
        
            
                
            
        

    
	
		 

		Maid for Her Pleasure

		 

		John Lundgren

		 

		Published by John Lundgren, 2025.

		

	
		This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

		 

		MAID FOR HER PLEASURE

		 

		First edition. December 16, 2025.

		 

		Copyright © 2025 John Lundgren.

		 

		Written by John Lundgren.

		

	
		 

		Also by John Lundgren

		 

		
			Corporate Climb: CEO's Cuckold Contract Clause
		

		
			Neighborhood Nectar: BBQ Backyard Bull Blitz
		

		
			Yoga Retreat Yield: Guru's Hotwife Enlightenment
		

		
			Beachside Betrayal: Vacation Villa Voyeur Vortex
		

		
			Femdom Festival: Music Fest Wife's Wild Encore
		

		
			Taboo Tutor: Daughter's Lesson in Hubby Humiliation
		

		
			Chastity Chronicles: Wife's Slow-Burn Bull Conquest
		

		
			Cleanup King: The Cuck's Throne of Shame
		

		
			Gangbang Gateway: Hotwife's Club Initiation
		

		
			Humiliated Hubby: The Babysitter's Bull Surprise
		

		
			Interracial Inheritance: Cuck's Family Legacy
		

		
			Voyeur Vacation: Wife's Resort Gangbang
		

		
			Corporate Cage: Wife's Promotion Play
		

		
			Festival Frenzy: Hotwife's Crowd Claim
		

		
			Therapy Threshold: The Cuckold's Deep Dive
		

		
			Beachfront Binding: Vacation Cuckold Awakening
		

		
			Mentor's Mark: Cuckold's Academic Humiliation
		

		
			Party Pivot: The Hotwife's Swing Surprise
		

		
			Lecture Lust: Cuckold's Scholarly Shame
		

		
			Masquerade Merge: Hotwife's Party Pivot
		

		
			Seaside Spell: Vacation's Tidal Tease
		

		
			Biker Gang's Sissy Prize: Roadside Feminization
		

		
			Hypno Sissy Sorority: Pledged to the Sisters
		

		
			Married Sissy Housewife: Grocery Store Exposure
		

		
			Breeding Clinic Cuck: Wife's Fertility Fix
		

		
			Hotwife Sorority Reunion: Cuck at the Greek Games
		

		Japanese Stepsister's Enjo Kōsai Game

		Sleeping Stepsister's Midnight Ravish

		Stepsister's Holiday Threesome Trap

		Pimped Stepsister's Dark Deal

		Shemale Stepsister's Magical Awakening

		Stepsister's Breeding Temptation: Fertile Family Secret

		
			Eclipse Party Eclipse: Wife's Shadowed Surrender
		

		
			Podcast Hotwife Exposé: Mic'd Up for the Masses
		

		
			Vintage Car Show Cuck: Polished by Pit Crew
		

		
			Elite Club Initiation: Cuckold's Velvet Rope
		

		
			Fertile Farmhand Fling: Ranch Wife's Raw Ride
		

		
			Winter Cabin Cuckold: Snowed In with the Groundskeeper
		

		
			Cuckold Husband's Black Bull Weekend
		

		
			Denied Husband, Satisfied by Bull
		

		
			Wife's First BBC Humiliation Night
		

		
			Cuck Cleanup After the Black Stranger
		

		
			Hotwife's Office BBC Gang
		

		
			Wife's Black Bull Breeding Fantasy
		

		Maid for Her Pleasure

		
			Panties Under the Suit: Office Sissy Secret
		

		 

		


		Table of Contents

		 

		
			Title Page
		

		 

		
			Copyright Page
		

		 

		
			Also By John Lundgren
		

		 

		
			Maid for Her Pleasure
		

		 

		
			Sign up for John Lundgren's Mailing List
		

		 

		
			Further Reading: Panties Under the Suit: Office Sissy Secret
		

		 

		
			Also By John Lundgren
		

		
		Taylor had always known that Brooke saw depths in him that he himself barely glimpsed, layers folded beneath the ordinary skin of their days together. They had met in the quiet hum of a downtown coffee shop, her eyes catching his across the steam of lattes, a spark that ignited slowly, deliberately, until it consumed the routines they once called normal. Brooke, with her sharp wit and unyielding confidence, had whispered one evening, after wine had loosened their tongues and bodies, that she craved something more intimate, more absolute—a surrender that would bind him to her in ways words alone could never achieve.

		"You would look exquisite in service to me," she murmured against his ear, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw. "Not as my equal in this, but as my devoted attendant, reshaped to please." Taylor felt the words coil inside him, a strange heat blooming in his chest, not shame exactly, but a trembling recognition of desire long unspoken. He nodded, breath caught, and thus it began.

		Brooke laid out the terms with calm precision the next morning over breakfast, her voice steady as she sipped her coffee. He would move into her spacious apartment fully, no longer as boyfriend but as live-in maid, compensated in the currency of her approval and the intimacy she chose to grant. Full feminization, she insisted—frilly uniforms that accentuated curves he didn't yet have, hair curled into soft waves, nails polished to a glossy sheen. He would serve her every whim, from the mundane polish of silverware to the profound yielding of his body when she demanded it.

		Taylor—now to be called Tayla in her presence, a name that slipped from her lips like silk—stood before the mirror that first afternoon, heart pounding as Brooke fastened the black dress with white lace trim around his waist. The fabric whispered against his freshly shaved skin, the apron tied in a bow at his back, petticoats rustling with each tentative step in the low heels she had selected. His hair, grown longer in anticipation, was coaxed into loose curls with her patient fingers, makeup applied with expert strokes: rosy cheeks, lined eyes, lips painted a deep crimson that made his mouth feel foreign and inviting. Nails, extended and lacquered in pearl pink, clicked softly as he adjusted the headband.

		Brooke stepped back, appraising him with a gaze that devoured, her smile slow and predatory. "Perfect," she said, voice low. "Now, begin your duties, Tayla. The floors need attention."

		He knelt, cloth in hand, the skirt flaring around his knees as he scrubbed, aware of her watching from the armchair, legs crossed, a book open but unread in her lap. The humiliation was a live thing, twisting with arousal, his cock stirring beneath the lace panties she had chosen, hidden but insistent. She noticed, of course—Brooke noticed everything—and later, when he served her dinner on a tray, bending low to place it before her, she reached out, fingers grazing the bulge.

		"Already eager," she observed, amusement threading her tone. "But not yet. Service first."

		Days blurred into a rhythm of obedience: dusting shelves while she worked from home, her eyes flicking up to watch the sway of his hips in the uniform; preparing baths scented with lavender, kneeling to wash her feet as she reclined, her toes tracing patterns on his cheek; folding laundry with meticulous care, her intimate garments lingering in his hands, the scent of her arousal from previous nights clinging to silk. Each task built the tension, a slow escalation of want, his body responding to her proximity, to the power she wielded so effortlessly.

		One evening, after he had cleared the table and washed the dishes, hands pruned and nails gleaming, Brooke summoned him to the bedroom. The room was dimly lit, candles flickering shadows across the walls, the air thick with anticipation. She stood in a simple black slip, hair loose, eyes dark with intent.

		"Come here, Tayla," she commanded softly.

		He approached, knees weak, the frills of his uniform brushing his thighs. She circled him, fingers trailing the lace at his collar, then down his back, lifting the skirt to expose the panties stretched tight over his hardening cock.

		"You've been so obedient," she whispered, breath hot against his neck. "Now, I want more."

		She guided him to the bed, pushing him gently onto his back, the petticoats bunching beneath him. From the nightstand, she drew soft silk ropes—scarlet cords that gleamed in the candlelight. "Arms up," she said, and he obeyed, heart racing as she bound his wrists to the headboard, the knots firm but not cruel, allowing just enough give to remind him of his captivity.

		His legs next, spread wide, ankles secured to the bedposts, exposing him completely as she peeled away the panties, his cock springing free, already leaking precum that trailed down the shaft. She watched it bead at the tip, smiling as she straddled his chest, her weight pinning him, her pussy hovering close enough that he could smell her wetness, musky and intoxicating.

		"Look at you," she murmured, fingers dipping between her thighs, gathering her slickness and painting it across his painted lips. He tasted her eagerly, tongue darting out, and she laughed softly, shifting forward to lower herself onto his mouth.

		He licked with devotion, tongue delving into her folds, circling the swollen clit as she rocked against him, hands gripping the headboard for leverage. Her moans filled the room, low and guttural, building as he sucked and lapped, feeling her thighs tremble around his curled hair. She ground harder, wet pussy smothering him, juices coating his chin, his cheeks, until she cried out, body shuddering in orgasm, flooding his mouth with her release.

		But she wasn't finished. Sliding down his body, she positioned herself over his throbbing cock, teasing the head against her dripping entrance, coating him in her cum. "Beg," she demanded, eyes locked on his.

		"Please, Brooke," he gasped, voice muffled and desperate. "Please let me inside you."

		She sank down slowly, inch by inch, her tight pussy enveloping him, walls clenching as she took him fully. He groaned, bound and helpless, hips straining upward but held by the ropes. She rode him with deliberate slowness at first, hands on his chest, pinching the nipples beneath the frilly bodice, twisting until he whimpered.

		Faster then, her pace quickening, breasts bouncing under the slip, her fingers reaching back to fondle his balls, slick with her wetness. Precum mixed with her juices, the sounds obscene—wet slaps echoing as she impaled herself again and again, chasing another peak.

		She unbound one hand suddenly, guiding it to her clit. "Make me come again," she ordered, and he obeyed, fingers rubbing circles over the sensitive nub, feeling it pulse under his touch.

		Her second orgasm crashed over her, pussy spasming around his cock, milking him as she screamed his secret name, the one only she used in these moments. The sensation pushed him over, his own release building unbearably until he spilled inside her, hot spurts of cum filling her, orgasm ripping through him in waves, body arching against the bonds.

		She collapsed onto him afterward, untying the rest with tender fingers, pulling him close in the afterglow.

		Brooke’s fingers lingered on the knots she had just loosened, tracing the faint red lines they left on Tayla’s wrists as if reading a secret script written into his skin. She pressed her lips to one of the marks, soft, almost reverent, then lifted her head to meet his eyes. In the half-light, her pupils were wide, still drunk on the power she had wielded and the pleasure she had taken. Tayla’s chest rose and fell quickly beneath the rumpled lace bodice; the uniform felt heavier now, soaked with sweat and the mingled evidence of their release, clinging to every curve and hollow she had forced his body to adopt.

		She slid off him slowly, deliberately, letting her slick thighs brush along his softening cock one last time, drawing a shudder from him. Cum leaked from her, warm and viscous, trailing down onto his belly as she shifted to kneel between his legs. Brooke dipped two fingers into the mess where their bodies had joined, gathering the mingled fluids, and brought them to his painted lips.

		“Clean,” she said, voice husky, a command wrapped in velvet.

		Tayla opened without hesitation, tongue curling around her fingers, tasting salt and musk and the sharp tang of her own surrender. He sucked gently, eyes locked on hers, feeling the heat rise again despite the ache of overstimulation. She watched him with that same predatory satisfaction, withdrawing her fingers only to replace them with her mouth, kissing him deeply, sharing the flavor until their tongues tangled in a slow, filthy dance.

		When she pulled back, a thin strand of saliva and cum stretched between their lips before breaking. Brooke smiled, small and dangerous. “You’re not finished serving tonight, pet.”

		She rose from the bed, the black slip riding up to reveal the sheen on her inner thighs, and moved to the dresser. Tayla remained where she had left him, legs still parted from the earlier restraints, uniform skirt bunched around his waist, cock twitching against his stomach as he watched her. She returned with a length of soft black leather—a collar, wide and padded on the inside, with a silver ring at the front—and a short chain leash that glinted in the candlelight.

		“Sit up.”

		He obeyed, petticoats rustling as he pushed himself upright. Brooke fastened the collar around his throat, snug but not tight, the weight of it immediate and grounding. The click of the buckle sounded final. She attached the leash with a soft snap, gave it an experimental tug that made his breath catch.

		“On your knees.”

		Tayla slid from the bed, heels clicking on the hardwood as he sank down before her. The leash hung loose for a moment, then she wrapped the end around her fist, pulling until his face was inches from her pussy, still swollen and glistening with their combined release. The scent hit him like a drug—raw, intimate, overwhelming.

		“Worship,” she ordered.

		His polished nails dug lightly into her thighs as he leaned in, mouth open and eager. He started slow, lips brushing the sensitive skin just above her clit, kissing reverently, then lower, tongue tracing the seam where cum still seeped from her. Brooke sighed, widening her stance, fingers tightening in his curled hair. He lapped deeper, gathering every drop, cleaning her with long, deliberate strokes that made her hips rock forward. When his tongue circled her clit again, she pulled the leash harder, forcing his face flush against her, riding his mouth with unhurried rolls of her pelvis.

		Minutes stretched, her breathing growing ragged. Tayla’s jaw ached, but he didn’t falter, alternating between broad licks and focused flicks, feeling her thighs quiver around his ears. When she came this time it was quieter, a deep, rolling orgasm that left her gasping, flooding his tongue anew. She held him there until the last spasm passed, then released the leash enough for him to breathe freely.

		Brooke stepped back, eyes hooded, and guided him by the leash toward the foot of the bed. There, bolted discreetly into the frame, were two more rings. She clipped the leash to one, short enough that he had to remain on his knees, forehead almost touching the mattress. From the drawer she produced a bottle of lube and a slender silicone plug—black, tapered, with a jeweled base that matched the pink of his nails.

		Tayla’s pulse hammered as she moved behind him. She lifted the frilly skirt, folding it neatly over his back, exposing the lace panties now stretched and damp. With deliberate care she peeled them down to mid-thigh, letting the elastic snap lightly against his skin. Cool air kissed his hole; he shivered.

		Her fingers, slick with lube, circled the tight ring of muscle first, teasing, pressing just enough to make him push back instinctively. “Greedy,” she murmured, amused, and slid one finger inside slowly, crooking it to find that spot that made his spent cock leak anew onto the floor. A second finger joined, scissoring gently, stretching him open while her other hand stroked his back through the uniform, nails scraping lace.

		When she replaced fingers with the plug, the stretch burned sweetly. Tayla moaned, low and broken, as the widest part breached him, then settled with a soft pop, the jeweled base nestling between his cheeks like a secret claim. Brooke gave it a gentle twist, drawing another helpless sound from him, then stood.

		She walked around to face him again, lifting one foot onto the bed beside his shoulder, opening herself to his gaze. “Stay just like that,” she said. “I want to watch you feel it while I take what’s mine again.”

		Brooke reached for a harness she had left draped over the chair—sleek black leather straps and a curved silicone cock, thicker than his own, ridged for her pleasure as much as his torment. She stepped into it with practiced ease, adjusting the base so it pressed firmly against her clit, then slicked the length with lube until it shone.

		Tayla watched, collared and plugged and aching, as she positioned herself behind him once more. She didn’t remove the plug yet; instead she pressed the tip of the strap-on against it, pushing until the base shifted inside him, forcing a guttural groan from his throat. Only then did she ease the plug out, slow enough that he felt every ridge, leaving him empty and clenching for only a moment before the blunt head of the dildo took its place.

		She entered him in one smooth, relentless thrust, filling him completely. Tayla’s fingers scrabbled at the bedsheets, leash pulling taut as his body arched. Brooke set a steady rhythm, hips snapping forward, the harness grinding against her clit with every stroke. One hand gripped his waist through the apron strings; the other reached around to wrap around his cock, stroking in time with her thrusts.

		The room filled with the sounds of their coupling—wet slaps of silicone against skin, the creak of leather, Tayla’s muffled cries, Brooke’s low moans growing sharper. She fucked him thoroughly, varying angle and depth until she found the one that made his thighs shake uncontrollably, precum dripping steadily from his cock into her fist.

		“Touch yourself for me,” she commanded, voice strained with her own building pleasure. “But don’t come until I do.”

		Tayla’s hand replaced hers, stroking frantically as she pounded into him, the jeweled base now pressed against her mound with every thrust. Brooke’s rhythm faltered, breath hitching, and then she slammed deep one final time, grinding hard as her orgasm overtook her—sharp, electric, her pussy clenching around nothing while the harness transmitted every pulse.

		“Now,” she gasped.

		Tayla came instantly, cock pulsing in his own grip, ropes of cum splattering the sheets beneath him as his body convulsed around the intrusion. Brooke held still through his aftershocks, then slowly withdrew, leaving him empty and trembling.

		She unclipped the leash from the bed but left the collar fastened, guiding him gently up onto the mattress. Tayla collapsed onto his side, uniform thoroughly ruined, makeup smudged, curls disheveled. Brooke discarded the harness, crawled in behind him, and pulled him close—spooning him, one arm draped possessively over his waist, fingers idly tracing the lace edge of the apron.

		Her lips brushed the nape of his neck, just below the collar. “You were exquisite,” she whispered. “My perfect maid.”

		Tayla turned his face toward her, eyes heavy-lidded, lips swollen. He kissed her softly, tasting himself on her tongue now, and felt the profound quiet that follows total surrender settle over them both. In the flickering candlelight, wrapped in frills and leather and the scent of their shared excess, they drifted together, bound not just by rope or collar but by the deeper, wordless agreement that this—this exquisite, perverse devotion—was exactly where they both belonged.
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		Beneath the charcoal suit and the boring routine of a corporate accountant, Tyler hides a scandalous secret. 

		A delicate layer of black lace hugs his hips, a whispered dare against his skin that makes every shift in his chair a test of will. He thinks he is safe in his anonymity, believes the office hum protects his naughty little habit from prying eyes. But Brooke, his sharp-eyed and confident superior, sees everything.

		Tyler's day spirals from nervous teasing into a desperate, sweaty need when Brooke corners him in the executive conference room. There, the blinds are drawn, the door is locked, and the power dynamic shifts violently. She doesn't just want to reprimand him; she wants to expose the submissive reality beneath his professional facade. With a dark, spiced perfume filling the air, Brooke peels back the layers of his defenses, revealing his brazen desire to be owned.
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