snapped up from what I was doing, dropping the vacuum hose and shutting it off as I turned to look behind me. Olivia was standing over me, grinning.

She’d… she’d slapped me. She’d slapped my ass. I didn’t know how to react, what to say or do. I pulled my headphones off, ready to shout at her, to scream, but words wouldn’t come. With the vacuum off and the music quiet, the room was suddenly silent.

Olivia was watching me, still grinning, or, more correctly, she was still watching my ass. I was suddenly very aware that I was still on my knees, bent over, my butt in the air, with my old gym shorts on—gym shorts that had been a snug fit several years ago, but that had only gotten snugger with the extra pounds I’d put on.

“Nice ass Ryan.” Olivia said, grinning. “Who knew you were hiding such a wagon.”

Olivia was smirking. She was smirking. She’d slapped my ass and was now teasing me. She was grinning at me like I was a piece of meat.

I could still feel the sting of her hand on my ass. Yet, instead of being angry, I just felt flustered and humiliated, my face and chest hot, flush, blushing.

She’d slapped my ass, and, worse, it had felt… kind of nice. How long had it been since I’d been touched by a girl?

Too long was all I could think in that moment. At least a year, maybe two? And certainly never anyone as hot as Olivia.

Despite how much I hated her in that moment I couldn’t help but feel excited by the sting in my ass. And… did she mean it when she said I had a nice ass? Or was she teasing?

“I’ve always been into girls with fat-asses.” She added, grinning. “I could get used to getting out of bed to that sight waiting for me.”

And then I knew. She was teasing me. She was telling me I had a fat butt, a fat girly butt.

“I do not… I… you can’t just…”

“Oh relax.” Olivia said, still smiling. “I’m paying you a compliment. You looked good bent over in those shorts so I just couldn’t resist.”

My blush deepened. I was silent, not sure what to say. Part of me hated her more than ever, but another part was still relishing the sting, the thought that she’d not been able to resist slapping my butt while I was bent over, cleaning.

“Just… just don’t do it again, okay?” I managed to mutter.

“How about I promise not to do it again if you stop bending over and wiggling that ass around like that? Deal?” Olivia said. “I mean, a girl like me has needs, so I can’t be held entirely responsible if you keep tempting me.”

I glared at her with as much ferocity as I could muster, which, given I was still on my knees bent over in my too-tight gym shorts, wasn’t much. She chuckled.

“Fine.” I mumbled.

Olivia chuckled, seemingly satisfied and done with taunting me. She turned to look around the apartment and her expression lightened, a look of almost surprise.

“You’ve been cleaning?” She asked. “I didn’t notice when I came in since I was so fixated on you showing off and shaking your ass but… it looks good. Nice work.”

Her words hit me like an almost physical force. She was praising me? Olivia was actually praising me. I beamed at that. I’d shown her—and knowing I’d wiped that smug grin off her face, that I’d shown her I wasn’t worthless, that I could clean and tidy just as well as anyone, left a warm feeling of joy and pleasure in my belly.

“Thanks.” I said. “I figured no better time to start new habits than today.”

Olivia nodded. She looked back at me, and she was looking at me differently, though I couldn’t quite work out what that look meant.

“Well, I’m impressed. Did you listen to that file I sent you then?”

I nodded.

“Yeah, but I didn’t do anything. I just… I didn’t feel anything, I just figured I needed to have better habits.” I said.

Olivia nodded, still grinning. I knew her file had nothing to do with me being better today, but I could tell from her look that she was sceptical. It’d be just like her to take credit from me for me turning over a new leaf.

“Well, no matter what caused it, I just want to say nice work, Ryan. And keep it up.”

I wasn’t used to Olivia praising me. I wanted to throw it back in her face, but I didn’t. I was better than that, and also… the praise felt kind of nice.

There was a hot fluttering in my belly, my cheeks flushing. I’d worked hard, so didn’t I deserve some credit, the reward of someone telling me ‘good job’?

I decided I did.

“Thanks.” I muttered, trying not to let her know the effect her praise was having on me.

“I was going to make Maya and me some coffee, take it to her in bed but… I’d hate to spoil your lovely tidy kitchen. Think you could make it for us and bring it in? We’d be really grateful.” Olivia said, fluttering her eyelashes in faux sweetness.

I opened my mouth to refuse, to tell her to do it herself, but… I didn’t.

The praise mixed in with her request made it hard to refuse. And part of me liked the idea of making them coffee, showing Olivia how wrong she was about me, impressing Maya, doing something for my sweet flatmate. Plus… the thought of more praise sent a warm thrill through me.

“Yeah, sure. But only so you don’t mess up my hard work and so you’ll get out of my way.” I said.

Olivia grinned.

“Thanks, sweetie.” She said.

And with that she turned and left, leaving me alone with just the flustered feeling in my chest and the sting in my ass. I knew she figured that file had helped, but I knew otherwise. This was all me, but… what if it was helping?

I’d got so much done this morning, and I felt better than I had in ages. I’d had fun cleaning up, tidying, and I could still feel that warm sense of achievement at my hard work being acknowledged.

I knew it was all down to me, my hard work, and my dedication. I knew the file hadn’t done anything, but what if...

“I guess it couldn’t hurt to keep listening to it, could it?” I said, smiling.

I mean, what’s the worst that could happen?


Three

Over the next few days, I fell into an easy routine. Making sure to head to bed at a reasonable time, I would turn on the audio file and drift slowly into a deep, restful sleep—even the loud, raucous sounds of Maya and Olivia’s vigorous love making wasn’t enough to disturb me, so at least the file was proving helpful in some ways.

I’d then wake up early, feeling more refreshed than I ever had before, and I’d set to work on chores. First came self-care.

Wanting to be my best, knowing this was my last chance, I was focussing on turning myself around, and that meant being better, so I now began each day with either thirty minutes of cardio—weighted squats and lunges using the dumbbells I’d had hidden under my bed for years—or yoga. After that, I’d shower.

Following my chores on the first day of my new routine I’d made a point to refresh my collection of toiletries, my soaps and hair products. A short spell of research online and I’d figured out a basic daily routine that’d keep me looking my best and I’d ordered the things I needed.

They’d arrived the next day, and after just a couple of days, I was sure I could already notice the difference. Each night I’d wash my face with cleanser, then apply a night serum and a moisturiser. In the morning I’d wash my face again, and if my hair needed it my hair too—even using conditioner for the first time ever in my life. Then I’d add a day serum, styling my hair with product if I’d washed it, before adding a day moisturiser.

It was actually kind of fun, taking that time for myself, putting energy into looking and feeling good, and now when I looked at myself in the mirror even I had to admit that I looked better. My face was no longer sunken, the shadows under my eyes were gone, my complexion was clearer, and my eyes were brighter. My hair too looked better, fuller, and it was no longer lank and greasy, but fell in loose waves, the light chestnut of my hair almost shiny, glossy. Plus it smelt good too. Hell, I smelt good.

Following exercise and self-care I’d slip on something comfortable—and it was nice now to have a constant supply of clean clothes so I wasn’t forced to wear my too-tight gym shorts and risk another surprise spanking from Olivia—and I’d spend an hour or two cleaning and tidying, making sure the apartment was neat and sparkling before getting down to work.

It felt good to bustle about and be productive. I’d slip my headphones on, some catchy, upbeat music, and I’d get on with my list of chores.

Pretty soon I was almost enjoying them, the chance to shut off my brain and slip into autopilot and just clean. It was a chance to achieve something tangible, real, to work hard and then be able to step back and see the product of my labour.

In the beginning, a lot of the chores were me catching up with myself, putting things right. Things like getting my room in order, or cleaning up my shelf in the fridge, my cupboard in the kitchen, getting through my backlog of washing, but once that was done I began to move onto more routine chores so soon it was just a case of keeping on top of things.

With the extra time I began making a habit of brewing coffee for Maya and Olivia, and I’d even begun offering to help with their chores, cleaning the communal areas regularly so they didn’t have to, washing their clothes when there was room in the machine. It was nice to feel useful, and I enjoyed helping out. And it felt good too when they said thank you and acknowledged my hard work.

Plus, hearing Maya say how happy she was with the effort I was putting in made me happy, her praise and kind words making me smile, a warm sense of joy knowing I was making her happy. It was nice to know that my hard work made her happy.

And getting to show Olivia that she was wrong about me was great too. I was finally getting her to shut up about what a useless waste of space I was. I was finally showing her that I wasn’t who she thought I was.

I’d hoped that doing that would shut her up, that she’d finally be nice to me, or at the least just be neutral, but no. Instead, she’d just found new ways to tease me.
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“Aww… still not wearing those shorts? Such a tease.” Olivia said.

I had been cleaning the cupboard under the sink, headphones on, sorting through the various cleaning products and putting them in proper order—there was something so satisfying about organising things and making them look neat and tidy—and I hadn’t heard her come in. If I had, I’d have made sure to get up off my hands and knees, and get my head out of the depths of the cupboard.

As it was Olivia seemed to have a habit of walking in on me at the worst moments. It was like she was always lurking, watching, just out of sight, knowing I was distracted by what I was doing, so she could interrupt me when I was at my most vulnerable, when I was in the most humiliating position possible. Which was pretty much usually when I was down on my hands and knees, head down, ass up.

I pulled my head out of the cupboard, pulling the headphones off, aware of just how exposed I was in the position I was in. I could already feel my cheeks starting to turn red from the anger and the embarrassment. She really did love humiliating me.

I’d figured me doing more around the flat would have made her be nicer to me, but I’d been wrong. If anything, being out of my room more meant that she found more opportunities to tease me, usually by complimenting me on how well I cleaned, and how juicy my ass was.

I knew I’d let myself go a bit, that I’d put on a few pounds, especially around my butt from sitting down all day, but… I was working on it. I was exercising now, and eating better. She didn’t need to be so cruel.

And it didn’t help that, if anything, the exercise had only made my ass bigger and perkier. I didn’t understand it. I was doing dozens of squats and lunges daily now, with weights. I was doing yoga.

I hoped it was just water weight, that initial swelling of muscles and the build-up of fluids as I got my body back into shape, but that didn’t help me in the now. Because in the now even my normally fairly baggy jeans were getting tight around my butt and thighs, and those areas were the prime targets for all Olivia’s compliments.

Today though I’d had enough. I was going to tell her to stop, I was going to give her a piece of my mind. I was going to let her know just how furious I was.

So, feeling my temper flare, already working out what I was going to say, I sat up on my knees and turned to face her. Only… she wasn’t alone.

Maya was with her. They were both staring at me. They were both staring at my butt.

“I told you Ryan had a great ass, didn’t I?” Olivia said.

Maya was still. I couldn’t believe that Olivia was dragging Maya into her campaign of torment and humiliation. I couldn’t believe that she was trying to drag Maya into bullying. I knew Maya though. Maya was my flatmate, my friend.

She was sweet and kind and nice. We knew each other. She’d appreciate all the effort I was putting in to be better. She…

“Yeah, he does.” Maya said. “He really, really does.”

I blinked, stunned. My cheeks turned an even darker shade of pink. I felt my chest flush, my heart racing.

All the anger went out of me and I just felt… small, humiliated, and picked on. Even Maya was making fun of me?

“You have a really good ass, Ryan. I never… I never realised.” Maya smiled at me.

Her smile wasn’t like Olivia’s though. It wasn't smug or self-congratulatory, it wasn’t cruel or malicious or mean-spirited, it was kind and genuine and sincere. Maya meant her compliment.

“I guess I never really noticed because you were never… you were never really in a position to show it off. You were always sat in your room, but… yeah Olivia’s right. Watching you clean the cupboards like that, bent over, wiggling along to whatever song you were listening to, it was hard not to stare. You have a really good ass. And I should know, I’ve always been into girls with big butts.”

Somehow knowing the compliment was genuine made it worse. It should have made it better, knowing Maya wasn’t being cruel, but it didn’t. Did that mean Olivia meant it as a genuine compliment too?

Did they both really think I had a nice butt? I flushed, suddenly shy, not knowing quite what to say.

There were both committed lesbians, very much into each other, and both of them had big, round, wide asses. Did that mean… was my ass big and fat and round too? Was it really that prominent?

“I never… I wasn’t doing it to show off. I was just… I was just cleaning.” I managed to mutter.

Did I really have a big, girly butt? I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. On the one hand, the compliment felt nice, leaving a warm, soft glow in my belly at the two beautiful women praising my physical attributes, but on the other hand, I knew I should be appalled at being told I had a big, fat, round, girly butt. I was a man… I…

“I know. And I really, really appreciate all the work you’ve been putting in recently. The place looks amazing, and you look amazing too. It’s like you’re becoming a whole new you, a better you who’s nicer to live with and be around and who looks better too, but… I mean… a girl can’t help but notice when you’re crawling around on all fours like that, your ass up in the air, wiggling your hips. It’s like… you might as well put a sign up.”

Maya was smiling. There was a gentle note of teasing in her voice, but the soft, kind, genial kind of teasing between friends. It was almost nice to be teased by her.

I smiled, giggled, and without thinking I shifted, almost wiggling my hips, and I saw both Olivia and Maya glance at my butt. It felt almost… nice. Like they were admiring me.

I knew they were teasing me, playfully, but still, it was nice to be complimented. Suddenly the thought of being down on my hands and knees cleaning had an extra incentive.

“I… thanks.” Was all I could manage to reply. My head was fuzzy and almost blank.

“Cleaning in those must be really uncomfortable though.” Olivia said, grinning at me. “Why don’t you go put those shorts on you wore the other day for us? We can wait. We know the show will be worth it.”

I knew Olivia was trying to get a reaction out of me, that she was teasing me, but I also knew there was some sincerity in what she said now. She did think I had a nice ass. That fact alone made her teasing less effective.

I mean, sure I still felt the same rush of emotions, shame, embarrassment, humiliation, a fluttering sense of shyness and excitement, but it was less caustic now, more… pleasant almost.

Her teasing, though infuriating and annoying, left me feeling almost hot, fluttery. Maya being there with her, teasing me at the same time, just amplified that feeling.

And she was right, too. The jeans were uncomfortable. It had been easier cleaning in the shorts. I’d been less sweaty and had been able to move around easier. Maybe I could wear the shorts again to clean.

Plus… something about the thought of Olivia, and Maya, staring at me, watching me as I got on my hands and knees to clean. The thought of being on all fours with my ass high in the air, wiggling my butt in time to the music I was listening to, the two girls staring at me, at my ass, as I was engrossed in my task, oblivious, made my body hot, a throbbing ache. I bit my bottom lip without even thinking, a rush of emotions and sensations.

“I’m almost done now so there’s no point.” I said.

Olivia made an exaggerated look of disappointment, but it was Maya’s face that captivated me. She looked almost… sad. Did she really want to see me in shorts?

“Maybe tomorrow though.” I said, trying to make it sound as though I was teasing them back, as though I was joking.

I was joking, wasn’t I?
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After cleaning I settled into my new usual routine. Work. I was working more regular hours now, getting all my contracted stuff done before evening so I had time to relax and unwind before getting to bed early to get a good night’s sleep.

I was finding I was actually much more efficient now, and the quality of my work had gone up, so what used to take me several hours a week ago was now only taking me a couple at the most. I was getting more work done, I was feeling better, the flat was clean, and I was even looking better too.

I knew it had nothing to do with Olivia’s files, but… I was loath to stop listening to them. The sound of them, the soft droning, the soothing voices, really was helping me sleep.

Maybe that was it? Maybe it was just that I was sleeping better? If that was the case I could keep listening to the files just for that, knowing they were having no greater effect than helping me sleep.

I smiled at that thought. Feeling smug that Olivia’s help had been no real help at all. It was all me.

As I finished my work I sighed, stretching, sore from a particularly intense session of yoga and squats this morning. The exercise felt good, but I was still building up strength and my body was definitely still getting used to it.

After cleaning this morning in jeans I felt pretty sweaty again, and my skin felt oddly prickly and itchy. I shifted, feeling uncomfortable.

“Maybe another shower before dinner.” I said to myself.

Two showers in one day? Who was I becoming?

I chuckled at that thought, but decided another shower sounded good, so, checking the bathroom was free, I slipped in and began to undress. As I did the thought of cleaning in shorts again fluttered into my mind, the image of Olivia, and Maya staring at me as I scrubbed the floor on all fours, ass up, watching me, watching the sway of my butt and hips.

I smiled, a warm knot of almost pleasure at the daydream. Could I really?

They were both very into each other, but they were also both really hot.

I’d spent so long being frustrated by them making out and flirting in front of me, had spent so long putting up with the sounds of their energetic lovemaking, that the thought of teasing them just a little appealed. Maybe this was my chance to earn a little payback. Maybe…

I could clean in the shorts, sure, but what if I went even further? An idea ticked at the back of my mind, rising up unbidden. It was only fuelled by how itchy and sweaty I’d felt today. What if there was a way to kill two birds with one stone?

And with that thought in my mind, my gaze fell to my razor.
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As I stood in front of the bathroom mirror, I ran my hands over my legs and butt, feeling the roughness of the hair. I sighed, not sure if it was a good idea. Yet I figured I could just try it, see how it felt and looked, right? And if I hated it the hair would grow back fast enough. I could just keep wearing jeans and no one would know

So, resolved, I reached for the razor and shaving cream, and a sense of anticipation bubbled up inside of me. There was something about the thought of shaving that left me feeling vulnerable and scared, yet excited, like a butterfly emerging from its cocoon ready to face the unknown.

I started by lathering up my legs, taking care to spread the shaving cream evenly over every inch of my skin. The cream was cool and soothing against the warmth of my body, and I paused for a moment, almost whimpering as I relished the new sensation. Then, I picked up my razor and began to set to work. The blade moved slowly, gliding it over my skin, and I felt hairs fall away with each stroke. I couldn’t help but smile, an unexpected sense of joy.

As I shaved, I couldn't help but admire the way my legs looked when they were smooth and hairless. The curves and contours of my calves and thighs were more defined, shapely, thick. Had my legs always looked this good? Or was this the extra weight I’d put on combined with the exercises I’d been doing?

My skin too seemed to shine with a newfound radiance, my body glowing from my newly improved diet and my efforts to stay properly hydrated. I felt oddly proud of my body, and almost grateful for the opportunity to take care of it in this way. Why had I never done this before?

But... it wasn't just the appearance of my legs, the way they looked, that made me feel good. It was also the way they felt—my legs were soft and supple to the touch, like silk against my fingertips, and they were so much more sensitive. I ran my hand up and down my legs, revelling in the sensation of the smooth skin beneath my palm. It was a sensation that made me feel confident and empowered, like I could take on the world. Was this how Maya and Olivia felt when shaving? Was this how all women felt? Why had no one told me it felt this good, that it was so… invigorating, and thrilling?

After my legs, I figured I should put in the extra effort to do the job properly. So, resolved, I set to work shaving everywhere. I shaved my legs, crotch, my cock, balls, my butt and my ass-crack. I shaved my belly, chest, and even under my arms. It didn’t take long, as I’d never been overly hairy, but still, as the razor rid my body of hair, I couldn’t help but remark on the difference it made. I looked, and felt, better.

As I finished up, I flipped the shower on and let the water heat. Steam filled the room. I stepped into the flow of water and rinsed off the remaining shaving cream. I then washed with one of my new body soaps, the added moisturiser leaving me feeling soft and tingly. Once washed and rinsed clean I shut off the water and stepped out, drying myself off with a fluffy towel. Even as I put the towel down I couldn't stop running my hands over my newly-shaved skin, enjoying the way my body felt. I even caught myself admiring my body in the mirror, appreciating the way that I looked even more now that I was hair-free.

I looked softer, cuter. I could more clearly see the curves of my legs and hips, my butt and… Maya and Olivia were right. I did have a big, fat, round butt, and it looked good. As smooth and as round as it was I couldn’t help but admire it. I looked oddly feminine, pretty, but I felt sexy. I was ginning, blushing, my heart racing.

Wrapping a towel around me I made a dash for my bedroom, not wanting Maya or Olivia to catch me or see me. I still wasn’t certain I was going to wear shorts tomorrow to clean, if I was confident enough to show off my smooth legs and tease them with a show, but if I was going to do it, I wanted it to be on my terms, and I wanted it to be a surprise.

Yet, for the rest of the day, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and joy every time I looked at my legs, a trembling excitement as I felt my body, the tingles as I moved around my room. I was so much softer now, so much more sensitive. As I got ready to sleep I couldn’t help but admire my new self for a moment. My smoothness felt almost like a symbol of the care and attention I was giving myself, and a reminder of the effort I was putting in to become better, and the results I was already seeing.

I smiled, a warm grin, a flush in my cheeks, buoyed by a newfound confidence and grace, secure in the knowledge that I was doing something good for myself—and I was feeling pretty damn good about it too.

Maybe tomorrow I would wear those too-tight shorts.


Four

In the end, I never did get the chance to wear my shorts. I never did get the chance to surprise Maya and Olivia with my smooth legs, or at least… not in the way I intended.

The next morning I began with my new routine as usual. I rose early and set to exercising, getting a healthy breakfast, then got into the shower to wash up.

As I was washing I still couldn’t quite believe how good my body looked and felt. I still couldn’t get over the dramatic change. Just shaving my body hair made me seem almost like a whole new person, and… I quite liked this new person.

They were softer, smoother, prettier, and definitely sexier. Plus, my body really was much more sensitive now. Washing felt… good. My soapy hands caressed my body, washing my legs, belly, chest, teasing my butt, my round, fat ass.

I couldn’t resist giving my cheeks a squeeze, and I had to stifle a moan, a shiver of pleasure at the bright sensation. I knew then that I was going to wear the shorts. The thought of shocking my flatmate and her girlfriend thrilled me, and I wanted to see the look of surprise on their faces. I was going to get down on my hands and knees and scrub the kitchen floor today, like a good maid I thought, and if I was doing that then it was the perfect chance to lift my butt high, in my too-tight shorts, and show off my ass and my smooth legs, my thick thighs.

I couldn’t wait to see how they looked at me, and just imagining it made my body hot. I giggled as I rinsed off the soap, a fluttering in my belly. This was my chance to tease Olivia for a change, and maybe to get Maya to look at me in a different way.

I knew nothing could ever happen, but still, knowing she thought I had a good ass excited me in a way. If I could add to that feeling by being smooth, dressing in cute shorts, bending over and showing off while I cleaned, and I wasn’t hurting anyone, then why shouldn’t I have fun?

With that thought in mind, I stepped out of the shower and began to dry off. And then there was a knock at the door.

I sighed. It was probably Olivia. She was such a pain.

“I’ll be out in a second.” I said.

“You just got a parcel.”

It was Maya’s voice.

“It was signed for and marked as an urgent delivery so I figured you’d want to know. I’ve left it on your bed.”

I frowned, puzzled. I hadn’t ordered anything recently.

“I… yeah, sure, thanks.” I mumbled.

A parcel? I wondered what it was. There was only one way to find out.
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“Fucking bitch!”

I was furious. My hands were shaking. Olivia had taken things too far. This time she’d gone way, way too far.

I was going to show Maya. I was going to tell Olivia what I thought of her. I was…

I was going to do something.

I’d opened the box, not sure what I was expecting, but whatever it was it wasn’t what I’d found. Inside, on top of a pile of packing paper, was a black and white garment, wrapped in plastic. I hadn’t realised what it was until I’d opened it, unfolded it.

And then…

“Who the fuck does she think she is, ordering me a maid’s uniform.”

I was so angry I couldn’t stop shaking. My heart was thundering.

And it wasn’t just any maid’s uniform. It was one of those sexy, bedroom, French maid’s uniforms like I’d seen in porn, or like girls wore for their boyfriends for special occasions. Hell, maybe Maya or Olivia wore one for each other, but to buy one for me…

It was one thing to tease me about my shorts, about having a good butt, but it was another thing entirely to buy me a slutty, sexy maid’s uniform. What did Olivia think? That I was going to prance around the apartment like her personal maid? I mean, sure, I had quite enjoyed their teasing yesterday, knowing they thought I had a good butt, bent over while they watched me, wiggling my ass.

And sure, I’d shaved, had been thinking about showing off in my shorts. And yes I’d been doing a lot more cleaning around the place, but this was going too far. What did Olivia think? Did she think she could treat me like some kind of… some kind of…

I didn’t even have words for it. I just knew I was angry.

So, with the maid’s uniform in one hand, and the open box in the other, I stormed out of my room, wrapped in only a towel, not caring about my state of undress, and marched to Maya’s room. I was not going to let this stand.

I’d had enough.
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“What is this?” I said, holding up the uniform for Olivia and Maya to see.

I’d barged into Maya’s room without even knocking, something I never did, and my voice was shaking from anger and embarrassment and humiliation. It was clear I had surprised both of them, and they just looked at me with wide eyes, Maya working at her desk while Olivia sat on the bed reading.

I could feel my face burning, my chest tight. I felt like I was drowning in emotions, feelings, but I ignored all of them except my fury.

“I don’t… I don’t know… was that in your parcel?” Maya sounded nervous, confused, annoyed.

I felt almost bad for barging in on her, but she had to know what a bitch her girlfriend was being. I couldn’t take it any more.

“It looks… I mean it looks like a maid’s uniform to me.” Olivia said.

I glared at her. It was just like her to act innocent.

“You know what it is.” I shouted. “And yes, it’s a maid’s uniform, sent to me, conveniently in my size.”

“Well… cool?”

Olivia was making a good act of looking and sounding confused, but I knew her better than that.

“I mean, if you want to wear that around the apartment while you clean it’s no skin off our noses. I didn’t figure you were that kind of guy but we’re pretty open-minded. Right, Maya?” Olivia said.

Maya nodded. She was still staring at me, looking bewildered.

I was struggling for words to express how I was feeling.

“But… why are you so angry? I mean, it doesn’t look damaged or anything, and even if it is it’s not like it’s our fault. Just chill…” Olivia said.

She was smiling. She was actually smiling. The cocky bitch.

“You sent it to me.” I screamed at her. “You sent it to me to taunt me, to humiliate me, to embarrass me, and I’ve had enough. Just because I’ve been cleaning up more you think you can… you can… I thought if I worked hard you’d actually be nicer to me, but you’re just a bitch!”

Olivia looked at me for a moment, her face calm, almost blank. She made a good show of looking confused, and then her smile spread. She chuckled.

She actually chuckled.

“No. I didn’t.” She said. “But I think I get it now… and I think I know who did order it for you.”

Olivia shifted, shifted down the bed towards me. She was looking at the maid’s uniform and the box. She looked at me, and she was grinning.

“You’ve been listening to that file every night haven’t you?”

I nodded without thinking.

“Look in the box. Find the invoice. Look at the invoice.” She said.

Maya sat quietly, watching all of it. Had it just been Olivia and me I’d have stormed out, refused to listen to her. But I needed Maya to see what a bitch her girlfriend was being to me.

I turned my attention to the box, and saw, down one side, a slip of paper. I took it out and unfolded it, looked at it.

I paled, froze.

“Well…” Olivia said, sounding smug.

I didn’t want to speak. My mouth felt dry, tongue too thick, throat closing.

It was my name on the invoice. My bank details. I’d ordered the uniform.

That file… the file Olivia had given me, it had done something to me. And worse, the maid’s uniform was not the only thing on the list.
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“What did you do to me?” I asked.

I was shaking. My anger had been replaced with shame, fear. What was happening to me? I had no memory of ordering the maid’s uniform, or… the other things in the box. Why had I ordered them? What was in that file?

“You’ve brainwashed me.” I said. “That’s the only reason.”

Olivia took a deep breath and exhaled a sigh. She was surprisingly calm.

“You ordered it, didn’t you?” She asked.

I nodded, confused, seeking answers.

“Brainwashing is a common misconception. While it is possible, it takes a lot more than just an audio file listened to while you sleep. As it is, that file is just light hypno suggestion stuff. It was meant to encourage you to have better habits, to clean up after yourself and others, to be more thoughtful, to be more… maid-like. And that kind of thing can’t make you do anything you don’t want to do.” Olivia said.

Maya was quiet. She was looking between me and the maid’s uniform, shifting in her seat as though uncomfortable or restless.

“You… you made me listen to maid hypno?” I said. “You were trying to brainwash me into being some kind of… perverted maid, so I’d serve you?”

Olivia shook her head, still smiling.

“I didn’t think it’d have much of an effect. I was just hoping you’d stop making mine and Maya’s life such a misery with your mess and how slovenly you were. As it was, I was stunned by the transformation. Clearly, you’re quite receptive, and the file hit on some themes that resonated with you. Which would explain the maid’s uniform. Clearly, someone has a secret maid fetish. Clearly, someone, and that someone is you by the way if I’m not being clear, wants to be a pretty, sexy, submissive maid. So, in a trance, you ordered yourself everything you need to make your fantasies come true.”

The words hit me like a brick wall and left me breathless.

A sexy, submissive maid. I… I didn’t… I didn’t want…

My body throbbed, hot. My heart was racing.

“Why don’t you put it on.” Maya said, suddenly.

From Olivia’s reaction, it was clear Maya’s suggestion had surprised both of us. I blinked, stunned.

“I mean… if what Olivia is saying is true, and the file only brings out what’s inside already, then… you ordering the maid’s uniform is because part of you wants to wear it. Right?”

Olivia nodded. I was too stunned, too scared, too excited to move.

“Exactly.” Olivia said. “Part of you wants to wear that uniform. And… to be honest, I think you’d look good in it.”

“I do too.” Maya said. “You… you have the figure for it.”

Her voice was soft, breathy. Part of me wanted to turn and flee and burn the uniform and the file, but, a stronger, bolder, louder part was listening, was intrigued, was curious.

“I mean, you’ve done such a good job keeping the flat clean recently, and you seem happier too. We’re… we’re not judging you, and there’s no shame in it. If you want, you could just try it on, see how you look, how it feels. It can’t hurt to try it just the once.” Maya said.

Olivia I could have resisted. She was an annoying pain in my ass. But Maya was so sweet and kind and lovely. I trusted her, so from her, the words struck true.

“Please?” Maya said. “I think you’d make a really adorable maid.”

And it was that please that broke my resolve.

“Fine.” I said, trying not to sound as eager as I felt.
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The maid’s uniform came with everything I needed. A pair of black panties, a pair of black sheer pantyhose, black heels, and… a few other things. Clearly, I’d thought of everything while ordering the uniform in a trance.

I knew I should have boxed it all back up and sent it back, but… I really was curious, and there was a sense of anticipation and excitement at trying it on, a nervous, anxious thrill, a trembling giddy joy, a sense of naughty shame burning in me. Plus, the way Maya had said please was stuck in the back of my mind.

That and the way she’d looked at my ass yesterday. I couldn’t stop thinking about that.

I couldn’t help but imagine her staring at me while I scrubbed the floor as a maid, on my hands and knees, staring at my ass. It excited me, hot pulsing joy. The thought of me turning her on made me blush.

Plus, it’d serve Olivia right if I stole Maya away from her. Or even if I just caught her eye enough to make her jealous.

So, resolved, not quite sure why I was going along with it all, but unable to resist the allure of the black and white uniform, I began to dress.

I pulled the panties on first, and I couldn’t help but shudder in delight at how they felt caressing over my smooth legs, sitting snug around my smooth, soft, juicy ass. After that it was the pantyhose, which too felt amazing on my soft skin, snug and caressing, sensual, almost erotic, squeezing me, feminine and graceful.

Finally, I slipped on the maid’s uniform and heels. My heart skipped, and it was as though something in the back of my head clicked, a lock coming undone freeing part of me that had been caged. I giggled, wiggling my hips as I looked down at myself.

I was dressed as a pretty, sexy, girly maid. Why was I smiling?

As I stepped forward to look into the mirror I froze. I couldn't believe what I was seeing.

The reflection staring back at me was… strikingly cute, feminine, pretty. A sexy maid ready to serve. That I was that maid filled me with joy, bright and overwhelming.

My legs looked long, full, and in the cute maid’s outfit, the skirt short with frilly white petticoats underneath making it flare out, my ass and hips looked… wide, fat, and juicy. And given the lack of muscle in my upper body, how slim my belly and chest and arms and shoulders were, with my long brown wavy hair, I looked…

“I look like a… a…” I was smiling.”… a girl.”

Why was I smiling?

I blushed as I realised Maya and Olivia were waiting to see me in my new outfit. Why had I agreed to try it on? Why did wearing it make me feel so hot? And why was the thought of wearing this in front of my hot flatmate and her hot, bitch of a girlfriend exciting me?

I knew I should just take it all off, box it up, and send it back, but… I didn’t want to. What I wanted to do was get down on my hands and knees and clean.


Five

“Holy shit!” Olivia said as I stepped out into the living room.

I was wobbly on my heels, but I was doing my best to walk with confidence, to strut with a sway and a swagger. My hips rolled and my butt wiggled and I could feel the sway of my skirt, caressing my smooth, pantyhose-clad, sensitive thighs. I felt nervous, anxious, embarrassed, shy, and sexy—it was a very odd, and very potent mix of emotions.

I blushed, biting my bottom lip, staring down at the ground. I could hear my heart drumming in my skull. Why had I even agreed to this? Why had I said yes? Olivia was never going to let me live this down. She was going to use this to taunt me forever, or until I moved out. Maybe that was her plan all along. Maybe…

“You look amazing.” Maya said.

And then I knew. That was why I’d said yes. I’d agreed because Maya said ‘please’, and I trusted her.

I looked up and saw Olivia and Maya, sitting side by side on the sofa, staring at me. The look on both of their faces made me blush and grin and squirm.

I’d been fearing, expecting, mockery, derision, but what I saw was something different. What I saw was more like lust. Maybe I really did stand a chance with Maya? Maybe I could steal her away from Olivia.

“You make the hottest maid I think I’ve ever seen.” Olivia said. “Can you… can you turn around?”

I licked my lips, wanting to tell her to fuck off, but, dressed as I was, feeling like I did, I just felt an overwhelming need to obey. So, I did as she asked, and I turned around, tottering in my heels, until my back was facing the pair.

I looked back over my shoulder to them and smiled as I saw them both staring at my ass. On a whim I bent slightly, keeping my legs straight and together, adding a curve to my back to make my skirt lift up and my butt stick out.

“Like that?” I asked, giggling.

There was a swell of embarrassment, but also a sudden thrill at what I was doing. Seeing their reaction though made it worth it. Seeing how they both stared at my legs, my ass, made it all worth it.

The thought of stealing Maya away from Olivia while she lusted after both of us sent a naughty chill up my spine. Maybe she could have my room and listen to the two of us every night…

“Have you… have you shaved your legs?” Olivia asked.

I blushed. Yet… I nodded.

“It looks good. I mean… wow. You make a much better girl than ever did a boy Ryan. You were clearly wasting your natural gifts.”

As she spoke Olivia stared at my legs, my hips, my ass, making it clear what she meant by my gifts. I blushed, and for the first time, her words felt like an actual compliment. Maybe she really did like my ass?

To tease her I wiggled my hips, shaking my butt, and the look on hers and Maya’s face was a delight.

“I really don’t… I don’t think I’ll be able to look at you the same way again Ryan. Not now I know what a pretty maid you make. I… it really suits you.” Maya said.

My head spun. My heart leapt.

“Thank you.” I said.

Why was I thanking her? I shouldn’t want to be a pretty maid, should I? Yet… her words made me happy.

“I think we can do better though.” Olivia said. “Just think how she’d look with a little make-up.”

Those words snapped me back to reality. She? Make-up? I stood up sharply.

“No. It’s gone far enough already. I’m taking this off and sending it back and…”

“Please, Ryan?” Maya said, looking at me with her big, green, beautiful eyes. “Pretty please.”

And I knew I’d already lost. I nodded.

“Okay. But… just this once.” I said.

Olivia and Maya smiled.

“Sure Ryan, just the once.” Olivia said.

Olivia sounded as cocky as usual, her smile smug and knowing. What had I let myself in for?
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Maya and Olivia moved quickly once I’d agreed, giving me no chance to change my mind or renege on my approval, the pair of them grabbing my hands and whisking me through to Maya’s room. There they sat me at Maya’s desk, facing the wall with my back to the mirror, and together they began plotting my downfall.

“She’ll need eyes, lips, and something to make her face glow.” Maya said, looking me over with a careful eye.

She had never looked at me like that before, and it made me feel like something between a delicious meal and a doll that Maya desperately wanted as a gift.

“You want to do that? You’re way better at make-up than me. I can do her hair.” Olivia said.

Maya nodded, smiling. She looked me in the eye and I couldn't help but squirm, a fluttering my chest, my body throbbing, hot, chest tight.

“This is your reward for being such a good maid for the last few days. I never knew you were… you were into stuff like this but now… we’re going to have so much fun!”

She spoke softly, sweetly, but with an edge to her voice that was more than just excitement. I'd never seen this side of my flatmate before but I liked it.

I nodded, smiling, and watched as the pair began to gather the tools and the materials they needed. I recognised some, the eyeshadow and mascara, eyeliner, the lipstick and lip-gloss, the curling iron for my hair, the brushes for the make-up, but some of the things I had no names for, and they looked more like torture implements than beauty tools.

“Ready?” Maya asked.

I could say no. I could leave. I knew I should say no. I knew I should leave. But instead… I just nodded.

And the two set to work.

The first thing they did was curl my eyelashes, using one of the torturous devices, but it wasn’t that bad, and as Maya set to work on my face, Olivia worked on my hair.

“Just sit still. Trust us. And… I think you’re going to like the end result.” Olivia said. “Hell, I think we are too. If I’d known you were into this kind of thing we… well, we could have been having a lot more fun instead of getting on each other's nerves. I think I know now why you annoy me so much.”

Olivia chuckled. I annoyed her? She was the annoying one. And what did she mean?

Maya set to work on eyeshadow, numerous shades of pink with some black mixed in. She added black mascara, eyeliner, then used a pink lipstick with a sparkly gloss.

“I mean, it’s obvious now I’ve seen it.” Olivia said. “But… all those months without realising it. I was just pissed off with you because I could see what a hot, submissive girl you’d make, and instead you were insisting on pretending you were a boy, wasting your natural talents.”

I flushed at her words. I opened my mouth to speak, to object—it was one thing to like keeping the apartment clean, to even fantasise about being a sexy maid, but I wasn’t a girl, and I certainly wasn’t submissive.

Maya though just put a finger to my lips and shushed me. If Olivia had done that I’d have bitten her, wouldn’t I? But Maya… from Maya it was almost soothing. So, I stayed quiet, and let them work.

The pair fussed over me, working on my face, hair, and it didn’t take long until they were done. Stepping back they both looked at me, smiling.

“I think we’re finished.” Maya said. “Are you ready to see how amazing you look?”

I nodded. I wasn’t ready, but I was too curious to back out now.

“I still can’t believe it. Hell, looking at you, even though I helped make you over, I still can barely believe it. You make one hot piece of ass.” Olivia said.

I blushed. My heart was drumming.

“Come on, let's show you.”

With that Maya stepped towards me, taking my hand, and she helped me to my feet and led me towards the mirror. As I stepped into view I giggled, overcome with a rush of emotions.

If before I’d been pretty, cute, sexy, now I was…

“You’re beautiful.” Maya said.

“And hot!” Olivia added.

I wanted to argue, to object, but they were both right. I was hot, and I was beautiful.

In my maid’s uniform, I was sexy, but with my hair and make-up done, I was dazzlingly beautiful. I smiled, blushed, giggled, and I couldn’t help but pose, mesmerised by the cute girl I saw in the mirror. I was her.

“I just… there’s only a couple of things niggling at me.” Maya said.

I turned to look at her, momentarily worried.

“First is your name. I mean, we can’t keep calling our new maid Ryan, can we? Not given how pretty she is. She needs a name as pretty as her, to match.” Maya said, beaming at me.

I knew if Olivia had spoken those words, no matter how, that I’d have refused and reality would have come crashing down around me. It would have snapped me from whatever maid-state I was in. As it was, coming from Maya, as sweet as she was, as softly and as gently as she said it, I just… nodded.

“I… I suppose” I said.

“Which means you need a new name.” Maya said.

Olivia was smiling, she nodded. I was focused on my flatmate. She was looking at me in a way she’d never looked at me before, and I liked how she was looking at me.

“How about… Rose.” Maya said. “A pretty flower, named after a pretty flower.”

I blushed, giggled. Rose.

“I like it.” I said. “Rose… yeah. I guess… when I’m like this, a name like Rose makes sense. But… what was the second thing.”

Maya grinned.

“That box. The package. You showed us the maid’s uniform, but not what else was in it. What else was in there?” She said.

I blushed. How did she…?

“Nothing.” I said, a little too quickly.

I knew from the way Olivia and Maya glanced at each other that they didn’t believe me. My tone was off, I’d answered too fast.

“It was nothing. Just packing materials.” I said. “There was nothing else in there.”

“When I took that package in it was heavy.” Maya said. “I know how much clothes and shoes weigh, and that box contained something more. What was it? What else did our pretty maid order? What else have you been fantasising about?”

My blush deepened. I knew, no matter what, I could not let them see what else was in the box.

“I… it was nothing.” I lied.

They knew I was lying.

“Please.” Maya said.

It was the same tone she’d used before, the same tone that had worked before. I could feel myself weakening. She was grinning. She knew I couldn’t say no.

“Please, Rose. Please, be a good maid, and show us what else is in the box.”

I felt my heart skip, my blush threatening to set my body ablaze. I nodded.

“I… okay.” I said. “I’ll show you.”
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“You filthy little slut.” Olivia said.

“I never knew.” Maya said. “But… I wish I did! You are such a dirty little pervert, and I love it.”

I blushed as Olivia and Maya pulled the last two items out of the box. I had no memory of ordering them, but I knew exactly what they were.

“Have you used anything like this before? I bet you have.” Olivia said, grinning at me.

I shook my head, and it was the truth. She knew it too from the look on my face.

In her hand, she was holding the first of the additional items. A butt-plug. A small, heavy, metallic butt-plug, pointed, thick, with a narrow neck and with a pretty pink gem on the flared base in the shape of a heart.

I’d never used anything like that before but I’d always been kind of curious. I’d always known it was wrong though. But then… I’d obviously ordered it, so part of me didn’t care that it was wrong.

“Oh, a virgin… fun. I do love a first time.” Olivia said, wiggling the plug at me.

My blush spread, and I wanted to tell her to fuck off, but I couldn’t. I was too ashamed, embarrassed, and too excited. I could feel the throbbing in my panties, the throbbing of my shame. Yet… it felt good. Too good.

“And what about this? Ever worn one of these before?” Maya asked.

I shook my head again. Again it was the truth.

In her hand, she was holding the second of the additional items. A small, silver, metal cage with a small, but sturdy padlock fitted. A chastity cage. What was wrong with me that I’d ordered something like that?

Maya smiled at me, grinning. She looked at Olivia and the pair exchanged something between them that I couldn’t read. They looked back at me and the look in their eyes told me I was in trouble.

“Well, first time for everything Rose. You ordered them, so you must be curious. We’ll help you.” Maya said.

“I… no… I can’t. This has gone far enough.”

Maya pouted. I dreaded what came next. I knew I couldn’t refuse what came next.

“Please, Rose? Pretty please? I was hoping I’d get to watch our hot, sexy, pretty maid cleaning the apartment today. You look so cute, all soft and dressed up, and… I just know if you were wearing these under your outfit it would feel even better.”

Her words spun a web around me. One I knew I was never going to escape. That did not stop me from struggling though.

“And… I think… if I knew you were wearing these, watching you, watching our pretty maid, I just know you’d get me hot. Don’t you want to get me hot Rose? Don’t you want to be a good maid for me, cleaning on your hands and knees, letting me watch you, wiggling that ass, getting me all hot and bothered.” Maya was grinning, squirming.

My heart fluttered. She meant it. I knew she meant it.

The thought of her, watching me, her sexy maid, making her hot, getting her excited, making her wet and horny, that was the hook. I couldn’t resist.

“Pretty please.” Maya added, fluttering her eyelashes. “For me…”

That was it. There was no way out. I nodded.

“Fine. I… I’ll do it. But… I won’t enjoy it.” I said.

Olivia laughed.

“Oh, we all know you’re going to enjoy this.” She said. “Now, skirt up, and panties and pantyhose down, like a good submissive maid.”

There was a lump in my throat, my heart thundering. I knew I should refuse, snatch the things I’d ordered, and storm out. Things had gone too far.

But… what Maya had said, how she had said it, and how she was looking at me… it called to me. I stared at the plug, the cage. I knew I’d ordered them. So part of me must have been curious. Part of me was still curious.

The thought of lifting my skirt, dropping my panties, pantyhose, and letting my hot lesbian flatmate and her girlfriend fit them on me was humiliating, terrifying, and incredibly exciting. I knew I might never get another chance like this again.

I took a deep breath, and, slowly, began to lift my skirt.
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Maya and Olivia watched, grinning, as I lifted my skirt. I couldn’t believe I was actually doing it, but… part of me couldn’t resist. It was like a deeply buried part of me had taken over and even though my rational, calm, everyday mind, the part of me that was still Ryan, was screaming at me to stop, some new part was determined to do this.

Maybe the file had unlocked it, but it was the cleaning, being smooth, the praise, and the maid’s uniform that had made it strong, made her strong. I smiled.

Rose.

It was Rose. In that moment she was in control. She had been the one to order the sexy, slutty maid’s uniform. She was the one who had ordered the panties, pantyhose, heels. She was the one who had ordered the cage and the plug.

She was the one who was now lifting her skirt, willingly, curious, submissive. She was in control.

Ryan was just sitting in the back seat, watching, screaming at her to stop. But she wouldn’t listen. It was like being two people at once, but one of them was having a lot more fun. So, I chose to be the one who was having more fun.

I lifted my skirt higher, wiggling my hips and ass, and I bit my bottom lip, blushing from shame and embarrassment. My whole body was throbbing, excited, eager, nervous.

With my skirt up and began peeling down my pantyhose and panties, exposing my hips, butt, smooth skin. My cock popped free, hard, aching, and I saw Olivia giggle, Maya smile. The rush of emotions was intoxicating.

“Someone really enjoys being a pretty maid.” Olivia said. “Or maybe you enjoy being teased by us? Or maybe… it’s a bit of both.”

Her smug tone made part of me want to snap at her, but Rose, the pretty maid, just blushed and nodded. She was right. I hated that she was right, but she was. Being a maid, a pretty, sexy, submissive maid, was thrilling, and the way they were both teasing me, telling me what to do, was so hot it was making my head spin.

“It’s kind of cute. But even as small as it is, the cage isn’t going to fit on you with your pretty little dick all hard like that.”

Maya’s voice was soft, sweet, affectionate almost, but the words stung. My cock wasn’t big, but it wasn’t that small, was it? Yet, Rose liked the thought that her dick was small and cute and pretty. I smiled, giggled.

“Luckily for you though we have a solution. Care to swap Olivia?”

Olivia nodded.

“It’d be my pleasure.”

And with that, the two women swapped objects, so Maya had the plug, and Olivia the cage. What were they going to…

And then they moved towards me, like sharks sensing blood. I froze, my heart beating hard. I knew I should run, but I didn’t want to.
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“Just relax.” Maya said.

She was behind me, out of sight, and I could only just see her if I twisted and turned my head. In front of me was Olivia holding the cage. I was stuck between them both, trapped.

“Ready Olivia?” Maya asked.

“Very…”

Olivia looked me in the eye and smiled.

“I’m going to enjoy this.” She said. “And something tells me you are too.”

Slowly she sank down to her knees in front of me. Behind me, Maya did the same.

I took a deep breath, trying to keep my calm. Behind me I could hear Maya moving, rustling about with something, and then…

I felt warm, soft, small hands on my butt. Maya was caressing my ass.

I gasped, moaned, and she squeezed. My hot, sexy flatmate was… was… groping me. I was a hot, sexy, pretty maid and Maya was groping me.

It felt good, and it was all I could do to keep my noises to soft whimpers and moans. Olivia just watched, grinning, waiting. Maya’s hands explored my ass, the tops of my thighs.

“It’s so big. She’s so soft and jiggly!” Maya said, her tone thrilled.

I blushed at that. I liked how excited she sounded, but the thought that I was that she, that it was my ass that was big, soft, jiggly, left me hot and flustered, shamed, aroused.

“Something tells me I’m going to enjoy having a pretty maid around you know.” she said.

I whimpered, smiled. I looked down at Olivia, part of me smug that her girlfriend was touching me. Maybe my plan to steal her away would work, maybe…

And then Maya’s hands crept in, towards my crack, and fingers teased along. I gasped as a fingertip teased over my hole, a whimper of surprise and… pleasure. It didn’t even sound like me, but I knew I was the one who had made that noise.

Her hand teased, and then… something cold and wet dribbled down the crack of my butt, worked deeper by fingers, slippery, Maya’s fingertips again pressing at my entrance. It felt… good.

“Aww… her pretty little dick is throbbing like crazy. I think she likes it. I think our Rose is a little bit of a butt-slut.” Olivia said.

I blushed as I looked at her, eyes wide. I hated her, she was always picking on me, but in that moment… she was right. It did feel good. My pretty little dick was throbbing, was so hard it hurt.

“You know how I feel about butt-sluts.” Maya said, voice soft, teasing, flirtatious.

I had no idea what was happening. I just knew it felt good, and that I wanted more.

Maya’s fingers pressed, working the slippery liquid just barely into my hole. The sensations were new and bright and hot and they made my mind melt. All resistance began to fade. I was a slutty, sexy, pretty maid. I was Rose, the butt-slut.

“Please…” I whimpered.

“Please what?” Olivia asked, chuckling.

She was relishing my torment, the torment and pleasure Maya was inflicting on my hole.

“Please… I… I want more. I… I want to cum. I need to cum.” I said.

“More?” Maya asked. “More we can do.”

“And you’ll cum, because we need that pretty little dick to be soft so we can fit your cute cage.” Olivia said.

Her words left me almost breathless, nervous, excited, eager, terrified. But… there was no room for me to focus on any of those emotions, because my mind was focused on what Maya was doing behind me.

Her fingers slipped out of my crack, my tight entrance twitching, and I craved more. I wiggled my hips and ass as though in invitation, and then… there was more.

Something cold and hard and slippery ran down my crack, teased over my hole, pressing, slipping just barely in before slipping away. It felt good, and I wanted to experience more. I was a butt-slut maid, hot, pretty, sexy, and I wanted more, needed more.

“Someone is eager!” Maya said.

I blushed. I’d been working my hips and ass back trying to get more of the plug, to feel it inside me, but she was in control and she was happy to tease.

“What do you want?” Olivia asked, grinning.

I blushed, knowing what they wanted from me. They were going to tease me until I confessed.

“I… I want… I want you to play with my ass.” I said. “I want… I want my plug inside me. I want you to plug my ass. I want to be a pretty maid, plugged and caged, so… so I can serve you.”

The words came from somewhere deep within, a confession, the truth forced out of me. Saying it though made it real. Before it had been a feeling, a secret, buried deep, but now it was a truth all three of us knew.

“Perfect.” Maya said.

And with that, she gave me what I wanted. She pressed, and the cold, hard plug began to slip into my tight, virgin hole.

I moaned, gasped, in pleasure. My hole stretched. The plug was wide and was getting wider. I pressed back, curving my spine, working it deeper.

My pretty dick was throbbing, twitching, drooling. I could see Olivia grinning, looking up at me. I felt such a giddy rush of emotions, holding the skirt of my uniform up, exposing myself, being plugged. I could feel a hot, urgent pleasure growing. I was so close…

There was pressure, pain. Would it even fit? It got wider and wider and Maya kept pressing. My dick was so hard it hurt, dripping pre-cum.

And then, just as I thought I couldn’t take any more, my hole opened, the widest part of the plug slipped past my entrance. The plug slipped in, slipped deep, my hole clenching around it to take it deeper, as though sucking it in, the thickness pressing on a spot of pleasure deep within.

“Fuck…” I moaned, loudly, unable to contain the joy of it.

Maya pressed the plug deeper, teasing me as my hole squeezed down, eager to feel and explore the new sensations. I worked my hips, chasing the pleasure, and Olivia reached up to run one finger along the underside of my pretty little dick.

And that was enough.

One touch was enough. With my ass plugged, squeezing down on the girth of it, Maya pressing it deeper to tease me, one touch was enough.

Even as Olivia withdrew her finger I could feel it. I was cumming from just one touch, cumming into the air, thrusting at nothing, cumming hard, but… there was no touch, nothing to feel, and my climax felt oddly empty yet also thrilling, a rush of relief and yet it only made me hornier.

“Oh my… someone really is an eager little butt-slut.” Olivia said.

“I’m impressed.” Maya added. “It bodes well for your future too.”

I wondered what future she meant.

I was too fixated on pleasure though to fret over that. I was cumming, hole plugged, and the pleasure was more intense than anything I’d felt before. I came into the air, spilling my spunk in front of my hot flatmate and her girlfriend, cumming from one touch while dressed as a sexy maid, while plugged, and I knew I was in trouble. I was hooked.

“I hope that was fun for you too.” Olivia said. “Because now we've fitted your plug we're going to cage you, and once that’s on, you’re not cumming again until you earn it.”

I paled. The cage…

In the rush of pleasure, I’d forgotten about the cage. Olivia though, hadn’t.

As my climax subsided and my pretty little dick softened she moved, and, deftly, she fitted the cage to my limp cock, squashing it flat, the metal of it cold and hard, imprisoning me. It was almost painful, a dull ache, and I could only watch, still dizzy from the heady rush of endorphins, as the padlock clicked shut.

My dick was caged…

“You’ll look so much nicer now in your panties and uniform.” Maya said. “No hard dick to ruin how the skirts sit. And… I’ll enjoy watching my maid cleaning up, knowing she’s plugged and caged. I’m going to get so hot watching you.”

I blushed, dizzy.

My cock throbbed, the thrill of the situation and Maya’s words arousing me, but there was only a dull pain as the cage contained me. Olivia poked it, chuckling, relishing my situation, my predicament, but where before I’d have hated her, now I just mostly felt a rush of shameful pleasure. What had happened to me?

“We’ll keep the keys safe for you.” Olivia said. “One for me, one for Maya. That way you’ll remember you belong to us now.”

“And you’ll stay plugged too, won’t you… to keep you in the maid mindset.” Maya said. “Please.”

I nodded, blushing, shamed, aroused, excited.

“Good girl.” Maya said, moving around me. “Now, you can get dressed and get on with today’s chores. What good is a maid after all if she doesn’t clean up?”

I nodded. Slowly I got dressed again, pulling up my panties, pantyhose, smoothing down my skirts. I was blushing, and with my cage on, my hole plugged, my body was kept constantly stimulated with new, bright, wonderful sensations.

“And you can start by fetching a cloth to clean your cum up off the floor.” Olivia said.

My cheeks turned bright pink. I had… the memory of it all almost stopped my heart.

I nodded though, aware they had the keys to my cage. Even if I’d wanted to escape I couldn’t have. I was in their power. But, worse, I didn’t want to escape. I wanted to be their maid.

“Yes Mistress.” I said, speaking on instinct. “Of course Mistress.”

Olivia and Maya smiled at that.

“Oh, Mistress. I think I like that.” Maya said. “Keep calling us Mistress.”

I smiled, nodded again.

“Of course, Mistress.” I said.

Just saying it thrilled me. My cock throbbed with a dull ache, my hole clenched down on my plug, and I set to work, a pretty, sexy maid cleaning up for my Mistresses.


Six

That day I did my chores as usual, only they were nothing like usual. Every movement, every action, just reminded me of my situation.

I was smooth and soft, dressed in panties, pantyhose, heels, and a sexy maid’s uniform. I was Rose, the pretty maid, and I was tasked with cleaning the apartment for my Mistresses.

As I worked, first cleaning up my cum off the floor, then moving around the apartment, I gradually managed to get the knack of walking in heels, and soon I found it was almost fun, the click of them, swaying my ass and hips as I strutted, one foot in front of the other.

With my maid’s uniform on, the sexy petticoats and the short skirt of it, the wiggle and sway of my ass and hips felt even more exaggerated. With my smooth, pantyhose-clad thighs rubbing against each other, my hole teased by my plug, and my caged dick throbbing, it became difficult to focus on the tasks at hand.

But, I did my best. I wanted to please my Mistresses. After all, they had the literal keys to my pleasure now. And with that extra motivation, I worked hard to be the best maid I could be.

I cleaned the kitchen and the bathroom, washed dishes, wiped sides, and when Olivia asked for coffee I made a fresh pot and served it to Maya and her, even doing my best to curtsey—a movement that made my plug shift inside me in very interesting ways.

“That’s cute.” Maya said. “Do it more.”

She was grinning. The way she looked at me made my heart flutter.

I nodded though, and made a note to curtsey more for her. I liked the way she had looked at me. The memory of how she’d teased my hole as she’d plugged me was still bright.

Given all the noises I’d heard from Maya’s bedroom since she and Olivia had started dating I couldn’t help but wonder now if maybe… maybe they had a strap-on. If they did, who was the one who wore it? Was it Maya? Would she… just thinking about it made me blush, and encouraged me to be a better maid.

My efforts were also helped by the fact that the pair made a deliberate show of watching me clean. As I moved around, doing my chores, they would follow me from room to room, working from laptops, reading, sometimes even just snuggling and playing with each other as they both stared at me, kissing, touching, caressing, teasing.

I made a show of what I was doing, to please Maya, and to tease Olivia in retaliation for all the times she’d teased me. Their eyes practically molested me.

I would wiggle my hips and ass as I strutted, bending at the waist, legs straight and together, curving my back, flashing my panties, my plugged ass, shaking it. They would stare at me, and I loved it.

More than that though, I loved how they stared at me when I was down on all fours, scrubbing, cleaning, on my hands and knees, head low, ass high, my butt and panties clearly on display. I knew they were watching me, staring at my long, smooth legs, my ass, and the thrill of it, the hot blush of shame, excitement, embarrassment, made my caged dick throb, my plugged hole clench tight.

It was so much fun, that I felt almost sad when my daily chores were done. Yet they were done, and I had other work to do.

“Well done Rose. I look forward to watching you at work again tomorrow.” Maya said.

“It was fun.” Olivia said. “Watching you clean up like a good maid had both of us all squirmy. So thank you.”

I blushed at that. The fact that I’d turned them both on by being a sexy maid excited me.

“I have a small gift for you too. For tomorrow.” Maya said.

With that, she dashed off to fetch a small bag, within it a range of make-up and styling products.

“We both expect our pretty maid to look just as good tomorrow as she did today, which means uniform, hair, and make-up. Understand?”

I blushed, head swimming. I was going to have to do my make-up tomorrow? And every day thereafter?

I nodded though, knowing it was pointless to resist, aware that part of me didn’t want to resist. Part of me was almost excited by the prospect of doing my make-up and hair.

“And… if you keep being a good girl, who knows, maybe there’ll be a reward for you.” Olivia added.

Maya smiled at me as her girlfriend said that. She held up the key to my cage.

“I’d like to reward you, Rose.” She said. “So… please keep being a good girl.”

I nodded, head spinning. What did she mean by reward?

“I… yes Mistress.” I said.

“And keep listening to those files.” Olivia said. “We both really like the impact they’ve had on you. And I think you do too.”

She was right. I wanted to argue with her, or at least part of me did, but I knew she was right. So, instead, I just nodded again like a well behaved submissive maid, like a good girl.

“Yes Mistress.” I said. “Of course.”

I was committed. Committed to being a good maid. I really was enjoying it, and… I was curious about that reward Maya had mentioned.
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That night Maya and Olivia were even louder than usual in their lovemaking, and it went on for even longer. The noises of it, the sounds of passion and lust, made me squirm.

I had kept my plug in, and I was still caged, so as I lay in bed I was left both stimulated and frustrated. I knew that I’d made both of them horny, hot, they had told me so, and that fact had made me squirm in response. Yet now… they were able to vent that frustration and pent-up arousal on each other.

I had been a good maid, had turned them both on by parading around plugged and caged, flashing my ass, and now they were using that to take their fucking to new heights. It was agony, knowing that their maid, Rose, had got both of them horny, and that now they were enjoying each other while I got to lie in bed, alone, as usual, only…

Now it was worse. Now I was plugged, kept constantly teased, and I was caged, so there was nothing I could do about how horny I was.

And I was very, very horny. After being a sexy, slutty, pretty maid all day, after being caged, plugged, strutting around, cleaning, having my hot flat-mate and her girlfriend plug me, cage me, tease me, lust after me, I was ready to explode. Listening to Maya and Olivia fuck, loudly, was just one final way for them to taunt me, tease me, make me squirm.

I knew they knew the effect they were having on me, making me suffer in excruciating pleasure, but that just made it worse. They were fucking right next door, loudly, to taunt me, and it was working.

Resigned to my fate, aware I had more chores ahead of me tomorrow, that I needed to be Rose, to get dressed up, do my make-up and hair, I lay down, put my file on, and tried to sleep. Sleep was slow in coming though. I was very squirmy, horny, caged and plugged, and all I could think about was being a sexy maid, on my hands and knees, wiggling my ass for Maya and Olivia, flashing my butt.

As their lovemaking reached a crescendo, I couldn’t help but wonder if maybe they really did have a strap-on, and if they did, who wore it? The thought of Maya with a big, fat, fake cock, or even Olivia, was sweet torment. As I sank into dreams it was all I could think about, being on my knees, a pretty, sexy, butt-slut maid, serving…
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Over the next few days, I fell into a new routine.

I would wake early and do my exercises as usual, then eat breakfast and shower. I shaved every other day to stay smooth, taking extra care around my cage and along my ass crack—showers and using the bathroom were the only time I removed my plug now, wearing it at all other times like Maya had asked, partly because she’d asked me, and partly because it was beginning to feel so good that being without it left me empty and aching to feel full.

After the shower, I would do my hair and make-up. In the beginning, this was a difficult process, but I made a point to watch a few video tutorials and read a few articles, and soon enough I was doing an okay job, slowly getting better at it, though I still had a long way to go to match Maya’s skills.

It was amazing the difference make-up and hair made. I felt better with it on, more like Rose, the sexy maid, pretty and cute, alluring and attractive. I put more and more effort into developing that skill, so soon I was actually quite good at it, and each day I’d look at myself in the mirror, dressed up, in my maid’s uniform, heels, panties, pantyhose, with my beautiful face, and I’d smile.

I felt happy. Happier than I had in a long time. I looked good, felt good, and I had purpose. I was serving my Mistresses.

It was only once I was happy that I looked my best that I’d begin my chores. I cleaned the apartment each day, tidying, scrubbing, dusting, vacuuming, making coffee, and just generally doing my best to keep the place looking as neat and tidy as possible, doing my best to look after Maya and Olivia.

It felt nice, to be needed in a way, to see the fruits of my hard work, and their compliments and praise always left a warm feeling in my belly. It was the way they looked at me though that I liked best.

As I strutted around in my heels they would watch me. As I cleaned the floors on my hands and knees, ass up, face down, flashing my panties, they’d leer at me. I loved it, how they looked at me, how I turned them on, and as I wiggled and strutted I could feel my plug teasing my hole, my hole—which was only becoming more and more sensitive with each passing day, as thought the plug were training and corrupting me.

Yet, for all the fun I was having, there was a downside too. Maya and Olivia.

Yes, I was exciting them, and they enjoyed watching their slutty maid, but as hot and horny as they got, it just meant they spent more time with each other.

More and more they would sit or stand and watch me, together, leering at me, and as I aroused them with my show of being a sexy, well-behaved maid, they’d just spend that lust on each other. They'd make out in front of me, touching each other, kissing, groping, and I’d be left on my knees watching and listening as they enjoyed each other, my pretty little caged dick throbbing in vain.

It was agony, and it got worse with each day.

They’d watch me during the day, their sexy maid, and they’d make a show of enjoying each other in front of me, becoming more and more demonstrative with each other, kissing, fondling, teasing, moaning. It was like my own private lesbian sex show almost, but… all I could do was watch and listen, caged, plugged, a frustrated maid who then had to listen to the loud, vigorous sounds of the pair fucking each night.

My frustration got worse. I became hornier and hornier, and the frustration just made me more and more submissive, more eager to please, more desperate to show off for them. I was trying so hard to be a good maid, a good girl, doing my make-up, dressing up, showing off, keeping the apartment clean, flashing my butt, wiggling, aware that they held the keys to my pleasure, that Maya’s reward was waiting for me.

Yet, the more I did, the hornier I made them, the more they just enjoyed each other, and I was forced to watch, aching, pining, horny, submissive, frustrated, a caged and plugged maid. It was agony, a perfect, blissful, cruel, frustrated agony.
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After days and days of feeling the frustration grow it was becoming almost more than I could bear, yet, at the same time, there was a growing pleasure in it. The frustration just fuelled my need to please, my need to be a good maid, my want to earn my reward.

As I did my make-up that morning I smiled. I was good at it now and as I finished applying my eyeshadow, mascara, eyeliner, lipstick, and powder, I looked at myself, admiring my reflection. I looked beautiful, and I smiled, a familiar swell of joy at seeing the pretty, sexy, feminine maid looking back at me.

Rose.

More and more I felt happier as Rose, more at ease. I could feel her leaking out from the times when I was a maid, leaking into my normal routine outside of my chores. I wondered about that, what it meant, but I was too focused on the task at hand to spend too much energy on it. Whatever was happening to me felt good, had made me happy, had made me better, so I was just going to see where this new path led me.

“All done.” I said, grinning. “Time to get to work!”

I squirmed, a fluttering in my belly, my cage throbbing and my hole clenching tight on my plug, teasing me, a bolt of intense pleasure. It had been so long since I’d cum, since I’d been caged and plugged. Last night Maya and Olivia had engaged in their loudest and most vigorous act of fucking yet, fuelled by my most teasing day ever as Rose—I was learning what they liked now, and was using that to be good and get them both hot in the hopes they’d reward me.

I was desperate, but I was hopeful. They had to reward me soon, right?

If not, I wasn’t sure I could last much longer. Every moment felt like sweet torture. My body was so soft and sensitive, with constant tingles, and I felt so giddy and sexy.

It didn’t help that my hole was now incredibly sensitive, trained into a hot spot of pleasure by constantly wearing my plug, a clenching, milking, hungry hole that kept me always on edge. If I didn’t get a reward, a chance to cum, soon, I knew I might go mad.

But today… maybe.

I got up and set to work. I had a plan.

I tottered through to the kitchen first, strutting in my heels, grinning at the click of them, the feel of my ass and hips swaying, the tease of my maid’s skirt brushing against my pantyhose-clad thighs. Then I set to making breakfast.

I’d got up especially early today. Breakfast in bed, pancakes and coffee, Maya’s favourite. Breakfast in bed served by their sexy, submissive, eager maid. That would work, right?

I smiled as I cooked and brewed. I knew I looked good, amazing even. I’d taken special efforts to look my best today, and I’d made sure to get fresh berries to go with the pancakes. With my maid’s uniform on, smooth and pretty, cooking, I felt a warm swell of pride and satisfaction, if not for the constant aching frustration from being caged, I could have found peace in just taking care of Maya and Olivia, my Mistresses.

But I was caged, and there was no peace. And so, I made them a special meal, and when it was done I loaded up a tray with plates, pancakes, coffee, fruit, syrups, jams, and fresh fruit juice. Smiling, knowing my plan had to work, I set off towards Maya’s room, strutting in my heels, confident in them now after all my recent practice.

When I reached the door I knocked, waited for an answer.

“Come in.” Maya croaked.

She was just waking up. Perfect. It was going to be the best surprise. I was already imagining all the possible rewards. Maybe they’d unlock my cage, and touch me, teasing me with my plug. Maybe hands, or even mouths, or maybe…

As I opened the door and stepped in my mind conjured images of strap-ons, thick and long, Maya and Olivia both wearing one. My body throbbed, my hole clenching, my cage agony as my cock tried, and failed, to harden. Maybe…

“Oh is that pancakes and coffee?” Maya said. “My favourite.”

This was it. This was how I earned my reward. Maybe she’d even let me go down on her. The thought of licking her pussy, tasting her, serving her on my hands and knees, then her letting me cum, finally, was almost more than I could take. Maybe she’d make Olivia watch as I made her cum, make Olivia watch as she made me cum. That would be perfect. That would be…

“Rose!” Olivia snapped.

I was lost in daydreams but her voice snapped me back to reality. The tray was heavy, but I knew I was adept enough in my heels now. I had this I…

“Look out!”

I looked down, to where Olivia was pointing, a pile of clothes ready for laundry that I hadn’t seen because I’d been lost in fantasy. My foot snagged a pair of panties and I felt my balance going. I began to tumble.

Fuck…


Seven

There was mess everywhere, pancakes, coffee, fruit, fruit juice, syrup. I did my best to clean up while Maya and Olivia went off to shower. So much for my surprise.

“What happened?” Maya asked as she got back from her shower, dressed in just a towel. “You’re normally so diligent and focussed, and you’ve gotten so much better in your heels. It’s not like you to mess up like that.”

The sight of her, her smooth legs, the smell of her, was so breathtaking it almost made me dizzy. I was so horny… I…

“Sorry. I just… I’m sorry Mistress.” I said.

Maya looked at me and behind her, also fresh out of the shower, was Olivia. They both looked at me, shaking their heads.

“That’s not like you Rose. What’s wrong?” Maya asked.

I hung my head. I took a deep breath. I’d meant it to be a nice surprise, a way to earn my reward, but instead, I’d ruined everything.

“I just… I wanted to do something nice, for both of you. I wanted to be a good maid, so you’d… so you might reward me. I’ve been so horny and it’s so difficult and I was hoping… I just… I wanted to be good but I got distracted and I fucked up. I’m sorry.” I said.

The pair looked at me. There was silence, then, suddenly, they both chuckled.

“Poor horny clumsy ditz.” Olivia said.

“Have we been neglecting our maid?” Maya asked. “Have we got you so frustrated you’re finding it difficult to think?”

There was a note of teasing and joy in her voice. The way they were both speaking, the look in their eyes, they were… they were enjoying this.

I nodded. My cheeks blazed pink.

“I just… I… I’m so horny.” I said. “I’ve tried to be good, and I wanted to give you a nice surprise, but I’m so horny I can’t think properly and now I’ve fucked it all up.”

I was close to tears. I feared I ruined everything.

The two girls looked at me. They were so hot, so beautiful. Between them, they held the only keys to my pleasure. I wanted so badly to cum, I’d tried so hard to be a good maid, but I’d gotten distracted with daydreams, fantasies, and now I’d messed it all up. I just…

“How about we offer you the chance to apologise for making a mess.” Maya said. “And then, if you do a good job, we’ll reward you with something I just know you’ll love.”

I blinked. Was she really still willing to let me serve? I nodded without hesitation.

“Yes, please, anything…” I said.

“Anything?” Olivia said, smirking.

I nodded again. I knew I’d do anything. I just wanted to serve, wanted to earn the chance to cum. Anything. I’d do anything.

“Then crawl on your hands and knees to us.” Maya said, lifting her hands to the top of her towel. “Crawl to us, and apologise with that pretty, sexy, slut mouth of yours.”

I nodded, smiling, blushing, and began to crawl. I was not going to argue with that offer. If they were offering me what I thought they were offering, the chance to taste their cunts, then it sounded more like a reward to me.

As I crawled I did my best to keep my butt high, wiggling my hips and ass. I loved how they watched me.

“Good girl.” Maya said.

And with that, the pair of them, almost as one, dropped their towels, showing me for the first time the full glory and majesty and beauty of their naked bodies.
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My eyes went wide when I saw them. The pair of them, together, my flatmate and her girlfriend, were both so different yet both equally stunning.

I felt my body, throb, hot, a fluttering in my belly. I was a sexy maid, their sexy maid, pretty and smooth and obedient, and I was crawling on my hands and knees to them to apologise for the mess I had made. Seeing them as they were, naked, I had a feeling I knew what form the apology was going to take.

And I wanted it, had dreamed of this moment. I was finally seeing Maya naked, her perfect body, was getting to see Olivia naked too, and it was not how I’d imagined it. It was better.

For a start, I was not me anymore. I was Rose, the cute maid, caged and plugged, and that thought alone lit a fire in me, the fact I had not cum for so long changing me, making me submissive, eager, desperate. Hell, it had been why I’d made the mess in the first place.

And, alongside that, the pair of beautiful women were… more than I had ever thought. Olivia was tall, pale, and stunning, her full curves wanton, sexy, wide hips, round ass, and her tits were… breathtaking—her big puffy nipples were hard, a sign of how sexy she thought I was as a slutty maid on her hands and knees—and my mouth watered at the sight of them. I wanted to bury my face in her tits.

More though, I wanted to bury my face between her legs, the short cropped thatch of slightly darker, coarser blonde hair doing nothing to hide the swollen lips of her pussy, parted slightly to show the pink, wet folds of her cunt. I could smell her. I wanted to taste her.

Yet it was Maya who held the majority of my attention. Maya. Beautiful, kind, sweet Maya. She was more beautiful than I could ever have dreamed. She was shorter than Olivia, her hair and skin darker. Her curves, though not as full as Olivia’s, were equally mesmerizing, and her face was prettier, eyes more dazzling, lips fuller, yet it was none of those things that captivated me.

It was her cock. Maya had a cock. I had never realised. I had never imagined. I couldn’t stop staring.

“You see something you like?” Maya asked, smiling.

Her voice was soft, teasing. To emphasise her point she wiggled her hips.

Her cock swayed from side to side. It was only half-hard, but was getting slowly harder, throbbing, swelling, engorging, and it was already larger than mine. It looked almost obscene on Maya’s smaller frame, such a stark contrast to her slim, feminine, soft body, her pretty face, but that only made it hotter.

And it was really hot. It was hot and sexy and beautiful. She was beautiful.

I’d never looked at another cock, or even my own, with any lust before, but hers made my mouth water and my belly flutter. My hole clenched tight on my plug as my pretty, smooth dick throbbed uselessly in its cage.

I wondered how she was going to make me apologise. And… if I did a good job, how was she going to reward me?

“Well?” Maya said. “Are you not going to answer?”

Her cock was still throbbing, getting larger, thicker, harder as I crawled towards the two women, both of them standing looming over me. Was I doing that? Was the sight of their pretty, sexy, slutty maid on her hands and knees making Olivia wet and Maya hard? The thought made me smile.

I nodded.

“Yes Mistress.” I said, voice soft. “I see… I see lots of things I like. You are both so beautiful.”

Olivia laughed, chuckling.

“Such sweet lies.” She said, grinning. “But we can both see the truth. We can see where your eyes are glued. Well, I can’t say I can blame you, Maya does have the most beautiful cock I’ve ever seen.”

I blushed at that. Was my attention that obvious?

But… it was also true. My eyes were glued to Maya's cock.

As I crawled closer Maya’s cock continued to swell, growing thick and hard, throbbing, becoming large and intimidating. Watching it was hypnotic. I had made her hard.

That thought thrilled me, made me squirm. She thought I was sexy. They both thought I was sexy, that I was a sexy, pretty, slutty maid.

I had made Olivia wet and Maya hard. I was giddy with excitement and ready to apologise.

I stopped just in front of the pair, rose up to rest on just my knees, kneeling. They looked down at me and smiled. The pair of them together were more than I could have ever hoped.

“May I… may I apologise to you both, my Mistresses?” I said.

The pair looked at each other. Something was exchanged between them, unspoken, and they nodded almost as one, then looked back to me.

“You may.” Olivia said.

And with that, she moved. She shifted, stepping forwards, closer to me, standing just to the side between me and Maya. With one hand she reached out to grip my hair, making me gasp, and with the other, she gripped the base of Maya’s cock.

“Come, apologise properly. If you do a good job, you’ll be rewarded.” Olivia said.

Her grip on my hair was tight, hard, making me wince. Her grip on the base of Maya’s cock was softer, stroking, making Maya moan in pleasure, working her hips gently. Slowly, Olivia guided me forwards.
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“Now be a good maid, and open your pretty lips.” Olivia said. “Show us what a good cum-slut you are.”

I had little choice. Her grip on my hair was so tight it was painful, and I was caged, locked away, plugged. The only chance for freedom or release I had was to obey.

But, more than that, I wanted to obey. I wanted to submit. Maybe it was the cage, the plug. Maybe it was being a pretty, smooth, sexy maid. Maybe it was the fact I had not cum. Or maybe… maybe it was the fact that Maya was so stunningly beautiful, that she and Olivia were so radiant and alluring.

Maybe I just wanted to make them happy. Maybe I just wanted to apologise, and give them pleasure.

It didn’t matter though. What mattered was what was in front of me.

Maya’s cock. Her perfect cock.

Olivia guided me towards it, aiming it at my mouth, and I opened my mouth, just a little. My lips touched the tip of Maya’s prick, warm and soft and hard, throbbing. I kissed without thinking, licked her slit, the tang of precum, and Maya moaned, thrust.

“Take it like a good slut.” Olivia said. “Take your Mistress’s cock and show her how sorry you are.”

I did as I was told. I sucked, opening my mouth wider, and Maya thrust, the thick head of her throbbing cock popping into my mouth.

It went deep, my tongue lapping, my lips sealing tight, sucking harder. I took it deep, and Olivia forced my head down even as Maya thrust.

The head of her cock butted at the back of my throat, almost choking me. I worked my mouth up and down, sucking, head dizzy from the thrill of it all.

My pretty little caged dick throbbed in my panties, hole clenching tight on my plug.

“Fuck… she’s… she’s good.” Maya’s voice was hoarse with pleasure.

That I was causing that pleasure thrilled me. I sucked harder, faster.

“I guess she really is a natural cum-slut then. I always thought as much. Such a waste pretending to be a boy for so long, but we know the truth now, don’t we Rose?”

Olivia tugged my hair for a moment to make it clear she expected an answer. I did not want to take Maya’s cock from my mouth though—it felt too good, the throbbing heat of it between my lips, on my tongue—so I just nodded, murmured yes, my words garbled by the fat prick in my mouth.

“I like you much better like this.” Olivia said.

I looked up at her, saw how she and Maya were both looking at me. There was desire in their eyes, lust, delight. I was their pretty, slutty, cum-slut maid sucking Maya’s cock.

I liked how they were looking at me. I never wanted them to look at me any other way again.

“Just think how good she’ll be when I teach her how to take all of your fat cock.” Olivia said. “I know you love it when I deep throat you, so just think how having us both on our knees sucking your beautiful cock will feel.”

Her voice was softer and sweeter as she spoke to Maya. Her hand stroked the base of Maya’s cock. Maya moaned, thrust again, her cock choking me.

I wanted that. I wanted to learn to be better, how to take all of it. I wanted to worship Maya’s beautiful cock with Olivia, sharing it.

I wanted… I wanted to feel it cumming in my mouth, my throat, wanted to taste her seed, swallow it. That thought urged me on, made me suddenly desperate, and I sucked harder, faster, deeper.

“Fuck… she’s… she’s ravenous. At this rate, she’s going to make me cum if you’re not careful.” Maya said.

That thought excited me. I wanted it.

Olivia though just chuckled.

“Not yet. We have more than that planned.” She said.

She pulled hard on my hair, pulled me back, and Maya’s cock slipped from my lips even as I sucked harder, the meat of her prick wet and slippery with my spit, the head leaving the seal of my mouth with an audible pop.

I whined, wanting more, looking up at my beautiful flatmate and her sexy girlfriend with big eyes, pouting, fluttering my eyelashes. I could see Maya’s cock out of the corner of my eye, glistening with my spit, throbbing.

“Please… more… I just… I need to apologise.”

I was smiling, begging. Olivia and Maya smiled at me.

“Oh, you’re not done apologising yet Rose.” Maya said. “There’s a lot more to come yet.”

And with that, Olivia tugged on my hair, pulling me forwards. I fell down on my hands and knees and crawled along the floor, following her as best I could, obedient and horny and desperate.

She led me towards the bed, stopped at the foot of it, and she sat. I watched as she spread her legs wide, still gripping my hair. The glistening, swollen lips of her pussy opened, like the petals of a flower, revealing her inner folds, pink, moist, the scent of her arousal thick and intoxicating.

“Now, come continue your apology.” Olivia said. “Watching you suck my girlfriend's cock has me eager to see just how skilled you are with that pretty slut mouth of yours.”

And with that, she pulled me forwards by my hair, and she buried my face in her cunt. I was only too happy to continue my apology.


Eight

Olivia pressed my face down into the wet, musky fold of her cunt, gripping my hair, and as I breathed in my head went dizzy from the scent of her arousal. Knowing I had caused that made my caged cock throb, hard, painful, a delightful agony.

“Come on Rose, show me how a good girl apologises.” Olivia said.

I obeyed without question, and I began to lick.

I had dreamed of this, fantasised about this, tasting her, and though it was not quite like how I’d imagined it, I could not deny that it was better.

As I worked my tongue through her wet folds, pressing at her hole, teasing in, I could not help but taste the rich sweetness of her cunt. My head swam. I wondered what it would be like to clean Olivia’s pussy of Maya’s cum. Just thinking about it was enough to make my whole body shiver with delight.

Olivia bucked her hips, clearly delighting in what I was doing, and I licked up, higher, teasing, my whole face pressed into her pussy, Olivia grinding down and fucking my lips and chin and tongue.

The tip of my tongue found what I was looking for, the hard, swollen nub of her clit, and I flicked it, circled, and Olivia trembled, quivering. I could feel her cunt clenching at the delight of it.

“Yes… there… that’s a good girl.”

I did as she said, began to stimulate her clit, licking her, tasting her, letting her fuck my face, my mouth and lips and chin soaked with her juices.

“I’m feeling all left out.” Maya said, softly.

There was movement behind me.

“But lucky for me I think I know just how you can finish your apology.”

Hands roamed over the backs of my thighs, teasing, tickling, and the sensation was electric. I licked, teasing Olivia’s clit, and Maya’s hands roamed higher, slipping under my skirt, lifting it to expose my panty-clad ass.

I shivered. My hole clenched on my plug. My pretty little caged dick throbbed.

What was Maya going to do?

Yet, I had little time to question. I had Olivia’s pussy to focus on. And she was demanding my focus, grinding her cunt down hard even as I licked, kissed, sucked at her clit, pressing my tongue deep into her wet hole, feeling it clench down in pleasure.

I could hear her gasping, and it only made me try harder. I wanted to make her cum.

“You know, I’m so glad we have you as our maid now Rose.” Olivia said, breathing heavily.

As she spoke I felt hands on my panties, peeling them down, and I wiggled my hips to help, lifting my knees as Maya tugged them off. Fingers caressed my butt, groping, and then slipped in to my plug, pressing it deeper, tugging it.

I moaned, delighting in the sensations. It felt so hot. I licked harder and Olivia moaned.

“You see, Maya is a big fan of anal. She loves how tight it is, how deep she can get her cock, but… her cock is just too big for me. We tried it once, but… I’m just not a fan. Now we have you though, our dirty little butt-slut cum-dump. Isn’t that right?”

The words filled my head. I flushed, hot. I nodded, slowly, trembling.

Was Maya really going to…

But before I could even finish my train of thought she answered the question for me. She pulled on my plug, gently, easing it out. My hole squeezed down, tight, slippery with lube, and my ass began to stretch.

“I’m going to enjoy watching my girlfriend fuck our pretty maid in the ass while you make me cum with your tongue.” Olivia said, pressing my face down hard into her wet pussy. “I’m going to enjoy making you our slut.”

I moaned, dizzy, burning with lust. Maya pulled harder. The plug stretched me, slipping out. There was pain, pleasure, my caged dick throbbing, and then…

The plug popped free, slipping suddenly out of my tight hole, leaving my ass gaping, slippery, wet, empty.

I moaned, a void that needed to be filled. But I did not need to wait long.
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Olivia held my head down, kept my face buried in her cunt, so I could not look back, could not see what Maya was doing, but I could imagine it, and I did. I imagined her shifting forward, lubing up her spit-coated cock, kneeling between my legs, and aiming the tip of her fat, throbbing prick at my gaping hole.

I wanted that. I wanted her.

I licked, lapping, worshipping Olivia’s pussy with my lips and tongue, hoping, and then I felt it. Warm and hard and throbbing, slippery, teasing along my crack. I felt the head of Maya’s cock press just barely into my ass.

I moaned, pressed back, wanting it more than I had ever wanted anything, but she wanted to tease me. The tip of her cock slipped away, leaving me empty again.

She repeated, slipping her cock up and down, slippery, pressing in, barely, just the tip, then letting it slip out and away just as I pressed back, my hole opening, about to feel her inside me. I was going mad with need and lust and desire.

Olivia fucked down on my face, Maya teased my ass, and I whined in hunger, my caged dick drooling precum.

“You want something, Rose?” Olivia asked.

I nodded.

“You want my cock inside you?” Maya asked.

I nodded again. I needed it.

“Plmnrghsss…” I said, trying to speak but my pleading was muffled by the wet folds of Olivia’s cunt.

The pair chuckled. I felt a sharp sting, a hand slapping my ass, hard. Maya had spanked me. My cock throbbed in its cage, locked away, useless.

“Well, since you asked so nicely.” She said.

She slipped her cock down, and the tip again pressed at my gaping hole, teasing in. My body throbbed, aching, desperate. I spread my legs wider, worked my hips and ass back, and curved my back to offer my ass to my sexy flatmate.

I had no idea if Maya’s cock would even fit, but I knew I would do my best to make it fit.

Olivia pressed my face down hard into her pussy and worked her hips, grinding her wetness onto my lips, chin, tongue. I teased her clit, fucked my tongue into her hole, pleasuring her.

Maya slapped my ass again, harder, on the other cheek. She pressed forwards as I pressed back.

“You want my cock inside your tight, fat ass?” Maya asked.

I nodded, moaned my yes.

There was pressure, pain, bliss. I felt my hole stretching, stretching, stretching, and there was an awful moment when I thought it would never fit. I spread my legs as wide as they would go, curved my back more, wiggled my hips, grinding my ass down onto her thick cock, and then…

My hole gaped. Her cock slipped past my outer ring, slipped deep, and she was inside me.

My sexy, pretty, beautiful flatmate’s cock was inside me. Maya’s cock was inside me even as I was eating her girlfriend’s cunt, even as Olivia was fucking her pussy onto my face.

“Fuck! You are so tight.” Maya said.

She thrust, pressing her cock deeper. It was thick, long, and it felt amazing. I thought I might pass out from the pleasure of it.

“Well, who knew you were such a filthy little butt-slut maid.” Olivia said, grinding down onto my face even harder.

Hands gripped my hips, and Maya buried her entire length inside my ass, her thick, long, throbbing cock filling me. Her hips pressed against my butt, her entire length sheathed inside my tight ass.

It was heaven.

“I don’t think you can go back to pretending to be a boy after this, can you?” Olivia asked.

I shook my head.

“You’re ready to admit what you are then?”

I nodded.

I’d be anything they wanted me to be, I just wanted Maya to fuck me.

“You’re going to be a cum-slut maid? Our pretty live-in whore? Our fuck-toy?” Olivia asked.

I nodded again.

“Are you going to be our good girl?” Maya asked.

I nodded.

“Plgrhmm… fgkmmmee.”

My words were garbled.

“You want me to fuck you?” Maya asked. “You want me to fuck your ass and cum in you?”

I nodded.

“Such a good girl.” She said.

And she began to fuck me.
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Maya pulled her cock almost entirely out, just the head tugging at my outer ring, then slammed it back in. She fucked me, hard and fast, and as she fucked my tight, slippery hole Olivia began to match her pacing, grinding her pussy down on my face.

“Fuck you’re good. I can’t imagine how good you’re going to be with some more training and practice.” Olivia said.

“Her ass is so tight and hot. I think she might be my new favourite fuck-toy.” Maya said.

The words washed over me, thrilling me, but I barely heard them. I was floating on a tide of sensations so overwhelming, so hot and pleasurable, that it was all I could do to stay focussed on pleasuring Olivia, to keep fucking Maya back.

And I wanted to pleasure Olivia, wanted to grind my ass down on Maya’s cock. I wanted them to cum. I wanted to make them cum, to feel Olivia cum on my face and feel Maya’s cock fill my ass with cum. I needed it. I needed to be their pretty cum-slut maid, their good girl.

The three of us fell into an easy rhythm, fucking harder, faster, Maya thrusting deeper, Olivia grinding down onto my face, my tongue teasing her clit, fucking deep into her pussy.

It was heaven, but it was hard, sweaty work, and soon we were all breathing heavily, panting. My ass clenched down, milking Maya’s cock, my caged dick throbbing. My heart was racing.

“Fuck I’m close.” Olivia said.

“I am too. She’s so tight and hot. I don’t think… I can’t hold out much longer.” Maya said.

Her grip on my ass was tight, her thrusts deep and hard, hips slapping against me, fucking me, pulling me into her. I pressed back, riding her cock, squeezing, milking. I wanted her to cum in me. I wanted them both to cum. I wanted to be their slutty maid, their good girl.

As Maya thrust harder, faster, fucking me, Olivia grinding down on my face, I could feel a fluttering in my belly, my caged dick an agony of delight. With each thrust, Maya’s cock pressed against a bright spot of pleasure inside my ass. I chased that sensation, working my hips and ass to feel more.

“Just looking at her ride your fat cock is getting me so hot. I… fuck… fuck… don’t you dare stop Rose.”

I could hear from the ragged gasps she made that Olivia was close. I licked harder, kissed, sucked, fucked my tongue into her hole.

I ground my ass back onto Maya’s cock squeezing, chasing the bright new sensations that flooded through me. I could feel her cock throbbing, hard, getting longer, fatter.

I wanted her to cum in me. I wanted to be their slutty, cum-slut, butt-slut, pretty maid. I wanted to be their smooth, soft, pretty good girl.

“Fuck… her ass is so tight. She’s riding me hard, squeezing down. You really want me to cum inside you don’t you?” Maya asked.

I nodded.

“Do it. Cum in her. Breed her. Make her our slut. Cum in her ass and make her our pretty slut maid.” Olivia said.

Maya needed no more encouragement. She thrust, hard, fast, and her cock swelled, throbbing.

She fucked her entire length into my ass and held it there. I pressed back, wiggling my hips, squeezing down. I felt it swell, throbbing, thicker, pulsing hard. I felt Olivia grind down hard on my face.

I felt hot, sticky wetness flood my ass as Maya moaned, thrusting, rutting, squeezing my ass hard, pulling me down onto her cock.

She was cumming. She was cumming inside me.

“Fuck you look so hot. I’m… fuck!”

And then Olivia was cumming, pushed over the edge by watching her girlfriend cum inside my ass. She ground her pussy down onto my face, flooding my mouth with her juices.

They were both cumming. Olivia was cumming on my face. Maya was cumming in my ass. I was their pretty maid, their good girl, and I’d made them both cum.

That knowledge, the fact I hadn’t cum in days, and the joy of Maya fucking my ass, filling me with her spunk, was enough to push me over the edge. As Maya fucked her cock as deep as she could, throbbing, pumping me full of hot, thick, sticky jizz, I came.

I came harder than I ever had before. I came despite being caged, my cock locked away, useless, limp. A hot trickle of cum leaked out as my whole body lit up, ass clenching down, and I came.

Olivia ground her cunt down, Maya fucked her cock deep, gripping me tight, and we came, together, all three of us, and it was bliss.

I wiggled back, squeezing down with my ass to milk every last drop of cum from Maya. I licked, teasing Olivia’s quivering pussy. My caged dick throbbed, the last pulses of pleasure making my brain fuzzy, my body shivering.
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“Fuck. That was… your ass is amazing.” Maya said. “I’m going to want more of that.”

I giggled. As Olivia relaxed her grip on my hair I lifted my head up.

“Whenever you want Mistress. As your maid, it’s my duty to serve.”

I giggled as I said that.

“Oh, you’ll be serving alright. After that, I’m going to want more of your mouth, and I think we need to begin training you on how to deep throat too.” Olivia said.

“I’d like that. Just the thought of watching the two of you deep throat my cock is almost enough to get me hard again.” Maya said.

I couldn’t believe it. It seemed unreal, yet I could still feel the reality of it all, Maya’s cock slowly softening in my ass, Olivia’s pussy juices all over my face, the taste of her on my lips.

“I… anything my Mistresses want.” I said, grinning.

“Maybe next time you can fuck her face and I get my strap-on out and I try out that juicy ass.” Olivia said. “I’ve got a sneaky feeling she’d enjoy swallowing your cum.”

I blushed, nodded.

“I would.” I said.

“Such a good slut.” Maya said, stroking my back. “And to think, we don’t even need to reward you.”

I looked back over my shoulder, met Maya’s eyes. She was stunning, her cock still inside me, growing softer, cum leaking out of my well-fucked hole.

“Well, the plan was for you to make us cum, then we’d uncage you and make you cum, as a reward. But then you went and came while I was fucking you.”

“Proving you're a natural butt-slut.” Olivia said, chuckling.

The pair laughed, kindly, and I smiled, wiggling my ass, clenching down as Maya’s cock finally slipped out, wanting to keep as much of her cum inside me as possible. She caressed my butt, stroking, and already I could feel my lust growing again.

“Exactly. A natural butt-slut.” Maya said. “Which means you’ve already had your reward, and we won’t need to unlock your cage any time soon. Will we?”

I blinked, looked between my two Mistresses. They were going to leave me caged.

I giggled, smiled, blushed.

“But you don’t need to worry. Because if you feel like you’re getting so horny you might have another accident just come and see us. Now we know you can cum from having that slutty ass fucked, we know just how to help out.” Olivia said.

I squirmed at that. The idea that they would leave me caged was almost unnerving, but the thought that they would also be on hand to help relieve my pent-up desires by fucking my ass again thrilled me.

“So… if I’m a well-behaved maid, a good girl, you’ll both take extra special care of me, and fuck me in the ass again until I cum?”

“That, and more.” Maya said.

“Lots more.” Olivia said.

I smiled, flush.

“Then I’m very happy to stay caged for my Mistresses.” I said.

The two women smiled at me.

“But remember, you need to be a good maid.” Olivia said.

“I will.” I said.

“Good. Which means you won’t mind getting on with cleaning up, will you?”

With that, she gestured down to the floor beneath me. The pool of my cooling cum. I blushed.

“I…”

“Oh my, such a messy girl.” Maya said. “You’ll need to clean that up.”

I nodded, went to move, to fetch a cloth or towel.

“Where are you going?” Olivia asked.

I froze, suddenly timid and unsure.

“To… I need something to clean up…” I said.

My Mistresses chuckled.

“You don’t need anything to clean up that you don’t already have.” Maya said.

Olivia reached out to grip the back of my head again, my hair. She guided my face down.

“Use your tongue.” Maya said. “Good girls clean up their messes with their tongues.”

And I wanted so badly to be a good girl. So, I did exactly as my hot flatmate and her girlfriend, my Mistresses, said. I was their obedient maid, their good girl, so I cleaned up my mess with my tongue, loving every sticky moment of it, and I couldn’t wait for more.

THE END
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ORAL FIXATION
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Harper has a bad habit. When he’s nervous, he bites his nails. Unfortunately his new boss, Ms Venatrix, makes him very nervous, and she will not tolerate his nasty habit.

Fortunately, she knows just how to fix his oral fixation. The question is, is Harper willing to submit to her plan?

Harper has always dreamed of landing a prestigious job at MONUMENT, a high-end fashion magazine founded and presided over by the remarkable Ms Venatrix. So, when he is offered the position of personal assistant to Ms Venatrix he’s thrilled.

But on his first day on the job, Harper makes a crucial mistake. He arrives at the office late and wearing an ill-fitting suit that is clearly past its prime. Worse, Harper has a bad habit of biting his nails when he’s nervous, and as nervous as he is, he just can't seem to stop biting his nails.

Ms Venatrix doesn't mince her words when she calls Harper into her office at the end of his first day to discuss his performance. He’s simply not good enough, and he needs to be better. As a fashion magazine, MONUMENT needs all its staff to dress appropriately and look their best, and as her personal assistant, the habit of biting his nails has to stop.

Fortunately for Harper Ms Venatrix is willing to give him a second chance.

Soon Harper finds himself not only dressing and looking better, but his habit of biting his nails has been redirected to something a lot more appropriate, and a lot more fun. And Harper comes to realise that he really has landed the job of his dreams, it’s just not quite what he was expecting…


GETTING TEAMED
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This was bad. Miss Heims had uncovered Tom’s secret. He didn’t have a choice. It was either do what she wanted or be exposed.

“What do you want?” He asked.

Miss Heims smiled.

“We’re in need of a special kind of cheerleader.” She said, smiling. “And I think you have just what it takes.”

Tom has a secret. During the day he’s an ordinary, unexceptional, easily forgettable boy, but when he’s at home, alone, he likes to dress up like a hot, sexy girl and perform for his fans. It’s just harmless fun.

That is until the head coach of the women’s basketball team at his college discovers his secret. If word gets out about what Tom does in his free time he could lose his scholarship. So, he has no choice but to do what she wants.

When Miss Heims tells Tom that the team requires a cheerleader, he tries to explain that he has no athletic prowess. She is unperturbed though, and thinks he has all the talents a girl needs to motivate the team to win.

With a little extra push from Miss Heims, soon Tom is heavily invested in the team’s performance, and he can’t help but hope they'll win. But if they do, is he ready for what comes next? And just how much team spirit can one cheerleader handle?


CAMERA SHY




[image: ]

There’s a rumour circulating that Rob’s new neighbour, the hot Ms Scarlet, is a professional Dominatrix, and Rob needs to know if it’s true.

So he decides to break into her house to find out. After all, what’s the worst that can happen?

Rob and Alex are best friends, and have been for most of their lives. They went through school together, and now they’re at college together. They’re almost inseparable. So when rumours start to circulate that their new neighbour, the beautiful Ms Scarlet, is a professional Dominatrix, its only natural that the two come up with a plan together to find out the truth.

That plan is simple enough. Rob will break into Ms Scarlet’s home when she’s out and will investigate. Only… the plan doesn’t go as they hoped, and the truth is not what either of them expected. Ms Scarlet is a photographer, and during the break-in Rob manages to break some of her very expensive equipment.

When Ms Scarlet confronts Rob with evidence of his misdeeds, she gives him an ultimatum: work as a model to repay the debt he owes her, or face the consequences of his actions. It seems like a simple enough deal, but what he hadn’t counted on was the kind of modelling Ms Scarlet specialises in.

Soon enough Rob finds himself caught up in a whirlwind adventure of feminization, flirtation, and with numerous fans willing to pay to see a lot more of him. As he finds new ways to pay off his debt and begins to enjoy his new modelling career, there’s only one issue.

He never did tell Alex about damaging Ms Scarlet's equipment, and how he was paying off his debt. He just has to hope Alex never finds out, because if he does, who knows what the consequences will be…


THIRST TRAP




[image: ]

Marcus uploaded the carefully angled selfie. Bright red lips, bare skin. He knew what people would think.

Now he just had to see if people would really fall for it, and if it’d make ranking up any easier.

Marcus picked his character, the sexy schoolgirl assassin, and just the sight of her was thrilling after having just worn that crimson lipstick.

“Just one game.” He said—his voice really was quite convincing.

Gaming was how Marcus relaxed. It was his routine. It was his escape from the dreary reality that was his life. In games he could be powerful, heroic, he could be anything he wanted. He didn’t have to be stuck as the small, plain, ordinary young man he was.

Yet that routine is thrown off course when Marcus hits a losing streak in his favourite game. No matter how well he plays, or hard he tries, he just keeps losing. When a flirty girl joins his team however the team are motivated to work together and Marcus wins his first match of the night. Impressed by just how much the girl’s ranking goes up, he’s left wondering, is it really that easy?

A carefully crafted selfie while wearing an ex-girlfriend's lipstick and a change in username is all it takes before he’s ready to find out, and with that, he’s set on a joyful journey of self-discovery. Soon Marcus learns what it’s like to be more than a dreary, ordinary boy, and he learns the pleasure and the power that comes from being a thirst trap, the thrill that comes with flirting with boys online. But questions remain. Is this all still just an escape from reality? And what will happen when online and real life collide?


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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