
        
            
                
            
        

    
   Contents

   


   Title Page

   My Master

   More Info

   Afterword


My Master

 

By: John Dylena

 

Wyrmwood Publishing and Editing

 

Copyright © 2013 by John Dylena

 

All rights reserved. 

 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

 

This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

 

Disclaimer:

 

This story contains adult material and was not suitable for readers under the age of 18. It also contains strong language and sexual situations. Most are of erotic nature and contain graphic and detailed descriptions of sex and/or masturbation.

 

If you, the reader, are of legal age (18+) and are fine with the previously mentioned themed story, then continue.

 

Enjoy.

It was fall in New England. The leaves on the trees were changing from greens to yellows, oranges, reds, and browns, and there was a chill in the air as summer gave way to fall. Storm clouds were rolling in over the horizon and a light smattering of raindrops had started to fall on the curving forest road. The sprinkle became a hearty rainfall, and the rainfall turned into a downpour.

“Why in God’s name did I decide to move here?” Jake grumbled as he leaned closer to the windshield. Even with his wipers on high, visibility was poor. The wind picked up and he gripped the steering wheel with both hands as the car trembled.

Getting fired and catching your girlfriend cheating on you in the same day was enough to push any man to the brink of insanity. For Jake, insanity was packing up and leaving sunny Southern California. He’d moved across the country to cold New England where he managed to get a much bigger apartment for the same price as what he was paying in California.

But one problem still remained: he was unemployed. His frugal lifestyle managed to earn him a month of easy living, but when October rolled around, money got short, and Jake reluctantly admitted that it was time to find a job.

His job prospects deteriorated as time went by, and he got desperate. The last thing he wanted was to be homeless in a New England winter. As a matter of fact, he was on his way to an interview with a big name company for a job that not only paid well, but came with benefits.

Back in California, Jake knew the region like the back of his hand. However, in this heavily-forested area he now called home, he had a hard time finding the grocery store. Making it to his interview was turning out to be a daunting task in and of itself.

Clenching the directions in his hand while still maintaining his grip on the steering wheel, he drove through the forest and hoped that after the next curve in the road, the tress would give way to civilization. But relief never came. In fact, for the entire half an hour he had spent on this two lane highway, there hadn’t been another car in sight. It was just him and the trees.

He kept driving, but the lack of any road signs was discouraging. He wanted something that would tell him he was heading in the right direction. His cell phone was useless—the signal had given out twenty minutes ago.

Jake spotted an unmarked paved road up ahead, and he put his foot on the brakes and came to a stop on the narrow shoulder. He sat in his car and stared at the two paths.

I have two choices, he thought to himself. I can either keep going down the road to nowhere, or I can try this other road. Maybe it’s a shortcut.

His gut told him to keep going down the road he was on, but he was tired of that damn two lane highway.

There were no cars coming in either direction, so he took the car out of park and turned onto the unmarked paved road. Little did he know that if he had stayed on the two lane highway, he would’ve only had to drive another mile before he arrived at his destination.

He looked back at the highway in this rearview mirror as he drove down the smaller paved road, not knowing that it would be the last time he ever saw it.

The rain stopped falling, and looking out his window, Jake saw that the reason was the thick canopy overhead. It was so wrought with foliage that day turned to night and his car’s dashboard lit up.

The road snaked back and forth as he slowly made his way down what he believed to be a shortcut. After ten minutes of driving in the darkness, the canopy gave way and the rain fell once more on his car.

“Holy shit,” he murmured. But it wasn’t the thunder and lightning that spooked Jake; it was the massive mansion that stood before him at the end of the road.

It was a large, three story house with two wings that shot out on either side. The home looked brand new, and all the hedges and trees were shaped and trimmed. At the front of the house were two massive, dark wood double doors that stood at the top of the ivory staircase that led down to the road. Much of the forest had been cleared by the owner of the estate, and instead of dirt, a well-manicured lawn covered the ground all the way up to the tree line.

Jake pulled up slowly to the front of the mansion and marveled at the beauty of its architecture. He spotted a concrete path that circled around to the back of the house and guessed it led to a detached garage. He was so enthralled by the estate that he had forgotten all about the job interview that started in only a couple of minutes.

He stopped his car at the foot of the staircase and sat in the driver’s seat. His mind bounced back and forth between the decision to get out and go inside or just leave and head back down to the highway.

He looked back in the direction he’d come from, and a sliver of panic lodged in his throat. He could not spot the hole in the trees where he’d come out of.

Maybe it’s because it’s dark out and the visibility is poor, he thought in an effort to assuage the fear rising in his chest. Then he frowned. Wait, it’s already dark?!

Jake pulled back the cover on the sun roof and looked up at the sky.

The sun was gone and the day had turned to night. He looked at the small digital clock on his dashboard and blinked in disbelief. According to the tiny green numbers, it was almost 9pm. Jake rubbed his face with his hands as he tried to make sense of the situation. It was before noon when he pulled off the highway onto the unmarked road and now it was well into the evening.

“I’ve got to get the hell out of here,” he said, turning the key. The engine failed to start. He tried again, and again, and again. The orange light next to his fuel gauge lit up. He looked past the steering wheel and saw that the needle hovered over the “E.” 

“You’ve got to be kidding me! How in the hell did this happen?!” Not only had hours mysteriously passed by in the blink of an eye, but his gas tank had also mysteriously emptied.

Jake put his forehead on the steering wheel and pondered the only option left: he had to go inside the mysterious mansion.

The rain continued to pour as he hesitantly climbed out of his car. He threw his hood over his head and ran up the ivory staircase, seeking cover from the rain. He shook the chill out of his body and knocked on the door using the large iron rings hanging from them at eye level. Then he turned away and wrapped his body in his arms, desperately trying to keep warm.

Hearing the doors open behind him, he turned and opened his mouth to speak, but found that he was at a loss for words.

He was gazing at a beautiful blonde woman standing in the doorway. Her hair was pulled back into a bun and her crystal blue eyes looked up at him. She smiled and laughed at his state. It was a cute and innocent laugh, and Jake was instantly in love with her.

“I am sorry, forgive my rudeness. How may I help you, sir?”

Her voice was soft and warm, and he had a hard time keeping his eyes on her face when her breasts were right there. She was wearing a maid costume that Jake expected she’d found at an adult store. The fabric tightly hugged her body and her breasts were about ready to pop out of the low neckline.

The sleeves of the dress stopped just below her shoulders, and she wore black velvet gloves that went down to her elbow. She wore a petticoat under the black dress that made the skirt pop out in all directions. Her legs were covered in black stockings, and on her feet were five-inch, black patent pumps that shined as if just polished that morning. Around her neck was a black choker with an oval-shaped ruby on the front.

“Right, sorry,” Jake said, snapping out of the trance. “I’m lost, and my car ran out of gas. Is there a phone in here? My cell has no service.”

“What is your name, sir?”

“Jake. And your name, miss?”

“My name is Anne, Master Jake,” she answered as she curtsied. “Please follow me and I will take you to my master. He will be able to help you.”

He stepped inside, and she closed and locked the large doors behind him.

He took his eyes off of the massive vaulted ceiling and the crystal chandelier that hung from it and followed Anne out of the entryway. His attention shifted to the blonde maid as she led him through the house. Despite the height of the heels, she walked gracefully in them. The seams on the backs of her stockings were perfectly straight, and her hips swayed back and forth with each stride. Anne’s posture was impeccable, and she kept her hands clasped together in front of her as she guided him through the mansion.

Strangely, she didn’t say one word to him the entire time. The only noise that broke the silence was her heels clicking on the hardwood floors.

Jake occasionally tore his eyes off of Anne’s backside to take in the mansion. All the rooms were lavishly decorated and full of expensive-looking furniture. Large paintings hung on the walls and a variety of antiques were on display. Whoever this ‘Master’ was obviously had a lot of money, and he clearly liked spending it.

Anne finally stopped in front of a pair of wooden double doors and turned to face Jake.

 “One moment. Please wait here.”

He nodded, and she opened the doors and closed them behind her, leaving Jake alone in the hallway. It didn’t last long.

A few moments after Anne entered the room, another maid walked by. She had black hair that hung loose on her head, and in her hands was a shiny silver platter with very fancy dishes and a teapot. She wore the same exact outfit as Anne, and she smiled at Jake as she walked by.

“The Master will see you,” Anne said, quietly opening the door behind him.

Jake turned. “Does he have a name?”

“He does, but we are to refer to him as ‘Master.’ He is waiting for you.”

Anne held the door open, bowed her head, and said nothing more. Jake looked down at the subservient woman and wondered if she was a human, or just a very realistic robot. Pushing the thought aside, he entered the room and Anne closed the door behind him.

It was dark. The only light came from the lit fireplace and a small lamp on a table next to a red velvet chair. Jake could barely make out the row of bookshelves positioned against the wall in the low light. He saw no one, but he assumed that the ‘Master’ sat in the high-backed chair close to the fire.

“What is your name, son?” Jake heard a voice ask him. He leaned off to the side and tried to see if anyone was sitting in the chair.

“My name is Jake,” he replied. He took a couple steps closer to the fireplace, but stopped when he saw a hand appear from behind the chair. It shifted and wiggled, and moments later, an old man appeared and stood by the fire.

The Master was a rather old gentleman. His hair was as white as copy paper and his skin was saggy and discolored. Despite his advanced age, he stood upright and rested his hands on his cane. He wore a dark red jacket with black pants and slippers.

“I was told you needed some assistance. What can I do for you?”

You can let me have some alone time with your maids.

“Well, I was on my way to a job interview when I got lost. I turned down a road, and it led me to your estate. However, when I tried to leave, I noticed that my car was out of gas, so I was wondering—”

“Are you looking for a job?” the old man interrupted. “I have a vacancy right here.”

“I, uh, appreciate the offer, but…” Jake scratched the back of his head.

“But what? How would you like to work here? I am short-staffed, and the ladies could use a helping hand cleaning the house.”

“Like I said, I appreciate the offer, but—”

“How does six figures sound?”

“I beg your pardon?!” Jake cocked his head back and looked at the old man suspiciously. Six figures to clean this place? It sounds too good to be true.

“I know what you’re thinking: that this offer is too good to be true,” the old man said as he turned his back to Jake and shifted the logs in the dying fireplace with an iron poker. He reached down and grabbed a fresh log and tossed it in.

“Oh, to be young again,” the man lamented feebly as he rubbed his back.

“You were saying?”

“Oh, yes. Sorry. The offer is genuine. As you can probably tell, I have a fair amount of wealth. But alas, I have no heirs or family members to hand it off to. It’s just me in this home.”

You and a couple of incredibly attractive maids, Jake thought, but did not interrupt.

“My ladies are very good company, but I am just an old man. Most of my days are spent around a fire or in front of the TV, or perhaps reading one of my books. I am too old to maintain this estate, so it falls to my ladies to do the jobs that I cannot do. I’m sure they’d appreciate having a strong man such as yourself around.”

“So what, you pay me a hundred thousand dollars to help clean and maintain the estate?”

“There are many rooms to this house, and most of them are empty, so not only will I pay you, but you will get to live here free of charge.”

Jake, his mind interjected. You can’t honestly be considering this. Think about it: a big mansion like this out in the middle of nowhere; your car running out of gas; it’s suddenly night time; something’s not right.

“You do not have to decide right now,” the Master assured him. “But it is late, and it would be rude of me to send you off in a night like this. At least stay here for the night as my guest. I’ll have your car up and running in the morning, and you can be on your merry way.”

“Okay,” Jake said warily. “I do need some time to think about this. I will take you up on your offer to stay.”

“Perfect.” The old man smiled as he nodded his head and lifted up a small brass bell. He rang it three times, and a few seconds later, the doors to the room opened. Jake looked back and saw Anne standing in the doorway.

“You called for me, Master?” she asked as she curtsied.

“Anne, dear, would you please escort Jake to one of the guest rooms? He will be staying the night as our guest.”

“As you wish, Master.”

She stood in the doorway and waited for Jake. He looked at the old man one last time before leaving the room.

“Do think about my offer, Jake,” the Master said as he left the room.

Anne closed the doors behind him, and he followed her back through a maze of hallways.

“So, Anne, how long have you been working here?”

“Two years now.”

“And how many other maids are there?”

“Other than myself, there are two more.” She kept her back to him as she answered his questions, and he only saw her face again when she stopped in front of a door.

The maid had led him upstairs to the second floor and into a hallway that looked an awful like a hotel. There were several rooms all spaced out evenly on both sides of the hallway. Anne produced a small silver key and unlocked the door.

“This will be your room, Master Jake. There are clean sheets on the bed and fresh towels in the closet. You may leave your clothes outside the door in the hallway. and one of us will launder them and have them ready for you in the morning. There are some spare clothes in the dresser. I will come and get you at eight-a.m. for breakfast.”

“Thanks.”

“Goodnight,” she said as she closed the door behind him. He could hear her heels as she walked away. He stood by the door and listened to them until he heard the clicks no more.

With his clothes dirty and still wet from the rain, Jake decided to take Anne up on her offer. He stripped out of the soiled items and set them on the ground right outside the door.

The shower was hot and relaxing, and the bed was large and comfortable. It didn’t take long for sleep to take over, and he drifted off dreaming of Anne and her sexy outfit.

 

“Master Jake.”

A voice called out to him, and he turned over in the large bed.

 “Master Jake.”

The female voice grew louder and clearer as Jake woke up from his deep sleep. He sat up on the bed and rubbed his eyes. The yawn that came from his mouth sounded more like a roar.

“What?” He turned his head slowly and saw Anne sitting on the edge of his bed. She had her hand on his leg as she called out to him.

“Master Jake, breakfast will be ready in ten minutes. I will be back in five to come get you. Your clothes are folded up and placed on the chair by the dresser.”

“Oh, thank you, Anne,” he replied groggily.

The blonde maid bowed her head and stood up. Her hand remained on his leg for as long as possible. Then she curtsied and left this room and closed the door behind her.

Jake fell back onto the mattress. This bed is too comfortable. I don’t want to leave. He twisted and turned for another minute before the rumbling in his stomach overcame his desire to stay in bed all day.

He rolled out of bed and walked over toward the chair next to the dresser. His clothes were neatly folded, and when he held the shirt up to his nose, it smelled clean.

Jake stripped out of the pajamas that were given to him and he put his clean clothes back on. As he buttoned the last button on his shirt, there was a knock at the door.

“Master Jake?”

“Come in.” He kept his eyes on the door as he finished getting dressed. The knob turned an Anne stuck her head in.

“I am here to take you to breakfast,” she said. He finished with his shirt and followed the blonde down to the formal dining room.

Seated at one end of the long, wooden table was the Master. In front of him was a complete breakfast. The black-haired maid that he’d seen the day before stood silently beside the old man.

When she saw Jake walk into the room, she pulled a chair out from the table for him and he sat down next to the Master. A few moments later, Anne returned from the kitchen with a tray full of food.

“Wow, this looks delicious,” he said, eyeing the meal placed in front of him.

“It tastes even better than it looks,” the Master said. “Have you put some thought into my offer?”

Jake kept his eyes on the food as he talked. “I have, and I’ve decided to take you up on it. The job interview that I was driving to yesterday was promising, but you made a very tempting offer, Mister…?”

“Smith.”

“Mr. Smith.”

Jake paused for a moment. Why does it feel like he just made that name up?

“As I was saying, I would like to accept your offer.”

The old man smiled. “Very good, Jake. Very good. Take your time and enjoy this meal. When you are finished, Sarah will take you to the test room.”

“Test room?”

“Yes. As I mentioned before, this is a rather large house with many rooms. Some of them have been forgotten about and haven’t been cleaned in some time. I use those rooms to test potential staff. If you do a good job, then you’re hired.”

“I see.”

“Everything will be provided, but you won’t be able to leave the room until it’s clean.”

“Sure, no problem.”

The rest of the meal was quiet. Mr. Smith read the newspaper as he ate and Sarah, who Jake assumed to be the charcoal-haired maid, took away the dishes as he finished with them. It wasn’t until he was full and pushed away his tray that Anne appeared and took the rest of his dishes from him. He stood up and stretched.

“Did you enjoy your meal, Jake?”

“I did,” he answered. “It was very delicious.”

“The ladies are very good cooks.” The Master turned to his maids. “Sarah, will you take Jake to the third floor guest room?”

She curtsied and walked over to Jake.

“Follow me Master Jake.”

“Good luck,” the old man said to him as he left the dining room.

Jake followed Sarah out of the room and through the house. She walked, talked, and acted in a very similar manner to Anne, which only made the evidence that the maids were all robots stronger. The only difference between Anne and Sarah, other than their physical appearance, was instead of a ruby in the choker around her neck, there was an emerald.

“Hey, uh, Sarah?”

“Yes, Master Jake?”

“What’s with the gem chokers?”

She stopped and turned toward him. Her right hand reached up and played with the green gem and she smiled.

“These were given to us when we first started. They are gifts from the Master.” She rubbed her neck. Jake watched as she drifted off, as if remembering something that happened long ago. Then she lifted her head and looked at him. “I’m sorry. Please forgive me.”

Jake could tell that something was bothering her. Her demeanor had changed from nostalgic to worrisome rather quickly. She looked like she was holding something back, but whatever it was, the moment vanished almost as quickly as it had arrived. In a matter of seconds, Sarah was back to the submissive maid she was earlier.

“This way, Master Jake.”

He decided not to press the issue and followed the maid upstairs until they stopped by a white door in a short hallway.

“This is the room the Master would like you to clean. You’ll find every tool that you need inside. Every hour, I will come by and check on you. The door will be locked and you will not be allowed to leave until either you have finished cleaning or have given up.”

“Can you tell me about the room I’m supposed to clean?”

“It is a guest room. You’ll need to clean the bedroom and the bathroom that is attached to it.”

“That sounds a bit much if you ask me, but whatever.”

“If you would like, there is a change of clothes hanging up inside the small closet alongside the tools you’ll need. You may wear the clothes should you not want to work in the nice outfit you have on.”

Jake nodded. He offered Sarah a nervous smile. “Wish me luck?”

“Good luck, Master Jake,” she said, returning his smile.

She pulled a small silver key out of the pocket in her apron and unlocked the door. She held it open for him, then and closed and locked the door behind him.

“I will be back in an hour,” the maid said through the door.

“See ya then.”

He received no reply; the only sound was that of her heels clicking on the wooden floors.

Jake turned around and took in the room. It was a large bedroom with a queen-sized, four-post bed. The floors were comprised of wooden slats, but there were several large rugs placed throughout. In addition to the bed, there was a dresser, two night stands with lamps, a full-length mirror, and a window with blinds. On the wall to his right were the sliding closet doors, and at the far end of the same wall was the door to the bathroom.

Before he got any cleaning done, he figured it would be best to use the bathroom. Jake walked past the closet and opened the door to the restroom. The smell hit him like a slap to the face. He slammed the door shut and returned to the bedroom.

“Christ, it smells like a frat house after a weekend-long party!” He covered his mouth with his shirt and he went back into the bathroom.

Square, light blue tiles decorated the floor, and the appliances were all cream-colored porcelain. There was a toilet, bathtub, shower, and a sink. In addition to the appliances, there was a wooden shelf and a mirror on the wall behind the sink. The small window was closed, trapping the foul stench in the bathroom. Every surface was covered in grime and muck. The toilet seat was up and the bowl was stained. There were spots on the ground, the work of a man with bad aim.

Jake tiptoed across the tile and looked away from the dirty toilet as he relieved himself. He relaxed when the toilet at least flushed properly. The water that came out of the faucet was yellow at first, but after a couple of seconds, it turned clear. He washed his hands and made up his mind to clean the bathroom first, as it would be better to get the harder task done earlier.

If it wasn’t for the six-figure salary that the old man was offering, I’d be out of here.

He left the bathroom door open and entered the bedroom.

Sarah said all the items would be in the closet, as well as a change of clothes. It would probably be a good idea to change.

Jake slid open the closet doors and stared at the contents inside. Maybe not.

The first things he saw were the tools: two vacuum cleaners, a wet mop, a duster, a bottle of glass cleaner, and everything else a house cleaner could ever want. Hanging up next to the cleaning items was the outfit Sarah had suggested.

I thought I saw her grin when she told me about it.

The outfit was none other than the maid costume that Sarah and Anne both wore: a tight black dress, a black corset with garters, and a white petticoat.

On the ground below the clothes was a shoe box. Curious, Jake reached down and opened it. Inside was a pair of dark stockings still in their packaging, and underneath those were black patent pumps.

“Heh, like I’d ever wear these,” Jake laughed to himself.

He put the shoe box back, rolled up the sleeves of his shirt, and started cleaning. It took him three hours, but he eventually cleaned the entire the room and bathroom. After putting the items back in the closet, he sat down on the chair and waited for Sarah to return for a third time.

Right on schedule, he heard a knock on the door.

“I’m done,” he called out. The knob shook, then turned, and Sarah walked into the bedroom.

“I was hoping you’d be in the outfit,” she said to him, smirking.

“Nope.”

“I must inspect the quality of your cleaning.”

“Be my guest.”

Jake remained in the chair, following Sarah with his eyes as she moved about the room. The maid checked everything from the smoothness of the sheets on the bed to the dust on the shelves. She disappeared into the bathroom and returned a few minutes later.

“The Master will be pleased. You did a very good job, Master Jake.”

“Thank you,” he replied, bowing his head.

“If you’ll follow me, I am to take you back to him and inform him of my judgment.”

 

“Wonderful! That is good to hear.” Mr. Smith sat forward in his large, red velvet chair and rested his hands on the cane between his legs. The chair was turned toward the door this time, instead of facing the fireplace like it was when Jake had first met him. The Master had just finished listening to Sarah’s report on Jake’s cleaning job.

“So, Jake, it seems you’ve passed with flying colors. How would you like to work here?”

“I’d love to. This is an amazing house, and I’d much like to see more of it.”

“Perfect. Sarah, would you be so kind to lead Jake here on a tour? Make sure you show him all of the house.”

“As you wish, Master.” She bowed and beckoned Jake to follow her.

The maid led Jake on a tour of the entire house. He knew the house was big just from when he looked up at it from the outside, but he didn’t realize it was this big.

In addition to the many guest rooms, Sarah showed Jake the master bedroom. The room put all other bedrooms to shame. The bed was bigger than any he had ever seen and the bathroom itself looked like it had cost a million dollars to build.

There were more than just bedrooms and bathrooms in this hotel-sized mansion. She showed him the game room, which included an antique billiards table, fully-stocked bar, flatscreen TV, and a poker table, as well as several couches.

Sarah led him up and around. The mansion had a fully-stocked kitchen, where he was introduced to the third maid, a red-head by the name of Erica. There were several living rooms, a large library, a dining room, and a private theater.

“Where do you guys sleep?” he asked.

“We each have our own bedroom and bathroom at the end of that hall. They are nice rooms, smaller than the guest rooms, but still spacious. That door leads to the basement. There’s nothing down there but storage.”

Jake kept his eyes on the door to the basement as they walked down the hall. What’s stored down there that justifies a deadbolt and padlock?

They came around to the back of the house and stood in another sitting room. This one was designed differently from the rest. There were many small tables and chairs in addition to the couches. Jake could only assume that this was where Mr. Smith might host a party. There was a bar at one end and a narrow hallway that led to the kitchen. But that wasn’t what held his attention.

The entire back wall was glass. Massive windows and several sets of French doors lined the wall, and through them, Jake could see into the backyard.

Sarah walked up to the main set of doors and opened them. A cold autumn breeze blew into the room. She urged him outside and she closed the doors behind them.

The doors opened to a patio with chairs and tables with umbrellas jutting out of them. The matching covers were all folded down and wrapped up. On the other end of the patio was a set of stairs that led down to a pool, barbecue, and another patio. The more Jake saw the house, the more it reminded him of the mansion from The Great Gatsby. If this were the ‘Roaring Twenties,’ then Jake was sure Mr. Smith would be Gatsby, and all the best parties would be held there.

“What’s that building over there?”

“That is the garage. Only the Master is allowed in there. Come, let us get inside. It is getting rather cold.”

Jake looked at the maid. Even though she wore a very revealing outfit, she didn’t look the least bit cold. He, on the other hand, was starting to shiver.

“I’m sure this place would be nice in the summer.”

“Yes, very much so.”

They headed back inside and Jake stopped and stood by one of the chairs.

“Master Jake,” Sarah said. “Are you all right?”

“I’m sorry. I just feel a little… light… headed…” His voice trailed off as he fell sideways and landed safely on one of the couches.

Sarah watched as he collapsed. She walked over toward him and made sure he was out cold before walking over to the bar. She picked up the small brass bell and rang it. A minute or so later, Anne and Erica appeared and joined their fellow maid by the couch.

“Take him to his room,” Erica ordered.

Anne and Sarah bowed their heads, and the three of them lifted Jake’s body off of the couch and down the hallway into their quarters.

They opened the door to one of the vacant rooms and set his body down on the bed. They stripped his clothes off of him and then covered his naked body with the sheets.

Jake remained unconscious for the rest of the day and slept straight through the night. It was early morning when his eyes finally opened back up.

 

Jake woke up to the soft touch of the maids. They pulled the covers off of him and he twisted and turned and fought to stay asleep just a little bit longer.

“Wake up, Jake,” one of them said.

“You need to get ready,” said another.

His eyes opened slowly and he sat up in the bed. Erica, Anne, and Sarah were all in his room waiting for him to get out of bed. He looked down at the sheets and felt the soft fabric on his skin. He realized that he was completely naked.

“What… Where are my clothes?”

“They are being cleaned,” Anne said.

“What happened to me?”

Erica folded her arms. “You collapsed, Jake. We believe it was a combination of the fumes from the cleaning chemicals and exhaustion from cleaning.”

That’s odd. Yesterday they called me ‘Master Jake,’ now it’s just ‘Jake’.

“What happened to ‘Master Jake?’” he asked them.

“You are no longer our guest, but part of the staff here at the estate,” Erica replied.

“I see. But where are my clothes?”

“We are here to help you get dressed,” Sarah answered. “All the clothes you’ll need are here in this closet.”

She walked away from his bed and slid open the closet door. Jake’s eyes widened when he saw the contents.

Hanging up in the closet were eight identical black dresses, and two white petticoats and aprons. On the ground in the closet were two shoe boxes. Both contained a pair of black patent pumps.

Anne opened the top shelf of the dresser and Jake lifted his head to see what lay within.

“Bras are in this drawer, panties in the other, and stockings in the third,” she explained. “Nighties and other items are in the other drawers.”

“Like hell am I wearing that outfit.”

“If you wish, you can take it up with the Master.” Anne said, shooting a glance at Erica.

“Yes, I’d like to talk to him about this. There was no mention of a required uniform to work here.”

“As you wish. But you mustn’t speak to the Master naked.” Erica answered, smiling.

“Where are my clothes?”

“They are locked away.” Sarah said.

“So then…”

“The only clothing you have available is your uniform.” Erica stated.

Jake stared at the three women and they patiently looked back at him. He had no other choice but to wear the outfit.

But he knew none of these women, and they knew nothing about him. There was no one that they could tell.

Think about it, Jake. You’re getting paid six figures—who cares about some stupid uniform? It’s not like anyone you know will see you in it. Just put it on and remember the money.

“All right,” he finally relented.

The women said nothing. Instead they bowed to him and nodded at each other. Anne reached into one of the drawers and pulled out the black corset.

“Jake, please get out of bed.”

“But—”

“No buts, please climb out of bed.”

He swallowed his pride and slid his legs out from under the sheets. He got up off of the bed and stood by it completely naked.

Anne handed Sarah the corset. She walked over to him and wrapped it around his waist. Jake looked down at the garment as she tightened it. There were cups meant for breasts, and hanging down from the bottom were garter straps. He held his breath as she buttoned up the front and he could feel it shape his body.

“It is designed so that you can easily put it on and take it off by yourself,” she assured him.

Jake looked down at the dark-haired maid who was less than a foot away from him. Her skin was soft and smooth, and her makeup was done perfectly. Not only did she look good, but she also smelled good. Her perfume filled his nostrils with a wonderful, yet not overpowering smell.

“There. Slowly exhale,” she instructed him. He obeyed, and she taught him out to breathe in the constricting lingerie.

Sarah backed away and Erica stepped forward. In her hands was a pair of black stockings. He didn’t have much body hair, but the stockings were dark enough to hide the sparse strands.

He sat down on the edge of the bed and watched as she slid the silky thigh-highs up his legs. The material hugged and caressed his calves. He bit his lip and fought the arousal that was slowly building up in his body.

With the second stocking on his leg, he stood back up, and Erica clipped the garters to the tops. Her head was so close to him. Her fiery orange-red hair was pulled back in a ponytail, giving him the perfect view of her face; her green eyes; her crimson lips.

Such beautiful lips. If only she would wrap them around my—

“Now, now, we’ll have none of that,” she said as she stood up. “What’s the matter Jake? The stockings turning you on?”

His face turned bright red. “No,” he lied.

Why… Why am I getting turned on by this?!

Sarah walked around Erica and the red-headed maid backed away. He stared glumly at the object she held in her hands.

“Do I have to?”

“Yes, you have to,” Erica said.

Jake looked back at Sarah and the black lace panties in her hands. The black-haired maid looked away from him, her face slightly red as she handed him the underwear.

He took them from her and held them between his fingers. The fabric was soft and sheer, and anyone who looked at his groin directly would be able to see his dick pressed up against the material.

He sighed, stepped into the lacy panties, and pulled them up. They were strangely comfortable, and the fabric on his skin caused his dick to throb. Jake could feel his dick start to harden and he panicked. All three women watched him and Erica smirked. She stepped forward and placed her gloved hand on his groin and gently rubbed it.

“So you do like wearing these clothes. Well, we’ll see to it that you get a little release later on, but only if you’re good. Understand?”

“Yes… I do.”

She pulled her hand away from his groin, and the two other maids’ faces grew bright red. Jake’s dick was rock hard and pressed taut against the lacy panties.

“Good,” Erica said. “Sarah, hand me the petticoat.”

Sarah bowed and pulled the fluffy white article of clothing out of the closet. Erica kept her eyes on Jake and she extended her hand. Sarah handed her the frilly piece of the ensemble and she held it out in front of her. He looked at the white petticoat and tilted his head curiously.

“Go ahead, Jake. Feel how soft the fabric is.”

He indulged his curiosity and allowed himself to feel the material. His hands shook with nervous energy as the fabric tickled his fingers. The monster in his panties throbbed, and he resisted the urge to touch himself. He put all his focus in preventing the eruption and noticed Anne move across the room to stand next to him.

The blonde hovered close by with the black dress in her hands. It was identical to the rest: solid black, with a low neckline and short, white ruffles lining the edges. The sleeves were puffy and stopped above his elbow.

She gave him the dress, and he stepped into it. It was made from a stretchy material that hugged his body and left nothing to the imagination. His corset-enhanced curves were improved by the dress, and the built-in cups made up for his lack of real breasts.

Anne walked behind him and zipped up the back. The skirt of the dress was loose and waited for the support of the white petticoat in Erica’s hands.

She knelt down in front of him and placed the petticoat at his stocking-clad feet. He stepped into it, and she pulled it up to his waist. The skirt of the black dress spread out to the sides and the light material that gave his dress volume tickled his thighs.

“I think we better relieve some pressure before he bursts,” Erica said slyly. “Sarah!”

Jake watched as Sarah knelt down in front of him. The maid with the emerald choker pulled down his panties and released the beast. He couldn’t see her underneath his dress, but he could feel her. Her soft, velvet glove playfully stroked his pole, but it wasn’t until she wrapped her ruby red lips around his rock hard dick that he went over the edge. He jerked forward and ejaculated into the maid’s mouth.

Sarah kept her mouth on him and swallowed every drop of his sperm. Jake rocked his head back and opened his mouth as he experienced the greatest orgasm he had ever had—and all from wearing women’s lingerie. The thought bothered him, but the chemical high from the orgasm pushed his worries aside.

I can’t believe how good that felt. These clothes… I’m actually starting to like wearing them!

Sarah didn’t once cough or gag as she swallowed his seed. She pulled her lips off of his flaccid dick and stood up, then backed away with her head hung low. With the monster tamed, his Jake’s dick returned to its normal size and disappeared into its lacy den. Jake found it much easier to think and focus now.

He turned his head toward Anne. In her hands was a shoe box. The lid was gone, and he could see the black patent pumps inside.

Erica sat him on the edge of the bed and the bottom of his dress lifted up. He put his hands on the fabric and pressed down and the maids giggled.

Anne knelt down, lifted his right foot up, and slid the high heel onto his foot. The shoe was tight, but the stockings made it slide on easier. She put his foot down and did the same with the other shoe. When both heels were on, she and Erica stood him up.

Jake wobbled as he tried to balance in the five-inch heels. Erica and Anne held his hands as they led him around the room. It wasn’t long before walking in high heels was comfortable, and he sauntered in front of them.

“Can I go talk to Mr. Smith now?”

Erica looked him up and down. “Not yet, Jake. You must look presentable, and as you are now, he would be insulted.”

“So does that mean…?”

“Yes. You’ll need makeup and a wig. But first, the apron.”

Erica grabbed the white apron from the closet and put it on him. She tied it behind his back and then led him into the bathroom.

It was almost as big as the bedroom itself. At one end was a large marble-topped vanity with three angled mirrors and lights. Scattered across the surface was makeup off all types and colors, as well as a plastic head form with a brunette wig atop it.

Erica sat him down on a small stool, and the three women went to town on his face. They applied everything from foundation and blush to mascara and eyeliner, and finished with a coat of ruby red lipstick, the same color that they all wore.

For the amount of makeup they put on his face, Jake was shocked at his appearance. He expected to look like a drag queen, but the makeover was flawless and he looked very convincing.

It wasn’t until they put the styled brunette wig on him that he realized how convincing he looked. To a passerby, he would look like any other woman.

Jake marveled at his new appearance. He looked at his reflection and didn’t see a man, but a woman staring back; a very beautiful woman.

“I think he likes his new look,” Erica said, combing his hair. “Don’t you think so, ladies?”

“You look beautiful,” Anne said.

“Gorgeous,” Sarah added.

The three women finished with his makeover. Then they led him out of the bedroom and stopped in the hallway.

“Remember, Jake: you must address him as Master,” Erica reminded him. He nodded at the red-head and the three maids led him to Mr. Smith’s private library.

The maids stopped at the door. Erica knocked and waited a moment before opening it. “Master, Jake is here to see you.”

“Is he dressed?” the old man asked.

“Yes, he is.”

“Good. Send him in.”

Erica stepped out of the room and turned to Jake.

“The Master will see you,” she said to him.

He walked past her and entered the room. Erica closed the doors behind him as he moved toward the chair by the fire.

“You wanted to see me?”

Jake jumped as the voice came from behind him. He expected Mr. Smith to be in his chair, but instead he stood by one of the bookshelves.

“You look wonderful, Jake. That uniform looks good on you.”

“That’s what I wanted to ask you about,” Jake said. “You never said anything about having to dress like one of the maids.”

“If you are to work as a maid, you must dress like one.” The old man walked past him with a book in his hand. There was something different about him. His movements were smoother and his back was straighter. It was subtle, but the Master looked a little bit younger. It was hard to see with just the fire illuminating the room, but Jake could’ve sworn Mr. Smith’s hair was a little less white, too.

“I figured I’d have to wear a uniform of sorts, but I didn’t expect this. I mean, isn’t there a male equivalent? Something like a jumpsuit?”

“I’m sorry, Jake, but that is all there is. If this is too much for you, you could always leave and go back to your old life.” Jake frowned. What does he mean my old life? “However, if it will make you stay, I’ll add an additional fifty-thousand dollars to your salary.”

“Wait, did you say fifty-thousand?!”

“I did. Like I said when I first met you, I have a vast amount of wealth. My staff are well taken-care of. And I am desperate. It is a big house, and having a fourth maid would make things much easier for the women.” The old man sat down on the chair and rested the book on his lap and waited for Jake’s reply.

That was a lot of money. One hundred and fifty thousand, just to dress up like a maid and clean the house?

Then why am I so hesitant to take his deal? That’s a crap-ton of money. You know what, screw it.

“I’ll take the deal,” Jake said finally.

“Very good.”

In the light of the fire Jake could see the old man’s smile. It looked twisted, and for a brief moment, Jake thought he saw a look of evil on the man’s face. He pushed the thought aside and blamed it on the shadows cast by the fire.

Mr. Smith reached out and rang his brass bell once, and a couple of seconds later, Erica appeared carrying a long, narrow black box. She walked past Jake, bowed to Mr. Smith, and handed him the box. He took it from her and she moved over to the side of the chair, her eyes on Jake.

She smirked secretively, but he ignored her. He could tell that she had a dominant personality, and from the way she teased him as he got dressed and how she ordered Anne and Sarah around, Jake assumed that she was not only the head maid, but the Master’s favorite.

“Come here, Jake,” the old man said as he opened the box.

Jake moved in front of Mr. Smith, and in the light of the fire, he saw the contents of the box: a black choker identical to the ones the other maids wore. When they’d helped him get dressed earlier, he saw that Erica’s gem was an aquamarine, and when he laid his eyes on the multi-colored tourmaline in his choker, Jake finally grasped their meaning.

Birthstones. The gem in the stone correlates to the month they became his maids.

The Master held the choker in his hands and looked up at Jake expectantly. Erica glared at him from beside the chair. Bend down to him, you idiot, her eyes said.

Jake leaned forward and lowered his head. The Master wrapped the choker around Jake’s neck. It was tight enough to where it he would never forget about it, but it was loose enough to be comfortable.

The Master leaned back in his chair and Jake straightened up. He lifted his hand and felt the gem with his fingers.

“Welcome aboard, Jake,” the Master said, clapping his hands together.

“Thank you, Master,” he replied.

Erica smiled, and Jake realized what had just happened. He didn’t mean to say those words; they just came right out of him.

The old man rang his bell three times, and Anne walked into the room.

“You called, Master?” she asked as she curtsied.

“Anne, you will be in charge of Jake’s training. He will shadow you and assist you in your daily tasks. Teach him well.”

“Of course, Master,” she said as she bowed and turned to Jake. “Shall we begin?”

“Good luck, Jake,” the old man said.

“Thank you, Master,” he replied, bowing. Once again, his body moved and spoke on its own, and it frightened him.

He followed Anne out of the private library while Erica remained at the Master’s side.

Jake stayed close to Anne the entire day. She guided him around the house and told him what the daily tasks were. The blonde maid taught him the proper way to make the bed, to fold sheets and clothes, prepare the Master’s meals, and more.

“Some things we have to do every day, like dusting and dishes, while other things are done once or twice a week, or even once a month.”

“There are a lot of bedrooms in this place. Does he get many guests?” Jake asked while helping Anne make one of the many beds.

“The Master does get guests every now and then. He hosts two large parties, one around Christmas, and the other at the beginning of summer. Those are the busiest times of the year for us.”

Jake watched her work. She moved with determination, and not once did he catch her slacking in her duties. In fact, she chastised him a couple of times for either slacking off or going too slowly. It was hard for him to take his eyes off of her, not only because of her natural beauty, but because the outfit that she—and he—wore was so sensual.

By the end of the day, he lusted after the gorgeous blonde, and when they were isolated in a bathroom on the top floor, he made his move.

“Say Anne,” he said as he moved closer to her.

“Yes, Jake?”

“Does he ever let you guys… you know, have fun?”

“I don’t know what it is you me—”

Anne set the basket of towels down on the floor, and when she turned toward him, he pressed up against her. He looked deep into her eyes.

“Jake… we can’t. It’s forbidden.” Her face turned red and he put his hand on her silky smooth leg.

“We’re alone up here,” he reasoned. “Come on, it’ll be fun.”

His right hand moved slowly up her milky-white thighs while his left playfully squeezed her ass. He pressed his body against hers and kissed her. He could taste her lipstick, and after a moment of resistance, she caved and kissed him back.

A soft moan escaped her ruby red lips when his right hand moved under the band of her black lace panties. His dick grew hard in his own panties as they locked lips. His hand moved inwards and he cradled her small balls and three-inch dick.

Jake pulled away from her soft lips and jumped back.

“What the hell is that?!” he shouted. He took his eyes off of her and looked at his right hand, acting as if he just touched radioactive material.

Anne remained against the wall, her face bright red and her knees quaking. She looked away from him, ashamed.

“I… I…” Her eyes were wet with tears. “I’m sorry, Jake.”

“But… you’re a man! How? I mean… look at you!”

“Jake…” Her eyes moved past him and a panic-stricken look came over her face. “No, wait!”

Jake turned around to see what she was looking at. It all happened so fast. The only thing he remembered before the cloth was pressed to his mouth and the world went black was a bright flash of red hair.

 

When Jake eventually came to, he was in a dark room and bound.

He was light headed and restrained. When his vision cleared, he tried to move his head to get his bearings, but he couldn’t. Looking to his left, he could see that he was locked up in the stocks.

He tried to move his legs, but attached to his ankles was a spreader bar that forced his legs apart. There were leather cuffs on his ankles, and they were chained to the ground.

“Hello?!” he yelled. There was no answer, except for the muffled moans of someone else in the room with him. Jake looked over to his right, and out of the corner of his eye he could see that Anne was bound beside him.

She wore a black leather blindfold and had a bright pink ball gag in her mouth. She was seated, her hands and ankles tied to the chair. The neckline of her dress was pulled down, and taped to her exposed nipples were bullet vibrators.

Amidst the sounds of the blonde maid’s moans, Jake could hear the buzzing of the vibrators. The way she shifted in her chair, he assumed the little bullets on her chest weren’t the only vibrators tormenting her.

Her. Even with the unexpected discovery of the package between Anne’s legs, he still thought of the blonde maid as a woman. He took his mind off of his fellow prisoner and turned to the sound of a heavy door opening.

“Hello?” he called out again.

“Hello, Jake,” a male voice replied. The Master, Jake thought.

His suspicions were proven true when the old man with a cane walked in front of him. Erica stood next to him, and behind them was Sarah. Her head hung low and she stood with a very submissive posture. The red-head wore a cocky grin and looked down at Jake.

“Comfortable?” she asked.

“Yea, so very,” Jake replied sarcastically. His remark was greeted with a slap to the face from the head maid. Jake laughed and she lifted her hand to hit him again, but stopped. The old man raised his hand and Erica backed down.

“It is a shame you discovered Anne’s little secret so quickly. I was hoping my magic would affect you sooner.”

“Magic? What the hell are you talking about, old man?”

Erica stepped forward and hit him again. Mr. Smith laughed, and in the background, Anne’s moans grew louder.

“She is a nice girl, isn’t she? It is a shame she had to get punished.” The Master walked over to the bound blonde and stroked her cheek. “But that is what happens when you break the rules.”

“What did you do to her?”

“The same thing I did to Sarah. And the same thing I’ll do to you,” he added darkly. “Sarah dear, can you come here?”

The maid stepped forward and stood next to the old man.

“Lift up your dress.”

Jake’s eyes went wide when he saw that Sarah also had a bulge in her panties.

“Sarah was once Sean, and Anne used to be Alex. Both were men like you, now they’re my maids.”

Jake now understood why Sarah looked so nostalgic when he asked about her about her choker. She had been thinking about the time before she became a maid—no a slave—to the old man. She and Anne were both probably promised salaries just like he was. Jake could feel the anger building up inside of him.

“You’re a bastard, you know that?” he spat.

“I’m a very old and rich bastard,” the Master replied, turning to his red-haired maid. “Erica, please.”

The red head ran off and quickly returned with a chair for the old man.

“Was she a man once, too?”

“No, you fool,” Erica sneered. “I’ve always been a woman, and I’ve always been at my master’s side.”

“You see, Jake, I’m not actually the eighty-year-old man that I appear to be. In fact, I’m just a little over two-hundred-and-forty. When I turned eighty the first time, it was Erica who found a way to sustain my life, and my youth.”

“He took me in and saved me from the cold,” Erica explained. “I was an orphan and left to die, but he took care of me, and I promised to take care of him for the rest of his life. When he grew old, I wanted him to live, so I found a way to return his youth to him. All I needed was a young man.” She walked away from the old man’s side and stood next to Sarah.

The Master tapped his cane on the ground. “Sean was a punk and a pickpocket. He tried to rob me, but I caught and punished him. You see, Jake, the spell works like this: I take the masculinity out of a young man such as yourself, I get my youth back, and the young man’s body turns feminine.”

“Then how do you explain Erica here?” Jake asked. “How has she earned eternal youth, and yet you are stuck aging?”

“My Master could never bring himself to kill another, even if it was to save his own life,” Erica said somberly. “The spell he uses is a twist on the one I use. I maintain my immortality by killing a young girl. But he gets to be young again, and in the process, gets a submissive maid. It’s a win-win.”

“And you expect me to just cave and let you turn me into a chick? You’re dumber than you look.”

The copper-haired maid smiled. “Oh, don’t worry, Jake. You weren’t the first to be resistant, but like Anne over there, we have ways of making you submit. All it takes is time.”

Over in the corner, Anne moaned loudly. Erica walked over and lifted up the front of her dress. Her panties were stained with her cum and it started to pool around her crotch.

“What do you think, Jake? Shall we let her go? I’ve lost count of how many times she’s orgasmed. I’m sure her body is about to give out.”

“Let her go!” he shouted.

“If I free her, it’ll be your turn to get punished. Or you could remain locked up for twenty-four hours, and then be set free.”

Jake grimaced. He could see the poor blonde was in agony, and this was all his fault. If he had only kept his lust in his pants, they wouldn’t be in this situation.

“Free her,” he said softly.

“Beg your pardon?” Erica said, holding her hand up to her ear.

“Let her go,” he said louder.

She smiled triumphantly. “That’s a good boy.”

Erica walked behind Anne and switched off the vibrators. She removed the bindings and the blindfold.

“Sarah, take her to her room.”

Jake watched as Sarah ran over and helped the weakened Anne up off the chair. The color from his face vanished when the blonde stood up and revealed the six-inch vibrating dildo attached to the chair. Her fluids dripped down the insides of her legs as she wobbled off, her knees weak and barely able to support her weight.

“I’m sorry, Anne,” Jake said as she staggered by. The blonde said nothing, but Jake just figured she was too weak and too mad at him to speak. He might never get an apology from her, and he accepted that.

Erica kept her eyes on Jake and waited for the two other maids to leave. The heavy door closed, and she grinned wickedly.

She said nothing as she walked out of sight. Jake could hear the sounds of her digging and going through shelves. A minute or so later, she walked back in front of him and his punishment was clear. Harnessed to the front of Erica’s lace panties was a six-inch strap on.

“Like I said, Jake, we have ways of making you submit.”

“Oh, you’ve got to be sh—” Jake’s smart remark was cut off by the rubber phallus sliding into his open mouth.

“That mouth of yours will get you into trouble. Better get it under control,” Erica said, sliding in and out.

With Jake’s head restrained, he had no choice but to let the strap on enter his mouth. She pulled it out and he gasped for air. He coughed, and she laughed as she walked around behind him.

“Thanks for lubing it up.”

Jake cried out as the fake dick slid into his asshole. He clenched his jaw and grunted, fighting the rubber intruder. She pushed it in deeper and as time went on, his resistance weakened. Jake’s body betrayed him and his asshole opened up, allowing Erica to slide in, his insides providing little resistance. His grunts turned into moans, and Jake found it harder and harder to fight as she pounded his ass.

“Ohhhh!” he cried out. His mouth hung open and he rocked back in forth. The maid slapped his ass as she slid the strap on all the way in and out. Jake’s dick grew hard in his panties as he neared his very first orgasm from anal.

Oh god… Why does this feel so good?  I… I can’t fight it!

“I’m going to cum!” he announced, his rock hard dick poking its head out of the top of the lace cage. It bounced up and down as Erica reached around and stroked it.

“That’s right, Jake; cum from being fucked in the ass like the girl you are!”

Her insult didn’t bother him in the slightest. He was too absorbed by the pleasure from being anally raped to care.

His hips jerked, and he blew his load all over the hard ground. His cum went everywhere, from his stocking-clad legs to his heels and the ground underneath him. It was better than the orgasm he’d had that morning, and this was from not only being dressed as a slutty maid, but by being fucked like one too. If they kept this up, he knew in his mind that he’d eventually submit.

Much to his disappointment, the punishment ended there. It was when she slowly pulled out that Jake realized that the Master was watching the entire time.

Jake’s face turned bright red with embarrassment, and the old man laughed. It was an unsettling laugh, one the built up from just a chuckle to a howl.

“Cage him,” he said to Erica.

“Yes, my Master.”

Erica backed away from John and walked around behind him. He could hear her shuffling around, once again opening and closing drawers. Her footsteps grew louder and she walked in front of him.

“What is that?”

“This Jake, is a chastity cage.” Erica smirked and knelt down in front of him. She bowed under the stocks and moved between his legs. “You made quite a mess down here Jake.”

She tiptoed around the puddles of cum and held his flaccid dick in her hands. The clear plastic was cold on his skin and he twitched. The cage was tight and uncomfortable. The sheath that held his penis was directed downward, making it very difficult to piss standing.

He heard the click of the padlock and Erica backed away, wiping her hands.

The Master stood up and walked toward Jake. He looked up at the old man, confused. Jake didn’t know what to feel. Deep down, he was pissed at Mr. Smith for not only what he did to Anne and Sarah, but what he promised to do to him. 

The old man lured Jake in with what was most likely a lie about a six-figure income. He even got Jake to dress up like a woman in this slutty maid outfit, complete with a wig and makeup. He wanted to run away, to escape this horrid place, yet at the same time, he wanted to stay. Jake wanted to be there—to work and dress like a maid—all to serve the Master.

The old man walked up to him and put his hand on Jake’s head.

“Rest now, Jake. Tomorrow is a big day.”

Jake’s eyelids felt heavy, and he drifted off to sleep.

 

He woke up the following morning back in his bedroom. Anne and Sarah were there, urging him to get out of bed. His head ached. He felt congested and light headed. Anne reached out and pulled the sheets off of him.

“Get up, Jake. You mustn’t keep the Master waiting.”

“Anne… I… I’m sorry,” he grumbled. His memories from the night before trickled in. His asshole was sore, yet he felt no hatred towards the Master. Why? Why can’t I be angry?

He sat up and he felt a slight tug on his chest. He looked down and saw two mounds on his chest, breasts that were about a B-cup.

Jake looked past his chest down the rest of his body. All the hair on his body was gone, replaced by smooth, fair skin that shined like silk. The cage was still on his manhood, yet it wasn’t uncomfortable. The clear plastic didn’t feel tight or constrictive, but the gold padlock was still attached.

He reached up and scratched his neck. His longer nails caught him by surprise, and he broke his skin. He looked down at his filed and polished nails. Their surfaces were smooth and shined with a clear coat of gloss.

His fingers returned to his neck and found the choker still around it. The black material was smooth, and though his fingers traced it all the way around, he found no evidence of a break in the material. It was sealed around his neck with no way to take it off.

Jake’s delicate fingers stopped when they touched the gem on the front of the collar and he caught himself smiling. Why does this choker make me feel happy?! What is happening to me?! 

“Time to get dressed, Jake.”

He looked over at Sarah, who held the corset in her hands.

Jake climbed out of bed and let the women dress him. Unlike the previous day, he felt no arousal coming from the clothes or the beautiful women dressing him.

They’re not women. They’re men, just like me. But why do I keep thinking of them as women?

He slipped on the high heels and followed the two of them over to the vanity in his bathroom.

When he sat down in front of the mirror, he saw the changes in his face. Even though he still looked like a man, he looked more androgynous and less masculine than he did before. His hair was longer, but it was still too short, and they gave him the wig. Anne and Sarah used less makeup than the day before, but the outcome was even better than it was then.

I look more feminine today, Jake thought, staring at his reflection. Even with the amazing job they did yesterday, I look more like a woman today.

He stood up and followed the two maids out of his bedroom and into the dining room where the Master ate his breakfast. Jake froze when his eyes caught sight of the old man. He’s not that old anymore.

Last night, the Master had looked to be close to eighty. Today, he appeared closer to fifty. There was far more color in his hair and skin, and his cane was nowhere to be seen.

“Ah, Jake. Good morning. How are you feeling?”

“I feel fine, Master,” he said as he involuntarily curtsied. My body is moving on its own again!

“That’s good to hear. Today, you’ll be shadowing Sarah. She’ll be taking over your training.”

Jake and Sarah bowed, and he followed her out of the dining room. Anne remained by the Master’s side, and Erica was nowhere to be seen.

Jake spent the remainder of the day with Sarah. They dusted, vacuumed, and polished the fancy dinnerware. Several times throughout the day, Jake’s eyes looked upon Sarah’s ample bust and round ass when she bent over, but not once did he lust after her. His dick remained flaccid in its cage and he only saw her as a fellow maid, not a sexual object.

Is it because she’s really a guy? he wondered. No. Even with her package still intact, she’s got a beautiful body. Why am I no longer sexually attracted to her?

His mind wandered off many times during his duties, and as the hours passed, he become more and more frustrated.

Jake was finally starting to feel angry and decided to do something about it. It wasn’t too late. He could still escape, and maybe his body will turn back to normal. The choker could be cut off with some scissors, and the thin padlock could easily be removed with a hacksaw.

Evening came. Jake and Sarah brought out the Master’s dinner and patiently waited for him to finish eating. Sarah took the tray full of empty dishes, and Jake remained by the table.

“Would you like some dessert?” he asked.

“Why, yes, Jake. That sounds good.” Jake bowed and turned to leave, but the Master stopped him. “Where are you going?”

“To get some dessert, Master.”

“No, no. That’s not what I want.”

Jake’s face turned red when the Master spread his legs and unzipped his trousers. His eyes spotted the rather large dick that had started to harden. 

“I would like for you to give me a blowjob, Jacqueline.” Jake hesitated, sure he’d misheard him, but The Master looked up at him expectantly. “Well? What are you waiting for, Jacqueline?”

There it is again: Jacqueline. Is that my new name? A woman needs a female name. ‘Jake’ is no name for a maid. Wait, what the hell am I thinking!?

Jake looked down at the old man’s dick. It was exposed and… big.

The Master’s dick looks rather delicious. Jake felt his mouth water as he stared at the monster between the Master’s legs.

No, Jake, fight it! You must escape.

Jake smiled and lifted his heeled foot. He lunged forward and kicked Mr. Smith right in the chest. The old man cried out as his chair toppled back.

Run!

Jake remembered where the front door was. He sprinted as fast as he could in the high heels, not thinking once about removing them before running any further. He rounded the corner and the front doors came into view. The brass knobs were so close.

Jake reached out, his fingers inched closer and closer. I’m almost there. I’m so close—

His body fell to the floor hard. The Master tackled him like a linebacker. He hit Jake so hard that his breath left his lungs and he collapsed against the hardwood floor, coughing, gasping for air. Jake lifted his head to breathe, but the Master’s right hand struck him hard across the face, knocking him out.

“You almost escaped, Jake,” the Master said to Jake’s unconscious body. “Just think, if you had reached those knobs and stepped through those doors, you would’ve been free.”

Anne, Sarah, and Erica came into the entryway as the Master climbed up off of Jake’s body.

“Bring him to the dungeon and prep his body.”

“Yes, Master,” the three maids replied.

 

Jake opened his eyes to nothing but blackness. He quickly tossed aside the theory of being blind when he felt the blindfold around his head. His wrists and ankles were once again bound, but he wasn’t in the stocks. He was seated, his legs spread apart and lifted high off the ground. His blood ran cold. Had they put him in a set of gynecologist’s stirrups?

“Hello?” he called out, shocked to find his mouth ungagged.

“Hello, Jake,” the Master replied. “Glad to see you’re awake. Are you ready for your punishment?”

“Go to hell.”

“Feisty. Once again, I underestimated you. But a wild horse must be broken if you want to ride her.”

Jake yelped at the cold application of the lube in and around his asshole. He heard the sounds of something being wheeled toward him, followed by the sound of something switching on and gears moving.

“What are you doing?” His answer came seconds later in the form of a dildo sliding into his ass. 

“You’re hooked up to a fuck machine, Jake. It will penetrate you endlessly until the power is turned off. I can adjust the speed, but for now we’ll start off slow.”

“Fuck yo—OH!” He moaned as the phallus slid all the way in and pulled out. The Master wheeled the mechanism in closer to where the dick would never come all the way out of Jake’s ass. He wrestled with the restraints, but they wouldn’t budge. It was when he was moving that he felt something taped to his chest.

Oh no.

Another switch flipped on, and the vibrators attached to his nipples came alive. Jake screamed.

This went on for several minutes. At first, the vibrators were weak and low, but after a couple of minutes, the Master turned the juice up on them. The machine violating his ass picked up the pace, too. 

Minutes later, the machine penetrated him at full speed, and the vibrators buzzed at the highest level. The removal of his sight improved his other senses, and his mind swam in erotic sensory overload.

“I’ll be back to get you in an hour. Good luck, Jake.”

“No… please. Don’t leave me here,” he begged. “Please, Master.”

The old man said nothing, and Jake heard the sounds of footsteps getting quieter until the door slammed shut.

Jake was all alone. His body twitched and spasmed from the toys. The plastic cage prevented his dick from getting hard, but it didn’t stop him from ejaculating. His cum oozed out of the head of his flaccid dick, but there was no sweet release.

Like a jackhammer breaking apart concrete, the fuck machine chipped away at Jake’s willpower. In only twenty minutes, his mind broke, and he submitted to the pleasure.

“Oh yeah! Fuck me, Master! Fuck your Jacqueline! Harder!” he yelled into the blackness.

When the door finally opened and the Master returned, Jake was a drooling mess. His tongue hung out of the side of his mouth and his eyes stared blankly. A stupid grin covered his face and cum pooled on the floor.

The machine clicked off, and the penetration stopped.

“No please! I want more! Don’t make it stop!” He whined like an addict who had been refused another dose of a drug.

The Master helped Jake off of the chair and out of the dungeon. Jake’s legs were weak, and he could barely stand.

Outside of the dungeon, Anne, Sarah, and Erica waited for him. They took Jake from the Master and carried him into his bedroom where he fell asleep begging for the Master’s cock.

“Will he be okay, Master?” Anne asked.

“She’ll be fine,” he said with a smile.

 

Jake woke up the following morning once again in his bed. However, this time Anne and Sarah were nowhere to be seen. It was just him.

He lifted his head off of the pillows, and his long brown hair tickled his back and shoulders. He felt the tug on his chest and looked down to see a pair of D-cup breasts bouncing on his chest. His hands squeezed the cream-colored mounds and his fingers played with his perky nipples.

A soft moan escaped his supple lips, and looking past his breasts, he saw his narrow waist and wide hips. The clear plastic cage between them was gone. His dick and balls were free, but they were shriveled up and pathetic looking.

He climbed up out of bed and got dressed. The corset amplified his cleavage and his black dress barely contained his jiggly breasts.

Jake slid on his heels and sat down at the vanity. In his reflection, he saw a woman. There was no hint of masculinity left in his face.

Jake did his makeup on his own. The process was as natural as breathing or walking. He styled his hair and his eyes spotted the choker around his neck. My Master, he thought. He smiled as he rubbed the gem and got up.

Not once did he think about how weird it was that he was doing his own makeup, or how gracefully he moved in the high heels. He didn’t care that his hips bounced with each step, or that his breasts were barely contained in the thin black dress.

He walked out of his bedroom and into the dining room where the Master ate his breakfast. Hearing the sounds of high heels walking toward him, the Master put aside his newspaper and looked at his brunette maid.

Jake couldn’t believe it. The Master looked to be no older than thirty. Not only that, but he had a hard time thinking about anything other than how handsome he looked.

“Morning, Jacqueline,” he said, taking her in.

Jacqueline curtsied. “I am here to serve you, Master. Tell me what it is you desire. I am yours.”

The Master set his paper down on the table and smiled at his new maid. He slid his chair away from the table and unzipped his pants.

Jacqueline stared at his meaty dick hungrily and her mouth watered. The Master grew rock hard as he stared at her. She had long brown hair with dark brown eyes. Her lips were painted red and wrapped around her neck was a black choker with a multi-colored tourmaline.

The maid knelt down in front of him and wrapped her luscious, ruby red lips around his dick. She had no qualms about pleasuring him. She only lived to serve her Master.

Thank you so much for reading and I hoped you enjoyed my story!
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