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Chapter 1

Miranda Smith patted her husband’s left cheek, the one on his ass, gave him a good hard smack there, and then patted his other left cheek, gave him a peck on it, too, although she wanted more, a lot more. 

“You look so sweet in that, baby. Totally luscious.” She was referring to the new French maid outfit that she’d bought him for his birthday. It was sexily sheer and so see through she could see that he’d shaved for her, already. 

Even though she had to go to a conference today, for work, and had, unfortunately, she would not be able to take her assistant, Michaela, which is what she liked to call her husband when he was working for her, and also any other time when she was dressing him pretty for her pleasure and his. He seemed to like it even more than she did, and so that made her very happy. It made her job a lot easier. It also made her hot as fuck. Like right now. 

She could feel her panties were damp and her pussy underneath, just seeing him like that. And knowing she couldn’t have him, not now, not yet. Fucking meeting! Why had she ever agreed to go? Oh yeah, to better her career. 

Because her friend, Amy, whom she’d graduated from Law school with would be there, and had invited her. To hobnob with potential clients, to get to know her competition better, especially their weaknesses, which she intended on exploiting to the max. 

So, it would be worth it, but it was still inconvenient, and annoying, to have to wait. She wanted Michaela, now. Or Mike. Whatever. Right now, Miranda didn’t really care. All she wanted right now was a little satisfaction. No, scratch that. A lot of satisfaction. 

She gritted her teeth, and glanced one more time at the clock, trying to finagle a way to get a quickie in somehow, even if it had to be a quick quickie. But, no, there was no way. She had to drive through rush hour traffic and she was one of the first speakers this morning. She couldn’t really be late, not even a little bit. 

She looked lustfully at Michaela, and tried to hold her hormones in control. It was just a day; she’d be home tonight, by six, no later, surely. She was out of there if the dumb thing ran over. Flat walking out, that was what she’d do. If she had to, that’s exactly what she’d do. No problem.  

She’d come home to her Michaela on time, like promised. She was a woman of her word. Besides, she was promising a lot today, but she never promised anything she didn’t intend full well to deliver. 

Mike, as he was otherwise known, to the rest of the world, had taken an early retirement from his former boring as fuck job as a high school Home Economics teacher to become Michaela, his stellar assistant, who was, albeit slowly, even learning to type at speeds that let her get a legal paper typed in just one day, most of the time. 

It was lucky, too, that Michaela just happened to be Mike’s sister. Miranda had thought that the best way to deflect any inquiring minds that might wonder why the two looked so much alike, if anyone did indeed think that. Miranda felt they’d disguised Mike well enough as Michaela that his own mother wouldn’t even recognize him, unfortunately, or maybe fortunately, they had not had an opportunity to test that little theory of hers. 

She was ok with it, though. Some theories were good enough being left as theories. One didn’t have to prove everything. Anyway, it made Michaela feel a lot safer and so it did what it was intended to do. Miranda didn’t really give a rat’s ass if anyone knew her husband and assistant and now maid, were one and the same. Who cared? 

And, just watching her work was a pleasure. Hunt, peck, hunt, peck. She looked so cute doing it. Adorable, really. And she looked utterly baffled, which was cute, too. Hell, Miranda thought pretty much everything Michaela did was cute, probably because she was so cute. So, what if she wasn’t much for secretary work?

Miranda didn’t care. No one really hired office assistants for their typing skills anymore, did they? Hell no. They needed to be able to make a damn good pot of coffee and look like a dream doing it. Luckily, her sexy assistant did both of these things very well. 

Besides, she had most of the documents she used already written. They just required a little customization. Kind of like her hubby. He’d always been a wonderful man, sweet, attentive, sexy as fuck and good in bed, oh my, yes. She had married him, after all.

But, the girl stuff had been, well, kind of like the icing on the cake. Really, really good icing, the kind that made you want to lick it off the spoon, lick the bowl clean, and still sneak a finger full or a few fingerfulls while you’re supposed to be putting the damn stuff on the cake. 

 Miranda liked icing, very, very much. Her mouth began to water just thinking about icing, and her delectable hubby.  She might just have to pick up a tub of the sweet stuff on the way home, for her sweet stuff. 


Chapter 2

Mike flounced around the bedroom in his pretty frilly French maid attire that Miranda had totally surprised him with. He freaking loved it, and he loved her. She was so considerate, so thoughtful. How many wives really considered what their men wanted for their birthday, or any day? So often, not, it seemed like. It seemed like so many thought they could get the old man something they wanted and call it a gift. Please. 

Of course, it could be ok, or better than ok, actually, when it was mutual, such as this lovely piece of lace and silk and matching nylons complete with five inch stiletto heels, a flamingo pink feather duster, and black finger loop gloves that went clear up to his elbows. They clung to his arms, caressing his flesh as he moved. He never wanted to take them off.

Why, the gloves were actually longer than the skirt, he knew it, but he wasn’t complaining, because he’d gotten to show off his cute white ruffle lace panties, not for long enough, though. 

He pooched his bottom lip out and smiled when his boss, his wife, his lover, dipped her head, nibbled it, and he could see from the look on her face that she wanted more, too. So why couldn’t they play? Damn it. Life just wasn’t fair. He hated staying home. 

Just to taunt her, to serve her right for leaving him, leaving him wanting her, and he did, so bad, he purposefully bent down, ran his duster over her sexy sheer nylon covered toes peeping out of her sling back pumps. They were much sexier than sensible shoes needed to be, and he knew that was all just for little ol’ him. 

He planned to slip the straps off her sexy feet, those tantalizing toes and awesome ankles with his teeth, a little nip here, and a lick there, a kiss everywhere. He planned on driving her just as crazy for him as he was for her right now, although, from the look in her eyes, he thought she was pretty damn close already. 

Well, she was about to get closer. She was about to go right over the damn edge, all right, just like him. And he’d be there to catch her, pull her into his arms there, kiss her crazy. And then he’d fuck her crazy. 


Chapter 3

He’d do all that and more, but first he had a long list of chores to be completed while Miranda was gone. Things he’d maybe feel a little silly doing in his new outfit, but it would be kind of fun, too. It was a damn good day when you could dust the ceiling fan blades and have a good time with it. He checked the list again, scanning it with interest. 

Miranda slunk up behind him, grabbing him around the middle, sliding her hands under the little skirt. Oh! That woman. If she did not leave soon she damn well wasn’t going to. 

Michaela squealed, just like the girl he looked like, and then laughed when Miranda stuck her tongue out at him. He his face to hers caught that proffered tongue in his mouth, sucking it in, meeting her lips with his, locking on. Like he wanted her to lock on somewhere else, like his throbbing cock. 

He was horny, he couldn’t help it, Miranda always had that effect on him, and apparently so did dressing up in these pretty little outfits she was bringing home for him regularly now. 

“Can’t I just wear some of your things?” He’d asked, not meaning it to be a silly question, but the way she looked at him like he was out of his flipping mind. 

“You don’t really think you’d fit into any of my things, do you?” She laughed. 

“You’ve got too much muscle, baby,” and she stroked his biceps, the length of his thighs, his hard ass. She smacked it. 

“Especially there…and I love it,” she grinned. 

“And you’ve got way too much…here…” and she stroked his hard on, bringing it to attention immediately. 

“That certainly won’t fit in any of my panties…” 

Michaela rolled her eyes, but she knew Miranda was probably right. She was right about a lot of things, most things, actually, because she was a smart woman, and she was rarely wrong about these womanly kinds of things.

Probably because she’d been a woman her whole life, lucky girl, while he’d only been doing all of this for a very short while. But, even though his experience was not lengthy it was, however, still rather extensive, thanks to Miranda’s enthusiasm for it. And his. 

If he was to be totally honest with himself he liked it all at least as much as she did. So what? He liked it and he looked damn good in it. That was nothing to be ashamed of, but, while he firmly believed that, somehow he was still glad to see that, at least so far, all the items he’d read on the list during his quick scan before he’d been so deliciously interrupted by his honey bunny were things that can be done inside behind closed drapes. 

Somehow, when he began reading the chores list, he’d gotten a sudden shocking fear that iced his skin over just thinking about it. What if he had to dust the blinds or something like that? He certainly couldn’t open them; let the whole world see him, like this, doing this. 

“What’s the matter, baby?” Miranda purred in his ear, making even more things the matter… like his hard on he wasn’t going to be able to use now…

For a split second, for some reason Mike considered a lie. He shook his head. What was happening to him? Was he turning into a little bitch now just because she was dressing him like one? Ha. He chuckled, no he’d never do that, and he’d never lie to his love. That was just not what you wanted to do, not when she made you as happy as his Miranda made him each and every day. 

So, why had he wanted to do it? He wasn’t sure. He decided, maybe it was just that it would be easier to just say nothing was wrong. But, if nothing is wrong, nothing gets fixed, does it? 

He shrugged. “I was just worried there for a minute.” 

“About?” 

“What if someone sees me”, he gestured to the outfit, flicked the duster, making Miranda laugh. 

“I see you…” she whispered, close to his ear. Then she caught it in her teeth, nipped lightly, making Michaela squeal again, and making Mike’s dick good and hard, which she tested stroking a hand lightly up and down his length, letting out a low moan. 

“Nice, baby,” she said softly. “Very nice.” 

And then, she patted it, whistled softly, and then she turned on her heel, grabbing her handbag and her briefcase. 

“Oh, and you are absolutely beautiful, sweetheart, so even if anyone did see you they’d just think that you were the new cleaning lady I must have hired because I didn’t want my husband to have to do all that work while I slave away at the office everyday.” 

Mike laughed, flicked her lightly with the duster, always the flirt. She liked it, though. Might have to try some other things with this duster, later… he grinned thinking about that. 

“They’d also think you’re the hottest woman in the world and want to get into your panties. “ She winked. 

“You know, like I do…” 

Michaela blushed, and then a smile lit up her face. That was exactly what she wanted right now, too.

Miranda patted her with sad look. “Can’t though, not now. I gotta go, love.” 

Miranda cast a long and longing look over her shoulder and traced the outline of her lips with the tip of her pink tongue, just to torment him, he knew it. Damn woman. Michaela grumbled to herself and she was the only one to hear because Miranda was already out the door. He heard the car start and shut the damn door with a slam. 

Fuck! 

She was gone and he missed her already. 


Chapter 4

She just made him so crazy sometimes. Especially at times like this. Mike thought he really was about to be flipping crazy right now and he looked through the list again, taking a better look. Now that he realized he was likely to be spending a very long and tortuous day with this hard on from hell all for her because right here on the frigging list, besides just chores, he now saw she’d added some rules for him, too, to follow while she was away. Hopefully just while she was away. 

There was no way he was following these rules, or any rules she gave him, all the time. He might be a sissy but he was his own sissy. He clomped over to the mirror in his heels in the unsexiest way that he could possibly manage.

Because he was pissed, yeah, but because he felt so sexy and so turned on that he had to try to do something to get rid of some of it, before he flat out exploded. And so he tried to be less sexy. But, as he gazed at himself in the mirror he didn’t see Mike at all. Instead, he saw Michaela. 

He saw Michaela and her saucy grin, and the way she propped her hand on her hip and the other duster stuck out of her other hand, upright and at the ready, just like his cock that he could also see trying to push its way through the thin fabric, having somehow escaped the ruffled panty. 

Damn thing was maybe too small, just like Miranda had said. Damn woman was always right. Well, she was taking him panty shopping then, if she knew so damn much about it. He was tired of her picking everything out for him. He smoothed a hand over the little ruffled panty, then automatically felt a huge guilt trip. Rule number one, after all, was no touching yourself. 

Well, he tried to rationalize his aberration to the rules, if only in his own mind. But, it was really just an excuse, a plain old excuse, the kind everyone told themselves from time to time, and that a lot of people told to everyone else, too. He wasn’t going to lie to Miranda or to himself. He was an honest man, and dammit, Michaela was an honest woman. 

He vowed that just as soon as Miranda got home he’d tell her about his little, transgression, beg her forgiveness if he had to. Do whatever it took to get on her good side again, to get in her good graces, and especially to get her in their big ol bed again… 

If anywhere on earth could be considered heaven, that was it… and she was going to take him there, especially after making him suffer and want her so bad, all damn day long. She had to, didn’t she? 

Damn straight she did. Whatever she was now, whatever he was now, she was still his wife, and he was still her husband, and they definitely had some unfinished business to take care of, of the sexual kind. 

He couldn’t wait. 


Chapter 5

He couldn’t wait, but he had to, and so he did the only thing he could do, trying to take his mind off his head, that head that was giving him so much trouble today… 

He threw himself into cleaning like a madwoman. He rooted around under the sink till he found the basket of cleaning supplies. He grabbed rags and bottles of Windex and Spic and Span and found himself wondering why the hell they didn’t have a bottle of Formula 409 down there. Isn’t that what you needed to get rid of that really greasy gooey mess on the stove burners? 

His mother had always used that stuff, and he even remembered grandma spraying the stove down with it when he’d stayed at her house at Christmas and they’d made gingerbread houses from scratch, not those box kits you could just buy and glue together with frosting. 

Nope, he always preferred the real thing. He realized he wasn’t really all that much different now. Things weren’t really all that much different now, either. Even his boobies, he’d tried grapefruits, initially, on his own, but he was really enjoying the almost real boobies he’d gotten thanks to Mira. 

The ones he had were modest, to say the least, but they were adequate. He hadn’t wanted them to look fake, or too fake. He hadn’t wanted to look like Dolly Parton after all; he was content with being a normal, average, everyday woman, with boobies! For him, that was quite an accomplishment.  

Miranda had found some falsies for him that were the kind made for mastectomy patients, which were very realistic. While he truly felt sorry for those women who lost their boobies, he felt these were probably the next best thing a girl could get, being the top of the line model. His baby made enough in her law office, hell; if he wanted to he could have gotten solid gold ones, probably. 

He bemoaned the lack of the necessary cleaner and used the Spic and Span instead and it, surprisingly, worked pretty well. But, as he’d stooped down he felt his ultra padded bra let shift, almost automatically shifting it back into place when he stood, just like a woman would have done. A real woman.

The thought came as a bit of a shock to him. He was feeling more and more like a real woman every day. It scared him, but he liked it, too. Hell, one of these days he wouldn’t be surprised if he got his damn period, he decided, and had to laugh out loud at that, as he scrubbed kitchen spotless in hopes of pleasing the one totally real woman of the house. 

And, while he’d never be a totally real woman, he didn’t think he would, anyway, he was enjoying all the sexy fun that a woman gets to enjoy just by being feminine and embracing that. He embraced his feminine side, and would embrace his beautiful and feminine wife when she came home, the very second she came home, actually, if she let him. If he’d done everything right, and if he’d earned the right to his reward. 

She hadn’t actually said what his reward would be. She didn’t have to. She’d alluded to it, though, and her rewards were always good, sexy and good, and fun. He really didn’t care what it was, anyway. 

He’d take whatever she gave him. And, he was sure he would like it very much, probably love it. If it was with her, for her, to her, any of those choices, he knew he would. 


Chapter 6

Michaela was just getting into the cleaning groove and making some definite headway. The house was starting to sparkle in ways and places that she hadn’t even really noticed they’d even had before. 

She looked at the clock and saw that it was 11:30, and she was starving. She’d forgotten breakfast in the tizzy of the morning, what with getting Miranda off to her conference on time, and making time to go over the list, at least partly with her, and, of course the thrill of finally getting to put her new French Maid outfit on. It would be super easy to overlook a bowl of frosted flakes in all of that, and so she found her tummy was rumbling noisily before it was even noon. 

In full woman mode, she pranced into the foyer, tossed the polishing rag down and scrubbed her hands before making a beeline for the fridge. She’d whip up something ultra healthy and ultra feminine for herself, something special even though Miranda wasn’t there. Why shouldn’t she? 

She’d worked her heine off all morning, making her way nearly halfway through the list already. At this rate she would be done well before Miranda was set to be home, which would give her plenty of time to plan something special for her, maybe a special dinner or at least a decadent dessert they could share in bed together later. 

Miranda threw open the fridge and peered inside,  then fished out a cooked chicken breast, some celery, a bit of red onion, some cherries and mayo. She chopped the veggies, mixed everything together, tossed in some chopped pecans and served it with pride to herself. 

For a job well done, she thought, with a smile, as she took the first delicious bite. She washed it all down elegantly with a sparkling mineral water. Miranda would be so proud. She was always telling Mike he ought to eat healthier, and today he was really shining in that department. 

He was shining in all departments, actually, all the way from the closet mirrors in the bedroom, to the bathroom mirror where she found herself irresistibly pulled towards the forbidden. Wasn’t that the way it always was? She sighed, knowing she was a naughty girl as she pulled Miranda’s lavender Caboodles makeup case down from the shelf where she stored it, and dug in with relish. 

Afterward, really feeling her Feminine side out loud, Michaela plugged her phone into the speaker and found one of her favorite playlists. She found that flouncing around in the French Maid outfit and dancing to old Madonna songs was actually a lot more fun that cleaning. Go figure. 

She was a Material Girl, hell yeah. And Like Cyndi Lauper, she knew girls just wanted to have fun, and her dance moves that could have landed her a spot on So You Can Dance, and she just might even have won with what she had. If only she could do the splits. Then again, if she could do that, Miranda would be buying her little cheerleader outfits and pom poms and all that crap and she’d have to learn cheers. 

She’d be one of the popular girls in school after all. A life’s dream. Well, no, not really, because, of course, when she’d been in school she’d been focused on nothing more than being a guy…and making good grades. 

Before she knew it, she only had two hours before Miranda was due to be home. She looked at the clock on the mantel in shock a second time.

She jogged into the kitchen, stared at the clock on the microwave, and was totally deflated to know she’d screwed off so long and not even realized it. How did French Maids do this, anyway? 

The real ones? Not just the little boy toy ones, or girl toy ones. The ones that actually cleaned stuff. Surely some of them did, didn’t they? 

Just as Michaela was about to have a mental meltdown over everything, the doorbell rang. Could things get any damn worse? Who the hell was it, and what the hell did they want?  Crap! 

She ran to turn the music down, off, something, and then realized that if she did, she’d have to answer the door, wouldn’t she? And, she certainly couldn’t do that. 


Chapter 7            

Michaela was just getting ready to duck and hide like a sissy baby girl or something, a chick that couldn’t stand up to her own shadow, when, pumped up by Madonna and Cyndi she threw open the door and found the census lady. 

She had a clipboard and a load of questions, unfortunately, for her, and fortunately for him, Mike was Michaela now and Michaela with an attitude, Michaela with a vengeance and if it had been anyone else, anyone else at all, she’d have told that person a thing or two if they had a problem with the new House Maid Mike and Miranda had hired. 

She was a lady, and she did a damn good job with the cleaning so if they didn’t like it they could just stick it in their pipe and smoke it for all she cared, and she would have told the census lady that, too, but, she didn’t ask. 

“Oh, I’m sorry, ma’am, I was looking for the owners of this house. “  

“They’ll be around on Monday,” she told the lady, who was already tucking her clipboard back under her arm. 

Next!                   

And, Michaela was fine and dandy with that. And, even better, she was no longer afraid of little interruptions, of the neighbors, of being found out. She was Michaela, after all. She was the maid, and the office assistant that kept Smith Law Office on the ball. Without her, Mike and Miranda would be totally lost, she thought with a giggle. And, they wouldn’t be having nearly as much fun. 

Speaking of fun, Michaela was tempted to go back to her fun, her dancing and music, but she had some serious work to do and so she got her booty in gear instead. She read through the remainder of the list. She still had to mop the basement stares and change the batteries in the smoke detectors and dust them as well. Well, she thought with a smirk, at least Mike wouldn’t have to do that little chore this time. Hooray. 

And then, with an hour left, Michaela began to dig through the freezer, ranting and raving, about to pull out the lovely hair of her wig and throw it in the ground in patches, when she found what she needed.  A flank steak. She threw it in the microwave on defrost and set about making a quickie marinade which would be better than nothing. She had it on the grill along with a couple of ears of corn and a couple of potatoes wrapped in foil. 

Miranda had worked hard today at the conference, he was sure, and so she deserved a meal fit for a king and a queen. And she’d get that, and in a hurry.  When the meat was done, she sliced it thin and served it up on a bed of greens and poured vinaigrette dressing over it just as Miranda walked in. 

“Oh, that was the most boring thing in the whole world, baby, you are so lucky you didn’t have to go!” 

And then she dropped her bags on the table and strode over in long, purposeful strides, and scooped Michaela’s hair into her hands. “Don’t you look, just marvelous?” 

Miranda took Michaela’s face tenderly in both of her hands, pulled her in, kissed her hard on the lips, blocking everything else out in the whole world but the two of them. 

“Wow!” Michaela breathed, when she could breathe again. “I’m glad to see you, too…” 

Miranda laughed. “Ditto, baby, ditto.” 

Then she was sliding into the chair. “What’s for dinner?”

Michaela slid the plate of food in front of her and was rewarded with another kiss, this one on the cheek as she set the plate down. 

“Good girl,” Miranda told her, and gave her a playful swat on the boob. Michaela turned, sideways, grabbing Miranda her drink, hoping for, and being rewarded with a swat there, too. She was a good girl and she was a lucky, lucky little French maid today… 

And she would be good, right until they hit the bed… and then, she was gonna turn into the naughty French Maid, just you wait and see… 

And she was, a naughty little French Maid with a freaking hard on from hell just thinking about it. Shit. How long would it take for Miranda to finish her dinner? Forever, probably. Michaela didn’t even want food now; her appetite was for something else… 

But, she slid into her chair, smiled and picked up her fork, poked food into her mouth and chewed carefully because she knew that was what was expected of good little girls. Good girls had good table manners after all. Good girls didn’t wolf their food down in two seconds and drag their wives away from a plateful of barely touched food and ravage them… 

No, good girls were good. Good girls had patience. For now… 


Chapter 8

“That was the best steak ever,” Miranda said, putting her knife and fork down and pushing the plate away. “I’m stuffed.” 

Michaela grinned. She loved cooking and she loved being complimented on her cooking even more. But, of course she loved being complimented on other things even more, like her sexual prowess, and, of course, lately, for other things… 

Other things like how well she filled out a slinky party dress, naturally, or otherwise, or a pair of panties, all naturally there, or like this lovely little number she was wearing right now. Miranda might be doing her clothing shopping right now, she might be in charge of that, for now, but Michaela knew damn well that she made the clothes Miranda picked out for her look good. And, they’d go shopping, had been a few times, and Michaela was starting to get a feel for what looked good on a woman, what looked good on her. She liked that, a lot. 

Even though it hadn’t really been her idea, it had been a damn good one. Dressing like a man, she’d just always rolled out of the bed, into the shower and then thrown on some pants and whatever shirt was handy. Long or short sleeves, depending on  the weather, and of course, it didn’t really matter otherwise because men’s clothes were so plain, so freaking boring, in comparison, to all these options she had now. It was, in a word, awesome. 

Michaela wasn’t sure why wearing what she was wearing lately, the pretty, sexy stuff  was so important to her, only that it made her feel good, made her feel like a Queen, a Goddess, actually, like one sexy mother fucker and she loved that feeling. It was like nothing she’d ever felt before.

That’s what women must feel like all the time, she thought, picking at the last bite of her salad, sliding the last forkful into her mouth, licking the dressing off her lips, savoring the tang, but wishing it was something else, like Miranda’s sweet juices instead. 

Maybe later, maybe soon, if she was lucky. She could hope. 

Miranda got up, picked up her plate and started to come around the table with it, but Michaela, startled out of her thoughts by the object of her desire’s movement, jumped up. 

“Let me get that,” she said, simpering over like the servant she was. Flashing some creamy thigh in her short skirt. The whole waxing experience had not been pretty, had not been fun, had been a freaking nightmare, actually, but, damn if her legs weren’t the smoothest, most wonderful pair of legs imaginable now, besides, of course Miranda’s which were the most perfect set of legs in the world. 

And, even more perfect was what they were attached to. Her sweet ass that needed swatting and her sweet love box that needed filling. Oh, the jobs of a housemaid were never done, Miranda thought, and a big grin on her face made Miranda cast a sideways look in her direction. 

“You look…up to something…my dear!” 

Michaela laughed. 

“I can’t help it… I’ve been thinking about you all day long…and what I wanted to do to you when you got home. My reward. ” 

It was Miranda’s turn to laugh now. She pinched Michaela’s cheeks; making them a pretty natural pink that blusher just couldn’t seem to manage quite right. “

“Well, first we will have to check your work, see if you even deserve a reward or not.” 

Michaela wasn’t worried, not one bit. She’d done a damn good job and she knew it. 

But, when Miranda picked up a little bag she’d gotten, and pulled something silky and white out of it, she lost all thought of the work she’d done today or how good it was. 

Panties …was her first thought, and her hard on broke new records, trying to stand at attention like a good soldier, ready for use, so very ready… 

And, how she wanted to slip them on, feel the smooth silkiness of the cool fabric over her stiffness, caressing and cradling her balls. Cool fabric that would heat up quickly… and look absolutely fabtabulous on her, and even more fabtabulous on the floor when Miranda took them off of her… maybe with her teeth… oh yes, with her teeth…would be…divine. 

Miranda held up the little bit of white, and Michaela’s heart sank… it wasn’t panties. Damn it. She had no clue what it was; only that it wasn’t panties. And she’d had her heart, not to mention her cock, pretty set on a pretty new pair of panties right about now. 

Double Damn! 

She leaned over Miranda’s shoulder, trying to get a better look. 

What the hell was it? 


Chapter 9

Miranda pulled the flimsy thing the rest of the way and then Michaela saw what it was. 

Oh shit! 

She felt her stomach flutter, just a bit. She was, for some dumb reason, nervous. And, she had no reason to be, had she? No real reason, and yet, there it was, a flutter of nerves that extended from her belly running through the rest of her body, ending in a shiver that was half nerves, half arousal. 

Miranda saw her tremor, stroked a finger under her chin. “We’ll have to check your work, of course, first, see if you’ve earned your reward today or not.” 

Why, she should have known. Miranda was nothing if not thorough. She was a lawyer, for God’s sake. She had to be that way. But, although she knew full well that she’d done a good job, a damn good job, she wondered if somehow she’d missed something, anything, that might make Miranda unhappy, might make her lose her chances at a reward for a job well done, one that she thought she deserved, one she needed, now. 

She held her breath as Miranda slid the gloves on, slid on the gloves. They looked sexy on her. Miranda wanted to try them on, too, wear them. She knew the smoothness would feel like heaven gliding across her bare skin…across Miranda’s, too. 

She hoped they could do other things with the pretty little things. All work and no play, made Michaela one pissy bitch, of course she wouldn’t bitch. She would do the only thing she really could do, wait, and watch.

Her gaze was glued to Miranda and her sexy white glove, as his wife picked up the list, checked it twice, and set about to see if Michaela had been naughty or nice today, see if she had been a good little French maid, or merely adequate, or if, perhaps she might even deserve to be punished. 

She didn’t know what that might possibly entail, but she didn’t like the sound of it, that was for sure. She liked the sound of a sweet, sexy roll in the bed kind of reward a whole lot better. 

Michaela found herself holding her breath as Miranda drew her white gloved fingertips across the countertop and, thank heavens, it came away just as pristine as when she’d touched the surface.. Mike blew out a big breath along with an even bigger sigh of relief.  She was ok, she’d done ok. 

“Nice work,” Miranda cooed, and Michaela beamed. She knew she’d done a damn good job, especially for an amateur. It wasn’t like she was new to housecleaning or anything like that; she’d always been a man who was not afraid of chipping in and helping out, doing his fair share of the work. 

But, damn, even so, he’d never cleaned the big wooden blades of the ceiling fan before, somehow. It had been an adventure, all right. But, it was all worth it. His woman was happy, seemed very happy, actually, and that always meant good things for him.

But, Miranda wasn’t done there, apparently. She moved on, eager to find out if her little sissy frenchie girl was as good as she looked. She gave Michaela a wink as she tested the baseboards, peered into the corners, low and high, making sure her sweet little maid hadn’t been slacking with her feather duster, or maybe she thought Michaela might have been doing other, more inappropriate things with it, perhaps. 

Michaela almost laughed out loud at that thought, but it got her thinking of some very inappropriate things she might want to do with it, like tickle and tease Miranda’s sweet little nipples that she could see poking through the fabric of her fitted blouse. She wanted to rip that thing right off, release those tasty little nubs, suckle them good, feeling Miranda wriggle and writhe beneath her. 

Oh, she hoped she had a reward on the way, before she burst. Miranda stopped suddenly, and Michaela, who had been following her just like a little puppy, and had been thinking other thoughts, ran right into her. 

Miranda giggled and turned, giving Michaela a mischievous look that said she’d known exactly what she was doing and wasn’t a bit sorry about it. She could be evil that way, torturing her, Michaela thought, and she didn’t mind one bit. That was probably why she loved her wife so much, part of it anyway. Life never was boring. But, damn, it was hard to wait…and she was hard…

“You ok?” Miranda asked, feigning innocence badly. 

“I’m more than ok…” Michaela replied without thinking. She was. And she was more than ready, too. She wanted to whirl Michaela around, do it right here on the dining room table, but she didn’t do that because Miranda spun her around, instead, giving her a light smack on the butt. 

“What was that for?” 

Miranda pointed, and Michaela saw that, although the hardwood in the foyer was absolutely sparkling, the rug was slightly askew. 

Mother! 

How had she missed that? And how could Miranda be so damn picky. She was glad she wasn’t really working for her. She would be seriously worried about getting fired by her ultra sexy, ultra perfectionist wife. 

Well, Michaela was working for her, technically, but she was mainly working for sexual favors… and so, it worked out. But, she would have been a monster of a boss to work for otherwise. Ha. But, Miranda grinned, knowing her wife could never be a monster anything. She might be just a little bit of a bitch, sometimes, though. But, weren’t we all? 

Miranda was probably just trying to find something to punish her for, and, truth be told, she had quite enjoyed the little smack. And, Michaela would damn well make sure the rugs and all the other shit was totally in order next time. She could only imagine what her reward for perfection would be. 

Perhaps not perfection, she hadn’t gone to maid school or anything, if there was such a thing, but, damn, she knew anything she did with her sexy as fuck wife would be perfect. It always was. 

They made their way into the other rooms of the house, with Miranda checking everything twice. She was worse than Santa Claus, but her presents were way better, so Michaela figured it evened out. 

His beautiful wife opened the blinds, checked for spots and streaks on the windows, and even checked the damn blinds too; made sure they didn’t even have a skiff of dust.

Ha. Michaela had excelled there, and she knew it when Miranda turned to her, dropped the curtain back down.

“Come here, “ Miranda ordered, her voice low and throaty. 

“Come close.” 

She took Michaela’s face in her hands, found her lips with her own, kissed long and deep, shoving her tongue inside, teasing, taunting, tasting. 

“What a good little house maid, you are. You think of everything. That wasn’t even on the list!” She sounded so happy, so proud, so very pleased. Miranda blushed, and she lowered her eyes. 

She wasn’t used to being doted upon so much. It was kind of cool to do a job, finally, where you were actually appreciated. The sex, or promise of upcoming sex ,(hopefully!) was just icing on the cake. 

And the kiss, it was heaven, and Michaela moaned softly when Miranda broke contact finally, after a long time, but not long enough…and took off again, pulling her pretty little girl behind her. 


Chapter 10

Oh, god, the bedroom, at freaking last! Michaela was ecstatic. She’d thought they would never get there. She slid close; waiting for Miranda to turn, take her in her arms, maybe, drag her into the bed. Or let herself be dragged into the bed, right now it didn’t matter one bit who did the dragging.

Michaela was up for anything right about now, especially getting out of these heels. She was ready to kick them off and jump in bed with her wife… but, when Miranda didn’t go to the bed, her heart sped up. 

What? Oh cripes. She was gonna check in here, too? The bedroom wasn’t on the list either. Sheesh.  What if she’d screwed up by missing this? She was so close, right in the room, even, at the door of heaven and Miranda was not jumping in the bed, no, she was bending down, nice, if she’d been bending over the bed maybe, but she wasn’t. Not even close. 

She was bending down, and it was everything Miranda could do not to jump her bones, right then and there, boss or no boss, permission or no permission. She’d deal with the consequences later, she thought, and her raging hard on agreed wholeheartedly with that sentiment, and was doing it’s damndest to poke right out of the panties, and find it’s rightful place inside  his wife’s hot and wet hole. Any of them would do right now, but, she wasn’t offering any up. 

Instead Miranda turned, and instead of a smile, a kiss, or maybe a caress, she had a frown on her face.

“What?” Michaela stared, her eyes wide. 

She knew she must look totally comical, but she just couldn’t help it. It had been a long, hard day and now she was long and hard and she needed some satisfaction for her efforts, not more of this nit picky bullshit.

She was just about to say so, too, and then she realized she might set a record or something, by getting herself fired on her very first day of the job. Oh, well, some people just couldn’t hack a job like this, she thought, and wondered if she should turn in her duster right now, save Miranda the chore of firing her, or punishing her. Michaela wasn’t sure which would be worse. 

Well, firing would have to be worse, she guessed, because, although it had been a day and a half, it had been an interesting, totally erotic way to spend the day. It wasn’t like she got to spend most of her day with a hard on, otherwise, not at a normal job. But, this, this was just too much. It sure made work more fun and it sure made the day go by quick. 

And it was so much better than the normal way they’d always doled out household chores before. She really didn’t want to go back to that, ever. Not when she could have this… And so she found herself just standing there, staring, totally dumbfounded. 

Miranda stood up, with a tsk or two, and turned to face Michaela. 

“There’s so many dust bunnies under there we are gonna have to start thinking of bunny names, baby.” 

Michaela was stunned at first, and then she burst out laughing. It wasn’t a pretty feminine giggle, either; it was waves of real laughter that came straight from the soul. 

“I’m sorry, Ma’am,” she replied, “but you did not request for your bedroom to be cleaned today,” 

“Our bedroom,” Miranda growled, and then she grabbed Michaela by the shoulders and backed up, pulling her along, backing down onto the bed, pulling her little French maid on top of her, with a big grin on her face. 

“I guess you’ll just have to take care of that next time, then,” she laughed, kissing Michaela’s pink glossy lips. 

The sparkle and pink came off glittery onto Miranda’s lips and looked fabulous there, too. It was a hot new look for her, well, both of them, actually. 


Chapter 11

Miranda laughed, kissed her again and then she pulled back, staring into Michaela’s eyes, a moment. 

“I love you, baby,” she said. “You’re my sexy, sweet little girl.” 

Michaela smiled back. “I love you, too, baby, but you knew that, already, didn’t you?” 

Miranda laughed and nodded. “Of course.” 

Then she rubbed Michaela’s cheek with her soft hand, stroking long strokes from her ear all the way to her throat. Long strokes that sent a chill down Michaela’s spine and made her blood boil. 

And then, she leaned close, covered Michaela’s face with hers, covered her lips with hers, capturing her in a kiss that made Michaela’s knees weak and made her damn glad they were both already laying down. She knew she would have fallen. No doubt about it. 

“Wow!” Michaela gasped, when, at last Miranda let her come up for air. 

She shook her head, absently reached a hand up, feeling for, making sure her pretty wig was still firmly in place. A few bobby pins poked her, but it felt like it was still right where it was supposed to be. 

She wondered how she could worry about her looks at a moment like this, but, she supposed that was just something women did. When you looked as good as she did, as they both did, actually, Michaela supposed you wanted to make sure you stayed that way. 

She smiled, turned back to Miranda, secure that she still looked like one hot mama, and hoped for another kiss like that… 

She still felt dazed, though, and so she shook her head to clear it a bit, and saw Miranda lick her lips, watching her. 

“Ummm,” she said, with a big smile. 

“What was that for?” Michaela asked suddenly, her head clear. 

“What?” Miranda asked, “The ummm?” 

Michaela laughed, “No, silly, that fantastic kiss. It was…out of this world.” 

Miranda slid close, wrapped her arms around her girl and cradled her, resting her chin on top of Michaela’s pretty wig. Fake or real, it didn’t matter. It mattered what was inside and it mattered that what was outside looked good, and it looked freaking awesome. 

“I just wanted to make sure you knew I love you, no matter what…” her voice trailed off. 

“You don’t love me more because I’m pretty?” Michaela asked, although she thought she already knew the answer to that one. Sometimes you just gotta hear stuff like that, and so she asked. She couldn’t help it.

Miranda sat up,  pulled Miranda towards her, brought her so she was laying right across Miranda’s own lap and she stroked her hand admiringly over the lovely skirt, black and white and see through, oh my, and it had a lovely ruffle of lace and apron that she struggled to untie and throw to the floor with a flourish. 

She ran her hands over the and the even more lovely ass underneath that skirt which was currently still covered in pretty girly panties, although they were having a hard time corralling that erection from hell he’d had all day long. 

And then, Miranda ran her hands up Michaela’s sides. They were cool at first, but warmed  quickly as they then ran down each side of Michaela’s lovely hips, catching the waistband of the panties, hooking it, and drawing them down around her knees, exposing her ass. Michaela wasn’t used to being exposed like that, but, she figured what the heck, it had been fun before…

And she was just figuring it would be fun again when Miranda shocked her by giving her a good, hard, and loud, smack right on that sweet little ass. The swat was followed almost immediately by a matching one on the other cheek. 

What the hell? But, hell, it felt good, too… 

But, what the hell? 


Chapter 12

“That’s for even thinking I would love you more just because you’re pretty, because you wear pretty things for me… I love you…no matter what. Capiche? “ 

She began peeling clothes off, in earnest, as if to prove her point.

Michaela laughed, nodding. “Yes, Ma’am.” 

“Well, now that we got that straight…you did a damn fine job here today, sweetheart. “ 

She punctuated the sentence with a passionate kiss on the lips. And a big smile, as she found her lover’s eyes.

Staring into them she had Michaela spellbound and breathless and she was also, momentarily speechless. 

“And so, I need to know what you would like for your reward?” 

Michaela couldn’t think, could barely breathe, and her heart thudded like she’d just finished her morning run, but she felt that her heart was about to get beating a whole hell of a lot more… because there wasn’t any damn reward she could think of,  could ever want from her beautiful and sexy wife, that wasn’t sex related. Everything else, was just, everything else. 

And so, she’d worked hard, she wanted the good stuff. Fuck, she’d vacuumed in heels and not even taken them off once, all day, even though Miranda wasn’t there to check. You had to have trust in a relationship, in a good one, anyway, and damn it, they had that. And so, she’d been a good girl and her feet were aching, but she was aching for Miranda even more…she was aching for her wife with every part of her body…all at once… 

“I could use a foot rub…” she grinned. “You ever vacuum in heels this high?” 

Miranda grinned back, “Baby, I’ve never vacuumed in any heels, are you crazy?” 

Michaela growled at her, “Who are you calling crazy, missy?” 

But, she was laughing, and Miranda was too, as she slid off the bed, onto the ground, yanked off the sexy high heels and grabbed one of Michaela’s feet in each hand, stroking and kneading it until Michaela purred with delight. She was grinning like a cat by the time Miranda finally stopped, rose to a kneeling position, and found Miranda’s beckoning erection with her pink sparkly lips, opened them up, slid every bit into her throat, stroking her good little sissy girl’s big cock with her throat and lips just like she’d stroked those pretty feet with her hands. 

Michaela moaned now, and threw her head back with pleasure. And then, when she was almost ready to burst, Miranda backed off, backed away, and Michaela had to fight to stifle back the groan she felt coming. Please! 

But, instead of coming back, instead of giving again, it looked like she wanted to leave. She got up, strode to the dresser, threw open the top drawer and pulled out another feather duster, just like the one Michaela had been working with all day long. It was pretty and fluffy and new and Michaela stared at it as Miranda passed it before her astonished eyes.

“Baby, I appreciate your concern for cleaning, lately, but, I am not cleaning anything else right now, please. “ 

“Oh, I’m doing the work this time, “ Miranda grinned, and as she did, she nudged her sweet little girl back onto the bed, ran the duster along the soles of the pretty feet she’d just soothed, ran it up Michaela’s right leg, along the inside, tickling, torturing, teasing him, making him want, more, and then, flicking it absently across his cock, dusting him, as if he could get dusty there… not after she’d just cleaned it so well with her sweet little tongue. 

But, the feathers felt way different, and she flicked the duster lightly over his balls, too, before making her way down the other thigh, the other leg, with a grin on her face. 

“You like teasing me, don’t you?” Michaela giggled, as the duster caught just the right tickle spot. 

Miranda flicked it quickly across a tender sole and Michaela squealed this time with laughter. “Stop that! It tickles!” 

“Oh, you want me to stop that, do you?” Miranda said her voice low and smooth as honey. 

“Well, then…” 

She rolled Michaela over then, pushing her up onto her knees. She swatted her on the ass with her hand, then ran the duster’s feathers lightly over the place she’d swatted. It felt like heaven… 

Michaela wasn’t laughing anymore, either, she was breathing quickly, panting, really, waiting with excitement for Miranda to slide under her or to roll her back, and fuck her hard, fuck her good and proper like she deserved. 

Oh, she couldn’t wait. 

But, instead of doing either of those things, Miranda, his sneaky boss, woman, lover, wife, left him again. She was in the drawer again and all he could think was, oh no… he was kind of scared, although it had to be good, right? He’d been good… 

And when she came back, he saw she was holding the tube of strawberry flavored lube. 

Thank god, he was finally going to get some action. His cock almost exploded just thinking about it, but he held it back, somehow. 

“I don’t think you’ll need that, baby,” he told Miranda, since he could tell how aroused she was by how hard her nipples were, by how swollen her pussy was, she would be dripping inside, all for him, for his cock. 

“It’s for you, silly,” Miranda grinned, and she squeezed strawberry lube onto her slender fingers then slid then over his crack, making him moan. 

“On your knees, my little girl,” she ordered, and Miranda blushed, realizing she’d turned, sat up, too, without permission to do so, of course. At least she hadn’t earned another swat, which actually wouldn’t have been half bad, either… 

And then, Michaela felt a feather flick over her ass cheeks, one at a time, and then, nothing, she wanted to turn, see what the hell her woman was up to now, but she didn’t dare. She’d skated by without the spanking a moment ago, she’d better try to be good now. 

And so she waited, and let out a gasp as something cold and deliciously hard pressed gently against her ass. 

“What the hell is that?” 

“Feather dusters aren’t just for dusting, baby… they can be…for fun…too…”
 

It was the handle end of the thing, and it was just the right size and gently rounded enough to slip in just so…right…

And Miranda snaked her other hand around, with a little more of the strawberry stuff, so that all Michaela could smell was the yummy strawberry scent filling his nostrils as his ass was filled by the handle worked gently, but harder now, as he cried for more, and as Michaela worked his cock with her expert hands… 

“Oh, geez,” he cried out, suddenly, going rigid as he came, thrusting his hips hard. 

“Oh god… baby… that was …awesome…” 

Miranda smiled, kissing him, licking his lips with her tongue, sliding her naked body against his. 

“I’m sorry…” he said, suddenly. “ I wanted to use that on you…” 

“The duster, or that lovely hard on you had?” 

“Both…” Miranda added with a giggle. 

“Well, maybe I’ll let you try the duster on me sometime… if you earn it… “ 

Miranda gave him a long look. 

“And, as far as the hard on… I think that little problem would be easy enough to fix…” 

She stopped, looked down at his cock, which was, surprisingly, already starting to come to life again… he was so horny, so how could it not? 

Damn, he was going to go again, already… 

“I can get the duster again for you…” Miranda whispered, “If you really think I need to…” 

“I think we’re just fine here, love, just fine.” Michaela said, nipping an ear with her teeth and climbing onto his wife. 

And they were…more than fine. 

Much more. 
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