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Part 1

Unexpected Proposition
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Chapter 1

Henry

I tried to keep my head down as I raked the leaves covering my front lawn, but my eyes were continually drawn to the woman next door, Laura. She was standing on her front porch, wearing a short white robe which didn’t want to stay closed. Beneath was a satin pink negligee. As she awkwardly danced around, trying to keep warm on the cold winter day, her breasts bounced as if waving to me. I desperately wanted to accept their invitation, to see what lied beneath her silky slip, but as she kissed her husband goodbye, I knew there were slim chances that my desires would ever come to fruition.

My eyes took a quick glance at her husband, Tony. He was wearing an expensive, tailored suit and holding luggage, appearing to be leaving for another business trip. Leaving Laura home alone once again. As he made his way to his car my eyes left him and returned to Laura. Upon seeing her once again in her silky lingerie it dawned on me that they had probably just had goodbye sex. My dick started growing in my pants at the thought of fucking her.

That Tony is a lucky guy…

I let out a deep sigh as I got back to work cleaning my yard. I tried to pretend to wonder when the last time I had sex was, but I knew too well. It had now been three months since my wife, Christine, had left me which meant it had been three months and four days since I had last had sex.

Thinking about it made me remember the moment when Christine had slammed the door on my face. The thought once again pained me. Her leaving me was so unexpected, but when it happened, I could tell that it had been building up inside her for a long time. On that day she had come home to find me sitting on the couch watching television and freaked out. She told me that I had lost my passion, both in my life and in our relationship. I was no longer the man that she had married; instead, I was now an unlovable, lazy slob. She stormed out as I chased after her, but as the door slammed in my face I had a feeling it was truly over between us.

Her words had stung me as I imagined was her intent, but they had also struck a cord. I was sitting in a den of filth, watching a rerun of a show I had already seen. When I considered my alternatives I realized that I didn’t know what else I should be doing. She was right, I was aimless and had no passions.

Since that day, I had made an effort to improve myself. I wasn’t sure if there was anything I could do to win her back, but I knew that I needed to better myself before I could even consider that. To do that, I vowed to make a little progress in my life every day. Some days it might be efforts to improve myself by working out, making healthy meals, or looking into new hobbies or adventures to take part in. Other days, like today, it would be cleaning up the mess I had made of my life and house.

The first few weeks after she left I found that I had no sexual appetite, but as the days passed and I started down the path of self improvement, I found that appetite growing more and more. Seeing Laura scantily clad on her front porch certainly didn’t help with that. I took one more quick look at her to save the image of her breasts jiggling as she waved goodbye to Tony. As she did so her robe again unraveled and I could see her nipples were hard from the cold and pressing against her slip.

I quickly turned around and adjusted my pants around my quickly growing dick as my mind was consumed with thoughts of how her breasts would feel in my hands and what, if anything, she was wearing beneath her negligee. Despite the cold and the cool breeze, I felt myself growing hot as my fantasies grew.

I looked up to the sky and exhaled. My hot breath was visible as it mingled with the cold air. As it settled, I could see the dark clouds above me, warning of another storm coming and the need to finish my task before I would get drenched by the impending rain. I shook my head free of distractions and got back to work once again.

As I continued raking, I soon heard the sound of Tony’s car leaving and I figured I would soon hear the closing of a door as Laura escaped back into her warm home, but that noise didn’t come. Curious, I took another quick peek over as I dumped a pile of leaves into the waste bin. To my surprise, Laura was staring at me. Our eyes locked for a second before I hastily looked away and pretended I didn’t see her. I could feel my heart beating faster, feeling as if I was caught being guilty of something.

“Henry! Hey, Henry!” I heard her shout towards me.

Is she really talking to me? We’ve barely spoken in the five years we’ve lived next to each other.

I slowly raised my head up to look at her, letting her know I had heard her. I smiled and gave her an awkward wave before looking away and pretending to go back to work.

“Henry! Could you come here please?” she bellowed out. I tried to decipher her tone. Was she about to shame me for stealing glances of her? Or perhaps she was going to remind me that there was more work to be done on my yard than just raking the leaves? I wasn’t sure what to expect.

I nervously set my rake down and took off my wet gloves then walked across our yards towards her front porch. There, Laura was bouncing up and down with her hands rubbing her arms vigorously to keep warm.

I bet I could warm you up…

I stopped just before the first step and looked up at her. “Hey, Laura. What’s up?” I asked her.

“Thanks for coming over,” she said. Her face lit up as she smiled down at me. Her glow penetrating my soul in a way that told me I would do anything for this beautiful woman. “I’m in need of someone strong and capable and was hoping you might be just the man I need.”


Chapter 2

A Lending Hand

I gulped as her words echoed through my head.

Does she mean what I think she does?

There was an awkward silence extending between us as I couldn’t find my voice to respond. She giggled and then said, “What I mean, of course, is that I was hoping that you might rake my yard while you’re working on yours. I kept Tony too preoccupied before he left for his trip so he didn’t have a chance to do it himself.”

My heart immediately sank as her desires were made clear. I felt even worse when I realized that what she said was proof that I was right; they had been fucking all day. So much so that he didn’t have time to do any yard work and she wanted me to do it in his place.

How pathetic am I? Doing another man’s yard work because he was too busy fucking his hot wife.

“Henry?” she said, interrupting my self pitying thoughts.

I shook my head to snap myself out of my mind. “Oh, sorry,” I said. I turned to look around her yard. It was smaller than mine and wouldn’t take too long, but now that my fantasies were crushed, I didn’t feel a strong desire to help her. “Uhh…,” I mumbled as I tried to think of an excuse to get out of it.

“Please, Henry?” she pleaded with me. “Tony said I needed to get it taken care of this week and I don’t know who else to ask.”

“I don’t know. It’s going to start raining any minute and…,” I started.

She stepped towards me, onto the first step off of her porch. Her large breasts were pushing out of her robe right at my eye level. “I’ll make it worth your while! Come on, don’t make me get on my knees and beg!”

I would love to see you down on your knees in front of me.

I could feel my dick start growing again and my cheeks warming up in embarrassment. I needed to get out of this conversation quickly before she noticed. “Okay, okay. But I need to get started now before the storm starts,” I blurted out as I quickly turned and hurried back to my rake.

“Thank you, Henry!” she shouted out behind me. “Come knock on the door when you’re done and I’ll give you your reward for saving the day.”

I perked up at her mention of a reward and found that I had a sudden enthusiasm towards my new task. I knew that there was an extremely small chance that my reward would be sexual, but my strong longing for sex had latched on to that sliver of hope.

As I grabbed my rake I felt the first drop of rain land on my cheek. I looked up at the darkening sky and saw that the storm had quickly swept over me. The rain quickly started to fall as I hurried to rake up the leaves on both mine and Laura’s yards.

✽✽✽

The yard work took longer than I had expected and hoped. By the time I was done I was thoroughly drenched and unsure if I should bother going home to change before returning to Laura. In the end, my eagerness for my reward won out over my own comfort and I made my way to her house.

I felt myself shaking as I knocked on her door. I wasn’t sure why I was so anxious, but there was something about her that made me feel like a nervous school boy. As her front door opened the warmth of her house hit me and quickly realized how wet and cold I really was.

“Oh, my goodness! Henry, you’re soaking wet!” Laura exclaimed when she saw me. “Hurry up and come inside.”

I stomped my boots on her mat and eagerly rushed inside. The door shut behind me and I felt my jacket being pulled off. I relaxed my body so she could slip it off which was easy to do once I felt my body warming up.

“Let me hang this up so you can dry off a little,” Laura said as she scurried over to a rack beside the door.

As she did so I took the time to admire her home. Laura and Christine had been friendly at times and spent some time together over the years, but I had never connected much with Tony, at least not enough to get invited over. The house was very modern with an open concept and many shades of white and gray throughout. It looked nice, and expensive, but I was surprised to see how cluttered and unkempt it was.

“You must be freezing. Can I offer you some hot tea to warm you up?”

I looked back at Laura and noticed that she was still wearing the same outfit, but no longer bothering to keep her robe tied. I felt my body start shaking again as I admired her delicious body.

“Uhh,” I finally choked out. “That would be lovely.”

She turned towards the kitchen, her robe swaying with her and the soft pitter patter of her delicate footsteps followed. Despite knowing that she had likely been defiled by her husband earlier, she looked pure and angelic. My dick was growing again inside my pants.

“I’m so sorry. I didn’t realize that it would start raining so soon or so hard,” she apologized as she put the kettle over the burner.

When she had her back towards me I quickly adjust my hard dick. “It’s fine. I needed to finish my yard anyways,” I lied, trying to downplay the annoyance I had felt while working on her yard in the pouring rain.

“You’re so sweet,” she said as she leaned against the countertop.

I smiled in response while inside I was dying to find out what my reward would be. Her eyes suddenly enlarged as she looked down at my feet. I followed her glance downward and saw I was standing in a puddle of water.

“You’re soaked through!” she gasped. “This won’t do. Come with me, Henry. We need to get you out of those wet clothes!”


Chapter 3

Drying Off

Laura quickly turned off the stovetop and grabbed my hand, pulling me through the kitchen, down a hall, and into a large bedroom. There I noticed that the bedding was thrown all over, further confirming my thoughts that she and Tony had been fucking all day. Seeing the mess made me wonder if I’d be able to smell her on the sheets. I couldn’t get anywhere near them, however, as she continued to pull me into the adjoining bathroom.

“Strip down and toss all of your clothes into the bedroom,” she ordered as she grabbed a towel out of a cabinet and handed it to me. “Here’s a towel to dry yourself off with. I’ll toss your clothes in the drier and find something of Tony’s for you to wear.”

I groaned at the idea of wearing her husband’s clothes. He was in much better shape than I was and the thought of wearing his clothes sounded humiliating. There was no way they would look as good on me, I would probably look like a child wearing an adult’s clothes.

“That’s not necessary,” I objected. “Maybe I should just go home and change there.”

I started to walk out, but she blocked my path and shook her head. “Nonsense. This is my fault so let me help you. It will be no trouble and I still owe you your reward.”

My excitement of a reward rekindled at her mention of it. “A-alright. I guess I’ll stay,” I said.

“Good. Now get undressed and toss me your clothes,” she replied. With that she walked out of the bathroom, back into her bedroom, and out of sight.

No matter the reason, I don’t see why I should say no to a woman whose telling me to take off my clothes.

I quickly removed my wet clothes as I faced the open door. Normally my dick wasn’t much to look at, but it was still decently plump from all the excitement and I was hoping that she might accidentally peek in and and see it while it was more presentable. Once I was naked I tossed my pile of wet clothes into the bedroom and stood tall and proud hoping she might catch a glance and be interested. She stayed hidden, however, and I watched as her hand reached over and grabbed the pile.

“Good, now dry yourself off and I’ll be right back,” I heard her say from the other room.

When I heard her walk away I shrugged and started to dry myself with the towel she had given me while I waited for her to return.

Maybe I should have kept my underwear. I mean, is she going to give me his underwear to wear? Would it be weird to wear someone else’s underwear? Maybe I’ll just go commando.

After a few minutes went by, I heard her return to her bedroom and stop just outside the bathroom. “I’m back, but, uhh… I have some bad news,” I heard her say.

“Oh?” I asked nervously.

“I tossed your clothes into the drier and then went to look for something of Tony’s for you to wear, but…,” she started. There was a long pause before she continued. “You see, well… I recently decided to become a stay-at-home wife and I’m not very good at it yet.”

“Uhh, okay…,” I said to fill in another pause. I wasn’t sure where she was going with her story, but her tone worried me.

“So, well, I forgot to wash his clothes this week and he must have taken what clean clothes he had left. Specifically underwear.”

“Oh, that’s fine,” I started before she interrupted me.

“Would you be okay wearing some of my panties instead?” she asked, a tinge of nervousness in her tone.

My eyes widened in shock.

Is she serious? She wants me to wear her panties?

My dick started getting hard at the thought of her panties touching my skin, but would it be weird to wear women’s underwear? To be honest, I had always wondered what wearing them would feel like.

“I know it’s weird. I’m sorry,” she said apologetically. Her hand extended to the middle of the open door and she held out a pair of black women’s underwear. “They’re not super girly or anything. Just black bikini briefs. You are surprisingly petite so I think they may fit you alright.”

I stared at the panties in front of me. She was right, they didn’t appear especially feminine or girly. It was just a pair of black underwear; nothing crazy.

Am I really considering wearing panties? I am curious, but would it mean anything? And what if she told Tony I did it? Would he be pissed?

She wiggled her fingers causing the panties to shake in her outstretched hand. I knew I needed to make a decision quickly. As my heart began to race I knew I was leaning towards a specific choice. “O-okay,” I muttered as I stepped forward and accepted the panties.

My hands trembled as they held the panties. I turned around and held them up in front of me. They were just as she had said, simple black panties, but they weren’t just any panties, they were my gorgeous neighbor’s panties. Laura’s panties. I quickly pulled them to my face and took a sniff, hoping to catch even the smallest scent of her, but to my disappointment I could only smell detergent.

“Do they fit alright?” Laura asked me.

Panicked consumed me as I felt like I had been caught. I peeked over my shoulder, but she wasn’t there. Still, I knew I needed to finally put the underwear on.

I lowered them down and stepped into them. My dick was coming to life again as I pulled the panties up my legs; more nervous energy enveloped me as I did. I quickly tucked my dick between my legs before it had a chance to get hard again and then pulled the panties the rest of the way up. They slid nicely into my butt crack and while they were a little snug, they felt surprisingly nice.

“They fit,” I finally answered her as I turned to check myself out in the mirror. Before I could, however, I saw a flash in the corner of my eyes and looked to see her standing in the doorway staring at me. She had a wide smirk on her face and her eyes were lit up excitedly.

“Wow, you actually look pretty good in those.”


Chapter 4

Getting Dressed

My hands darted to my crotch, quickly covering the panties and any sign of my dick that might show through them. Moments before I had been hoping for her to accidentally see me naked, but I didn’t want her to see me like this.

“I already saw you. There’s no reason to hide,” she said as she rolled her eyes. “And there’s no reason to be embarrassed either. You really do look good in those. They even give you a perky little ass.” She stepped forward and gave my ass a light spank, causing it to jiggle.

She thinks I look good wearing panties?

“Uhh, thanks,” I mumbled as I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment. I didn’t know how to feel after being complemented in such a way. This was uncharted territory, a situation I would have never expected to be in. She stepped back out of the bathroom and I let out a sigh of relief to be alone again.

What am I doing? I should have just changed at home!

Various feelings were swirling inside me as I desperately looked around, hoping that I had forgotten to give her at least one piece of my clothing that I could put back on. However, the only clothes in the bathroom were the panties I was already wearing and the only option was the towel I had dried myself off with. I picked it up and wrapped it around my waist to cover up my embarrassment.

Laura soon returned with a bright smile which quickly faded at the sight of the towel around me. “Oh, come on. Don’t be silly. Take that thing off!” she said. “Here, I have more clothes for you to put on.”

She extended a pile of clothes towards me. Just like the panties, they were all black. I apprehensively accepted the pile and set it down on the countertop next to me. As I did, I noticed that the top item on the pile was a bra. I pinched the strap with two fingers and dangled it in front of her. “What is this for?” I asked in confusion.

She shrugged nonchalantly as her smirk returned. “Well, I thought that since you were already wearing panties that you might want to wear a matching bra as well,” she answered. I could feel my nerves firing up again as I considered the option.

Do I want to wear a bra, too? I mean, I wore the panties out of curiosity and intrigue and she’s already seen me so why not wear a bra with them? But I had agreed to wear the panties because I hadn’t expected her to see me wearing them. What if she told someone about this?

As I contemplated wearing the bra, her smirk grew wider as she studied my face. I could tell she already knew my answer, but first I needed some assurance. “Will you promise me that you will never tell anyone about this?” I asked her.

She looked at me gently and said, “If that will make you feel more comfortable, then sure. I promise. But there’s no reason to be coy. It’s okay for men to be curious about wearing women’s clothing. I’ve let men try on my panties before. I mean, it’s only clothes.”

Hearing that sent an instant relief through me. She was right, it was only clothes and it was okay to be curious. I nodded my agreement and grabbed the bra straps with each hand. As I put my arms through the straps, she walked behind me and took the clasps in her hand, helping to hook them behind me.

“Thanks,” I muttered shyly. I looked down and saw the bra against my chest. Like the panties, it was a bit tight, but at the same time the large cups make it look much too big.

Laura giggled as she walked in front of me. “I guess my breasts are a bit bigger than yours.”

I couldn’t help but look down at her perky breasts in front of me and in doing so I instantly felt closer to her than ever by wearing her clothes. What I was wearing had touched her breasts and pussy before.

My dick began to strain between my legs against the tight panties. I felt flushed with lust as I stared at her breasts and then ashamed when she cleared her throat to inform me she saw what I was doing.

“Why don’t you put on the rest of your outfit?” she suggested as she pointed to the pile on the counter.

I suddenly wondered what else there would be. I looked back at the pile to see more black clothing. As I did, I saw her move quickly and she yanked the towel off from around my waist. Feeling suddenly exposed, I quickly picked up the remaining garment and held it up, letting it unfurl in front of me so that it would cover myself from her view. When I focused on it I quickly realized that it was a dress.

I lowered the dress so I could see Laura. She flashed me another smile. “Like I said, I couldn’t find any clean clothes from Tony so this is all there was,” she said with a shrug. “Plus, you’re already wearing the underwear to go with it so why not?”

This keeps escalating quickly… I’m not sure about this anymore.

“Come on, Henry. It’s only for a little bit while your clothes dry. You don’t want to be stuck here wearing only a bra and panties for the next hour, do you?” she continued.

I’ve already come this far and like she said, I really have no other option for clothing. At this point I might as well just go all in and go along with her, right? I mean, I have nothing else going on in my life now that my wife has left me. Why not try something new with a beautiful woman?

I let out a deep breath as I resigned to putting on the dress. I unzipped it and then pulled it over my head, slipping my arms through he sleeves and letting it fall down over me. Laura once again walked behind me to help me zip up the dress.

“Oh, wow,” she let out. “Turn and take a look at yourself.”

As I turned to do as I was told my dress swished and brushed against my legs. My jaw fell open as I saw myself wearing women’s clothing for the first time.


Chapter 5

Proposition

The dress was all black. It was tight around my chest then flared out at my waist, down to just above my knees. When I first looked in the mirror at just my body in the dress with the mounds on my chest from the bra, I was amazed by how feminine I looked. The snug dress had conformed my body and even given me a bit of an hour glass figure. However, when my eyes zoomed out and I saw my hairy legs coming out from below the dress and the stubble on my face accompanying my short hair, I had to admit that I looked pretty silly. Nonetheless, I could feel my heart beating quickly from the excitement of seeing myself dressed up.

I felt hands grab my arms and saw Laura’s head poke over my shoulder in my reflection. “If I were a man I would totally want to fuck you,” she whispered in my ear. Her words sent shivers through my body and my dick once again pressed against my panties.

Why is that so arousing to me?

Her hands slid down my back and then firmly grabbed my ass as she giggled. I jumped at the surprise touch and then turned around to face her. Her smirk had returned and I suddenly had a bad feeling. She once again put her hands on me, this time on my waist. She held me firmly and even though I was a man and was bigger and taller than her, I felt helpless.

“How do you like your reward?” she asked me.

“My reward?” I repeated in confusion. “What do you mean?”

Her head cocked to the side as her hands slid down, grabbed the bottom my dress, and tossed it up so that it puffed up. “Dressing you up was your reward, silly.”

I stared at her in disbelief. How was this my reward?

“I know Christine left you because she didn’t think you were manly enough for her,” she said to my surprise and dismay. Christine had never told me that. “And… I don’t know, you just seemed like the kind of guy that would like to play dress up as a woman so I thought it would be fun to try. So your reward is this new experience.”

I was stunned and speechless. My jaw stuck agape as I continued to stare at her.

Did Christine really tell her that? And did Laura really think I would be in to this?

She laughed. “And it didn’t take more than a silly little lie to get you to agree. You must have been very excited to wear my panties. Don’t worry, I’ll let you keep them.”

“Y-you will?” I managed to say.

“Of course. You’ve probably already soiled them with pre-cum anyways,” she teased me.

My cheeks again burned with embarrassment. She was probably right, my dick was probably leaking from all the excitement.

“Thank you,” I managed to breath out, not knowing what else to say.

She giggled at me as she stepped backwards into the bedroom, not breaking eye contact with me. “But now what shall we do while we wait for your man clothes to dry?”

I could think of a few things I’d like to do with you…

I shrugged and tried play cool as I slowly followed her into her bedroom, hoping desperately that I might lead to something. She looked around the room until her eyes settled on her messy bed. She stared at it while she appeared to be lost in thought. When her concentration finally broke, she turned back towards me with her same devious smile. “You don’t happen to be good at cleaning, do you?”

I was taken aback by her question. “Cleaning?” I asked. “Uhh, well I wasn’t very good until Christine moved out, but since then I’ve been working on getting better.”

She nodded in understanding. “I see. Well, whatever the case, you’re probably much better than I am. We’ve always had a housekeeper come over once a week to tidy the house, but once I became a stay-at-home wife, Tony fired her and said that cleaning is now my responsibility.” She scoffed at the idea of her having to clean. “As if these beautiful hands were meant to clean.”

I laughed awkwardly as she admired her bright pink painted fingernails.

“Anyways, since you’ve already been such a nice, helpful neighbor, what do you think about being a good girl by helping clean up inside my house, too?” she propositioned me.

As if this day can’t get any weirder, now she wants me to clean her house? I already said I was going to go all in, but why the hell would I want to clean her house for her?

While I was lost in my internal debate about what to do, I didn’t notice her approach me. Suddenly, I felt her hand between my legs, rubbing my cock through my panties. “If you do a good job, I’ll even let you come back and dress up again. Maybe next time I’ll even let you wear something sexier,” she whispered as she continued to rub.

My dick strained hard against my panties and started pulsing. A moan escaped my mouth.

“So what do you say? Will you clean for me? Will you be my maid?”

My eyes closed and I bit my lip as my dick throbbed from her touch. “Yes,” I breathed out. “I’ll be your maid.” My eyes shot open in surprise at hearing myself speak. Did I really want to be her maid or was I just that desperate to feel the touch of a woman?

“That’s a good girl,” she said sensually. She continued rubbing her hand back and forth along my cock. It felt so good to be touched by her and oddly felt even better being called a ‘good girl’. “But if you really want to be my good girl I need you to make some promises to me.”

She removed her hand from my crotch, snapping me out of my trance of pleasure. I looked down at her, longing for more, and said, “Anything.”

She grinned and grabbed my chest, fondling the bumps of the bra as if they were real breasts. It didn’t feel nearly as good as her touching my dick, but it still felt nice and arousing. Then suddenly she pushed my chest forcefully, sending me backwards into her bed. Before I could get up she leapt on top of me, straddling me as an aura of power surrounded her.

Her hand returned to my dick, holding it softly. “I need you to promise that you will do everything I tell you to,” she said. I looked into her eyes, feeling dominated and more aroused than I had ever been before in my life. I nodded eagerly and she gave me a light slap on the cheek. “Use your words, maid. And call me Mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress. I promise,” I said. After making the promise I felt as if part of my being left me and was consumed by her aura. As if I was becoming hers.

“Very good,” she said as she started stroking my cock again. I again moaned at her touch as my dick squirmed beneath my panties. Her hand was moving faster now. “You will come over to clean whenever I tell you to. Is that understood?”

I nodded instinctually and she again slapped me in response, this time much harder. “Words!” she bellowed firmly.

“Y-yes, Mistress!” I shouted in response.

Her hand moved faster along my throbbing cock.

“Tony has cameras at the front door and loves to watch the footage to make sure I don’t have men coming over while he’s out of town so you will need to come over dressed as a woman. I can’t have him seeing the man who lives next door coming over all the time.”

“What?!” I shouted.

Her nails dug into my cock as she suddenly squeezed it tight. I gasped in pain and squirmed in discomfort. “Did you already forget your promise?” she spat out through gritted teeth.

“N-no! I’m sorry. Okay, Mistress. I’ll do it!” I pleaded with her.

She nodded and resumed stroking my cock. I relaxed back into the bed in pleasure as she continued speaking. “You must look convincing as well. I will order you an outfit to wear and have it delivered to your house. But you must also maintain a feminine figure. I expect you to keep your face and legs cleanly shaved.”

Part of me wanted to fight her demands and tell her that was asking too much, but the other part of me was too consumed by her soft hands on my pulsing cock. I hadn’t even cleaned for her yet and already she was bringing me such pleasure. My imagination would be running wild with possibilities of what else she might do to me.

“Yes, Mistress,” I finally let out.

“Then it’s agreed. You will be my secret little sissy maid,” she said. “Hmm… I think I will call you Hannah.”

The arousal of the situation and her continued stroking was suddenly too much. My dick burst, pumping out semen into my panties. I groaned as my body melted in relief.

Laura gasped and then giggled as she realized what had happened. “You came already? And I thought we were just getting started. How pathetic,” she said. She pushed herself backwards, off of me and off of the bed. I craned my head to watch her as she started walking out of the room. Just before she left she stopped and looked back at me. “I guess you’re going to have to clean my house with cum in your panties. Now get to work, slut, and don’t you dare drip your seed anywhere unless you want to lick it up.”

Despite having just orgasmed, her threat brought me a new surge of arousal which engulfed me.

What has gotten in to me? Why am I so aroused by this and eager to dress up as a woman and do as she says?

I wasn’t sure why, but what I did know was that I couldn’t wait for more. And I had a feeling that I may have finally found my passion.


Part 2

Giving Up Control

[image: ]


Chapter 1

Dream or Reality?

I woke up the next morning in a haze, unsure if what I was remembering was a dream or had actually happened yesterday. Had I really let my neighbor, Laura, dress me up in her clothes? Did she really make me cum in her panties after I agreed to become her maid? And did I really clean her house while wearing her cum filled panties? It sounded too ridiculous to be true, but as a made my way into the bathroom I saw the very black panties that I had remembered. They were hanging off of the sink, just were I had left them to dry after washing them yesterday. That meant that everything I remembered was true.

Seeing the panties triggered my recollection and the rest of the memories from yesterday flooded my mind. It had started simply enough when Laura had asked me to rake her yard in exchange. I didn’t want to do it, but when she offered me a reward I couldn’t say no. I agreed hoping that something naughty happening between us. I could have never imagined the reward that I actually received.

By the time I was done it had started raining and I was drenched. She welcomed me in and told me to strip down so she could dry my wet clothes. My hopes that something might happen between us were even higher as I stood naked and aroused in her master bathroom. But when she returned from putting my clothes in the drier and offered me a pair of her panties to wear, things took an unexpected turn.

After considering her offer, I was too intrigued by the idea to refuse. I accepted the panties was surprised by how aroused I was to put them on. Then she offered me a bra to wear as well. I was a little more hesitant to wear a bra as it seemed unnecessary, but Laura convinced me to try it and even helped me put it on. Having her see me wearing a bra and panties was both humiliating and sexy, but mostly it was nice to feel the touch of a woman after the three long months since my wife had left me.

Next came the dress. When I agreed to wear the bra I had decided that I might as well just go with whatever she said as I had nothing better to do back in my empty house. So I agreed to wear the dress as well. It was all black and was tight at the top before it flared out at the waist. I turned to look at myself in the mirror and felt Laura’s hands on me as she said, “If I were a man I would totally want to fuck you.”

Thinking back on it now, hearing her speak those words changed me. I remembered feeling weak and powerless to her. As her hands groped me, my body trembled with arousal. That’s when she told me that dressing me up was my reward and that she had been curious to see how willing I would be to accept it, as if she was just playing with me. And that wasn’t the end of her games either. I soon found myself on my back in her bed with her mounting me.

While she straddled me she started stroking my cock through my panties. The feeling of her soft hands rubbing my dick was hypnotizing. That was when she made me promise to do everything that she told me to do. That was when she made me promise to become her maid. I couldn’t believe it when I eagerly agreed, even after she told me that I would have to come over to clean her house dressed as a woman.

She continued rubbing my dick until she made me cum in my panties. It was the best orgasm I had experienced in months, possibly even years. The naughtiness of being dressed in her clothes and being pinned down by the woman I had secretly coveted from afar for so long made it a mind blowing orgasm and I longed for more. I could tell she knew it, too. She left me wearing my soiled panties and ordered me to start cleaning.

It took me a moment to regain myself after being consumed with pleasure. As I stood up I suddenly felt lost and confused. Did she really expect me to clean her house? Either way, I was stuck at her house and I had nothing else to wear other than the soiled clothes I was wearing until my clothes were out of her drier. Not knowing what to do, I decided to kill time by making her bed. I pulled off the blankets and pillows and smelled an aura of sex wafting from it. I wasn’t sure if it was from her having sex with her husband, Tony, recently, or from the cum between my legs, but I knew that this bed had a lot of stories to tell and I hoped to be involved in more of them.

I finished making the bed and then tidied the bedroom by picking up dirty clothes and straightening up. When I had done as much as I could think of, I left her bedroom and returned to the kitchen where Laura was enjoying a hot cup of tea. She ordered me to wash the dishes and clean kitchen counter as she sat back and watched. Occasionally she would get up and take measurements of my body, telling me that she needed to know my sizes in order to order me the perfect fitting maid outfit.

A sexy power emanated from her as she bossed me around. I found it extremely sexy. Before I knew it, two hours had passed and my clothes had been long dried. She finally allowed me to get dressed in my normal clothes and leave, but warned me that I would soon receive a delivery containing my maid outfit and that I should be prepared to dress up and look feminine for her at a moment’s notice.

As I recalled myself bowing to her and saying, “Yes, Mistress,” a fierce arousal returned to me. I thought about masturbating, but had an odd desire to refrain and save it for the off chance that she would want to fool around later. Instead, I grabbed the panties off of the sink and slipped them on, tucking my dick between my legs as I had yesterday. They felt as good as I had remembered. I rubbed my dick through my panties to remember how it felt when Laura had done so yesterday and was overcome with desire to see her again. I wasn’t sure when the next time would be, but hoped it would be soon.


Chapter 2

The Package

I tried to go on with my day as I normally would, but with the naughty secret of wearing Laura’s panties under my clothes it proved distracting. My job allowed me to work remotely, so I was able to stay home and not worry about getting caught with my secret, but as I sat at my computer I felt constant surges of arousal whenever I thought about my panties and remembered the touch of Laura’s hand.

Getting horny during work wasn’t an uncommon thing, I often took breaks to watch porn and jerk off, but this was different. The feeling of wearing Laura’s panties made me feel not just aroused, but naughty. And I loved it.

As my work day started to wind down, my ability to resist my desire to masturbate barely remained. I found myself rubbing my dick through my panties, just as Laura had done to make me cum yesterday. I was getting myself so worked up, but before I had the chance to give in I heard a thump outside followed by a knock on the door. I quickly pulled up my pants and hurried to see what it was. Outside, there was a large package addressed to me.

I don’t remember ordering anything…

I picked up the box and brought it inside, curious to see what it was. I set it down on the kitchen counter, ripped off the tape, and pulled the box open. Inside the box was a collection of various items, all appearing to be clothes.

On top of everything was a note which read, 

“Hannah,

This is your maid uniform. Put it on and come over ASAP for training. I expect you to look fully feminized.




-Your Mistress”




Fully feminized? Oh, shit. She wanted me to shave my legs! But do I really need to shave my legs? That’s such a drastic change. Let’s just see what she sent me first…

I set the note aside and took out the first item. It was a small black thong with lace trim. I motioned to set it aside, but my intrigue overruled my decision and I quickly undressed to try it on. It fit looser then the pair of Laura’s panties that I had been wearing, but being a thong, it still wedged itself in my ass nicely. I liked how it felt. Just like the other pair, I had to tuck my dick down to get the panties to fit right.

So far so good. Let’s see what else there is.

I reached back into the box and took out the next item; a matching black bra, also with lace trim. It had a small cup size and was heavily padded unlike the one Laura had given me yesterday. I didn’t have much of a chest at all let alone the large breasts that she did so it made sense that I would have a smaller bra to wear.

Might as well put this on, too.

I put my arms through the straps and grabbed the hooks and clasps in the back. It was a little difficult to figure out, but I was eventually able to hook them together. I was pleased with how the padding helped give me the look and feel of having breasts.

Again I went back to the box. The next item was a packaged set of sheer black thigh high stockings with a lacy black garter belt. I looked down at my hairy legs, unsure if I should really shave them or not.

Maybe the thigh highs will hide the hair and I can get away without shaving? That way I can at least see how today goes before really committing to whatever this arrangement with Laura is.

I shrugged and decided to take my chances. Getting dressed up as Laura’s maid seemed like a lot of work to begin with and shaving my legs was asking a lot on top of that. So instead I sat down and slipped on the thigh highs one at a time. They were soft and silky against my skin and as I clasped the garters to them, I felt incredibly naughty. When I was done and looked down, however, I was displeased with how visible my leg hair was through the sheer stockings.

She’s not going to pay that close of attention, is she? I’ll be moving around and cleaning the whole time anyways.

The next item in the box was a black dress, one that was very similar to the one I wore yesterday except it had a cut out in the back. I pulled it over my head, pulled it down, and then zipped it in the back. Like everything else so far, it fit better than what I had worn yesterday. It was form fitting around my chest and then puffed out at my waist, the bottom of the skirt falling just above my knees.

At least everything is black. That’s still kind of manly, right? If that even matters anymore…

I expected the box to be empty now that I was seemingly all dressed, but when I looked back inside I was surprised to see several items remaining including another box inside. I grabbed the second box and set it down on the counter before opening it up. I nearly fell backwards in shock at what I saw inside. There was a pair of shiny black high heels that had to be four inches tall.

She can’t seriously expect me to wear these, can she?!

Despite my initial fear of them, I couldn’t deny that I wanted to try them on. I set them down on the ground and carefully stepped into them as I held onto the counter. My feet slipped in easily and I felt my calves activate as my legs extended in the new position of standing in heels. I took a few steps and wobbled around before I gave up and took them off.

I’m not so sure about these… Let’s just see what’s left.

Both arms went inside the box and grabbed the remaining items. There were two left; a white apron and a long, brunette wig.

So much for wearing all black and being somewhat manly. The apron is going to really make me look like a maid and with a wig and heels I’m going to look super feminine!

I shook my head as I rubbed my face in disbelief.

Do I really want to do this and let Laura see me dressed up again? And do I really want to be her maid?

Before I had a moment to think about an answer, my dick gave me one. It started growing at the idea of her seeing me dressed up again. I sighed as I accepted the truth and then put on the wig and apron.

I also resigned myself to trying on the high heels again before checking out how I looked in the mirror. When I saw my reflection I was surprised by how much more feminine I looked today compared to yesterday. The wig and stockings really helped hide some of my manliness. However, I still had a little stubble on my face which I decided I needed to clean up, especially if I wasn’t going to shave my legs.

I used the walk to the bathroom as an opportunity to practice walking in my heels. They were tricky, but I felt like I was quickly getting the hang of wearing them. In the bathroom I shaved my face and then there was nothing left to do but make my way to Laura’s house. But first I would have to brave being outside dressed like a woman.


Chapter 3

Inspection

I cracked open my front door and took a look outside. When no body was around I hurried outside and over to Laura’s house, my high heels in hand and my head down so that my wig covered my face and kept it hidden from the world. I stopped just before her front porch to slip on my heels so she would see me wearing them upon arrival. With my heels on I composed myself and then gripped the bannister tightly as I walked up the steps to her front door.

As I stood in front of her door my heart started racing. I wanted to turn and run back to the safety of my home, but I was already here, I was already dressed up, and the possibility of her touching my dick again was worth any risk. I closed my eyes, exhaled, and knocked on the door.

My heart froze at the sound of her door opening. I closed my eyes tighter and gritted my teeth as I waited for a reaction. “Look at you!” I heard. The softness in her voice gave me immediate relief. I opened my eyes to see Laura standing in the doorway with a grin on her face. She wore a light pink satin robe that was very short. Her blonde hair draped over her shoulder and her blue eyes twinkled in the sunlight. The robe’s rope was tied neatly with a large bow in front that I wished I could untie. She snapped me out of my trance as she stepped aside and motioned for me to enter. “Come in, maid,” she said.

I hungrily hurried inside as quickly as I could while wearing my high heels. When the door closed behind me and the outside world was cut off, I felt a huge solace. When my nerves settled and I felt more comfortable I finally greeted her. “Hey, Laura,” I said.

“Excuse me?” she spat out behind me. Her hand abruptly grabbed my shoulder and forcefully turned me around to face her. “What did you call me?”

I stared at her in a stunned silence until I realized my error. “Oh, umm, sorry. Hello, Mistress,” I mumbled nervously.

She crossed her arms angrily and glared at me. “That’s better, servant. Don’t let it happen again,” she said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good,” she said as she stared daggers into my eyes. Her look made me tremble inside. She had such a dominant tone to her voice and I was worried how she might use it against me. “Now, I see that you received your uniform. Let me inspect you to make sure you’re dressed appropriately.”

She stepped backwards and then walked around me while I stood still and let her examine me. When she was facing me again she began her review. “Your wig is a little haggard and could use some brushing,” she started. Her hand grabbed my chin as she studied my face closely. “And this face… I may need to teach you how to apply makeup so that you look more convincing.”

She wants me to wear makeup? Isn’t that taking things way too far? Why do I need to wear makeup to clean her house?

I thought about complaining about the idea of makeup, but the stern look she still had in her eyes told me not to argue. She next looked at my chest and grabbed the cups of my bra through my dress. “Very good, you were able to put on your bra by yourself,” she said as she fondled my fake breasts. The touch of her hands made me shiver and I could feel my dick start swelling up in my panties.

Her hands then slowly traveled down my body as she again walked around me. She stopped behind my back and I felt one hand stay on my hip while the other moved up my back. Suddenly, her top hand forced me down as she held me tight with her bottom hand. “Bend over!” she barked out.

I fought to balance myself in my high heels, nearly stumbling from the surprise push. When I had secured my footing, I bent over as far as I could just as she had demanded. I soon felt a gust of cool air brush against my nearly bare ass as the skirt of my dress was tossed up onto my back.

“Mmm, yeah. Look at that plump ass,” she growled as her fingers gripped my ass cheeks and spread them out. Her hands soon released my ass and grabbed my hip and she pulled me backwards and humped me. “I wish I had a cock so I could fuck your slut ass. Maybe later.”

I gasped at her words. I was both astonished that she would say such a thing and that I found it so… intriguing.

I felt her finger slip under my thong and pull it up before she let it snap back into place. “Tell me how much you like your slutty little thong,” she said.

I found myself flustered from everything that was happening and it was hard to find any words. “Uhh, umm… It feels nice. I like it,” I finally managed to get out.

“I bet you do, sissy,” she laughed out. She gave my ass a light spank and then her fingers looped into my garter belt and traveled down to the tops of my thigh highs. As she did I felt the air in the room shift and there was an awkward silence. I was unnerved by the sudden change and then, as I felt a leg hair get plucked, I knew what had caused it.

“You didn’t shave your legs, maid?” Laura said in disgust. “Explain yourself!”

I tried to stand up to look at her, but she pushed me back down. I didn’t feel like I had the ability to fight her pressure on me while balancing in high heels so I obeyed and stayed bent over. “I-I guess I forgot!” I lied to her in panic.

“You forgot?” she asked in disbelief. “It’s been less than 24 hours since I told you and I sent you a reminder with your package. Are you lying to me, maid?”

I tried to gulp, but my throat suddenly felt too dry. I didn’t know what to say or how she might react. I decided that asking for forgiveness would be my best course of action. “I’m sorry, Mistress,” I pleaded.

There was a loud smack as I felt her hand slap against my ass. I gasped in surprise at the feeling and stumbled forward until I managed to grab onto the side of a table for balance.

“You’re pathetic,” Laura said dryly. “Clearly I can no longer go easy on you.”


Chapter 4

Committing Myself

Another hard slap hit my ass and caused me to groan loudly through gritted teeth. I could feel Laura’s anger and disappointment through each spank.

Damnit. I should have just shaved my legs. Now I might have ruined all of this!

When she was finally done, my ass was stinging and I had a feeling it would continue hurting for some time. I slowly stood up and turned around to face her. Her arms were crossed tightly and she her face oozed disappointment.

“Do you want me to leave?” I asked, my voice trembling. “Or I could go home and shave if that’s what you want.”

“What I want is a good, obedient maid. Now tell me, why did you disobey me?”

“I-I…,” I stammered nervously. I couldn’t understand why she made me feel this way, so powerless to her, but it was undeniable. “I just thought it was a bit much. I thought I would see how today went before committing to shaving my legs… and I didn’t think you would notice.”

Her eyebrows raised at my answer. “You thought you would see how it went before you committed? Do you forget the promises you made me yesterday?” she asked me pointedly.

“No… I just wasn’t sure if we were just fooling around or how serious you were.”

She backed up as she nodded, appearing as if she understood my answer. “That’s fair. We don’t know each other very well after all. But tell me, would you rather go on being Henry, the sad and lonely man whose wife left him? Or would you rather become Hannah, the sexy and obedient maid who serves her dominant yet fair mistress?”

That’s a tough question… Yesterday was so hot being dressed in her clothes while she rubbed my dick. If not for that I would have just been home alone, bored. She has brought so much excitement back to my life and, well, the women’s clothing feels pretty nice, too. I should have just shaved my legs and committed already. I’m an idiot to have risked losing this. I need to keep her in my life.

I was grateful that she waited patiently for my response. When I was finally ready to answer, I looked up at her, let out a deep breath, and answered honestly and confidently. “I want to be Hannah,” I said.

Her disapproving frown turned into a grin and her locked arms released. “You will need to recommit yourself to me and as you promised yesterday, do everything I say. Are you now willing to do that?” she asked.

I felt a tinge of nervousness return from her question. I really had no idea what to expect from her or what I would be agreeing to in the long run, but there was only one way to find out. “Yes, Mistress,” I agreed.

“Then follow me, Hannah.” She turned and made her way down the hallway towards her bedroom. I followed her, just as I had yesterday, though this time already dressed up in women’s clothing with my dress swishing and my high heels clicking as I went.

She led me into her master bathroom and stopped in front of her large shower. “Your first step towards recommitting yourself as my maid is to shave your legs. Get undressed and get started,” she said as she opened the shower door. She walked passed me and opened a cabinet door, taking something out. “Here’s a new razor you can use.”

I apprehensively took the razor and stared into the open shower.

I can’t believe I’m about to do this, but here goes nothing.

I started getting undressed, feeling uneasy as Laura watched me, but once I was down to my bra and panties she left. I breathed a sigh of relief as I removed the last of my clothes and entered the shower.

✽✽✽

Shaving my legs was a tedious effort, the hair kept getting caught in the razor and taking several swipes to remove. I wished I had an electric razor to use to trim it down first, but I didn’t want to complain or draw Laura’s attention back to me while I was naked. Eventually, I was able to finish and after rinsing off, I was surprised to feel how soft and smooth my legs felt. They felt... nice.

I looked around for a towel as I stepped out of the shower and found one folded on the counter. I grabbed it and dried myself off then tied it around my waist to cover up.

“I’m all done. Should I get dressed again?” I shouted into the bedroom, unsure of where Laura was.

“Not yet. Hold on,” I heard shouted back.

I leaned against the bathroom counter as I waited for her to return. She soon entered with her hands behind her back. “Let me see,” she said as she looked down at my legs, covered by the towel.

I lifted up the bottom of the towel to keep my dick covered while letting her see my now hairless legs. “No. Let me see it all,” she added sternly.

I knew exactly what she meant. She wanted to see my dick. It was cold being mostly naked and just coming out of the shower, I knew it would look smaller than it normally would, but maybe if I was lucky it would grow at the excitement of showing her. Unfortunately, as I opened the towel and let it fall to the ground, I had no such luck. If anything, it actually shrunk more do to being shy and nervous.

Silence hung in the room as Laura stared at my dick, eyes wide in surprise. Finally, the silence broke with her laughter. “No wonder Christine left you! You’re hardly a man at all!” she exclaimed.

I closed my eyes and grimaced. Her words hit me hard and hurt because I knew there was truth in them.

“Well, at least this should go on easily,” I heard her say. I kept my eyes closed as I tried to calm myself from the overwhelming humiliation I felt. Then suddenly I felt her soft hands on my balls.

I opened my eyes and looked down to see her slipping something over my dick. Seeing her touching me made it start growing quickly, but she was able to get the object over it before it could fully get erect. “What are you doing? What is that?” I shouted at her.

“I’m making you mine,” she said as she pulled out a key from the base.


Chapter 5

Test of Devotion

She admired her work as she let go and stood up. The object covering my dick stayed on as her hand left. I reached down and grabbed it, trying to remove it, but it was locked on tight. “What the hell? What is this?” I asked again, anger rising in my voice.

She dangled a pair of keys in front of me. “It’s a chastity cage. You won’t be able to touch that pathetic little dick of yours without these keys,” she answered.

“What?!” I shouted in surprise. “Why would you do that? Give me those keys!”

Her hand swiftly swallowed up the keys as she swung her arms behind her back. “No,” she said flatly. “If you’re going to be my maid, then you need to be fully mine. And now you are. Now you don’t get to cum unless I deem you worthy.”

I resisted my urge to shout again and instead considered what she said.

Does she mean that she will make me cum again? I mean, she would have to unlock me so I could use my dick... maybe she will pleasure me again. Or better yet, maybe I’ll actually get to fuck her!

I took a deep breath to settle myself before answering. “Okay, fine,” I let out.

“Good,” she said with a smile. “Now let me examine those legs of yours.”

She tucked the keys into her bra and then once again kneeled down in front of me, this time placing her cool, soft hands on my legs. I let out a soft gasp at her touch and felt my dick stir inside its cage. As she ran her hands up my thighs, my dick grew more until it pressed against the walls of its restraints and was denied its desire to get fully erect.

Her hands continued up as they wrapped around to my ass. “Mmm, yeah. Nice and soft. I like it.” She grabbed my ass and pulled me closer so that my caged dick was right in front of her face. She glanced up at me with a smirk as she stuck out her tongue and ran it along the length of the cage. My cock strained against the cage harder, pulling against my balls. “You can’t feel that, can you?” she asked with a devious laugh.

I couldn’t and it was maddening. “No,” I sighed.

“Perfect.” She grabbed my thighs and used them to stand up. “Now get dressed. There’s one more way you need to prove yourself to me.”

What else could she mean? I’ve already shaved my legs like she wanted me to. Maybe she just wants me to clean more and really act like her maid?

I started getting dressed as she disappeared into her bedroom. I was amazed by the softness of the thigh highs on my bare skin. Once they were on I couldn’t resist rubbing them to enjoy the feeling. My new cage, however, made it a little awkward to put on my panties. I could no longer tuck my dick as I had before, though having it compressed in the little cage helped keep it small so that it fit under my thong. It did leave a little bulge though.

When I was fully dressed I walked into the bedroom to see Laura sitting on the edge her messy bed waiting for me. “Don’t you feel so much more feminine now with your girly legs?” she asked me with a smirk.

I hadn’t considered it, but I suppose I did. “I guess so,” I answered.

“That’s good,” she said as she nodded in approval. “Now I want you to feel even more like a woman as you prove to me your willingness to follow my orders.”

“A-alright,” I mumbled. Her words made me nervous. I looked around for any clue as to what she meant, but there was nothing apparent.

And then she spread open her legs and beckoned me forward with her finger. Excitement consumed me as I saw a hint of her pink panties between her legs.

Does she want me to go down on her?!

I hurried over and stood between her legs as her smirk grew wider. “On your knees, servant,” she demanded as she motioned down with her finger.

She does! I can’t believe it!

I kneeled down and grabbed her soft thighs as I stared at her little pink panties between her legs. My dick was once again fighting against its new cage as my lust for Laura intensified. I couldn’t wait for further instructions; I had to have her. I looked up at her as I ran my hands up her legs.

Laura was biting her lip, clearly aroused by the moment just as I was. But as I hooked my fingers in the strings of her thong, she grabbed my hands and shook her head. “No… not that. I have something better for you,” she said softly.

It pained me to release her panties; I was so close yet so far away. I ran my hands back down her thighs to get an extra feel of her sexy legs, and kept my hands on her knees to stay connected to her.

Her hands reached beneath the blankets next to her and pulled something out. At first it was a big pink blur, but when she rested it on her crotch while pointing towards me, I saw what it was. It was a large penis shaped dildo.

“W-what’s this for?” I asked in shock.

She chuckled at my question. “Isn’t it obvious? I want you to suck it.”


Chapter 6

Losing Control

My instinct was to shout at her and reject her ridiculous idea, but I knew that this was a test and rejecting her demand would just anger her and kill my chance to spend more time with her.

I can’t suck this dildo, can it? It looks just like a dick! Wouldn’t that be… weird? Who am I kidding, this has all been weird. Look at what I’m wearing! I just have to remember that I’m doing it for a beautiful woman and that it’s not real.

I looked up at her to remind myself of her beauty. Her long blonde hair was draped over one shoulder, just brushing against the top of her luscious breasts. She was immaculate. I couldn’t think of anything I wouldn’t do to just have the opportunity to be close to her.

I just need to do it and get it over with. For her.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath as my hand reached out and grabbed the shaft of the dildo in front of me.

“That’s right take my cock in your mouth,” Laura hissed out.

I leaned forward until I felt the tip of the dildo touch my lips. My mouth opened and I slowly let the fake dick enter me. My lips ran along the head and on to the veiny shaft, feeling each bump. I didn’t really know what to do or what she expect me to do, so I quickly pulled my head back without taking too much of it inside of me.

As I pulled my mouth back I opened my eyes and gazed up at Laura. She gave me an approving nod and a look that told me to keep going. So I did. I pushed forward once again and took the dildo back in my mouth.

“See? Sucking cock isn’t that bad. And don’t you feel like a naughty little girl when you take that cock in your mouth?” Laura said as she brushed my hair.

I hadn’t thought how I felt about what I was doing yet, but her question made me wonder. I considered it as I pulled the fake dick out of my mouth again. I focused on how I felt; how my body felt. My body was tingling and to my surprise, my dick was pressing against its cage.

Do I actually like this?

Whether or not I actually did, there was little doubt that she was right. I did feel naughty. I wasn’t sure if I was ready to admit that to her though so I returned a noncommittal shrug.

“That’s not a no so I’ll take it as a yes. Especially with how eager you seemed to suck my cock. You didn’t even argue, you just went for it,” she giggled. “Though I bet you wish our roles were reversed and that I was sucking your cock instead.” She moved her foot between my legs and nudged them as if telling me to spread them open. I did so. Her foot continued between my legs and underneath my dress. I felt it touch my caged dick and she began to rub her toes along it. “But that’s not possible, is it? Not while you have your little dick all locked up.”

My dick pressed harder against the cage at the feeling of her touch. She was right, I would love for our roles to be swapped and growing more and more frustrated as she teased me. I decided to take a risk. I pulled the dildo all the way out of my mouth and said, “You could unlock it.”

Her back arched as she let out a boisterous laugh. I felt a rush of embarrassment and returned my focus and mouth to the dildo to hide my disappointment.

“Christine never told me how funny you were! And she told me a lot about you,” she said as her laughter settled. “You have a long time before your cage will be unlocked. I won’t even consider it until you have proven yourself to be a loyal and dedicated maid for me.”

“How do I do that?” I asked, mumbling my words with my mouth still full.

She softly rubbed my cheek and gave me pitying look. “You’re so simple, aren’t you? Our relationship is very simple. You do what I tell you to do. That will make me happy and if I’m happy enough, I may make you happy. Do you understand, maid?”

I felt so meek, so small in her presence. Never had I felt this way or been so under the control of another person. The feeling was intoxicating. Without realizing it, I had started sucking the dildo faster and taking it deeper in my mouth. I was becoming increasingly aroused and my sucking showed it. I nodded with a mouth full of the fake cock.

“I wish I could make this cock unload in your throat. I bet you would love the taste of cum in your mouth,” she giggled. She pulled the dildo away and then tapped me on the cheeks with it. I kept my mouth open in case she wanted to stick it back in. “That’s enough for now, you’ve proven yourself enough to me for now. But don’t worry, maid. There will be plenty more dick sucking in your future.”

With that she snapped her legs shut and pushed herself up and off of the bed. She beckoned me to stand up and I did so, standing just inches away from her. She leaned in and whispered into my ear, her warm breath sending shivers through me. “You may go home now, Hannah. I’ll text you again when I need your services.”

Her hands wrapped around my waist as she spun me around and gave me a slap on the ass, sending me home. I took a few steps then looked back over my shoulder at her, hoping she would change her mind and tell me to stay. I didn’t want to leave. Instead, she shooed me away with her hand.

I refrained from sighing, not wanting her to hear my disappointment, as I trudged out of her bedroom and towards the front door. My dick was still straining hard against my cage and I was dying to touch it and pleasure myself, but I knew I couldn’t.

My dick was now under Laura’s control. And I loved that.


Part 3

A Sissy Maid's Reward

[image: ]


Chapter 1

Denial

As the next few days went by I quickly grew more aware and annoyed by the chastity cage that my neighbor, Laura, had locked on me. I was also becoming annoyed that I hadn’t heard from her since I was last at her house. I knew it had only been a few days, but I had expected her to call me back to her house to act as her maid and have some fun with her already. To make matters worse, every time I thought about what she might do to me or let me do to her whenever she unlocked my cage, my dick strained hard against it.

I tried rubbing my hand along the cage and stimulating it in various ways, but I couldn’t feel anything nor find a way to relieve myself. That only further reminded me of the control she had over me and turned me on more. It was becoming a vicious cycle and I was already starting to feel desperate for her to unlock me. I wasn’t sure how much more I could take… even though I knew I didn’t have a choice in the matter.

I knew she could call me over at any moment, however, so I made sure I was ready for her. I kept the maid uniform that she bought me nicely hung and clean while keeping my face and legs cleanly shaved as per her demands. I didn’t want to disappoint her like I had the last time. Part of me still wondered if that was why she hadn’t called me to come over again.

After a couple more days went by I was stunned when I looked outside and saw Laura’s husband’s car parked in their driveway. She had told me that she needed me to clean the house to make it look nice for when he returned from his latest business trip. Tony being back already seemed to mean that my services wouldn’t be needed.

I was becoming so confused by the whole arrangement. She had told me that she had recently become a housewife and that Tony had fired their house keeper and told her that cleaning was now her responsibility. She didn’t want to clean, however. Instead, she convinced me to dress up in women’s clothes and locked my dick in a chastity cage so that I would agree to become her maid. I had done a little cleaning the first time she dressed me up, but none in the days since because she had yet to call me back over. But why not? Why hadn’t she invited me back to clean before Tony returned home?

It drove me crazy thinking about her with Tony, too. I knew shouldn’t because she was his wife after all, but it was hard not to. That didn’t change the attraction I had to her or the memories I had of her rubbing my dick through my panties and licking the outside of my chastity cage. I spent far too much time thinking about the days I had spent with Laura, but it was hard not to with the constant reminder locked around my dick.

I tried my best to distract myself from thoughts of her and anything else that might arouse me. I put my plan to better myself into overdrive and worked valiantly around my house, fixing what was broken and even spending lots of time cleaning. I was actually getting my house and myself to a point where I thought my ex-wife Christine would be impressed enough to consider coming back to me.

That would be if the thought of my ex-wife wasn’t suddenly so awkward to me. While I hadn’t slept with our neighbor, she had essentially given me a hand job and seen me naked. It could easily make things awkward if Christine found out about it. But even if Christine were to come home, Laura now held the key to the cage around my dick so how would I even begin to explain that. I’m sure she would be impressed all that I’ve done to improve myself and fix up the house, but if she found out that I was also spending time dressing up as a maid for our attractive neighbor she would likely slam the door in my face once again.

I hadn’t considered the effects that my new relationship with Laura might have on Christine, but as I thought about it more, why should I? She walked out on me. The two days I had spent with Laura had been more exciting and kinky than anything Christine and I had done during our marriage. Still though, if she were to come back to me it would be hard to say no. I still loved her and felt a large void in my life without her.

✽✽✽

Finally, two days later, I received a text from Laura. It read, “I need my maid NOW. Come ASAP.”

My heart skipped as I read the message and then read it again. She hadn’t forgotten about me and she did still need me. I threw aside what I was working on and quickly ripped off my clothes as I hurried to my bedroom. When I opened my closet doors to see my black maids dress hanging in front of me, my excitement grew.

I put on my black thong and bra, slipped on my black sheer thigh high stockings and clipped them to my garter belt, pulled on my black dress, and tied on my white maid apron. My whole body tingled at the feeling of the clothing on me. It felt so good to wear again. I went into the bathroom to put my wig on neatly and then returned to my bedroom to grab my high heels.

My dick was pressing hard against its cage by the time I reached the front door of my house. I wasn’t sure what my mistress had planned for me, but I knew that there was always a chance for something sexy to happen. And after a week locked in chastity I desperately need something so I would do anything it took to get it.


Chapter 2

My Return

I eagerly rushed out of my house and down the street towards Laura’s house.

My mistress said she needs me and I need her, too. So badly.

I had a skip to my step as my excitement and fantasies carried me up the steps towards her front porch. I stopped in front of her door, slipped on my heels, and straightened my dress. I had to look my best for my mistress. Just as I raised my hand to knock, Laura opened the door and caught me by surprise. Seeing her beautiful face as the door opened was refreshing and further built up my happiness to be back.

As she motioned for me to come in, I noticed that she was more dressed up today, wearing tight black leggings and an oversized cream knit sweater instead of the normal revealing robe that she wore. She still looked sexy and her leggings made her ass look amazing, but it was a little disappointing to see her perfect petite hourglass body so covered up by the loose fitting sweater. As I admired her I also noticed that she had a different energy about her today. It was an anxious and worked up energy.

Once I was inside she slammed the door shut behind me and hissed out, “Finally! What took you so long!”

Her greeting shocked me. I had dressed up and hurried over as hastily as I could. I didn’t know what else she wanted out of me. I realized, however, that she was clearly stressed and arguing wouldn’t help, especially with the dynamic that we had between each other. “I’m sorry, Mistress,” I said with my head hanging low.

“Yeah, fine. Whatever,” she replied dismissively. “I need you to clean my house and I need it done fast. Tony wasn’t pleased with how the house looked when he returned from his trip. He just left and told me that it better be cleaned by the time he’s back.” Her voice was panicked and it almost sounded like she was pleading with me for help rather than ordering me. It felt different.

“Why didn’t you have me clean before he returned, Mistress,” I asked curiously.

Her eyebrows furrowed at me and her eyes lit up with an angry fire. “Don’t you think I had planned on that? Tony came home from his trip a day early. He said he wanted to surprise me. Well, he certainly surprised me… and threw off my plans to have you clean the house.”

Her explanation was a huge relief to me. She hadn’t been mad at me and she had wanted me to return sooner, but her husband had come home earlier than expected. “Oh, I understand. I’m glad to be back, Mistress. My cage…”

I wasn’t sure where I was going with my comment, but before I could say another word she slapped me. “Don’t you dare speak about your cage to me, sissy. You don’t have a cage just like you don’t have a dick. I do,” she spat out. She reached between my legs and grabbed the caged dick between them. “This is mine and mine alone. Do you understand?”

Her touch both sent shivers and fear through me and both responses made my dick swell up. “I understand, Mistress,” I replied.

She continued, “I decide when the cage comes off. Any mention of this cage from you will only make me want to keep it on longer. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You like having your tiny dick owned by me, don’t you,” she said softly, as if she could tell that my dick was starting to grow in the cage that she still held. She started stroking the cage and my dick started straining harder against the cage and my knees felt weak.

Damn, she’s so fucking sexy when she’s dominant like this. This was worth the wait.

I hadn’t liked her ownership of my dick for most of the last week when I hadn’t seen her or been able to touch myself, but now, back in her presence, I loved it. My breath was growing heavy as my dick pressed harder against its cage, trying to grow erect and trying to actually feel her touch. “Yes, Mistress,” I breathed out.

She grinned at me and the patted the top of the cage and let go. As her hand released the cage, I felt like I had melted into a putty that was hers to mold and play with. “Lucky for you, now is your chance to prove yourself as my maid. Do a good job for me and I won’t forget it. Remember, you make me happy and I might make you happy,” she said.

I felt a surge of adrenaline course through me at the proposition of getting her house clean for a chance to please her. I looked around the house, observing the mess and clutter. It was definitely messier than I had left it a week ago, but it wasn’t terrible. “How much time do I have and what do you need done?” I asked her.

“I don’t know and everything,” she replied, looking annoyed. “Why are you asking me? You’re the maid, you’re supposed to know what to do. Just go clean everything.”

“If we’re low on time… are you going to help clean?”

Her face contorted into a disgusted looked. “If I wanted to clean then why would I be bothering with you? No, I am going to shop for more sexy lingerie to wear in order to distract my husband from my poor cooking. Now get to work and stop asking stupid questions. I don’t want to hear a word from you until you’re done.”

With that she shooed me away with her hands then distracted herself with her phone as she walked away. I was left standing alone in the middle of her house, left to clean.


Chapter 3

Cleaning

And so I began cleaning Laura’s house for the first time while dressed fully as her maid. My high heels clicked and clacked as I stormed through her kitchen, washing the dishes, cleaning the counters, and tidying up. I had never done much cleaning before, especially in such a rush, but there was something about being dressed as a maid and ordered to clean that kicked me into a new gear and put me in the right mindset to do what needed to be done.

As I worked in the kitchen, Laura was true to her word. She sat at the kitchen counter as she shopped online for lingerie. She made sure to occasionally grab my attention by asking if I liked various outfits and thought they would look good on her. I wanted to tell her that anything would look good on her, that she was a goddess, but I didn’t want to come off as creepy and I had a feeling she already knew all of that.

All of the clothes that she showed me were various styles of teddies. Most of them were in shades of pink or red and all of them were very lacy. Some of them were bodysuits and some had attached garters. Some had built in bra cups and some were completely see through. All of them looked sexy and all of them looked amazing on her when I pictured her wearing them in my mind. I also couldn’t help but wonder how they would feel to wear and how they would look on me. But those thoughts would have to wait for now as I needed to stay focused on the my task at hand. I needed to make my mistress happy.

The more I cleaned the more confident I began to feel with my work and the more I began to really feel like a maid. I swiftly moved around the house picking up trash, reorganizing piles, and tidying up. It wasn’t even my house yet somehow I knew exactly what to do with everything.

When I was done with the kitchen and main living area, I made my way back to the bedroom. As usual, it was quite the mess; the bedding was tossed all over, there were clothes scattered around the room, and bathroom towels piled in the corner of the room. I tried to reserve judgement as I went to work.

I started by picking up the dirty towels and tossing them into the washing machine and then moved on to picking up the clothes off the ground. The clothes hampers were already very full, but I piled the clothes in the best that I could. I knew these would need to be washed as well, but I doubted I would have time to help with that. For now, at least they would be off the ground and make the room appear cleaner.

Maybe she will bring me back tomorrow to finish my work…

The bedroom was already looking much better with the floors cleaned of clutter. I moved on to the biggest mess that was the bed. The sheets were wrinkled and in need of being changed, but I didn’t know where the linens were and I didn’t know how much time I had left so I decided to just make it as neat as I could. I was never one to make my own bed, but since my first time here, I had made a point out of making my bed as practice. I pulled the sheet up and taut on each side and then did the same with the coverlet. Next, I gave the comforter a good shake to fluff it and pulled it up before folding all of the bedding down to make room for the pillows. When the pillows were fluffed and put back in place, the bed looked as inviting as ever.

I hope I get the chance to be in that bed again soon. At this point I would take whatever I could get for a chance to cum with her again.

With the bedroom done, I returned to Laura to ask where her vacuum cleaner was. She shrugged and told me to open hallway doors until I found it. I did exactly that and eventually found it in a hallway closet filled with other cleaning supplies.

This must have been stocked by their old house keeper. That’s good to know about.

I took out the vacuum and started cleaning the floors. As I quickly made my way through each room of the house, I began to drip with sweat and my feet were beginning to ache. At the same time I still felt full of energy.

Cleaning in high heels is a lot of work, but it’s also kind of relaxing and invigorating. It feels… natural. Like I’ve embodied a classic housewife.

I chuckled at the thought of me as a housewife as I wiped my forehead and pushed the vacuum into the bedroom. Just before I turned it back on, I suddenly heard a loud gasp and footsteps running down the hall; I froze as I waited to see what was happening. Laura stormed into the bedroom with a panicked look in here eyes.

“Tony is home early! You have to hide!” she shouted.

My heart started pounding nervously and I quickly appreciated her fear. My head swung from side to side, desperately looking for somewhere to hide.

Laura was thinking, too, until she pointed and said, “Over there. Get in the closet!” She hurried over and opened the door and I let go of the vacuum cleaner and ran inside, pushing my way back behind the hanging shirts and dresses. “Don’t you dare make a sound or else…”

She stopped as the sound of footsteps came down the hall. She quickly slammed the door in my face as I heard her say, “Hey, baby. You’re home early.”

Tony was indeed home and I was trapped in their closet dressed as a woman.


Chapter 4

In the Closet

“Wow, the house looks great… or, well, it looks much better. Were you actually vacuuming?” I heard a man’s voice say.

Laura returned an awkward laugh. “Of course. Anything to make my baby happy,” she said.

“Anything, huh?” he asked.

“Anything,” she whispered back.

He released a predatory chuckle as I heard her gasp. “The thought of you home cleaning for me is so fucking sexy.” There was a loud thud and a squeak; it sounded like he had thrown her onto the bed.

I heard the smacking of lips and then Laura breathed out, “Oh, Tony. You’re going to mess up the bed! I just spent so much time making it nice and neat for you.”

“And you’ll do it again, because that’s your job. You clean for me, you cook for me, and you spread your legs for me,” Tony growled. Laura let out a breathy gasp as Tony grunted. “You won’t be needing your pants anymore.”

They’re about to have sex with me trapped in here? And on the bed I just made?

I heard the jingling of a belt being removed and the unzipping of pants and then I knew they were definitely going to fuck. Tony let out another grunt and Laura a gasp and I knew his cock was inside her.

I wish I could see what was going on!

Tony’s grunting and growling continued, growing louder each time. Laura moaned with each slap of skin I heard.

“Fuck yeah, take my cock!” he spat out.

“Mmm, yeah. Give it to me, baby,” Laura cried out. Her moans gave me chills; they were so sexy to hear. I wished I could be the one making her cry out in passion.

I noticed my dick was swelling up in its cage. I closed my eyes and imagined I was the one fucking her and started rubbing my cage beneath my dress. Each of her moans made my dick grow harder and harder until it was pressing firmly against the walls of the cage. I wished desperately that I could touch my dick once again and pleasure myself to the beautiful sounds of Laura. I would just have to hold out and hope that some day when she unlocked me that she would give me the chance.

“Yeah, you like that? Tell me how much you like my cock,” Tony said, snapping me out of my fantasy.

“Mmm, yeah. I love your cock, baby,” Laura replied. Her tone was over the top and exaggerated, just as her moans were starting to sound. It was beginning to seem like maybe she wasn’t as pleased with what was happening.

Is she faking it?

Tony didn’t seem to realize or care as he continued. His grunting was growing wild and primal. And then he let out a loud bellowed moan. “Fuck yeah!” he shouted.

I could hear them breathing heavily while the rest of the room was quiet for several minutes. I fought the urge to touch myself more as I was afraid that now that they were done, they might hear any noise I made.

Finally, I heard some rustling and Tony said, “Alright. I need to head back out to meet up with some potential clients. I just came to check in and make sure you were making progress on the cleaning. I’m glad to see that you are.” I heard the sound of feet on the floor and a belt being buckled. “Consider that quickie a bonus for your hard work so far.”
Is he leaving already? He just comes home, fucks his wife and then leaves? Damn, he’s lucky.

“Oh, thank you, baby. Have a good meeting,” Laura replied.

“Thanks. And you keep up the good work here. A few more hours and I bet the house will be sparkling. At least I hope it is by the time I get home.”

He’s lucky, but he’s also kind of a dick, isn’t he? No wonder Laura was looking for someone to help her.

“Just you wait. The house will look immaculate by the time you’re home.”

I listened as I heard the sound of walking down the hall. I waited patiently, trying to listen for more sounds of what was happening, until Laura finally opened the door to my closet. I was momentarily blinded as the light from the bedroom flooded into the dark closet, but when my eyes adjusted I saw Laura looking less than her normal bright self.

“Sorry you had to hear all that,” she said sadly as she moved aside to let me come out.

Seeing her like this made me feel bad for her. I had always considered Tony to be a lucky man for being married to such a woman as Laura, but I had never considered her side of the relationship. He was possessive and demanding of her. “I’m sorry you had to go through all of that,” I replied.

She let out a laugh at my response. “I can’t believe I’m getting pitied by a man dressed as a maid. How has my life come to this?” she said. “It’s not so bad though. At least he has a big dick.”

I felt a flush of embarrassment from her words. They seemed to be pointed at me and my small, caged dick.

A silence hung between us until she started speaking again, “Speaking of you being dressed as a maid... you heard Tony’s demands, right? He expects the house to be sparkling when he comes home tonight. And you know whose going to make it that way, right?”

“Me?” I asked apprehensively. I had assumed that once Tony returned I would be done for the day and escape back home once I had the opportunity. I didn’t expect that he would leave so soon and that I would stay to continue cleaning. The idea of staying was appealing, though.

“That’s right,” she said with a grin. “Now stop standing around uselessly and make your mistress happy!”

“Yes, Mistress. Right away!” I let out as I hurried to get back to work.


Chapter 5

Discovered

Laura curled up in bed, once again distracting herself on her phone and playing loud music to drown me out. Her mood had shifted once again and there was an awkward energy that hung in the room. I wanted to talk to her, to ask her if she was alright, but I thought that I would be better suited making her happy by cleaning.

I planned on starting where I had left off, by vacuuming the bedroom. I returned to the vacuum cleaner, but just as I grabbed the handle there was a sudden and loud commotion behind me.

“What the fuck is this?” I heard a voice shout out over the sound of Laura’s music.

I turned to look at Laura on the bed. She looked as pale as a ghost as she stared towards the bedroom door. Panic consumed me and a large pit formed in my stomach. I had a feeling I knew what I would see when I turned around and I dreaded it. When I finally built up the courage to do so, I found that I was right. Tony was standing in the doorway.

“Did you hire back the housekeeper without my approval?” he shouted angrily.

Laura was still frozen, unable to respond. I kept silent as well, trying to keep my head down so he couldn’t tell who I was. Laura and I were both too stunned to answered him, however, and when he didn’t get his answer he decided to find out for himself.

I thought my heart would burst out of my chest as it pounded harder with each step he took towards me. As he approached he hunched over, trying to peek at my face from a low angle. “Hey, maid. Don’t you remember that I fired you? I’m not going to pay you for this work,” he said to me.

I turned my face further to the side to better hide myself while his eyes examined me. “I-I…” I tried to talk, to say anything, but couldn’t find anything to say. I was caught and trapped and had no idea what he may do when he discovered my true identity or what Laura had done with me.

“Stop it, Tony!” Laura finally shouted out. “Leave the maid alone…”

He quickly turned towards her and a huge relief flooded me as his focused moved off of me. I started creeping away while he talked to her. “Are you going to explain this? I told you to clean the house and you just hire back the housekeeper to do the work for you?” he said.

I looked into Laura’s eyes, pleading with her to leave me out of the conversation. Her eyes caught mine for a second and I thought I caught the hint of a grin form on the edge of her mouth. “That’s not the housekeeper and you don’t have to pay them,” she said. She crossed her arms and straightened her posture, suddenly growing more confident.

“What?” Tony said in confusion. I was almost out of the door when Tony turned again to look for me. He leaned closer and I saw his eyes light up in recognition. “Is this… is this the weird neighbor guy? The one that Christine left?”

I backed up until I hit the doorframe. A whole new level of dread consumed me.

He knows who I am! Will he tell Christine? How am I ever going to live this down?

He stepped closer and brushed my hair to the side as he lifted my chin up so he could see my face. My body trembled at his touch. “It is! What the hell is going on?” he let out.

He turned back to Laura who responded to him with a casual shrug. “I didn’t feel like cleaning so I convinced someone else to do it for me,” she answered him.

Tony looked back and forth between us. “You convinced our neighbor to dress up like a maid to clean our house? And he doesn’t want to be paid?”

She shrugged again. “I can be persuasive,” she giggled. “So yes, I convinced him to be our maid and clean our house. You know how perverted men can be. His payment is his being able to flaunt his perversion in front of me.”

Tony started laughing. “I thought you cleaning for me was sexy, but the fact that you’ve done this… fuck, you’re amazing,” he said as he rushed forward and gave her a passionate kiss on the lips.

“Mmm, thank you, baby,” Laura let out when their lips left each other.

He let out a large sigh as his body relaxed. “I was so worried when I saw someone else was here, but this… this I can get behind,” he laughed out. “I just came back because I forgot my phone. I’ll just grab it and let you get back to this whole thing.” He walked to his side of the bed and picked it up his phone from the nightstand.

“Don’t you worry, baby. Hannah will have the house looking as good as new by the time you’re home,” Laura said with a smirk on her face as she stared at me.

He gave her another kiss and then stopped in front of me on his way out. “Remember. The best way to break a horse is to ride them hard,” he said firmly. As he walked out of his room and down the hall he let out another boisterous laugh, leaving me feeling humiliated.

My head sagged down as shame weighed me down. “I should just leave,” I mumbled.

“Oh, no. You’re now our official maid. I don’t even have to hide you anymore. This is great news,” she said as I heard her get out of bed.

“It is?” I asked as she walked towards me.

“Yes, it definitely is,” she said softly. I felt her hand grab my chin and lift it up gently. Her plush lips touched mine and pressed into them. They were plump and juicy.

My shame suddenly evaporated and a new hope enveloped me. My eyes opened wide in disbelief as she pulled away from me. I was stunned and so grateful.

“Now go make your mistress happy,” she said. “I suddenly have a great idea for how to reward you for your hard work. But you won’t get it until you’re done.”


Chapter 6

Reward

I worked hard for the next several hours, harder than I could have ever imagine. By the time I was done, sweat was dripping from my forehead and soaking my dress. I was exhausted, but not enough to reject my reward that would surely come.

My feet ached in my high heels as I hobbled back to Laura who was still comfortably laying in bed. “I think I’m all done, Mistress,” I said, forcing a smile and trying to hide my exhaustion from her.

She let out a sigh and said, “I guess that means I have to get up, doesn’t it? Wait here while I go take a look around.” She slowly got out of bed and walked out of the bedroom.

I took the time to sit down on the bed, figuring the closer I was to it, the more likely I would be invited into it. My heart pounded as I waited for her to return.

I’m pretty sure that I not only cleaned everything I could, but that I also did my best. I hope she likes my work!

Laura soon returned to the room and started clapping. “Well done, maid! You’re almost as good as our old cleaner. I think you’re a keeper,” she said with a smirk.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I gushed excitedly.

This means I get my reward, right?

“Don’t get me wrong, you definitely still have room to grow… well, your skills as a cleaner do, but your dick doesn’t,” she said with a giggle. “I’m going to expect you to clean better and faster next time. And I won’t be as generous or forgiving. Do you understand?”

My excitement was growing with each word. It definitely sounded like I would be rewarded. “Yes, Mistress. I understand,” I answered.

“Very well, Hannah. This time you have earned your reward because I’m in a charitable mood, but don’t expect it every time.”

I was practically shaking with excitement now. “Yes, Mistress. I understand.”

“Good, now bend over the bed while I prepare,” she said as she walked towards her closet.

I couldn’t fathom why I would need to bend over, but I wasn’t about to ask. I did as I was told and waited as patiently as I could while I heard her rustling through her closet behind me.

“Tony inspired this reward when he said I needed to ride you hard to break you,” she said as she walked back towards me. She flipped up the back of my dress and then slapped my ass.

My excitement dipped as I tried to make sense of her words. I looked back over my shoulder and saw that she had removed her sweater and leggings. But she had added a new item, the dildo she had me suck last week was now strapped to her crotch and aimed right at my ass. As she pulled my thong to the side her intentions suddenly became clear to me.

Is she going to fuck me with that?!

“Woah, woah, what are you doing with that?” I asked in a panic as I flipped over to face her.

She smiled at me. “I’m going to fuck you. Hard. I’m going to give you a pleasure like none that you’ve experienced before. One that will make you beg to come back to clean for me time and time again,” she said in a soft yet firm tone.

“Uh, that’s okay. I’m good without that experience,” I mumbled out.

Laura gasped and looked hurt. “Are you rejecting your mistress’ generous reward and breaking your promise to do anything she said? I guess you don’t want to be my maid after all. And you certainly never want to be released from your cage.”

A pit formed in my stomach. She had me. Either I let her fuck me or I lose out on this experience with her. I tried to consider my options, but in the end I knew I had none. And to be honest, I was a little interested.

“A-alright,” I let out in a whimper.

The smile returned to her face. “Good, now turn over, slut.”

I did as she said and turned back over, pointing my ass towards her. I heard the squirt of a bottle of lube and the sound of her slathering the liquid on the dildo. I closed my eyes and waited for her to begin.

“You’re going to remember this forever and you’re going to love it, Hannah.”

She brushed the tip of the dildo on my asshole and I flinched at the touch. Her hand grabbed my hip and pulled me back as I felt a pressure on my ass. It pushed hard until it popped inside me. I gasped at the feeling of being penetrated as her dildo entered me.

She continued pushing the fake dick inside of me as I let out a loud moan. I could feel it stretching me out as it pushed further inside. I felt a small sense of relief as she pulled it back, but then soon felt the strong pressure of her pushing it back in again and let out an uncontrollable moan.

“Mmm, yeah. You like that don’t you, Hannah?” she said in a mocking tone.

My breath grew heavy and I struggled to find any words to respond with. I was unsure if I did like it; it was such a new feeling. The only thing I could manage to get out was another loud moan as my fingers gripped the bedding tightly and she continued to fuck me, moving her dick back and forth inside of me.

“Don’t leave me hanging. Tell me that you like my fucking!” she said firmly.

I turned my head to the side as it mashed into the bed with her increased force. I gasped for air and managed to breathed out, “I like it.”

She responded by shoving the dildo harder and further into me. A hand ran down my back until it grabbed my hair and pulled me back. Her other hand gripped my hip tighter as she continued her hard fucking.

I could feel my ass loosening more with each thrust as the dick slid in easier and faster. I also started to notice my dick pressed against its cage firmly. “Holy fuck,” I cried out.

“I told you that you would like it,” Laura laughed out. “You were born to take cock and I’m going to turn you into my perfect little sissy maid.”

I moaned louder as the pressure built inside my chastity cage.

She slowed down and said, “I want you to beg for more cock. Beg for me to make you my sissy.” I took her slowdown as an opportunity to catch my breath, but when I didn’t respond soon enough she stopped all together. “I told you to beg.”

Do I really want more or was that enough of this new experience?

I considered it for a moment before feeling my dick throb and my body crave more. I wanted more. I needed more.“Please fuck me, Mistress. Please make me your sissy,” I pleaded.

“Oh, I will, Hannah. I will.” She started fucking me again slowly, but quickly built up her speed and force. “I didn’t think I’d be able get this hole dick inside you, but your slut ass really swallowed it up.”

Between the feeling of her pounding my ass and feeling naughty from her words, I suddenly couldn’t take anymore. I let out a bellowed groan as I felt my dick erupt. My groan continued as I felt my dick fill my panties with cum once again. I let out a sigh as my body melted into the bed and my dick drained itself.

Laura must have noticed as her fucking slowed down and came to a stop. “Did you just cum in your panties again?” she gasped.

“Yes,” I chuckled.

She quickly pulled the dildo out of my ass and then spanked my bare ass hard. “I was just getting started,” she whined. “You never let me have any fun. I’m done with you. Take your cum-filled panties and get out of my sight.”

I forced myself to turn over, still feeling the reminisce of ecstasy from my orgasm. Her face was frowning and her arms crossed as the dildo still dangled from her crotch. It wasn’t how I had imagined us fucking for the first time, but I suddenly felt even closer and indebted to my goddess of a mistress.

“Why are you staring at me like that. I told you to leave!”

I smiled in response and then pushed myself up, off of the bed. “Yes, Mistress,” I said as I started walking out of the room.

“Be ready for me to call upon you again soon, maid!” Laura shouted after me.

She wouldn’t have to worry about that. I would be more ready and willing than ever. I would always be ready to do anything for her. Anything for another chance at reward like that.


Part 4

Filled with Desire

[image: ]


Chapter 1

Girlfriends

I still couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t believe that I had let my neighbor, Laura, fuck me. And not just that, but the fact that I liked it. A lot. So much so that when I woke up the next day I felt different. The experience had changed me and given me a new a new appreciation for my relationship with Laura. And an even greater desire to be her maid.

Lucky for me, now that her husband, Tony, knew about my new role in her life there were no more limitations. Laura now called me over often to clean their house, do their laundry, or even just to show off her new lingerie and tease me. And what a tease seeing her in lingerie was. Seeing beautiful blonde hair drape over her perfect body in her lacy teddies and negligees would make my dick throb hard in its chastity cage. Those visits were always when I was most desperate to be unlocked from my chastity cage and have my way with her. Though as the days and weeks went by without being unlocked, it became more and more clear that I wouldn’t be released, especially not for that purpose.

Despite the fact that she didn’t take off my chastity cage or allow me to cum every time I saw her, I still loved every second of being with her. I was even starting to feel better when Tony was around. He didn’t act weird or treat me poorly; he simply ignored me or treated me like the housekeeper that I was. I was never happy to see that he was home, however, as he didn’t know about the sexy rewards that his wife would give me and she didn’t want him to. Whenever he was home meant that my work would be strictly cleaning and there would be no chance at receiving any sort of pleasure. Laura might grab my caged dick or spank me when he wasn’t looking, but never would I receive my new favorite reward while he was around.

Thankfully he wasn’t around very often; he still frequently went on business trips, leaving Laura home alone and giving me more time with her. While she would probably never admit it, we actually started growing closer during that time alone together. And while I’d hate to admit it, it was like we were becoming good girlfriends. I made this realization when she started to invite me over when there was no cleaning to do. It was just so we could spend time together. At first she would paint my nails pink so that I thought of her every time I looked at my hands and then she even taught me how to apply my makeup so that I looked extra feminine for her. If I was lucky, she would even let me try on some of her lingerie. I often felt like her doll. I let her dress and make me up however she wanted. And I loved that as well.

Nights like those made me ever grateful to have Laura in my life. While she could be strict and demanding at times and even harsh when I deserved to be punished, she was still a bright spot in my otherwise dull life. Before Laura had called out to me for help on that stormy day two months ago, I was sad and lonely. My wife had left me and while I was trying to better myself and my life, I still felt aimless and without purpose. Laura had given me the purpose and passion I had been lacking and had helped me desire to better myself even further. For the first time in a long time I was happy with my life and who I was.

And rhe happier I felt, the more in tune I felt with myself. Dressing up as a maid and being Hannah rather than Henry started to feel natural and even right. My life as Henry quickly became longing to be Hannah and even when Laura didn’t need me I found myself dressing up to be Hannah even when home alone. I bought my own clothes to wear and even bought my own makeup supplies to apply and practice with. The first time I showed up to see Laura with full makeup on she was surprised to see that I took my role to the next level, but also not surprised because she had seen how much I liked it when she applied it on me.

While I continued to wear my normal maid uniform to Laura’s house, my personal wardrobe of women’s clothes was becoming expansive. I had expanded my collection of panties so that I could wear them every day and added an array of dresses, skirts, and blouses that I could rotate every day. As each week passed I found myself wearing my sexy lingerie and women’s clothing more and more often to the point where I hardly wear my old man clothes anymore.

I loved my new life and my new passion just as I loved my mistress. She had opened my eyes to this lifestyle and was helping to unleash my true self. Though I did often wonder how far my self transformation would go. Was there more locked up inside of me ready to be discovered? Could I possibly give up on wearing men’s clothes altogether and just live as Hannah? Could there be any more to our relationship and would Tony always be in the picture between us?

One thing that I was certain of was that marriage was no longer for me. The more I dwelled on my past relationship with my ex-wife Christine, the more I soured to the idea. Our marriage had grown stale and boring. I had never felt as happy or passionate as I do now. But still I knew that I had loved and still loved Christine. If she were to sudden return home and accepted me for what I had become and who I now was, would I accept her back into my life?

Considering I hadn’t heard from her in over five months, I didn’t expect to ever have to really consider that question. That is, until the one fateful day when my world would be forever changed again. The day when I would have to make the biggest decision of my life.


Chapter 2

New Gift

The day started like any other Saturday would. I woke up wearing my satin pink sleep camisole and shorts with my pink and white polkadot thong on underneath. I was extra excited for today as I had a standing appointment with Laura every Saturday to do a deep cleaning of her house. By nine o’clock I would be fully dressed and cleaning her house as I did every weekend.

As I rolled out of bed, my dick was straining hard against its chastity cage as it always did in the morning. The sensation was uncomfortable for the first week, but now I saw it as a reminder of my service to my mistress and it made me happy. I couldn’t remember the last time I had actually touched my own dick, but strangely enough I didn’t miss it. I received all the pleasure I needed in my life by serving Laura and receiving whatever rewards she deemed me worth of on any given day.

Actually, I had come to like the feeling of not orgasming often. I found that abstaining made me more focused and driven and I was able to get more done every day. One day when I was feeling particularly horny I let this fact slip and Laura told me that she would make sure to withhold my orgasms extra long because I loved it so much and because it would make me a better maid for her. I loved hearing that in the moment. Knowing that she had such control over me was always arousing, but there were definitely times since when I regretted it as she would make sure to stop fucking me before I could get close enough to cum.

Thinking of her fucking me again made my dick strain harder. I had a good feeling that if I played my cards right today she would grant me another opportunity for such a pleasure. Laura had been teasing me all week about how she had bought a new strap on and dildo that she was excited to try out on me. All I needed to do was my normal Saturday routine and I would surely get the opportunity to feel her new dildo inside of me. But before I could do that, I would first need to start my morning routine.

I had really come to love my weekends as Laura’s maid. Every Saturday morning I would start with a nice, long shower during which I would do a full body shave. By the time I was done I felt so refreshed and feminine and I loved how that felt.

Next, I would slip on my bright pink satin robe to have breakfast. The robe was an old one of Laura’s that she was going to throw out but instead offered to me. I felt so special to be able to wear a piece of her every morning. When I was done with breakfast I returned to the bathroom to apply my makeup. Every day I felt a little more confident with my abilities and would get a little more daring. However, on days like today when I knew I would be working hard and sweating, I kept my makeup to a minimum. I only applied foundation, eye shadow, eye liner, mascara, and lip stick. Feeling a little extra saucy today, I decided to go with a dark red shade of lipstick for a more lustful appearance.

After makeup it was time to get dressed in my uniform. I started with my choice of panties. Today I decided to wear a black thong with pink hearts, one of my favorites. Then I put on my sheer black thigh high stockings and garter belt. I still loved the feeling of the stockings on my hairless legs and could rarely resist my urge to rub my legs once they were on. Next, I put on my black lace bra and my black dress. I capped my uniform off with my white maid’s apron and my 4-inch black high heels. As I admired how my body looked I put on my long, curly brunette wig and brushed it to make it presentable; I always had to look my best for my mistress. I took another look in the mirror at my whole body and I approved of what I saw. I loved my full feminine look and was happy that it was now time to present it to my mistress.

Now that I was fully committed to my life as Laura’s sissy maid, I no longer feared having to walk over to her house. With my wig, makeup, hairless body, and women’s clothing, I felt invincible and, more importantly, passable to the casual passer by. I made my way over and knocked on the door.

Laura quickly opened the door with a big smile on her face. “Good morning, Hannah!” she said as she invited me inside.

“Good morning, Mistress,” I greeted her with a slight bow. I had to fight hard to suppress my urge to ask if she got her new dildo delivered, but luckily I didn’t need to wait long to find out.

“I have some surprises for you today!” Laura let out giddily as she clapped her hands together.

“The new dildo?” I asked coyly, blushing as the words came out.

Her eyebrows perked up at the mention. “Didn’t forget about that, did you?” she laughed out. “Well, yes, but also some other surprises. Come here.”

She led me into the kitchen were there was a box on the counter. She reached in and then extended me a smaller package. I took it in my hands and then opened it to reveal what appeared to be fake breasts. “Boobs?” I asked.

Laura let out a squeal and then stepped to my side to gaze upon them next to me. “That’s right! You slip them into your bra and then you’ll have breasts. I got you D-cups so you have big ones like me. Oh, and you’ll need this new bra to fit them in.”

I took the bra from her without looking as I stared at breasts in awe. I hadn’t even considered having fake breasts, but now that I had them in my hands it felt so obvious. And so right. “Should I go put them on?” I asked eagerly.

“Of course, but first I have one more gift,” she replied. She reached back into the box and pulled out another item; it looked like a miniature dildo. It was about 4-inches long and shaped like a dick. “This is your new butt plug. I expect you to wear it every time you come over to help keep your asshole nice and loose for when I feel like fucking you. It even vibrates to give you some pleasure while you work.”

I gasped at the idea. “Thank you, Mistress! You’re too good to me,” I exclaimed happily. I stared at my gifts and was practically shaking in excitement.

“You’re welcome, Hannah. Now go put those in so I can prepare your next surprise.”


Chapter 3

Surprise

I hurried down the hall, through Laura’s bedroom, and into the master bathroom, bringing my new gifts along with me. I set the items down on the counter and then took off my dress so I could put them on.

I decided to first put the butt plug in so I also pulled down my panties. I opened the drawer were I knew Laura kept the lube and used it to slather up the plug. Then I bent over, reached around, and then pushed the butt plug against my asshole until it slipped inside of me and went all the way in. It was weird to feel something in my ass that wasn’t continually fucking me, but she did say that it could vibrate so maybe that would help. Though even without the movement, I did like how it felt and knowing that I was wearing it to improve Laura’s abilities to fuck me really turned me on.

I next removed my bra and replaced it with the new, bigger one that Laura had given me. I recognized it as one of hers that I had seen while I was putting her laundry away and felt flattered that she would give up one of her own for me. It was all black with lace trim on the cups and more importantly, it was big enough to hold my new fake breasts. I slipped the boobs inside and then tightened the bra straps to better hold them in. As I adjusted the bra, my breasts jiggled just as real ones would. The sight elated me and I shook my body to watch them move more.

When they stopped jiggling, my hands grabbed them firmly to feel them. They were big enough to fill my hands and when I squeezed them they actually felt like real breasts. I loved them. I put my dress back on which suddenly fit a little tighter thanks to the mounds on my chest. I turned to the side to check out my silhouette in the mirror and was amazed at the sight of them. My hands again grabbed them and then ran down my body. I felt and looked so feminine and sexy.

I love my new gifts! Mistress Laura is too good to me.

Once I was done admiring myself I knew it was finally time to get back to work. I double checked my makeup and straightened my dress before starting back down the hall towards the kitchen where I had been talking to Laura. As I made my way down the hall, however, I stopped in confusion as I thought I heard another woman’s voice. A woman other than Laura.

Is there someone else here? Is that my next surprise?

I crept forward and continued to listen, feeling a little guilty that I might be spoiling my surprise, but I couldn’t help it. I was too curious. I heard Laura talking, but couldn’t make out what she was saying. Then the other voice spoke again and it suddenly clicked.

I know that voice… that’s… that’s Christine! What is my ex-wife doing here? I can’t let her see me like this!

I started panicking and backing up back towards Laura’s bedroom, trying to remember if there was another exit in the house other than the front door. But before I could get very far, I heard Laura shout out, “Hannah, is everything alright in there?”

I gulped as I tried to think of what to do. “Yes, almost done,” I shouted in response, trying to buy more time. I hurried back to Laura’s bedroom and looked at myself in the mirror. The reflection that I had just loved was now a source of great angst.

What am I going to do? Even if I take off all of my makeup, I don’t have any clothes to change into…

Suddenly I heard footsteps nearing me and turned to see Laura standing in the doorway. “Is everything alright?” she asked me.

My heart was pounding. I didn’t want to upset her, but I also didn’t want to face my ex-wife. At least not like this. “I-I… I heard Christine and I panicked,” I admitted as my head sagged down in shame.

Laura nodded in understanding and gave me a pitying look. “That was supposed to be a surprise, but I guess that’s spoiled,” she said. “What? You’re afraid to see your ex?”

I gestured at my outfit as I exclaimed, “Looking like this? Yes! Of course I’m afraid to see her. Nothing good could come out of seeing her like this!”

Laura smiled as she stepped forward and gave me a soft kiss on the cheek. “Have I ever been bad to you, Hannah?”

I looked up into her beautiful eyes. “No, Mistress,” I replied.

“That’s right. So now why would you suddenly betray me like this? Why won’t you be a good maid and do as you’re told?”

More shame consumed me as her words hit me hard. “I’m sorry, Mistress, but…” I started.

She slapped me hard and silenced me. “There are no ‘but’s, maid. You do as I say and that’s it. Do you understand me?” she spat out at me.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. As I released it I nodded. “Yes, Mistress,” I replied.

“Good,” she said as she gently patted my cheek. “Now hurry up. Christine has been dying to meet you.”

My eyes bulged open. “She has?” I blurted out in shock.

Laura flashed me a wicked smile. “That’s right. You see, you have nothing to worry about because Christine already knows all about you, Hannah. And I can’t wait to show you and your new tits off to her,” she said.

I felt frozen as she started to fondle my breasts.

Christine already knows what I’ve done? What I’ve become? Then I guess there really is nothing to worry about… I guess it’s time for her to see the new me, the real me.

I finally snapped out of my funk when I suddenly felt a jolt surge in my ass and through my body. Laura smiled at me as she waved a little remote in front of me. “Maybe a few vibrations will help give you some courage,” she said.

The feeling was amazing and intoxicating. I closed my eyes to embrace the feeling and then let out a sigh as I forced a smile. “Okay. Let’s go see my ex-wife.”


Chapter 4

Christine

Despite accepting my mistress’ demand for me to see Christine, each step closer made me more nervous. I couldn’t believe that I was about to see my ex-wife while dressed as my Hannah persona. On the other hand, Laura seemed to be cherishing the moment and not the least bit concerned with my feelings which was concerning. We made our way into the living room where for the first time in months, I saw Christine.

She was sitting on the couch twiddling her thumbs as she waited. She appeared to be nervous, just as I was, which I was grateful for. She was wearing a loose fitting peach blouse that was tucked into her skinny blue jeans; an outfit that I knew to be one of her favorites. When she heard the sounds of my heels approaching she looked up at me and saw the new me for the first time. Her eyes widened in surprise as they scanned my whole body, as if trying to decipher what was in front of her.

“Oh, wow,” she let out in a hushed tone.

I awkwardly crossed my arms, resting them under my fake breasts. “H-hi, Christine,” I mumbled.

Her eyes stopped on mine and she stared silently into them for a moment. “It is you, isn’t it? Henry?” she asked.

“Hannah. This is Hannah, my maid,” Laura blurted out before I could answer. Her words made my cheeks burn with embarrassment.

Christine smiled at me and said, “Nice to meet you, Hannah.”

“Nice to meet you as well, Christine,” I replied. It felt weird to say to my wife, but I wasn’t sure how else to respond.

This is going pretty well so far. Maybe it won’t be so bad…

Christine leaned back in the couch and crossed her legs as she continued to study me. And then her eyes turned to Laura. “How the hell did you do this to my husband?” she suddenly laughed out.

I was taken aback. It felt like she was laughing at me. I was even more shocked when Laura joined in. “I told you I could do it,” she replied.

“I mean, he was never very manly, but this? How could I have ever expected you to be able to transform him like this…,” Christine said in awe.

“You haven’t even checked her out yet. Why don’t you take a closer look?”

Christine stood up and started walking towards me. I was frozen in fear and humiliation at the sudden shift in conversation. She walked around me as she ran her fingers along my dress. When she stopped in front of me her eyes locked onto my chest and her hands soon touched my new breasts. “These are bigger than mine! And they feel so real,” she gasped.

I closed my eyes as her hands explored me. The longer I wore the fake boobs the more apart of me they had begun to feel. It actually felt like she was really touching my breasts and it felt nice. When her hands began to slide down my body, I opened my eyes just in time to see her kneeling down in front of me, holding the hem of my dress.

She lifted up my dress and giggled at the sight of my panties and stockings. “Wow, cute panties, Hannah.”

I blushed again as Laura raised up my dress more to take a look. “Are those new? I don’t remember seeing these ones,” she said. “But look at what’s underneath them, Christine.”

I closed my eyes again tightly as I felt Christine’s fingers brush against my thigh on the way to my panties. I felt her tug on them and then, as they came down, the room went silent as she saw my chastity cage for the first time. The silence hung for a moment until I felt her touch it and I gasped in surprise.

“I forgot how small his dick was… although it looks even smaller in this,” she said as her fingers started rubbing the tiny cage. “This thing is locked on and she can’t feel my touch?” she asked Laura.

“That’s right. It’s locked and she can’t feel a thing. It’s so she can’t pleasure herself. It makes her a much more dedicated, willing, and submissive servant,” Laura answered.

I opened my eyes back up as I felt my dress fall back down. Christine stood back up and was looking at Laura in amazement. “And she is a good cleaner? When we were together, Henry never lifted a finger for me.”

Laura laughed as she motioned around the room. “I’ve never lifted a finger myself. I owe my clean house to Hannah here.”

Christine looked around the room, her eyes lighting up even more. “That’s truly amazing.”

“She has been a fun project,” Laura added. “And invaluable to my household. Even Tony loves her work.”

Christine shook her head in disbelief. “Tony knows about her and is okay with… this?”

Laura shrugged. “He gets a clean house and a happy wife out of it. Why wouldn’t he be okay with it?”

Christine’s attention fell back on me. “And you like this, Henry? You like being her maid?” she asked me.

Hearing my old name snapped me out of my daze. I looked at Christine and opened my mouth to respond, but no words came out. Admitting to her that I liked being our neighbor’s maid seemed wrong. I felt a hand on my back and looked at Laura to see her give me a supportive nod. Her touch and support filled me back up with memories of how she had helped me over this last months and I knew my answer. “Yes. Yes, I do,” I replied to Christine.

Christine nodded as she looked away contemplatively. When she looked back at me she smiled. “He… Hannah, would you consider…,” she started nervously. “Would you come back to me? Would you be my maid and let me be your mistress?”


Chapter 5

The Decision

It was a question that I could have never imagined hearing. Christine wanted me back. And not just to be her husband, but to be her maid instead of Laura’s. The thought of it felt like the ultimate betrayal to my mistress; after all, she was the one that helped me become my new self. But on the other hand, Christine was still technically my wife as our divorce hadn’t been finalized. I still loved her dearly and the thought of being with her again was comforting.

I glanced back and forth between both of the women. Christine was giving me her old seductive look; flashing her devilish smile and blinking her lust filled eyes. Laura had a look of anger and I could understand why she would feel that way after what Christine had just asked me and my lack of answer. The fact that I had taken this long to respond would likely warrant me a punishment later. My fingers started rubbing my temples to soothe my aching head and I backed away from them to give myself some space.

“Are you kidding me? You haven’t rejected her yet after all I’ve done for you, you ungrateful slut?” Laura spat out at me. She then turned towards Christine and continued, “And you! You left him, he didn’t leave you. You have no right asking him to come back to you. Especially after I’ve turned him into my sissy servant!”

Christine rolled her eyes at Laura while keeping her focus on me. “The fact that you haven’t said no yet means you still love me. Well, I still love you, too, Henry. And I’m sure I’ll come to love you as Hannah as well. I’ll let you wear whatever you’d like and you can clean anytime. In fact I’ll make you,” she said as her hand cradled my cheek.

“You don’t know the first thing about Hannah’s needs or how to be her mistress. Only I know what you need, Hannah. And what you want,” Laura interjected.

I was utterly torn. I cared deeply for both women in different ways and both would let me continue being Hannah. I didn’t know what to do.

“Well, baby? Who will it be? Will you be mine again?” Christine asked softly. Laura scoffed at the question.

“Can’t I have both of you?” I finally built up the nerve to ask.

“Both of us?” both women scoffed in unison. Laura crossed her arms and glared at me while Christine rolled her eyes. Both were looks I had grown used to from each woman.

“I-I can’t decide. You both mean so much to me,” I added, hoping to plead my case.

“You can’t have both. You need to decide, babe,” Christine replied. “Me or her.”

“That’s right. Just pick me and let’s get this over with,” Laura said.

The pressure of the decision was becoming too overwhelming. “I don’t know! I can’t decide!” I yelled out.

Each woman put their hand on my back to calm me. Feeling their gentle touch helped me feel better, but also made the decision harder.

“Maybe we’re going about this the wrong way,” Laura said. “Maybe we need to have a friendly competition to help Hannah decide who her mistress will be.”

“Oh? I’m listening,” Christine replied.

“Yes! Let’s do that,” I added as I nodded eagerly at the idea. I wasn’t sure what she had in mind, but at least it would help buy me some time to think.

Laura smirked. “We each get ten minutes to pleasure Hannah to the best of our abilities. After each of us goes, then Hannah has to decide based on who was best,” she explained.

I was elated by the idea of each woman pleasuring me.

That sounds amazing!

Christine considered it for a moment and then said, “Deal. I know exactly how to pleasure my husband.”

“And I know exactly how to pleasure my sissy,” Laura said smugly. “There will be a few caveats, however. No unlocking her cage, no undressing her, and NO making her cum.”

“Fine,” Christine said.

“You can go first, Chrissy. If you need any tools or accessories for this I’m sure I can loan you something.”

Christine laughed and gestured to her body. “I have everything I need right here.”

“Alright, then let’s get started, shall we? Everyone to the bedroom,” Laura said as she motioned for us to follow her.

Christine followed and I brought up the rear as we all walked down the hallway to the master bedroom. My heart was beating rapidly. I couldn’t believe what was about to happen.

This is going to be the best day ever!


Chapter 6

Winners

When we made it to the bedroom, Christine hastily ripped off her blouse and jeans. She stared at me wearing just her small leopard print thong and white bra. I could feel my dick swelling up as she stepped towards me and unhooked her bra and threw it to the ground, unleashing her breasts. My eyes drifted down to her nipples and I remembered how much I always loved to suck them when we had sex.

Her hands grabbed my waist and drew me in close to her. Her cheek nuzzled against mine as I felt her hand slip underneath my dress and grab my caged dick. “Remember how much fun we used to have together? If you’re my maid we could have all that and more,” she whispered into my ear.

I shivered at her touch and sensual words. My dick filled up its cage as she continued to rub it. I couldn’t feel her fingers on my dick, but I could sense it through the cage. It felt good, but I knew it wouldn’t be enough to win my affections.

“Time’s ticking and your promises won’t help you beat Laura. She really knows how to please me these days,” I whispered back, feeling empowered in my rare moment of control.

Christine growled in frustration as she swung me around and pushed me down on the bed. She jumped on top of me and stared into my eyes. “I guess I’ll have to work for this,” she said with a grin on her face. Her lips suddenly swarmed mine as I tasted my wife for the first time in months. It was a familiar and welcome taste that sent a comforting warmth through my body.

Our kissing quickly became more passionate as her hand once again reached under my dress and began rubbing my caged dick. The more she touched me, the more my lust for her returned. My dick strained hard against its cage, longing to return to the warmth between her legs, but being denied.

“I want you inside of me,” she breathed softly.

My dick gave another hard push against it’s prison and I groaned in discomfort. I wanted her badly, too. I flipped her over and took control, starting to dry hump her for some semblance of fucking. As I rubbed my caged dick against her pussy I grabbed her breast and started sucking on the nipple. I ran my tongue around it and flicked it in between sucks. I actually thought I could cum if I continued grinding my dick on her. It all felt so good, but I longed for more.

“I need you,” I muttered.

“I know, baby. That’s why you need to come back to me and be mine,” she replied.

Hearing her words reminded me of what was at stake and my stomach twisted at the thought. I pulled away and pushed myself up to look at her. She bit her lip and gave me a look that told me she wanted more.

Before I could get back to her, Laura shouted out, “Alright, time to stop!” I turned to look at her and was surprised to see her. I had been so engrossed in Christine that I blocked out everything else. Laura was clearly ready for her turn as she, too, was now wearing only her panties. Well, panties and a strap on with a large dick shaped dildo hanging from it. My eyes bulged at the sight.

That must be her new dildo! It’s looks so much thicker and longer than the old one! Is she really going to fuck me with that?

“That looked pleasant, but are you ready for some real pleasure, Hannah?” Laura said.

Christine pushed herself up on the bed and stared at Laura. “What the hell is that for?” she asked.

Laura laughed at the question while her eyes stayed on me. “Why don’t we show your ex how my sissy maid finds her pleasure these days. Assume your position, slut.”

I eagerly crawled off of the bed and then bent over it, pushing my ass out towards Laura. She tossed my dress up onto my back and I swayed my ass back and forth invitingly as I hungered for her cock. The head of the dildo ran up and down my crack, teasing me, as Laura said, “Do you think you can take my new, big cock, sissy?”

I looked back at her and gave her pleading eyes. “I hope so, Mistress. Please let me try,” I begged.

“Alright, but no crying if it hurts. We may just need to stretch you out more.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

With that I felt the dildo push against my ass until it burst inside of me. I gasped at the feeling of its extended girth as it made its way deeper inside.

“What the fuck?” I heard Christine say in disbelief.

“Mmm, yeah. That PG-13 act that you did was cute, Chrissy, but my sissy needs more than that. She needs a good fucking. Isn’t that right, maid?” Laura said, her voice oozing with dominance.

“Yes, Mistress!” I eagerly agreed.

She continued to push the fake cock deep inside of me, deeper than I had ever been fucked before. Every little bit deeper it went felt better than the last. I moaned loudly with each of her thrusts. At this rate, I wasn’t sure I would be able to last the full ten minutes without cumming.

“This is what he wants now? Well two can play at that game!” I faintly heard Christine grumble from behind me. I was in too much ecstasy to divide my attention away from the deep fucking I was receiving.

My hands gripped the bedding fiercely as the dildo stretched me out more. Laura was increasing her pace and pounding my prostate hard. It felt so good. But just went I thought I could feel any more pleasure I received another surprise as Christine rushed onto the bed and in front of me.

I pushed myself up and was shocked to see another dildo dangling in front of me. I instantly recognized it as Laura’s old one. I looked up at Christine and she gave me a stern look and hissed out, “Suck it, slut.”

I opened my mouth and she shoved it deep inside. She began thrusting it in and out, making me gag each time she pushed it in.

“What are you doing? This is my time!” Laura shouted at her.

They started arguing, but I couldn’t focus on them. Both of my holes were being filled and fucked hard. I closed my eyes and let out constant muffled moans as the pleasure intensified. My dick was throbbing.

All of the sudden I noticed that the fucking slowed down and the room became quieter. Both of my women were still grinding the cocks deep inside of me, but they were no longer pulling out for the full thrust. I opened my eyes to see what was happening and was stunned to see them both leaning over the top of me as they made out.

Each of their hands were full of each other’s breasts as the sounds of their wet kisses began to fill the room. Part of me wanted to cry out and demand them start fucking me again as this was supposed to be the time for my pleasure, but the other part of me was too aroused by the scene unfolding above me. Seeing my two perfect women making out while they were each inside of me was so arousing. So sexy.

My chastity cage was being pushed to it’s limit as my dick labored to break free and get erect. I decided to let them continue as I fucked myself. I began pushing my body back and forth so that when one dildo went in deeper, the other pulled out. It was surprisingly effective, especially with the girls providing little thrusts as they continued with each other.

I strained my neck to keep my eyes on them as my mouth and ass were pleasured. I wished I could be kissing them, too, but I wasn’t sure if I wanted it more than I wanted the Christine’s cock to stay in my mouth. Either way, seeing them together gave me a rejuvenated hope that everything would work out. But in the event that it didn’t, I went back to taking as much pleasure as I could from the moment.

It didn’t take long before that pleasure consumed me and my constricted dick had reached its limit. My cock burst and let loose a surge of cum into my panties. I groaned at the wave of pleasure that consumed me and stopped my movements so that I could embrace my orgasm. When my dick was done unloading itself, I pulled the dildos out of my mouth and ass and rolled onto my back to watch the passion between my two women continue to build. When they finally noticed that I had moved they stopped and joined me down in the bed.

“Looks like my little sissy came in her panties again,” Laura giggled.

“Mhmm,” I let out between deep breaths. “That was amazing.”

“Yeah, that was pretty nice,” Christine laughed out. “Unexpected, but nice.”

Laura rolled onto her side and looked at me. “So, Hannah. Have you made your decision? Who will be your mistress?”

I looked at her and then at Christine. “I can’t choose. I need both of you. I need more of that,” I answered. They looked at each other and leaned forward to kiss once again.

“I think I can accept that,” Christine said with a grin.

“Mmm. Me, too,” Laura agreed. “But if I’m still your mistress, then you still owe me a clean house today. And it looks like you will have to clean with cum filled panties again because you’ve been a naughty girl.”

I pushed myself up and out of bed where I bowed towards the women. “Thank you, Mistresses. You won’t regret this,” I said excitedly before hurrying off to start cleaning.

I still had a long day of cleaning ahead of me, but I felt like I was walking on clouds as I began. I was suddenly living a fantasy. And I couldn’t wait to serve both of my mistresses.
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Becoming a Sissy Maid: Unlocking Hidden Desires

After allowing his marriage grow stagnant, Brad is faced with a tough decision. Wear a chastity cage or lose his relationship with his wife, Melissa. Melissa has issued him this ultimatum after years of growing unhappy in their marriage and because she believes that wearing a chastity cage will help turn Brad back into the loving, supportive man she married.

When Brad agrees, Melissa begins to give him daily chastity chores. Motivated by his desire to prove his devotion to his wife, Brad performs his chores diligently even as Melissa begins to add to his list of chastity chores. To further test his love and growing obedience, Melissa decides to tell him to dress up like a French maid for a deep cleaning of the house. When Brad not only agrees but seems eager to dress up again, Melissa understands that Brad was meant for a different life and takes it upon herself to unlock his hidden desires.

Blackmailed Sissy Maid

Chris has a secret, he likes to wear women’s panties under his clothes and even sometimes sneaks away to his office to wear dresses and lingerie. But what he doesn’t know is that his wife, Amy, has find out. 

When Amy confronts Chris, she forces him to reveal his stash of women’s clothing by threatening to reveal his secret to the world. But that’s not all she has planned for Chris. Seeing his secret wardrobe inspires her to make him dress up. And seeing him dressed up gives her an even better idea. To make turn him into her sissy maid.

Read the story of how Amy transforms her husband into the perfect, submissive sissy husband.

Turned Sissy by my Lesbian Girlfriend

Jack and Maya are deeply in love and living a perfect life together. Or so Jack thinks. Maya has a secret she has been hiding; she has recently admitted to herself that she is a lesbian, but hasn't told Jack in fear of losing him. So in order to keep him, Maya develops a plan.

When she finally admits her secret to Jack, he can't believe it. But when Maya reveals her plan to keep them together, he sees an option, albeit a strange one, to keep them together. Her idea? To have Jack start a transformation to become a woman so they can stay together as a lesbian couple. 

Out of his deep love for his girlfriend, Jack hesitantly agrees to give it a try, interested to see how far she will make him go towards becoming a woman.  Will he quit before it is complete or will Maya unlock his inner sissy and complete her plan?

Follow along the story of Jack as he becomes dominated by his girlfriend and transformed into Jackie, a submissive sissy who is always eager to please his girlfriend.
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