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Chapter 1
The Job Interview


The gravel crunched beneath the tires as I pulled up to the estate, long before I could even see the house. Just trees at first—tall and whispering, like they were in on something I hadn’t been told. Then came the gates: wrought iron, arched with ivy, and the kind of elegant rust that told you they’d been expensive for a very long time.

I parked by a small stone fountain. It was still running, even in the early spring chill. That detail—so carefully unnecessary—felt like a warning. Whoever lived here didn’t need to worry about cost. Everything was curated, intentional, and beautiful.

I, on the other hand, was showing up with scuffed boots, a secondhand jacket, and the weight of my last overdraft fee still fresh in my inbox.

I checked the address again, like maybe it had changed in the last ten seconds. No such luck. This was it. I’d answered a job posting that read almost like fiction: Live-in domestic assistant. Private estate. Room and board provided. Prior housekeeping experience preferred. It didn’t say anything about gender, but let’s be honest—no one was expecting a guy to apply to be a housekeeper. I only even knew how because of my mom.

She used to say, “There’s a right way to do things, and it always starts with pride.” Which sounded noble when she said it, even if it meant we ironed pillowcases and polished doorknobs in a one-bedroom apartment that barely had either.

I took a breath, tucked my phone into my pocket, and knocked on the heavy, double oak doors. They opened a moment later, not to a housekeeper or a butler, but to her—Ms. Delacourt.

She stood tall, lean, and refined in a way that made you straighten your spine without realizing. Silvery-blonde hair pulled into a perfect twist, a dark blouse tucked into high-waisted trousers, and pearl earrings that caught the morning light like they belonged in a museum. Her gaze was sharp—but not unkind.

“You must be Evan,” she said.

Her voice was… low and musical. Calm in a way that made you want to lean in, just to hear it better. I nodded, managing to swallow whatever half-formed apology was climbing my throat.

“Yes, ma’am. Evan Dorsey.”

A soft smile touched her lips. “Dorsey,” she echoed. “I knew your mother, you know.”

That made me blink. “You—really?”

“She worked for the Whitmores before they moved to France,” Ms. Delacourt said, stepping aside. “She was magnificent. Thorough and dignified. You would’ve been, what… ten? Eleven?”

“Ten,” I said, stepping in, heartbeat warming at the name. “She taught me everything she knew.”

“I hope some of it stuck.” There was no edge to the words, but I still felt them land. “Come. Let’s have tea before we discuss the terms.”

The sitting room was… intimidating. Not in a rich-and-cold way, but in the kind of way where everything felt alive. Velvet armchairs. Heavy drapes. A fire that burned just low enough to seem effortless. The kind of place that seemed like it whispered when you weren’t listening.

She poured the tea herself.

“I prefer my household to remain small,” she said, settling across from me. “Intimate. I’ve had housekeepers over the years, but none were… quite right. Some too clinical. Some too casual.”

I nodded, careful not to interrupt.

“You, on the other hand,” she said, with a slight smile, “come with a recommendation built into your blood. So I’m inclined to be generous.”

I wasn’t sure what to say to that, so I just murmured, “Thank you.”

She studied me a moment. Not like I was being judged. Like I was being considered.

“There’s only one thing,” she said. “I expect a certain… aesthetic. My household reflects me, and that includes my staff.”

Here it was. The catch.

I cleared my throat. “Aesthetic?”

She stood and walked to the far corner of the room. There was a small wardrobe tucked against the wall—nearly invisible against the paneling. She opened it slowly, and out came a hanger. Hanging from it: a black satin maid uniform. Short skirt, frilly apron, white lace trim along the bust and hem, and folded neatly below: thigh-high stockings, black with a subtle sheen.

I stared.

She held it up like it was a silk scarf, something ordinary and expected. “This is what my housekeepers wear,” she said simply.

“Oh,” I managed. “I… I didn’t realize…”

“I know,” she said, turning to look at me again. “But surely you understand, presentation matters. And if you’ll allow me to say so…” Her eyes moved over me, slowly. “You may be surprised at how well it suits you.”

My ears burned.

“I’m not—uh, I mean, I’ve never⁠—”

She stepped forward, gentle but confident. “Why don’t we just start with a fitting, Evan. You needn’t commit to anything today. But if we’re to move forward, I must be sure the uniform fits.”

I hesitated. But she didn’t press. She simply placed the hanger on the back of the chair beside me and moved toward the door.

“I’ll give you some privacy,” she said, and paused in the doorway. “Your mother had pride in her appearance. So should you.”

Then she was gone. And I was alone—with the most beautiful, ridiculous, humiliating thing I’d ever been expected to wear.

I stared at the uniform for a long time. There was something sacred about the way it had been laid out. Not in a holy sense—just… intentional. The way the lace edges framed the soft satin. The way the apron had already been tied into a perfect bow. Like it had been worn before. Like it had waited for someone.

I ran my fingers over the bodice. It was soft. Softer than I’d expected. The kind of fabric that clings, not flows. The white frills along the bust line were delicate, almost sheer. I touched them and felt the flutter of something in my chest—something hot and wrong and impossible to name.

“This is stupid,” I muttered, but I was already unbuttoning my shirt, thinking about all my unpaid bills and how else I might pay them.

Each piece of clothing that came off felt like a layer of armor falling away. My t-shirt, my jeans, and socks. One by one they fell until I stood in only my boxers, goosebumps prickling down my arms. The maid uniform rested across the back of the chair like it was watching me.

I told myself I’d just try it. Just pull it over. Just to see.

I slipped it over my head.

The satin hugged me immediately. It was snug, but not tight. Not yet. The sleeves were short and puffed slightly at the shoulder. The neckline dipped a little lower than I was used to—but not obscenely. It zipped up the side, and I had to twist awkwardly to reach it. I was almost grateful for the distraction.

The skirt hit mid-thigh, maybe higher. I didn’t dare sit down.

Then the apron. I tied it in the back, knotting it the way I remembered my mom doing before she went to work. That small, mechanical motion made my throat tighten.

The stockings were next. I hesitated again—but somehow that made slipping them on feel worse. More deliberate. More chosen. They were sheer black, almost glossy. I rolled each up my legs, trying to ignore the way it felt: tight, smooth, almost… supportive. The elastic band at the top clung to my thigh like it belonged there.

Then the shoes. Low heels, simple and black. But when I stepped into them, my whole posture shifted—hips forward, chest up, legs together.

Finally, I turned to face the mirror. It was tall. Framed in carved cherry wood. Clean enough to show every detail. And the man standing inside it—wasn’t quite me.

I looked ridiculous, but not in the way I expected.

The way the fabric hugged my waist… the way the sleeves balanced my shoulders… the way the skirt swayed ever so slightly with each breath. My face was still mine, unshaven, hair unstyled—but beneath the uniform, the lines of my body looked different. More graceful. More… pleasing.

My stomach flipped at the sight.

I took a step forward, then another. Watching my own legs move under the black satin, seeing the lace hem flutter just above the stockings. I looked like a parody. A joke.

But I didn’t feel like one.

I felt exposed. Shaky. Strangely warm.

I lifted my hands, fingers trembling, and touched my chest—flat under the fabric. Then lower, down to where the skirt brushed my thighs. I expected shame. All I felt was… sensation. Thick and confusing and hot.

And then the door opened.

I spun around so fast I nearly lost a shoe. Ms. Delacourt stepped in with a look of serene composure, eyes roaming over me slowly, like she had all the time in the world.

She said nothing for a moment. Then, “Yes. That will do quite nicely.”

I didn’t know where to put my hands. My arms hovered awkwardly at my sides, my fingers brushing the edge of the frilly apron as if touching it would confirm it was real. I tried to speak, to explain, to excuse myself—but Ms. Delacourt’s gaze held me in place. Calm, cool, and steady.

She walked in a slow, circling step around me. Her heels barely made a sound against the carpet. Just the whisper of motion and her perfume—something floral and powdery, like pressed lavender and old secrets.

“Turn,” she said softly, one finger gesturing.

I turned. Not because I agreed—but because it felt easier than refusing.

Her fingers smoothed the apron bow at my back.

“This belonged to my last housemaid,” she said. “She wore it well, but lacked attention to detail. You, on the other hand…” She reached up and brushed a wrinkle from the shoulder of the dress. Her fingers lingered just long enough to make my skin tingle. “You have a way of standing still,” she murmured. “Like you’re listening, even when you’re nervous. That’s rare.”

I swallowed hard.

She stepped in front of me again, adjusting the lace trim along the collar with light, practiced hands. Her touch was never invasive—only intentional. Every small movement seemed like it meant something.

“I can see your hesitation,” she said. “But hesitation isn’t the same as refusal. And from what I see, you’re willing to learn.”

I found my voice, brittle and unsure. “This… isn’t what I expected.”

She smiled, and her thumb grazed my cheek—almost like a mother might. “Good things rarely are.”

I flinched. But I didn’t pull away.

“I only ask for one thing,” she continued. “That when you are in this house, and wearing this uniform, you behave as my maid. You speak politely. You serve with care. And you keep yourself dressed exactly as you are now.”

I couldn’t meet her eyes. Not while I was dressed like this. Not while my body was reacting the way it was—warm, flushed, confused, and aching.

“I… don’t know if I can⁠—”

She placed a single finger against my lips. Not forcefully. Just enough to silence the spiral before it could grow.

“You don’t have to decide everything now,” she said. “You only have to say yes to the job. We can take it one day at a time.”

I nodded, almost before I realized I had.

She smiled again—just the barest hint of triumph in it—and stepped back, satisfied.

“Then it’s settled,” she said. “Your quarters are downstairs. Fresh sheets, your own bathroom, full access to the kitchen. You’ll begin tomorrow morning, seven sharp.”

I opened my mouth again, just to say something. Anything. But she spoke first.

“Oh—and one more thing.”

She reached into her coat pocket and pulled out a small tag. She handed it to me with a smirk too soft to be cruel. The name written on it, in elegant silver script: Evelyn.

“For your wardrobe,” she said. “You’ll want to label your things properly, won’t you?”

I looked down at the tag. My fingers curled around it slowly.

Not Evan. Evelyn.

My mouth was dry, but I heard myself say it anyway.

“…Okay.”


Chapter 2
First Day on the Job


The sheets were soft. Too soft. I hadn’t meant to sleep so well, not in a strange place, not after… everything. But I woke to the soft hush of light through lace curtains and the scent of something floral in the air—lavender, maybe, or rosewater. Whatever it was, it wasn’t mine.

I sat up slowly, blinking against the sunlight and the low ache behind my eyes. For a second, I thought I might’ve dreamt it. The tea. The uniform. That name.

Evelyn.

Then I looked to the foot of the bed.

The maid’s uniform lay there, freshly pressed, carefully folded. On top of it: the same thigh-high stockings, a folded note, and beneath it all, a pair of freshly polished black heels. Two new items lay next to it all: a pair of black lace panties and a matching bra.

The note read, in fine handwriting:

You begin at seven. Your appearance reflects your commitment. Let’s make a good impression today, Evelyn.

— M.D.

My heart kicked in my chest.

She’d written the name again. Not Evan. Just Evelyn, like it was already mine.

I should’ve been furious. I should’ve laughed. I should’ve crumpled the note and walked out barefoot with the whole ridiculous uniform stuffed under one arm.

Instead, I touched the note like it might burn.

The bathroom was small but elegant—white tile, soft gold fixtures, a vanity with a matching stool and a standing mirror. My bag had already been brought in. Toothbrush, razor, everything in its place.

I didn’t think about it. I just started moving.

First, I shaved. Not just my face, but my neck, my arms, the tiny wisps on my chest. I knew how much I needed this job, and I told myself that if I committed to the illusion that I wouldn’t turn back. Last, I shaved my legs, removing every last body hair.

Once rinsed, it was time to get dressed. The stockings went on first. I was getting better at sliding them up without catching the sheer fabric on my nails.

The panties were next, slipping easily over my stockings and around my cheeks. Without thinking I tucked my penis between my legs, watching how the lace laid smoothly over my skin without its presence. The panties fit well, almost too well, hugging me like a second skin.

The bra was trickier, the clasps hard to connect behind my back. But once I had it on, everything felt… right. The cups fit nicely over my chest, pressing it up to create the illusion of having breasts, the straps were snug over my flesh, binding the lace to me.

The uniform followed—overhead, settling like a memory I hadn’t meant to keep. It fit differently with the bra beneath, the cups pressing against the satin to give me noticeable breasts.

The apron came last. The knot felt easier this time, and I made sure that the straps displayed just as Ms. Delacourt liked.

Finally, I put on the heels. I wobbled at first, catching myself on the edge of the vanity. But once upright, they made me stand straighter. More balanced. More… contained.

I looked back at the mirror. I was dressed as a maid. Not a joke. Not a prank. Just… dressed. Hair still tousled. Face bare. But the rest of me looked like I’d stepped out of someone else’s story.

I stared for a long time before I turned the knob and stepped out into the hall.

Ms. Delacourt was already waiting in the parlor, sipping her tea with one leg crossed elegantly over the other. She glanced up as I entered, and for a beat too long, said nothing.

Then her lips curved into a smile—small, satisfied. “You’re punctual. I admire that.”

“Thank you,” I said. My voice came out smaller than I meant it to.

She gestured to a silver tray on the sideboard. “Let’s begin with the morning service. You’ll pour my tea, two sugars, no cream.”

I moved quickly, grateful for something to do. But as I poured, she came up behind me—close enough to adjust my elbows.

“Gracefully,” she murmured. “Not like a mechanic. A maid is fluid. Controlled.”

Her hands guided mine. One on my waist, the other gently correcting the tilt of the teapot. “You’re tense,” she said.

“I’m nervous,” I admitted.

“I know.” She set a spoon beside the teacup, gently, like setting a pin on a cushion. “But you do look very pretty when you focus.”

I felt the words settle in my chest like a drop of warm honey.

Pretty.

I opened my mouth to protest, but she was already stepping away, lifting her cup.

“You’ll serve me breakfast in the sunroom. After that, I’d like the windows cleaned and the parlor dusted. We’ll review your posture while you polish the silver.”

“My… posture?”

She looked over her shoulder, and that smile again—like she already knew what I was feeling, and was savoring it.

“A proper maid doesn’t slouch.”

By midday, I’d dusted shelves, polished brass, and cleaned five windows. Each task came with its own lessons. How to move without clattering. How to bend without exposing myself. How to step quietly in heels.

She corrected everything with a kind of indulgent patience that made me feel like a schoolboy again. Embarrassed, but hungry for praise.

And then she said it. “You’re improving quickly, Evelyn.”

I froze, halfway through setting the tea table. “I⁠—”

She looked up at me, serene. “Something wrong?”

“I… That’s not my name.”

She raised a single eyebrow.

“Not yet,” she said.

Then, with a final sip of tea, she stood and left the room.

And I just stood there, cheeks burning, dress swaying slightly with my breath, wondering why my heart skipped when she said it.


Chapter 3
A Maid Must Be Polished


The next morning, my uniform was already hanging on the wardrobe. Pressed and fresh. A new pair of stockings draped neatly over the hanger.

But this time, there was something else: a small velvet box on the nightstand. Inside—nestled in satin—was a tube of soft pink lipstick, a pale blush compact, and a new note in silver ink.

Presentation is pride. Report to my sitting room at eight, properly bathed. No need to dress—I'll handle your uniform myself today.

— M.D.

I stared at the note for a full minute before even touching the lipstick. When I finally lifted it from the box, my fingers tingled like I was touching something alive.

Her private sitting room was warm with morning sun and scented faintly of peonies. A brush lay on the vanity. A steaming teacup sat untouched beside it.

Ms. Delacourt was already seated, one leg crossed over the other in a long gray robe that shimmered as she moved. Her hair was down today, brushed sleekly over one shoulder.

She looked up as I entered, naked but for the robe I’d worn from the bath. I felt more exposed than ever being clean-shaven. Vulnerable in a way that had nothing to do with skin.

“Come here,” she said, softly but without room for hesitation.

I obeyed.

She guided me onto the low vanity stool, her hands gentle as they gathered my damp hair. She combed through it with slow, deliberate strokes.

“You have lovely bone structure,” she murmured. “Sharp in the right places. Soften it just a little, and we’ll have something very special.”

I didn’t speak.

The brush slid through my hair, rhythmically. Comforting. Almost maternal. And yet I could feel my pulse thudding in my throat.

“I used to do this for my girls,” she said. “The ones who served before you. Some hated it at first. But they always looked forward to it, in the end.”

She leaned close to apply the blush. Her fingers were warm against my cheeks, smoothing the color with little circles. Her thumb brushed the corner of my mouth.

“You’ll only wear a little,” she said. “Enough to glow. Too much, and it becomes parody. That’s not what I want for you.”

I couldn’t look at her. But I didn’t stop her, either.

When she finished, she turned the stool to face the mirror. I barely recognized myself.

The makeup was minimal—but striking. Just enough blush to give me color, just enough gloss to catch the light. Combined with the freshly brushed hair and shaved skin, I looked… delicate. Still male. But less so.

I stared. Swallowed. Tried to laugh, but it stuck in my throat.

Her hands rested lightly on my shoulders. “You’re beginning to see her, aren’t you?” she asked.

I didn’t ask who she meant.

She walked to the wardrobe, lifted the uniform from its hanger, and held it open for me.

I slipped it on, trembling slightly. She smoothed the fabric down my sides, adjusted the bow, and knelt to slip on the stockings and fasten the shoes herself—like a queen dressing her favorite doll.

“You’ll need a wig eventually,” she said, standing again. “Or we’ll grow it out. But for now, we’ll keep the hair natural. Something for you to earn.” Then she stepped back. “Look at me,” she said.

I turned.

She tilted her head slightly, appraising me. “You’re becoming very pretty, Evelyn.”

There it was again. Evelyn. I tried to correct her, but my voice came out too soft. And she didn’t wait.

“If you object to the name,” she said calmly, “you may say so clearly.”

I hesitated. But I didn’t say anything.

“Good,” she said, and turned to the door. “Then come. It’s time to learn how to greet a guest.”

The drawing room was flooded with soft light and filled with the scent of tea and lemon scones. I moved like I’d been trained—heels clicking faintly on polished floorboards, skirt brushing my thighs, chin lifted as I carried the silver tray.

Every movement felt foreign and familiar all at once. I could feel her watching me. Ms. Delacourt sat in her usual spot by the window, graceful as always, but today she wasn’t alone.

Across from her was another woman. Elegant and slightly younger. She had dark hair, bright eyes, and legs crossed in silk slacks. Her lips curled into something between amusement and curiosity as I approached.

“Ah,” the guest said. “So this is your new girl.”

I froze. The cup rattled slightly on the tray, and I prayed neither woman noticed.

Ms. Delacourt’s voice flowed like warm honey. “Yes. She’s just begun training. A bit green, but very promising.”

I didn’t correct her. I couldn’t, not with the other woman looking me over like I was a piece of art—and not unkindly.

“Very pretty,” the guest said, smiling. “Lovely skin. Is she wearing blush?”

“Only a little,” Ms. Delacourt replied, sipping her tea. “A maid should be subtly polished, don’t you think?”

“Mm. Quite right.” The woman turned her eyes back to me. “What’s her name?”

Ms. Delacourt didn’t hesitate. “Evelyn.” There was no tremor in her voice. No glance in my direction to check if I’d protest.

Just certainty.

And I… said nothing. I simply lowered my gaze, curtsied, and offered the tray.

“Tea, madam?” I asked, my voice soft and unfamiliar to my own ears.

The guest smiled. “Yes, Evelyn. That would be lovely.”

The visit lasted an hour, maybe less. But every minute of it clung to me like heat. I served tea. Cleared dishes. Retrieved fresh napkins when asked. All with proper posture, light steps, and delicate fingers—exactly as Ms. Delacourt had taught me. And when the guest left, she kissed Ms. Delacourt on both cheeks and turned to me.

“You’ll make a lovely addition here, Evelyn,” she said, then winked. “Don’t let her work you too hard.”

“I won’t,” I murmured, flushing.

When the door closed, I finally exhaled. I turned to face Ms. Delacourt, heart still fluttering. I expected critique. Correction. Maybe even scolding for being too quiet.

But instead, she reached out and tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear. “You did beautifully,” she said. “I’m very proud of you.”

My breath caught. It was just praise. Simple words. But it landed deeper than it should’ve. Somewhere soft. Somewhere that made my legs feel weak and my stomach warm.

She sat, and I moved to clear the cups, but she caught my wrist gently. “No. Sit with me a moment.”

I obeyed.

She pulled me down onto the low bench beside her. Her fingers brushed my hair again, slow and rhythmic. “You have something rare, Evelyn,” she whispered. “A grace you haven’t yet learned to value. But I see it.”

I swallowed hard. “I don’t know if I can be what you want.”

She smiled faintly. “You already are.”

The room was quiet. Her fingers traced down to my neck, over the lace collar of my dress. “If you continue like this,” she said, “I’ll have something special for you. A reward worth earning.”

I didn’t ask what. I just nodded.

I could feel the uniform hugging my body in all the right ways. I could feel the arousal from being called a girl all day. I could feel the naughtiness of serving the two women as a maid.

And now I had a strong desire to continue as I wondered what more she could give me.


Chapter 4
Reward and Discipline


The next day had gone well—until it didn’t. I had been polishing the silver in the parlor, as instructed. Ms. Delacourt had shown me the proper technique the day before: small circles, white gloves, always with both hands. She’d watched me do it with a quiet pride I had come to crave.

But today… I rushed.

Just one tray. Just a single dull spot near the edge I didn’t catch. I didn’t even realize it until I saw her reflection in the glass-front cabinet, standing silently behind me.

“I see,” she said softly.

I turned, heartbeat rising. “I—I thought I finished⁠—”

She raised a single finger and I stopped. She didn’t yell. She didn’t scold. She simply walked past me, picked up the silver tray, and turned it slowly in the light. The faintest ring of tarnish still ghosted one corner.

“I know your mother would have taught you better,” she said.

That hurt. Sharper than if she’d slapped me.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered.

She nodded. “I’m sure you are.”

Then she looked at me—not with anger, but with deep, expectant patience. The kind that says you know what you’ve done.

“You’ll come with me.”

She led me to the sitting room. The drapes were drawn. The fire was low. The scent of her perfume lingered in the air like a warning.

I stood trembling in the center of the room while she sat on the upholstered bench and smoothed her skirt over her knees.

“Come here.”

I obeyed, but every step felt slower than the last. My legs were heavy. My mouth dry.

“You are here to learn,” she said calmly. “And lessons, Evelyn, are best remembered when the body is involved.”

My stomach flipped.

She guided me gently over her lap, arranging me like a doll. One hand pressed into the small of my back, holding me in place. The other slowly lifted the back of my maid’s dress.

Cool air kissed the tops of my thighs. I gasped as she drew down my panties—not all the way, just enough.

“This is not cruelty,” she murmured. “This is correction.”

Then her hand came down.

The first spank stung. Not unbearable, but sharp. Real.

Then another.

And another.

Each smack sent a jolt up through my spine. My hands gripped the edge of the bench. My legs twitched with every impact. She was methodical. Measured. Never rushing. Never hesitating.

I wasn’t sure when the pain blurred with heat. When the humiliation bled into something else. By the tenth strike, I wasn’t fighting it. I was breathing into it. I felt small. Obedient. Owned.

Then her hand slowed. Shifted. Fingers brushing the red heat of my cheek. Then up, lightly, along my thigh… to the space between.

I gasped. She felt it.

My cock was hard and throbbing, pressed against the front of my panties, straining uselessly for friction.

“You see,” she whispered, stroking it softly through the fabric, “some maids need correction. It wakes up something honest inside them.”

Her fingers curled under and rubbed. Slow an deep.

My hips lifted without meaning to.

“You’re not angry,” she said. “You’re grateful.”

“I…” My voice cracked. “I don’t know what I am.”

She leaned closer, her lips near my ear. “You’re mine.”

My breath came in shallow gasps. Her fingers still hovered between my legs, stroking gently through the strained front of my panties—just enough to torment, not enough to satisfy. I could feel the dampness where my arousal pressed tight against the silk, and the terrible truth of it pulsed through me like a confession: I liked this. I wanted her to keep touching me.

But she stopped.

She withdrew her hand slowly, deliberately, letting the fabric fall back into place. My body twitched in protest, but I didn’t dare speak.

She smoothed the hem of my dress down over my thighs and guided me upright with the same quiet elegance she always carried—like none of it had been unusual. Like she hadn’t just spanked me, stroked me, and left me hard and aching in her lap.

“Stand,” she said.

I rose shakily, cheeks burning. My cock was still hard, outlined clearly under the soft material, and I made the mistake of glancing down at it.

She caught my chin between her fingers and tilted it back up. “Eyes forward, Evelyn.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I breathed before I could stop myself.

A pause. Then a smile. “Good girl.”

The praise sank into me like heat under skin. I felt it everywhere—between my legs, behind my eyes, deep in the part of me that had once insisted I wasn’t the type for this.

She stood, smoothed her skirt, and walked to the mirror. “You’ll complete the silver this evening. Properly, this time.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Her tone was lighter now. Almost indulgent.

“Though I’m disappointed with your work today, discovering your affections towards your position greatly pleases me. If you please me again…” she glanced at me in the mirror, her voice trailing like silk over skin, “You will earn your reward.”

I swallowed. “What kind of reward?”

Her eyes met mine. Steady, smiling, and knowing.

“The kind you’ll beg for.”


Chapter 5
Formal Presentation


When she called for me the next morning, I expected the uniform.

I didn’t expect the lingerie.

As always, laid across my bed was a pair of soft black panties trimmed in lace and a matching bra, but this time beside them was something new—a corset. It was pale ivory and silk, boned and lace, It was meant to be drawn tight. A pair of sheer garter stockings hung delicately from the bedpost. And below it all, the uniform. But this one was different.

It was shorter and shinier with a cleaner cut. It was a more formal version of what I’d worn before, yet also more indecent with its deep neckline and short skirt.

Again there was a note:

A guest is joining us for tea. I expect you to make me proud. Do not dress yourself—come to my chamber in your robe.

— M.D.

I stared at the corset like it might bite and then I slipped on the robe and obeyed.

Her bedroom was large and elegant, like something from another time. At its center stood a grand canopy bed, its mahogany frame gleaming in the sunlight that filtered through the bay windows. The curtains shimmered with gold trim, catching the light like threads of fire.

Ms. Delacourt sat on the edge, waiting in a long black slip that hugged her figure like water. Her hair was pinned up, but loosely, a few tendrils curled around her collarbone.

She smiled when she saw me. “Come in, Evelyn. Let’s make you beautiful.”

She took her time with me. The lingerie first. She eased the panties up my legs herself, smoothing them once they were in place. Then the bra—tight across my chest, nearly empty, but still shaping me into something softer. She ran her fingers along the under band and murmured, “We’ll have something to fill this soon enough.”

Then came the corset.

I held the frame while she laced me in. With each tug, I felt smaller. Straighter. More fragile. My breath came shorter, my waist drawn in inch by inch.

“Not too tight,” she whispered. “But enough to teach your body its correct shape.”

When she was done, she turned me to the mirror and gasped.

The corset carved my torso into a curved hourglass. The panties framed the front of me like a gift. My skin looked flushed, my posture impossibly upright. I didn’t know who I looked like anymore.

She stepped behind me, holding up a dark wig—soft, shoulder-length curls. “Ready?”

I nodded.

She fitted it to my head with gentle fingers, adjusting each strand, brushing it down until it framed my blushed cheeks perfectly. Then came the makeup—more than before. A smoky eye. Glossed lips. Contour that made my jaw look smaller, my cheekbones higher.

“You look stunning,” she said softly. “Now… let’s dress our maid.”

The new uniform was snug—tighter than the others. More tailored. More intentional. The satin clung to my sides like it knew how I ought to be shaped. The skirt barely covered the tops of my thighs, swishing when I moved, baring flashes of garter strap and the pale skin above my stockings. Every inch of me felt curated, exposed, and delicate.

My garters clipped into place with sharp little snaps, pulling the stockings high and smooth. The collar dipped lower than before, low enough to suggest cleavage that didn’t exist—yet somehow, it felt like it did. The padded bra gave just the illusion, and the way the fabric curved over it made me want to believe it was real.

When I turned to face the mirror, I froze.

That wasn’t me.

Or—no. It was. But softer. Smaller. Flushed. I didn’t look like Evan, not really. The makeup, the wig, the corset all blurred him out, reshaped his outline into something prettier, sweeter, more poised. A reflection that felt like someone else… but also like someone I was always supposed to be.

Evelyn.

My cock stirred, pressing gently against the satin panties I hadn’t even noticed tightening. I was hard. Helplessly, shamefully hard. And yet I didn’t reach for it. I didn’t even try to hide it. Because the arousal wasn’t just physical. It was adoration.

I loved how I looked.

I wanted to look like this. Wanted her to see me like this. Wanted the softness, the tightness, the lace and bows and delicate lies of it all.

Every movement I made in that uniform reminded me I wasn’t just dressed—I was displayed. I was polished and presented. My hips swayed without meaning to. My hands moved more carefully. My posture held itself.

And Ms. Delacourt watched me, not like a woman assessing her employee—but like a sculptor admiring her favorite piece.

Her voice slid into my thoughts like silk. “Walk for me, Evelyn.”

And I did. Because I wanted her to see me shine.

“Very good,” she purred, watching me strut around the room. “Now let’s prepare for our guest.”

The guest arrived shortly after. I stood silently just outside the parlor until Ms. Delacourt called.

“Evelyn. Tea, please.”

I entered with the tray, head bowed slightly, posture tall. I didn’t look at the guest—not at first. Not until I set the tray down and heard her speak.

“Well, well,” the woman said, amused. “You weren’t joking. She’s exquisite.”

I looked up.

She was older than me—perhaps Ms. Delacourt’s age. Chic. Dark red lipstick. Her eyes met mine and smiled without a word.

Ms. Delacourt sipped her tea. “She’s come quite far in only a few days.”

“Really?” the guest tilted her head. “She moves like she was born in heels.”

I flushed.

“Evelyn,” Ms. Delacourt said. “Show her your curtsy.”

I obeyed, lowering myself slowly, trying not to tremble. When I rose, the guest clapped softly.

“Delicious. You must be very proud of her.”

“I am,” Ms. Delacourt said. “And she’s very eager to please.”

I tried to disappear into myself. But part of me—some deeper, darker part—swelled at the praise.

I continued to serve quietly, carefully, my movements measured and graceful. The tray felt lighter in my hands. The skirt tugged at my thighs with every step, a constant reminder of who I was pretending to be—except it didn’t feel like pretending anymore.

I poured tea, refilled the sugar bowl, cleared the crumbs from delicate china plates. And through it all, I could feel Ms. Delacourt watching me.

Her gaze wasn’t cold or analytical—it was admiring. Proud. Like she was seeing something she’d long suspected was hidden inside me. Every time our eyes met, something fluttered in my chest. I stood a little straighter. Smiled more softly. I wasn’t just obeying—I was trying to please her. And part of me needed to.

Once the guest left, Ms. Delacourt called me back to the parlor. I stood in front of her, arms folded in front of my corseted waist, still in full uniform. She didn’t speak for a moment. Just looked me over. Slowly. Possessively.

Then she crooked a finger. “Come here, pet.”

I obeyed.

She pulled me down beside her on the settee and slipped one hand under the hem of my skirt, fingers gliding lightly along my thigh.

“I’m very pleased with you,” she murmured.

I couldn’t speak.

Her fingers moved higher. Grazed the front of my panties. I gasped.

“So obedient. So eager.” She pressed against my cock, now achingly hard, trapped and twitching inside lace.

“I…” My voice cracked. “I wanted to be good.”

She smiled and leaned in, lips brushing my ear. “You were.”

Her fingers stroked gently, but not enough. Never enough.

“So good that I believe you’ve earned your reward.”


Chapter 6
Soft and Open


The next morning I found a box waiting for me on the edge of the bed. A velvet ribbon held the lid closed. Beneath it, nestled in folds of tissue, were three pieces of fabric so soft they seemed to sigh when I touched them.

The panties were satin—barely there, trimmed in delicate black lace. The bra matched, this time with light padding and a more structured shape. And beside them, carefully coiled like something sacred, was a collar. It was thin and made from velvet the shade of dusty rose. At its center, a small silver charm engraved with a single letter: E.

There was no note this time. Only the quiet weight of expectation.

I touched the charm with trembling fingers, knowing what it stood for. Not Evan. Not anymore.

She was waiting for me in her dressing room, already seated beside the vanity with a brush in one hand and a soft smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

“Take off the uniform,” she said.

My fingers moved automatically, lifting the hem, unzipping the side, stepping out of it like shedding skin. I stood before her in only my stockings, chest bare, cheeks hot.

She patted the stool in front of her. “Sit, pet.”

I did.

She brushed my hair again—slow strokes, steady rhythm. The same motion she always used, but today it felt heavier. Like a ritual. Like a goodbye to whatever remained of the boy who first arrived.

“You’re coming along beautifully,” she whispered. “I want you to see that.”

Then she reached for the bra. Her hands guided my arms through the straps, adjusted the cups, and hooked the back. She adjusted the padding until it curved gently against my chest. Just enough to hint. Just enough to deceive.

Next came the panties. She held them open for me. I stepped into them. She drew them up with both hands, then gently adjusted my cock—already hard, already straining—so it sat snugly against me, smoothed and hidden beneath the satin.

Then was the corset. The boning dug tightly into my flesh, transforming me once again, making my body more feminine and beautiful.

“You get so excited when you’re seen,” she whispered. “And yet… so obedient when you’re touched.”

I shivered.

She picked up the collar last. “This is not a punishment,” she said. “This is a gift.”

She wrapped it around my throat, buckled it at the back, and let the charm fall gently against my chest. Then she turned the mirror toward me.

I stared.

She didn’t let me dress after that. No uniform. No wig. Just the lingerie, the collar, and my trembling body beneath it all.

She had me kneel on the rug in front of the fire while she poured herself a drink. She sipped slowly, watching me. Studying me.

I didn’t speak. I simply waited for instruction.

“Do you understand why you’re like this?” she asked at last.

I shook my head.

“You crave structure,” she said. “Correction. Care. You don’t want to be strong—you want to be beautiful.”

I swallowed hard. “And what if I’m not?”

She came to me slowly, crouched before me, and ran her fingers between my legs—stroking the bulge in my panties until I whimpered.

“You are when you try.”

She pulled me into her lap, arms wrapping around my waist, one hand sliding beneath the fabric.

I gasped.

Her fingers teased me gently, tracing every line of my arousal. She didn’t stroke for release—only for control. Just enough to make me ache.

“I could make you cum,” she said, lips against my neck. “But I won’t. Not yet.”

“Please,” I breathed.

Her fingers stopped. “You’ll wait,” she whispered. “A proper maid doesn’t take—she earns.”

I nodded, trembling in her lap. “I want to be good.”

She smiled. “You already are, Evelyn.”

Ms. Delacourt didn’t offer me my uniform back.

“Now come. The drawing room needs tidying.”

I blinked at her, still on my knees. “Like this?”

She turned, one eyebrow lifted. “Is there something wrong with how you’re dressed?”

My face flushed instantly. “No, Mistress.”

“Then let’s begin.”

The click of my heels echoed softly as I moved through the quiet hallways. The corset forced me upright, the bra shaped my chest, and the panties clung damp between my legs, the front of them still tight from her touch.

But it was the collar that undid me most. I could feel its weight against my throat. Not heavy—but constant. Like a reminder. Like a leash.

She watched from the settee as I wiped down the sideboard, dusted the shelves, fluffed the pillows. She gave no orders, only small corrections.

“Bend from the hips, not the waist. It keeps your skirt from riding up.”

“Slower, Evelyn. You’re not scrubbing. You’re presenting.”

“Very good. Look how graceful you’ve become.”

I wasn’t graceful. I was exposed. But somehow… I still felt proud.

I caught a glimpse of myself in the glass cabinet door—corset tight around my waist, skirt barely covering my backside, collar gleaming in the low light. I looked like a maid in some decadent dream.

Or someone else’s fantasy.

Or maybe mine.

After dinner—hers, not mine—she summoned me to her room again. The lights were dimmer now, warmer. Shadows curled against the edges of the walls.

I entered without knocking. She liked that. I could tell.

She was standing at the vanity in a sheer black robe, brushing her hair slowly. She looked at me in the mirror, her voice low and smooth. “Did you enjoy today?”

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Cleaning in just your underthings?”

I flushed. “Yes.”

She turned, eyes narrowing slightly. “Say it properly.”

I swallowed. “Yes, Mistress. I liked serving you in my lingerie.”

Her smile returned—proud and possessive. “Good girl.” She gestured to the rug. “Kneel.”

I did.

“Now thank me.”

I looked up. “For… what?”

She stepped forward, her fingers slipping under my chin, lifting it. “For seeing you. For making you.”

I whispered it. “Thank you, Mistress.”

She let go of my chin, but not of me. Her hand slid down to the charm at my collar, letting it swing gently between her fingers.

“You’re still so tense. So desperate,” she said, more to herself than me. “Soon, I’ll let you cum.” Her thumb brushed my lips. “But not yet. Good girls have to earn everything.”


Chapter 7
Servitude and Seduction


The storm rolled in after nightfall.

It started as a distant rumble—low and patient. But by the time I lit the candles in the hallway, the rain had thickened into a steady hiss against the windows, and the air inside the house had gone warm and still.

Ms. Delacourt stood at the hearth in the drawing room, barefoot, wrapped in a pale silk robe that clung to her like mist. Her hair was down. Her eyes were darker in the candlelight, rimmed with shadow, watching the fire like it spoke only to her.

I stood behind her, in my lingerie and collar, waiting.

Waiting for what—I didn’t know.

She turned to me slowly. The flames caught the edges of her robe and lit her in gold. “It’s a beautiful night,” she murmured. “Don’t you think?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“I’d like you to read to me, Evelyn.”

She handed me a thin, leather-bound volume from the side table. No title on the spine. I opened to the page she marked.

The words were old, poetic. A love letter, or something close. I started reading.

She listened with her eyes closed. I read with my throat dry.

“...her fingers, soft as snowfall, pressed against me like a question I had waited all my life to answer...” My voice wavered. The air felt thicker than the fire warranted. “...and when her lips found mine, I understood the word devotion for the first time.”

I looked up.

Ms. Delacourt was watching me again. But not just watching—consuming. She held out her hand. “Come here, my Evelyn.”

I walked to her on trembling legs. She took the book from my hand, set it aside, and gently placed her fingers beneath the charm at my collar.

“Take off your panties,” she said.

I obeyed.

She didn’t rush. She waited as I peeled them down, stepped out, stood naked beneath my corset and bra. Then her hands moved—first to the clasp of the bra, unhooking it slowly and letting it slide from my shoulders like a sigh.

She kissed the tops of my bare chest, right where the padding had once given me shape. “You don’t need illusions to be beautiful.”

Her hands moved to the corset next, unlacing it with a patience that made me ache. Each tug loosened me. Each breath deepened. Until it finally slipped from my waist and I stood before her in only the collar and stockings.

“I want to see you open,” she whispered. “Soft. Ready.”

She guided me to the rug in front of the fire and laid me down.

Her hands explored me—slow, reverent, cruelly gentle. She traced the line of my hip, the curve of my inner thigh, the soft, useless ache between my legs.

“You’re dripping,” she said, smiling. “Have you been thinking about this all day?”

“Yes,” I whispered. “I’ve been trying to be good. For you. For this.”

“You have been good.” Her fingers slid lower, teasing my cock, small and twitching with need. “Do you want to cum for your Mistress?”

“Yes,” I breathed. “Please.”

“Then beg.”

I didn’t hesitate. I begged. For her hands. For her mouth. For her to use me however she wished. I told her I belonged to her. That I didn’t want to be anyone else. That Evelyn was hers to dress, to punish, to keep.

And only when I said all of that—trembling, flushed, exposed—did she rise and disappear into the shadows of the room.

When she returned, she wore a strap-on. The heels of her feet whispered across the rug, soft and slow, and when she stepped into the firelight I nearly cried out.

The strap-on gleamed between her thighs—black and glistening, curved upward with purpose. Her robe had slipped off her shoulders, revealing the smooth line of her collarbones, the faint shadows of her breasts beneath a silk chemise. And her eyes… her eyes told me I was no longer a guest in her house.

I was hers.

My breath caught. My thighs parted instinctively.

She knelt between them, one hand on my thigh, the other on my chest. “Tonight,” she said softly, “you stop pretending. Tonight, you let go.”

She knelt between my legs and spread them wider, her hands rougher now, hungrier.

“You’ve wanted this,” she said, brushing the toy along the crease of my thighs. “You’ve been dreaming of me using you like this, haven’t you?”

I swallowed hard. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Louder.”

“Please, Mistress. Use me,” I whimpered. “I need you to. I need you to fuck me. I want to be yours.”

She grinned—low, wicked, beautiful. “Oh, you are mine.”

I moaned.

She leaned in, rubbing the tip of the strap-on against the base of my cock, circling it between my folds, pushing it just under me where my body clenched helplessly in response.

“You’re so soft down here now,” she murmured. “Barely a cock at all. Just a little clit for Mistress to tease.”

I bucked up into her. “Please…”

She shushed me with her fingers against my lips. “You’ll take me slowly. Like a good maid. I want to feel you tremble.”

She pressed forward.

The toy slid between my cheeks, nestled against the sensitive ridge of my hole. She didn’t penetrate—not yet. She just rocked her hips, letting the thick silicone press against me.

I sobbed. “It’s so much…”

“You can take it.”

“I want to be good.”

“You are good,” she whispered, leaning closer, her breath hot against my ear. “You’re perfect. Beautiful. Mine.”

Her hand slid under my back and tilted my hips, adjusting me like I was something delicate she already owned. She lined herself up again—lower now, precise—and the blunt head of the strap-on pressed against my hole.

“Breathe,” she whispered. “Let me in.”

I did.

The pressure built slowly as the tip pushed forward—stretching me open, inch by inch. I gasped. My mouth fell open as the thick silicone breached me, my body instinctively clenching, then yielding. It burned, a little, but more than that—it filled me. It completed something.

My breath came fast, shallow, as she slid deeper.

“Yes,” she murmured. “Take it, Evelyn. Open up for your Mistress.”

She began to move with deliberate rhythm—rocking her hips into me, smooth and powerful, each thrust grinding my ass against the base of the harness. The friction, the fullness, the weight of her body above mine—it overwhelmed every thought. There was no air, no light, no space left in me but her.

I whimpered as the dildo drove deeper. I could feel it inside me, pressing against places I’d never imagined being touched, my body pulling her in like it had been waiting.

My legs spread wider, desperate. My fingers clawed at the rug, hips jerking to meet every thrust. I was being fucked. Fucked like a maid. Fucked like a girl.

And I wanted it.

She leaned over me, the curve of her hips grinding against my ass as she drove into me again and again.

“Say it,” she demanded, voice low and rough. “Tell me who you are.”

“I’m yours,” I cried. “I’m Evelyn. I’m your maid.”

“And what do maids do?”

“They serve. They obey. They let themselves be—used.”

“That’s right. Good girl.”

Her thrusts deepened, sharp and smooth. I could feel my cock pinned between our bodies, trapped against my belly—hard, leaking, untouched. The sensation of her inside me, fucking me open, was almost too much.

“I want to cum,” I sobbed.

She slowed—just slightly. “Then ask me.”

“Please,” I begged. “Please let your maid cum. Please let me cum for you, Mistress.”

She grabbed my thighs and slammed into me—hard. The noise echoed off the walls, wet and filthy and perfect.

“Then do it,” she growled. “Cum for me, Evelyn. Cum like the good little thing you are.”

The dildo pounded into me again and I broke.

I came, crying out beneath her as my cock pulsed and twitched against my belly, ropes of cum spilling between us. My hole clenched around her with every wave, my whole body locked in place, vibrating with the force of it.

I sobbed her name as I trembled beneath her.

She kept moving—fucking me slowly, gently now, milking every last spasm from me until I went limp in her arms. Then she leaned down, pressed a kiss just beside the collar, and whispered, “There’s my girl.”

And I was.

I really was.


Chapter 8
The New Routine


Ino longer needed reminders. I woke before the bell now. Not out of fear—but hunger. A quiet ache to please her.

My uniform was already laid out. I hadn’t worn anything else in days. Today’s was freshly laundered, its apron perfectly pressed, the scent of lavender clinging faintly to the lace trim. I dressed with practiced care: corset first, then the stockings, then the panties that cupped me just right—firm, feminine, a gentle squeeze I’d come to love.

Then the uniform. The way it slid over my hips. The zipper’s familiar hiss. The way I turned just slightly in the mirror, watching the skirt swish above my knees.

I tied my apron with perfect symmetry and clipped the charm at my collar into place.

E. Not Evan. Not anymore.

She was in the conservatory, reading a book beside the glass doors, wrapped in a robe that caught the morning light like smoke.

“You’re early,” she said without looking up.

“I wanted to be ready for you.”

She finally turned. The way her eyes moved over me—slow, satisfied, claiming—made my knees weaken just slightly.

“You’re glowing today,” she said. “Have you enjoyed your first week?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Why?”

I paused only a second. “Because I know who I am when I’m with you.”

She smiled. “And who is that?”

“Your maid.”

“And what’s her name?”

“Evelyn.”

She nodded. “Good girl. Then I think it’s time.”

She led me into the dressing room after breakfast, hands light at my waist.

There, resting in a velvet-lined box atop the vanity, was a new collar. It was thicker than the last, and darker. A deep, wine-red satin with black leather trim. The charm at the center gleamed gold this time, engraved not with a letter, but with a name: Evelyn.

“No more ambiguity. No more guessing. This is who you are,” she said, lifting the collar in both hands. “I’ve given you everything piece by piece. Your name. Your role. Your training. But this…” She stepped behind me, brushing my hair aside. “This is the part you choose.”

My breath caught.

She fastened the collar slowly, buckling it tight at the back of my neck. Not choking—but present. Firm and undeniable.

When she stepped in front of me again, I was trembling. “Do you want to stay here, Evelyn?”

“Yes.”

“As my maid?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“As mine?”

“Yes.”

Her hand lifted my chin. “Forever?”

I swallowed. “Please.”

She leaned in and kissed me—deep and sure, her fingers tangled in the front of my apron, her tongue sweeping over mine like a final, sealing mark.

When she pulled away, she whispered, “Then kneel, my girl.”

And I did.

At her feet.

Right where I belonged.
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It started with a drunken joke… and a shooting star.
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At first, it’s awkward, but under Claire’s guiding touch, Lily begins to discover the thrill of heels, the softness of lace, and the secret pleasure of being seen as a woman. As the weekend unfolds, their connection deepens—until desire becomes devotion, and transformation becomes truth.

Now Lily isn’t sure she wants to go back. And Claire? She might not let her.

Get Wished To Be Her

OEBPS/image_rsrcT2.jpg
SASHA BLOOM

B'ecom' ing
Her

A Transgender Feminization Fantasy





cover.jpeg
A Reluctant Feminization Story






OEBPS/image_rsrcT4.jpg







OEBPS/image_rsrcT6.jpg
- SASHA BLOOM

- - ails
‘ﬁ
k"

'.

Wished
To BelHer

A Transgender Feminization Fantasy





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




