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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.
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Books By This Author

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

When Brad agrees, Melissa begins to give him daily chastity chores. Motivated by his desire to prove his devotion to his wife, Brad performs his chores diligently even as Melissa begins to add to his list of chastity chores. To further test his love and growing obedience, Melissa decides to tell him to dress up like a French maid for a deep cleaning of the house. When Brad not only agrees but seems eager to dress up again, Melissa understands that Brad was meant for a different life and takes it upon herself to unlock his hidden desires.
The Sissy Maid Bet
 
Sean is a passionate football fan. However, his wife, Christina, is anything but and believes watching football is a waste of time and interfering with their relationship. In order to allow Sean to keep watching the game he loves, she makes him agree to wear a chastity cage and devote all of his free time to her.

The cage isn’t enough for Christina and she soon starts implementing chastity bets on each game to make things more interesting for her. If Sean wins the bet, he gets a reward, but if he loses, he gets punished. The bets are simple enough... until the championship game comes around Christina wants to place a championship level bet - if Sean wins then he will get a night of passionate sex, but if he loses he has to become her sissy slave.

When he loses the bet, Christina wastes no time in starting her plan to transform her husband to a submissive sissy slave. Through feminization, crossdressing, and domination, Christina unveils her plan to not only turn Sean into her sissy slave, but eventually, her sissy maid.



cover.jpeg
PART 1
NEW PLEASURES





