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Four months.

It had been four months of looking for a job, and I had begun to get desperate. Rent was past due, I was stealing food to survive, and my car had run out of fuel two weeks ago.

I applied everywhere, and to everything, yet still, nothing.

As such, postings about housework no longer had me scrolling past. So when they contacted me back, I felt a rush of excitement and an even greater pinch of anxiety.

The posting said simply:

–Progressive couple seeks maid–

–Looking for a reliable worker with few other responsibilities to stay with us and take care of our home. Leaving us time to further explore what the world has to offer–

–Desired dress code is required–

Not ideal, I thought, and a little weird to be sure, but also, they were offering quite a lot more than I could get elsewhere.

So off I went to my first interview.

Their house was both massive and ultra modern, a mansion through and through. In fact, I had never seen a house so big.

Walking through a tall iron gate and up the driveway, one could hardly believe all this was real. The cars in the driveway and the pristine lawn suggested wealth beyond my wildest dreams, and suddenly my haphazard outfit felt far, far underwhelming.

I went to knock on the door but it opened before me.

Beauty itself answered the door. Compared to my five-foot self, the six-foot-two amazon who was beckoning entrance, wearing a black dress with a leg slit showing more leg than I'd ever seen a girl show in real life, was truly a sight to behold. She was a certified babe!

Enormous breasts, a tiny waist, and curvaceous hips gave the woman an immaculate hourglass figure. She was certainly older than me, but not by much, and certainly no more than thirty.

"Looks like I got ahead of you there.” She said with a smirk.

Her hand came jutting out for a shake, “The name's Elizabeth."

"Oh, haha,” I hurried out, rubbing the back of my head. “I guess so."

We shook hands briefly and she beamed a pearly white smile at me.

"Already blushing, how cute,” she said quickly. “There's no need to be anxious, sweetie. Please, come in!"

I felt myself shrink, but she stepped aside and held the door open for me. Just her brief skip of movement sent her bosom bouncing, sending her big squishy mounds swaying back and forth from their monumental heft.

The living room awaited, a quaint but modern and utterly expensive-looking dilemma for the most elite of California.

Sitting on the couch opposite her, I was a bundle of nerves. Here I was a longhaired stoner hippie-looking surfer kid with no prospects in sight. Across from me sat the most beautiful woman I had ever seen with the biggest tits money could buy wearing a dress that cost more than my tuition.

Thankfully, she spoke first.

"So, looking at you, er, your resume I think you're a great fit for the job. You're about twenty, right?"

Caught off guard by a job offer so soon, I mumbled and looked around.

“Y-yeah, uh, nineteen actually!”

Elizabeth giggled, “well as long as you’re eighteen and legal!”

My cheeks burned and she smiled.

"Do you have any questions before we start?"

Starting work today already?

"Um, er, there was one thing. I kinda forgot. Oh yeah, um, I was wondering what was meant by the mention of the dress code?"

"Oh!" She laughed. "Our AC is on the fritz lately, so we don't want you passing out or anything silly like that. Happened to our last employee. So, this time, no passing out! Light clothing, at least for now. That's all we meant by it.”

I slouched.

"I don't really have more than I wore…"

The baggy clothes covering my body were literally the last clean outfit I had, but my wardrobe was much the same. But I had to offer some sort of rebuttal, right?

"Maybe I can come back..."

“Nonsense!” The busty woman said, popping up in her seat so hard her big tits bounced atop her chest. "I don't want you to miss out on today's pay… but if you're alright with that..."

Pay? She was gonna pay me just for showing up to the interview?!

"Actually,” I blurted. “Yeah, I can just stay here."

"Great! Let me give you some things to borrow," she extended her hand in agreement but squeezed much, much harder than me.

I thought I saw a sly smile creep up one side of her mouth.

Then, she patted my thigh and stood up.

So of-fucking-course, I followed her upstairs.

Watching her plump and juicy ass switch side to side in front of me quickly sent signals to my nethers. This woman was an absolute knock out. No wonder she had such a lavish house, fancy cars, and high-end clothing. If I were her husband, I would buy her anything she ever wanted!

"This is your room, it was our last maid’s room before she left, haven't really touched it since.” Elizabeth traipsed in, flipping on the light.

There was so much pink it seemed almost a parody of a teen girl's room.

“We can work on making it fit you later. Their clothes might actually fit you a little better than my husband's I'm sorry to say. Anywho, get comfortable and pick out whatever you want. I'll be right back!"

Meandering around the room I noticed things fairly typical of a young woman: photographs, posters, shoes… Though, whoever this person was either left in a hurry or didn’t care much about her belongings, because almost nothing seemed missing.

Approaching a dresser I found a framed photo of the girl in question, she was slender and blonde and very pretty. In fact, she almost looked like Elizabeth.

Strange, I thought. Why had such a pretty girl left in such a way?

Setting the picture down I opened a drawer below to check inside, and sure enough they too were filled with garish pink clothes. Checking the others, I quickly realized I would have no space to keep my own without throwing away dozens of outfits.

A gasp escaped my lips when I opened the bottom drawer in particular, because it was filled with the skimpiest, sluttiest lingerie I had ever seen! A white bralette with the words 'Daddy's Girl’ emblazoned in pink jumped out at me first, but under that was all manner of thongs, bras and panties..

What the hell? I thought.

Checking the other drawers revealed more of the same: skimpy outfits, dresses, lingerie… It was like she left everything there and had just vanished. The entire dresser was full!

But the sound of heels approaching made me close it abruptly.

Elizabeth entered holding more clothing.

"Here we are," she said, setting the items on the girly bed. “Most tomboyish clothes I could find. "I'll let you change in private, sweetie."

“Thank God”, I whispered to myself, glad I wouldn’t have to wear some sort of skirt or bra.

I wasn't quite sure what to expect, but a crop top and white high-rise shorts was definitely NOT it!

Really? These were girls' clothes too for crying out loud!

But how bad did I still want this job? Bad. Like really bad. In fact, I needed this job lest I be on the street living in a box.

As I was appraising the clothes in my hands, a pair of lacy yellow panties with bows on the hips fell out and fluttered to the floor. Instinctively, I reached down and picked them up, quickly savoring the silky feel in my hands.

Must've been mixed in during laundry, I thought.

Reality hit me a second later and I tossed them on the bed as if they were on fire.

God, did I really need this money so badly? I was already this far, this close to an actual paycheck. One less day of worrying about rent… so after a deep breath, I yanked my baggy shirt off and disrobed.

The top was snug, but fit. At first I had hoped it might look like a simple tank top, after putting it on I found that it showed off my midriff, naval and all. The shorts well… they fit, but my ass hung out the bottom and completely showed off my underwear - a pair of dirty gray briefs. I couldn't help it no matter which way I arranged them. I looked like some sort of homeless tramp. Damnit.

My eyes inevitably drifted to the panties.

A knock at the door startled me, and I stuffed them into my pocket on impulse.

After nearly jumping through the ceiling, I took a deep breath and said, "Come in."

Elizabeth entered and her face lit up.

"Oohh wow!” She beamed. “My goodness, you look great! You remind me of myself when I was younger!"

She winked and my cheeks burned.

Would I ever live this down?

Despite the change in clothing, I might still pass out. It was so fucking hot in this house!

After inspecting me, Elizabeth showed me around and let me know what was expected with the couple's cleanliness standards.

In the laundry room she unloaded the dryer, instructing me to read each label closely so as not to ruin each article. She told me she wanted their newly cleaned laundry promptly brought to her afterwards. There were only a few pieces of clothing, so she showed me the tag of each piece she removed while I held the basket. I noticed some pretty racy lingerie, but she seemed to pay it no mind. Suppose I would be doing their laundry regularly so I was bound to see both her and her husband’s unmentionables.

When the dryer was empty she looked around and asked, "Hmm... Did you happen to spot a pair of yellow… panties anywhere?

My heart dropped. Um. Her eyes pierced me with a strange omniscience. The floor felt wobbly, my eyes started to darken… and then the world went black.

The next thing I knew a cold washcloth was being dabbed onto my forehead and Elizabeth's breasts were nuzzling against my arm. I was on some sort of table adorned with warm leather. A standing fan was oscillating nearby, striking me occasionally with cool, much-needed air. She was standing to the side of me, rubbing my shoulders with a pair of soft, delicate hands. 

“Goodness, you’re awake,” she said, speaking softly. “You passed out from the heat, sweetie. Good thing I caught you before you bumped your head.”

Nervous as all hell and fearing she might change her mind about the job offering on account of my fainting, I quickly explained that my anxiety made it hard to hold down a regular job and I was really sorry and I'd do anything to keep this job.

"Oh sweetie, my… husband and I understand completely. Nothing to worry about. You can have all the time in the world getting used to your duties. No pressure. However, you did have another… accident. There was a little wet spot on your shorts after you passed out. I tried to fit you with my husband's boxers, just in case, but they were far too loose..."

She gazed down at my blanket-covered crotch almost longingly. I followed her eyes and noticed my coverings. I still had on the crop top, but my shorts and briefs were definitely off.

Holy crap! I was naked under this thing!

Her impromptu massage intensified as she repositioned above me, running her hands down my smooth, spindly arms. This new angle put her massive breasts right in my face each time she swung down. They even brushed against my nose and lips on an occasional stride.

Elizabeth’s hands were warm and wet, covered in some sort of oil that heated up the longer it touched flesh, like that medicine you rub on sore muscles.

I was still hot and my cheeks felt redder than ever. It had been slowly building since I woke up but something about the situation, the unfamiliar affection, the vulnerability… I don't know, got to me.

The tightness heightened and I could feel my dick stirring.

Elizabeth immediately responded.

"Oh dear," she covered her mouth as my 'tent' became too obvious."Wow, umm…"

"Why don’t you turn over sweetie. That's it."

I nodded sheepishly and complied, careful not to disturb the blanket.

Face-down, with my ass in the air much more than I was prepared for. My position on this massage table seemed a little off. Despite the volatile situation I had just been thrust into, I just kept thinking of her.

She removed the blanket, as if to purposefully show me myself completely bottomless, and I gasped aloud.

“Ahh! Uhh, Miss Elizabeth?!” I shivered out.

“Sshh, just relax, sweetie.” She purred, running a hand down my back. “I’m a trained massage therapist. Just relax. You’ve had a terrible fall after fainting. So let me help.

A beautiful woman was seeing me naked! Elizabeth, my new boss, at that!

! started shaking but her warm palms found my body. Velvety hands squeezed me tight, kneading my flesh like dough. It was the most sensual, erotic embrace I had ever had in my lonely life. So warm and enfolding, tender and soothing.

"Sweetie, it's okay, whatever you're afraid of, it's nothing. You have a beautiful body…” she said just as her hands found my bubble butt. “Besides, you're still on the clock. Don't let your little head get in the way, okay?"

I felt my skin vibrate to the sound of her voice, and soon, my body loosened. My dick was still rock hard but at least now it was pinned below me and the table.

"Are you always this warm?" She asked.

"Uh? Wut?" I blubbered out, still bewildered.

"Forget it, just relax."

Soon, as our temperatures adjusted, I couldn't help but notice the talented hands working on my spine, the small of my back, and my thick thighs. The strength behind them was supernatural, and the ease at which Elizabeth manipulated my body sent my mind into a fog. I moved and adjusted to her touch reflexively, letting her mold me. The very fact that this woman was now molesting my little body was unfathomable!

I let out an involuntary moan. A sound so effeminate that I had no idea I could have made it.

"Thaaat's it, let go, focus completely on letting go."

My nipples rubbed against the leather as she pushed me against the table. I had forgotten my erection in the confusion of it all, and it was now my Kryptonite. My hard little dick was rubbing against the fabric, pinned between me and the massage table. Back and forth into the soft material; against the table, irrevocably sandwiched between. I could maybe still hold it off. The need to cum…

But not for long… Shit! Not if she kept touching me…

I tried to hold my hips hard against the table so my upper body swayed more than my bottom half, but all that ended up doing was making my big, fatty ass jiggle more.

"Stop me if this is too far…" Her sultry voice dipped into the erotic.

Those deceivable strong hands began to knead my bare ass… my dick rubbed against the table harder and harder… I was giving up control of my body to an older woman… a much more powerful woman… and it was driving me fucking wild!

"Oh no, oh God, ugh....nghhh....mmmmmmm," I bit my lip. "Uuuughhhh."

My body reacted, and the hot surge of an orgasm tore through my tiny body.

"Oh my!” Elizabeth exclaimed, lifting her hands. “Did you just cum?"

I groaned in response, chewing my lower lip while nearly on the verge of tears.

How could I let this happen? What was I going to do now?

I felt myself being turned over. White, sticky cum was dripping into my thighs, caked like spider webbing across my body and the table. My cheeks burned hotter than the sun and my legs were still shaking as she laid me on my back.

Unable to look at her, I pinned my eyes shut. I had never felt so humiliated.

Surely she would be pissed, or mortified, or both!

But then her hands were on me once again.

I opened my eyes and looked up at her, seeing a beautiful smile.

"Oh it's okay, baby," Elizabeth moved above my head again and rubbed my shoulders caringly. "There's nothing to be embarrassed about! It happens more often than you think."

I looked up into her eyes with a remaining spark of trust.

"Made quite the mess, didn't you?" Elizabeth chuckled. "Well, good thing we have a new maid."

Then she winked and left the room.

It took me several minutes to compose myself, but eventually I was able to rise and clear my head. Standing there, alone in some sort of ‘workout’ room or something, I was reminded of my shame - splattered all over the leather massage table.

There was a rag and some cleaning supplies nearby, so I began the cleaning process.

As I worked, Elizabeth returned, but instead of entering, just spoke to me through the door.

“I left a new pair of undies and bottoms for you in there, do you see them?”

Looking around, I spotted a neatly folded set of clothing items sitting on a shelf nearby.

“Y-yes, ma’am,” I called out.

“Very good,” she replied. “I’ll be in the kitchen when you're finished and dressed.”

The clothes were not too different from the ones before, a simple pair of ‘boy short’ style lycra bottoms you might see some Instagram slut at the gym wear while working out. Thankfully the shirt was a regular (albeit massive), short sleeve tee with the letters UCLA on the chest. It looked like it belonged to her husband, or at least a man twice my size, but it was long enough that it covered my entire torso all the way down to mid-thigh.

I found Elizabeth in the kitchen, sipping on some wine at an eloquent dining table. A small plate of pasta sat across from her.

“I made dinner for us this evening, but from now on that will be your responsibility.” She said sternly. “This is yours, but it’s probably cold by now.”

Being absolutely famished, I didn’t care, quickly inhaling every last bit in a mad dash to sate my hunger. When I was finished I rinsed and washed my plate then asked what else I could do for her.

Without looking up from her phone, Elizabeth said. "You've had a long day. Why don't you get some sleep in your new bedroom? It's yours after all."

“Yes, ma’am.”

Suddenly she rose however, and with a smile, led me away by the hand.

Once in ‘my’ new room, I noticed just how late it was. It was nearly 10 p.m. Holy shit. How long was I out? How long was that massage?!

Elizabeth told me I should set my alarm for seven, and be up and ready - showered and clothed in my uniform, by eight.

After a quick, “goodnight” she was gone, and I was alone once more in my ultra-girly new room…

Sleep took hold of me quickly, and I passed out hard without changing into any night clothes.

I awoke sometime later. When? I do not know. It was darker than dark, and I was on my back, devoid of any blankets. Elizabeth stood over me, wearing… I couldn’t tell just yet. It was too dark. My cock felt more erect than I had ever thought possible, trapped in the confines of my shorts. I looked down, and saw that a perfectly manicured foot was rubbing my crotch.

"Wakey, wakey…” Elizabeth's voice echoed in the darkness. “I love seeing your little bulge tenting your panties."

I looked again. My cock was poking outward from the tight holdings of my black panties, already oozing a small pearl of pre-cum.

"Do you like my nail polish baby?” She purred.

My eyes focused, and sure enough, her small toes were painted in a glossy ruby red.

“Oh, but they’re not nearly as pretty as yours..."

As my eyes jolted to my feet, I saw that my tiny toes had been painted the pinkest of pinks. 

What the hell? When did that happen? What was going on?

"Pink really is your color, isn't it sweetie? I'm sure you've known all along. Somewhere in a deep corner of your psyche: the need to express your soft, innocent self. Covering up your need to be held, to cry, with paper-thin boyishness…” Her foot continued its rubbing as she spoke, a slow up and down teasing along my few rigid inches. “But that boyishness: just another form of all-too-common femininity… wearing baggy clothes to hide your insecurities… social isolation as a cover for your hidden lusts. Your hidden desires…"

Her dainty sole and toes wrapped around my turgid member.

I had always been self conscious about my size, pulling only about three inches on a good day, but Elizabeth didn’t seem to mind. In fact, she almost seemed to like it!

"In short: pink, the perfect shade for our girly maid, no?” She continued. “It goes so well with your pale white skin. Though… my toes seem to be matching those blushing cheeks of yours about now. So, so innocent, yet so easy to corrupt..."

Suddenly she stopped, and her foot was back on the bed.

The stunning amazonian beauty just stood there, leering down at me. My eyes had adjusted to the dark by now, and I could see the outlines of lacy red lingerie wrapped around her curves.

Had I just let this opportunity pass that quickly? I wasn't sure what I wanted. "Wha-wait!"

"Oh?" She knelt, straddling me, looking at me like a cat waiting to pounce.

A moment later, Elizabeth’s face was inches from mine. It was almost as if she had been in two places at once. I was breathing heavily, trembling under the might of her soft plump breasts against my chest.

"You really are the nervous sort, aren't you sweetie?" Her eyes made me melt.

I felt she could see not just through me, but, worse and somehow better, inside me.

So I nodded, feeling like a child. To her, I suppose I was, in a sense.

"Somebody sure had a rough day yesterday," she pouted. "So let's try and take it easy today. I took the liberty of painting your nails for you. If I didn't know any better, I'd say you liked it."

"I-I dunno, I-"

She shushed me with her finger over my mouth. "It's okay, I'm just teasing. I… have a confession dear. Can I trust you?"

I nodded a bit too earnestly.

"Good, good…" she said with a mischievous, teasing grin. “To be honest, I like teasing you… playing with you… making you mine.”

I paused, not quite sure exactly what that would mean or if it were even possible.

“Do you like that? Do you like me? Do you think I’m beautiful?”

Still frozen solid and harder than steel, my body didn’t quite know what to do or how to react..

“O-okay, yes ma’am.” I stuttered out despite my better judgment.

"Good girl..." She giggled. “I can’t wait to dress you up in the prettiest of panties.”

This gorgeous woman wanted me to crossdress more? The idea astounded me. I had hardly ever thought anyone could be attracted to me, let alone someone like her. But, part of me wondered if that was what this was even about. Why did panties need to be involved?

"Uh, I don't know… do panties really need to be a part of it?"

She seemed disappointed, but quickly shook it off, perked up, and smiled.

.

"Because that's part of what I think I find so exciting." She said, “you’re going to make a beautiful girl.”

"I'm… I'm not sure I understand."

"You don’t have to, sweetie," she purred softly, pushing against me. “Just listen to Mommy.”

She leaned further into the bed, shifting more of her weight onto me so much that the mattress nearly swallowed my body. I gasped as her nipples stabbed into me and our pelvis met. My hard little dick against her hot, molten sex.

She leaned forward to whisper in my ear. Her smooth hair brushed against my cheek and agape mouth. Her squishy, unavoidable cleavage pressed into me; I could feel her warm breath raising the hairs on my neck and our bodies connecting at every point.

"You’re further along than you think. You see, because…" her hand went to my panty-covered groin, "you're already wearing another pair of my panties…."

I blushed.

She rubbed up and down as I shivered and slowly started to moan.

"I think that's what suits an innocent little cutie like you. Now, don't make your panties wet too soon. Humping against my hand like a naughty little girl."

Girl?

"Oh, but that's it. Just like how I used to hump my pillow in college. My pretty panties riding up my ass, my big cock nuzzled between the pillow, rubbing it hard!”

Cock? Did she just say cock?

“Fuck! Mmnhh," Elizabeth let out a tedious growl and began to stroke the outline of my dick.

Holding my throat she began to kiss and slurp down on my chest. My sensitive nipples hardened as if spring-loaded. She pressed the tip of her tongue to one before gliding it all the way up to my chest, neck, and then face.

"Suck on my tongue," she huffed.

Awkwardly I stretched my head skyward, finding her wet muscle in the darkness and wrapping my lips around it. I had only just begun when she quickly slipped her tongue out of me and pinched my cheeks together.

"Like you need it!"

I doubled my efforts. Sucking and sucking as sloppily as I could.

She moaned into me.

Suddenly I was being penetrated. She was the giver, I, the receiver. I felt my body slowly succumbing to her lusts, her desires. Her appetites were so great, and I desperately wanted to please her. Feeling her tongue entering my mouth and sliding down my throat was hotter than hot.

Disappointingly, she broke away.

"Maybe you're feeling the same way now? Unable to control yourself?" Wild eyes looked back at mine. "Thinking about a big, fleshy cock going in and out of your painted lips! Mmm..."

I did as commanded, envisioning a giant veiny cock pressing against my lips. Its owner had no face, but the cock was juicy and virile… waiting to be sucked. When I instinctively licked, I tasted fruity lap balm. Had she applied more than nail polish?

Her hand went to my tented, panty-covered penis again and began to rub it, up and down, with slow and careful deliberation.

"You're sssooo, sssooo pretty sweetie…” Elizabeth purred. “Mmm. You're my pretty little girl for the night."

“Ahh… yes! Yes I’ll be whatever you want.”

She giggled softly and smiled.

"Good girl. Now let's peel off those panties now…”

She slid them down my legs before I could even plot a response. My dick throbbed in the midnight air, soon mashed once more between our bodies.

“Oh, how cute!" She chided, looking down at my smooth, hairless erection.

Frozen by the auditory and visual overstimulation, I couldn't digest the strange mixture of insecurity and pride I felt.

"I love, love, love how well you fit inside my panties, sweetie. It makes me so hard."

Hard? I thought. My mind a blur.

She reached inside her own panties, moved it around slightly, then pulled it free and began to cover my cock with her wetness, again, and again. Her juices mixed with my pre, and soon my three inch boner was glistening in the starry, evening light.

"Your little dicklet is almost as white as the panties. I'm so jealous of your soft, ivory skin."

Her wet hand then wrapped around my pride, squeezing the shaft with a delicate but determined grip. Slowly and methodically, she began stroking me. The intensity of it all was too much. I was ready to explode in mere seconds!

That’s when I saw it… and all the confusing words Miss Elizabeth had said suddenly all made sense.

The giant cock jutting up from the waistband of her panties was unmistakable. It was enormous, thick and vast, veiny and smooth, feminine yet manly. She stroked it with a tangible fervor, letting precum drip down from her slit onto my inferior specimen as if she was putting icing on a pastry. The hot liquid dripped down onto my genitals like magma, searing against my flesh. It was a sight beyond measure. She was so beautiful, and her cock so majestic, but… but this was wrong wasn't it? She was married, and my boss.

And most importantly, wasn’t this gay?

"You like that, baby? She huffed, gripping my cock and squeezing it against the underside of her superior muscle. “You like my big cock?

I nodded ever so slightly.

Elizabeth jerked our dicks in tandem, painting more pre onto my smooth belly, coating it in our nectar. Hers was so big and so heavy…

"Ahhh..." I gasped, panting like mad. “M-Miss Elizabeth!”

Her free hand trailed its way up my neck and then a finger began tracing my lips, toying with my mouth. And then, her fingertip slowly pressed its way into my waiting mouth. I immediately enveloped her thumb, sucking it in earnest. I didn't know what I was doing or feeling. But, I loved it.

"Mmm," she sighed. "I didn't even have to ask. I think a certain someone has an oral fixation."

What that meant, I didn't know, but I suddenly realized that I was in a mutual masturbation session with an older trans MILF. But I was in ecstasy.

Our wet cocks rubbing against each other… her thumb in my mouth… her big bountiful tits swaying right before my eyes. It was heaven.

She coaxed me further and further into a submissive frenzy. Her thumb sliding past my quivering lips and onto my anxious tongue.

"You let me in so easily, honey. I think part of you needs this..."

All the while she was tugging on my hardness like a crazy person, squeezing both our poles with her ulta-soft hand..

"Mmm, we're not gonna have any accidents are we? Let's see if you can go a little longer than last time, baby.”

She looked down, “I wonder what made you spill your cummies last time, hmm? Was it my big, strong hands kneading into your soft flesh? Wearing a woman's panties? Or, was it feeling like a girl?”

An effeminate moan lurched from somewhere deep inside me. And at the same time, Elizabeth pinned me down on the bed as her jerking reached a fever pitch.

"Ngh, n--n--no, not like--" the words caught in my throat as I writhed and felt goosebumps in places I didn't know I had them.

“Doesn't that feel good? I’m close too. Go on… cum for me! Cum like a good girl!”

Unable to hold back, I screamed a high-pitched, effeminate wail!

Our connected cocks erupted in unison.

“AH! YES!” She threw her head back in an erotic, guttural moan while I squirmed on the bed below her.

A hot spray of thick sticky seed fired from her giant cock, painting my belly, chest, neck and face like a fire hydrant had just broken.

It all struck with such force that I felt like I was being waterboarded, and I struggled to breathe through the piping hot mess.

"Ooohhh fffuuuck. That's it sweetie…" Elizabeth gasped and let out a little shriek of excitement. "Get painted by my fucking seed..."

With my nose and eyes caked in semen I could hardly breathe, let alone see anything. I felt as if fourteen weighted blankets had been thrown on top of me. My weak limbs trembled even more so from my post orgasmic state, turning me into a flopping, floundering mess.

Then, in my blind, euphoric state, I felt a gentle hand cupping my chin.

"Good girl,” Elizabeth said just above a whisper. “I expect this mess to be cleaned up by morning. Have a good night.”

Her weight shifted, the mattress rose, and I heard her pad off into the hallway. Then my door closed and my world turned black.

Sunlight beaming through the blinds awoke me the next morning.

Groggily, I got up from my deep slumber, having been seemingly kept in a perpetual state of excitement and lethargy.

Shame crept into my body as the past twenty-four hours came crashing back into my brain. This wasn't me. The first time was hardly my fault… I was just so shy and nervous. But the second time… how had I let her talk me into that. And what if her husband found out?

My thoughts continued to spiral until I couldn't help but notice a small note resting on the nightstand beside me. It read:

Maid,

While me and my husband are out this afternoon, we expect you to take care of the house. Thankfully, the AC is working again which means we can return to the original dress code...'

As such, we expect you to dress for the role you've been hired for: our maid. Your uniform has been washed and dry cleaned. See you soon!

xoxo Elizabeth

More weirdness. I felt like the room was suddenly much smaller than it was before. My heart raced. I tried to stand but immediately fell back onto the bed.

Laying there, staring at the ceiling, I wondered what today was going to bring and almost feared what it might be. Despite Elizabeth’s beauty and her incredible touch… something felt odd.

When eventually I was able to stand, I spotted a stack of clothes by the door, neatly stacked and folded.

This must be the uniform she mentioned…

A lacy black-and-white choker, elbow-length gloves of the same design, frilly headband, a corset-like top that formed into what was essentially a mini-skirt, white thigh high stockings and a pair of tiny black panties had all been left out for me.

I can't wear this! I thought. I wasn’t a girl.

Sure, maybe I was a little girly, or androgynous or whatever, but still! Why does this have to be the uniform? They must be joking.

Ignoring what had been laid out for me, I found a few other ‘normal’ items their previous maid had left behind to clean in: a simple tank top and jean shorts. Then I got to work…

Oh how one’s decisions seem to come back to haunt them…

Because later, when Elizabeth came home, she confronted me.

"Sweetie?” She said, bracing me with both hands at my shoulders. “Do you sincerely think that we would pay the money we have for a regular house cleaner?"

Her sincerity was overpowered by the condescending tone, as if she was scolding a child that just crashed their car.

I was being cornered.

My head wobbled back and forth. "I-I guess not..."

This felt so wrong.

"We want an official and actual maid. That's what we're paying for," she said with a desperate tone, squeezing my shoulders. "Do you know how you helped me the other day? You know… with the panties?"

Blood rushed to my face and… elsewhere. I averted my eyes as she continued.

"You indulged my curiosity. And well, I'd like to try something else. The trick is, I want some help seeing things from… his perspective. Does that make sense?"

"I-I'm not quite sure, miss… What would that mean?"

Instead of answering, she grabbed my wrist and took me to their room.

Once there, she explained that I had to become a bit more feminine for it all to work.

“You’re to dress in your uniform anytime you're working, no exceptions,” she said. “When not working, even just lying around or in your free time, I still want you to keep up the illusion that you’re a girl. Understand?”

“N-not really, Miss Elizabeth.”

“I want you to appear as if you are a girl, anytime you are around my husband,” she explained. “Morning, noon and night. You must act the part.”

“Whu-why?” I blurted.

Elizabeth blushed.

“Because I told him I would only hire a female maid. Because you are not supposed to be a boy.”

Suddenly it made sense. Suddenly the dots became connected.

Toy or not, Elizabeth hired me for a reason, and that reason did not align with what her husband agreed to. It was all a charade. A charade that I was party to, and had indulged.

I was a bit wary given the other things that had happened, but it was a way to get out of chores and still get paid. And, as a theater kid, I was used to some makeup.

It took some gumption, but okay, fine by me.

“Good girl,” my beautiful boss said with my approval. “Let’s get you dolled up then.”

I sat down at the elaborate vanity that had apparently belonged to the previous resident, staring back at myself in the reflection of a giant mirror.

She did me all up with pink eye shadow, pink lip gloss, fake lashes, and pinned my hair back in a beret. It was nice having a girl, nay woman, pay such close attention to me. At times, I got goosebumps from her hair brushing against my neck, or when her bursting cleavage pressed against my neck, shoulders or head, but that was to be expected from such a fertility goddess such as Miss Elizabeth.

Before long, we were finished, and she stepped back with a joyful smile.

"Perfect," she exclaimed. "You make a very pretty girl, if I do say so myself."

In school, the theater girls had always said things like that but I paid it little mind at the time.

"Now that I've made you all up, it's like you aren't even yourself anymore!” She touched my face and chills swam all over my small body. "Let’s get you dressed now, alright?"

Her dark eyes gazed imploringly at me with so much innuendo.

My body reacted before my mind, and my mouth let out a whimpering, "okay."

It was the maid outfit she went for…

As she lifted and placed the soft, delicate items onto my naturally smooth body, my spine was electrified. The softest, slightest gesture made my skin bristle and my breath catch in my throat. No woman or person had ever paid this much attention to me. And the way the girly items made me feel was hard to process.

"Doing okay, sweetie?" Elizabeth asked as I paused, feeling the corset squeeze my torso, the stockings hug my legs, and the black panties sliding up my legs.

I was able to summon a soft, "Mhmm" with my lips pressed tight.

She leaned in close, pressed her breasts against my back and said, “good girl…”

Indeed, staring back at my reflection, I had been transformed.

“My gawd… seeing you like this…” Elizabeth said softly, rubbing her groin. “Makes me so fucking hard…”

Without warning, she slipped the straps of her million dollar dress off her shoulders and let it crumble to the floor around her ankles. Beneath it was an incredible set of sheer lingerie, showing me, for the first time, her perfect pink nipples. She pulled the panties aside so that her mammoth cock could flop free. It dangles a moment, filling with blood as it tapped either of her knees.

“What do you think, baby?” She asked. “Do I look tasty?”

I stared, wide-eyed and salivating, at her hardening monster. It was easily eight or nine inches, and the fucking thing wasn’t even fully hard yet!

It made me insecure about my own inferior genitals, but still, I nodded.

As if perfectly timed, a thick spindle of pre-cum oozed from her cock and dripped down, snapping halfway before striking the carpet between her legs.

“Oops!” She said, faking surprise. “Clean that up won’t you, sweetie?”

Reflexively I knelt down, and before I knew it, I was crawling forward on my hands and knees. I found the tiny wet spot, glistening like dew on a leaf. Without thinking, I leaned in and lapped it up, tasting her delicious seed. For a brief moment, I forgot all about what I had just done, and wondered how clean the carpet was.

Mess cleaned, I looked up at her, and nearly went crosseyed at the monster phallus waiting overhead.

Elizabeth was rock hard already, standing with a footlong pillar of shemeat jutting out from her smooth pubis. A hefty set of balls hung behind it, pulsing in tune with her breathing.

I watched in awe, as one might do at a rising sun, as another dollop me pre emerged from her ripe crown, bubbling up and out like paste from a tube.

“Better open wide, sweetie,” Elizabeth said with some authority, “lest you have to clean up another mess.”

And so I did, rearing up on my knees and opening my mouth below the titanic, leaking rod. I stuck my tongue out so that it tapped my chin, and waited…

Moments later at the drop of pre came crashing down onto my wet tongue. I closed my mouth and swallowed it down, letting the taste send a tingle down my spine.

My mind was a blur. All I know for sure was the massive spongy tip of her juicy weapon was suddenly resting on my puffy pink lips. Its smell was pungent, emitting a powerful odor of sex, need and want that tripled when a dollop of pre crested her slit onto my lower lip.

"That's good. My husband always likes to start off with a kiss…” Elizabeth huffed, her hand on my head. “Kiss my cock, sweetie, that's it. Ahhh, I can see why he likes this so much. Now make me feel good."

I was shaking slightly. How had I let this woman put me in such a humiliating, submissive position. My thoughts began to catch up with me, but her demands soon took over.

"Okay girly, open your mouth and suck on the head, wrap your around it…” the woman purred. “Ahh, ahh, that’s it… Good girl. Now go back and forth over the head of Mommy's cock."

Mommy? The word had my panties tenting, pulling the string backing closer to my body, brushing against my hole.

"That's it. Back and forth. Baaack… and forth." She was thrusting now, her hands tenderly grabbing the side of my head.

"Oooh, you make it look so easy. I have an idea: slide your mouth along every inch of this cock and make it super wet for me."

Parting my mouth slightly, I glided my lips along the sides of her veiny cock, coating it with saliva.

Just as I'd finished my thorough efforts, she immediately started to thrust it into the entrance of my throat, my nose relishing her scent as her pubes brushed against my nose.

My own penis began to throb against my panties each time her cock reached the suction of my throat. Further and further she probed, popping down my windpipe with a surprising ease. In tandem, the panties caressed my hole, causing it to wink and throb.

"Do you not have a gag reflex?" She shrieked with excitement as she withdrew her cock from my throat. "Amazing!"

Exhausted and used, I coughed up spit and drool all over my lips and her footlong monster. I was spent, but I hadn't gagged. So I gazed up at her in wonder at the beautiful, busty amazon that towered over me.

She redoubled her efforts. Laughing with glee and cooing with unrepentant lust as she filled and emptied my throat at her pace. And as she did so, my legs were shaking, my crotch was pulsing, and my mind was on fire. I wasn't prepared for this.

Suddenly she grabbed my head and hilted inside my windpipe.

“AH! OHFUCK! I’m gonna cum!”

And cum she did. Hard.

Her nuts tightened and I felt a hot wave of DNA flood my stomach.

I gulped and gulped, waiting for her cock to stop pumping its load inside of me. Eventually, minutes later, it finally ceased.

After unsheathing her slick, wet cock from my throat, she let out a sigh and said, "Very good, sweetie. I'm parched. Go and fetch us some water, will you?"

I let out a soft little burp as I stood, tasting her once more. But then I looked up at my beautiful boss and said, “yes, ma’am.”

Walking downstairs and traipsing around the kitchen in my skimpy maid outfit, in the dead of night, was a journey of thrill and excitement.

I had never crossdressed, nor been in a stranger's house like this, but it was if the air around me was electrified.

Whilst finding the correct cabinet, I listened to my surroundings, hearing nothing but the faint wind outside gently tapping at the trees.

I was filling up a glass of water from the fridge, when, suddenly, large hands gripped my ass.

Forcefully, I was pressed against the cold metal door, my panty-covered erection pressing against its metallic material. My hair swung over my eyes and I let out an effeminate sigh, giving my body to the sudden assault.

Elizabeth clearly wasn't done and had gotten more aggressive.

While I wasn't sure how I felt about my ass being played with, I honestly would have let her do anything to me at this point. She was perfect.

I had no idea it could feel this good to have my butt played with. Squeezed, massaged, lifted up and down. Every sensation was a new feeling of taboo-laced excitement. I felt my balls tighten and my panties squeeze my ass harder.

"Oh!" I cooed in a girly way that I tried to stop once I caught myself.

Ashamed, I tried to stay quiet from there on.

In a playful way, she started to hump against me. I nearly giggled at the role reversal. How I wished I could make love to her against the fridge. No matter its size, I think my penis could still please a woman like her...

And then, suddenly, she was humping me in earnest: hips pushing against my ass, her hot bulge sliding against my mostly exposed cheeks. I liked the feeling of it so close to my hole. I was being used as if she was getting off. It was animalistic, wrong, naughty. My panties smothered my dick against the cold metal. Confined, squeezed ever tighter, yearning for release. The motion repeated itself: agonizing sensual pleasure, followed by relief.

My attempts to stymie my moans resulted in many, "Nghh" and "Mmmf."

That was, until I felt hands slide around my torso and began playing with my chest and nipples. The agony of my trapped pleasure and this even newer sensation brought me to the edge. The humping became more deliberate, more precise. I felt like a slut. A depraved sexual being with no self control and little self respect. In some dark way, I liked being treated like this. My own dirty noises, the sound of my body hitting the door was too much.

Driven over the edge once more, I released a prolonged, "Yessssssuhhhhghhh" as I came, coating my panties with gooey boyseed.

"Thank you...thank youuuu..." I continued airily as my dick softened. 

"Oh God!" A deep voice mumbled.

I spun around, the wetness of my panties clinging to my body and the fridge.

To my horror, I saw my other boss, Elizabeth's husband, standing there with his hand on his face. I looked down and saw a thick outline protruding from his dress pants. HE had been humping me, not her… HE was the one who was turning me on to the point where I completely lost myself...

"What the fuck?” He guffawed. “Who!? Why would you let me…”

“I can explain!”

“Lizzy!" He called out.

She hurried into the room, and when she entered he yelled at her.

"Why did you dress him up like this!?!?"

“Just doing what you asked…” Elizabeth said with a snippet of spite. "Argh! Did you make him cum again?"

Her husband chuckled.

She pulled my arm and turned me more to face her.

"Oh my god," she said with a hint of disappointment. "His fucking cum is everywhere. Another pair of panties, my goodness. This is getting ridiculous."

I blushed.

She was pretending not to like it now? What was this? And how would he not be able to tell the difference? I was petite and she had healthy, sexy curves. And, what's more, I was a boy...

"I thought it was you baby..." he groaned. "A little foreplay, that's all."

“Clearly, Elizabeth chuckled, "it went well."

They both laughed.

“Now clean up your mess, whore!” She chided, pointing at the sticky mess I had left on the refrigerator door.

My cheeks burned, so I dipped my head and moved to secure a towel, still clad in my skimpy maid attire. As I moved, they continued their conversation as if this was any other fucking Tuesday.

They spoke of my outfit, how it came to be, and why I was walking around the house half-naked.

I felt lightheaded. My hyper masculine boss has made me cum just by dry humping me. The experience that haunted me had repeated itself over and over again in my head despite my best efforts to forget it.

What was happening to me?

I needed a shower, or three.

Their nonchalance with this situation combined with my shame made me feel like I had been set up. They weren't reacting the way I would expect a couple would in an event like this.

"Wow babe,” Elizabeth purred, pawing at her husband’s crotch. “Your cock is super hard!"

"But, that doesn't seem fair. This little whore got to blow yet another load into her pretty panties while my husband gets left in the lurch?!"

Normally so caring and gentle, Elizabeth was startlingly fierce when she was upset.

After having some relief, I wasn't ready to have sex with anyone, let alone a man. All the while I could feel the sticky wetness seeping into the panties and my big, fat smooth thighs.

She turned to me, suddenly sweet and sincere, and wrapped her hand around my neck, running fingers up through my hair.

"How's this, sweetie… If you help out my husband, we can kiss. Maybe even makeout?"

She looked to him for approval, and he nodded, adjusting his still rigid cock.

I was repulsed by the idea of a man's cock entering my mouth or any hole of my body for that matter. Another guy being inside me… That would be wrong. Not that it was wrong to be gay or anything, but I just wasn't. Yet, the prospect of a to-die-for woman like Elizabeth kissing me, putting her tongue in my mouth and mine in hers was, for the inexperienced person, hard to put out of mind.

It was like I was her plaything.

"I-I don't want to suck a real man's cock..." I said, tripping over my words with a double entendre.

"Oh…” Elizabeth purred. “But sweetie, you already have!"

“Wha-what?!” I choked out

My eyes and ears burned. I was beginning to lose my own argument. And now I was scared he would retaliate against me for doing sexual things with his gorgeous wife.

"Baby, baby," she wiped the single tear running down my face. "I know you're only crying because you're nervous but… that cock you sucked? My cock?"

A long, pregnant beat struck the room.

Then Miss Elizabeth spoke.

“I’m a man. Or at least I was.”

My eyes went wide. I made uncomfortable eye contact with him, er, her.

Elizabeth was a… what?!

This was all some sort of joke… right?

Was it weird for her to have a cock? Of course it was. But what the hell? She was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. Coupled with a soft tender voice and awesome set of tits… there was no way she was a guy, er, man, or whatever. Ever?! Right?!

“I can see you’re confused, sweetie…” Elizabeth said softly, still caressing my face. “But it’s not so hard to understand…”

I looked into her eyes with wonder and awe. She was stunningly beautiful. How could-

“Shhh,” she silenced my thoughts. “It’s quite simple really.”

She snapped one of the stockings against my thigh, playfully.

"Mmff!" I yelped.

"He likes boys far better than ‘girls’ these days I’m afraid. But I love him, so I seek out a new toy for him whenever he asks. But… I digress."

She slowly went up behind me and pressed on my shoulders while whispering in my ear, "Now get on your knees you fucking slut, and I'll guide you through it. It's not as scary as it seems. Besides, you've already sucked one once before."

Elizabeth giggled, and slowly increased the pressure on my shoulders

"Um, I-I… oh gawd..." I panicked as my ass came to rest against my stockinged feet.

Elizabeth eagerly kneeled next to me as her husband withdrew his meaty cock. It was fucking huge and thicker than my damn wrist. Pulsing veins, dripping precum… I could feel actual heat emanating off of it as he came closer. My panties were rubbing against my… ohmygod! I looked down and as I did, she lifted my corset's tiny skirt, unveiling my wet, leaking dicklet. It was rock hard, and the tip was poking out, pouring pre down onto my tiny black panties.

Before long, thin, dextrous fingers were tinkering with my genitals.

"What I'm putting on you right now is called a chastity cage,” Miss Elizabeth purred. “It allows and encourages you to focus on others' needs. Perfect for our girly maid, no?"

Elizabeth's soft voice raised the hairs on my neck.

"I-I-I'm not sure..." I cried.

"I am sure.” Her husband gruffed. “We can see how you take to it."

She snapped the cage closed and pulled my panties back up.

"Now let’s suck this big cock together," she said, patting the front of my panties.

It was like a strange ceremony: us kneeling before his impossibly big cock, waiting with anticipation. If Elizabeth was twelve inches or more like I had surmised, his was somehow even bigger. Jesus Christ, this man’s dick was longer than my fucking arm!

"I'll give you some pointers," she kissed the tip of his cock, leaving a hint of lipstick behind. "It's best to make the cock you're sucking nice and wet."

She spat on his rigid sex, then spat again. "That way you can handle and suck it with as much ease as possible. It also increases your man's pleasure."

My man's? I thought.

Then she reached out and gripped the thick base, beginning an ultra-slow upstroke.

Her husband groaned, or rather, growled.

"See how I'm only tenderly gliding my hand up and down him. And with such a simple touch and the right lubrication, he's flexing without even meaning to."

"If you place your lips around your teeth, and grip onto the sensitive head, that's when you can really have fun," she gleamed.

She clamped down on his tip and went back and forth, with saliva streaming down onto the floor. All right in front of my face. It was the hottest fucking blowjob I had ever seen!

POP! She released the shiny tip from her lips and turned to me, her hand still wrapped around its thick base.

"Your turn, sweetie." She moved the cock with her hand towards my mouth. "Suck my husband's cock."

Without thinking and without reason, I leaned forward and his dick popped into my mouth. I tried to do as she said. Gliding over the head of his cock. It made my mouth move more to its shape and movement than the other way around.

"Oohh, that’s it… good girl,” Elizabeth purred. “Make him so hard he cums into your pretty mouth. I wanna see it."

I wasn't sure if I was ready for that… but back and forth, back and forth I went, chugging and sucking. My tongue was in the perfect spot to taste his precum, catching his occasional spills. When I would reach the end of his tip and slip down to the end of his shaft for a moment, his veins pressed against my wet lips.

"Mmm...mmllmm....Mmmf," my body replied as I tried to breathe and suck at the same time.

"Ooohhh, so good for just your second time, baby," Elizabeth cooed. "Why don't we use some more spit?"

Instead of just letting him use my throat, as she had done before, I was actually sucking with a degree of guile, using my lips and tongue unlike ever before.

She held my head as she pressed it lengthwise along his many, many inches, coating it with the saliva from my mouth and lips. Drool was dripping from the corners of my chin, cascading down onto the floor between my legs. His cock was throbbing against my touch, and my panties throbbed in reply as my newly caged penis struggled against its prison.

"Fuck, I'm getting so hot!" Elizabeth screamed. "I love seeing my hunky husband being serviced by a horny little sissy slut."

Sissy?

"Start taking his shaft into you. Good girl. Cover that cock with your spit. Suck Daddy's cock for Mommy in your pretty little panties, baby girl."

I was slobbering all along the length of his massive cock. Drooling and coughing in between as I took as much of him into my mouth as I could. He was reaching the back of my mouth, but all I could reach was not even half of his thick, beefy length.

"Let him know how much you like it, how much you need his control, how much you love to please his big, manly cock!" Normally so composed, she was losing control.

Glancing over briefly, I noticed she was passionately touching herself, rubbing the tube-like bulge in the front of her panties.

I was pleasing her by pleasing him. My entire body surged with heat at how wrong and right this felt. I couldn't fight it anymore: I wanted him to cum; I needed him to cum. My horny little mouth was working into a frenzy. Faster, harder, tighter. Every gesture and moan and flicker of my tongue was saying, 'Give me your cum! Give me your cum!'

"Oh fuck, she's getting greedy," he breathed out with a gasp. "Oohhh my god, I'm gonna cum, baby!"

His aching moans reverberated around the room.

"FFUUCK!" He bellowed as a hot deluge of cum burst down my throat!

Load after load shot into my active mouth.

Involuntarily, a cat-like "Mmmm…" rumbled out from my chest.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck. That was so hot," Elizabeth said as she stumbled over to me. "Kiss me you cock-slut!"

I was still in a stupor, but then her lips attacked me. She pawed against my nipples, stroking and pulling the back of my hair. I felt myself disappear.

Cum was being sloshed out of, and then back into my mouth. The bitter taste of her husband's seed was being swapped between us. The gurgling, sloppy noises brought me back to reality somewhat.

"Mmm yes, swap his cum with me you dirty girl," she reached back and spanked me.

A cute little ‘YIP’ escaped my mouth despite the sloppy, cum-infused kiss.

I couldn't stop despite my horror. Her lips and scent and affection were making me melt.

But then, suddenly, it stopped. Before I could truly appreciate what was even happening she broke away.

What had I done? What had I allowed to be done to me?

"Let's go take a shower babe,” she said, looking up at her husband.

She then turned to me and patted me on the head, “Clean up won't you?"

Then they went off, leaving me adrift.

I sat alone with my thoughts as I wondered if I would have agreed had I known what type of kiss I was being offered before. I had done everything I could to make another man cum while, throbbing against its confines, my pantied, caged penis had no possible release.

Whilst they showered, I cleaned, mopping up the dribbles of saliva on the floor and the cum from my face. Afterwards I gathered their robes for them, and waited outside the master bathroom until they finished bathing together.

They found me waiting in the bedroom, as ordered, on my knees with their robes held over my head like a sacrificial offering.

“We won’t be needing those,” Elizabeth said.

The beautiful pair strutted in, fully nude, cocks swinging, breasts jiggling, and flanked me like a pair of Raptors.

Her husband snatched me by the wrist, sending their robes to the floor, and led me to their King-size bed. He tossed me in such a way that my face went first, leaving my ass in the air.

His warm hand caressed the small of my back and tingles danced along my spine.

"Mmm… I love seeing goosebumps on such a girly ass," he grasped one of my cheeks.

I muffled my moan and looked around for Elizabeth to no avail.

"You must be so frustrated in there," his other palm went to the front of my panties. "Hard but… not completely. Horny yet suppressed; horny, and suppressed…”

He slid his body onto the bed beside me.

“It's nice having another girl around the house.” His hand gripped the back of my neck. "That's why she's worked so hard to give you to me. Out of love. You're really just another way for my wife to please me. Understand slut?”

His grip tightened and his voice dipped into menacing.

“How does that make you feel, bitch? Horny? Betrayed? Vulnerable?” He paused, letting his cock throb against my ass. “Well, sweetie, it's okay to feel all three."

"Mmff," his mouth enveloped mine.

I squirmed under his heavy kisses as he pushed my mouth into his, pulling my head in from behind. Taking his cock into my mouth was one thing. Having his forceful tongue exploring my mouth and my own tongue was another world. It felt like I was being claimed, or marked. This was a whole other kind of possession. My heart raced, his harsh stubble grazed my smooth face, and I wondered what Elizabeth would think of me now. Everything I had done before to him had been at her direction. Now he was making use of me with her not around.

He was gripping my ass cheeks, kneading them in his palms, pulling them apart just so he could squish them back together, and using them to pull me closer and closer. I was woozy. I felt like I would fall the moment he let me go. His chest at my face, I had never been kissed at this angle, head tilted up, ready to receive.

"Nghhh… mmllm… mmmffhh…" My new effeminate voice groaned as his fingers rubbed my hole through my panties.

I squirmed and wriggled in his massive arms. It felt so good to be touched there as my lips pressed against his. Unreleased, without relief, my cage and this new vulnerability had me beyond pent up. The hardness in his pants was extending against my cage, pressing against it with a hot and heavy fervor, almost taunting me.

“See?” He growled. “Your proper place is being locked up in the presence of a real man.'

He broke the kiss abruptly, then held me at arms length. I was caught off guard, leaning forward expectantly as he smiled knowingly down at me. My lips needed more, but I wasn't sure I wanted it from him - a man.

He held up a jeweled item of some kind and said, “suck on this, will you?"

Before I could react, it was in my mouth. I sucked and sucked as I struggled to maintain eye contact. "This toy is gonna go inside your pussy next, so make it nice and wet. You can think about sucking my cock if that helps."

He squeezed my ass as I sucked, coating the silver tool with saliva. I felt his rough hand exploring inside my panties, caressing the puckered ring of my asshole, the cold metal cage held me tighter as he grasped my balls and cage with his other hand.

"I hold what little remains of your manhood right here, in the palm of my hand."

I was still sucking desperately on the plug.

"It's mine to decide what we do with, understand?"

His hand was alternating between squeezing tight and tender. My eyes were watering from the painful pleasure of his playing so callously with my remaining boy parts and his forcing the toy in and out of my mouth. Still, I looked up at him obediently.

"I think, luckily for you, that I like how it is; having this last remnant of your masculinity so close but forever out of reach."

He pulled the plug out of my mouth with one hand and held me lightly by the throat with the other. Then, slowly, he coiled the hand with the toy around to my flank, sliding it down the crack of my ass until it found my hole. After a brief pause, he popped the toy inside of my boy-pussy.

"Ah!" I gasped out in response.

"Now then. Lizzy has a little gift for you. Why don't you run off and find her?" He said commandingly.

I turned obediently, rolled off the bed, and headed for the door. Not before he spanked me, and hard.

I couldn't help but yelp.

Elizabeth was in her walk-in closet, putting on the last of an incredibly revealing lingerie ensemble. It was a sheer, black, lacey number, complete with stockings, garters and heels. Her titanic breasts looked amazing in the push-up bra, and her crotchless panties let her monster python hang free.

I approached awkwardly, still learning to walk in heels of my own but now forced to accommodate a hefty buttplug up my ass.

Elizabeth's meticulously done nails played with my hardening nipples. "All locked up now, sweetie?"

I nodded. “Yes ma’am.”

"You're doing oh so well. But there's something else I'd like for you to try on. Step out of your maid clothes."

I hesitatingly got nude for my boss. Peeling my panties off, the sticky precum stretched between them and my cage before snapping.

Elizabeth cupped my balls with a giggle. "Oh my oh my, you're so wet!"

In its approach, her hand had even graced my apparently wet thighs.

"There's just so much… oh, don't be embarrassed sweetie. The same thing happens to me when my husband kisses me and gropes my ass. It's my body's way of preparing itself for him. I get sssooo wet for him."

She was rubbing my leaking fluids all over my cage, almost indifferently.

"Especially when I'm sucking his big cock. Feeling every ridge and vein with my naughty lips." 

My balls hugged tightly against my body.

"But you know what that's like now too, don't you, baby?" She squeezed my scrotum.

"Ahh! Mmm…"

"You know what it's like to suck cock! There's no coming back from that. The rest of your life… behind every pretty girl's eyes… will be the knowledge that you sucked cock, and in a girly maid outfit to boot."

"But-"

"Hush! Do you really think it matters if you did it for me? Hah!” She caught herself, went quiet, and turned her head in thought. “Oh my god… oh my god! You DO! Amazing. I love how in denial you are. Your little locked away dick, dripping so much! And I mean dripping… after my husband tongue-fucked your mouth and played with your ass."

I felt faint. What blood remained outside my crotch rushed to my face.

"Trust me, you're no competition…" she felt up my chest again, "I'm all the woman he needs. And you… you're going to be all the girly boy he needs. I’ll do anything to satisfy Daddy, er, my husband, whatever it takes. Turns out, petite, feminine boys with little... equipment is what he really likes."

All this time her face had slowly been approaching mine. I desperately ached to continue our makeout from before. Suddenly she gripped my mouth as I leaned forward.

"No. Simply, no. You haven't earned that again. You can suck my cock… and you may eat my ass… but no kissing.”

She turned around and thrust her rump out towards me. A perfectly sculpted ass jutted forth. Her cheeks bounced slightly, stopping despite their size as they were toned beautifully.

Elizabeth leaned forward and her cheeks spread, and I watched the beautiful asshole wink at me from between her perfect twin globes. Her crotchless panties were assless too it seemed, with V-like straps running up either buttock for ‘easy access’.

I had never seen such an erotic garment before, but didn’t care. Her ass and butthole were astonishingly delicious.

She grabbed me by the back of the neck and pulled me in between her cheeks. I was kissing without hesitation, leaking all over the floor like the slut I was for her.

“Aahhhh… yesss!” Elizabeth purred.

I licked and licked, delving into her anus like it was cake on my birthday.

"GoooOOOoood girl…” she groaned, pulling me into her ass. “Right there. Yes. Right there. Eat Mommy’s ass!"

I was absorbed in her divine butt and nodded against it as I licked, feasting on her delicious taste.

Suddenly though, she yanked me out from between her big buns and I whimpered in disappointment.

"Very well, that's enough. Don’t need you shooting your pathetic little load too early now, do we?"

After rifling through some things she came back and held before my kneeling face: pink heels, a pair of white thong panties and the white bralette with the words "Daddy's Girl" in the most feminine pink imaginable.

I was shocked.

The maid outfit was one thing, but this? These were those other girls’ clothes!

“What’s wrong, sweetie?” Elizabeth asked, tilting her head.

“But-but those belonged to that girl. Your old maid.”

My beautiful boss giggled.

“And so? You’ve already worn my panties. What’s the difference?”

“I uh, er… that’s different.”

She belted out a boisterous laugh, then stuffed the items into my chest.

“You still don’t get it, do you?”

My cheeks flushed and I shrank, looking down at the floor instead of my accuser.

"Aww, there there, sweetie,” Elizabeth cooed, touching my face. “There is zero difference, don’t you see? These clothes were mine once too!”

My eyes shot open and I snapped my head up to look at her.

And I was met with a devilish smile.

“Don’t you get it? Isn’t it clear?” There was mockery in her tone. “Silly boy… -I- was the last maid. That used to be -MY- room.

“Wha-what?” I stammered, almost brought to tears.

“I answered an ad years ago. Just like you did. But he asked for a girl. So I dressed up, put on my best smile, and became one to get the job.”

Images raced through my mind. The young woman from the photograph, a boy becoming a girl, Elizabeth… and her cock… suddenly it all made sense.

“I became everything he wanted, and he gave me everything. My body, these tits, the hormones necessary to become every man’s wet dream. He even married me. He loves me, and I love my husband. I belong to him. And now, so do you. Understand?"

My body shook uncontrollably, but eventually I was able to give a slow, jittery nod.

“You belong to my husband. You can tell yourself you’re doing it all for me, but you'll be doing it FOR him. For Daddy.“

All I could do was nod again.

"Oh sweetie, don't shake.” Elizabeth said, stepping closer. “It's alright. Why don't you just try them on? See how it feels.”

I nodded my assent. Slipping it over my arms, I felt like I was crossing a bridge of some kind.

When I was finished she moved me in front of the mirror and stood behind me, hands on my shoulders. The sight was one to behold, me dressed like a bubbly valley girl with Elizabeth’s big bountiful breasts on either side of my head.

"How does that feel, honey?” She soothingly rubbed my chest. “It looks so good on you. If only you just had some cute tits for Mommy to play with."

She giggled. “All in due time.”

My nipples hardened at the idea.

"Give Mommy a kiss." She tilted my head from behind.

I swayed and fell back into her luscious breasts as her mouth enfolded mine. A lust-filled kiss, at least from me but… without the… cum… and without the rough stubble. My mind wandered.

But, I was in rapture at my own reflection. I would be Daddy's girl.

For her, I told myself.

Moments later and I was sitting on my knees, the warm, pink heels pressing against my plump bottom with the weight of my body compressing the squishy assflesh below. I shivered. Mostly nude, completely shaved, I had never felt so naked, so exposed. A little pink bow was tied around my raging, caged penis. I hated it, but I needed it. I wanted it but I was repulsed by it. My mind was in a dozen places at once as my body stood, as required, completely still.

I tried to think about Elizabeth to distract myself from my nervousness, but this only made my ass clench harder around the jeweled butt plug now secure inside me. As I thought of her breasts and her legs and her ass and her cock, that image soon morphed into HIS cock, so much larger and virile than hers. Then my memory flipped like a rolodex and my taste buds remembered his cum. Oh god, his cum being fed into my subservient mouth; his hands manipulating my soft ass, his mouth making me his.

My mouth watered. My holes felt empty without cock, without his cock; my body felt dull without his touch.

The cold cage completely covered my soft, pathetic, inch long boyhood. With the added touch of the panties, you couldn't tell I was a boy. My nub was locked tight, the white panties were nearly as tight too. My hard little nipples were poking out of the "Daddy's Girl" bralette. I had been transformed. Transformed into a sissy slut. For Daddy…

I needed to be touched, to be fucked, to be given as much pleasure as physically and emotionally possible. My soul was exploding with horny, pent up neediness.

That’s when I heard it. The sound of impending release.

Clomp. Clomp! CLOMP!

I could feel his footsteps approaching in sync with the beats of my heart.

He entered the dark room and I heard pieces of his clothing falling to the floor.

"You know..." he began, "...it’s a shame I have to ask for anything… I had hoped my beautiful wife would have trained you better by now. Perhaps you’re more resilient than I thought.

“Oh no,” Elizabeth cooed, “far from it my love. He’s just a little confused is all.”

“Very good. Then you're going to ask me to take your virginity."

She leaned down and whispered in my ear, “Go one sweetie. Tell him.”

"D-Daddy…” I choked out. “I want you to take my virginity."

I could hear him tugging on his long dick.

“Go on,” she whispered.

I was past the point of no return.

"Please Daddy, fill my pussy with your cum and make me yours."

“Mmm, fuck.” He gruffed. “Play with each other for a bit. Get me hard.”

Elizabeth let out a little giggle, went down to her knees in front of me, and lifted one of her mammoth tits to my lips. I had to lean forward, but the new position hoisted my ass up into the air, right at the waiting gaze of the burly man behind me.

"Open up, sweetie."

As my mouth enveloped her tit I heard the man stand and kneel behind me. His big hands found my ass, spread it open, and pulled my thong to one side. He withdrew the plug as my hole opened to the air. Then he spit on my waiting exit, coating it with a hot deluge of saliva.

"Are you ready to get fucked baby?" Elizabeth moaned. "Ready to get your hot little boypussy filled up? Have your tiny, girly body dominated?”

“Mmmhmmph,” I moaned into her flesh.

Moments later, copious amounts of lube drizzled onto my waiting entrance. As the massive cock head pressed against my wet opening, my mouth also went agape at the strange mix of pain and pleasure. Elizabeth met my open mouth with a deep, feverish kiss. Her tongue was fucking my mouth as her husband entered my behind. The new sensation of being filled with a real, warm, veiny cock made my mind melt.

"Thaaat's it. Daddy's gonna slowly fill you all the way up, get you used to his entire length. Then the fucking truly begins."

It was still going farther and farther inside of me! I started to worry that it might never stop. He was so big... so long… so thick… But then I felt his heavy balls come to a rest against my caged little ones. His powerful thighs pressed against my smooth ass, and he let out a guttural, primal moan.

"Mmmmmmmugggh… gooooood girl. You didn't fight me too much." He spanked me hard with his giant hand, striking my right asscheek so hard I thought I might bleed.

I yelped and felt my pussy squeeze him.

His control extended to my very anatomy...

Very slowly he began to withdraw from my insides.

"No, no, no," I whispered involuntarily.

"Oh, how cute," Elizabeth teased, "she already misses having a real cock stretching her out. Let Daddy know."

“Ahh! Ahhh! yes!” I repeated at her insistence."I'm Daddy's girl, I need his big cock."

The tone of desperation was hard to miss. I shook my hips from side-to-side, wiggling my butt for him, inviting the brutish man back inside. My swaying brought a new sound to my ears, and I heard the clinking of the cage as it haphazardly swayed between my thighs.

He started slapping his long wet dick against my caged little balls, sending my asshole into a series of palpitating contractions, winking with the pleasure of each wet, sloppy hit.

Elizabeth jammed her tit back into my mouth and tilted her head back in euphoria. She almost seemed to be enjoying this more than him.

My butthole was stuffed once more and I groaned, moaning into the scrumptious titflesh as he sank back to the hilt.

I squirmed and writhed at the sensation, pinned between my two new lovers.

When Elizabeth’s breast fell from my lips I bellowed an effeminate moan, screaming into the ceiling with a carnal, whorish vibrato.

She lunged when I upstarted, sucking and licking and biting my nipples chaotically. The room was filled with lewd, sexual sounds. With Daddy's big cock pistoning in and out of my pussy, my cage rattling with each push of his length into my hole, the slapping of his thighs against my ass, his animalistic grunts, my girlish moans, and Elizabeth's moaning, sadistic giggles.

My head felt light and a new sensation oppressed me. Dizzy with lust, feeling and hearing his long thick cock driving in and out of me relentlessly.

"Oh… oh God… fuuuck meeee," my body went rigid as I felt my hole tighten around his cock, pulsing sporadically.

Holy fuck, was I cumming?

I sure as hell was.

But it was no normal orgasm. Instead of one hot load my caged dicklet spewed a series of wet, slimy spinklets, dribbling out in a continuous stream of clear mirth.

The ring of my asshole squeezed him involuntarily, as if in thanks for my ongoing release.

"Ohhh my," Elizabeth squealed. "Our little slut is squirting all over her panties."

Her hand dipped inside of my wet panties as my tip was still drooling.

"Every naughty girl likes to taste herself now and then," she comforted as she finger fed me my own cum.

I slurped it all up mindlessly; my mind was completely blank.

I was barely catching my breath when somehow, Daddy started slowly going in and out of my pussy again. My slippery insides again began to grip his manhood.

He hadn't cum?

Reality came crashing back in on me. Was he now going to use me like some kind of object or toy? Was he going to fuck me now that I was no longer in a state of needy, slutty sexual frenzy?! Oh God. What had I let this couple coerce me into?!

I was wearing sexy women's clothes, a humiliatingly girly bra that labeled me, and a cage that kept me from being a real man. A week without an orgasm and I was now cumming from another man's hot, veiny length going in and out of my wet hole. But now in my post-nut clarity I didn’t know what to do, or think.

Suddenly I was appalled and sickened, disgusted and shameful.

But the fast jackhammering from behind soon hit that special spot inside me and my body went rigid again.

“Ahhh! Fffuuuck meee!” I heard my girly voice call out before being plugged by the second cock of the night. “MMPH!”

It was Elizabeth. Beautiful, busty, well-hung Elizabeth.

Her cock was divine, smooth and feminine, but thick and long and virile all the same. She chambered inside, quickly piercing my throat and sinking down my windpipe, clutching the back of my head so she could upthrust.

It was like I could see myself in third person. Like a ghost watching the carnal scene from on high… I watched my tiny body smashed between two hot, sweaty bodies. Elizabeth fucked my mouth with her cock while he husband jackhammered me from behind.

In and out; in and out.

Elizabeth threw her head back in ecstasy, pumping into my face, sending her breasts into elegant swaying circles. She was so amazingly beautiful…

Oh God, he was starting to hit that spot again.

Fuck I needed this. I needed his cock. So I repositioned myself and began to thrust back to meet his thick, veiny weapon.

I had begun to thrust back on his cock, violently. The loud slapping, humping noises filled the air, and yet, my primal moans were louder still.

"That feel good?" Elizabeth huffed, still pumping into my throat.

I looked up at her and made eye contact to nod my acquiescence.

"Oh, does my little slut like being fucked by my big cock?"

I couldn't believe how fast he was fucking me. I was his to use, and to enjoy. The feeling of my ass bumping against his hairy hips, only to bounce away and come back, filled my entire being with lust.

“Mmmpphh, hmmm!” Was all I could offer with such a mouthful of cock..

"Being stretched out and filled. Mmmm. That's it baby. Your needy cries make me so hard. Hearing how badly you want this. So slutty, but so, so cute. You're just our little plaything."

The man chuckled. "We'll make a proper woman out of you yet."

Her husband’s cock was stretching me in so many new places, filling me to the brim. It all made me more needy, more desperate. She knew how to push all of my buttons.

I needed his cock...I needed hers… I needed both!

As if they could read my mind, their double-ended defilement intensified.

“Let’s fill him up babe,” the man gruffed, fucking faster… fucking harder.

Their pair sped up, sawing in and out of my like two lumberjacks cutting down a tree.

In sequence they hilted inside my holes and moaned, bellowing skyward like wolves howling at the moon. Hot seed jettisoned inside me on either end, pumping my stomach and bowels with liquid.

I moaned too, but choked and gagged on Elizabeth’s delicious cock instead.

My caged dicklet spurted useless mirth once more, inspired by the new and taboo sensation.

My mind went blank. A tingle ran down my neck, to my spine, to my ass. My hole attempted to tighten and eject the foreign invader, but failed.

“Go on, swallow it…” Elizabeth reassured me as she gently caressed my head. "Oh, that's it, that's it." 

GULP, GLUCK, GULP…

I shivered some, and felt a belch of hot cum ooze out my ass when her husband pulled out. It trickled down my nuts and landed with a heavy SPLAT on the floor.

"Such a good girl," Elizabeth cooed, wiping a spindle of cum off my chin and rubbing it along my lower lip.

"Now, clean up this mess and get back to work."

THE END
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