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Introduction

The following is a two-series bundle containing:




Feminized By The Maid

The Replacement Maid




Each series originally consisted of four parts, all of which are included in this bundle.




For more bundles like this, please visit 

https://tiffanychastain.com/bundles


Feminized By The Maid
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Part 1

Forced to Clean


Chapter 1

The Maid

I stared at her from over the top of my coffee cup. As she bent over to push the vacuum cleaner, I craned my head to the side so I could peek under her dress. Just as I had hoped, I could see a glimpse of her panties.

Typically, she liked to wear lacy black panties and today was no different. Ever since I had moved back home from college, I couldn’t stop fantasizing about her, Tiffany, the house maid. Every day she came and every day she wore the same outfit consisting of a little black dress, white apron, sheer black stockings, black high heels, and black panties. She kept her blonde hair tied up in a bun which helped her radiate a good professional vibe, but inside I knew she was the opposite. I knew that once she left our house her hair would come down and her outfits and personality would change. She would become naughtier.

I knew this because she changed out of her uniform each day before she left. Seeing her leave our house in a short skirt, low cut blouse, and high heeled boots one day was what had sparked my interest in her in the first place. And that was what had made me realized that she wasn’t just some stuffy maid; she knew how to have fun and I wanted in on it.

Every day my parents would be off at work and it would be just the two of us alone, the maid and me. And every day I would trying flirting with her even though my attempts always seemed to fail. She would just give me a polite smile and then get back to work. My fantasizes were building up, however, and I wasn’t sure how much more I could take. I could only jerk off while thinking about her so many times before I needed to feel the real thing. I at least needed to try and get officially rejected. And today was the day I would do just that. I would try to seduce her.

I knew I had to wait for the perfect moment though. Luckily, I knew exactly when that would be and it was about to come up. I had been living back in my parent’s house long enough to know her daily routine. So I knew that she would soon start cleaning the bedrooms. She would start with my parent’s room and then move to mine. I took the last sip of my coffee and set my cup down on the counter before making my way back to my bedroom. That was where I would make my room.

As I entered, I heard the click of her heels moving down the hall on the way to the master bedroom. As always, she was right on schedule. I got undressed, tossed my clothes in the hamper to remove any evidence, and then climbed into bed. I laid down and completely covered myself with my thick blankets, hoping that she wouldn’t notice my body lying underneath. I didn’t have a great plan to seduce her, but if she was the kind of woman I thought she was, then I thought she would appreciate the move I was about to make.

I stayed hidden until I heard footsteps enter my room. With each footfall I grew more nervous about executing my plan, but I had already started and there was no going back. She would soon make the bed and find me either way. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath to calm myself. This was it, this was the time.

I thought about her and her little black panties as I touched myself. It didn’t take long to get hard and once I was, I was officially ready. I grabbed the top of my blankets and quickly pulled them aside, exposing myself to her.

She screamed in surprise and then gasped when she saw my hard cock. I pushed myself up to the top of the bed and leaned against the headboard as I resumed stroking my dick. “Care to join me?” I asked her.

She stepped backwards until she bumped into the wall. She looked horrified.

That’s not the reaction I was hoping for…

“Master Alex!” she exclaimed.

I quickly covered myself back up with the blankets. “I’m sorry!” I said frantically. “I thought… I thought you would be into it!”

Her horror turned to anger at my explanation. She stood up straight and crossed her arms as she said, “Just because I’m a working class girl you think I would be into… that? Clearly you have been up in your ivory tower for too long,” she said defiantly.

I didn’t know how to respond to that. I just muttered more apologies out. “I’m sorry. Let’s just forget it ever happened. I’ll just get dressed and get out of your way and you’ll never hear from me again.”

I could tell she was quickly regaining her composure as the power shifted in the room. She now held the cards. “Oh, no. I’m sorry, Master Alex, but this has crossed the line. It’s one thing to have to tolerate your flirtations every day, but for you to do this and make such an assumption of me is just too upsetting. I’m going to have to tell your parents.”

Panic consumed me. I couldn’t let her tell my parents. They were already upset at me for not finding a job or internship for the summer, if they found out that I was spending all my time trying to seduce the maid, they would be furious.

“Please don’t tell my parents,” I begged.

She shook her head. “I’m sorry, but I must,” she insisted.

I suddenly didn’t know what to do. I had never been in such a position of weakness as this. I had to win her over. “Please,” I begged again. “I’ll do anything. Please don’t tell them.”

A wicked smile grew on her face as she took a few steps closer to me. She looked down at me with a fire in her eyes. “Alright. I have an idea for how you can make it up to me. Wait here. I’ll be right back,” she said. She quickly walked out of the room, her strut tall and fierce. Her new attitude worried me, but I was desperate and I knew I would have to consider any proposal she had for me. I was at her mercy.


Chapter 2

The Proposal

By the time Tiffany returned to my bedroom, I had put my clothes back on, hoping that no longer being naked around her would help her forget what I had just done. To my surprised, she had changed as well and was no longer wearing her maid uniform.

Instead she now wore a tight low cut red dress that accentuated all of her curves. I could see her plump ass, her large breasts, and her perfect hourglass curves in all their glory. Her hair was no longer tied up either, it was now down and flowing over her shoulder. She looked even sexier.

“If you don’t want me to tell your parents, then I will give you one option to change my mind,” she said.

I looked at her apprehensively, wondering what she might mean. “And what’s that?” I asked.

She grinned at me as she held up her maid uniform from a hanger. “My boyfriend is in town this week and I want to spend time with him. So you will be mymaid and do the rest of my work this week,” she explained.

I stared at her in stunned silence. Could she really be serious? Then she extended her arm holding the outfit towards me, letting me know that she definitely was. “Why would I have to wear your outfit to clean?” I asked.

“Because your parents have cameras all around the house and I need them to see me cleaning.”

That actually made sense, but I still didn’t want any part in her idea. “No way. I’m not going to spent the entire week cleaning and doing your job for you,” I scoffed. “I’ve been thinking about all of this and why would they believe you if you told them anyways? You’re just a maid and I’m their son.”

She crossed her arms and looked at me with pitying eyes. “Didn’t I just mention the cameras all around the house? I’m pretty sure they could easily find some footage of you constantly flirting with me. Or perhaps some of you watching me every day while you touch yourself on the couch,” she said.

Shit. I didn’t know she had noticed me doing that and she’s right, that could have been caught on camera.

She continued, “It really wouldn’t be a stretch that you exposed yourself to me and I really don’t think they would want to deal with a sexual harassment lawsuit, do you?”

I suddenly felt like I had been punched in the stomach. She had me. I had to do what she said. “Please don’t tell them,” I pleaded. “Ever since I turned 21 they’ve been on my ass to do something with my life… It would just disappoint them more and make things worse for me.” I hoped my honesty would garner some sympathy and get her to reconsider.

“I’ve already stated my terms,” she said firmly as she again extended the outfit towards me.

I sighed as I took it from her. I would get no sympathy from her.

“Now hurry up and put that on. All of it. You have a schedule to maintain,” she snapped. She turned and walked out, leaving me alone to get dressed.

I stared at the outfit in my hands and then set it down on my bed while I got undressed. I couldn’t believe how this day had gotten so out of control. Instead of fucking the maid like I had hoped to do, I was becoming the maid.

I unhooked the dress from the hanger and noticed that there was more tucked inside. There I found her apron, thigh highs, bra, and even her panties. I looked around for any sign of her and then I grabbed the black lacy panties and pushed them against my nose. I took a big whiff and was intoxicated by her sweet scent.

Does she actually want me to wear her panties? Seems weird, but I better just do as she says.

I pulled down the panties and stepped into them. They were very snug, but I liked how the seem on the back slipped into my butt crack. I tucked my dick down so that it wasn’t sticking out of the top. Then I put on the black bra and connected the hooks in the back. The bra was a bit too big as it was meant for a woman with sizable breasts.

The thigh highs were next. I sat down on my bed and picked up the first one then slid it over my foot and up my leg. It was soft and felt nice against my skin. I did the same for the second stocking and adjusted them both as I stood back up. Now that I had my undergarments on, it was time for the dress. I stepped into it and pulled it up. My arms went through the sleeves and then wrapped around my back so I could zip it up. The dress, too, was snug but I kind of liked it. I then finished the outfit by tying on the apron.

I turned to face my mirror and look at myself. My face was cut off in my reflection so I could only see my body. I actually looked pretty good. As I admired myself, Tiffany returned.

“Good, you’re dressed. Let me see you,” she said.

Surprise and embarrassment filled me, causing my heart to start beating faster. My instinct told me to cover myself up to prevent her from seeing me like this, but I snapped myself out of it. It was pointless to hide it from her. I held out my hands to the side and let her see how I looked.

She nodded her approval. “Very good. Are you ready to get started?” she asked me.

I suppressed my urge to complain again, though it was hard. I really didn’t want to have to do this. “Yeah, I guess so,” I finally answered. “But you have to promise that you won’t tell anybody about any of this.”

She smiled at me. “Fine. But remember, this week, you are my maid,” she said flatly. “And my bitch.”


Chapter 3

Instructions

Tiffany walked me to the supply closet to show me everything I would need to finish her tasks today. She said she still had several hours of work left which sounded like torture to me, but then again so did this whole situation.

To make matters worse, she looked incredibly sexy in the outfit she had put on to see her boyfriend. I couldn’t help but wonder if she would be coming to see me dressed like that if I had just acted a little sooner. It was beginning to seem like my life was a long string of bad luck and timing and now I was really paying the price for it.

After showing me the supplies, she quickly walked me from room to room and pointed out the specific tasks. The more she bossed me around while I wore her uniform, the more humiliated I felt. She was stern and demanding as she instructed me on what to do. This was a side of her that I hadn’t expected. When she normally worked she was so quiet and demure. I had a feeling she would let her hair down when she left the house, but not like this. This side only made her sexier.

When she had finally finished with her instructions, I could tell she was getting impatient and was ready to leave. But at this point I didn’t want her to leave me alone to do the cleaning, I wanted her to stay and boss me around while I did it as I was starting to find it arousing.

“Alright, you should have everything you need to finish my work. I’m going out,” she said.

I groaned loud enough for her to hear. “Why don’t you just say and I’ll help you finish. We could cut the remaining time in half and then you can still go see your boyfriend afterwards,” I replied. It seemed like a good idea to me, I have less work to do and she still gets out early. “Plus, that way there’s no risk of me doing a poor job and getting my parents upset at you.”

Her eyebrows furrowed angrily as she stared at me. “You little shit. After I waste all that time showing you everything, now you try to play that card?” she spat out at me.

I hadn’t meant it as a threat, but I could tell it came off that way by her reaction. I suddenly felt like I had regained some power and decided to try to reclaim some more. “I’ve never had to clean before. Certainly my work won’t be up to par with an experienced maid such as yourself,” I said with a shrug.

She rapidly stepped forward and grabbed my face, squeezing it tightly. “Listen to me, brat. When you are my maid you will work hard for me. You will work harder than you ever have in your pathetic life. Do you understand me?”

I gulped nervously. She was even fiercer than I could have ever expected. I had never had someone talk to me like that before; it was refreshing yet also so sexy. I could feel my dick start growing in my panties. Finally, I shook my head free of her grasp as I said, “Alright, alright. I’ll do my best. Sheesh!”

She pushed my face away and crossed her arms. “Good, but now you have changed my plans. Now I will be bringing my boyfriend back here to check on your work,” she said. “You were right that I shouldn’t trust that you will do a good job in my place. But don’t worry, we will inspect your work and make sure you did everything right.”

Dread crept through me as I thought of her and her boyfriend inspecting my work. I now wished I hadn’t tried to threaten her. All of my plans seemed to be backfiring today; perhaps I should finally just keep it simple and do as I was told instead of thinking for myself. At least this would give me a chance to see who this guy was and why she would want to stick with him rather than have a go with me.

“Stop wasting time and get to work, maid!” she snapped at me.

I startled and regained my focus. “Uh, ok. I will!”

She grabbed her purse and slung it over her shoulder. She stared into my eyes and said, “You better not disappoint me.”

I opened my mouth to respond, but it was too late. She had turned around and walked away. I heard the powerful clicking of her heels move down the hallway and towards the front door. My dick grew harder as her final words to me resonated in my mind.

What would happen if I did disappoint her? Would she punish me? That would be so hot. I wonder what should would do to me.

For a moment I debated doing a poor job in order to find out, but then I remembered that she would be bringing her boyfriend back with her and that thought ruined my fantasy. Having another guy watch me get punished would not be nearly as sexy, especially when she would eventually be leaving with him instead of me.

So without further ado, it was finally time to get to work. I grabbed the supplies I needed from the supply closet and began working off of the list she had told me, hoping that I didn’t forget to do anything.




Cleaning the house was a long, tiring grind. By time I had finally finished, I was exhausted and my dress was wet with sweat. I longed for a cold shower and for this day to be over, but I felt too tired to even get undressed. I was also starving and knew that my hunger should be the next thing I took care of. Food would help me recharge and give me the energy I needed for whatever was to come next.

I made my way to the kitchen and poured myself a large, cold glass of water and started making a sandwich. I stacked meat, cheese, and vegetables high, making a huge sandwich to quench my massive appetite. My mouth salivated as I picked it up and then right as I was about to take my first bite I heard the sound of heels quickly approaching and a loud scream.


Chapter 4

Review

“Don’t you dare eat that!” the voice screamed. I looked over to see Tiffany and a large man storming into the kitchen. “The maid can’t be seen eating the food of their employers!”

I looked up and saw the camera in the corner of the kitchen and her reasoning suddenly made sense. I was so hungry though. “Can I eat it somewhere else? I’m starving,” I whined.

She stepped closer and took the plate from my hand and then stepped back, out of view of the camera. There she picked up half of the sandwich and took a large bite before passing it to the man behind her. As he took a bite of my sandwich, I examined him. He was tall with a thick frame. He wore blue jeans and a wrinkled grey button up shirt. His body rippled with muscles though his face portrayed little intelligence.

This must be her boyfriend. Is this really what women want these days? I guess they just care about finding a man with more braun than brain. If this is what she likes then I never had a chance.

I stepped towards her, took the rest of my sandwich, and finally took a bite. My stomach begged for more and not knowing what was to come, I quickly devoured the rest. When I had finished, I looked up to see a disgusted look on Tiffany’s face.

“He makes a good sandwich,” her boyfriend said with his mouth full.

She rolled her eyes. “Shut up, Derrick,” she said. Of course he does. Boys like him are always good at things that serve themselves. But let’s go see if he was able to do a decent job cleaning for others,” she said. With that she took off, walking through the house.

I followed her, tailed by her boyfriend, Derrick. She first stopped in the dining room, making sure the chairs were all tucked perfectly under the table and the table itself was spotless. Next, she went into the living room where she inspected the fluffiness of the pillows and cushions along with the dust on the coffee table. She continued through the house, giving thorough inspections, but not giving any verbal feedback. The whole time I was shaking nervously, dreading a negative review. I thought I had done a good job, but I also realized that her standards were likely much higher than mine.

She finished by entering my bedroom. I hadn’t been in it since she had left and my clothes were still on the floor and my bed was a mess. “Naughty maid,” she said. “You forgot to clean an entire room.”

I shrugged and said, “This is my room. My parents don’t care about it, but if they did say anything I can just tell them that I messed it up after you cleaned it.”

“That’s not the point, maid. To be a good maid you must be thorough. There are no short cuts and there is no skipping rooms for any reason. You must do everything that your masters wish of you. Everything.”

My body started shaking nervously as she spoke. I had a feeling something bad was about to happen and with Derrick’s large body blocking the doorframe, I was worried that there would be no escaping it.

“I-I’m sorry,” I stuttered.

“I think he needs to be taught a lesson,” Derrick said behind me. I gritted my teeth, annoyed that he would chime in with such a suggestion.

Tiffany glared at him and then her eyes fell back on me and she smiled. “You know, I think you’re right, babe,” she said. She quickly grabbed my wrist and swung me forward towards my bed. I stumbled over the side and before I could gather myself, she was suddenly sitting next to me and hiking up my dress. I tried to push myself up, but Derrick had joined and pushed me back down.

“Don’t fight it, maid,” she said sternly. “A good maid is obedient and does what she’s told. Now lay still and accept your punishment.”

I stopped fighting and gave in, laying still on the bed as commanded. “Fine,” I groaned. I closed my eyes tightly and braced myself for whatever was to come.

She started rubbing my ass. “I never realized how hairy your legs and ass were,” she said as she plucked a hair from my butt, causing me to flinch. “I’ll have to think about that. I’m not sure I can allow a maid of mine to be so… disgusting.”

Before I could ask her what she meant I felt a hard slap on my ass. “Ow!” I yelled out as my eyes bulged open and I reached back and touched my stinging butt cheek.

Did she really just spank me?

“No, no, dear. Keep your hands above you,” she said as she swatted my hand away. Begrudgingly, I moved my hand back above my head and closed my eyes again. “That first one was just for your attitude. I expect my maid to be chipper and friendly, not negative and sour like you.”

I decided my best course was to stay quiet and let her get it over with. So far, talking to her had only gotten me into more trouble all day.

There was suddenly another hard smack on my ass. This time I clenched my teeth and resisted my urge to cry out. “That was for forgetting to clean your room.” Another smack, even harder. “That was for making me come back to check your work and interrupting my date with Derrick.”

My ass was throbbing in pain now. She kept spanking me in the same spot and each time it hurt more. But she continued. Another hard spank hit me and this time I couldn’t suppress my urge to groan. “That one was for doing a pathetic job cleaning,” she said. “And this one… this one is just for fun.”

This time my ass felt like it had been punched rather than spanked. A massive force had struck me extremely hard. I reached down and grabbed my ass as I spun around to protect it from another spank. That’s when I saw Derrick pulling his hand back and grinning. He had done the final spank.

She stood up and pointed towards the door. “Now get back to work.”

I pushed myself up to sitting and looked at her with sad eyes, hoping she would reconsider. She gave me no sign that she would. “Get back to work? Doing what now?” I asked.

Her face grimaced and she looked at me like I was stupid. “I want you to redo everything you just did because you did a terrible job. But this time, do it right!” her voice grew fiercer with every word.

“Okay, okay!” I stammered nervously as I stood up. Then I ran out of the door, holding my sore ass, and got back to work.


Chapter 5

Worthless

I felt so upset. I was being forced to re-clean what had just taken me hours to complete. It would take me the rest of the day to get it all done. But, without a choice, I went and got started.

I was hoping that Tiffany and her brutish boyfriend would leave me to work alone, but while I worked I could hear them making random noises from across the house which let me know they were still here. Hearing them helped keep me reminded me that I needed to keep working hard since she would likely inspect my work again when I was done.

Luckily, the cleaning wasn’t as much work as before because I had already done most of it. I just needed to clean the top coat, so to speak, to make it look shiny and pretty. When I was done with the house, I finally returned to my bedroom to clean it and that’s where I found them and an even bigger mess. Their clothes were scattered all over the room along with the bedding. Tiffany was on all fours facing me while Derrick was kneeling behind her, fucking her.

“Are you finished?” she asked me between heavy breaths. I stared at her in disbelief as I watched her breasts jiggle with every thrust from Derrick.

They’re fucking in my bed?!

Finally, I found my voice and shouted, “What are you doing in my bed? That’s disgusting! Get out!”

She smiled at me and then gave Derrick a pat on the thigh. He groaned, but stopped thrusting and pulled his dick out. Tiffany sat down in front of him and then looked back at me. “You didn’t answer my question, maid.”

“What? Oh. Yes. I finished,” I answered as I admired her beautiful, naked body. Her breasts were glistening with sweat which was dripping down her toned stomach, all the way towards her shaved pussy.

“I hope you did a better job this time,” she said. I watched as her hand floated up, moving towards Derrick, and grabbed his dick. That’s when I noticed it for the first time; it was big and still very hard.

There’s another reason why she would choose him over me…

She started stroking it as she continued, “If you didn’t actually finish all of your work and instead interrupted Derrick from finishing… well, then I don’t think he would be very happy. Would you Derrick?”

He glared at me angrily and shook his head.

Are they threatening me? Would they spank me again if she thought I did a poor job?

“Well, I mean I did every thing except for this room,” I said defensively. I didn’t want her to hold this mess against me again.

She laughed as she looked around the messy room. “Don’t worry, we will let you clean it once we’re done with it.”

I’m going to need to burn everything in here once you’re done with it.

“I think I’ll go take a look around,” she added. “Wait here.”

She climbed out of my bed, grabbed her dress, and slipped it on. Then she disappeared through the doorway. I turned and glanced at Derrick, but he just frowned at me, clearly still upset that I had interrupted his fucking Tiffany. I tried my best to avoid looking at his dick, but it was so big and he was stroking it which caught my eye.

We waited awkwardly together until Tiffany completed her rounds. When she returned, she had a displeased look on her face which concerned me. “You worthless, pathetic, excuse for a maid,” she spat out at me.

My heart started pounding. “W-what? I did everything you wanted me to do. Twice!” I rebutted.

She stepped closer. “You did a half assed job and you know it.”

I took a step back, cowering away from her. “No! I tried my best!”

“If that was your best, then you truly are worthless.”

I took another step backwards and bumped into Derrick’s outstretched hand. Looking over my shoulder and seeing the large man behind me only made me more anxious. Especially as I saw him still stroking his big cock.

“My parents will never notice and you’re just going to clean it all again tomorrow when you come back,” I replied.

She cocked her head to the side and looked at me amused. “Don’t you remember? You agreed to be my maid for the entire week. You will be doing it all over tomorrow. Except tomorrow I’m going to make sure you do it right.”

I had forgotten about this lasting for a week. Being reminded filled me with dread. I wasn’t sure if I could take a full week of this.

She continued, “Lucky for you, we don’t have time to fix all your sloppy work today. You will just have to hope you’re right and that your parents won’t notice.” I felt relived hearing that. Today would be over at last. “But we do have time to teach you a lesson.”

The relief that I had just felt was gone in an instant as a diabolical grin grew across her face. “A lesson?” I asked hesitantly.

“That’s right. Since you seem to lack the ability to complete a job, I’m going to teach you how to actually finish something. Or rather, somebody.” As she spoke her last words her eyes moved to Derrick and I saw him give an approving nod from behind me.

What are they planning now?!

Derrick chuckled from behind me and moved to sit on the edge of the bed. I turned around to look at him and he shook his hard cock at me. My head whipped back to Tiffany who was still grinning at me.

My eyes flashed back to Derrick’s hard cock. It looked so big and veiny, it was hard to take my eyes off of it. “What’s going on?” I asked hesitantly.

“I want to help you, Alex. You must be tired of feeling so worthless all the time with having no job or purpose. I want to help you find something you’re good at,” Tiffany replied. She grabbed me and turned my whole body to face Derrick. He spit on his hand and used it to lubricate the stroking of his dick.

I gulped as I watched him and I feared what she might be implying. “You want to help me become good at cleaning?” I asked, hoping that’s what she meant.

“I suppose you could consider it a form of cleaning,” she chuckled. Her hand grabbed my shoulder and pushed down on it. She was surprisingly strong and soon she had me down on my knees in front of Derrick. “I want you to suck his cock.”


Chapter 6

Finishing the Job

My heart was pounding. “No! No way! This has gone too far!” I exclaimed. I tried to stand up, but Tiffany had both of her hands on my shoulders now and continued to hold me down. “You agreed to be my bitch for the week and my bitch needs to suck some cock. You are pretending to be me after all, and I really want to please my boyfriend.”

“You can’t make me do this,” I shouted.

This time Derrick chimed in, “Don’t pretend like you haven’t been eying my dick this whole time. You know you want to suck it.”

“What? No I haven’t!”

Tiffany sighed and pulled off her dress. “Okay, I’ll make it easier for you. But just this once,” she said. She moved towards Derrick and grabbed his cock then lowered herself onto it. She moaned as she sat down on his hard dick and it went deeper inside her. He groaned as he moved his hips up and down, moving his cock inside her as she started grinding on it. I watched excitedly at the live fuck show right before me.

“This is how a maid services her real master,” she said as she continued working his dick with her pussy. She ripped off his shirt and then ran her hands down his chiseled chest. The more I saw of Derrick, the more I saw his appeal. He was built like a god.

Tiffany grabbed his head and pulled it towards her. Their lips collided and they started making out passionately. Derrick moaned and reached out to grab her breasts, his massive hands encompassing and squeezing them. I felt my dick getting hard in my panties and I looked down to see a bulge forming in my dress.

Tiffany continued riding Derrick’s cock until his breathing grew heavy and his moans loud. Then, she stopped. Her own breath was heaving as she stepped off of Derrick. He released a disappointed groan and then looked at me. Tiffany’s eyes joined him and she said, “Your turn, maid. Time to finish him off.”

I stared at her in shock. In the heat of the moment I had forgotten what she wanted me to do. I shook my head vigorously, telling her no.

“He’s almost there and all you will taste is my pussy. Don’t you want to taste my sweet pussy?” she said sensually. I did want to taste her, but not like this. “The longer you wait, the more you’re going to have to work on him. Be a good bitch and suck his cock.”

She had a good point, I could already see his dick starting to soften. But could I really do this? Tiffany kneeled next to me and, to my surprise, started rubbing my dick through my dress. My body shivered at the sensation.

“Suck it,” she whispered in my ear. “Don’t deny your desire. Taste me.”

I gritted my teeth and looked at the hard cock in front of me. My eyes closed tight as my mouth opened wide. And then I did it. I lunged my mouth forward, over his dick.

I closed my mouth around it and pulled my head back. There was a faint taste of vagina which I was glad for. Tiffany pushed the back of my head forward, shoving the hard cock back into my mouth. Her fingers wrapped around my hair and she started moving my head back and forth. Her strong grasp and manhandling of me was surprisingly arousing.

“Keep going,” she spat out at me as her fingers released my hair. I grabbed his shaft with one hand and looked at her as I continued to move my mouth back and forth over the cock.

She went back to rubbing my dick through my dress. Her touch was heating me up and filling me with lust. Lust which I could only exude on the cock in my mouth. I started sucking it faster and taking it deeper. A moan slipped out of me. And then another. I was getting so into it. Derrick was, too. I heard him groaning in pleasure as he leaned back.

“Mmm, yes. There’s a good maid. It looks like you might be useful to me after all,” Tiffany said. “Next time I won’t do all the work for you though.”

Derrick’s groaning was growing louder and his cock was growing bigger, especially its head. I could feel it filling up my mouth more. He grabbed the back of my head and shoved it down hard. I gagged as his huge cock filled my mouth.

With my mouth stuffed, I could really feel his dick now. It was pulsing and throbbing. And then I felt a wave move through it. The head swelled up and then burst as cum shot into my mouth. He quickly pulled his cock out and let it continue to pump out cum all over my face.

Tiffany gasped in glee. “Yes!” she shouted. Derrick’s cock finally stopped pumping and he let out a deep sigh. “Now be a good maid and clean it up. Don’t leave a drop left on his dick.”

She pulled up my dress, pulled out my cock, and started stroking it rapidly. I nodded at her and swallowed what was already in my mouth. Then I went back for more. I wrapped my mouth around his cum-covered dick and he squirmed at the sensitivity of my mouth’s touch. I squirmed, too, as Tiffany’s soft hand pleasured my dick. I gave Derrick’s cock a good suck and licked the head, making sure not to leave any, just as I was told.

My dick was pulsing now as Tiffany continued rubbing it. As I removed my lips form his cock, my cock erupted and I let out a cry of pleasure. Tiffany continued stroking it until it stopped dribbling out cum. As my mind settled and my body relaxed, I felt the cum dripping down my face and realized what I had just done.

I just sucked a man’s cock! Why the hell did I do that?

Tiffany started petting my hair. “That’s a good girl. You’re going to make a fine bitch for me,” she said. She then stood up and put on her dress as Derrick put his clothes back on as well. I continued kneeling, exhausted and unable to find the will to move. “Tomorrow I will teach you some more lessons. Wash your dress before then. It’s filthy.”

With that, they walked out of the room, leaving me alone. I finally stood up and stared down at my dress which now had drips of cum on it. It would definitely need to be cleaned.

I still wasn’t sure what had suddenly come over me, but I couldn’t deny that I liked it. Because I had. And because it felt nice to finally be good at something.


Part 2

Training


Chapter 1

Rude Awakening

I woke up startled and realized that someone was shaking me. “Wha-what the hell?” I asked as my eyes adjusted to the bright ceiling light that flashed on.

“Rise and shine, Alex. It’s time to get to work,” a woman’s voice said.

I rubbed my eyes and saw that it was Tiffany, the house maid. I looked at her in confusion. Had yesterday really happened or was that all a dream? I hoped it was the latter, but based on her waking me, I had my doubts.

“What time is it? Why are you waking me up so early?” I asked groggily. She slapped me in the face. “Ow! What the hell?” I yelled as I rubbed my stinging face.

“Are you awake now or do you need another slap?” she asked me.

I quickly pushed myself up against my headboard. “Okay, okay. I’m up!”

She patted me softly on the face and I flinched, expecting a slap. “Us maids need to get an early start to the day. I hope you got some good sleep last night because you have a long day ahead of you.”

I groaned in response. That confirmed that yesterday had indeed happened and that she expected me to be her maid once again today. That realization made me think about yesterday and what I had done. I had sucked a man’s cock and swallowed his cum. Afterwards, I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

Why did I do it? Did I really like it? Would I do it again? The questions were endless and the answers no where to be found. What I did know was that I felt exhausted already because my wandering mind had kept me up all night.

I let out a yawn as I threw off my blankets. I was naked, but I didn’t care if she saw. After all, her seeing my dick was what had gotten me into this mess in the first place when I had tried to come on to her by exposing hard dick. I had hoped she would get turned on by it, but instead she got pissed off and threatened to tell my parents.

I couldn’t have her telling them because I was already on shaky ground with my parents. They were already pissed that I was unemployed and mooching off of them. Finding out that I sexually harassed the maid might be the last straw that lead them to kick me out and cut me off. That was why I was willing to do whatever it took to silence her. That was why I agreed to be her maid for the week and do whatever she said.

“I thought men are supposed to have big, hard dicks when they wake up. Why is yours so small?” she asked me.

I looked down at my semi-erect dick. It must have felt as exhausted as I did. I grunted a response at her and then walked to my dresser and grabbed a pair of boxers.

“What are those?” she gasped. “A maid would never wear something such as that.”

I guess I need to go straight to wearing her uniform again.

I tossed the boxers back into my dresser and opened the bottom drawer where I had put her outfit that I had worn yesterday. I pulled it out and set it on top of my dresser, spreading out the dress, thigh highs, bra, and panties. I grabbed the black lacy panties and slipped them on, over my dick.

“That’s much more becoming of a maid such as yourself,” Tiffany said.

I flashed her a sarcastic smile and then put on the black bra. This was the first time I was really looking at her today. She wasn’t dressed up in a maid uniform as she normally was. Instead she wore tight blue jeans and a long sleeve black bodysuit with a deep neckline. Her blonde hair was down over her shoulders and her black high heels made her look powerful.

Admiring her made my dick start waking up and I knew I needed to cover up before it did. I grabbed the dress and I held it up, inspecting it. I had washed it last night as she had ordered me to and now I could no longer see any evidence of her boyfriend’s cum on it. I was glad of that. I didn’t want to think of that all day. I pulled the dress on and zipped it up.

With my dress on, I grabbed the thigh highs and sat down on my bed to put them on. Tiffany interrupted me before I could, however. “I was thinking about your hairy legs and ass and well, I think you would be more suited as a maid if you shaved them,” she said.

I rolled my head back, annoyed. This week just kept getting worse and it was only the second day. I looked back at her, my shoulders slumped, and said, “Do I really have to? Why—“

Before I could finish she silenced me with a slap to the face. “You do not talk back to your master,” she spat out. “Now go do as you’re told.”

I gritted my teeth and refrained myself from talking back. I just needed to get this week over with. My hair would grow back. I stood up and stomped out of my bedroom and down the hall to the bathroom. I still wasn’t sure what time it was so I didn’t know if my parents would still be home or not, but at this point I wasn’t sure if I cared if they found out or not. 
In the bathroom I grabbed my razor and some shaving cream and began the slow process of shaving my legs. When I had finally finished, my legs were smooth, soft, and very pale. They looked so much more feminine, especially since they were coming out from the bottom of a dress.

I returned to my bedroom where I found Tiffany laying in my bed reading a book. When she saw me she quickly threw it to the side and smiled at me. I sat back down on the edge of the bed and slipped on my thigh highs. As I did, she reached to the other side of the bed and pulled a bag onto the bed. “I have a few more pieces to your outfit,” she said with a grin.


Chapter 2

Leashed

“Put these on,” Tiffany said as she pulled out two items from the bag.

I looked down to see two tall black high heels laying on the bed. My eyes widened at the sight of them. “You want me to wear heels?” I asked in shock.

“Have you ever seen me not wearing heels while I work? Maids wear heels. It’s part of the uniform and you will adhere to the uniform,” she said sternly.

I rolled my head back and groaned before picking them up. They were very tall heels and looked painful to walk in. “Won’t these just slow me down?” I asked, hoping for an excuse to not have to wear them.

Her eyes squinted at me, clearly annoyed with my questioning. “It doesn’t matter. Today we will be taking things very slowly as I teach you how to properly clean,” she replied.

“If you’re going to clean with me then why not just do the work yourself?” I asked.

A fire lit in her eyes and I instantly regretted opening my mouth. She held up her hand threateningly, but then appeared to reconsider. And then she said, “Assume your punishment position.”

I looked at her in confusion. “What?”

She raised up her hand again and it clicked. She wanted to spank me as she did yesterday. This time I fought my remark and just did as I was told. I stood up and bent over the bed, sticking my ass out.

Tiffany climbed out of bed and came to stand behind me. She flipped up my dress, just as she had yesterday, and started rubbing my ass. “Oh, yes. Now this is a nice smooth ass. Much more fitting of a maid,” she said.

And then she slapped it. Hard. I flinched at the impact of her hand on my bare ass. It seemed to hurt more today and I had to wonder if it was because of my newly shaved ass.

Another smack. “Today you are to do everything I say. Is that clear?”

“Yes.”

Another smack. My ass was stinging now. “You will not talk back to me or question me any more. Is that clear?”

“Yes.”

Another smack. “You are my maid and my bitch. You will address me and treat me with respect. You will call me your master. Is that clear?”

“Yes… master.” As if the spanking and punishment weren’t humiliation enough, calling her my master certainly was. Though there was something oddly sexy and arousing about it. Certainly much more so than yesterday when her hulk of a boyfriend was watching.

“Very good, now put your heels on like a good girl,” she spat out at me as she walk away.

“Yes, master,” I said as I turned and gingerly sat back down on my bed. I was glad that I was able to sit on a padded surface as anything else would have likely hurt.

I grabbed the first heel and slipped it onto my foot. It went on easily, sliding over my stocking covered foot. I put the second heel on and then set both of my heeled feet on the ground.

Tiffany was watching me and gave me a nod of approval, then she went back into her bag. She pulled out a leather strap and tossed it towards me. “Good. Now put this on.”

I picked it up and looked at it, it had a buckle on the end so I could tell that it would fit around something, but I wasn’t sure what. “How?” I asked.

She brashly grabbed it away from me and wrapped it around my neck. “Worthless,” she mumbled as she reached around, tightened it, and then buckled it.

“What’s it for?” I asked as my fingers grabbed the edges and tried to loosen the tight collar to no avail.

She glared at me and I could tell that I was pushing her limits already. She wanted me to shut up and just do as I was told. I would from now on. She reached back in the bag and this time she pulled out a much longer object, a chain. She quickly hooked it to my collar and gave it a tug, pulling my neck harshly towards her. I gagged at the sudden strain on my neck which caused her to laugh.

“This is how I’m going to train you to be a proper maid today,” she growled as she gave the leash another tug. “Apparently you are incapable of figuring out basic tasks on your own so I have to waste the day teaching you.”

Her tone sounded very resentful and it made me even less excited for the day to come, not that I had anything to be excited about in the first place. She moved to stand in front of me and gave me a hard yank, telling me to stand. I jumped up, already forgetting about my new heels and nearly falling down as I wobbled in them. She gave me another tug as she started walking and I started stumbling after her. She did not seem interested in giving me any time to learn how to walk in my new shoes. I would have to learn quickly.

It wasn’t that easy however and I quickly fell to my knees. She groaned at me in disgust and gave me some slack on my leash to allow me to push myself back up. “You really are useless, aren’t you? Don’t you even know how to walk?” she growled at me.

I wanted to argue with her that walking in heels wasn’t the same as simply walking, but I bit my tongue and stayed quiet. I could still feel her hand on my ass and didn’t need another round of spankings. She led me down the hall as I braced myself against the wall with one hand and gripped on to my leash with the other. We finally came to stop in the kitchen where she released my leash.

“This is where you will start.”


Chapter 3

Training

Tiffany stood behind me with her arms crossed as she watched me wash the dishes. “Why are you not using soap on the dishes? Do you lack common sense?” she yelled at me over my shoulder.

I felt an immense pressure on me, much more than one should while washing plates. I also felt extremely humbled that it seemed that I wasn’t able to do such a simple task right.

Perhaps she’s right. Maybe I am useless.

Apparently I wasn’t any better at loading the dishwasher as she was just as upset at me as I did it. “Plates on the bottom rack, cups on the top. Do you ever think with your brain or only with your pathetic little dick?” She grabbed the wooden spoon I was washing and smacked me on the ass with it. “Apparently I’m going to have to beat some sense into you.”

I gritted my teeth and took my punishment yet again. With each hit I wondered more if this was worth keeping a secret from my parents. Would they really be that upset? They would be disappointed, but was I really in danger of getting cut off and kicked out of the house?

I should have just got a job for the summer, then I wouldn’t be in this mess. I’ll have to remember this week as a trial for surviving life. If I can survive this week then I can survive anything.

When I had finished with the dishes, she made me clean the countertops and sweep the floor. I made the mistake of not using any disinfectant on the counters and for that I was again punished. I felt like I was improving though.

Next, she pulled me to the cleaning closet and pointed to the vacuum cleaner. “It’s time to vacuum the house. I trust that you know how to use a vacuum, right?” she said.

My cheeks blushed and I felt my heart beat faster. I had never used a vacuum cleaner before, but I had watched her use it countless times. Surely I would be able to do this right. I pulled it out and plugged the cord into the wall. I nervously fumbled around with it for a while trying to figure out how to turn it on as she tapped her toes impatiently. I had a feeling she was about to spank me again until I finally found the switch.

I started vacuuming the hallway and then moved into the living room while Tiffany watched me from behind. I vacuumed around the couch that I had been sitting on yesterday when I had concocted my stupid idea to come on to her. I remembered sneaking a peak under her dress and seeing her panties, the very panties that I wore now, and felt a tinge of arousal as I wonder if someone could do the same to me right now.

I must have been doing a good enough job as Tiffany had decided to take a seat in my very spot on the couch. “Take a quick break and fetch me some coffee, maid,” she barked out at me.

I turned off the vacuum and hurried to the kitchen. I started a pot of coffee, feeling confident that I would make her a good drink as I always enjoyed the coffee I made myself every day. While it brewed, I used the opportunity to take my heels off and rub my aching feet. Wearing high heels while cleaning was excruciating. I couldn’t believe she did it every day.

When the coffee was done, I poured a cup and made it to my liking, hoping that Tiffany would like it just the same, and brought it out to her. She was typing on her phone as I returned to her in the living room so I set the cup down on the end table next to her.

Seeing me do so distracted her from her phone and she looked up at me and then took the cup. “I think I’ll just sit here and pretend I’m you while you pretend to be me,” she said.

I wasn’t sure what that would entail, but I had a feeling it wouldn’t be good. I shrugged and then turned the vacuum back on and got back to work. It didn’t take long to find out what her idea of me was as I heard a loud sip behind me. I turned to look at her and she was on her phone as she took long, loud sips of her coffee.

That’s fair. I probably do sip my coffee too loud when it’s still hot.

I started pushing the vacuum again and soon something caught my eye and I turned to look at her again. She had her neck craned like she was trying to look up my dress while her hand was in her pants. It was clear that she was rubbing her clit as she watched me.

I can’t believe she saw me touching myself while I watched her. What an idiot I was.

“Mmm, yeah. Push that vacuum, servant. Clean my slobbery. I’m too stupid to pick up after myself,” she let out in a mock voice. I rolled my eyes and tried my best to ignore her, but she continued, her voice growing louder. “Duh, I’m a worthless waste of space who doesn’t know how to wash a dish, but at least I can suck a cock!”

My cheeks burned with embarrassment at her mentioning me sucking a cock. I turned away in shame, but I heard her stand up and walk towards me. “Do you like that, maid?” she asked me emphatically. “Oh, never mind. You must not care because you’re just a lowly maid.”

My heart was racing from her angry energy even though I knew I deserved it. I had been terrible to her. She approached me and grabbed my ass, squeezing it firmly. My ass was already sore from her countless spankings and I grimaced at the increased pain of her touch. Her head leaned over my shoulder and she whispered, “I think it’s time to go clean the bedroom.”


Chapter 4

My Parent’s Secrets

She grabbed my leash and pulled me down the hall towards the bedrooms. To my surprise, she walked passed mine and entered my parents’ room. There she pulled me down on to the bed and said, “Wait here.”

I pushed myself up to sitting and watched as she walked towards my mother’s dresser. As she squatted down and reached for the bottom drawer, she looked back at me and smiled. “This is where your mom keeps her special toys just in case you were wondering,” she said.

My lip curled at her announcement. I could have lived without knowing about my mom’s sex toys.

She pulled open the drawer and pushed aside some of the clothes within. “Ah, here it is,” she gasped as she pulled something out. She stood up and turned around. That’s when I saw it; it was a dick shaped dildo.

I stared at the dildo in her hands in shock and disgust. What the hell does she want that for?

“Last night I asked Derrick to review your blow job. He gave you a C- grade and most of that was just because your mouth was a moist hole to put his cock in,” she said as she walked back towards me. “He didn’t think you would have been able to finish him had I not let him inside of me first.”

“Oh,” was all I was able to squeak out in response as I felt a strange stir of emotions from her statement. Embarrassment, shame, defensiveness, and sorrow. While I would rather not have given the blow job, I thought that completing it and taking his cum in my throat and on my face meant that I had done a good job. But apparently I was below average.

She continued, “But don’t you worry, maid. I’ll train you on how to do this as well.” She thrust the dildo towards my face and I recoiled instinctively.

She wants to train me to suck a cock better? But why? I thought I was just meant to be her maid this week.

I stared at the dildo in front of my face. It was long and thick, molded to look just like a penis with veins and a large head. It reminded me a lot of Derrick’s cock that I had sucked yesterday. “Why do I need to learn to do that? Why can’t we just finish cleaning and get the day over with?” I asked. I knew my questioning her would upset her, but I needed to know why.

“Why? Because your master said so. Isn’t that enough?” she retorted.

I knew it should be, but I wasn’t satisfied with that answer. “Yes, master… but also no. I just don’t understand why a maid should know how to suck a cock, me especially.”

She stared at me as she considered how to respond. Then she tapped the dildo against both sides of my mouth and said, “Because a maid often has to please their master. It’s an unwritten rule of being a maid.”

“Then why not pleasure me yesterday instead of making me do all of this?” My tone quickly grew angry as the words spilled out of my mouth.

She cocked her head to the side and looked at me with a calm energy that only upset me more. But then she said, “Because you are not my master. You are simply my master’s son.”

I stared at her for a moment until I realized what she meant. “My father… do you… oh, no,” I stammered.

She shrugged which told me everything I needed to know. In the last minute I had just learned way too much about my parents between my mom having a large dildo in her dresser and my dad getting blow jobs from our maid.“Don’t worry. You are not his servant. You are mine. So today you will practice sucking my cock,” she said as she held the dildo over her crotch and wiggled it.

I resisted the urge to complain; I knew I should be happy that it wasn’t a real cock that she was making me suck again. My eyes flashed back and forth between her and the dildo in her hand. I didn’t know what else to do.

She stared at me quizzically as she tapped her finger on her lips and said, “Hmm, no. Something is not right with this picture. I think we need to make you look more like a slut first.”

She abruptly turned and walked away into my parent’s bathroom. When she was out of sight I let out a sigh of relief that the moment had passed and that she had taken the dildo with her. But soon she returned with the dildo tucked under her arm and a collection of small bottles in her hands. “These should help make you look good a slut.”

The bottles clicked together as she dropped them onto the bed next to me. I looked down to see that they were various containers of makeup and nail polish.

Is she going to use those on me? Oh, great… this keeps getting worse.

I looked away as she shook a jar and sat down in front of me. Her fingers hooked into my thigh highs as she pulled them down. The feeling of her cool and soft fingers on my sensitive legs sent shivers through me and made my dick swell up.

“Such ugly man feet. Don’t worry, I can fix them.” She opened the bottle and began painting my toes. I tried to look away, but eventually gave in and looked. They were being painted bright pink. When she was done, she moved on to my fingers. Seeing the bright pink on my fingers made me nervous. My feet I could hide, but my fingers people would see.

“Are you going to take this off at the end of the day?” I asked her hopefully.

She let out a laugh. “Maybe at the end of the week, if you’re good.”

I can stay inside for five days and avoid letting people see me. Once this week is over then everything will be back to normal. Just five more days after this.

With my nails drying, she moved on to my face. She applied mascara, blush, and pink lipstick.

“Now you look like a good sissy cocksucker. It’s time to get sucking.”


Chapter 5

Sucking

She extended the dildo towards my face, causing it to wiggle in her hand. I stared at it for a moment and then begrudgingly took it from her.

“Get down on your knees,” she ordered me. I did as I was told, lowering myself from the bed down to the ground. “Good, now hold the dick in front of your mouth.”

I placed the dildo on the bed in front of my face. Between my position and seeing the cock head before me, I started having flashbacks to yesterday when I had sucked a real man’s cock. I remembered how I had been so turned on that I had orgasmed while I licked the last drops of cum from the cock’s head.

“What are you waiting for? Start sucking!” Tiffany growled at me.

I snapped out of my fantasy and without thinking I opened my mouth and put it over the dildo. I moved my lips down the dildo and then back up as I looked over at Tiffany for approval.

“You have the basic motion, that’s a good start. But you need to relax. The first key of a good blow job is to have soft, pouty lips and loose tongue. For that you need to stay calm no matter how turned on you are,” she instructed.

She watched as I attempted to relax and soften my approach. I wasn’t quite sure what she wanted form me, though.

“No, no. Stick your lips out more, run the soft, went inside of your lips along it. That will enhance the pleasure for both parties.” I tried to do what she wanted and this time she seemed to be happy with the result. Altering my lips also made the dildo slide in and out of my mouth easier.

“Very good. The next key is your hands. Let’s face it, this cock is just too big to fit in your puny mouth, but the man expects his whole cock to be pleasured. So what are you going to do? You need to extend the reach of your mouth by using your hand.”

I thought about the last blow job I had received. It was from a girl who lived in the room across from me in the dorms. We had both gone out to the same party and bumped into each other on the way home. I had been rejected by women all night, but when I saw her, I knew I had one last chance. She wasn’t the most attractive, but I quickly found out she was eager to please and hungry for cock.

When I pulled down my pants her mouth was already salivating for my cock. She was practically drooling as she sucked it. She had wrapped her hand around it and stroked it as she bobbed her head up and down. I remembered it felt good, like a blow job and hand job in one. With that memory in mind, I wrapped my hand around the dildo and tried my best to replicate it. My hand moved up and down along with my mouth.

“Not bad, but not great. Connect your thumb and finger and touch them to your lips. Keep them connected while you move your mouth so your hand is an extension of your mouth. Make sure to keep the dick and your hand nice and wet for this to work.”

I again did as I was told and continued stroking. Doing so made me feel like I was giving more of an authentic blow job. I wondered if all girls went through some kind of blow job training. The thought of women giving each other training on how to suck cocks turned me on even more. I could feel my dick start pressing against my panties.

“Very good, maid,” Tiffany said. I could hear surprise in her voice. “You’re a much better cock sucker than you are a house cleaner. Perhaps that’s just because you’re more interested in pleasing men.”

I ignored her jab and continued sucking. It was beginning to take all of my focus and attention. I could feel my heart beating faster and my breath growing heavy. A moan escaped my throat and I knew I was getting into it. And liking it.

“There’s one last key to pleasuring a man,” she said. She paused without continuing, but I didn’t think much of it as I worked my mouth and hand over the cock. Then suddenly I felt a pressure on the back of my head and the dildo surged deep into my mouth and throat. “Big or small, men love making you gag on their cocks,” she said as she held my head down.

I gagged and choked until she finally released my head. I pulled my mouth off of the dildo and glared up at her, annoyed at both the harsh experience, but also for being taken out of my trance of sucking.

She ignored my glare. “Never stop pleasuring the cock!” she shouted at me. I looked back at the cock and started stroking it with my hand while I caught my breath. “You must always be at least stroking or licking it. Any time you aren’t is negative time and time you will need to make up with more sucking. Keep the cock hard and throbbing.”

I nodded and started licking the shaft of the dildo eagerly to her delight.

“Alright, that’s enough for today. You need to get back to cleaning,” she said as she snatched up the dildo from my hand.

I was disappointed to lose contact with the dildo, but glad to hear that there may be more opportunities. In that short time, I had a resurgence of pride return for my skills after she had told me that Derrick hadn’t like my effort yesterday. I wasn’t sure why I cared about my abilities to suck a cock, but I liked that it was something I felt I was quickly becoming good at and felt like I could master quickly.

I stood up and Tiffany gave me a pat on the butt as she said, “Once you’re done cleaning, I may even give you a chance to show off your improved sucking skills.”


Chapter 6

Reward

The next few hours were grueling. She continued to pull me around the house by my leash as she trained me on how to be a maid. There was a lot more involved with her work than I could have ever imagined, all of which I couldn’t wait to forget once the week was over. By the end of the day my feet were killing me, my neck was aching, and even my back hurt. I felt like I needed to spend the rest of the day in an ice bath in order to recover from such a trying day. That was assuming that Tiffany would let me have any time to myself today.

I had just finished cleaning the bathrooms when she said, “That’s all for your training today, maid. You’ve done an adequate job. Definitely improved from yesterday.”

I felt a weak smile form on my face. “Thanks,” I breathed out in exhaustion. “I’m done then? Can I go shower?”

She gave me a disappointed look. “Don’t you want your reward for all of your hard work today?” she asked me.

The way she said it made me nervous. She hadn’t mentioned any reward before. “Reward?” I asked, apprehensively.

“Of course. Go wait for me in your bedroom,” she replied.

I slunk back into my bedroom, hoping she wasn’t going to spring something bad on me like yesterday. I was so tired that unless she was going to show up naked and let me fuck her, I couldn’t think of anything I would actually want as a reward. But regardless, I sat down on my bed and waited for her as I was told.

She showed up a few minutes later with her hands hidden behind her back and a grin on her face. “Be a good maid and bend over for me,” she said.

My bad feeling grew worse. No good would come from me being in that position. However, I was too tired to argue and knew that doing so would only make things worse. So I stood up and bent over as I was told.

Tiffany walked behind me and hiked up my dress and then gave my bare ass a firm spank. “When I saw your pretty little butt earlier, I just knew I had to do something to it. So I want to advance you to the next phase of your training,” she said. “And I just know you’re going to love it.”

I looked over my shoulder, but I couldn’t see anything so I wasn’t sure what she was talking about. Maybe she will just spank me again? I then heard a squirt and felt a wet pressure on my asshole. I quickly knew what she meant as something pushed its way into my ass.

I groaned at the feeling of my asshole being penetrated and then gasped as it suddenly came to life inside of me, sending vibrations through my body. “What are you doing?!” I moaned as Tiffany pushed the object deeper inside me.

“I’m using another one of your mom’s toys to reward you,” she answered. “Don’t you like it?”

It was a foreign feeling and it was definitely a surprise, but as she continued and the initial shock dissipated, I was realizing that I did like it. I didn’t want to admit it though. She continued to push and pull the vibrator in my ass and I couldn’t help but moan at from the sensation.

“Your girlish moans are all the answer I need, sissy. I’m going to help stretch out that ass of yours to make you a proper maid,” she said.

I heard a click and the buzzing inside me increased. “Ooh!” I let out at the enhanced pleasure. I could feel my ass relaxing, allowing the vibrator to move through me easier. She must have noticed it, too, because she started moving it faster.

“That’s right, you like being fucked, don’t you?” she asked me. I groaned in response and she spanked me. “Use your words to tell me.”

“Yes!” I shouted between heavy breaths.

She reached between my legs and grabbed my hard cock. “Tell me that you would rather me fuck you than you fuck me with this pathetic dick,” she spat out.

I considered it. Is that true? Would I rather feel this than feel my dick inside her? I wasn’t sure what the real answer was, but in this moment I knew that I wanted more of this. “I’d rather be fucked by you,” I admitted.

“Mmm, yeah,” she moaned as she thrust the object harder inside me. “I bet you wish I had a real cock to fuck you with. I bet you wish I could fill your asshole with cum just like Derrick filled your mouth yesterday.”

I moaned louder. Her questions were turning me on more, my dick getting harder at her insinuations.

“Maybe I should bring Derrick back so I can show him what a good maid I’ve turned you into so quickly. Maybe then you can get a better score from him on your dick sucking. Do you think you would earn a higher grade if I let you suck his dick again?”

“Yes,” I groaned out. The pleasure of the vibrations moving through me was almost becoming too much to bear. It was so much and felt so good.

“Any why is that?” she asked me.

“Because you taught me how to suck a dick today.”

“That’s right. And I taught you well. I never heard you thank me though.”

She rammed the vibrator hard inside me. “Thank you!” I gasped.

“You’re welcome. Now thank me for your reward, maid,” she hissed.

“Thank you for fucking me!” I replied eagerly. The words came out quickly. I truly was grateful.

She shoved the vibrator deep inside me and then stopped moving it. I felt her hand leave the handle and then felt a hard spank on my ass. “I’ll leave you with that. Do as you please with it, but make sure to put it back when you’re done.”

I watched her as she walked towards the door to leave me. I longed for her to come back and keep fucking me. I felt like I was so close to being able to cum.

“And get some sleep. You have a long weekend ahead of you, maid,” she said.

I looked at her in confusion. “Why? My parents are out of town all weekend. We could just take the weekend off,” I said.

She smirked at me and said, “Your parents will be out of the house, but Derrick and I will be moving in. And we’ll be bringing friends.”

With that she walked away, leaving me in stunned silence with a loud vibrator buzzing inside me.


Part 3

Poolside Sissy


Chapter 1

The Weekend

The next morning I woke up feeling sore. My neck was aching from being pulled around by a leash all yesterday and made to practice sucking cock on a dildo. My feet were sore from wearing high heels for the first time and for the entire day. And my asshole felt, well, looser and a little tender after being fucked by Tiffany, the house maid, with a vibrator.

I also felt different. The last two days of being punished by Tiffany to act as her maid had hardened me. Yet they had also softened me in ways that were new to me. She had been crude, brash, and abusive, but she had also opened my eyes to new pleasures. Overall, I wasn’t sure how to feel.

Should I dread the coming days, or should I look forward to them?

I still had five days left of the week for which I had promised to be Tiffany’s maid, a promise I had made in order to keep her silent about exposing myself to her. If the remaining five days were as rough as yesterday, they would be a long and grueling five days. But if my training was complete and she let me clean on my own for the remainder of the week, then I didn’t think it would be so bad.

However, I already knew it wouldn’t be that simple. When she had left me last night, she had told me as much. I had tried to get out of my work for the weekend by informing her that my parents would be out of town, but she already knew that. And she had already made plans to utilize that knowledge. She told me that she and her boyfriend, Derrick, were going to move in while my parents were out, and they would be bringing friends.

She walked off before I could respond so I was left wondering what she meant and what this weekend would entail. I had a bad feeling that it would include a lot of work cleaning up after these people for at least the next two days, but to what end? Were they just going to hang out and use our beds for the weekend or were they going to throw a lavish party and trash the place?

More importantly, was there any way I could stop it? This was still my house after all and letting Tiffany stay here with guests was never included in our agreement of secrecy. They would be intruding on my property and doing so against my will. I would just need to build up the courage to confront her whenever she arrived.

Until she did arrive, I wasn’t sure what I should do now though. Yesterday she woke me up early and forced me to get dressed and start cleaning, but there was no sign of her yet today.

Should I just play nice and go along with our agreement by getting dressed and starting to clean without her demanding it?

Ultimately, I couldn’t risk her telling my parents about what I had done. I was on too thin of ice with them already and couldn’t let them learn about anything I had done to and with Tiffany. Plus, I had already done so much during the last two days to suffice her - including sucking her boyfriend’s dick. I had come too far to break the deal now. Because of that, I knew that I needed to just get dressed and start my chores.

I sighed as I threw back the covers and kicked my legs out of bed. My eyes caught on my legs, noticing how soft and smooth they looked shaved. I also noticed my pink painted toenails.

I’m starting to look and act more girly every day. What else could she possibly do to me today?

I put my hands on my thighs to push myself up. As I did, I noticed my pink fingernails. Seeing them caused me to remember that in addition to painting my nails, she had also put makeup on me. I wondered if it was still on and if so, what it looked like. After she had fucked me last night I was exhausted. I threw off my clothes, collapsed into bed, and passed out. I hadn’t even considered taking off my makeup.

I walked down the hall to the bathroom to look. My reflection showed smeared lipstick and mascara all over my face. I looked like a woman after a bad one night stand. I couldn’t help but laugh at my reflection and shake my head in disbelief.

I wish I could tell my friends about this ridiculous week, but there’s no way they would ever let me live it down if I did.

I jumped in the shower to rinse off my dirtiness from yesterday and to help energize myself for today. Afterwards, I returned to my room and put my maid outfit on. I wore Tiffany’s black lacy panties, her matching black bra, her short black dress, little white apron, and her sheer black thigh highs. I capped it all off with the black high heels that she had brought me yesterday. I took a look at myself in the mirror and was a little horrified about the state of my outfit today. My dress was wrinkled from being left on the floor and I saw a small seam in my thigh highs. I had to hope that Tiffany wouldn’t notice or at least wouldn’t be upset.

I was still surprised that I hadn’t seen or heard her around yet and as each minute passed, my hope that she wouldn’t come today increased. But even if she didn’t come soon, I had a feeling that this might be a test to see if I followed her orders. Everything she did seemed so calculated and thought out. I couldn’t fall into a trap so I knew I needed to get to work.

So I did. Just like yesterday, I started in the kitchen by cleaning yesterday’s dishes and mess. While I was there, I prepared myself a small breakfast and some coffee, which I made sure to consume out of view of any cameras.

This isn’t so bad. It’s almost a relaxing yet productive way to start the day.

But just when I was falling into a groove, I heard the front door slam open and a voice shout, “We’re here!”


Chapter 2

Preparations

A weight fell over me at the sound of Tiffany’s voice and her announcement that they had arrived.

There goes any hope that I could have a simple day.

Tiffany barged into the kitchen wearing a small black bikini with a loose fitting sheer cover up, looking as sexy as ever with her breasts practically spilling out of her top. Behind her was her boyfriend, Derrick, wearing swim trunks and an unbuttoned Hawaiian shirt, showing off his muscular body. Seeing him made my stomach twist into knots. The last time I had seen him was when I had sucked his cock and the sight of him flooded my mind with the memories of it.

“Oh, good. You’re working. I was worried I would have to spoil my good mood by punishing you when we arrived,” Tiffany greeted me, snapping me out of my memories.

I tried to hide my spoiled mood as I replied with a flat, “Hi.”

She shook her head at me. “That’s ‘Hi, Master’, maid. Don’t forget who you’re talking to,” she said firmly.

I suppressed a groan and instead faked a smile as I said, “Hi, Master.”

Derrick chuckled at the exchange as Tiffany beamed a smile at my response. She instructed him to unload the bags he was carried and he placed them on the kitchen counter, covering the just cleaned surface. At quick glance, the bags appeared to be filled with bottles of liquor.

“Those are the supplies for our party. Be a good maid and arrange them neatly so our guests can access them as they desire. And set out ice, cups, and anything else they may need,” Tiffany instructed me.

“G-Guests?” I asked nervously.

Derrick sudden raised his arms and yelled out, “Pool party!”

Tiffany sighed and added, “Yes, we will be having a pool party. Our guests should be here soon.”

I was shaking at the idea of having her friends come over. My head started shaking as I built up my nerve to reply. “N-no! You can’t just barge into my house and have a pool party. I don’t permit this!”

She scoffed at my attempt at control. “As if your permission would mean anything. You are not the master of this manor,” she said. “But for your information, I asked your father if I could have some people over and he said it was fine as long as we cleaned up after ourselves. I told him that the house would be spotless afterwards.” She patted my cheek as she said the last part.

I couldn’t suppress my feelings anymore and let out an audible sigh at the news. Not only would she have guests over for a party, but I would have clean up after them.

“I have to admit that I’m excited to finally be served at a party and not have to worry about anything. I can finally relax!” she added.

Great, and I’ll be serving everyone at the party, too.

She continued, “As I said, they should be here soon so it would behoove you to stop staring at me and get prepared. Be a good maid and answer the door when they arrive. We will be at the pool.”

Despite her warning, I couldn’t help but continue to stare at her in disbelief as they both made their way out of the kitchen and through the French doors to the pool in the backyard.

Did my dad really say she could throw a party at our house? Why wouldn’t he let me know about it? Either way, it seems like there’s no stopping it now so I better just brace for the worst and get ready.

I emptied the bags that Derrick had placed on the counter which were filled with bottles of liquor and Rosé along with some juices to mix the alcohol with. Based on the quantity they provided, I was starting to worry that this party would be much bigger than she had said it would be - that or they were going to get shit faced and belligerent while I take care of them. Neither option sounded good to me.

I filled a bucket with ice and put the bottles of Rosé inside and then put the rest of the liquor and mixes in the refrigerator. I found plastic cups in the pantry and set them out on the counter. By this time, no body else had arrived yet so I was left to fidget nervously in the kitchen. I decided to fix drinks for the people that were here and took a chance at guessing what each of them would want. For Tiffany, I poured a glass of Rosé and for Derrick I mixed some vodka and orange juice.

While I was at it, I poured myself a shot of vodka and tossed it back. The warmth of the vodka coursing through me instantly helped settle my nerves. With a needed dose of new found strength and courage, I carried the drinks outside to Tiffany and Derrick who were laying down on the lounges beside the pool.

“I brought you some drinks,” I said to grab their attention. Derrick perked up instantly and extended his hand towards me while Tiffany looked at me hesitantly. I handed each of them their drinks and then turned to walk back inside.

“Very good, maid. Now fetch us some towels,” I heard Tiffany shout behind me. I instantly felt annoyed and unappreciated, but I decided that I would need to get used to that feeling today.

In the hallway I found the closet where we stored our pool supplies and took out all of the towels. I set them down outside by the door to make them available for the guests and then returned to the kitchen. While I continued to wait I took another shot and felt a little better. I still didn’t like the situation I was in, but I figured that maybe the alcohol would at least help me get through it and make the day go faster.

I was debating a third shot when I finally heard the doorbell ring. The first guests were here.


Chapter 3

Guests

My heart started pounding as I walked towards the door. I had no idea who might be on the other side nor how many people might be there.

Is there any chance I could know any of the people coming today? That would be a nightmare!

My hand was shaking as I reached for the doorknob, my stomach aching with nervous energy. Finally, I sucked up my courage and opened the door.

Outside were two people, a man and a woman. The man was wearing blue and white checkered swim trunks with a baby blue t-shirt while the woman was wearing a leopard print bikini and a large brimmed straw hat. Each were very attractive.

“Welcome, please come in,” I greeted the guests as I tried my best to present a smile.

The two guests stared at me in stunned silence for an extended moment before bursting out in laughter. “She wasn’t kidding! She really turned the kid into her maid!” the woman laughed out as she placed her hand on the man’s shoulder to brace herself.

“Tiff has really outdone herself this time!” the man replied.

Their reactions were humiliating and only made me feel more nervous, but I continued forcing a smile as I gave them a gesture to come inside.

“Wow, what a place,” the woman said as she entered my house.

“Thank you,” I mumbled, remembering that it was my house we were in. “Tiffany is out back by the pool, please follow me.”

I led them down the hall and through the living room to the pool. Derrick was now floating on his back while Tiffany dangled her feet in the water. “Jackie! Kenny! You made it!” Tiffany shouted as she stood up and ran toward the woman to give her a hug. “You look incredible.”

“Mmm. So do you, Tiff,” Jackie, replied. “I especially love what you did with the boy.”

I had been hoping to slip away unnoticed, but the mention of me brought everyone’s eyes back to me. I smiled awkwardly as I continued stepping backwards towards the door to go back inside.

“Boy? No, he’s not a boy anymore. She’s the maid. Let’s call her… Alexa,” Tiffany replied.

“Well, I can’t wait to see what Alexa can do,” Jackie said.

“Oh, I’m pretty sure we will be having a lot of fun with her today,” Tiffany laughed out. “But first, maid, another round of drinks!”

The rest of the guests cheered at the request and I slinked away to fulfill it. No body requested anything specific so I again made the same drinks, Rosé for the women and orange juice and vodka for the men. I brought the drinks out to everyone, trying to be quiet and go unnoticed the best that I could. Luckily, no one mentioned me and I was able to sneak back inside without another scene at my expense.

What the hell did she mean when she said they would be having fun with me? She better not have any dirty tricks or plans up her sleeve again. I can only take so much of this humiliation…

Before I could catch my breath and make another drink for myself, the doorbell rang again. I let out a huff of air and then trudged back to the door to let the next guests in.

This time I opened the door to a single man wearing nothing but a pair of very short blue swim trunks. He was in great shape, just like Derrick, with his six pack abs visible just over his trunks.

For a maid, Tiffany certainly has some good looking friends.

I greeted him and he were much more polite and welcoming than the previous guests which was grateful for. He introduced himself as Tyler as I walked him back to Tiffany at the pool.

Upon seeing him, Tiffany jumped up and down in glee as she clapped her hands. I watched as her breasts bounced in her bikini with each jump. “Tyler! You made it, thank you for coming! Oh, but where’s Kandi?”

“She said she might be late to the party when I saw her last night,” Tyler replied with a shrug.

I snuck away to prepare a drink for the new arrival and then returned to hand it to him. By that time the guests were all mingling and everything seemed calm and casual. It was a relief to see.

But then Tiffany looked visible upset as she checked her phone. “Shit, Kandi can’t make it,” she spat out. “That throws off our numbers.”

“Can we still play our game?” Derrick asked her.

She shot him a dirty look and then said, “I don’t know. I’m thinking of who else I could invite to play last minute.”

“What about her,” he replied with a laugh as he pointed straight at me.

Tiffany’s eyes followed his outstretched finger and her eyes lit up when she saw me. “Everyone? May I have your attention?” she said loudly to the group of people. When everyone had turned to face her, she continued, “As you all know, we had plans to play a little game today, but unfortunately, Kandi can no longer make it today. That throws off our numbers and we no longer have the same number of men and women.”

Her announcement caused groans and whines. I felt a sick satisfaction that their plans had fallen through, thinking that maybe it would make for a calmer day or that they would even leave. I crossed my fingers behind my back.

She continued, “I have an idea, however, that I would like to run by all of you. I would like to have Alexa fill in as the third girl. Is any body opposed?”

Everyone’s eyes turned to me and I felt a surge of anxiety from the sudden attention. They all shrugged and muttered general approvals.

She clapped her hands together and smiled at me, deviously. “No body? Perfect. Then Alexa will be our third woman and our game can commence as planned.”


Chapter 4

Pool Games

“Before we can get started, however, I think Alexa needs to change her outfit,” Tiffany said. “Come with me, maid.”

She swiftly walked away from her position at the head of the group and made her way inside, grabbing her bag as she went.

Why does she want me to change my outfit and what is this game we’re going to play?

I watched in confusion until someone shoved me in the back, prompting me to hurry after her. My mind continued racing as I followed her down the hall to my bedroom. There, she stopped and set her bag down on my bed.

“Take everything off,” she ordered me. I heard her command, but I couldn’t find the will to do as I was told. Instead, I watched as she dug around inside her bag until she pulled out two very small red pieces of clothing. “Here, put these on,” she said as she turned back and extended them towards me. When she saw me, I could see anger start building up in her eyes once she noticed that I wasn’t undressed. “Take. Off. Your. Clothes!” she yelled at me.

I snapped out of my daze and started unzipping my dress. “Why do I need to get changed?” I asked her as I pulled my dress off.

“You don’t really need to and now I’m starting to regret it since you apparently don’t know how to follow a basic order. I just thought you would better fit in if you were dressed like the rest of the group,” she explained.

I guess that makes sense.

I unstrapped my bra as I asked my follow up question. “What is this game that you need me to play?”

She smirked at me as she replied, “Let’s just say that I think you will like it.”

I was about to pull off my thigh highs, but instead stopped and stood up straight, crossing my arms defiantly. “It sounds like you need me to play this game, so why don’t you just tell me what it is. Unless you want to risk me making a scene in front of everyone when I find out,” I said firmly.

She sighed and I knew I had her. “It’s a… deliciously simple game. You see, my friends and I are very like minded, open minded if you will. We don’t adhere to society’s simple ideals on relationships. And well, it’s not really a game we play…”

I rolled my eyes at she droned on. “Just tell me what it is,” I let out, interrupting her.

She shrugged. “Simply put, we will be stripping down the men and blindfolding them. They will be tied to chairs in different rooms so that they can’t move or touch anything,” she started.

What the hell kind of weird game is this?

I started removing my thigh highs as she continued to explain the game.

“Each of us women will go from man to man and do… something to them. Once we’re all done, they declare which one was their favorite and, well, that’s pretty much it.”

I pulled off my second stocking as I stood back up and stared at her again. “What do the women do to the men?” I asked, having a bad feeling that she was leaving out a major detail.

She let out an exasperated huff. “Fine, I’ll say it. We suck their cocks.”

“What?!” I shouted in shock.

She violently rolled her eyes at me. “Oh, settle down. You’ve already sucked one cock and practiced how to do it yesterday. I wasn’t planning on including you in this game, but we’re down a girl. Think of it as a way to test out your new skills,” she said. “Maybe you can even improve your grade with Derrick.”

I looked at her dumbfounded. Does she really expect me to suck more cock for her? This is getting out of control.

“No. Absolutely not,” I said sternly. “Go ahead and tell my parents. I don’t care. But I’m not sucking any more cock for you.”

Tiffany groaned in annoyance. Then I saw her eyes glance down at my crotch and I realized that my dick was hard and pressing against the panties I was still wearing. She pointed and started giggling. “Are you sure you’re against sucking more cock because it sure doesn’t look like it,” she laughed out.

I quickly covered up my dick as I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment. “It’s not that… I’ve just come to like these panties,” I said in a half lie. I did like the feeling of wearing her panties, but I was also pretty sure she was right. I was aroused by the idea of sucking more cock. And that arousal scared me.

She looked at me amused as her smirk grew wider across her face. “Well then, how about we make a deal? If you play my game today, then after this weekend your service to me will be done early and I won’t tell your parents. Plus, you can keep my panties.”

I stared her in the eyes to try to figure out if she was trying to deceive me again. Her eyes were calm and unwavering. But I still wasn’t sure I wanted to agree to her deal.

She continued, “On the other hand, if you don’t accept my deal… well then, I’m going to ride you even harder for the rest of the week. There are some special deep cleaning tasks that I’ve been pushing off and this week would be perfect to get them done with your help.”

I instantly knew she had me this time. If she could make the rest of the week harder than yesterday was, then I wasn’t sure I could survive.

“How long do I have to suck the cocks?” I asked.

“We suck each man’s cock for a minute. Just enough to give them an idea of our talents,” she replied.

So I could suck cock for three minutes and save myself several days of grueling work and punishment…

“Fine. I’ll do it,” I agreed. “But as you said, after this weekend I’m done with being your maid.”

She nodded and pointed at my crotch. “Yes, and you get to keep my panties that are probably filled with your leaking cum already,” she said. “Now take them off and get dressed in your new outfit.”


Chapter 5

Let the Games Begin

I reached out and grabbed the bunched up clothing from Tiffany. I held it up by the strings to let it unfurl from my hand so I could see what exactly it was. It was a very small red string bikini.

“You want me to wear this?” I asked in disbelief. “It’s tiny!”

“Good thing you have a tiny dick,” she laughed. “Put it on and meet us outside. I’m going to go get things started.” I watched her leave, noticing her ass jiggling in her thong bikini.

There's no way I could look remotely that good wearing a bikini. At least my legs are shaved. I would look even sillier wearing a bikini with hairy legs. It’s only for a few minutes though and most people are going to be blindfolded.

I pulled off my panties and then fumbled with the bikini bottom, struggling to hold it up while tying the stings on the side. Once I had it on, I tucked my dick between my legs and tightened the strings to hold it in. This was going to be humiliating enough as it was, I didn’t need my dick popping out as well.

With the bottom on, I worked on the top. It went on easily once I tied the first string around my neck. I considered checking myself out in the mirror, but decided against it. I didn’t want to risk shaking my confidence by seeing how I looked. I walked out of my room and through the living room, back to the pool. All the while I could feel my body shaking nervously. I knew they had already seen me dressed as a maid, but wearing only a bikini was so much more exposing.

Outside, I found Tiffany and Jackie waiting for me. Tiffany was looking impatient while Jackie was clearly suppressing her urge to laugh. Tiffany elbowed her and then said, “Good, you’re finally here. Shall we get started?”

“Please!” Jackie exclaimed. “I’m hungry for some cock. How about you, Alexa? Are you hungry for cock?”

I blushed at her question, not knowing how to answer. Luckily, Tiffany chimed in before I could. “Leave her alone, Jackie. She’s doing us a favor.”

Jackie crossed her arms and rolled her eyes. “Fine…”

“Alright, before we get started, let’s review how the game will be played. I will start with Kenny. Once I’m done I will move to Tyler and Jackie with start with Kenny. Then I’ll move to Derrick, Jackie will go to Tyler, and Alexa will start with Kenny. Keep cycling through until you’ve pleasured each man, but remember. We’re just starting with a minute each. Don’t get carried away,” Tiffany explained.

“Why bother with all of this? I know Derrick is going to choose me. He loves how I suck his cock,” Jackie said.

I could see a slight grimace on Tiffany’s face, but she shook it off. “Because it’s tradition. Now wait for your cue and be ready. I will text you when it is time to start and stop,” she answered. With that she left to get started. My nerves were shaking more than ever. This was actually happening.

The minute went by slowly as I stood awkwardly beside Jackie, who I could tell wanted nothing to do with me. Then she received a text that told her to get started. “Finally, time to suck some juicy cock,” she said as she hurried inside.

I could feel my body start shaking vigorously as the next minute passed. And then I received the text. It read, “Your turn. Dining room.”

I took a deep gulp and made my way inside and to the room. There I saw Kenny naked and tied up on one of my family’s nice chairs. His legs were spread wide with his dick standing up tall and hard between them. I had been wondering if I could figure out a way to fake it, or just not participate at all, but when I saw his toned stomach and throbbing cock I could sense my mouth salivating and my own dick growing in my bikini.

Do I actually want to do this? I’m pretty sure I have to anyways so maybe I’ll just try it again…

I got down on my knees in front of Kenny just as I received another text message saying, “1 minute. Start.” Reading the message flooded me with a sense of urgency. Without thinking I quickly grabbed the cock and shoved it in my mouth. It was already a bit wet, likely from the two other women’s mouths having sucked it. I let it fill my mouth and then pulled my head back. Memories of sucking Derrick’s cock and practicing on the dildo flooded my mind. I tried to forget how I had sucked Derrick’s dick and instead focused on the training Tiffany had provided me.

I pushed out my lips and wrapped my hand around his cock as I continued to suck. I could feel his body wiggling in pleasure and his cock stiffening in my mouth. I knew he was liking it. I continued to move my head up and down over his cock, but just as I got in a groove, I heard my cell phone chime and opened my eyes to see another message telling me to stop.

I pulled my mouth off of the cock and stood up. The full message read, “STOP. Next cock in guest room.”

I gave one last glance at Kenny’s hard, veiny cock and then left for the guest room where Tyler was sitting on the edge of the bed. His cock wasn’t as nice as Kenny’s; it was smaller and not as thick. I waited for the next text message to tell me to start and then proceeded to get on my knees and start. After my first minute with Kenny, I felt like I fell into a groove with Tyler’s cock much faster. Although his smaller cock threw me off a little because I could fit more of it in my mouth so I forwent using my hand. Having my mouth filled with more cock gave me a surprising boost of pride and only made me want more. But then my phone chimed again and I knew it was time to stop.

The text message read, “STOP. Next cock in master bedroom.”

I stood up and started down the hallway, passing Jackie as I went. She wiped the drool off of her lips and said, “Good luck beating that. I almost made him cum.”

In the bedroom, sitting on the edge of my parent’s bed was where I saw Derrick and his big, meaty cock.


Chapter 6

Winning

After sucking Kenny and Tyler’s dicks, Derrick’s only looked bigger. I couldn’t believe that his was the first cock I had tasted. Seeing it made my mouth water more and gave me a ravenous hunger. Not only to taste him again, but to prove that I could really pleasure him this time.

I didn’t care about the rules of the game anymore. I couldn’t wait to receive a message telling me when to start. I got down on my knees and grabbed his hard cock and swallowed it eagerly. He gasped at the sudden sensation, but quickly relaxed as my lips massaged his thick dick.

My lips and mouth were already soft and wet from my previous dick sucking so my mouth easily slid back and forth on his massive cock. This time I used my hand to extend his pleasure, just as Tiffany had taught me. But even with my hand following my mouth with each stroke, it wasn’t enough to cover his full cock even though I wished I could. I wanted to touch every last bit of it. If I could, I knew he would definitely give me a better grade on my sucking.

I pushed his cock further in my mouth each time it filled me up, hoping to loosen my gag reflexes and be able to pleasure more of his massive dick. And then I remembered Tiffany’s other tip, to gag on his cock. I shoved his cock as deep as I could in my mouth, gagging on it. I kept it deep in me as long as I could. When I finally pulled it out I was gasping for air, but I saw a grin on Derrick’s face that told me he liked what I had done.

Tiffany had told me to never let a second pass without pleasing the dick so I started running my tongue along the shaft, from the balls to the tip. When I got to the large head I ran my tongue around it and watched as it flinched and throbbed. I wrapped my lips over it and sucked on it as I continued licking circles around it.

Derrick started moaning as his body convulsed. The sound of his moans deepened the lust in me and I took his dick deep inside my mouth once again in an attempt to satisfy my desires. The more I moved his cock in and out of me, the wetter my mouth became and the louder Derrick’s moans were.

His cock and body were moving in ways they hadn’t last time. I could feel that he was moving his hips up and down to fuck my mouth as I sucked it, helping it fill me deeper. The way his body squirmed told me that he liked it. And I liked it, too.

Then I felt a familiar movement. His cock began to pulse. I could hear my phone continually buzzing and I knew it was Tiffany telling me to stop, but I didn’t care. I was too close and I wanted to finish him. I sucked his cock harder and faster until I felt a wave surge from the base to his large cock head. I knew he was close so again I took his cock deep inside me.

Derrick let out a loud, guttural groan as his body stiffened and then relaxed. His head swelled up and then burst as it began pumping cum into my throat. I let out a moan as he filled me with his seed.

“Alexa! What have you done!” I heard behind me.

When Derrick’s cock finished pumping, I gave it one last suck to get every last drop as I pulled my head off of it. I turned around with my mouth full of cum and smiled as I saw Tiffany looking at me in shock and Jackie with her arms crossed looking pissed off.

I swallowed the mouthful of cum and shrugged coyly. “Sorry,” I said. “I guess I got carried away.”

“You little slut, I wanted that cock,” Jackie spat out at me. “Tiffany! Do something about your whore maid.”

“Settle down, Jackie. There’s still plenty of cock left for you,” Tiffany replied.

Jackie growled in response, still clearly upset that I had completed Derrick. He was panting heavily behind me, still exhausted from the pleasure I had given him. Both reactions delighted me.

Tiffany walked over to Derrick and removed his blindfold. He opened his eyes and smiled at the sight of his girlfriend. “Well done, baby. As always,” he said to her. She shook her head and pointed down to me. His eyes bulged open and all he could say was, “Huh. It was you?”

I smiled and nodded in response. I heard Jackie still grumbling behind me.

“Oh, shut up and find a cock to suck, Jackie,” Tiffany barked at her. Jackie stomped off to do just that, leaving the three of us in my parent’s bedroom. We all watched her storm off until Derrick released a heavy sigh, bringing our attention back.

“Baby, how was that?” Tiffany asked him.

He looked down at me curiously and then back to her. “B+,” he said. Hearing the much higher grade filled me with glee. “Much better.”

Tiffany’s face lit up. “I told you I trained her to be a better cock sucker,” she told him.

He nodded his agreement and then grabbed my face with his large, calloused hand. “Yeah, I think we may need to keep this one around for some more fun,” he said.

My cock pressed hard against my bikini bottom from his words. The idea of being kept around for his pleasure sounded so naughty.

“Mmm, yeah,” Tiffany said with a smile. “I think I may have some uses for her myself.”

I looked up at her and suddenly had a change of feelings towards her. She had been hard on me, true, but she had also done good by me. I no longer felt worthless. I had found something I was good at.

She had unlocked my hidden desires and helped me discover myself. She had turned me into a cock sucker. Or rather, she had turned me into her cock sucker. And I was ready for my next instructions.


The Replacement Maid

[image: ]


Part 1

New Pleasures


Chapter 1

The Maid

I opened the front door wide and motioned for her to enter. She was even more beautiful than I could have imagined. She gave me a nod and walked in. As she gazed upon the house belonging to my wife, Rachel, and me, I gazed upon her.

She was tall, especially in her shiny black stilettos. She wore sheer black stockings and I could see that they ended just below the hem of her dress and were held up by garters. Her dress was all black and the skirt was puffed up by the white petticoat beneath it. The dress tightened above her hips which helped heave up her hefty breasts and put them on full display. Her long blonde hair was draped over her shoulders and her face was beautiful and statuesque. Her skin the color of snow.

When Rachel had asked if I could help clean more around the house I was appalled by such a request. As the man of the house it wasn’t my job to clean and I that was exactly what I told her. She was pissed, but could see that I was unwavering in my stance. I could tell that she was overwhelmed though, so I suggested we hire a house cleaner to come once a week and handle the larger cleaning needs as well as some general tidying.

“Fine, Chad, but if that doesn’t work out then you’re going to help me clean!” Rachel had told me sternly.

I couldn’t fathom how hiring a cleaner could possibly go wrong and I wasn’t even sure why Rachel was complaining so much. Cleaning was a simple job that anyone could do. Any woman at least. I told her that I would take care of hiring the cleaner and then reached out to my friend Marty for the number of the company he used. He had told me a while back that he had found a company that sent over sexy French maids. Now that my wife was finally on board with us hiring a cleaner, I finally had an excuse to have one sent over. And now, as I gazed upon my very own French maid, I was delighted.

“How about I give you a tour of the house?” I asked her as I walked ahead.

She nodded. “Yes, sir,” she said. I could hear a hint of a French accent. It was enough to make my dick start growing hard in my pants.

I have my own French maid and she called me ‘sir’! This is so fucking hot. I wonder if she would do anything I tell her to…

I walked her around the house to show her the living room, kitchen, den, and my office. I ended by showing her the bedroom. “And this is where all the magic happens,” I said as I gestured towards the bed. I tried to say it in a sensual way and then let it hang in the air before talking again.

She didn’t seem to give any sort of reaction. In fact, she hadn’t given much of a reaction during any of the tour and it was becoming quite alarming. Most of the time she didn’t even seem to be paying attention.

“So, you know what you need to do and where everything is?” I asked her, hoping for a sign that she was ready to start cleaning.

“Uhh, yeah. Sure,” she said. She had now lost any semblance of politeness and of an accent. I was starting to really worry now.

“Alright… well, I’ll be in my office. Let me know if you need anything,” I said hesitantly. I didn’t want to let her out of my sight. Part of me wanted to watch her work in her heels and short dress, but the other part of me I wanted to make sure that she was actually going to clean. After all, Rachel was expecting a clean house when she returned from work.

“Right on,” she replied.

My gut churned from her lackadaisical answer. I slowly walked backwards, out of the bedroom, and down the hall to my office. There I sat in my chair and exhaled a deep breath. I had a really bad feeling about this, but I also needed to work. She was supposed to clean for two hours, surely she would at least get some cleaning done in that time.

I tried to block out the concerns and focus on my work, but I ended up focusing on her. My thoughts weren’t as much related to my concern for her working anymore, but rather about her large breasts that bounced and jiggled with each step she took in her stilettos. I really wished I could just watch her all day.

I wonder if Rachel would dress up like that for some sexy roleplaying. I think I might have a major French maid fetish growing!

After a while I decided to get a glass of water and check on her progress. As I entered the living room, I was quickly enraged when I saw her laying on the couch using her phone. “What the hell is this? This isn’t what I’m paying you for!” I shouted at her.

She looked at me bemused. “Well you didn’t seem interested in what I normally do so I figured I would hang out until my time was up,” she said with a shrug.

Her nonchalance only upset me more. “What are you talking about? I showed you everything that needed to be cleaned and I showed you where all the supplies are. Why aren’t you cleaning?”

She scoffed at me from over her phone and let out a laugh. “Cleaning? Since when do escorts clean?”

“You’re a…? Fuck!” I yelled.

Fucking Marty! He gave me the number to a French maid escort service?

“You still have thirty minutes left. Do you think you could do some cleaning?” I pleaded to her desperately.

She laughed even harder and didn’t even bother to look up from her phone this time. “Hard pass, dude,” she said. “These nails were way too expensive to mess up by cleaning some random dude’s house.”

What am I going to do now? The house needs to be cleaned by someone and this “maid” isn’t about to do it. Not only that, but I’m about to be out a lot of money when I have to pay this fraud. I can’t afford to hire someone else even if I could find anyone on such short notice.

There was only one option. I would have to clean myself.


Chapter 2

Forced to Clean

I sent the escort home in an angry huff. I was fuming. I was pissed at Marty for recommending such a service and at myself for trusting him. Even more so, I was pissed that I would now have to clean the house, the one thing I specifically didn’t want to do.

I didn’t even know where to begin. I walked to our cleaning closet, hoping that something would catch my eye. Thankfully, something did right away, the vacuum cleaner. I quickly grabbed it and got to work cleaning the floors. I hadn’t touched a vacuum since my bachelor days, but it didn’t take long to fall into a groove. Soon I was getting the hang of things.

See, this isn’t that hard. Why can’t Rachel do this every so often? She’s the woman of the house after all.

While I was cleaning the floors throughout the house, I noticed various areas that would need to be cleaned and made mental notes. When the floors looked good enough, I put the vacuum away and got started on my list. Luckily, our house wasn’t that big, but even so, there was a surprising number of areas and objects to clean. And the more I did, the more I found that needed work. It was becoming apparent that Rachel had been neglecting her cleaning duties for quite some time. As my cleaning list grew, I quickly realized that I wasn’t going to get to everything today.

I stopped to check the time and discovered that I had already been working for nearly two hours. That was as long as the maid I thought I had hired was supposed to work so it seemed fair that I stop now. I had worked more than hard enough on something that Rachel should be doing.

As I walked through each room, back to my office, I noticed that the house looked much better. I felt a growing sense of pride that I had accomplished such a feat. I sat down at my desk and let out a deep breath, exhausted from working so hard for so long. It wasn’t necessarily hard work, but there was enough of it to keep me moving nonstop. But now as I finally sat back and relaxed, I was beginning questioning if I had really needed to do any of it.

So I made a mistake in trusting Marty and I accidentally ordered an escort instead of a maid. I’ll just hire a new maid for next week and all will be forgotten, right? I just have to hope that Rachel doesn’t find out about the slip up. If she found out that I had an escort come over she would be pissed.

After thinking about it, I decided that cleaning to make up for my mistake was the best route after all. This way Rachel would never know about my error of having the wrong kind of working girl come over; I did not want her to know about the escort in our house. Once I felt at peace with my decisions, all there was left to do was wait until Rachel came home and hope that she appreciated the work I had done.







A few hours later Rachel returned home from work. I was in the kitchen when I heard the front door open. “Oh, wow,” I heard her exclaim. “The house looks amazing.”

I felt another swell of pride as I stepped out of the kitchen to greet her. “See, I told you hiring a maid would be a good idea,” I said with a growing smirk on my face.

She continued walking around the living room, inspecting my work. “I guess you were right. Although, I can already tell that she missed a few things and didn’t do a very good job dusting,” she said upon closer look.

My pride was quickly hurt by her criticism. “She worked her ass off to clean for you. She only had two hours to do the entire house. Let’s see you clean the whole house in that short of time!” I said defensively.

She walked by me, giving me a soft kiss on the lips as she made her way into the kitchen. “You’re right. It does look like she did a lot for just two hours. I guess we just need her to come again soon,” she said. “Look, she didn’t even wipe down the appliances.”

I was growing more frustrated. I wished I could tell her how hard I had worked to clean and do her job for her, but I couldn’t give away my secret. “The plan is to have her come once a week, remember? Every Monday. She will have to get to it next week.”

Rachel turned to face me as she leaned against the countertop. “But next week she will be cleaning up all the mess we make this week. I think she just needs more time this week to get a good base clean and then she can come back every week to maintain. Call her and ask if she can come back tomorrow.”

My frustration was turning into anxiety. I wasn’t sure how I would find a new maid by tomorrow. “Tomorrow?! That’s not enough notice, there’s no way I can get her to come again tomorrow,” I said, hoping to buy myself more time.

Rachel considered my answer then said, “Actually, that works out. After tomorrow I have the rest of the week off. I’ll be able to stay home and supervise her to make sure she doesn’t miss anything.”

My throat was feeling dry now as I panicked. I didn’t know what I would do. “You know, if you have the time off, you could just do the cleaning yourself and save us the money,” I replied, hoping to deflect the problem back on to her.

Rachel laughed at me. “Oh, no. If you’re too good to lift a finger to clean than so am I. Once I whip this maid into shape, I will be living a life of relaxation just like you. I just wish she could come every day to clean and make dinner!” She laughed again at the idea.

I grumbled to myself. I was out of ideas. I would need to try to find a maid or come up with another idea. I sighed and said, “Alright… I’ll try to get her to come back.”


Chapter 3

The New Maid

After dinner I excused myself and retreated to my office. I needed to find a new maid urgently. I tried calling around to various agencies, but they were either closed or had no availability this week. I briefly considered calling the company I had ordered the French maid from, but dismissed the idea once I considered how furious Rachel would be if she figured out it was an escort and not a real maid.

I was stuck. Rachel didn’t seem willing to take ‘no’ for an answer. She expected me to get the maid who cleaned the house today back in the next few days. But I was the one who had cleaned. That maid was me! That realization gave me a crazy idea.

Maybe I could pretend to be the maid. I could just throw on a dress and wig, keep my head down, and stay out of the same room as Rachel.

I knew the idea was outlandish, but I was desperate enough that it gave me hope. I jumped on my computer and opened a browser where I searched for maid outfits. The search pulled up lots of different French maid Halloween costumes which all looked pretty sexy.

Would it be silly to dress up like a French maid? She probably wouldn’t care what the maid wears, but it might be kind of kinky to wear an outfit like this…

I took a closer look at some of the costumes. A couple of them really turned me on and eventually, I took a chance and ordered one. Doing so made me feel exhilarated. I wasn’t sure why, but suddenly the idea of dressing up like a maid was exciting. After I ordered the outfit, the website suggested several accessories including brunette wig, black thigh high stockings, and a garter belt. I added these to a new order and also added in some panties and a bra.

I placed the second order and immediately felt naughty. I was also in disbelief at the fact that I might actually be going through with my crazy idea. Would I really be able to fool my wife into believing I was a maid? And if she caught me then I would never hear the end of it from her. After being so adamant that I wouldn’t clean the house to becoming a pretend house cleaner. She would hold that over me for the rest of my life.

If this plan of mine was going to work then I knew I only had one day left to get ready as Rachel would be at work all day tomorrow and then had the rest of the week off. I had placed my orders with overnight shipping so I had to hope they would arrive early tomorrow and that everything would fit.







The next day I anxiously awaited my orders while I tried to work. I kept thinking about the maid’s outfit I had ordered and daydreaming of wearing it while looking like a sexy woman. Was there any chance I might actually look sexy in it?

When the packages finally arrive, I quickly grabbed them and carried them into the bedroom where I opened them up and dumped out all the contents on the bed. My eyes darted around from item to item until they landed on a bag containing the outfit. There it was.

I ripped off my clothes and was about to put the dress on, but realized that I should put my bra and panties on first, just like a woman would do. I slipped on the black thong panties that I had ordered. They were a little snug and I had to tuck my dick down between my legs to fit it comfortably underneath. Next, I put on the bra and connected the straps behind my back. I was feeling a little silly wearing women’s underwear, but also a little more sexy.

Having already put on two items, I decided to try on the full outfit. I unfurled the thigh highs and slipped them on one at at time. I attached the garter belt around my waist and then connected the hooks to my thigh highs. Feeling the tight garter straps on my thigh and the soft stockings on my leg definitely felt nice.

Finally, it was time to put on the dress. The dress was all black with white lace trim and a little built in white apron. I unzipped the back and then stepped through it and pulled it up. It was difficult to zip up, but doing so made the dress more form fitting. To finish my maid look I grabbed the wig and tried to put it on.

I did my best to adjust it, but knew I would need to fix it in the mirror. I was ready to see how I looked anyways. I walked to our full length mirror and took a look. I was a little pleased by what I saw, but mostly disappointed. I could see my leg hair poking through my stockings, my chest was flat, and my hair was a mess.

If I show up looking like this there’s no way I would fool Rachel.

I needed to improve my look. I adjusted my wig in the mirror until it looked better. Next, I opened my dresser and pulled out a couple pairs of socks. I stuffed a pair in each side of the bra and then looked at my side in the mirror. It now looked like a had some breasts which made me look a little more feminine. But now what about my legs?

I might just have to double down on the crazy. I think I need to shave my legs. It’s the only way she will believe I’m a woman.

And so I did it. I rushed into the bathroom and removed my stockings. Rachel kept her razors and shaving cream in the shower so I went in and got started. Soon, I had soft and smooth feminine legs. I couldn’t believe how sensitive they were. I put the thigh highs back on and the silky stockings felt amazing on my bare legs.

I walked back to the mirror to look at myself. My new look wasn’t perfect, but it was much better. It would have to do.


Chapter 4

Becoming the Maid

Once I had my outfit and plan, I told Rachel when to expect the maid. “She” would come tomorrow because that was the soonest Rachel was expecting a visit and because I figured I might as well get it over with. I didn’t have high hopes for my plan, but it was all I had at the moment so it would have to do.

The next morning I called in sick to work so I would have the day to prepare and get dressed. I was dreading having to clean and do women’s work for hours, but I was oddly looking forward to trying on the outfit again. After breakfast, I stayed in my office and I pretended to work while I instead went online and looked up French maid porn. Between the escort that had come over and my new outfit, French maids were all I could think about. Apparently I wasn’t the only one based on the sheer quantity of porn I found in my search. Page after page of hot women dressed in little maid outfits as they took large cocks inside their mouths and pussies. Sometimes even both at once. My dick was rock hard after watching just the first video.

I watched video after video, slowly stroking my dick, until I stumbled on one where the woman was wearing the exact same outfit that I had. Even her accessories were the same; she had black thighs and brown hair. As I watched, I even noticed she wore a similar black thong to what I had bought.

Watching the video made me feel naughty. It was shot from the man’s point of view so I was watching him shame her for her sloppy work cleaning his house. He then ordered her to bend over his bed so he could teach her a lesson. He walked up to her and grabbed her ass as he continued to tell her what a disappointment she was. He gave her a hard spank and then ripped off her panties and pulled out his cock. It was massive. He rubbed it along her pussy lips and told her that she would have to work extra hard to please him from now on, after all, her master’s pleasure was all that mattered.

She agreed and he thrust his cock deep into her. I gasped as he did, almost feeling the sensation myself as I had bonded with the woman. My cock was throbbing and I wanted to keep watching and jerk off, but I knew that I shouldn’t. If I did, then I wouldn’t have the energy or desire to do what I soon had to do. Instead I closed my laptop and leaned back in my chair, trying to cool myself off and let go of this weird feeling I had.

By the time my dick had settled down, it was time to get ready. I wasn’t sure where Rachel would be spending her time today, so I made sure to hide all my maid clothes in my office so I could get changed here. I even borrowed one of Rachel’s handheld mirrors so I could make sure my wig was on right and my outfit was in order.

I got dressed and enjoyed it more this second time. There was something about seeing a woman get fucked wearing the same outfit that resonated with me. Wearing the outfit now made me feel sexier. And naughtier.

My heart was beating faster as I snuck out of my office and quietly shut the door behind me. I needed Rachel to think I was still working so she wouldn’t be suspicious. As I made my way to the front door I suddenly realized I didn’t have a plan for getting myself as the maid into the house, but just like everything else for the next few hours, I would have to bullshit my way through it. I knocked on the front door and then opened and closed it. I started walking through the house, my heart now pounding. I kept my head down so that my wig covered my face just enough to hide it from Rachel when she would soon come out to see me. And then she did.

“Hello, there,” she said as she walked out of our bedroom. “Did Chad let you in? I don’t see him.”

“Uhh, yes,” I stammered, trying to speak in a breathy feminine voice. “He had a meeting to join so he had to run back into his office.”

Her eyes squinted at me, clearly sensing was off. “Oh, alright,” she said. “Well look at you. Dressed like a French maid. That’s… cute.”

“Thank you,” I replied. I had a feeling she was already on to me so I gave her a bow to further hide my face and then turned to walk to the cleaning closet to get the vacuum cleaner.

“Oh, no need to vacuum,” Rachel said from behind me. “You just did that a couple days ago, that can wait until your next visit. Today I want you to do more of a deep clean to get everything you didn’t have time to do the other day. Don’t worry, I will show you everything you need to do.”

Dread consumed me. Could I really survive two hours dressed like this next to my wife? I really didn’t have a choice now. I was too far in. “What’s first?” I asked her.

She started leading me through the house, instructing me on what to clean. I immediately realized I was in over my head. I didn’t know how to clean most of what she asked of me so she had to teach me how to do what was likely very simple cleaning tasks. I was feeling not only overwhelmed, but humiliated.

Eventually, she led me into the bedroom and had me make the bed while she watched. I even struggled to get the bed as neatly made as she normally did. But it was difficult when I felt like I was under an immense pressure. I could tell she was harshly judging my work.

When I finished, she called me over. I walked over and stood in front of her, my head still bowed. She suddenly shoved me down onto the bed and jumped on top of me. “I’ve always wanted to fool around with a French maid,” she growled. “And you’re just the perfect little maid for me.”

What is she doing? Is she just messing with me or is this for real?

She climbed up my body. Her hands latched onto my wrists and pinned them down and then looked into my eyes. I tried to hide my face, but it was hopeless. She had me.


Chapter 5

The Truth

Rachel had a grin extending from ear to ear as she stared down at me. “Why hello, husband,” she said. I struggled to break free from her grasp, but she was surprisingly strong. “How pathetic. The so called man of the house, who is too much of a man to help clean, can’t even break free from his wife’s grasp.”

As she laughed at me, anger built up in me. I knew I could force her off if I wanted to, but I knew there was no point. She had already seen me and I was tired from cleaning. Plus, her pinning me down like this was pretty hot.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” I grumbled. “You caught me. Big deal. Just get off me so I can change.”

Her eyebrows peaked as she smirked and held back more laughter. “Why would I let you change? You still have more work to do, maid.” She couldn’t hold back her laughter anymore. She was quickly getting annoying and any arousal I had was quickly dissipating so I channeled my growing anger and pushed her off of me.

I crawled out of bed and started to unzip my dress when I felt her grab my wrist. I looked back over my shoulder to see her sprawled across the bed in order to reach me. “Okay, okay. I’ll stop laughing, just come back into bed,” she pleaded.

I had a feeling she was up to something, but I found it hard to resist getting into bed whenever she asked me to. She moved over and I laid back down in the bed. “How long have you known it was me?” I asked her grumpily. I was curious to find out if I had fooled her at all.

“Are you kidding? I knew from the second I saw you. You shaved this morning, but I can still see stubble on your face. You supposedly let the maid in and then quickly disappeared into your office without a sound, and you aren’t wearing any shoes. And what maid or house cleaner would actually come wearing a French maid outfit?” she said, deconstructing my plan.

I sighed. I didn’t know why I thought I could possibly fool her or why I had decided to wear this outfit. It really was a stupid idea from the beginning. “And you still made me clean for hours?” I asked.

I could tell she was really struggling to suppress laughter from my line of questioning. “Of course, someone needed to do it and I didn’t want to. I was pretty surprised to find out that my husband who refuses to clean as a man, actually wants to clean the house by pretending to be a woman and dressing up as a French maid. You could have just told me that from the beginning. I would absolutely let you wear a dress if that’s how you wanted to clean.”

I rolled my eyes and groaned. At this point I thought the truth was better than letting her think that I actually wanted to dress like this in order to clean the house. I told her the full story about how I had accidentally hired an escort posed as a French maid, how I had cleaned in her stead, and how she had really trapped me by wanting the maid to come back so soon.

When I was done telling the story she burst out in laughter again. “I already knew all of that as well. Don’t you remember that I’m still friends with Sherri, Marty’s ex-wife? Why do you think they got divorced? He kept ordering escorts and fucking them while she was at work. I asked her about this maid service he recommended you and she told me everything,” she explained.

Now I felt even more humiliated. And even more pissed at Marty. She had known everything from the beginning. I had done all of this for nothing. “Why didn’t you say something when you got home on Monday?!”

She shrugged. “Because to my surprise you had actually lifted a finger and cleaned. And because I wanted to see what you would do if I tried to get the maid to come back,” she said.

“So this was all a set up?” I asked.

“You say that like I’m some evil mastermind, but you’re the one who got yourself into this predicament, dear. I just had some fun along the way,” she said. She pushed herself up and ran her fingers along the bottom of my petticoat. “Although from your outfit, it looks like you had some fun with it, too.”

“Do you really think I liked dressing up like this? This is humiliating!” I exclaimed.

Her fingers moved to my shaved legs and she let out a light gasp. “You even shaved your legs! Such dedication,” she said softly as her fingers ran up my thigh. My dick was quickly growing hard from her touch. Her soft fingers felt so good on my sensitive, bare legs. I let out a moan as shivers consumed my body.

Her hand grabbed my cock and her touch made it grow hard. “It looks like you’re enjoying being a maid to me,” she said with a smirk.

“Or I just like my wife touching my dick,” I replied pointedly. She started rubbing my cock and I no longer cared what the reason was for my erection. I couldn’t focus on anything but the sensation of her hand on me.

“Maybe it’s both. Why don’t we try to blend your two interests?” she said as she started moving down the bed.


Chapter 6

New Pleasures

She flipped up my dress and petticoat as she stroked my dick. Her mouth leaned in close and she spit on it to help lubricate her hand movements. Her mouth continued closer until I felt her tongue circle around my cock head. I flinched from the sensitivity and then gasped as she took my whole cock in her mouth.

My head rolled back, enjoying the feeling of her mouth moving up and down my cock as she started sucking it. I let out a moan when I felt her tongue flick my cock head as she pulled her head up. As she sucked, her hand moved back down to my thigh and she started rubbing my leg through my thigh highs. The feeling of her hand on my silky stockings tingled and felt so sexy and so arousing. It was almost too much to take.

She pulled her mouth off of my cock and I felt her moving back up. I opened my eyes just in time to see her lips press against mine. She jammed her tongue in and let me taste my own cock just as she alway loved to do during blow jobs. Her lips were plump and wet from cock sucking. My lips and tongue eagerly joined in, loving when her lips felt like this.

She pulled her mouth away and stared into my eyes as she stuck her middle finger into her mouth and sucked it. She then pulled her wet finger out and grinned at me as she went back down to my dick. I watched as she lowered her head back down on my cock and I let out a sigh of pleasure as she sucked it vigorously. Her mouth was ravaging my dick. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the wet feeling of her mouth.

Her hand moved back down to my thigh highs while her other hand brushed along my balls. The first hand was rubbing my stockings again and the other was now at my ass crack. My eyebrows furrowed at the continued movement of the second hand and then my eyes darted open as I felt her finger penetrate my asshole.

Before I could protest, she pushed her finger in deeper. To my surprise it felt… nice. My protest died in my throat as she continued to fill her throat with my cock. The more her finger moved in and out of my ass it was beginning to feel better than I would have ever imagined. My eyes closed again as I relaxed and enjoyed all of the new pleasures she was giving me.

Soon, my cock was throbbing and pulsing from all the sensations. I wanted more, but I felt like I was close to orgasming. So close. I let out a loud moan and she started thrusting her finger faster inside me as she still rubbed my stockings and sucked my cock. And then my cock burst in her mouth. I felt a warm wave lapse over me as my dick filled her mouth with cum. My head and body melted back into the bed as Rachel tugged out every last drop of semen from my cock.

That was amazing.

I closed my eyes and let out a sigh. Rachel pulled her mouth off of my cock and then crawled up me. I thought she would just lay down next to me, but suddenly her knees were on my arms and her hands around my mouth. My eyes opened as she forced my mouth open and drooled my load into my mouth. I gagged and tried to spit it out but the same hands that forced my mouth open were now forcing them closed. “Swallow it, slut,” she growled at me.

I looked into her eyes and saw how serious she was. I also realized that I didn’t have a choice. She was pinning my arms down much stronger this time by using her legs. I grimaced as I swallowed my own cum and felt it slide down my throat. “Step one,” she said under her breath.

What the hell was that for? She’s never done that before.

She let go of my mouth and reached for her nightstand. She opened the drawer and grabbed something from within. While I noticed her doing this, I was too distracted by the taste of cum in my mouth and too depleted of energy to care about anything else. She moved back down my body, towards my dick which was quickly growing limp, and I felt her hands on it again.
“I think you need to let it recover for a few minutes before you go again,” I joked. I was surprised by how eager she seemed today. Was she turned on by my outfit? Then I felt something cold and metallic on my balls. “What’s that?” I asked nervously.

She didn’t answer. She just kept maneuvering whatever it was around my balls and then around my dick. I pushed myself up to look and pushed aside my dress and petticoat so I could see. But just as I saw what she was doing, she turned a key and pulled it out.

She dangled the key from her fingers as she smiled at me. “Now your dick is mine,” she said sternly.

I frowned at her. “What? What are you talking about? What is that thing?” I asked as I stared at the metal object now encompassing my dick.

She flicked it with her finger and said, “That’s a chastity cage. It prevents you from using your dick and it stays on until you regain my trust. Which you’re going to have to work hard to do.”

I was dumbfounded. “Regain your trust? From what?”

“You ordered an escort, Chad. I don’t even want to know what you did with her,” she said. I tried to butt in but she wouldn’t let me. “And don’t even try to deny it! You’re going to have to regain my trust either way. I hope you enjoyed your last orgasm for awhile. Especially the taste.”

I sighed. I thought this day was finally turning around after the blow job and then suddenly we had marital issues. “And how am I supposed to regain your trust?” I asked.

“By wearing this cage for as long as I want and also, by being our new maid,” she answered.

“Seriously?” I replied in shock. I wasn’t sure which I was more upset by.

She just smiled back at me and patted my face with her hand. “That’s right, baby. You should have just hired a house cleaner like you said you would. Now you’re going to have to be the replacement maid. Good thing you already have the uniform,” she laughed. She climbed out of bed and walked out of the room. I could still hear her laughing down the hall.

I was in disbelief. The last hour had been a rollercoaster of emotions and suddenly my wife had locked my dick in a cage and told me I had to be her maid. I grabbed the metal cage and inspected it. It was tightly secured around my dick and balls and wouldn’t be coming off with out her key.

In that moment I knew I had no choice. I would have to be her maid.


Part 2

Lessons


Chapter 1

Dressing Up

I sat on the edge of the bed that my wife, Rachel, and I shared wearing nothing but a black bra and matching black thong. In my hands I had a bunched up sheer black thigh high which I began to slip on to my leg. After getting a fresh shave on my legs this morning, the stocking once again felt silky soft along my sensitive skin.

I shook my head in disbelief as I slipped on the next thigh high. Just a week ago I was the man of the house. I had refused to clean out of principle and was annoyed when my wife refused as well. Cleaning was women’s work I told her. That statement was coming back to bite me in the ass now, however, as I stood up to attach the straps of my garter belt to each stocking.

The compromise I had made with her was that I would order a house cleaner to come once a week. I had taken the recommendation of a friend to order a French maid from a company he swore by, but when she turned out to be an escort and not an actual maid, I knew I was screwed. Rachel found out and tricked me into trying to bring the maid back to clean again. Unable to hire another house cleaner quickly enough, I panicked and devised a plan to fill in for the maid I had supposedly hired. And that was my downfall.

I shaved my legs and pretended to the be maid for Rachel. She instantly knew it was me, but nonetheless, she ordered me around and had me clean for hours. Finally, at the end, she pinned me down and forced me to admit my secret. Even though I swore that nothing had happened with the escort, she insisted that I need to regain her trust. To do that, she locked my dick up in a chastity cage and told me that I would be the house’s maid from now on.

And that was how I lost my position as man of the house. Not only did Rachel wield the key to my chastity cage, but she held the guilt card. If I wanted to keep our relationship together and strong, I needed to do as she said. I found it hard to play along because there was a big part of me that didn’t think she had actually lost trust in me. Instead, she just wanted to humiliate and humble me. While I did feel humiliated at the moment as I zipped up my French maid dress, I couldn’t let her humble me. This was just a temporary thing. She would have her laughs, but I would get through it and come out better for it. That’s what men do.

I looked in the mirror as I adjusted my brunette wig. Seeing myself all dressed up again gave me flashbacks. There had been one bright moment the last time, when Rachel had sucked my dick. The feeling of her hands running along my thigh highs was incredibly arousing. She had also surprised me by sticking her finger in my ass. That was a little confusing, but felt surprisingly good. I wasn’t sure if I’d ever be able to let her know how much I liked it, but I certainly wouldn’t fight it if she tried it again.

I also recalled the porn I had watched that morning and several times since. In the video the woman was wearing the same French maid costume that I now wore, all black with white lace trim and a small attached white apron. The man told her how disappointed he was in her work and how she needed to make it up to him. And then he took out his huge cock and fucked her. It was so sexy to watch. The thought of it made my dick grow inside its cage.

The movement inside my chastity cage reminded me how frustrated I was with the little metal cage encompassing my dick. Every day I felt like I was exponentially hornier. I was dying to masturbate and get the pent up sexual energy out of me. But I couldn’t. Every night I tried to make moves on Rachel, hoping she would be interested in sex. But she wasn’t. I wasn’t sure how much more I could take.

I looked back in the mirror and composed myself. I straightened my dress, fluffed my petticoat, and adjusted the socks I had stuffed into my bra. I admired myself in different angles and poses.

I look pretty hot. I can’t believe how naughty it feels to dress up like this. Too bad it can’t just be for some fun sexy roleplaying rather than making me clean the house… But maybe she will feel kinky again after I’m done. I’ll just have to put on a good show for her.

Now that I was dressed again, it was time to get started. I took a deep breath in and released it, hoping to settle myself. Then I opened the bedroom door and walked out. I found Rachel sitting on the couch in the living room. “Your maid reporting for duty,” I said jokingly.

She looked up at me with an amused smile. “A girl could get used to hearing those words,” she said. She sat up and looked me over. “You look cute today, maid.”

I felt my cheeks starting to blush and tried to dismiss it. “Thank you, ma’am,” I replied, trying to play up my part as the maid.

“Oh, I like that. But let’s call me madam instead. Ma’am makes me sound old.” Her smile was beaming now. She was clearly having fun with the situation. “And what should we call you, maid?”

I sighed, already growing tired of this game and regretting I had started it. “How about you let me call a real house keeper and we stop this whole charade?”

She let out a loud laugh. “And where would the fun be in that? Oh, no, Chad. You know my terms. You’re my maid until I can trust you again,” she explained. And then she gasped. “I know! I’ll call you Chloe! From Chad to Chloe. I love it.”

I rolled my eyes at her. I didn’t care, she could call me whatever she wanted. Although, Chloe did sound like a sexy name for a French maid. “Fine, whatever,” I replied.

Suddenly there was a knock at the door. My head whipped around to the sound and then back to Rachel. I gave her a look as if asking her who it was.

“Oh that? That will be the other maid. Would you be a good girl and answer that please, Chloe?”


Chapter 2

The Other Maid

“The other maid? What the hell are you talking about?” I asked through gritted teeth.

She rolled her eyes at me and stood up. “Fine, If you’re going to be difficult then I’ll get the door,” she said.

As she walked to the door I started panicking. Someone was about to see me dressed like this. I looked around for somewhere to hide then finally settled on running into the kitchen where I would still be able to eavesdrop.

“Hi, you must be Kelly. Please come in,” I heard Rachel say. Hearing that confirmed what she had told me, there really was another woman here.

Why did she hire a house cleaner, but still make me dress up like this? Just to humiliate me?

I would have to keep listening to find out. I leaned closer to the entrance to the living room while still making sure to remain hidden in the kitchen. The women exchanged pleasantries and then Rachel invited her to join her on the couch to talk. There, she explained the situation.

“So, Kelly. As I told you on the phone, this job might be a little… unusual. And you said you would be okay with that?” Rachel asked her.

“Well, I guess it depends how unusual it is,” the girl, Kelly, said with an awkward laugh. I could tell she was young by her voice; it had a hint of naivety.

“That’s understandable,” Rachel chuckled. “So here’s the situation…” her voice suddenly trailed off and all I could hear were the muffles of distant whispering.

Damnit, why can’t she speak up!

“Oh, my,” Kelly giggled in response to whatever Rachel had said. “That is pretty unusual, but also pretty funny. I would love to help you.”

“That’s fantastic. Thank you,” Rachel replied gratefully. “Chloe? Would you please come join us?”

I groaned at my summoning.

I guess this is really happening…

I blew out an annoyed breath and trudged into the living room where I saw Kelly for the first time. She peered over her shoulder from the couch to see me. My eyes locked onto her hers and she gave me a warm smile. Her eyes were light blue and a perfect complement to her blonde hair. She appeared to be in her early 20s. And she was beautiful.

My annoyance became nervousness the second I saw her. I started fumbling with my fingers and my throat became dry. I wanted to be confident and charming in front of this sexy young girl, but I couldn’t find the words. And then she giggled at me. She tried to cover her face, but it didn’t stop me from hearing the sounds. Now I felt truly humiliated.

My shoulders slumped as I continued walking into the living room. I stopped in front of them and let out a grumpy, “Hi.”

Rachel gave me a disappointed look. “Now Chloe, you know that’s no way to greet our guest,” she said.

I forced a smile and repeated, “Hi,” in a much more chipper and feminine manner.

“Very good. You’re such a good learner,” Rachel said as she suppressed a laugh.

Kelly was trying to hold back more laughter, too, as she replied, “Nice to meet you, Chloe. My name is Kelly and, well, I guess I’m here to help you learn to clean today.”

As she talked, I finally gave her all of my attention and looked her over. She was even more gorgeous from the front. She was petite, but with large breasts which I knew had to be incredibly perky based on her youth. She wore tight black leggings and a loose fitting white t-shirt that she had cut the sleeves off of. Underneath, I could tell she was wearing a purple bra. My dick was straining in my cage at the sight of her.

Is this meant to be some cruel tease? Or maybe a test? Is she trying to see if I will make a move on the cute young maid like she thinks I did on the escort last week?

I suddenly had a sense that I had figured out Rachel’s game. She said she had wanted me to be her maid as a way to regain her trust and here she was bringing in a young girl to supposedly help train me to clean. I saw right through her rouse.

I smiled back at Kelly and gave her a curtsy. “It’s nice to meet you, too,” I said. I would play right along with her game and then maybe I could prove to her in one day how trustworthy I was and we can end this whole thing with the chastity cage and me being her maid.

“I invited Kelly over to help you learn from a real house cleaner. Last time it was apparent that you had no idea what you were doing so I had to follow you around and teach you everything. Kelly will be taking over giving you those instructions as well as teaching you how to best manage your time and energy,” Rachel explained.

I nodded at her in response. “Yes, madam.”

Kelly looked thoroughly amused by the whole situation, especially my behavior. She patted her thighs as she stood up. “Well then, shall we get started?” she asked me.

“Yes, please,” I replied, eager to get this whole thing over with.

Rachel nodded her approval at my change in attitude. She too stood up from the couch and then walked towards me. She smiled as she leaned in and wrapped her hand around my head, pulling it closer to hers. With her mouth by my ear, she whispered, “Be a good girl and maybe you we can have some fun later.”

My dick throbbed excitedly at her words. Now I was extra motivated. As she pulled her head back she gave me a kiss on the lips. “I trust you will be good for Kelly. Right, Chloe?” She asked me, this time loud enough for Kelly to hear.

“Yes, madam.”

“Good. I’m going out to get my nails done. I expect the house to be shiny when I return,” she said as she walked away. I watched as she grabbed her purse and opened the door. She gave me a wink and then she was gone. 
I turned back to Kelly. “Come on, we have a lot to do in a short time,” she said.

I let out a sigh. “Alright, let’s get this over with.”


Chapter 3

Learning

I followed Kelly around for the better part of an hour before I felt exhausted and needed to take a break. She was still brimming with youthful energy, but was happy to join me for a glass of water when I suggested it.

So far I had learned far more about cleaning than I had ever hoped to. Though the more I thought about it, the more I still couldn’t understand Rachel’s meaning behind all of this; once her little game was over, I would go back to refusing to clean just as I had before. Eventually we would end up hiring a house cleaner to do the work as we had previously agreed upon. Maybe we would even hire Kelly, she seemed very knowledgable and eager to please. Not to mention nice to look at.

Kelly snapped me out of my thoughts as she said, “Come on, Chloe. We still have a lot left to do and your wife could be home any minute.”

I groaned at her badgering me. I was quickly growing annoyed at yet another woman trying to boss me around. “Sorry if I’m a little tired… you try cleaning while dressed like this,” I said defensively.

She glared at me disapprovingly. “Like what?” she asked sarcastically. “You don’t think I’ve cleaned while wearing a dress before? Hell, I even dressed up as a French maid for Halloween once before so, yeah, I’ve dressed like that and cleaned like that before,” she replied.

I knew she had destroyed whatever attempt at pity I was trying to get, but all I could focus on was that she said she had dressed as a French maid before. The image of her wearing a short little maid outfit with her blonde hair draped over her big breasts took over me. I took a sip of water and then choked out, “You dressed as a French maid before?”

She shrugged. “Yeah, my ex had a thing for maids. He dressed as a butler and I was a maid. It was a pretty sexy night. I did somethings to him with my feather duster that I’ll probably never forget. And I’m certain he won’t.”

“Oh,” I let out. I could feel my dick press against my cage. The thought of her in her maid costume was too much.

“And I was dressed up for hours while wearing heels!” she said, adding to her point. “You’re not even wearing shoes let alone heels.”

I looked down at my feet that were covered in just my stockings. She had a good point. I really didn’t have anything to complain about. “Fine, let’s get back to work,” I said feeling even more deflated.

I followed her out of the kitchen and into the laundry room where she showed me how to properly fold clothes. We both sat down with a pile of clothes in front of us, but as she showed me, my mind kept drifting off. I couldn’t stop picturing her as working in her little French maid costume. I wasn’t sure why I was developing such a maid fetish, but at this point it was becoming undeniable.

“So, why kind of French maid outfit did you wear for Halloween?” I asked her, trying to be casual.

She looked up from the laundry and gave me a wary expression. “I don’t know. Similar to yours, but maybe a little shorter and with a lower neckline,” she answered.

Lower neckline means her breasts were showing. Damn, that’s hot. And shorter than mine? I bet I would see her ass if she bent over.

“And you wore thigh highs?”

She let out a quiet sigh. “Yeah, I wore white ones with little bows at the top.”

“And you mentioned heels?”

Her sigh was much more audible this time. “Yes… black Mary Jane heels.”

That was the final detail I needed to complete my image of her dressed up, but my dick was swelling up at the image and I couldn’t stop myself from asking for more information. “I bet your boyfriend enjoyed your costume,” I said. I didn’t intend to sound creepy, but after the words came out, I had a feeling it definitely sounded that way.

“I could have worn a used trash bag and he would have enjoyed me,” she laughed out. “But yeah, like I said, we had some special fun that night.”

“Mmm,” was all I could let out at the thought of a special night with her.

She tried to reach a shirt, but it was just out of her grasp so she got on her knees and crawled over to grab it. Her ass was right in front of me, perfectly outlined by her tight leggings. I could even see the perfect impression of her tight pussy between her legs. My dick was straining hard against my cage, pressing against my thong.

“What is it with you men and maid fantasies anyways?” she asked me as she sat back down, sounding a little annoyed. “Are you aroused by holding on to the past patriarchal system that demeaned women to only cooking and cleaning?”

I didn’t know what to say to that. I looked at her stunned as I considered her question.

She continued, “Apparently that’s true for you, at least. What good is a husband who won’t help his wife clean even just a little? His wife who works all day just as he does. It’s time to grow up and enter modern society.”

I suddenly felt very humbled. She was right, I had been holding on to these past standards that I had grown up with. Maybe I did need to update my standards. Rachel worked just as hard as I did, why should she have to do everything at home as well? Just because she’s a woman?

“Maybe you’re right,” I said softly. “But hey, I’m helping now, right?”

She scoffed at me. “You’re helping, but not of your own accord. And you have to dress up in some fetish costume to do it.”

I felt my dick deflate from being lectured by this young girl. I liked her much better when she didn’t talk and make me reconsider my life choices.

“Alright, let’s go put these away in the bedroom,” she said, breaking the awkward silence. I nodded and led her into the bedroom, each of us with arms full of folded laundry. We began by putting the clothes away and then moved on to changing the bed sheets and making the bed. My arousal was picking up again as thoughts crept back in my head from being near my bed with her. But I fought back the dirty thoughts, remembering that this was likely a test from Rachel.

Just as we put the last pillow on the bed I heard from behind me, “That’s a nice looking bed. Maybe we should mess it up.”


Chapter 4

Head of the House

Kelly started smiling. I turned around to see Rachel standing in the doorframe watching both of us. She had a bag in her hand which she set down as she said, “Kelly, has Chloe been a good girl for you?” My head whipped back to Kelly.

Had I been good? I think so…

Kelly looked at me pensively and then her attention went to Rachel. “Overall, she did a good job of following my instructions, but we did lose time when she needed a long break. A break during which she complained about having to clean dressed in her outfit,” she answered.

I wasn’t sure why, but I felt a pit in my stomach as if I was suddenly nervous for Rachel’s reaction. Rachel played it cool, however. “Thank you for letting me know, Kelly,” she replied. Her eyes then went to me. “What’s wrong with your outfit, Chloe?” she asked me.

Before I could respond with a witty remark, Kelly spoke for me. “She said it was more exhausting having to clean wearing it,” she laughed out. “I told her she should try wearing heels while she cleaned. Then she would know how taxing a woman’s outfit can be.”

Rachel listened to her, but her eyes never left me. “Are you wearing a corset? Or Spanx? Or heels as Kelly mentioned? Are you, Chloe?”

My heart was beating faster. There was something about Rachel that was different. Her tone was deeper, her eyes more piercing, her entire being felt stronger. All the while, I felt smaller and more pathetic. “No…,” I replied meekly.

“You’re wearing what? A dress, stockings, bra, and panties? Things that us real women wear every day,” she said as she glared at me. I saw Kelly nod approvingly at her comments and I felt like I was starting to get ganged up on.

“I… uhh…,” I stammered, not knowing what to say. Was there anything I could say to not piss her off more?

“It’s probably not my place to say anything, but woman to woman, I think you need to teach him a lesson in humility. He’s holding on to a prehistoric idea that men are better than women. And that’s just not true,” Kelly chimed in.

There was something about her egging my wife on that snapped me out of my funk. She was right though, I did think men were the natural heads of the household which meant that I was. I needed to stand up for myself and end this silliness.

“You’re right, Kelly, it isn’t your place. Nor is this your house. I think it’s time for you to leave so I can talk to my wife,” I replied to her. I looked back at Rachel and continued, “We have a lot to discuss about how I see this house running in the future.” My voice had regained its masculine prowess and was unwavering. I stood tall and strong as I waited for the women to do as I said.

Kelly stood still and Rachel cocked her head to the side and looked at me curiously. Her hand moved between her breasts and she pulled out her necklace out. She danged the necklace out in front of her and I noticed a key hanging from the end. She smirked at me as she said, “I think you forget who is in charge here, dear.”

I looked at the key hanging from her necklace, it was the key to my chastity cage and the source of her power. I darted my hand out in an attempted to grab it, but her hand quickly wrapped around the key and protected it. “That’s not a good way to regain my trust,” she said sternly.

I gritted my teeth and tried to hide my anger. I needed to get that key. There was an awkward silence hanging in the room as the three of us stood still.

“Maybe you just need to teach him what it’s really like to be a woman,” Kelly suddenly said.

I struggled to hide my anger as I looked at her. “Why are you still here? This has nothing to do with you,” I snapped.

She crossed her arms defiantly and said, “I’ll leave when the head of the house tells me to.”

I rolled my eyes as I looked back at Rachel, the person she to whom she was referring. “Isn’t it funny how the maid things she’s in charge?” Rachel laughed out. Kelly giggled and I sat down on the bed, annoyed and angry.

“Oh, cheer up, Chloe,” Rachel continued. “Look, I brought you home some gifts.” I perked up at her mention of gifts until it dawned on me that they would likely just be maid related and meant to further humiliate me. That didn’t deter her, however, as she reached down for the bag she had set down earlier and opened it up.

She reached in and pulled an item out. It was a black head band with frilly white lace along the top. She set it down on my head, over my wig, and then stepped back to look at it. “That’s perfect! Now you look more like a French maid,” she exclaimed. Kelly agreed and I felt more humiliated, just as I had expected.

Rachel’s had went back into the bag. She pulled out another item and then dropped the bag. It was a feather duster. I groaned at the sight of it. “Every French maid needs a cute little feather duster. Don’t you agree, Kelly?” she said.

Kelly’s eyes lit up. “Oh, yes,” she agreed. “And I know the perfect use for one of those.” She grinned as I scooted away from her. I had a feeling I knew what she was talking about and wanted no part in that.

Rachel chuckled as if she knew, too, and then said, “Maybe later, but first, I think we should try your previous idea. I think we need to teach her what it’s really like to be a woman. Would you please stay and help me, Kelly?”

“It would be my pleasure.”


Chapter 5

Feminized

“So what did you have in mind?” Kelly asked Rachel.

Rachel looked down at her fingers and a smile blossomed on her face. “I just had such a nice time getting pampered in a way only a woman typically would,” she said. She flashed the back of her hand towards us. “I think we should paint her nails.”

I looked down at my fingernails. I couldn’t imagine seeing them painted; no matter what color she chose, it would look so feminine and be so humiliating out in public. I couldn’t let her do this to me.

“No way! People would see that. There’s no way I’d let you paint my nails,” I exclaimed.

She crossed her arms and gave me a look of disappointment. “Do you not understand the new power structure in our house? I say something and you do it. It’s that simple.”

“Come on, this crosses the line though,” I whined.

She rolled her eyes at me. “Nail polish is temporary and it’s not like you ever leave the house anyways. You work from home and order groceries online,” she said.

She had a point. I didn’t have much of a life outside our house other than occasionally hanging out with Marty and that had diminished since he got divorced.

“Look at it this way, going along with this will go far in winning favor back with me. And if you behave, then maybe we can have some more fun in your costume. Just like last time,” she added. She kept playing that card and it kept working; she had me intrigued again. Last time she gave me a blow job and if that was on the table then that would mean she would have to take this cage off. Then I could make sure it never goes back on.

I groaned to act like I still hated the idea. “Fine,” I grunted.

“That’s a good girl. Now just wait here while Kelly and I pick out the perfect color for you,” she said. She ushered Kelly into the master bathroom where she kept her makeup.

How the hell did I let this happen to myself? How is this my life?

I looked down and noticed that my thigh highs had slipped a little. I pulled them up and tightened the garter straps making them nice a snug. My finger hooked one of the straps in the back and snapped it, letting it smack against my butt cheek. There was something about the feeling of a tight garter strap that I really liked; it made me feel extra sexy.

I heard giggles coming out of the bathroom so I straightened my dress looked up just in time to see the two women walking out. “Kelly insisted on something extra girly for you,” Rachel said with a wicked grin on her face.

Of course she did…

She continued, “And I, well… I decided to put some makeup on you.”

Another punch to the stomach. I felt sick. I wanted to complain and cause a fuss, but I had to hold on to the hope that she would fool around with me if I did as she said. So instead I just stared off in the the distance as they two women approached me.

Kelly sat down in front of me with her legs crossed as she shook a small jar of nail polish. Rachel set down a few containers of makeup on the bed next to me. I tried not to look. I’d let it all be a surprise when they were done.

“Can you please take off your stockings, Chloe?” Kelly asked me.

I looked down and saw my thigh highs covering up my toes. I hadn’t even considered that I would have to remove them. “Oh, sure,” I said as I started to unbuckle my garters and pull my stockings off.

As the first one fell, Kelly let out a short gasp and a giggle. “I didn’t realize her legs were shaved!” she exclaimed. Her soft hand touched my bare leg and I flinched at the sudden sensation. “They’re so soft! Do you lotion them, too?”

I felt a rush of embarrassment flood my cheeks as I looked away. “No… They’re just freshly shaved because I followed my master’s orders this morning,” I replied.

Her other hand touched my other leg as the second thigh high dropped. She started rubbing my legs with both of her hands. The sensation was surreal. Her youthful, delicate hands on my shaved skin was so arousing and the fact that it was all in front of my wife made it feel so naughty. My dick started growing in its cage.

Rachel reached over and grabbed my leg just above my knee and started rubbing my thigh underneath my dress. Shivers ran through me as her hand brushed along my inner thigh, dangerously close to my dick. “Mmm, yeah. They do feel extra soft today,” she said. “Don’t you think all men should shave their legs like us women? It feels so much better than all that gross hair.”

“Definitely,” Kelly agreed as her hands continued to grope my calves.

“Yeah, I think I’ll keep making Chloe shave her legs for me.”

It suddenly dawned on me that there were two women here helping feminize me. Maybe, just maybe, Kelly would stay to play along when Rachel and I fooled around afterwards. I would have to make sure to be extra good, or at least do my best to not be bad.

By the time I snapped out of my new fantasy, they had started with their work, Kelly painting my nails and Rachel my face. Rachel had me close my eyes while she brushed on mascara and eye shadow. She continued by applying some blush and bright pink lip gloss. Kelly soon moved on to my fingernails, telling me to hold them very still until they dried. It was hard not to glance down and see that they, too, where being painted bright pink.

Of course they chose bright pink.

Soon they were both finished and told me to go look at myself in the mirror. Just like my fingernails, my toenails were also pink and all together it looked extremely girly. My face didn’t have a lot of makeup, but what it did have made a difference. My eyes looked more sultry and my lips more feminine with the pink lip gloss. I felt silly seeing myself like this, but in the end, I realized that it was all harmless. I could just wash it off and forget about it.

“What a pretty girl!” Rachel said as she stood beside me looking into the mirror. “Thank you for being a good girl and behaving, Chloe.”

“Of course. Anything for you, Madam,” I said. I wanted to say it sarcastically, but I tried to make it sound overly sincere instead.

She gave me an amused look and then looked at me thoughtfully. Her face then turned towards Kelly as she said, “What do you think, Kel? Do you think our Chloe has earned a little fun?”

“I think we all have,” Kelly replied.


Chapter 6

A Little Fun

Rachel had a seductive look on her face, but she wasn’t looking at me. I turned to look at Kelly and saw that she had the same look. Kelly extended her hand. Rachel took it and guided her to the side of the bed. Their hands wrapped around each other and they held each other in a loose embrace.

What is happening…?

Rachel’s hands began to drift; one moving up Kelly’s back and the other floating down. She grabbed her ass firmly and then took the back of her head in her hand and pulled it close to hers. I watched in disbelief as their lips touched softly.

Is this really going to happen? Are we going to have a threesome?

Their mouths parted only to change angles and touch again. I could hear the smacking of their lips each time they touched. My dick started swelling up again as I watched in awe. However, the more they kissed, the more awkward I felt.

Should I jump in or just keep watching?

I decided to move closer to see what happened. As I did, Kelly’s hands grabbed the hem of Rachel’s shirt and started to pull it upwards. Rachel raised her arms and let Kelly slip her shirt off. She was wearing her favorite purple lacy bra though the sight of it soon vanished as she unhooked it and let it drop to the floor. I caught a brief glimpse of her breasts before Kelly’s hands consumed them.

This is so fucking hot, but what about me?

I stood to the side of them now, but they hardly seemed to notice as their kissing grew more intense. I could see their tongues mingle together as I heard soft moans escape their mouths. I attempted get involved by placing my hand on Rachel’s back, but she quickly brushed it off.

She suddenly threw Kelly down on the bed and jumped on top of her. She ripped her shirt off and pulled her breasts out of her bra. They were as perfect and perky as I had imagined and I was growing very jealous of my wife as she fondled them.

Kelly’s hands slid down Rachel’s body and between her legs. I was stunned when I saw her begin to rub Rachel’s pussy through her leggings. But also extremely turned on. I desperately wanted to get involved now as my dick strained hard against my cage. I climbed onto the bed to watch closer and hope they would decide to finally include me. But again, they were too focused on each other and the pleasures they were exchanging to notice me.

If I had my dick out then I bet they would notice me. Damn this cage…

Rachel was moaning loudly now. She grabbed Kelly’s hand and moved it inside her leggings, granting her access to touch her pussy. Kelly’s hand disappeared and when Rachel writhed with pleasure, I knew she was touching her.

But then Kelly suddenly pulled her hand out and rolled them over until she was on top. Her hands forcefully pulled down Rachel’s leggings until her pussy was exposed. And then she got back to work rubbing her lips and clit as she leaned forward and started sucking on her nipples as if she had an insatiable appetite. She then lowered herself down Rachel’s body until her mouth was on her pussy and I saw her tongue dart out to lick it.

I crept a little closer, both trying to get noticed and to get a better view. To my surprise and delight, Rachel reached under my dress and grabbed my caged dick. She fondled it as Kelly continued to pleasure her. Feeling her touch on my dick as I watched this sexy scene in front of me was amazing.

She continued rubbing and tugging on my caged dick while Kelly’s mouth and tongue ravished her. Soon, Rachel’s body suddenly convulsed and she grabbed my dick hard as her back arched. She let out a loud cry and I instantly knew she had orgasmed. Her back collapsed down into the bed and she started breathing heavily. Her hand released my dick as her eyes opened and looked at me.

“Oh my, I guess we forgot to include Chloe in our little fun, Kelly. What should we do?” she breathed out, her breasts heaving with each inhale.

Kelly stood up from the bed and pulled down her leggings. She wasn’t bashful and didn’t seem to care that I could see her small, hairless pussy. “I think I know how we could play another round,” she said. “Chloe, why don’t you stand on the other side of the bed and bend over against the wall?”

I was a little nervous as to what she had in mind, especially when she told me to bend over, but in the interest of a threesome, I did as I was told. The bed creaked as she climbed back into the bed and I heard a muffled giggle as I felt her hands grab my hips. I looked back to see her sitting on Rachel’s face. Rachel started licking her pussy as Kelly flipped up the back of my dress. Next went my thong as she pulled it down to my ankles. My heart was pounding rapidly as I thought I might know what she had in mind. And then I felt the feather duster tickle my ass and knew what she intended to do.

“No, no, no!” I shouted as I reached down and tried to pull my panties back up.

Kelly smacked my ass and yelled, “Bend over!” I felt Rachel’s arms wrap around my legs and hold on to me. Despite the fact she was fully immersed in pleasuring Kelly, she still wanted me to do as I was told.

Hesitantly, I bent back over and put my head and forearms against the wall. My eyes closed as I nervously awaited what was to come. And then I felt it.

The smooth wooden handle of the feather duster pushed its way inside me. I gasped at the sudden penetration of my asshole. It was thicker than Rachel’s finger and definitely longer. Kelly began pushing it in and pulling it back.

It felt so dirty to have this stranger fuck me with a feather duster. My mind wanted to hate it and to tell her to stop, but my body held a different opinion. Just like with Rachel’s finger last time, the more the handle moved inside of me, the more I was beginning to like it.

Kelly was now grinding her crotch on Rachel’s face as Rachel continued to lick her pussy. “How do you like getting fucked like a woman?” Kelly asked behind me between moans. “Do you still feel like a big macho man?”

I ignored her question and just embraced the feeling of being fucked. But then she stopped. “Answer me!” she yelled.

I hung my head down and told her the truth. “I like it,” I said.

The fucking continued. “I bet you do. See, you’re not a real man. You’re just a little sissy bitch,” she spat at me. Her breathing was growing heavy and her thrusts were mirroring it. The feather duster was moving slower inside me, but making longer strides and going deeper than ever. And deeper felt better.

Then suddenly she shoved it in deep and stopped. She let out a loud gasp and moan. I looked back to see her grabbing her nipples and biting her lip as her body squirmed. She released a deep breath and then rolled off of Rachel and on to the bed before crawling back and resting her head on a pillow. Rachel turned and joined her and wrapped an arm around her, pulling Kelly’s naked body tight against hers.

I tried to stand up, but felt that I still had the feather duster deep inside of me so I just turned around to look at them. These two beautiful, naked women were holding each other on my bed. As I watched them play with each other, I realized that the fun was over. They had their fun, both making each other orgasm, and were now done. There would be no getting out of my cage, there would be no orgasm for me, and Rachel still held her power over me.

I would have to continue to please her and do as she said. I would have to continue to be her maid.


Part 3

Learning My Place


Chapter 1

Rachel’s Gift

As the next week went by, the image of my wife, Rachel, being eaten out by a hot, young girl was frozen in my mind. It was so unbelievable that she would not only do it, but do it right in front of me and with a woman she had just met. Every time I replayed the experience in my head my dick would immediately swell up in my chastity cage. It was so sexy to watch live and even sexier when I reimagined it.

My dick growing and straining in my chastity cage was a common occurrence these days, however, after being locked up and not allowed to cum in nearly two weeks. I was so sexually pent up after witnessing my wife’s lesbian experience and that only built up more anytime thought about it or heard her giggling around the house. That was because with every giggle I knew it she was texting with the girl, Kelly. I was especially pent up after that experience because while both women orgasmed, I didn’t. It wasn’t that I disliked the sensations that I had experienced, I just didn’t have enough time to get to the point of climaxing before they had finished each other.

Of all the things that happened in our bedroom that day, my involvement felt the craziest. To begin with, I was dressed in my French maid costume, a black dress with white lace, and a little white apron. Underneath I wore a black bra and thong with a garter belt that held up my sheer black thigh highs over my shaved legs. I even had bright pink painted fingernails and toenails, and makeup on my face after Rachel and Kelly had decided to feminize me.

All dolled up, I had watched the two women making out and fooling around in front of me while I was dying to get involved. And then I got my wish. Kelly told me to bend over in front of her while she rode Rachel’s face and she fucked me with the wooden handle of a feather duster. I wasn’t surprised by how good it felt after Rachel had previously finger fucked me, but I did like how much the bigger object felt inside me.

I hated to admit it, but whenever I thought about it I wanted more. It was a sensation I had never felt before and a very pleasurable one at that. I found it hard to forget about it and to not desire it when I did. One time when Rachel was out I tried to replicate it by fingering myself, but it wasn’t the same. My finger felt alright inside me, but it was awkward and didn’t have the same naughtiness that being fucked by someone else had.

Luckily, I had a feeling that it wouldn’t be long until Rachel wanted to help me feel the pleasure again as today was the day when Chloe, my maid alter ego, would return. This would be the third time I had dressed up as a maid to clean the house for her and, so far, each time had been very remarkable. I had to assume that something would happen this time as well. And that was why I was glad the day was finally among us.

Just a few weeks ago I considered myself the head of the house. I refused to clean even a little. The feeling and longing to dress as a maid would have been an absurd idea to me back then. And not only that, but I wouldn’t have been able to fathom actually wanting to actually clean like I did now. But I did.

I even cleaned throughout the week when I wasn’t dressed as a maid. Rachel had been giving me more and more chores to do every day and when I first tried to argue with her, she just dangled the key to my chastity cage from the necklace she wore it on, reminding me that she was in charge.

The sight of the key triggered me at first. So much so that I plotted to steal it from her to unlock myself. But the more I saw it and saw the cocky, powerful expression on her face as she held it over me, the more turned on I was getting by it. As a man I had always felt that I deserved power and respect. I strove for it. But having my dick locked in a chastity cage was helping me learn that I didn’t need power to feel good nor did I deserve it simply for being a man. I liked the feeling of submissiveness I now had to my wife and I liked it when she bossed me around.

So as I made my way to our bedroom to get dressed as Chloe, my heart beating with excitement, I wondered what surprises Rachel would have for me today. Would she invite Kelly back to teach me more about cleaning and would she have a new way to pleasure me? The possibilities were endless and all of them titillating. My dick stirred in its cage as I fantasized about them.

I opened my closet and gazed upon my maid outfit. When I pulled it out I noticed there was a box behind it. It was a white box with a pink bow and had a handwritten note on top of it. I took the box out and read the note. It read,

“Chloe,

Please make these part of your regular uniform.

-             Madam Rachel”

My heart fluttered excitedly as I opened the box. Inside were two shiny, black high heels. Rachel and Kelly had teased me about having to wear heels last week and now I saw that it would become reality. I was nervous to try them on, but also eager.

I quickly got dressed in my uniform and then slipped on my high heels over my stocking covered feet. They fit well. I stood up and wobbled as I took a few steps. As I stumbled I braced myself by putting my hand against the wall.

These are going to take a lot of used to in order to just walk in them. How am I supposed to clean with these on?

I walked back and forth across the bedroom, trying to learn how to comfortably and confidently walk in the heels. After awhile, I eventually started to get the hang of it. Or at least I had learned enough to be able to walk out and talk to Rachel. So without further ado, I walked out of our bedroom and off to start a new day as Chloe.


Chapter 2

Kelly’s Gift

I walked into the living room wearing my maid outfit and high heels, looking to find Rachel to get her approval. To my surprise I found her on the couch, sitting next to Kelly.

I wonder what Kelly is here for this week.

Before I could greet them, they both looked back over the shoulders to watch me enter the room as the click-clack of my heels had already announced me.

Kelly let out a short gasp. “You didn’t actually buy her heels, did you, Rachel?” she let out as she gave my wife a playful slap on the wrist.

Rachel laughed out. “It was your idea, Kel! You said she needed to know how it feels to really be a woman!” she replied playfully.

Kelly grabbed her hand softly and squeezed it. “Well, it’s sweet that you remembered and took my advice,” she said.

It was a little odd seeing them be so… friendly with each other considering they barely knew each other, but it was also pretty hot.

I guess making each other orgasm is a great bonding experience.

I saw a familiar look in Rachel’s eye that made me think that she wanted to kiss Kelly. They stared at each other quietly for a moment and then I saw her eyes flash to me and the look disappeared. “How do you like your gift, Chloe?” she asked me.

I looked down at my heels and then back at her. “They definitely make me feel more like a woman,” I said. “But they also kind of hurt. I can’t believe women wear these all day.”

Kelly crossed her arms as a smirk appeared on her face. “Ah, so now you will really understand how it feels to wear uncomfortable women’s clothing rather than just wearing a dress and stockings,” she said to me. Then she looked over at Rachel and continued, “Did you get her anything else? A corset, Spanx, or anything else rib crushing?”

Rachel shook her head. “Shoot, no. I didn’t think of that. Maybe we can go pick her out something later,” she replied.

Kelly squeezed her hand again. “Mmm, that sounds nice. Maybe we can get some lunch while we’re out.”

“As lovely as that sounds, I actually had plans for lunch,” Rachel said to Kelly’s confusion and dismay. “I was hoping we could stay in and enjoy a nice lunch prepared by our Chloe.”

They both stared at me and I felt a rush of embarrassment at the sudden attention. “That sounds like a great idea,” Kelly gasped. “I think she should serve us in bed.”

She wants me to make them lunch? But I’m a terrible cook.

Rachel must have read the concern on my face as she said, “Don’t worry, Chloe. There’s a recipe on the counter and all the ingredients are in the refrigerator. Just follow the instructions and it should be fine.”

I nodded at her, relived that I wouldn’t have to figure out too much on my own or try to conceive my own meal for them. “Thank you, Madam.”

“It’s a big day for you, Chloe. Your first foray into cooking. Your first of many I should say.”

I smiled in response, not knowing what to say. If I was going to start cooking as Chloe then I knew that would end up bleeding into my normal life and soon she would have me cooking all of the meals. That sounded like a lot of work with a skillset that I wasn’t very good at.

“That is a big day,” Kelly chimed in. “I think I have the perfect thing for her to celebrate with.”

I looked at Kelly nervously. Despite how friendly Rachel was becoming with her, I didn’t quite trust her. Not to mention that she seemed to have a big problem with who I was as a man.

She started digging through her purse and pulled out a small box. “You brought a gift for Chloe? That’s so sweet of you,” Rachel said.

“I thought this might better help her remember her role and keep her working hard for you. I’m pretty sure she’s going to really like it,” Kelly said.

She extended the box towards me and I walked up and took it. Inside was a black rubber-looking object about as long as my finger, but several times as thick. My eyebrows furrowed as I examined it. I wasn’t sure what it was.

“It’s a butt plug. I think you should wear it all times while you’re cleaning.”

Rachel giggled. “How naughty! Doesn’t that sound nice, Chloe? I know how much you like things up your ass,” she teased me.

My dick started swelling up in my chastity cage. It did sound very naughty and kinky. I looked back at Kelly and smiled at her. “Thank you, Kelly. That was very thoughtful of you,” I said.

There was an awkward silence that followed and hung in the air until Rachel broke it. “Well…? Don’t be rude, Chloe. Go put it in!” she snapped at me.

“Oh,” I let out as my eyes bulged in surprise. I didn’t realize they wanted me to put it in now. “Uhh, yes, Madam. I’ll go put it in.”

I hurried off back to the bedroom as quickly as I could. That was pretty slow in my new heels, however, so I ended up just walking. I walked through the bedroom to the master bathroom where I set the new butt plug down on the counter. I lifted up my skirt and then pushed the plug against my asshole. It popped in and I pushed it further until it was all the way inside me.

When I moved my hand away it stayed inside, filling me up. I took a few steps and felt it holding inside me. I liked it. Having the plug inside me reminded me of the feather duster Rachel had given me last week so I went to my closet and grabbed it just in case I would need it today.

As I returned to the living room, the women both looked back at me at the sound of my heels. And then Kelly grinned and I felt an explosion of pleasure inside me.


Chapter 3

Feeling Sexy

I clenched my ass in surprise, feeling like I had suddenly been electrocuted. Kelly started giggling. “Do you like that?” she asked. “I can make your butt plug vibrate from an app on my phone!”

“What? Let me try!” Rachel shouted gleefully. She reached for Kelly’s phone and I felt the vibration in my ass increase.

“Woah!” I let out as I flinched from the increased sensation. I adjusted the plug a little and as I got used to it, I started to like it. A lot. It was really hitting all the right spots and becoming very pleasurable. “Uhh, yeah. I guess I like it,” I admitted.

“Great idea, Kel! Chloe is definitely going to be wearing this from now on,” Rachel said giving Kelly a prideful smile.

I blushed at the idea of wearing the butt plug more. “Thank you, both.”

“You’re welcome,” Kelly replied.

“So, Chloe, we were talking and I need to help you with something before you get started,” Rachel said, changing the subject.

“What’s that?” I asked apprehensively. I had liked my two gifts so far, but wasn’t sure I could handle anything else added to my plate today. I already had so many new sensations.

Rachel stood up and walked towards me. “I need to teach you to walk like a woman. You look ridiculous walking in your heels,” she said as she grabbed my hips from behind me.

“Oh, ok,” I replied. My dick started growing from her touch. I loved when she touched me while I was dressed like this. Good things always happened when she did.

“Here, move your hips like this while you walk,” she instructed me as she moved my hips from side to side. “Walk forward, I’ll follow you.” I started moving forward and she followed, still holding my hips and moving them.

“There you go, work it, girl!” Kelly shouted at me. My cheeks blushed as I looked away, but her words only made my dick grow more.

“Women need to walk with a powerful strut. Swaying from side to side helps you balance in your heels and it also turns every man’s head in your direction. And that’s exactly what you want,” Rachel explained.

I turned around to face her. “It is?” I asked her.

She put her hand on my cheek and rubbed it gently. Then her hands grabbed my waist firmly and pulled me closer. “Of course it is. You want to feel sexy, don’t you?”

My dick was throbbing now at the idea of feeling like a sexy woman. “I want to feel sexy for you, Madam,” I squeaked out.

She leaned in and gave me a tender kiss on the lips. “I do think you’re sexy, Chloe, but do you feel sexy?”

I hadn’t really considered it. I did like how I felt these days in my bra and panties. I quite enjoyed the garter belt and thigh highs over my shaved legs as well. “I guess so,” I answered.

“You guess so? Rach, maybe we need to bring some men over to boost her confidence a little,” Kelly chimed in. “Getting ogled by men will help her feel sexy.”

Her suggestion shook my nerves and made my heart beat faster. They wouldn’t actually do that, would they?

Rachel laughed at the idea. “Maybe another time. I’m looking forward to our lunch in bed too much today,” she said.

I felt relieved that I wouldn’t be seen by more people while I was dressed like this, but also felt a little confused as to why my dick liked the idea so much. There was a weird energy flowing through me now. “I should, uhh, probably get to work,” I choked out, hoping to distract from the idea.

Rachel released her hands from my waist and took a step back. “You’re so right. Kelly and I are going to get into bed to await our lunch,” she said. Kelly smiled and then stood up and joined Rachel.

I looked at the clock on the wall which read nine in the morning. “It’s so early though. It’s no where near lunch time,” I said.

Rachel rolled her eyes at me. “You worry about cleaning and cooking, Chloe. Kelly and I have more than enough to entertain ourselves with,” she said with a chuckle. “We’ll take lunch at noon. I’m sure you will have plenty to work on until then.”

“Yes, Madam. I will get to work now.”

She nodded her approval. “Very good. And just so you know, this time we will be inspecting your work at the end of the day so you better do your best work.”

“End of the day?” I asked, confused and alarmed by her choice of words.

“Of course, we have a big house and there’s plenty to clean.”

I suddenly felt exhausted even though I hadn’t even started. Today was going to be a long day.

“We will need refreshments throughout the day as well. I have a feeling we will be getting very thirsty,” Rachel added.

“Yes, Madam.”

With that she took Kelly’s hand and pulled her towards our bedroom. I had a feeling I knew what they would be up to and felt a little hurt that I wouldn’t be included. I thought it was hot when they fooled around in front of me, but if they were just doing it by themselves, then that somehow felt wrong. I had to hope that they would save the fun part for me when I was done later today.

I turned and took in the view of the house around me. At a quick glance I could see a lot that needed work. I released a deep breath and then committed my mind to the day ahead of me. This would be long, but with with vibrations fueling me, I felt like it could be a fun day. And if everything went right, hopefully a sexy day. And a day of pleasure.


Chapter 4

Work

I got started on my day of cleaning, quickly discovering that it would be a very long day if I had to wear my new high heels the entire time. My feet were aching within the first hour. I resisted taking them off, however, because I knew Rachel and Kelly would laugh at me and say it proved their point. I would try to bare through the pain and hope that I eventually got used to wearing them.

Cleaning while wearing heels was made the work more exhausting. After a couple of hours I was quickly growing hungry so I decided to move my work into the kitchen. I made myself a sandwich while I looked over the recipe that Rachel had set out for me to make for their lunch. I was relieved to see that it was just a fancy salad and nothing too involved. I started by grilling some chicken. Once it was done, I chopped it up and mixed it in a large bowl with all the various components. With everything mixed, I sprinkled some salad dressing on top and then divided the salad on to two plates for Rachel and Kelly. I felt a surge of pride as I looked down at the finished plates. I knew it was a simple meal, but it was my first time following a recipe so my pride felt justified.

That wasn’t so bad. I could get the hang of this.

I picked up each bowl and took them, along with my sore feet, to the bedroom to serve Rachel and Kelly their lunch. When I entered the room, I quickly noticed that they were naked under the covers. Seeing them like that made me freeze as emotions battled inside me.

“Is that our lunch?” Rachel asked me. “Right on time, we’ve really worked up quite an appetite.”
Her voice snapped me out of my daze. I forced a smile and handed each of them their plates.

“This looks delicious. Thank you, Chloe,” Kelly said. I noticed beads of sweat dripping down her face onto her heaving breasts, a sign that they had been engaged in something very physical.

“You’re welcome,” I managed to say, as I stepped back towards the doorway. I felt an arousal from seeing them naked together, but also felt something else that made me eager to leave. I felt… hurt and cheated. I was disappointed that I wasn’t involved.

“Chloe, would you be a doll and fetch us some water?” Rachel asked before I could make my exit. I looked back at her and nodded then I quickly departed for the kitchen.

I thought bringing Kelly into the bedroom was a one time thing or at least our thing. But now she’s doing it without me? A major reason why I accepted being her maid was because of the fun we had afterwards.

I decided that I would need to talk to her about it. I filled two glasses of water and returned to the bedroom where they where both eating in bed. I handed each of them a glass and then stepped back and watched as they continued to eat.

Rachel finally looked up at me from her plate. “Is there something wrong, Chloe? Shouldn’t you be cleaning instead of watching us eat?” she asked.

I wasn’t sure how to broach the subject gently or if there even was a way to so I just went for it. “It’s, uhh, clear that you two have been… fooling around,” I stammered. “But I-I thought that I would always be included in that.”

The two women looked at each other and then back to me. They didn’t say anything so I continued, “I mean, I thought that whenever I dressed up like this and cleaned for you we would fool around together afterwards. Last time you included Kelly which was sexy and all, but you and I were supposed to be the key parts as husband and wife.”

Rachel’s eyes looked at me sympathetically. “Aww, that’s cute,” she said. “You think that this new arrangement with you being the maid is just some sex game?”

I wasn’t sure what reaction I was expecting, but I had a feeling that what was to come was not what I wanted. Her question seemed like a trap, but I answered anyways, “I guess so.”

She looked over at Kelly and said, “Kelly has opened my eyes to, well, a lot of things lately, but also to the fact that you men are just simple creatures fueled by your perverted sexual deviancies.”

Kelly nodded and said, “That’s right. Men are so easily controlled. It’s a wonder why women haven’t been in control throughout history.”

Rachel looked back at me and pointed at herself. “But this woman is now in control. In control of this house and this relationship. Not to mention you and your little dick,” she said with a snarl.

I was stunned by the conversation. Was this all some crazy plan of hers? “What are you talking about?” was all I could find the words to say.

She smirked at me. “You see, my dear, simple husband. This new arrangement isn’t some silly sex game where you dress as a maid, pretend to clean, and then we have sex. That’s just what I trained you to believe over these last couple of weeks.”

“Trained me?” I asked baffled.

“That’s right. We fooled around after you cleaned so you would associate being a maid with pleasure. Look at you, it’s only been two weeks and I didn’t even have to tell you to get dressed today. You eagerly ran and dressed up in your frilly little dress on your own accord,” she explained.

She was right, I had gone to dress up without being told to this morning. “I dressed up because I knew I would have to eventually,” I said, downplaying the truth that I had been excited to dress up again.

The women both giggled. “Just face it, dear. You actually are my maid,” Rachel said. “And if you ever want to touch your pathetic dick again, you will accept your new status in life.”

“But why? Why all of this?” I squeaked out.

“Why did you always expect me to do all the work around the house? Why did you get to relax and watch sports while I cooked for you? You haven’t treated me like an equal partner during our years together and, well, now it’s your turn to be the woman of the relationship.”

“Well, he’s not the woman because women deserve to be in charge. He’s the bitch,” Kelly chimed in.

My eyes flashed to her. I wanted to glare at her and be mad, but it was so hard when I could see her perky, young breasts floating atop the bedding.

“You’re right, Kel, but I have a better label for him. Let’s call him what he really is, our sissy maid,” Rachel replied as they both laughed at me together.


Chapter 5

New Reality

I felt humiliated as the two women laughed at me, my wife and her new companion, Kelly. Would this really be my new life? Was I destined to be their maid?

How did this happen? I was the head of the house and then suddenly she took over.

Then it dawned on me. It was the chastity cage. How could I forget. “Why don’t you just take this cage off of me and we can recreate our relationship together,” I said. “I understand where you’re coming from and I want to be a more supportive husband. I now realize that I was wrong and I’m sorry.”

Rachel’s eyes widened in surprise. “It’s so unlike you to admit you’re wrong and apologize,” she replied. “While I want to hope that you’ve changed and that I could unlock you, I’m pretty sure it’s just all the cum in your head talking. You’re so backed up with cum that it’s changing your mind.”

Is that what’s going on? Am I changing because I haven’t been allowed to cum in two weeks because of this chastity cage?

It seem preposterous yet also plausible. I had been noticing a change in myself over the last few weeks. I had been more willing and eager to help around the house these days and I had been feeling less masculine and dominant. If anything, I was feeling more submissive.

“Don’t worry, I may occasionally give you the relief you so desire. If you earn it,” she added.

“Oh,” I let out as I considered her words. Could I possibly give in to this new life of wearing dresses and heels? Of cooking and cleaning?

Suddenly, a surge of energy buzzed through me. Kelly had increased the speed of my butt plug. “And we will let you have this pleasure as well. But only while you’re working,” she said.

I closed my eyes and let out a moan as the intense vibrations consumed me. It felt so good. I could definitely get used to it.

“I’ll keep it going at this speed today if you promise to be a good maid and get back to work.”

It did feel very nice. It wouldn’t be so bad cleaning if I got to feel this the whole time. And there was plenty that needed to be cleaned still. My dick was growing in its cage from the sensation. “Mmm, okay,” I let out without thinking.

“Very good,” Rachel said sharply, snapping me out of my euphoria. She grabbed Kelly’s plate and extended it and hers towards me. “You may start by taking our dishes.”

I reached out and took the plates from her outstretched arms and suddenly realized that I would actually have to get back to work.

“Now, Chloe. You better work hard for the rest of the day,” Kelly said. I looked at her and gave her an affirming nod. “If we catch you slacking or taking any breaks then I’m going to have to turn the vibrations off. Pleasure is only for good maids. Do you understand?”

I nodded eagerly, longing to feel the sensation continue inside me. “Yes, Kelly,” I agreed.

“That’s a good maid. Now get to work,” she said, dismissively.

I nodded again and turned to leave. Once I was out of the room and out of sight I closed my eyes again and embraced the feelings of the vibrations surging through me.

I never want this to end.

I now knew I had to be good in order to keep the feeling alive so I snapped back to reality and hurried into the kitchen to clean the dirty plates and the rest of the mess I made while preparing their lunch.

My talk with Rachel had left me feeling confused about my new life, specifically about my willingness for it. There were definitely parts that I enjoyed and was excited to experience more, but it was hard to get over the fact that I would be her maid.

That fact was aided, however, by her new persona. Every day she was growing more confident and dominate. Every day she was becoming sexier. And every day, I liked the fact that she controlled me and my dick more.

Maybe I would like this new life? Or maybe I should at least be open enough to give it a try. I laughed at the thought. Do I even have a choice?

I continued working for the next several hours until I ran out of things to do. I felt proud with the work I had done today and the house now reflected it. My feet were killing me by this point, but I also felt proud that I had survived the entire day wearing them.

I returned to the bedroom where Rachel and Kelly were still naked in bed, arm in arm as they watched TV. “I’m all done, Madam,” I said once they had noticed me.

Rachel’s eyebrow raised quizzically. “Are you sure? You’re ready for my inspection?” she asked.

“Yes,” I answered.

She brushed back the covers and stepped out of bed, stretching as she came to stand. “Wait here while I go take a look,” she said as she left the room, not bothering to get dressed. Her plump butt cheeks jiggled with each step as she left, providing me with oner of my favorite views.

I waited awkwardly for her to inspect my day’s work while Kelly ignored me by using her phone. I couldn’t help but wonder if she was going to change the settings on my butt plug while she was using it. Soon Rachel returned and climbed back into bed. Kelly quickly set her phone down and curled back up on my wife. She glared at me with a smirk as if telling me that Rachel now belonged to her. I found it hard to disagree with her.

“I’m impressed, Chloe. You’re getting better each day you’re here,” Rachel said. My body filled with glee at the positive feedback. “I noticed a few things that you missed, but you can add them to your list for next time. I’ll allow you a grading curve for now, but please understand that each time you’re here to work, my expectations for you will grow.”

I nodded my understanding. It made sense.

“That said… Kelly and I have a little surprise for you and all of your hard work,” she continued. Her tone had changed from serious to playful. My dick understood the shift and I could feel it growing in excitement. “Take off your dress and join us in bed.”


Chapter 6

A Suck for a Suck

My dress flew off as I jumped into bed excitedly. I wasn’t sure what Rachel had in mind, but I wasn’t about to question it if it involved me getting undressed and into bed with two beautiful women. My dick was already pushing against its chastity cage as I pulled the blankets over myself and moved closer to her.

“Mmm, right in the middle of my two favorite girls,” Rachel said as she extended her arms around Kelly and I.

The movement of her arms pushed the blanket down, revealing her breasts. I was dying to touch them. I placed my hand on her stomach and very slowly moved it up her soft skin to see what she would allow from me. She looked at me. Her lips looked full and wet. I could tell she had been using them to kiss Kelly, but I didn’t care. I wanted to taste them.

I decided to take a chance. I leaned forward. To my delight she did, too, and our lips met. My dick throbbed at the touch of her soft, juicy lips as my lust for her grew. Our kissing quickly became passionate, our mouths opening wider with each kiss and our tongues starting to join the fun.

I climbed on top of her and started humping her naked body with my caged dick as I grabbed her breasts and we made out. I was so worked up, so horny, that I felt like I could cum like this. But then she stopped me.

She turned her head, unlocking her lips from mine. I pulled back my head to look at her, resisting my urge to go back for more. She looked back at me with a mischievous smirk. “Remember what I did to you the first time you dressed up?” she asked me.

I nodded eagerly. That was the last time I had cum. She had given me an amazing blow job while she rubbing my stockings and fingered me.

Her smirk grew wider. “I want you to repay the favor,” she said as she began pushing down on the top of my head.

She wants me to give her oral? Sounds delicious.

I helped her by moving down her body freely. As I did, however, I started to feel something strange. I rolled off of her and pushed back the bedding to see what it was. I was stunned to see a large, thick dildo strapped around her crotch.

“What’s this?” I asked apprehensively.

The two women giggled. “Haven’t you ever seen a dick before, Chloe?” Kelly asked me.

“Well, yeah, of course. But why is it here?” I asked in response.

Rachel pushed herself up on her elbows as she looked at me with amusement. “I’ve recently discovered how much fun having a dick is,” she laughed. “And like I said, I want you to repay me the favor I gave to you. I want you to suck it like I sucked yours.”

I stared at her, hoping she would start laughing again, hoping that this was just some joke between the two women. But she gave me no sign that it was. She seemed serious.

We all just stared at each other for what felt like an eternity until Kelly broke the silence. “Are you going to suck it or what?” she said.

My eyes flashed to her and then back to Rachel. She gave me a nod, telling me to do it. I looked down at the dildo. It was molded to look like a real dick with veins and a large head. It was far bigger than my own, even before the cage.

As I continued to stare at it nervously, the vibrations in my ass came to an end. “Only good maids get pleasure,” Kelly said. “No more until you start sucking.”

“Come on, Chloe. Suck my cock,” Rachel added softly.

My dick was going crazy from the two women telling me to suck the dildo. My mind didn’t want to do it, but my body did, badly. Without realizing it, my hand was wrapped around the dildo and my mouth was moving towards it. I closed my eyes, opened my mouth, and felt it enter me.

As my lips locked around the dildo, the vibrations returned in my ass, although faintly. I had earned my pleasure back by just letting the cock shaped dildo in my mouth, but I had grown accustom to more than just the base setting. I needed more.

I pulled my head back, my lips feeling all the bumps and contours of the dildo as they moved along it.

This isn’t so bad.

My head moved down again, and then back up. The vibration increased. I moaned at the elevated sensation and then moved my head back down for more, filling my mouth once again.

“Look at her go, she’s a natural!” Kelly shouted out as she watched closely.

“Let’s test that,” Rachel said as she suddenly pushed my head down on to the dildo. I gagged at the feeling of it pushing against my throat. When she released I pulled my head off of the dick and looked at her angrily. “Now I understand why you always did that to me. It feels powerful shoving your cock down someone’s throat. I didn’t tell you to stop though, keep sucking, slut.”

I nodded and went back to sucking. The vibrations amplified again and my lust mirrored it. I started sucking passionately, moans often escaping my mouth. I had a firm grip around the shaft which I loosened and started using to stroke it, just as Rachel would do to me when she thought I was close.

And I did feel close. The more I sucked, the more I could feel my dick building up despite being confined to its small cage. The vibrations inside me grew once again, now pulsing in a pattern that reminded me of Rachel’s finger moving in and out of me.

“Suck my cock, you fucking slut,” Rachel spat out at me.

I had an uncontrollable lust, a hunger for this dick that I had never felt before. I could feel my neck growing sore, but I didn’t care. I needed more.

And then the sensations mixed together became too much and I released a muffled moan as my dick burst. Cum started pumping out into my panties as I sucked on the fake cock. A cool wave surged through my body as all the built up lust escaped me in a monstrous orgasm. The best I had ever felt. As my dick continued spewing out cum, my sucking slowed down and then came to an end before I removed it from my mouth.

I was panting heavily as I looked back up at Rachel. She cocked her head at me, looking at me curiously. “Why did you stop, Chloe?” she asked me.

I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment. “Because I came,” I breathed out bashfully.

“So? I haven’t yet. You suck for my pleasure, not yours. You will suck as long as I say so,” she said sternly.

My desire was waining, but I still felt so euphoric from such a big and unexpected orgasm. So I went back to sucking. I stared up at her as she watched me suck.

I had a feeling that from now on I would start doing everything she asked of me. And I would do it all much more eagerly from after feeling all of those sensations. And from feeling that orgasm.

I wanted more and I would do anything for it.
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James has been unemployed for over two months, and his lack of progress in finding a new job is causing distress for his wife, Anna. He also hasn’t been making good use of his extra time at home. He hasn’t been cooking, cleaning or fixing any of the issues around the house that he had promised his wife that he would.

When Anna comes home from work and finds James on the couch, absorbed in video games yet again, she has had enough. She comes up with a plan to make James into a more useful, participating member of the family. By transforming him into her maid.

Follow along as Anna transforms her once useless husband into a submissive and obedient sissy maid.

My Neighbor’s Sissy Maid

When Henry suddenly attracts the attention of his beautiful neighbor, Laura, he is surprised. She used to be friends with his ex-wife, but they had never spoken much themselves. His surprise, however, quickly turns into disappointment when Laura asks him to rake her lawn. But he’s quickly enticed when she says she will reward him for his hard work.

Henry agrees and gets to work even though it’s beginning to rain. By the time he’s done, the rain has left him drenched. Laura invites him inside where she has him undress so she can dry his clothes… and so she can give him his reward, the opportunity to wear her clothes. An opportunity that could change his life forever.

Follow the story of Henry as he becomes Hannah and Laura as she becomes his dominant mistress. Through practice and the right amount of discipline, Henry begins to eagerly transform into his neighbor’s good, obedient sissy maid. 
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Chris has a secret, he likes to wear women’s panties under his clothes and even sometimes sneaks away to his office to wear dresses and lingerie. But what he doesn’t know is that his wife, Amy, has find out. 

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

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