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Chapter 1

The New Maid


“Ican’t take it anymore!” Erin shouted, throwing her arms in the air. “This house is a pigsty. I can’t live like this. We need to figure it out, David. Now.”

I stared at my wife, my teeth gritted. I knew she was right but there was no way that I wanted to volunteer or be responsible for such an effort. “Well, what do you think we should do, dear?” I finally asked, trying to put the onus back on her.

She considered for a moment as she paced the kitchen, stacks of dirty dishes nearly blocking her view as she walked to the other side of the island. I always loved when she got heated like this, there was something about her anger, her take control attitude, that really turned me on.

“We need to hire somebody,” she muttered. “Tomorrow. I’ll have someone here tomorrow and they’ll take care of everything.”

I lit up at the idea, having a housecleaner handle everything sounded perfect. I knew that it might be a little awkward to have a stranger cleaning the house while I worked from home in my office, perhaps even distracting to hear such noise while I tried to concentrate—but it was far better than the alternative of me having to help. I wouldn’t even know where to begin.

“That sounds like a splendid idea, Erin.”

////

Early the next morning I heard the doorbell ring. Excusing myself from my meeting, I went to answer it, curious to see who it was that my wife had hired to help. To my surprise, waiting for me was a petite young lady dressed all in black-and-white, a little outfit that I would picture a classic French maid wearing.

She’s gorgeous.

Staring at her, I felt a strange emotion stir within me. I was taken aback by the young woman’s beauty and shocked that Erin would hire someone so beautiful to clean our house, but there was something more.

“Good morning, Sir,” the young woman greeted me.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” I stammered as I shook the thoughts out of my head. “Hi. Please come in, won’t you? I assume you’re who my wife hired to clean?” I smiled as I stepped aside and gestured for her to enter.

She gave me a polite bow and then entered, taking in the entry way as she stepped inside.

“Yes, of course,” she said. “Well, she reached out to my agency and they sent me. They told me that they thought I would be perfect for you.”

“F-for me?”

She turned her attention back to me and shrugged playfully as she batted her eyes. “Well, for your house that is. I’ve been hired to maintain your home twice a week from now on.”

Twice a week? That’s a lot of intrusions. Hopefully she won’t be too loud in her cleaning… or too distracting.

“Oh, right. That’s fine, whatever Erin wants. Do you know how to get started? To be honest, I don’t know much about cleaning or where Erin keeps the supplies.”

The maid looked at me curiously before brushing the thought away. “That’s all right,” she answered. “I will find my way around and I’ll have this house spotless no time. Any supplies that I don’t find I’m sure I will have in my car.”

She flashed me a reassuring smile that was comforting yet alluring, it told me that what she said was truthful while also letting me know that we were in good hands with her.

“Very well then,” I nodded. “I’ll be in my office if you need anything. Perhaps you could clean that room last when I take a break for lunch in a couple hours?”

“Of course, Sir. That sounds like a splendid idea.”

Awkwardness built between us as we stood staring at each other. I didn’t know if I should leave or help her in some way. Finally, she giggled and gave a little courtesy. “If you’ll excuse me, Sir. I’d best be starting.”

“Of course.”

With a girlish smile she turned down the hall, her puffy skirt swishing and bouncing as she moved. As she left I noticed the garter straps sneaking down beneath her petticoat, her shear black thigh highs tight against her smooth and feminine legs. Having been so long since I had seen my wife wear such garments, I couldn’t help but wonder how soft and silky they felt.

No, this is wrong. I can’t think like this—not about her. If anything happens then I’m going to be the one who has to clean! I can’t let that happen. I can’t do anything stupid to get in her way or make her want to leave.

But as she crossed the doorway to the hall I couldn’t help but open my mouth again. “Excuse me, what was your name?” I asked.

She turned around, her smile wide and flirtatious and her breasts bouncing as she twirled. “Amelia,” she breathed out, her name coming out as if floating on a cloud. “I’m sorry I didn’t introduce myself sooner, Sir.”

I found myself grinning like a fool. “Please. Call me Ryan.”

I knew it was wrong, that I shouldn’t be flirting with this woman, but there was something about her—something so captivating and enticing. Something that I was quickly finding irresistible.

“Ryan,” she purred. She covered her lips as she giggled. “It’s nice to meet you.”

The way she spoke my name made me feel as if she had stolen a secret from me, that she had taken power and control over me. There was something about her that made me feel weak in her presence.

I quite enjoyed how it felt.


Chapter 2

First Visit


As the morning went on, I felt lost. I could hear Amelia’s heels clicking through the halls, back-and-forth, back-and-forth, a sexy reminder of her 4 inch stilettos. The black shimmering leather leading up to her silky thigh highs, the puffy white petticoats beneath her black skirts, her tight fitting dress showing off her plump breasts, her long flowing blonde hair tickling the tips of her cleavage. I tried to distract myself with my work, but I found it impossible to get into it. I wasn’t able to think straight. All I could think about was her.

I considered jerking off to relieve the lust that was building within me, but every time I unzipped my pants to start I heard her walking past my door. I wondered what she thought of me, if she would ever consider a simple guy like me. I wondered if she was with anyone, if at the end of the day someone got to see her, to feel her, and be with her in all the ways I craved her. Suddenly I felt jealous to this unknown entity, not even knowing if they existed. I found myself wanting to find reasons to leave my office to see her, to spy on her, to talk to her again.

I’m only into her because she’s a forbidden fruit. Something I’m not supposed to have or touch or feel. I have a perfectly beautiful wife and a happy life. I don’t need this kind of temptation. I don’t need this kind of drama. I can’t ruin everything that I have!

I knew it was okay to look, to admire this lace covered goddess. As long as I didn’t act upon these feelings.

I probably wouldn’t feel this way if Erin ever dressed this way for me.

When we were first dating, my wife had dressed elegantly. Dresses, lacy lingerie, low-cut shirts, she did everything she could to make herself look sexy for me. These days, however, she made herself look sexy for everyone but me; leaving for work in her high heels and her skin tight dresses only to return home with her hair messy, her make up removed, and dripping with sweat from her post-work workout—that was the Erin I got to see these days.

Unlike everyone else, it had been so long since I got to see stockings on her legs or see her wearing something sexy and slender. Having these feeling towards Amelia told me that seeing a beautiful woman in something risqué and naughty was clearly something I desired, clearly something I needed, and clearly something I wanted now.

But how can I approach my wife to ask her to dress up sexier for me? How could I possibly tell her that she doesn’t do enough for me in that department?

That wasn’t a conversation I was ready to have.

Suddenly there was a knock outside my office door.

Knock knock knock

I jumped out of my seat as the sound reverberated through my office.

Oh shit, that must be Amelia!

I composed myself by straightening my shirt and tucking down the erection that was forming in my pants before answering the door. Just as I expected, it was her—Amelia.

“I would love it if I could clean your office now, Sir,” she said softly.

I gulped nervously as I admired her, the small bead of sweat dripping down her cheek. Seeing her made me wonder what time it was and how little work I had managed to accomplish while trapped in my endless daydreams of her.

“I hope it’s not too forward, but I took it upon myself to make your lunch. It’s sitting on the kitchen counter if you would like to go take a break, Sir.”

She made me lunch? I can’t remember the last time anyone made me lunch.

I felt another stirring in my pants as I noticed her heaving chest, her breasts looking like they could pop out of her tight top at any moment. There was no doubt of the effect that she was having on me, even when she was tired and sweaty from cleaning my messes.

“O-oh, that sounds lovely. Thank you, Amelia,” I stammered.

She stepped to the side, allowing me to exit the room, but I stood frozen, still staring at her, watching the bead of sweat trip down her chin and onto the porcelain skin of her chest where it finally disappeared between her breasts. I found myself extremely jealous of that droplet—jealous that it could touch her soft skin and explore the flesh beneath her tight dress.

“Sir? Are you okay?” she asked, snapping me out of my haze.

I shook my head, trying to disperse the naughty thoughts from my mind. “I’m so sorry, Amelia. It’s just been a long day. Thank you for everything and I’ll get out of your way now.”

She gave me a bow of acknowledgement and I took my cue to leave, stopping just inside the doorframe to say one last thing. “And please, call me David. I insist.”

She grinned at me and nodded her head gently. “Yes, David. As you wish.”

Quickly I made my way down the hall and towards the kitchen, hoping that I hadn’t frightened her or been too awkward. Despite my common sense, despite knowing that this was wrong, there was just something about her—something so peculiar that drew me to her.

I couldn’t explain it, but there was no denying it.

And I wasn’t sure if I could fight these feelings much longer.


Chapter 3

Discovery


After lunch I returned to my office to a flash of frilly petticoats. My eyes were drawn under my desk, where Amelia was on her hands and knees cleaning. Her dress was hiked up and her ass raised the air. I could see her lacy panties, taut around her cheeks, amplifying the plump curves of her bottom.

I stopped in stunned silence, licking my lips as I admired the sight before me. I gripped the doorframe to hold myself back, fighting the growing desire in my penis to take what didn’t belong to me. Just hours after meeting this goddess for the first time I felt desperate for her, and here she was bent over before me, vulnerable and irresistible.

Fuck she’s sexy. I really wish Erin would dress up like this and clean sometimes. That would really get our sex life back on track. But until then…

I found myself creeping closer. I wasn’t sure what my intentions were, but I knew they weren’t good.

But before I could reach her she slowly emerged from beneath my desk. She turned and gazed up at me from her knees, her blue eyes shimmering in the overhead lights.

“Oh. Hello, David. I just finished in here. Let me get out of your way,” she smiled.

“Oh, it’s quite all right. You’re not in my way at all.”

Her eyes flashed between mine and my thighs and when she looked back up she asked, “Do you mind?”

I wasn’t sure what she meant, but my mouth opened and whispered, “Not at all.”

Suddenly, her hands were on me, her fingers squeezing my thighs tightly as I felt my penis surge to life from her nearby touch. Her body leaned forward and I thought I might faint, unable to believe what seemed to be happening. As she moved forward she raised her heeled feet and came to stand just in front of me, using my thighs to push herself up.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

My mouth was slack open, deep, heavy breathes escaping with small whimpers. “Yeah… You’re welcome,” I squeaked.

She lingered in front of me, her body still inches away from mine. Her head was cocked the side as she looked at me curiously. “Is everything all right, David?” she purred.

My mouth was dry as I stared back at her, unsure of what to say or do. I wanted to touch her, I wanted to feel her, but I knew I shouldn’t. I knew that I couldn’t. She was a forbidden fruit that I would never touch, that I would never feel—or taste.

“Yes, I’m all right,” I finally let out.

“Are you sure? You seem unwell.” Her fingers were now on my forehead as if to check my temperature. Her touch was soft and cool, as light as a feather and as angelic as I had imagined. “Well you seem fine. Was your lunch to your liking?”

“Yes, it was splendid.” I forced a smile on my face, trying to hide my struggling arousal.

“I’m glad,” she said slowly, her tongue sensually accentuating each word. “Please let me know if there is any other way that I can serve you.”

With that she swept around me, keeping her body close, her eyes never leaving mine until they could no longer meet.

She feels it too. I know she does.

As she left the room I had an unyielding desire to follow even though I knew that it was a terrible idea. I waited long enough to make it seem like I wasn’t following, then slowly crept out of my office to see where she had gone. The sound of her high heels echoed through the house as I made my way down the hallway.

I made it to the front door and still didn’t see her, but I did discover something else. Just before the door was black duffel bag, just slightly unzipped.

From the opening I could just see inside. There, I could spot several bottles of what appeared to be cleaning supplies, but just beneath those I swore I could see a hint of fabric, a tease of lace.

This must be her bag, with her clothes inside. I couldn’t. I shouldn’t…

As with everything today I knew it was wrong but I couldn’t resist. Reaching down I opened the bag further, moving aside the supplies on top until I could gaze upon the clothes beneath. My fingers wrapped around the top item, pulling it out and holding it up.

It’s stunnin.

Before me hung a black lace teddy. Intricate patterns covered the deep v-neck lingerie and a thin thong strap connected the bottom. The fabric was soft to the touch and filled me with a rush of excitement.

I had never seen something so beautiful, so sexy and feminine.

“Excuse me, David?”

My heart skipped a beat at the sound of Amelia’s voice, my hands still holding her lingerie. Quickly I stuffed it into my pants, taking a few deep breaths before turning to face her.

“Oh, I thought you had left,” I lied.

She looked at me curiously, peeking around me to the bag on the floor. “I was just about to,” she replied, looking uneasy.

Walking around me she leaned down and examined the flap of her bag. My heart pounded as I watched her, certain that she would discover my mistake.

She murmured something to herself as she zipped up the bag and picked it up, turning to face me again. “I should be off,” she smiled at me. “It was a pleasure to meet you, David. Thank you for being so hospitable.”

I could feel myself shaking, nerves wracking my body. “The pleasure was all mine. Thank you for straightening this mess of a house.”

“But of course. I will be back in three days to continue my maintenance.”

Three days and I will get to see her again. Maybe I can sneak this back into her bag then, too.

“I’ll see you then.”

With that she was off, her petticoat bouncing with each step as she scurried towards her car.

As I watched Amelia’s car drive away I pulled out the lacy lingerie from beneath my pants, once again holding it up to admire.

I can’t believe I took this from her, yet I’m so glad I did. I feel so much closer to her now.

I returned to my office, noticing her impeccable work in each room I passed. Clearly Amelia was more than a pretty face, she was hard working and dedicated, and very skilled with her hands.

In my office I wasn’t sure what to do with the teddy I had taken or where I could hide it so that Erin wouldn’t discover it. But as I held it, the soft lace fabric in my fingers, there was something so alluring about it, something that made me want to feel more of it.

This is wrong, so wrong.

Despite my disapproving mind, my body’s will took charge. I found myself stripping, taking off every last piece of clothing until I stood naked. My body trembled as I picked the teddy back up, knowing that there was no doubt about what I was about to do.

As the lingerie slipped up my legs I could feel its softness teasing me, as it pulled up my body I could feel it embracing me, holding me tightly in all the right places. The thonged strap slipped snuggly between my cheeks, tantalizing me in a way I had never experienced before—a way that was provocative and naughty, a way that I found myself enjoying quite a bit.

Why does this all feel so… good?

My arms went through the shoulder straps, letting the lingerie complete its mission. The cups pressed against my chest, hefting it up as if I had real breasts, the bodice wrapped tightly around me. I felt like I was wearing a lacy hug, each strand of fabric fulfilling me in new ways.

Wearing her lingerie I felt connected to Amelia, more than I could have ever imagined. In a way it was better than touching her because my whole body felt her most intimate attire. And feeling the intimates of a beautiful woman like her made me feel sexy, just as sexy as she looked.

My hands ran up my body, feeling the lace against my flesh as it tickled my every sense. My hands ran down, finding their way between my legs to my throbbing manhood. They ran along my length, pleasuring it with the soft lace that had once touched a goddess.

As I rubbed myself and felt my penis surge to life, I instantly knew that I wanted more.


Chapter 4

Temptation


As each day passed I found myself stealing time to feel Amelia’s lingerie, to wear it and experience it. Having its tightness around my body made me feel alive, it made me feel naughty and sensual, feelings that I hadn’t felt in so long.

I found myself wondering what other treasures Amelia had in her bag, what other goodies I might find if snuck another peak. I knew it would be wrong, that I had already crossed a dangerous path, but I was hooked and I needed to feel more.

On the morning of her next visit, I was tantalized by the thought of seeing her again, but I was also torn. Torn by both the idea that I should be good and return her stolen lingerie and by the idea that I should be naughty and wear it in her presence.

The latter idea won.

As Amelia arrived I could feel the tight teddy hugging me, my cock throbbing beneath the thonged strap. My chest was heaving with desire as I saw her pretty little uniform and I wondered if she might be wearing matching lingerie beneath it.

“Good morning, David. It’s so nice to see you again,” she greeted me with her charming smile.

“You as well, Amelia. Please, come in.”

I stepped aside and let her enter, feeling her petticoats brush against my legs as she passed by. As she entered I noticed the black duffel bag that she carried and felt a shiver surge up my spine as I wondered what was inside.

“I’m so glad you and your wife approved of my work and wanted me back,” she gushed as she turned to face me from the middle of the entryway. “I quite enjoyed working on your home.”

“And I quite enjoyed having you here,” I smiled, feeling my length grow. “You did an amazing job last time. There was no way we wouldn’t have you back.”

Suddenly she stepped closer to me, dropping the bag with a loud thud. Another step and she was just before me, her calm and friendly expression wavering as she bit her lip nervously.

“David, might I ask you a serious question?” she asked softly.

I gulped, my throat feeling dry as this naughty little minx approached me. “Of course. Anything.”

Her hands were on me, cupping my sides as she ran them up to my chest, making me quiver from her touch. “Did you happen to go through my bag the last time I was here?”

My body trembled from the accusation, from her hands exploring me. Would she feel her lingerie beneath my dress shirt.

“I… uhh… umm,” I stammered, not knowing what to do or say.

Her fingers floated around my chest, outlining the trim of the soft cups and then tracing the lines of the shoulder straps. “I fear you may have taken something of mine.”

My legs felt like jelly, my head as light as a feather. I felt like I might collapse from her accusations.

She knows! How can I get out of this?

She stepped closer again, letting her body press against mine. My cock pulsed in my pants as I felt her breasts against my body.

Her fingers began to work the buttons of my shirt, slowly revealing the truth to her while I felt completely frozen and powerless to her, unable to stop her from discovering my secret.

As she unhooked the middle button she gasped as she saw a tease of lace appear. “You did!” Her hands slipped inside my shirt and cupped my chest, rubbing it with her thumbs and filling me with an unwavering passion. “You’ve been a very naughty boy.”

Her hands grabbed my shirt and tore it open, exposing the lacy black lingerie that I wore beneath. My heart was racing as her eyes flashed between mine and the naughty intimates I wore.

“David!” she gasped. “Why are you wearing my clothes?”

I suddenly felt like my whole world was collapsing around me as panic flooded me. I knew there was nothing that I could say to explain myself and nothing that I could do to cover up the truth that had already been exposed.

“I-I’m so sorry,” I stammered. “I… I don’t know what came over me. I just couldn’t resist. Please don’t tell my wife!”

Amelia’s lips were pursed as she continued to stare at me, her head slightly shaking in disappointment. The silence was haunting me, eating me up inside as I longed for her to say something, anything.

Before speaking a word I felt her fingers start to move again, this time unhooking my belt. My breath caught in my throat as she unbuttoned my pants and let them fall to the floor. I knew if I looked down I would see the lacy lingerie curving between my legs, but I continued to watch her, her head tilting curiously to the side as she did the looking herself.

Her hands moved to my shoulders, grabbing my shirt and pulling it down my arms until it, too, was on the floor beneath me. My body trembled as I stood before her wearing nothing but her small, snug teddy, feeling vulnerable and weak before this beautiful maid.

“What am I going to do with you, David?” she purred playfully as she circled me. Her fingers traced the hem of the fabric as she examined my full body, seeing how it fit me so well. “I’m very disappointed.”

“Here, I’ll take it off. I’ll wash it too if you want. I’m so sorry!”

I began to fumble with the shoulder straps, beginning to pull them down my arm but Amelia stopped me and pulled them back up. She pressed herself against me and nuzzled her soft cheek against mine. “I’m not disappointed that you’re wearing it,” she whispered, her breath against my skin covering me with goosebumps. “I’m disappointed that you look so much better in it.”

My eyes widened at her words, my breath taken away. I thought I would be in trouble, but she was complementing me. Her hands began to feel me, exploring the trim of the lingerie while my cock throbbed from her sensual touches.

She squeezed my cheeks tightly then giggled as she let go and stepped back. My cock was now hard between my legs, tucked but close to slipping out of the thin strap of the teddy.

“Let’s see what else you look good in, shall we?”

“W-what?” I stammered.

She ignored my question and went about searching her bag, pulling out various garments. When she seemed to have everything that she wanted she swept back towards me, her arms filled with black and white fabrics.

“It was very naughty of you to steal my intimates, David,” she purred. “So now I’m going to have to punish you. But don’t you worry, I have a feeling that you might actually really like it.”

“P-punish?”

My cock pulsed at the thought of being punished by this beautiful woman. I couldn’t remember the last time Erin and I had been so kinky with one another.

“Put this on,” Amelia said sternly.

My eyes focused on the item that she held out, it was long yet looked quite short, it had frills and lace and puffed out at the bottom. It was a maid’s dress, exactly like hers.

“You want me to dress up like you?”

“If you’re going to steal and wear my lingerie, then I’m going to give you the full experience. Now no more questions. Just do as you’re told.”

My mouth dropped in shock; I had an overwhelming desire to obey. I nodded my understanding as I accepted the dress from her hands.

Our eyes stayed connected as I lowered the dress down, slipping each foot inside before pulling it over my body. My arms went through the short sleeves as the dress wrapped itself around me like a sensual hug. Amelia swept behind and zipped it up, each inch of the closure making me feel more and more trapped inside.

She fluffed out the petticoat of the skirt, making the frilly fabric bounce over my skin and teasing me with its touch. When she was satisfied she picked up another item, balling it in her fingers and then tapping my leg. I raised it, assuming that was what she wanted, and then felt the silky touch of stockings slip over my skin.

I couldn’t believe what I was feeling. I had always loved the touch of them when my wife wore stockings, but feeling them on myself was even better. She pulled it up to my thigh then began with the second. As it moved up my flesh I began to feel a sense of completion, like I was meant to wear this, like I was meant to feel this. There was no denying how good it all felt.

Amelia sat up and admired her work, nodding her head in approval while her pursed lips also showed a sign of dissatisfaction. “What do you think?” she asked.

I looked down at myself and was stunned by what I saw. The black fabric wrapped tightly around me, almost giving the illusion of feminine curves. The short skirt and petticoat barely covered my ass and I could feel a naughty chill filling my flesh with goosebumps. The thigh highs made my legs shimmer, the opaque material hiding all signs of my normally hairy legs.

“I can’t believe it,” I breathed out, unsure of what else to say.

Amelia sighed. “I wasn’t sure what size heels you would wear, but perhaps next time I will be better prepared for you.”

Did she just say next time?

“But perhaps that’s for the best, we don’t have a lot of time today anyways.”

“Time? For what?”

Amelia laughed at my question, her charming smile returning from her amusement. “To clean, of course.”


Chapter 5

Punishment


“Clean?” was all I could manage to respond.

Amelia cocked her head to the side as she looked at me curiously. “Why else do you think you would be dressed as a maid, David?”

Again I looked down at myself as if to reconfirm that I was actually dressed this way. Suddenly, I was dismayed by what I had gotten myself into. After all, cleaning the house was the one thing I had been hoping to avoid this whole time.

“But I don’t know the first thing about cleaning,” I whined.

Amelia shook her head in disappointment. “That’s why I will be here to mentor you, and to make sure that everything is done just right.”

“And if I say no?”

She crossed her hands and raised an eyebrow at me, telling me that she did not want to be tested in such a way. “Then I tell your wife everything.”

Fuck! I really have no choice.

I forced a smile on my face and gestured for Amelia to lead me into the house. “Then by all means, please show me the way of the maid.”

////

For the next two hours we cleaned; wiping counters, vacuuming floors, scrubbing smudges, and more. It felt so endless and for a long while I resented myself for being such a slob. But as time went on and the work became more natural, I found myself oddly enjoying it, especially how I was dressed.

As I walked the dress swished across my cheeks, as I bent over the teddy slipped further between them. My thigh highs brushed along each other as I moved, making me want to stop and rub their entirety with my hands. As I relaxed and got into a groove I felt my erection returning, a naughty feeling of satisfaction imbuing me as I did the work of a maid.

Amelia floated alongside me, telling me what to do and giving me tips when I made mistakes. She was calm and encouraging, yet at the same time there was a new harshness to her. No longer was she the bubbly carefree house keeper that she was the first day, now there was a different side of her, a dominant side. A side that I found even more alluring.

“Well, I suppose that’s good for today,” she said when we were finally finished. “But next time I expect you to work a little faster. I do have other jobs to get to.”

“N-next time?” I stammered, once again finding myself surprised.

Amelia batted her long eyelashes flirtatiously as she grinned at me. “Why of course. Did you think that a couple hours of cleaning would make me forget about our little secret?”

My jaw dropped. I couldn’t believe that she was going to keep holding my mistake against me. “B-but…”

“But nothing,” she snapped at me, stomping towards me in her powerful stilettos. Her arms wrapped around me and pulled me against her, her lips snuggling up to my ear. “You’re going to be my naughty little helper from now on, is that understood?”

My cock was pulsing from her strong words, her sharp tone making me quiver with excitement. “Yes, Amelia,” I moaned.

She bit my ear lobe and giggled, her laughter like music to my ears. I felt her fingers on me, her hands drifting down my body. She worked her way between my legs, dismissing the layers of my skirt until she found the source of my passion.

As she rubbed my length she chuckled wildly, as if discovering my arousal gave her control over me. “You know I used to be just like you,” she purred as she continued to work my shaft. “I used to be innocent and pure, I used to wonder how it would feel to be the fairer sex, how it sexy it would feel to wear their clothes.”

My mind tried to understand her meaning, but it struggled to think as my body was flooded with the pleasure of her touches. I opened my mouth to speak but only weak moans escaped.

Amelia continued, “But then my mistress discovered me and showed me the way. She made me understand myself and what I really needed to be happy. I think it’s my turn to play the role of mistress with you.”

“What do you mean?” I managed to let out between heavy breaths.

Her other hand grabbed mine and led it beneath her dress, placing it between her legs. There I discovered something small yet hard, something that felt like a penis yet wasn’t.

“What is this?” I gasped, unable to conceive of a reason why such a beautiful woman would have such a thing between her legs.

“That is all that’s left of my manhood,” she whispered. “And that is your future as well.”

Her strokes became more manic, surging up and down the length of my throbbing cock. The lace of the teddy against my flesh made me squirm in pleasure, the whole moment becoming overwhelming with eroticism.

“No,” I groaned, knowing that this was all so wrong. “I can’t.”

“But you can—and you will.”

She used her grip on my hand to start rubbing her manhood and soon I found that I was doing it all on my own. We stood together, our maid dresses intertwined as we touched each other.

I could feel my cock swelling up beneath my lingerie, pleasure building inside it. I could feel her touch unrelenting, her goal to seduce me to unwavering.

Again she nuzzled her cheek against mine, her tongue teasing my lobe as she moaned against my skin. “I’m going to love making you my little sissy maid helper.”

“But I have a wife, a family,” I whimpered.

“Yes, I know all about Erin. After all, she was the one who hired me. But she didn’t hire me to be her maid. She hired me to transform you into hers.”

Her words were all that I could take. I felt my penis pulse and then give way, surging as I orgasmed in her grasp.

“Oh, fuck!” I groaned as I exploded.

“Mmm. That’s it, cum for me. Admit your desire to be just like me.”

I closed my eyes as my body washed with euphoria, the naughtiness of the moment consuming me. It was hard to imagine that her words were true, that she really wanted to do this to me, to transform me into a maid—but there was something about the idea that was so tantalizing, that sounded so right.

“I do,” I finally breathed out. “I want to be just like you.”


Chapter 6

Visits


As the days passed since I last saw Amelia, I couldn’t stop thinking about what she had told me. As she rubbed me between my legs, pleasuring me while I wore one of her maid uniforms, she told me that my wife, Erin, had hired her not to be the family maid, but rather to transform me into one.

In the heated moment I thought that it had just been a naughty tease, a statement to set me over the edge and make me succumb to her sensual touches, but as the days went on I noticed changes in my wife that backed up her claims.

When Erin would return home all hot and bothered from a long workout at the gym, she would look around and criticize the state of the house, asking me why there were messes and why the house seemed disorganized—even if she had been the culprit. She would scoff at me when I said that dinner hadn’t been started yet and get frustrated when I forgot to transfer the laundry.

Before Amelia had graced our house with bi-weekly cleanings we both excused our messes, understanding that we were busy and that sometimes the house would be in disarray, but now, she suddenly expected more of me. Now it almost seemed like she was expecting me to handle the house between Amelia’s visits.

I wanted to push back, to ask her why she suddenly expected so much of me, but after what had happened between Amelia and I the last time I was too afraid. Amelia had told me she would keep our secret from Erin, but if what she had told me about my wife was true, then I wasn’t sure what their relationship truly was and I wasn’t sure that I could trust such a seductive stranger.

But I was eager to learn more about her; specifically what the device I had felt beneath her dress really was. Was it really her penis? Was her telling me that she had once been like me true? Did that mean that I could actually be like her? So beautiful, so graceful—so sexy?

Instead of prodding into these mysteries I decided to wait for Amelia to return, hoping that her actions would better key me into what was transpiring in my life.

////

Finally the day arrived when Amelia was set to return. All morning I was fidgeting nervously in my office, waiting eagerly for the doorbell to ring once again.

At last it came.

Hurrying to the door, I swung it open wide and gestured for Amelia to enter. As usual she wore her short black French maid’s uniform, her puffy l dress complemented perfectly with her black stockings and stilettos. The sound of her heels on the floor as she slowly strutted inside reverberated through my soul.

“Good morning, Amelia,” I greeted her, trying to keep my voice from trembling. “It’s lovely to see you again.”

Amelia smirked, knowing that I was telling the truth. “Good morning, David. I’m so pleased to see you as well.”

We stood in silence for a moment, each surveying the other and feeling a sense of satisfaction in our own ways before Amelia made the next move. Stepping closer until her dress brushed against me, she stared into my eyes, her normally friendly gaze now looking more serious, more commanding.

“But I’m also a little disappointed. I’ve heard that you haven’t been helping to maintain the work that we did together.”

My eyes bulged in shock, all of my fears seemingly coming to life at once. “Y-you have? How?” I stammered.

Amelia began to circle me, her finger tracing the back of my neck as she intimidated me like a great lioness preparing to pounce. “Your wife told me of course,” she answered coyly. “She was so pleased by the speed in which I was able to get you started on your transformation, but then disappointed when your lessons didn’t bleed into your daily life.”

I was shaking now, my body trembling like an injured gazelle that was about to be ravished by a fierce predator. “You told her? You said it would be our secret!”

She stopped before me, pressing her body even closer to mine. I felt her hand slip between my legs, rubbing my growing cock through my pants. “Don’t worry, dear. We still have some secrets kept between just the two of us,” she whispered into my ear.

I melted into her hand as a deep sigh escaped my mouth. Her touch brought back memories of her last visit that had ended so nicely. “Yes,” I breathed out, hoping for the same result.

But her hand swiftly swept away, leaving me desperately longing for more. In the time since she had last touched me Erin had barely given me a kind look let alone a hint of pleasure, I found myself growing insatiably hungry from the naughty temptress before me.

“Don’t stop,” I moaned.

Despite my pleas, Amelia floated away, giggling as she stepped backwards until she was out of reach. “I’m afraid we don’t have time for such frivolities today, David,” she cooed.

I stepped forward, my throbbing cock telling me not to give up. But before I could speak again the front door suddenly swung opened. I froze as I watched the light trickle inside, slowly giving away clues as to who was there.

And then I saw her. My wife, Erin.

“Erin!” I gasped, suddenly feeling caught in a trap. “What are you doing home?”

She was wearing a tight purple dress, sleeveless and flowing down to her ankles. The tight fabric amplified every one of her perfect curves and her matching high heels crashed against the floor’s powerfully as she entered our house.

“I decided to take the day off,” she smirked wickedly. “I wanted to see the new maid in action.”

I watched her eyes flash between Amelia and me as I pondered her thoughts.

“I assure you that you have nothing to worry about,” I lied. “Amelia is quite the skilled housekeeper. I have no doubt that she will do another splendid job today.”

Erin scoffed and flashed me a look of pity. “Oh, dear. I’m not talking about Amelia.”


Chapter 7

Motives


“I’m just going to love seeing you as my maid,” Erin added to my dismay.

“What are you talking about, babe?” I let out, unable to wrap my head around what she was saying.

Erin stepped beside Amelia, wrapping her arm around her as if they were old acquaintances, and grinned. “When I was looking for a maid service to clean up your messes, I discovered a special service. One that promised to transform useless husbands into doting, subservient maids. Just like our dear Amelia here.”

Amelia blushed, her normally confident self growing bashful from the attention. Normally I would have been taken by Amelia’s charming behavior, but now everything seemed different. Now I truly knew what she was—or rather what she used to be.

“Y-you want me to become your maid?” I stammered, feeling overwhelmed with confusion and hurt.

Why would she want to do this to me? Why would she want to change me?

Erin released Amelia and moved towards me with slow, deliberate steps. With each crack of her heels against the floor my body trembled, suddenly feeling so weak and vulnerable before my wife.

“Of course, dear,” she purred at me. “For far too long you have been reaping the rewards of being married to me. The wealth, the success, the extravagance. Sure, you have your cute little job, your playful home office, but you don’t have the stress that I have or the importance.”

She stopped before me, suddenly seeming to tower over me. I knew what she said was true, that she was the one with the important and lucrative job, but I had always considered us to be equals nonetheless. At least I did until now—now I felt small, as if I had been swept under her grand shadow.

She placed her finger against my chest, pushing me slightly and dismissively. “It’s about time that you not only found your true place in our relationship, but also did your part.”

My throat felt dry, my body soft and meek. I didn’t know what to say or do.

What has gotten into her? She must be under a lot of stress or something.

“Look, hun,” I started, still unsure of what I was going to say. “I appreciate you, I really do. I love the lifestyle that you’ve helped us build together and I know that it can be stressful maintaining it, but this, whatever this is, isn’t the answer.”

“Oh? And pray tell, what is the answer?”

“Hiring someone like Amelia to clean,” I answered. “She did a great job last week and I have no doubt that she would easily maintain the house with her regular visits.”

Erin scoffed at my response, clearly unsatisfied. “Cleaners come and go, they lack loyalty and I lack the desire to retrain them time after time. I need a longterm solution.”

“Long… term…” I muttered in shock. “How would I? Why would I?”

My wife smirked at me in a way that told me my questions hadn’t dissuaded her at all. “Before I answer those questions, why don’t you answer one for me,” she purred as she walked around me, stopping behind me and planting her hands on my shoulders. “Why would my husband deem in necessary to not only steal lingerie from the housekeeper, but to wear it in their presence?”

Hearing her tell the story that I didn’t want her to know made my squirm in my skin. I had no idea how I might explain the urges I had felt, especially since I was struggling to understand them myself. But even if I did comprehend my motives, how could I possibly explain wearing someone else’s lingerie to my wife?

Erin’s grip on my shoulders tightened the longer I remained silent, but my mind was racing and I couldn’t think straight.

“I… uhh…”

Think, David! Think! There has to be some way to talk your way out of this.

“And you didn’t stop there from what I hear. You let her dress you up more. You put on a dress and some stockings, then pranced around the house helping her clean. Sounds to me like you are pretty eager to be the maid already.”

The more she admitting to knowing, the worse I felt, but also the naughtier.

How could I have been so stupid to give in to such temptation?

Her hands released their grip and began to slide down my body, making me feel weak to her touch. “I’m surprised that you’re not wearing something of hers right now,” she whispered in my ear. “But I bet you wish you were.”

I trembled as her fingers rounded my body, slowly creeping inside my pants. She found my cock, plump with arousal and gripped it tenderly.

“No panties, either?” she breathed out, sounding disappointed. Her touch made me melt back into her, feeling her impressive breasts on my back as she controlled me. “Don’t worry, we will fix that soon.”

I could feel myself growing in her hand, excited from the situation that was beginning to play out. Suddenly I found myself taken by her command of me, her power in knowing what I had done.

“You really want me to?” I moaned.

“To what? Dress up like a sexy maid and learn to serve me and tend to the house?” she said softly, letting her words hang in the air just long enough for them to soak in. “I do. More than anything.”

My cock throbbed excitedly at her response. I wasn’t sure why, but I now found myself wanting it more as well. The memory of the lace teddy and silky thigh highs washing over me like a cruel tease.

“Alright,” I groaned. “I’ll try it. For you.”

I could practically hear Erin’s approving smile behind me as she released my cock and pulled her hands away. With a gentle push, she sent me stumbling towards Amelia confused and surprised.

“Good,” she said curtly. “Amelia, it’s time to begin. See that this time he is fully transformed.”

Before I realized what was happening, Amelia had me by the hand and was leading me down the hall.

“This is going to be so much fun,” she cooed. Her hand squeezed mine tenderly, flashing me back to her touch on my cock, her soft, passionate strokes that made me feel so close to her. “I still remember when I was first feminized. It was truly an eye opening day and one that I will always remember.”

Feminized? This sounds like its a lot more than just putting on a dress…

Amelia led me into the master bedroom where to my surprise, the bed was already covered with a fresh maid’s uniform, one just like I had worn last week. Seeing it made me realize how serious Erin was, and not only that, but how certain she was that she would get me agree to dress up for her. The thoughts made me feel weaker, her power over me becoming insurmountable.

“Let’s begin by getting you out of these icky man clothes,” the maid giggled as she began to unbutton my shirt.

I didn’t help, but I didn’t stop her either. Feeling her dainty fingers slowly undress me felt nice and if I was going to go through with all of this I knew I would need that sort of enticement.

She finished by pulling down my boxers and releasing my building erection. Glancing at it and then me, she giggled again, clearly seeing how willing I was becoming for all of this.

“You’re going to need to calm down so we can put that little guy away,” she teased. “I don’t think your mistress will appreciate such noticeable bulges in your panties.”

Her voice only made my cock harder. “I don’t think it’s that easy,” I replied awkwardly.

“Don’t worry about it. We still have some work to do on you and I’m sure that by the time I’m done, it won’t be a problem any longer.”

My eyes furrowed at her words, weary from the entirety of her statement. “Work? Like what?”

Amelia smiled gleefully at me and once again took me by the hand, this time leading me into the master bathroom. “First we will make you as soft and smooth as a woman.”

Before I knew it I was in the shower and Amelia was blocking my exit, holding up a razor and a can of shaving cream. “Don’t worry. I’ll be gentle.”

I gasped at the first touch of the razor, the blade running up my once hairy leg. As each run of the blade finished, my emancipated flesh felt a cool breeze as new sensations began to burgeon.

My eyes were closed tightly and my body was trembling. Amelia cleansed my body of my masculinity as her razor quickly made its way up and down my legs. As she neared my penis I could feel it struggling to comprehend the situation. Part of me was so highly aroused by this beautiful being touching my naked body, but the other part was horrified by her wielding such a sharp object around my manhood.

But Amelia was graceful, she grabbed my cock and coated it with shaving cream as she softly stroked it. She moved it from side to side as she carefully shaved it, removing every last strand of hair. When she was done she gave it another full stroke, making me shiver at the cool embrace of her wet fingers.

“Mmm, you’re so soft and sexy now,” she moaned. “Don’t you just love it?”

My mouth opened to respond, but only hot air came out.

She ignored my silence and continued, working her way up my body until it was completely free of hair. “Now let’s rinse you off,” she said as she turned on the shower.

As the cold water washed over me I felt overwhelmed by the new sensations of my shaved body. It was so sensitive, feeling every droplet of water along my bare flesh—and it was also so smooth, just like Amelia’s, and just like a woman’s.

I can’t believe I let her do this to me. Why did I let this stranger shave my body?

I sat on the shower seat as I contemplated what was happening and how I was feeling until I noticed Erin standing at the entrance. Confused, I turned off the shower and turned towards her.

“Very nice work, Amelia. And you had no objections?” my wife said as if I wasn’t there.

“None at all, Mistress. She was fully willing,” Amelia answered.

She? Is she referring to me?

“Excellent. And I see that the cold water has worked its wonders as well.”

I stared at her in confusion, a feeling that was becoming more common with every passing moment of the day. But when she entered the shower and approached me I felt the sensation amplify, unsure of what she might want to do with me in this cramped space.

She lowered herself down until her eyes were before my penis. It was still shrunken from the cold water despite my attempts to make it look more presentable. Before I had the chance however, I felt her fingers on it, slipping something over it. First there was a ring going over my cock and around my balls, then there was a cover moving over my head until it connected with the ring.

What is this? What is she doing?

Suddenly there was a key shimmering in her hand. She inserted it into the object around my dick and turned it before letting her hands float away, the device still lingering over my privates. Reaching down I grabbed it, feeling the hard material in my hand. With a strange familiarity I felt it, pulling at it to test its bounds. It was stuck on, locked in place with the key now disappeared into Erin’s hand.

“Yay!” Amelia shouted gleefully over my wife’s shoulder. “Now we’re sisters in chastity.”


Chapter 8

Feminized


“C-chastity?” I repeated, unsure of what Amelia meant by the word.

Erin chuckled as she walked away. “That’s right, dear. That little device you now wear is called a chastity cage and to answer your earlier question, that is how I will ensure you behave longterm.”

I again fumbled at the cage, trying to see how it worked, trying to see if I could take it off—but I couldn’t.

“You couldn’t possibly mean to…” I started before getting cut off.

“That’s right, dear,” Erin interrupted to confirm my fears. “I intend to keep you locked until you have been well trained and accept your roll as my servant. But don’t you worry, there will be lots of fun to come for the both of us.”

“Don’t forget about me, Mistress,” Amelia added. “I’m going to have fun training her as well.”

“You’re so right, Amelia. I have no doubt that you will thoroughly enjoy turning my dear husband into a true, subservient sissy. Your darling mistress was so kind to share you for this task.”

Amelia lit up at the mention of her mistress. “Yes, Mistress Lily is always so kind and caring. She takes the best care of me and her friends.”

“Just as I hope to do with David, once he’s prepared,” Erin said, her tone sounding sincere. “But on that note, why don’t we proceed to the next step.”

“Of course, Mistress.”

Amelia reached inside the shower and grabbed my hand, pulling me out of my daze as she led me back into the bedroom. I felt like I was trapped in an out of body experience, unable to comprehend what was happening around me.

“We are going to make you feel so pretty,” the maid purred as she sat me on the bed. “You’re never going to want to wear anything else.”

“You picked out a proper outfit for him, Amelia?” my wife asked as she sat down next to me, crossing her legs as she examined my naked body.

“Oh, yes, Mistress. The perfect mix of satin, lace, and feminine grace. She’s going to love it.” She picked up an item from the bed and held it up before me. It was easy to tell what it was from the shape: it was a pair of black lace panties.

Amelia lowered down to her knees and slipped the panties onto my legs. She looked up with me with her bright blue eyes, batting her eyelashes playfully as she grinned at me. “Stand please.”

I did as I was told, pushing myself off the bed and letting her pull the panties all the way up. The cheeky cut of the underwear slid nicely between my cheeks as she pulled them into place, hugging my butt firmly and making it feel more full and plump. There was no denying the allure of such a feeling.

In the front my caged penis awkwardly pressed against the soft lace fabric until Amelia snuck her hand inside and tucked it down between my legs. “Everything is better when that little thing can’t been seen.”

I gulped at the sight of my penis disappearing, but felt a swelling arousal as I looked down at the smooth panties against my hairless skin.

I already look so feminine. I wonder what else they could possibly do to me.

Amelia next grabbed a pair of black thigh highs and began putting them on me. Now that my legs were hairless I could feel the soft fabric in a completely new way, tickling my flesh with a silky satisfaction that I had never experienced before.

Next came a matching black bra, with oversized cups which were far bigger than my chest could ever dream of filling. But that curiosity was quickly answered when Amelia slipped large silicon breast forms into each side, filling the cups nicely while giving me the illusion of having real, large breasts.

I longed to touch my new chest, to explore how real they felt, but they were soon covered up when Amelia helped me into my new dress. Similar to last week, it was made of shimmering black satin and decorated with white trim. It fit on me snuggly, adhering tightly around my body to accentuate the few curves that I had. The little white apron and two shimmering black high heels completed my dress and made me look like the maid that I was meant to be.

“You look splendid, David. Absolutely fabulous,” my wife cooed when Amelia spun me around for her to see.

“Doesn’t she though, Mistress?” Amelia giggled as she stepped back to take in her work.

I stood before them feeling more vulnerable than I had felt in my entire life. I felt silly dressed in a maid’s uniform, especially in front of my wife as she watched her helper dress me, but there was another feeling lurking within—naughtiness.

“D-do I?” I croaked nervously.

“I could just eat you up,” Amelia growled playfully.

“Now, now. Don’t get any ideas yet, Amelia. We’re far from complete with the transformation,” Erin chided.

They’re still not done?

“Yes, you’re right of course. But now it’s your turn to play dress up with her.”

Erin stood up and straightened her dress, sweeping around me to take in a closer look of my outfit. “Yes, you’re right, Amelia,” she let out. “I’ll have him looking like a real woman in no time and then he’s all yours.”

My eyes widened in shock as my wife drug me back into the bathroom and sat me down at her vanity. Swiftly, she began applying makeup. Foundation, contour, eyeshadow, mascara, and lipstick covered my face, each one transforming me more and more.

It wasn’t long until I hardly recognized my own reflection and when Amelia swept behind me and placed down a dirty blonde wig over my head, I couldn’t believe the face looking back at me.

“I look so… so…” I stammered.

“Feminine? Beautiful? Sexy?” Erin smirked behind me.

“Yes,” I breathed out.

“You really do,” Amelia confirmed.

“Then you’re finally ready to begin your lessons,” Erin added. “Amelia, please begin.”


Chapter 9

Training


Once again Amelia had me in her grasp, leading me down the hall by the hand. My legs wobbled wearily in my new high heels as my penis pulsed in my panties, overcome by the many sensual sensations of my new clothes.

The stockings, the dress, the breasts! They all feel so nice, they all make me feel so different. So… good.

The maid led me into the kitchen where she released me and let me get started, using the knowledge I had gained during her last visit. This time it was different, however. No longer was it just the two of us working side by side in our frilly little dresses. Now she watched as I worked, and now my wife stood behind her, watching over each of us.

I could feel Erin’s eyes on me, constantly watching and judging me. “Are you sure you’re done cleaning that?” she would say, her voice soft and calm, but laced with venom.

It was a harshness that was unbecoming of my wife which made it all the more startling. Feeling her power over me was unlike anything I had ever felt, it made me feel weak and vulnerable, trapped under her spell and under her very literal lock and key. But the more I worked and felt her dominant presence around me, the more I began to like it.

As my cock tried to grow hard it was denied by the firm walls of my new chastity cage. It would press fiercely yet get no where and accomplish nothing more than an awkward yet strangely pleasing feeling. The denial only added to Erin’s aura power and control—and to my arousal of the moment.

As we moved into other areas of the house Amelia began to grow more hands on with her training. She helped me mop the floors by moving objects out of the way, she taught me how to properly fluff the pillows, and helped me fold the large bedsheets. As she taught me her soft hands guided me where they needed to go, but no where near where I wanted them to go. With each movement next to me I saw her ample bosom jiggle, her frilly skirt bounce, her plump lips pout. I couldn’t stop thinking about the chastity cage I wore—and about the one that I had felt on her.

How long has Amelia been locked up? How long will Erin make me be locked up? Will I become just like her eventually?

Watching Erin as I cleaned, I saw her smirk spread, her eyes shimmering with pleasure as I became trained to be her maid. With every passing second I could feel her position over me rising, the equality of our marriage shifting under her sudden dominance and my growing acceptance of my new role.

“What do you think of her ability so far?” Erin asked Amelia as we finished in the bedroom.

Amelia’s eyes flashed from me to my wife as she shrugged. “She will get better over time. Practice makes perfect,” she answered.

Erin let out an impatient sigh. “Is there any way that you can speed up that process? I’m ready to have a full service sissy under my beck and call.”

Is that what she is expecting out of me?

I opened my mouth to interject, but the conversation continued over me.

“It’s possible that my mistress could further assist with such developments,” Amelia replied thoughtfully. “But we haven’t even begun with her culinary skills yet, or with building her desire in her cage—she’s barely been locked up for an hour after all.”

Erin squinted her eyes as she considered Amelia’s response, her high heels tapping on the floor. “All good considerations. Your mistress might be the route to take, but for now let’s focus on the kitchen. Have her fetch me a cup of tea while I slip into something more comfortable. Then I’ll handle her desire.”

She’s talking about me as if I’m not even here! This is so degrading, so humiliating, so arousing…

I could feel myself squirming in my chastity cage at her utter dismissal of me as her husband. Already she seemed to think of me as nothing more than the help, and even then, just a novice who wasn’t even important enough to address. I should have been outraged. I should have been furious. But I wasn’t. I loved it.

“Yes, dear. I will have it right away,” I blurted out, feeling the overwhelming need to be good for my wife.

Erin glanced at me and flashed a curt smile then nodded towards the door. “Less talking, more doing,” she said flatly. “You may need to address that as well, Amelia.”

Amelia smiled and nodded then pulled me down the hall once more. In the kitchen we stopped in front of the stove where Amelia set the kettle on to boil. “Surely you know how to make tea, right?”

“Uhh, yeah,” I stammered, suddenly feeling the pressure of my wife’s simple request. “She takes it with a splash of cream and sugar.”

“Very good. Then I’ll let you handle this.”

I quickly prepared the cup to my wife’s liking and hurried it back to the bedroom where I found her sitting on the edge of the bed in waiting. But as I entered I froze as I saw her appearance, her work clothes removed and in place was a thin black lace chemise. It was practically see through as it hugged her body tightly, showing off her sensual curves perfectly. Her legs were tightly crossed and covered in sheer black stockings, ones just like mine. Around her hips I could see the feint outline of tiny panties, a sight which made my penis pulse longingly in its cage.

“H-here’s your tea,” I stammered as I offered her the mug, my heart racing as I continued to gawk at her appearance.

Erin played with a long strand of her brunette hair as she grinned at me and accepted the cup. Her eyes never left me as she took a sip, piercing my soul with her fierce gaze.

“This is… adequate…” she let out as the lowered the cup.

To my surprise she held it out and began tilting it over, letting the tea splash all over the floor that I had just mopped. I could feel myself shaking as I watched the liquid pool on the floor, droplets spreading all around. Not knowing what her actions meant only made me more nervous.

“Is there something wrong?” I squeaked, not knowing what else to do or say.

Erin batted her eyelashes at me and gave me an amused look. “Why yes,” she scoffed. “There’s quite the mess on the floor, maid. I believe it needs to be cleaned.”

“Of course! Let me go fetch something to clean it up.”

“No,” Erin snapped. “You have everything you need on you already. Clean it up now. With your tongue.”


Chapter 10

Licking


Istared at my wife in shock, my mouth slack and my eyes bulging.

She can’t be serious. She wants me to lick all of this off the floor?

Erin cocked her head to the side as she considered me, her long eyelashes fluttering playfully. “Well, maid? Shouldn’t you get to work?”

I gulped as I tried to think of how to respond, my eyes flashing between the mess on the floor and the amused look on my wife’s face. Beneath my fluffy maid’s dress I could feel my dick stirring, the arousal of her demand teasing my every sense.

“Y-yes, dear,” I croaked as I began to lower down to my knees.

“Mistress!” Amelia snapped from beside me. “You need to address her as your mistress!”

“Too true,” Erin smirked. “From now on you’re the maid and I am your mistress.”

My penis swelled up more, filling every last bit of the tiny cage locked over it and pressing against the walls.

“Yes… Mistress,” I let out, the title feeling perfect as it left my quivering lips.

“Much better,” my wife purred. “Now hurry up and get to work, servant.”

She uncrossed her legs and placed her foot on my shoulder, pressing it down towards the floor. I gave in and let her guide me to my assignment, letting her control me.

The tea was still warm, even against the cold floor. With long slurps I lapped it up, swallowing gulp after gulp.

“Very good, my little pet. I can feel you growing more obedient by the second,” Erin purred. “I love how it feels.”

I looked up at her with pleading eyes, hoping she meant that I was done. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“I’ve enjoyed watching you obey me, so much so that I want to give you a little reward.”

My eyebrows perked up at the news and I pushed myself up to face her. “You do?” I asked desperately.

“Mmm, yes,” my wife moaned as she spread her legs around me. She ran her fingers up her stockings, raising the chemise up her legs until her tiny black g-string was visible. Her hand slipped under her panties and began to rub her pussy as her body began to squirm. “I want you to use that tongue on me now. Pleasure me, show me what a good girl you are.”

Good… girl?

Her request enticed me and her choice of words fueled me. “Yes, Mistress.”

My hands swallowed her legs, feeling her smooth, silky stockings on my fingers. The touch made my legs tingle, making me grow more aware of my own stockings and how sexy they were to wear.

As my gropes reached her thighs I could already feel the warmth radiating from between her legs, her aroma drawing me closer like an intoxicating perfume. With a swift flick of her panties, Erin presented herself to me, showing me the target of my affection.

My head lunged forward, my tongue hungrily licking her moist lips. With long thrusts I moved up and down, savoring every inch. I could feel her body writhing around me, her hips shifting and her legs tensing. She began thrusting herself forward, grinding her pussy against me as she demanded more.

Working my tongue up to her clit I teased her with long spiraling movements, making her squirm more around me and telling me that she wanted more.

Erin continued bucking her body towards me, clearly enjoying the pleasures I was providing. “Yes! More, more!” she cried out.

Her moans of pleasure made my cock throb in my cage. So badly I wanted to jump her, to thrust my throbbing cock inside her and really feel her warmth—but this cage denied it all. I could feel my desires surging, my lust reaching new levels, levels that I worried I wouldn’t be able to fulfill because of the denial the cage provided.

But I knew I couldn’t think about any of that right now. Right now I had one goal, one mission. To please my mistress.

I tried to channel my desire into my tongue, to unleash a fury of passion into my every lick as I continued to ravage her clit.

Erin’s fingers dug into the bedding, gripping it tightly as she arched her back. “Fuck, yes. Serve me, baby. Pleasure your mistress!”

I was growing hotter with every lap, every suck. Her taste flowed into my mouth and drove me crazy.

“Don’t stop!”

My penis pulsed against its cage as Erin’s mouth gaped open and wild cries escaped. My arousal pressed against the barricade in my panties, the cage forcefully denied my desire to become erect.

“Yes!” Erin screamed from the top of her lungs as her body tensed around me, her legs squeezing my head as her body found its pleasure.

I didn’t stop until I felt her relax and she collapsed back into the bed. Her breath was heavy, her chest surging up and down as she caught her breath. Wiping her juices from my lips, I pushed myself to stand above her, watching her radiating euphoria waft from her body. Her lips were curled in a pleased smile, her fingers delicately playing with her nipples as she admired me.

“Very well done, maid. You may have a future in this household after all,” she grinned.

My knees were on the bed around her, then my hands. I crept over her until my face hovered over hers. My lips dove for her bare shoulder, kissing it hungrily as they worked up her neck, her chin, her lips. We locked in a passionate embrace, tasting one another as lovers did.

But Erin pushed me away.

My lips were red and swollen from taking care of her and she was the only cure for them, but my efforts to taste more of her were again denied.

“What about me?” I groaned, feeling my cock strain lustfully.

Erin shoved me off of her with a huff and pushed herself up to sitting. “You get whatever I give you, whenever I see it fit. Today, tasting me was all the reward you deserve, and if you keep up that entitled attitude then it may be a long time until you get anything.”

A long time? This can’t be happening!

“It’s not entitlement,” I whimpered. “It’s just that I need you so badly. Please, baby.”

Erin began adjusting her panties and pulling down her lingerie, not needing words to tell me that what I wanted was officially off limits. “Look at yourself,” she scoffed. “You’re a maid now, dear, and I expect you to act like a good one. If you haven’t figured it out yet, the cage stays on to help me make sure you remain obedient. You’ve passed today’s test, but we clearly still have a lot of training ahead of us.”

“Does that mean?”

“Yes,” Erin snapped sharply. “That means you still have some time before you get released from your cage. Perhaps not until your training is complete, and only then if you still want to.”

I fought my urge to beg with her, simply responding with a nod as my shoulders slumped.

“Good, I’m glad you’re beginning to learn your place. Now go fetch me a sandwich. I’m famished from that delightful orgasm.”

I nodded again as I slipped off the bed, balancing myself as I stood in my high heels. As I walked towards the kitchen a single thought lingered in my mind.

She said after my training that I might get out if I stilled wanted to be. Why wouldn’t I want out of this damned contraption?

The thought was alarming, but I had to assume that it was all just a rouse to tease me. But if I really wanted to know the answer, I knew that I would have to do my best to be the good obedient maid that my wife wanted me to be, or else I would never last long enough to find out.


Chapter 11

Changes


As the days went on I could feel a change happening within me. Emotions swirled, arousal flowed, and desire built. With every passing day Erin continued to tease me, to make demands of me, to treat me like I was nothing more than her maid and servant, even when I wasn’t dressed as the part.

At first she would only make me dress up in my maid’s uniform when Amelia would make her visits to help train me, but soon aspects of my maid persona began to bleed into my regular life.

Panties were the first phase, my drawer of boxers mysteriously disappearing and being replaced by colorful women’s lingerie of all colors and cuts. When I had first discovered the swap I held up a pair and looked at my wife, confusion plastered across my face, but she simply shrugged it off and asked me why I wasn’t getting dressed.

Soon I discovered more and more within my closet. Next came bras and then stockings, each one causing a stir within my cage that told me just how badly I wanted to wear them. I wasn’t sure if Erin expected me just start wearing them or if they were meant for special occasions, but when I noticed that there was plenty of each I assumed that she had expected it. So I began to wear them every day under my clothes.

In addition to the new undergarments, Erin also made me keep my body clean and shaved for her, occasionally stopping to rub her hands along my hairless legs to make sure that I was still keeping my feminine appearance. On the day she discovered me wearing the thigh highs she had added to my closet, she was more than tickled with my obedience and initiative. Running her hands up and down my smooth legs she giggled about how we were both wearing the same stockings.

As I worked from home wearing my lingerie hidden beneath my work clothes, I constantly found myself squirming with desire. I badly wanted to release the building tensions, but my chastity cage continued to thwart my desires. Then, when acceptance of my denial seeped in, I eventually found new things to fantasize about, specifically wearing more.

By the end of the day when all of my meetings were done, I found myself sneaking into my wife’s closet and trying on her dresses. It was hard to find outfits that fit and I worried that my larger frame might stretch out her beautiful clothes, but in the back corner I found an array of larger sizes from when she was younger and couldn’t resist feeling them on me.

I loved how they felt.

I always made sure to change back into my normal clothes and hide any evidence of my deviances before she returned home, but one day I discovered the very dresses that I had tried on were now in my closet, along with several new outfits—and several new maid’s uniforms.

“From now on when you’re working I expect you to dress in something more becoming of a hard working lady like yourself,” Erin whispered behind me when she saw me discover my new wardrobe. “But when you clock out of your day job, your true work begins—your work as my servant—and I expect you to dress the part.”

My eyes flashed between outfits, seeing the fluffy and frilly maids outfits next to the elegant and sexy office dresses. I couldn’t believe what my wife wanted me to do.

“You’re serious? You want me to dress like a woman all the time now?” I asked in shock.

Her hands were on my shoulder as she nuzzled her cheek against mine. “Yes, darling,” she whispered sensually. “If you’re going to be my maid then I need you to feel like a maid. I need you to long to be my maid.”

“I already do,” I moaned, feeling my cock surge to life from her touches.

I was desperate to turn around and grab her, to press my lips against hers as I pushed her back towards the bed and mounted her. I wanted to rip off her clothes and thrust my aching cock deep inside her, to feel her warm embrace of my manhood. But as I felt my struggling erection against my chastity cage I knew that wasn’t going to be happening, and I knew I needed to continue obeying my wife if I ever wanted a chance.

At the same time there was a part of me that didn’t want that, a part of me that wanted to rip my own clothes off so I could try on these new, feminine outfits and be the one who was controlled and ravished.

“Would you like me to dress up now so I can better prepare dinner?” I asked nervously.

I could feel Erin’s breasts against my back as she pressed her body against mine, her hands reaching around and pulling me back. “Mmm, yes. I think that’s an excellent idea,” she purred into my ear.

Her hands began to explore me, groping me wildly, peaking my desire once again. I could feel my length growing in my panties as her hand creeped towards it, her fingers slipping into my pants and reaching for it. They gripped my straining shaft as it pressed mightily against its prison. Her pleased chuckle told me that she now knew exactly how badly I truly wanted to be her maid.

She began to explore my cage, feeling my desire as her fingers covered every curve of the small device. “I’m starting to think that there is great promise for you, Daphne. I think it may be time to take things to the next level tonight.”

“Daphne?” I moaned.

“That’s right. If you’re going to be dressing up and serving me as a maid, you needed a proper name. No more of this David silliness.”

I gulped as I considered this new change, the name almost seeming to erase a part of me that I had known for so long. “You’re so right, Mistress.”

Erin laughed wickedly at my approval as she released me and stepped away. “Good, now make me something worthy of your mistress. Do it well and I will have a very special surprise ready for you.”


Chapter 12

Dinner


While the idea of a surprise was enticing, especially with the discomfort I fell beneath my panties, so was the idea of wearing one of the new outfits that my mistress had given me. I quickly yet thoughtfully picked out one of my maid outfits, thinking that I would be the most fitting style to wear to prepare dinner, and before I knew it I was once again covered in satin and lace.

My new dress hugged my curves nicely, the low cut top showing off my fake breasts while the short skirt tickled and teased my cheeks with the playful bounces of the petticoat as I walked. It was smooth to the touch and the satin shimmered in the light, making me feel beautiful as I strutted through the hall in my four inch high heels.

In the kitchen I got to work, preparing the best possible meal that used everything I had learned from Amelia’s training. As I worked I wished she was here to help me, or to just be with me; her aura and presence always filled me with an unbridled desire to do good. I couldn’t help but wonder when I might see her next and if my good behavior and improved skills as a maid would someday remove the need for her to continue her training.

Someday that angelic temptress will leave me and only be a feint memory of how my new life began. I don't look forward to that day.

Despite my future concerns, I quickly fell into a groove and everything began to feel natural. The feeling of working in heels, the bouncing of my extra large breasts, and the cool air wafting under my short dress as I rushed around the kitchen were all welcomed sensations. After just a few weeks, being dressed like a maid was starting to feel more natural than the men’s clothes I had worn for decades.

Before I knew it dinner was prepared. I placed the grilled chicken salad on the dining table, making the placement look perfect while I neatly laid out the silverware and added a nice glass of wine. As I took a moment to rest before summoning Erin, I couldn’t help but think of everything I had just done as a test and wonder if I would pass it.

I suppose everything I do form now on is a test. A test of devotion, obedience, and skill.

Fixing my dress, I settled myself then went to fetch Erin to let her know that dinner was ready. She came into the dinning room with a critical eye, but when she saw the nicely laid out spread, she seemed more than impressed.

“I like the attention to detail; the placemat, the silverware, the wine,” she said as she sat down. “But I notice only one plate. You didn’t serve yourself, Daphne?”

I glanced towards my normal seat at the table and saw how empty it was. In making her meal I had completely forgotten to prepare a plate for myself.

“I suppose I was so focused on making your preparations that I forgot myself,” I replied.

“Mmm, very good,” Erin let out as she took her first bite. “Your mind is beginning to understand who is more important. It’s not a maid’s place to eat with their mistress, you see. You have done very well.”

“Oh, uhh… thank you, Mistress.” I was a little uneasy about what that meant for our relationship, but in my anxiety over how she liked the food I prepared, I let the thought slip. “Is your meal to your liking?”

She took another bite and nodded as she swallowed. “Very much.” She took a sip of wine then shooed me away with her hand as if I was a fly annoyingly buzzing around her. “You may wait in the kitchen. I will let you know if I need anything else.”

Without thinking I gave my wife a short bow then turned to proceed to the kitchen. As I waited, I found myself nervously cleaning, attempting to distract myself from what might happen next.

She said she wanted to take things to the next level tonight. What does that mean?

Already I was fully dressed as a woman, from my heeled feet to my dirty blonde wig. While I wasn’t currently wearing makeup, I often did when I had more dedicated time. What else could she want to do with me that would be more than this? How else could she possibly make me feel more feminine or like more of a maid?

Or maybe she means to finally reward me by taking my cage off? Maybe if dinner goes well then she will let me finally cum!

The thoughts battled in my mind while I continued to diligently clean the kitchen. Even though it looked spotless, I found minor blemishes that I would have never noticed before and corrected them swiftly with my newfound skills.

But soon the wait was over.

“Maid, you may take my plate,” Erin called to me from the dinning room.

I hurried to her, swiftly taking her empty plate and utensils and taking them back to the kitchen. I wanted to stay and ask her about what would come next, but I was too scared that I might mess up my opportunity for more so I kept my lips sealed.

As I cleaned her plate I noticed Erin saunter into the room, her nearly empty wine glass delicately held in her hand. “I could certainly get used to this,” she chuckled as she leaned against the doorframe and admired me.

So could I.

“Is there anything else you need, Mistress? Perhaps a refill?” I asked.

Erin swigged the rest of her wine as she approached me, setting the glass down on the kitchen island as she leaned against it, her breasts nearly popping out of her dress as she reached for me. “Just you. In our bedroom,” she purred. “Tonight you’ve earned the privilege of discovering what it means to be a true sissy.”


Chapter 13

Surprise


My heart raced as Erin lead me back to our bedroom, and my mind flooded with possibilities, all seemingly too unbelievable. But no amount of daydreaming could have ever prepared me for what was waiting for me in our room.

“Amelia,” I gasped as I saw her sitting on the bed.

She glowed in the light of the room, her typical maid’s outfit replaced with a soft black dress that hugged her curves just enough to tease without being too revealing. The deep V neckline framed her graceful collarbones and the sheer cap sleeves added a touch of allure, hinting at bare skin beneath while looking classy.

Her golden hair framed her face, and as I entered her red lips curled into a knowing smile. She wasn’t just wearing that dress; she owned it. And in that moment, she owned me too.

“Hello, Daphne,” she cooed, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

“I’ve asked Amelia here tonight for a very important lesson,” Erin explained as she came to stand next to my tutor. She placed her hand on Amelia’s shoulder and they shared a glance before returning their attention to me. “A lesson that will test your devotion to your new position, and drive you to be better and further accept your place.”

I gulped as I stared at the two women who had already changed my life so drastically, still unable to comprehend what they might have planned for me.

“And what is that?” I asked hesitantly.

“Let’s not pretend that I haven’t noticed the looks you two have shared over the last few weeks because I have,” she explained. “Tonight your lesson will completely be at Amelia’s discretion. I am giving her full reign to do everything and anything that she wants to do to you, as long as she truly believes that it will help you grow in your new role as my maid.”

“Not just as your maid, Mistress,” Amelia chimed in. “If you want a fully obedient servant then my mistress believes that they need to be trained as sissy maids. That is what I will be working on tonight.”

“Yes, of course,” Erin nodded with a grin. “And I can’t wait to watch exactly what you plan to do to my dear, Daphne.”

Amelia stood up and approached me, her movements slow yet deliberate. As she neared I could feel my chest pounding, my breath heaving from my open mouth as I awaited whatever was to come.

What does she mean that Amelia can do whatever she pleases with me? And what does Amelia mean by making me a sissy?

My teacher stopped just before me with a smirk on her face that told me I was soon to learn the answer to every question rattling in my mind.

“You look very pretty tonight,” she said softly as she laid her hands on my waist.

I shivered from her touch, so soft, so sensual. I was afraid for what it might lead to, especially in front of my wife.

“Ever since that first day we met I could tell you were like me and that you were in awe of me; my beauty and my freedom,” she continued, pulling me closer until our breasts met. “This is your chance to have it all for yourself. To feel sexy and desired, to feel free from your bounds, to unleash freedom upon yourself by giving into your every lust.”

I could feel my body shaking as my penis swelled in its cage. Even though she wasn’t being direct, I had a feeling I knew exactly what she meant and I couldn’t believe what was about to happen.

“How do I do that?” I breathed out, my voice trembling.

Amelia smiled at me as her gaze flickered back and forth between my eyes and my lips, telling me exactly what she wanted—I wanted it, too. I had wanted it for so long. “I think you know exactly what to do.”

I looked at Erin who was now sitting on the bed, watching us intently. “Tonight think of Amelia as your mistress and you her little plaything, Daphne. Don’t think of me as your wife or you as my husband. I’m just here to observe,” she smiled.

My wife’s words gave me a strange sense of confidence and as I looked back at Amelia I found her somehow closer to me, her pouty lips nearly close enough to taste. As our eyes locked again I felt my heart flutter and my body became weightless, grounded only by Amelia’s groping hands.

Her fingers crept up my back, getting lost inside my hair as she took hold of me. As she gripped my hair tightly I gasped and felt my cock throb with lust.

Give into my every lust she said…

My head suddenly lunged forward, my mouth pressing passionately against Amelia’s. Her lips were sweet and sticky, exactly how I had always imagined, and with my first taste I knew that I could never have enough.

As we embraced she pulled my head against hers and let her tongue loose inside my mouth. We began moaning into each other, our passion quickly growing as our lips locked. My hands grabbed her, feeling her body for the first time and making me feel overcome with desire. Beneath my panties my cock raged, longing to grow erect and make its presence known.

Amelia bit my lip and snapped it as she pulled back, a naughty grin plastered across her face. “I knew I was right about you.”

I could feel Erin’s watchful eyes on us, but I didn’t care. She had set this in motion and brought Amelia to me tonight, she clearly wanted me to have this just as much as I did. “Yes, you were.”

She kissed me again then chucked wickedly as she pulled away. “Tonight I’m going to make you feel so much. Tonight I’m going to change your world forever.”


Chapter 14

New Desires


My world was swirling around me with this beautiful goddess standing firmly in the center. I couldn’t believe that she wanted me, or that my wife had given me to her, but both seemed to be true.

At least for tonight.

“Amelia, your mistress gave me this. I trust you know how to use it,” Erin said beside us.

Her hand extended towards us in slow motion, a small silver key dangling from a chain in her hand. The instant I saw it I knew exactly what it was and how it would be used—it was the key to Amelia’s chastity cage.

Amelia accepted it and slowly began to pull up the skirt of her dress, letting me see the lacy black panties that lied beneath. Her finger hooked inside and swiftly pulled them aside, debuting her small pink chastity cage, small and enclosed, allowing nothing of her former manhood to be seen. But with the quick insert of the key and a sharp twist, the cage was off, and her surprise revealed.

I gasped at the sight, small and slender at first, but quickly stretching out as it felt the cool air of freedom. Before I knew it her lips were on mine again, kissing me hungrily with a rejuvenated passion that made my own cock thrust firmly against its cage.

She grabbed my hand and placed it along her length, now long and hard. I could feel it throbbing in my palm, desperate for my touch. I couldn’t resist giving into it.

“Yes,” Erin breathed, her voice dripping with excitement. “Make her want you. Make her need you.”

My wife’s approval fueled my desire more and I could feel my strokes speeding up. Up and down the shaft I went, feeling it grow harder from my touch, its head swelling up as its veins bulged.

Amelia pulled her lips away from mine, a single line of drool still keeping us connected as she smiled at me. “Be a good girl and help me out of my dress.”

She spun around and swished her hair to the side to expose her dress’s little zipper. My fingers fumbled with it nervously before pulling it down, exposing her soft skin and lacy lingerie beneath.

As her dress fell to the floor Amelia turned back around, showing me the sexy black bustier and panties that she wore. “Tonight you’re all mine and I intend to use you,” she whispered. “It’s been a long time since I’ve had my release and have felt such physical pleasures—and I don’t plan on wasting this opportunity.”

I bit my lip as I considered her words and wondered what she planned to do with such freedom. “How?” I asked as my throbbing penis made me squirm.

She leaned forward again, her tongue tracing my lips before kissing me once more. “Your lips,” she breathed out. “They’re so plump, so juicy. I want to feel them.”

I grinned from her words and kissed her again, arousal surging through me as I felt more desired than ever before.

“Not like that,” Amelia giggled as she pulled away.

I noticed her eyes glancing downward and I instantly knew what she meant, and even if she didn’t, I knew what I needed to do. Suddenly I was lowering down, feeling my knees against the hard floor as I looked up at Amelia.

The shimmer in her eyes told me that she approved of my behavior, the bouncing of her cock told me that she was ready for me to act on it.

With a lick of my lips I was ready. With the lunge of my mouth I had begun.

I felt her passion inside me, firm yet soft, as I truly tasted her for the first time. My hand gripped her shaft as my mouth began to move back and forth over it, my tongue exploring every last bit.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing yet at the same time I couldn’t believe that I had never done it before. Having her inside me made me feel so hot, so aroused, so naughty—I loved every sensation.

“Look at her go,” Erin murmured, her tone full of wicked delight. “That’s it, Daphne. Build your passion, accept your new role as a subservient sissy maid. Please your new master.”

My wife’s approval of my deviance only turned me on more, making me feel even sluttier as I sucked Amelia’s yearning cock. At the same time her words rang true within me, I knew that I must be good and satisfy my master just as she desired of me.

“Yes, that’s it,” Amelia groaned above me as her fingers wrapped around my hair. Her grip told me how much she approved of my work, and how much she wanted more.

I could feel my chest heaving as I continued, moans escaping my stuffed mouth as I took her in. My mouth began spiraling around her length, my tongue feeling every pulse and throb of excitement that I created.

Amelia’s fingers tightened and she pulled me down against her, filling my throat and making me gag. I didn’t stop, however—and I wouldn’t until I had fulfilled my duty.

Again she pulled me against her, and again, and again. I began to brace myself against her thighs, the silky feeling of her stockings making me want to ravage her entire body as she fucked my mouth.

“Fuck yeah,” Amelia moaned as she took me, filling my mouth with her lust.

“Not yet!” Erin suddenly hissed, making Amelia stop abruptly.

My eyes flashed to my wife, my mouth still full of cock as drool dripped down my chin, curious as to why she suddenly felt a need to intrude.

“Amelia,” she said sharply. “Do you really think you’ve done enough? There’s still so much more that you can experience. That she can experience.”

Amelia pulled my hair back, making me look up at her as she looked down at me. Her breasts surged up and down with each breath, her passion undeniable. “She’s right,” she breathed out, grinning at me. “I nearly failed you, my dear Daphne. I hope you’ll forgive me.”

I let her cock slip from my mouth as I looked at her with anticipation, my lust not yet satisfied. “You haven’t failed me yet,” I answered softly.

She released her grip on my hair and cupped my chin, urging me to rise. I obeyed, standing up until we faced each other eye to eye, mouth to mouth.

“And now I won’t,” she said, her voice low and intoxicating. “Bend over.”


Chapter 15

Practice


Without thinking I found myself bending over the bed, presenting myself to Amelia and her throbbing passion. Her hands were quickly on me, pushing up the hems of my skirt and exposing my bare flesh to her. I could feel her fingernails digging into me as she groped my cheeks, spreading them open as she prepared me for her next lesson.

The tip of her cock slid between my open cheeks and I gasped at the touch, now fully understanding what she meant to do to me.

I can’t believe this is happening. I can’t believe I want this to happen.

“I simply love where this is going, but perhaps you should be a little more delicate,” Erin giggled next to me on the bed. “I wouldn’t want to spoil her first time after all.”

“You’re so right, Mistress,” Amelia breathed, her cock still teasing me.

As she stepped away I found myself relaxing yet still tense with anticipation. Now that she had shown me her plans, I knew what was to come but would now have to wait.

Beside the bed Amelia grabbed her duffel bag and began digging through it, placing various objects on the bed as I watched.

“My mistress prepared me for weeks before my first experience,” Amelia explained. “Unfortunately we don’t have that much time for you, but I will do what I can to get you ready for the full thing.”

The full thing…

The thought drove me crazy, the image of having her full cock in me making me feel so naughty. Weeks ago I could have never fathomed such a thing, perhaps even days ago, or hours ago. But now, here in this moment, I couldn’t imagine anything else.

Behind me I heard the squirting of liquid followed by slathering. I wanted to turn back to see what it was, but I remained in my requested position, trying my best to be good for my betters.

But soon I felt it, the cool, wet object tickling my senses. Amelia placed it tenderly against my hole, letting me know what was about to happen, then slowly slipped it inside me.

I gasped at the sensation, the moist object penetrating me with ease. It continued to push in against my body’s natural resistance, slowly stretching me open to take it in.

“Well I didn’t think you would go so small,” my wife grumbled.

Amelia pushed it in further until I could feel her fingers wrapped around the base.

This is small?

“Don’t worry, Mistress. We will get to everything that you want—I want it, too. And so does she,” Amelia said softly as she thrust the object inside me again. “I can tell.”

Never before had I felt so used, so taken, but my experiencing this initiation from Amelia while my wife watched made me feel that and more.

Amelia pulled the object out and set it to the side and soon I heard the slathering of lube once again. This time as the new object entered me with more force, my body strained from the pressure, not yet accepting its fate.

“Better,” Erin giggled as Amelia pressed the longer and thicker device inside me.

My fingers gripped the bedding, my eyes shut tight as I braced through the feelings—a mixture of pain and pleasure.

“Relax,” Amelia breathed out. “Breathe through it and focus on the pleasure.”

I tried, relaxing my eyes and taking deep breaths in and out as she continued working my hole.

With every thrust she moved quicker, sending her tool slightly deeper within me. But just as I was growing used to it, feeling my body opening itself to its size, she again pulled it out and left me feeling empty.

The familiar sounds of lubricant echoed through the room, this time filling me with more trepidation as I knew what it meant.

Feeling the new device work itself into me, stretching me further open, was eye opening. My mouth dropped as I groaned at the forceful feeling.

“That’s it, you can do it,” Amelia cheered. “Be a good sissy.”

“Mmm, yes. Take it like a good little slut,” my wife purred.

Amelia’s device was even longer and thicker, but also smooth. It pushed itself in deeper with every thrust as my body grew more receptive to the fucking it was receiving.

I couldn’t believe what I was feeling, the pain, the pleasure, the throbbing in my chastity cage. The sensations were driving me wild, making me long to touch myself and feel a climaxing pleasure.

As if reading my mind, Erin crept closer, her hand floating beneath my dress as she found my cage. “It’s trying so hard to grow. How badly do you want to cum right now, my little maid?”

“So badly,” I moaned, each word strained as Amelia continued to train my hole for her.

“Perhaps in due time,” my wife chuckled. “If you can’t prove to be a true sissy then I may I need you nice and pent up so the cum is flooding your mind. So that you can’t think about anything other than how you might next serve me and make me happy for even the smallest chance that I might let you have an inkling of pleasure.”

I groaned in dismay, her words terrorizing me yet driving me even more crazed with arousal. “Yes, Mistress,” I whimpered.

“I think she’s ready for more, Mistress,” Amelia giggled. “She sounds so utterly under your control.”

“Yes, I think you’re right, Amelia. Let’s see if she’s ready to complete her training.”


Chapter 16

Truth


Ididn’t move from my position despite the growing discomfort on my knees. I knew exactly what my betters wanted of me—I knew what it was time for and I was ready for it.

Amelia prepared herself behind me, every passing second feeling like an eternity as I waited for her to use me fully and truly.

“I’ll be gentle, at first,” she said, her voice low and husky. “But when I can tell you’re ready I’m giving you everything.”

My cock throbbed in my cage, the fantasies and phantom feelings leaving me desperate for her to begin. “Yes, Amelia,” I whimpered anxiously.

Her hands were suddenly on me, grabbing my hips and positioning me just right as my body trembled under her touch. She teased me with her head, I could feel it hot and swollen as she twirled her cock around my hole, making me want to cry out for her to begin.

Then it happened.

My breath caught in my throat as she plunged her cock inside me. It wasn’t quite as big as her last toy, and it wasn’t quite as hard, but it was even more forceful as it entered me.Amelia’s lust was palpable as she penetrated me.

“That’s it, that’s a good girl,” she breathed out as she pushed in further.

My teeth were gritting, my eyes shut tightly. Despite the preparations Amelia had just exercised on me, I suddenly didn’t feel ready for such an act or to become a true sissy. Yet the constant pulsing in my cage told me that I was.

She pulled her cock back before pushing in again, going just further inside. I could feel that I was still tense and struggling with the new sensations, and I was grateful that she was starting slowly.

In and out she moved, her depth and speed gradually increasing as I braced myself against my changing desires, slowly relaxing and embracing the pleasures within.

“How does it feel to have a cock in you?” my wife teased me, her interest piqued by the scene playing out before her.

“I don’t think she would really know yet, Mistress,” Amelia giggled. “She’s barely felt more than the tip.”

Just the tip?

“Then what are you waiting for? Give her what she needs.”

Amelia grabbed my hips and surged forward, filling me deeply. I moaned at the feeling, her throbbing cock pulsing within me.

“Oh, fuck,” I cried.

“It’s not going to feel truly good until you accept what you’ve become, what you really are. Tell us, speak it into existence,” Amelia cooed.

I glanced at Erin who had crept closer and was watching attentively. Her eyes were wide with excitement, her head nodding at me to fulfill Amelia’s request.

That moment felt so strange. Having my wife watch me as I was dressed up as a French maid, as I was positioned on all fours in our marital bed, as I had a cock in my ass. But it wasn’t just those things, it was her utter desire for them to be happening, her motives and her drive for me to be in this position. I knew that she wanted this for me, for us, and I knew that I did too.

“I’m your maid,” I let out, my voice weak and raspy. “And I’m a sissy. Your sissy. And you control me—I do as you please.”

Erin smiled wickedly at me as she pet my hair. “True, all of it true,” she cooed. “And do you know what I want you to do right now?”

“I think I do, Mistress.”

“Then tell me.”

“You want me to take this cock, all of it.”

Her lips curled wider as her pleasure grew. “That’s right. So be a good girl and take it. All of it.”

As I nodded I felt Amelia pull back. With my eyes still locked with my wife’s, I felt the hot, thick cock slam into me deeper than ever, my acceptance letting it in.

My mouth gaped open as I moaned with pleasure, Amelia’s cock hitting me hard, deep inside. “Fuck!” I cried out. “Please, fuck me. Harder!”

“That’s a good girl,” my wife laughed.

Amelia continued lustfully, now with long powerful thrusts that I could tell were pleasing her greatly. Her breath was growing deeper, her motions more primal and animalistic, her grip on me tight as her nails dug into my flesh.

“She’s accepted her truth,” Amelia growled over me. “I can tell.”

I nodded my agreement, as my acceptance of who I now was allowed my mind to relax and my body to loosen. The only tension remaining in my body was the straining of my cock against its prison, the denial that proved my yearning to take Amelia’s full length.

The harder she worked, the better I felt and the more tense the feeling grew in my cage. I could feel Amelia’s passion in every thrust, her cock throbbing inside me. Harder and harder she pounded me, letting me feel her flesh slap against my ass as she filled me completely.

“Yes, I see that,” Erin laughed. “She’s accepted her new role better than I could have ever imagined. But perhaps I should help seal the deal.”

She crawled closer to me and grabbed my hair, pulling it up forcefully as she stared into my eyes. She had a wildness oozing out of them, an overt excitement for what was happening to me and what it would mean for her. Her lips moved to my ear, nuzzling against my cheek firmly as she maintained her firm grip on my hair.

“You’re being such a good girl taking her cock like this. Such a good girl,” she purred. “I want you to really enjoy it now, I want you to cum.”

Despite the swelling and throbbing of my cock, I couldn’t imagine orgasming with it trapped in such a device. “Please. Unlock my cage,” I whined.

Erin licked my cheek and giggled. “No,” she said flatly. “You’re going to cum in your little cage so you learn that you never need to take it off.”

Before I could respond her lips were on mine, devouring them passionately. She stole my breath away as she sucked on my lips, filling my mind with bliss as I experienced pleasure from both ends.

She broke away, but left her forehead against mine as she breathed heavily. “Cum for me, slut. Do as your mistress demands.”

“I want to,” I moaned, feeling my cock straining harder. “I really do.”

She kissed me again, her hands beginning to grope my feminized body. I could feel her fingers over my breasts, squeezing my chest with wild abandon and making me feel more feminine than ever.

“You’re such a naughty cock whore, Daphne. Can’t you feel it? You just love having cock in you,” my wife whispered in my ear, her words flooding my body with shivers. “Now that you’re my sissy maid this is how you’re going to receive your pleasure. I’m going to let you get fucked whenever I feel you deserve it.”

I could feel my arousal pooling in my penis, a wave of lust and excitement driving me crazy from her assertion. “Really?” I managed to breathe out.

“Oh, yes,” she said as she nibbled my ear, her warm breath on my neck making me squirm. “But only when you’ve been a good, obedient maid for me. Maybe I’ll even let Amelia have you again. I bet you would like that. Do you like how her cock feels?”

As she spoke I could feel Amelia’s cock growing inside me, her head swelling up and her veins bulging.

“Yes. Fuck, yes!”

“Then you better commit yourself to your full-time life of servitude to me. Are you ready to do that, Daphne? Are you ready to fully devote yourself to me?”

As her last word rolled off her tongue Amelia thrust fully inside me and I felt a rumble surge down her shaft until it burst. With a gasp I felt her erupt, her cock pumping cum in me.

“Yes!” I shouted as I felt Amelia fill me with her seed, completing my sissy initiation.

Erin laughed as she watched. “Such a naughty little cum slut,” she chided. “How cute it is to watch you take your first load. Your first of many, if your good.”

Behind me I could feel Amelia’s body melt against mine, her grip loosening as she succumbed to her orgasm. But as her hands released I could feel them reaching around me, grabbing at my cage and beginning rub me.

“You have such a good little sissy here, Mistress. I would be honored to train her again,” my teacher said.

I was beginning to grow overcome with sensations, the naughty feelings and sensual touches peaking my lust.

“Not if she doesn’t obey me and cum,” Erin told Amelia before turning her attention back to me. “If you don’t cum now you’re not going to be allowed to for weeks, maybe even months. Do as you’re told.”

My mouth suddenly dropped open as a deep guttural groan erupted from within. My cock surged and then burst, cum exploding as euphoria washed over me.

“Holy fuck!” I cried out as the orgasm overtook my every sense.

“That’s it! That’s a good sissy.”

Collapsing into the bed I closed my eyes and lost all will to exist, my body and mind exhausted. “That was amazing.”

Erin slapped my ass and laughed as she stood up from the bed. “Now you’re officially mine. Welcome to your new life, Daphne.”


Chapter 17

New Beginnings


Iwoke up the next morning and went straight to my closet to get dressed. It looked so different now, all filled with feminine clothes with not a single piece of my old wardrobe remaining. I now knew what was expected of me and I would dress accordingly even though a lot of my desire had vanished with my euphoric orgasm last night.

But what I had also learned was how serious Erin was to keep me like this and how badly she wanted me to be her maid—and how badly I wanted it, too. It was that recognition that enticed me to dawn a sexy new maid’s uniform for the new day ahead of me.

As I slipped on a tiny pair of panties and my sheer black thigh highs I knew that it wouldn’t be long until my overwhelming desires returned. The touch of the satin and lace against my bare skin, the tapping of my heels against the floor, and the look of power on my wife’s face; these were the things that would fuel me once again as I began my new life.

Sitting down at Erin’s vanity I slipped on my wig and looked at the new me as I began my makeup. As I transformed myself for my first full day of servitude I couldn’t help but wonder what Amelia was doing at this very moment and if I would ever see her again. Erin had mentioned that if I was good that she might invite her back for another night like the last—would that be the only means to see the beautiful goddess that had begun this journey of mine? Would my devotion and obedience to my wife be the key to feeling such pleasure inside me again?

The thoughts quickly began stirring feelings within my chastity cage again and I couldn’t help but laugh at the denial it caused. It was still a strange sensation having my penis prevented from growing erect, but it was one that I was quickly growing accustomed to, and one that I was beginning to enjoy.

As I finished my makeup and stood up to inspect myself in the full mirror, I smiled, loving the person staring back at me. Though the road had been unconventional and surprising, I loved where it had lead me.

Back in the bedroom Erin was lying in bed reading a book, still wearing her satin pink pajamas. “It looks like you’re all ready for your first big day,” she smiled at me as she took in my completed look. “I so look forward to being tended to all day.”

From her wide smile I knew that her words were true, an acknowledgment that filled me with pride for tasks ahead of me. I had always loved to make my wife happy and this would be a new way to do that to an even higher degree—and all while I got to dress like this and feel so sexy.

“I look forward to serving you all day, Mistress,” I smiled back. “Is there anything I can get you to help start your day? Tea? Or perhaps breakfast?”

Erin’s smile of pleasure transformed into a naughty smirk as she reached under the bed. “There’s actually something that you can do to help start your day.” She giggled as she extended me a slender black object, long and pointed with a wide base. “Amelia left this for you. She said that it would help continue your training if you wore it every day and I thought that was a splendid idea.”

My heart fluttered as I realized what it was and what my wife wanted me to do. “You want me to wear this every day?”

“Oh, yes,” she cooed. “I want you to remember last night vividly. I want you to long for everything that you felt and everything you could feel again… if you’re my good little maid.”

My penis pulsed excitedly at the proposition. While I didn’t think I would need help remembering, I loved the idea of continuing my training and feeling this inside me would be like carrying around a small piece of Amelia as I worked.

“Yes, Mistress. Of course,” I nodded.

“Good. Go ahead and put it in. Then you may begin preparing my breakfast.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Giddily I returned to the bathroom to put on the last piece of my uniform, feeling extra naughty as I slipped the butt plug inside. Fully prepared, I straightened my outfit in the mirror and let out a sigh of relief. Just moments before I had been worried about when I might feel such pleasures again, but now I knew that I would get to feel them every second that I worked.

Walking through the bedroom and seeing my wife’s beaming smile, I couldn’t help but feel a swelling of happiness. Over the last few weeks she had been so strict and stern with me, even harsh at times as she molded me into her perfect servant. But now I saw that it was more than that and that she wasn’t as wicked as she seemed. No, she still had a sweetness about her, she still wanted me to feel sexy and fulfilled. She wanted me to receive the pleasure that I now craved.

She simply wanted me to earn it.

All I would have to do was to obey her, to serve her and tend to her, to devote myself to her.

And I would.

For another taste of Amelia I would do anything.
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