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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, 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.
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Forced to be a Sissy Maid
 
Paul is a nervous wreck. He’s unemployed, uninsured, and has just crashed into the car of Jade Brooks, a powerful and gorgeous woman. When she learns that he has no way to pay for the damages to his car, she is forced to take him to small claims court to collect what is due. 

But in court, Jade surprises everyone when she approaches the judge and convinces her to change her sentencing. Instead of demanding the money due to her from Paul, she allows Paul to work off his debt to her… as her sissy maid.

Paul is bewildered by the judge’s acceptance of this offer and begrudgingly accepts knowing he has no other way to pay off his debt to Jade. However, when Paul arrives at Jade’s apartment the next day, he soon discovers that the judge’s punishment was from the last he would receive. 

Jade quickly becomes a demanding and dominating master for Paula, her new sissy maid. Follow along the story of Paul, as he adapts to his new life as a sissy maid, undergoes training, and succumbs to his mistress. 
Turned Sissy by my Lesbian Girlfriend
 
Jack and Maya are deeply in love and living a perfect life together. Or so Jack thinks. Maya has a secret she has been hiding; she has recently admitted to herself that she is a lesbian, but hasn't told Jack in fear of losing him. So in order to keep him, Maya develops a plan.

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

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

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