

This book copyright Lisa Change, 2018 ©

“My Husband, My Maid” copyright Lisa Change, 2017 ©

All rights reserved.

Front cover image via Flickr, by Mathilda Samuelsson. Used under a Creative Commons 3.0 by-sa license. Please note, this license applies to the cover, but not the text.

This ebook was made possible by my $3+ Patrons:

Kim Madcock

Dustin Chen

FLA

Neoc128

Jsyn

Jeanna Lawrence


“Maid? Maid!”

At the sound of his mistress’s voice, Bryce let out a helpless little whimper. He obediently put his mop back in its bucket, hitched up his skirts, and ran as fast as his high heels would allow him through the house, trying to ignore the way his brand new breasts bounced and jiggled in their lacy push-up bra.

“Maid?” The sound of female laughter. “Hurry up, Babydick, your mistress commands it!”

“Oui, madam!” Bryce heard himself cry out in his servile, high-pitched voice, with its awful French accent, “I will be right zere!”

His long, slender legs instantly started moving faster of their own accord. His high heels tapped out a staccato rhythm on the floor – tata tata tat – as he desperately tried not to slip and go falling over.

Inside, his brain was still fizzing with horror, his mind reeling as he desperately tried to process the unutterable, awful thing that had happened to him.

Just that morning, he’d been Bryce Bradley, a towering, musclebound hunk of a man, the sort of guy that other guys want to be, and girls just plain want.

He’d been star player on their college football team. An all-conquering wall of testosterone who could throw a ball halfway across the goddamn continent.

And now all that was gone. His firm biceps, his handsome, square-jawed face. His football career, even his very manhood, vanished on the wind.

In its place was…

“MAID!”

With a squeak, Bryce skidded to a halt in front of the large mirror in the hallway, desperately checking his hair, his uniform, his makeup.

From the depths of the glass, his new body stared back at him, a look of sheer misery on her face.

The face of a busty, beautiful young French maid.

She was petite, maybe 5ft2 even in her heels. She was barely 18, with a fresh round babyface, pink, pouty lips, and wide, innocent blue eyes.

Her long, blonde hair was demurely tied up beneath her satiny French maid’s cap. A black choker was pulled tight around her slender neck. In one white gartered hand she grasped a pink feather duster, its stick magically shaped to look like a man’s penis.

A tight, black dress with a very low neckline clung to her figure, a white apron tied around the waist. Frilly skirts and crinolines swished with her every movement, so short they barely hid her bum from prying eyes. Black fishnet stockings clung to her long, slender legs.

But none of this was what made Bryce want to scream and keep screaming and never stop.

Sticking out before this trashy young bimbo, swelling from her chest was the biggest pair of tits Bryce had ever seen.

Like them? He remembered one of his mistresses purring not long after his transformation, they’re natural Double-H tits, probably the biggest pair of boobs in the state.

And then the humiliating memory of how she’d laughed and grabbed hold of his new breasts, squeezing them as hard as she could, and poor little Bryce had been unable to do anything. Unable to even flinch, or do anything but give a terrified smile and a little squeak of merci.

Just as he was now incapable of doing anything but running to his mistresses as fast as his little legs would carry him.

“Belinda, I’m warning you bitch, if you don’t get in here right now, we’ll…”

In the corridor, Bryce gave a tiny squeal, quickly adjusted the hem of his dress, hoisted his boobs up just as he knew his owners liked, and ran into the living room, his elbows bent and his wrists limp as the magic forced him to run like a girl.

“Madams! I am ‘ere!”

The girls on the sofa grinned up at him, identical evil looks on their gorgeous young faces.

Just that morning, they’d been Bryce’s roomies, the housemates in his co-ed student home. Tanya, Janice, and Nat. He’d thought they were his friends. His own little harem.

And then he’d made his fatal mistake, and they’d become his mistresses.

“Look at this piece of trash,” Tanya sneered, her lip curling on her dark face. “What took you so long, maid?”

“I am sorry, madam,” Bryce breathed, hastily giving his old roomie a curtsey, “I was - ‘ow you say? – stroking ze floors.”

The three twenty year old girl giggled, their eyes flashing with delight at the stupid French accent they’d forced upon the boy they lived with. Bryce felt his cheeks flush pink. He bowed his head, trying not to cry.

Ever since he’d become an adorable French maid, with an adorable French accent, he’d been forgetting the English words for everything.

“It’s scrubbing the floors you dumb bitch,” Janice yawned, running one hand through her chestnut hair, “and, by the way, you’re doing a terrible job.”

She indicated the room around them with one flick of her wrist.

“Look at this. Only a few hours to go until our party, and this place still looks like a dump.”

That’s because I haven’t had time to clean here yet! Bryce wanted to scream, but it was pointless.

Since his transformation, the magic would no more let him contradict or answer back his owners than it would let him go back to being a man again.

Instead, he obediently clasped his dainty hands over the front of his apron, trying to ignore his long new nails, painted their slutty shade of red.

“Pardon, madam, I will fix zis at once.”

He waited a moment, wondering if that was it, then turned to go.

Party? His bimbo mind whirred, since when have they been having a-

“Where do you think you’re going, slut?”

Nat’s voice. Bryce instantly stopped moving, his back to the girls.

“Madam?” He whimpered, uncomfortably aware of the giggles behind him, of the way he could feel three pairs of eyes crawling over his pert new ass.

“Did we dismiss you?” Nat went on in her languid, mocking voice. “No. So get back here now.”

Bryce could feel his long new nails digging into his soft palms. He wanted to scream.

Instead he turned round, clasped his hands over his frilly apron again, fixed Nat with a simpering, bimbo smile.

On their red couch, the older of the three girls lounged like a cat, elegant, unbothered by anything. Her green eyes smiled lazily up at Bryce from beneath her short, dark hair. She was in charge, and everyone knew it.

“Look at you,” she whispered, eyeing Bryce’s new body with ill-concealed delight, “look at the big, strong man, now stuck as such a pretty little maid.”

As the other two girls giggled, Nat’s eyes flashed.

“What’s your new name again, maid?”

Bryce grit his teeth. No! Not that. He wouldn’t say it. It was too humiliating. Too-

“Belinda, madam,” he heard his body answer immediately. “Belinda Babydick.”

At the sound of his new name, the name Nat had wished upon him, Tanya and Janice broke down in laughter, pointing at poor little Bryce, mocking him. Nat’s cruel smile didn’t twitch.

“And why is that your name, maid?”

Tears of frustration began to sting at Bryce’s eyes.

“Because I ‘ad a tiny petite baby dick, madam,” he replied miserably, “before you turn me into zis maid. Moi penus was like ze little worm.”

Big, salty girl tears were rolling down his soft cheeks, even as the magic forced him to keep a servile little pout on his beautiful face. Waves of humiliation washed over the boy, awful, boiling waves that threatened to drown him.

And the worst part was, there was nothing he could do about it. Nat’s wish had made him utterly obedient, unable to disobey any of his three mistresses.

If they wanted to humiliate Belinda Babydick for their own sadistic amusement, he had no choice but to stand here and take it.

Even Nat was laughing now, unable to keep a straight face at Bryce’s embarrassment.

“And you tried to do naughty things with that tiny little dick of yours, didn’t you, bitch? You were a nasty pig, weren’t you?”

“Oui madam,” Bryce nodded, wishing he was dead. Anything but being emasculated and judged like this!

That’s it… I’ve got to get out of here!

Fixing a terrified smile onto his youthful face, Bryce blinked back his tears, his long, dark eyelashes fluttering in the edges of his vision. He gestured the hall behind him.

“Madam, ze cleaning… If it will be ready for ze party, I must…”

His heart fell as Nat gently shook her head.

“You’re going nowhere, Little Miss Babydick. Right, girls?”

“Sure,” giggled Tanya, “not until you’ve had your punishment, you naughty whore.”

Bryce’s pretty, painted mouth dropped open.

“Punishment? But madams, zere iz nothing zat I…”

“You were late,” sniffed Janice, “when we called you.”

“And you just answered back,” said Tanya. “Bad maid.”

“So,” chimed in Nat, “we’ve got the perfect punishment.”

All Bryce could do was cringe and keep on smiling. Whatever new, awful punishment his mistresses had in store for him, he’d have to take it. And probably enjoy it.

Nat’s cruel wish would see to that.

*

It had only been that morning that Nat had made her wish and trapped him like this.

Just six hours ago, Bryce had woken up in his normal, ordinary boy-body, with its reassuring, familiar muscles and body hair and penis.

He’d been groggy still from the night before, trying to remember what it was that he’d done. As he rubbed the sleep out of his eyes with his big, manly fists, he’d had a vague recollection of going to some party or other with the girls.

That was what he called his mistresses, back then: “the girls”. If you’d gone into his room at that exact moment and told him that, in a just a few short moments, they would be his owners, the women he was incapable of disobeying, he would have laughed in your face.

At that point, he still thought they were friends.

Still half asleep, Bryce had idly stuck one hand into his pants, wondering if he should masturbate. His pathetic, one inch dick had been hard against his palm, but he’d ultimately decided against it.

When your cock was so tiny, it wasn’t always fun to touch it and be reminded.

So, instead, he’d rolled out of bed, the morning sunlight playing through the light blonde hairs on his sculpted, footballer’s chest. Pulled some underpants on, quickly stuffing some rolled up socks down the front to create a bulge.

Then, still feeling like he was half asleep, he’d gone staggering out to see who was around.

“Tanya? Janice?” He’d called as he made his way down the hall. “Hey… what’s with all the mess?”

He’d looked in mild irritation at the dirty clothes lying on the floor, the discarded beer bottles, annoyed that their home looked so filthy.

Jesus, the girls usually clean up… what’s gotten into them today?

“Nat?” He’d called as he stepped into the living room. “Any…”

His voice had died in his throat.

What the-?

In the middle of the room, a new mop and bucket had been tied up like a shabby Christmas gift, with one great big pink satin bow around it. A note dangled from the handle, written in a cheery, looping script.

FOR OUR LOVELY NEW MAID! It said.

As Bryce blinked at the mop, wondering uneasily how much hiring a maid was gonna cost, he’d heard footsteps behind him.

“Did you guys hire a…?” He’d asked, turning around.

He didn’t get any further.

There, standing in the doorway, had been his three roomies, each with an identical, evil grin on her face.

But they weren’t quite the same roomies he remembered from the night before. Whereas he’d spent the last year living with three attractive, but relatively normal, girls, the chicks before him now were… were…

“You guys look gorgeous,” he dimly heard himself whisper.

In amazement, he’d looked from Nat, to Tanya, to Janice. Somehow, overnight, the three had been subtly transformed so they looked like supermodels.

Janice had shot up from 5ft2 to nearly 6ft, her slightly-squat body reproportioning in the process so she now had long, willowy arms, slender legs, and a small, pert chest.

Tanya had stayed as tall as normal, but her curves had gotten more noticeable. Her hips now kinked out an extra inch, her bust was bigger, and her ass had swelled up so it strained at her jeans. She giggled as Bryce looked at her confusion, dropping him a conspiratorial wink.

But the biggest change of all had been Nat.

Just a few hours ago, she’d been a bookish sort of girl. Pretty, but with dorky glasses and a shy, retiring attitude.

Now, she was holding herself with supreme confidence, her once-mousy hair suddenly cut short into a stylish cut, her once tiny boobs now big and proud, her once closed-off face suddenly alive with mischief.

All three looked like they’d been Photoshopped by experts into exceptionally beautiful versions of themselves.

“Well, well, I think she’s noticed,” Nat crooned, her voice unusually languid and commanding, full of power.

She giggled and fluttered her eyelashes at Bryce.

“You like? Let’s give her a twirl, girls.”

All three had laughed and slowly turned around, giving Bryce a full of view of their magically-altered bodies, making his head swim.

“Dayum…” he murmured, looking longingly at Tanya’s new butt, Janice’s new chest, “what happened to you guys?”

He’d half expected one of them to laugh and say it was all a trick, or that maybe they’d gone for plastic surgery together (chicks did that, right?).

Instead, Nat – the new, confident Nat – had given him an evil little grin. She’d held up one hand, waggling her ring finger for Bryce to see.

“See this, maid?” She’d giggled. “It’s a magic ring. I inherited it from my grandmother when she died last month, but it only just arrived. Care to guess what it does?”

Did she just call me “maid”…? Bryce had wondered, but his mind had been too distracted by the girls’ modified bodies to notice.

“It grants whoever wears it three wishes,” Nat had gone on when he didn’t reply. “The second it arrived, I put it on and wished I was more confident. That worked. Then I decided to give myself and my roomies a little treat.”

She spread her arms wide, indicating her amazing new body. Tanya and Janice posed likewise.

“What about me?” Bryce asked. He didn’t believe it, of course, magic rings weren’t real. But still, with the evidence right in front of his very own eyes like that…

He frowned and rubbed his forehead. If only he didn’t have this damn hangover.

“Don’t worry, I’m coming to you,” Nat said. “You know what I originally planned to do? You don’t need a better body, you’re super hot already, but I was gonna use my last wish to fix your tiny little problem.”

Her eyes drifted mockingly down to Bryce’s crotch, making him feel all uncomfortable.

“I… I don’t know what you mean,” he stammered.

Tanya had rolled her eyes.

“Christ, Bryce, come on. You’re not fooling anyone with that dumb sock routine.”

At her words, the big jock had flushed a deep shade of red. At the same time, though, he’d felt an unexpected feeling.

The faintest glimmer of hope.

“You could do that…?” He asked Nat, “I mean, not that I have a tiny… y’know. But, like, if I did, would you…?”

“Nope.” Nat sneered. “Not a fucking chance. Not after last night. I had been going to give you a ten inch dick if you promised to actually start cleaning the house instead of leaving it all to us, but after what you did…”

“What I did?” Bryce shook his head to clear it. “Shit, sorry, I was drunk, I’m not sure what I…”

“Oh, nothing much,” Nat replied. “Just this.”

And she clicked her fingers.

And instantly the lights went down. A hologram appeared, floating in the middle of the room.

And Bryce’s eyes went wide.

The hologram was like a recording that had been made with an invisible camera. It showed Bryce from an unnatural angle, standing outside Nat’s room. Nat – the old, mousy Nat – was looking out, concern on her face.

“A bonus power the ring gives you,” Nat declared, smiling at the floating, shimmering image. “For when you’ve gotta judge assholes. Let’s turn the sound on, shall we?”

She clicked her fingers again, and suddenly hologram-Nat was talking, her words filling the room.

“Bryce, you’re drunk… please, just go to bed…”

“What the fuck, Nat?” Hologram Bryce retorted, his words slurred, “can’t take a compliment?”

At his doppelganger’s words, Bryce had felt a chill run up his spine. There was something horribly familiar about them. Something that made him flinch, as if from a bad memory. But what?

“This wasn’t the first time you’d come to my room like this,” real-Nat whispered as they watched the show, “or Tanya’s, or Janice’s. Usually, we just tried to forget about it. But this time…”

Bryce swallowed as he watched the hologram. He had a bad feeling he knew what was coming.

“I’m just saying you’ve got great tits,” holo-Bryce leered, swaying slightly. “If you’d act a bit more confident, maybe the guys would…”

“What are you saying?” Holo-Nat had whimpered in her old voice, “I-I don’t want…”

“Dick? Of course you want dick. You chicks are all the same.”

“Bryce… seriously… p-please. Just leave me…”

And then it happened.

With a drunken laugh, holo-Bryce had grabbed Nat’s hair, pulled her forward, and rudely shoved her face down into his crotch. He grinded his penis near her face as she yelled, a big, bro-leer on his lips.

“C’mon, Nat, you fucking love it! You-”

Nat clicked her fingers again.

“Enough.”

The hologram vanished as quickly as it had appeared. She turned and raised one eyebrow at Bryce, who held up his hands.

“Whoa… hey. Look, I’m sorry. I don’t even remember doing that. I was just playing. You could see that.”

“Oh, yes,” Nat wrinkled her nose. “A game, a great game. Haha, it’s so funny I’m gonna wet myself.”

She took a step towards him, Bryce instinctively shrank back. He felt his back bump up against the mop and bucket and felt a shiver pass through him again.

For our lovely new maid. Didn’t she call me…?

“You’ve always been an asshole, Bryce,” Nat was saying as she stepped forward, Tanya and Janice grinning behind her, “making us girls clean up after you and cook for you, and now this? Well, I think it’s time things changed don’t you?”

“Nat? What are you…?”

“I think maybe it’s time you did the cooking and cleaning while we sexually harass you.” Nat’s evil grin was spreading. She came to a stop right in front of Bryce, calmly started rubbing her new, magic ring.

“Nat, look, I’m sorry, but it was just a joke-”

“A joke?” Nat giggled. “Well, I’ve got an even better one. It goes like this.”

Then she was rubbing the ring and giving Bryce the most horrible grin.

“I wish you’d spend the rest of your life as our French maid!”

“What?!” Bryce had yelped. “Nat, you can’t-!”

But of course it had been too late.

Barely had Nat finished speaking than the ring around her finger started to glow, there was a distant sound like windchimes, and Bryce realized he was in deep trouble.

It started with him shrinking. As the three girls looked on with ill-concealed delight, Bryce’s tall, football player’s frame had shed inches, going from over 6ft to barely 5ft in a matter of seconds.

As he shrank, he felt his shoulders tugging inwards, becoming narrow and losing their masculine broadness. There was a grinding in his pelvis, and his hips simultaneously pushed outwards.

“Nat!” Bryce yelled. “Tanya. Janice. Help!”

In response, Nat calmly folded her arms.

“Not. A. Chance.”

Bryce’s arms were shifting, their bones creaking as they narrowed down, becoming slender and willowy. He held up his hands before his eyes and watched in horror as his wrists became all delicate, and his hands shrank down to two dainty things with slender fingers and long nails.

At the same time, he was aware that his legs were shedding hair and muscle, transforming into two long, smooth, sexy things that would drive any straight man wild.

There was a hiss like a balloon filling with air. Bryce’s butt swelled up inside his underpants, becoming ripe and round and pert, sticking out behind him. Bryce gave a little shriek and grabbed hold of his new bottom, only to feel his waist magically tighten up as he did so, until it felt like you could fit your hands all the way around it.

A ticklish feeling spread across his entire body. The blond body hair he’d had since he hit puberty was wriggling its way back inside his skin, leaving skin that was smooth and pink in its wake. Simultaneously, the hair atop Bryce’s head was growing at an alarming rate, tumbling over his newly-narrow shoulders in a golden waterfall.

A pressure in his chest made Bryce look down. He just had time to notice that his nipples were getting longer, becoming all pink and pointy, when the pressure reached a crescendo and his pecs started expanding outwards, becoming all soft and big and wobbly.

With a girly squeal, Bryce was forced to watch as his gigantic new breasts swelled up and up and up until they dangled heavily from his frame, two ripe, pendulous Double-H tits that pulled on his back and made him want to cry.

Not that he had any time to do so.

Even as his breasts were still expanding, Bryce felt his face begin to morph and shift. He wailed and clasped his hands to his cheeks, but it did no good.

In the bottom of his vision, his nose shrank down to a cute little button. Long, dark eyelashes sprouted out his eyelids and fluttered at the edges of his sight.

He felt his limps plump up like they were full of collagen. Felt his cheekbones get sharper, his eyes widen and become big and innocent.

Finally, he felt his tiny little dick hiking up into his body, pulling his balls with it.

In panic, he pulled down his underpants, and watched in horror as his cock disappeared forever. His skin shivered, and then a line was opening up between his legs, and suddenly Bryce was the proud owner of a pussy.

The naked girl that used to be Bryce dumbly looked up. Swept his long, golden locks out of his face. Blinked at the three girls before him.

“Nat…” He began, before clasping a dainty hand over his lips in panic.

His voice had changed. Where he’d once spoken with a twenty year old man’s deep baritone, he now spoke with a soft little squeak. He dropped his hand, tried lowering his voice.

“What the fuck did you do to me?!” He squealed.

In response, Nat simply shrugged.

“What I said I was going to do. I turned you into a girl.” She grinned savagely at him. “But that’s not all I wished for, is it? I wished you were my French maid. So.”

She turned and gave a quick wink to Tanya.

“Let’s get that uniform on!”

It was like Bryce was trapped in a nightmare.

As he wept and pleaded for mercy there was that sound of windchimes again. Frilly white garters started forming around his wrists, making him sob and wail. Black fishnet stockings appeared on his legs, their nylon digging cruelly into his flesh.

There was a sound like a mocking sigh. Frilly white petticoats exploded out all around his waist, layered and satiny and painfully emasculating. Bryce desperately tried to hold them down, his eyes wet with tears, only to find a black little miniskirt forming over the top of them, its edges all crinkled and laced with white.

The top of the skirt started flowing upwards, up over his body. As Bryce watched it helplessly, his enormous boobs suddenly jumped up and squashed together, sticking right out in front of him in a sea of cream white cleavage. Then a big, lacy white push-up bra was forming over them, its straps settling over his shoulders, holding his heavy tits in place.

Bryce started to cry, weeping tears of humiliation as the liquid black of the skirt flowed over his torso, solidified into a dress that barely covered up his breasts. Through tear-streaked eyes he watched as a frilly white apron unfolded from his waist, tied in place with a big, girly bow.

A choker appeared around his neck, pulled so tight he almost couldn’t breathe. A frilly maid’s cap settled on his head, and then his hair was sweeping itself back into a demure little waterfall that flowed down his back, his long bangs pinned back so they wouldn’t get in his eyes as he cleaned.

Black stiletto heels formed over his feet, raising him six inches up into the air so suddenly that Bryce nearly fell over. He threw out one hand, then watched unhappily as a fluffy pink feather duster appeared in it, its shaft deliberately shaped to look like a man’s penis.

He tried to drop it, to let go of it, but his body refused to comply.

It was like his maid’s uniform and equipment was now as much a part of him as his swollen breasts or shaved pussy.

The last thing was the makeup. It appeared on Bryce’s face like magic, making his eyelashes longer and darker, and his pouty lips all pink and glossy.

Then it was over. Nat’s ring stopped glowing, and the three girls looked at Bryce with joy.

Before them, their new French maid staggered on his high heels like he was drunk. He blinked down at his new uniform, ran his hands over his breasts and shuddered.

“What az ‘appen to moi?” He whimpered.

“Oh my God!” Janice giggled, “she’s got a French accent too. That’s so adorable!”

Bryce was clutching his throat, blinking helplessly. He tried to speak again, and was horrified to hear that Janice was telling the truth.

“Zis iz no fair! I do not want ze Fronch accent! Nat, you muzz ‘elp me!”

Now all three girls were laughing at him, Tanya almost crying with laughter. As Bryce glared at them, Nat smiled sweetly and took a step towards him.

“Look at you, so cute… she smiled. “From now on, Bryce Bradley is dead. You are… hmm, let’s see…”

Her eyes lit up.

“You are Belinda Babydick. You will cook for us. Clean for us. Humiliate yourself for our entertainment. And…” a giggle, “have sex with whoever we want you to.

Including any men.”

Bryce opened his mouth to protest, but Nat held up one hand.

“Ah, ah. Not another word, Belinda. You’re our maid now, and we need this place cleaned up as soon as possible.”

There was a pause. Nat raised one eyebrow at him.

“Now, maid!”

What? No way! Clean your own damn house! Bryce wanted to shout at her. But it was like his body was no longer his own.

Still sniffing back tears, he obediently gave Nat a deep curtsey, his body forcing up a simpering smile onto his beautiful face that made him sick. Then he grabbed his new mop and bucket and trotted off into the hallway as fast as his heels would carry him.

“And don’t stop cleaning ‘till we call you, bitch,” Nat yelled after him as the other girls giggled.

“Oui, madam!” Bryce heard himself breathe in his lusty French woman’s voice. Inside, he was trying not to go mad.

This can’t be happening… this can’t be happening!

But it was all too clear that it was.

As Bryce passed the mirror in the hallway, he just had time to glimpse a scared, miserable young girl looking back at him. A girl of barely 18, with gigantic boobs and a beautiful, innocent face. A curvy blonde girl dressed in a slutty French maid uniform that barely covered her tits and ass, like a bimbo playing dress up.

Belinda Babydick. The maid he would be stuck as for the rest of his life.

And then she was gone, and Bryce was left alone as he teetered down the hall, his boobs bouncing painfully before him, a sudden overwhelming urge filling every fiber of his being to clean this house from top to bottom.

Twenty minutes later, he was furiously mopping the kitchen floor, his hands encased in marigold gloves and his mind screaming with terror as he obediently followed Nat’s twisted orders like the good little maid he was.

*

““We’ve got the perfect punishment,” Nat was saying, drawing Bryce back out of his unhappy reveries, back into the present. “A perfect punishment for a naughty little maid. Tanya?”

Tanya smiled, got up off the sofa. The dark-skinned girl went over to a chest of drawers and pulled something out.

Bryce watched her bend over with doleful eyes, aware that only yesterday the sight of Tanya’s ass would have made him immediately want to go and jerk off in the bathroom.

Now, though, his maid’s body found other women as attractive as a piece of wood.

Unless, that is, his mistresses ordered him to find them attractive.

“I bought this as a joke a year ago,” Tanya was saying as she straightened back up, “I always thought it’d spend its life at the back of some drawer.”

She turned around, an evil little smile on her dark face.

“I didn’t ever guess we’d have our own slutty little maid to use it on.”

At the sight of what was in her hands, Bryce heard himself gasp out loud. He wanted to shake his head, but he was powerless to put up even token resistance to his owners.

No… please! Not that…

“What do you think, maid?” Tanya giggled as she held up the enormous pink dildo, “think you can fit all this in that tight little hole of yours?”

Trapped in his female body, Bryce goggled at the dildo. It was maybe ten inches long, with a fat pair of rubber balls at the base, the fake bulge of a vein running down one side.

It was thick, too, thicker than any of the football team’s cocks Bryce had glimpsed in the showers. As he trembled before it, Tanya brought the fat bell end thwacking down into her open palm, holding it like a club. She grinned evilly.

“Want me to strap it on and make you suck it a little, bitch?”

Bryce tried to shake his pretty little head, his eyes frozen on the dildo. Already, he was trying to imagine how it would feel inside him. How much it would hurt.

At least, the male part of his brain was.

Somewhere, in the newly female part of his mind that Nat had gifted to him, he was horribly aware the sight of the dildo was making his body incredibly aroused.

“Now, Belinda,” Nat was saying, “we all know you’re used to sticking your baby dick in places where it doesn’t belong. So it’s only fair you get to experience what it’s like.”

Bryce wrenched his horrified gaze away from Tanya’s dildo, turned a pleading smile onto Nat.

“Mistress,” he simpered, “madam. Please…”

“Shh,” Nat gently raised one finger to her lips. The words immediately died in Bryce’s throat. “Not another word. In fact, you’re no longer allowed to talk.”

A giggle.

“Except to scream your enthusiasm for what’s happening to you.”

Nat jerked up and down in his vision. With a feeling of unreality, Bryce realized he’d just given his cruel tormenter another curtsey.

“Now…” Nat’s voice was low, lusty, “take your panties off.”

The magic didn’t even let Bryce hesitate.

Obediently, he bent forward, trying to ignore the way his enormous breasts threatened to come spilling out of his top. Reached under his skirts and petticoats and clasped his satin underwear. He silently grit his teeth…

…and then he was sliding his panties off over his smooth, shaved legs, slipping them over his heels, first one foot then the other, and standing back up, his lacy white panties clasped in his hands for all the girls to see.

Janice giggled. But Tanya and Nat were looking too cruel to laugh much. Nat nodded at Bryce’s panties.

“Good girl. You can leave them on the floor for now, but don’t forget to put them back on the minute we’re done.”

Yes ma’am, Bryce tried to say, only to remember that his voice had temporarily been taken away. So he gave a jerky nod instead, and discarded his horrible panties, trying not to shudder as he did so.

“Now. Skirt up and lie on the floor.”

Feeling like he was in a horrible dream, Bryce was forced to watch from inside his maid-body as he obeyed Nat’s instructions to the letter.

Gently, he slipped up the hem of his skirt, flinching at the cool air that suddenly caressed his bare bottom and shaved pussy. Lowered himself onto the soft white rug he was standing on, spreading his legs as he did so.

“Keep your head up, there’s a good maid. I want you to be able to see us the entire time. Tanya?”

As Bryce obediently raised his pretty girl-head, looking down over his own enormous boobs at Nat and Janice’s identical evil expressions, Tanya strutted over to him. Bent down. Handed him the dildo.

“Try and enjoy yourself, Belinda,” she murmured as she did so. “God knows we’re gonna have some fun.”

Bryce took the dildo without a word. He could feel it in his tiny hands, so heavy, so powerful, its rubber shaft like some awful, alien thing.

He wished with all his might that he could just hurl it out the window, throw it as far away from himself as possible. But, of course, it wasn’t his wishes that mattered anymore.

Uncertainly, he looked at Nat, the dildo still clasped in his dainty fingers. His old housemate smiled back at him.

“Is she wet, Tanya?”

Tanya stuck a hand into Bryce’s pussy. A little, feminine yelp escaped his throat. The elegant black girl gently rubbed her finger around his lips, teasing him, making his female body shudder.

“She’s nice and sloppy.” Tanya grinned down at him. “Must be the sight of that dildo. It’s making her all horny.”

“What a naughty little slut,” Nat crooned. “You can stand up if she’s ready, then.”

“One moment. It’s just so much fun making Belinda whimper like this.”

At the word whimper, Tanya teasingly rubbed the ball of her thumb across Bryce’s clit. Immediately, pink stars exploded behind the maid’s eyeballs. Bryce felt his hips automatically buck, heard a faint squeak escape his lips. A bead of moisture trickled out his pussy, dribbled down over his anus.

As awful as it was to admit, his new body was getting wet.

“Look at you…” Tanya breathed, smiling down at poor, powerless Bryce, “all horny and sticky, and you can’t even say no, can you?”

An evil little look came into her dark eyes.

“I wonder what would happen if…”

As she spoke, Bryce felt one of her fingertips delicately drift down over his line, making him shudder. It hesitated at the entrance to his dripping hole…

…and then Tanya plunged one of her fingers deep inside him, coiling it up into Bryce’s womb, penetrating him, making him gasp out loud.

Bryce could see the way his nipples were hardening, becoming all pointy and straining at the fabric of his black uniform. Could see Tanya’s hand as she worked her finger inside him, her palm pressed flat against his pussy.

It was enough to send a man mad. Here he was – he, Bryce Bradley – trapped in the body of Belinda Babydick, the slutty maid, getting fingered by Tanya and loving it!

The feeling of Tanya’s finger inside him was making him woozy with pleasure. He dazedly clenched his pussy around her knuckle, and was rewarded with a shudder that passed through his entire body.

In the bottom of his vision, he could see his huge breasts, gently swelling with desire. An overwhelming urge came over him to grab them, to run his hands over them, to squeeze them and pinch their nipples.

But of course he was powerless to disobey Nat’s orders. So he simply lay there as Tanya fingered him, soft gasps escaping his female throat as his mistresses looked on in delight.

Bryce was just starting to wonder if he could somehow beg Tanya to slip another finger inside him when his old roomie abruptly slid her finger out and stood up, wiping her hand on her tight jeans.

“Urgh, I’m gonna smell like pussy all day now.” She nodded to Nat. “OK, I’m done.”

Flat on his back, Bryce blinked up weakly at her, not knowing what he should be feeling.

On the one hand, the idea that he’d had a finger inside him, even if belonged to a girl, should have been humiliating. Sickening!

On the other, a large part of him was aware that Tanya’s lone finger had managed to give his female body more pleasure than he usually got even getting blowjobs as a guy.

Are all women this sensitive? He wondered, dazedly, or is this the magic…?

Across the room, Nat grinned at him from the couch.

“Well, maid, did you enjoy that?” She tilted her head. “You may speak.”

It was like a hand had let go of Bryce’s throat.

“Oui madam,” he breathed, his voice all hot and lusty, “zat made me wetter zan ezzer!”

Inside his mind, he cringed at how enthusiastic he was being. At how pathetic and unmanly he had become. But he couldn’t deny the truth of what he was saying.

Right now, he was hornier than he’d ever felt before in his life.

“So our little maid liked being fingered, did she?” Nat was saying. “Then maybe we should take things to the next level.”

She suddenly sat up straight, became commanding.

“See that dildo, maid?”

Bryce turned his head, blinked at the enormous rubber cock still clasped in one of his hands. In all the excitement of the last few minutes, he’d forgotten he was holding it.

“I want you to stick that whole thing in your pussy and masturbate with it until you come.”

“Madam…?”

“Now, maid.”

Before he could even think of saying non, Bryce’s slender new arm was moving. He felt himself lower the dildo down until it was level with his pussy, all the while raising his dress up higher with his other hand.

For a moment, he held the dildo before his soaking wet pussy, trembling with fear, trying not to do as Nat commanded.

NO! He wanted to scream, no, you’ll hurt me. You’ll kill me!

A slender little finger was one thing, but there was no way this monstrosity was gonna fit inside him! It would be painful, it would be awful…

Then the magic kicked in. His willpower crumbled, and Bryce slipped the ten inch dildo deep inside his pussy.

A look of delight ran across all three of the girls’ faces as he pushed the dildo deeper and deeper inside himself. In horror, Bryce watched as the long, thick, rubber shaft vanished and the dildo filled his pussy.

Then his wrist began to automatically jerk and, before poor Bryce knew what was happening, he was pleasuring himself with Tanya’s dildo.

The sensation of having a big, rubber cock inside him was unlike anything he’d ever felt before.

He could feel the shaft of the thing, stretching the walls of his pussy. Could feel its solid tip, rudely bumping up against the inside of his womb.

But he could feel something else, too. Something that made him want to weep with shame.

He could feel how good having this dildo in him felt.

As Bryce gently jerked his wrist, slipping the rubber cock in and out of his vagina, a sleepy warmth began to wash over him, radiating out from his crotch, consuming his entire body.

He could feel himself getting wetter and wetter, feel his nipples becoming hard like bullets. A delicious pink fog settled over his brain. He spread his legs wider, began jerking his wrist faster and faster.

On the sofa, his three mistresses were watching him in open-mouthed delight. Bryce masturbated as hard as he could, aware his lips were dangling open, that he was cooing in French and whimpering and unable to do anything about it.

“See how much she loves her new toy?” He dimly heard Nat crow. “Belinda, don’t you love having a big fat cock in you?”

“Oui…” Bryce heard himself breathlessly gasp. “Oh oui madam… oui… OUI! OUI! OUI!”

Suddenly he was coming and he had to stop talking before his words turned into screams.

He came with a shudder that passed over his entire body, making his mascara-laden eyes go all screwed up and his soft lips dangle open helplessly, leaving him shivering from head to toe.

As his orgasm peaked, he felt something wet splash against his smooth inner thighs, and realized in astonishment that his new body was a squirter.

Finally, his orgasm slowly ebbed away, and Bryce came back to Earth to find himself sat in a puddle of his own juices, a dildo buried deep inside him, and a helpless smile on his beautiful face.

To his shock, he realized that had probably been the strongest orgasm he’d ever had.

“There we are,” Nat murmured. “Lesson learned. Don’t do it again, or you’ll get even worse next time, understood?”

“Oui madam,” Bryce’s soft new voice seemed to be coming from very far away. With a faint feeling of disgust, he realized that all he wanted was to keep on lying here with this dildo buried deep inside him.

Worse, the three girls probably knew it too.

“Now take that out of yourself, there’s a good girl, stand up and get those panties back on.”

Obediently, Bryce slipped the dildo out of his pussy, at once both relived and strangely sad to feel it go. As he clambered to his feet, trying not to overbalance on his stiletto heels, his mind was a whirlwind.

Nat, Tanya, and Janice’s power over his new body was completely limitless, he’d decided. They could make him violate himself with a big toy dick whenever they wanted, and there was nothing he could do about it.

Yet he was disturbed to find a growing part of him almost liked being this obedient. Almost wanted to be used and abused.

He felt sick. That damn magic had turned him into a sissy.

Hadn’t it?

When he had his panties back on, Bryce stood up straight and bowed his head, standing before his mistresses and awaiting orders. He still had the dildo clasped in one hand.

“Very good,” he heard Nat purr, “now, get back to cleaning, bitch. We need this house ready by seven for our party. If it’s not, there’ll be trouble.”

“Oui madam,” Bryce whispered.

He turned to go.

“Oh, maid?”

Bryce froze to the spot, wondering what fresh hell awaited him now.

“Don’t forget to lick your new toy clean, there’s a good girl. Now get lost.”

“Oui madam.”

There were gales of female laughter, all laughing at him. Bryce’s slender legs automatically carried him back out the living room, even as his mind boiled with rage.

Lick it clean? But it’s got pussy on it! No… there’s no way…

The dildo was still clasped tight in his dainty little hands. As he teetered on his heels past a wastepaper basket, he tried to drop it in. Tried to get rid of it, to score a victory over the bitches who now controlled his life, no matter how small.

But, of course, he couldn’t. Instead, he simply wobbled down the hallway to the little maid’s room the magic had created from thin air for him, his hips wiggling with each step, the hem of his dress swishing from side to side and giving the world cheeky little glimpses of his ass.

He went inside, sat on the little cot bed, with its white cotton sheets and held the dildo up before his pretty face. Inhaled.

The smell of pussy was overpowering. The dildo reeked of it, of him. That awful, marshy smell that only girls had.

Well, now he had it too.

And he would for the rest of his life. Nat’s wish would see to that.

Bryce unhappily looked at the dildo, still not quite able to believe it had been inside him. Still not quite able to believe that he really was a French maid, enchanted to serve the every whim of three cruel women, no matter how filthy.

That he was enchanted to debase himself and enjoy being humiliated like this until the day he died.

Still thinking these thoughts, he clasped the dildo by its rubber balls, pressed it against his lips. Tasted the acrid juice of his own pussy.

Then, with a feeling of misery, he slipped his lips over the tip and began licking it clean, thrusting the dildo into his little mouth just as he’d thrust it into his pussy only a few moments earlier.

He wasn’t in the least bit surprised to discover it tasted delicious.

*

It was half six by the time Bryce finally finished getting the house ready for the party.

He’d been cleaning all day by that point, and his weak little girl-body was sore all over. His arms hurt from mopping, his knees were sore from scrubbing, and his pussy still had a warm ache from his punishment with the dildo.

By the time he was able to finally put his feather duster down, he was ready to collapse. If only he still had his big, strong man-body with its powerful muscles!

Yet it wasn’t like he could just crash out and go to sleep now. As he was working, Tanya had come to coldly order him to help her get ready for the party once he was done.

So now here the poor French maid who used to be Bryce was, climbing the stairs towards Tanya’s room dressed in only her silly uniform, wondering what the hell this party was all about.

He gently rapped on Tanya’s door, assumed his servile position outside, hands clasped before his apron, head bowed, until at long last he faintly heard her say “come.”

Nervously, Bryce opened the door, teetered into his former friend’s room. In a corner of his mind, he was depressed to notice how different everything looked in his tiny new body, how much bigger it all seemed.

Tanya was laying on the bed, a lazy smile on her beautiful, dark features. She watched Bryce as he gave her a curtsey, his pretty face servile and expressionless.

“You wish to see me, madam?”

At his words, Tanya gave a little sigh.

“God… you’re so cute like that. All hot and stupid and obedient.” She bit her lower lip as she gazed at him. “I’ve got half a mind to make you get on this bed and finger you till you come again.”

Bryce simply shrugged his slender shoulders. If Tanya wanted to turn him into her own personal sex toy, there wasn’t a whole lot he could do about it.

“Whatezzer you wish, mistress.”

“I know.” Tanya’s eyes sparkled, with cruelty or mischief, Bryce wasn’t sure. She smiled at him.

“Tell me, Belinda, do you find me attractive?”

“Oui, madam,” Bryce automatically replied. What else could he say?

“Nu-uh.” Tanya raised a finger. “Not like that. I mean, really. When you were a man, did you ever… masturbate while thinking of me?”

A look must have passed across Bryce’s face, because Tanya grinned.

“Belinda, from now on I forbid you to lie to me, understand? Whatever I ask you must tell me the truth. Got that, slut?”

No sooner were the words out her mouth than Bryce felt a faint heat in his throat, like the ability to lie had been burned out of him. He helplessly hung his head.

“Oui, madam.”

“Awesome. Now, answer my question. Did you ever…?”

The heat burned brightly in Bryce’s throat. He tried to fight it, but it was so painful he could barely resist for a single second.

“Oui, mistress,” he heard himself say, in his soft new voice, “all ze time. I used to thonk zat you ‘ad ze perfect derrière.”

Tanya giggled again, that look still in her eyes, like an evil kid at Christmas.

“My ass, huh? Did you used to think about putting your cock in there?” She asked, casually, “fucking me like a whore? Remember, you’re forbidden from lying to me.”

Again the heat. Again, Bryce found himself speaking without wanting to, a feeling of utter misery coursing through him.

“Non. Not zat.”

“Well what then?”

The new maid helplessly hung her pretty little head.

“I wanted to do ze spanking wizz you. Make you feel like ze norrrty girl.”

He tried not to tremble as Tanya threw her head back and cackled.

“You wanted to spank me? Jesus, you really were a little perv, weren’t you Miss Babydick?”

“Oui, madam.”

“Well, I can’t blame you, really. I do have a great butt, especially after Nat’s wish…” Tanya leaned to one side, smiled down at her magically-enhanced ass before looking back at Bryce. “And I guess I’m not the only one.”

Bryce smiled weakly back at her. At that moment, he’d have given anything not to be stood here, listening to another girl discuss his cute girl-ass. He’d rather be licking his dildo clean than this!

But he could no more tell Tanya that than he could suddenly start flying. She wanted him here, so it was his job as a maid to wait here until she was done with him.

Tanya was watching him now with a sly little grin that made Bryce’s flesh crawl.

“Turn around, maid,” she said abruptly, “and bend over.”

With a tiny sigh, Bryce turned away from her. He hesitantly put his hands on his bare thighs, then slowly bent forward until his dress rode up and Tanya could see his panty-clad ass.

“Wow… Nat really did work wonders with that body of yours. Now take your panties off.”

Bryce helplessly obeyed, slipping off his panties and bending forward again so Tanya could stare at his pert, naked bottom.

He felt so violated like this! So helpless. Like he was little more than eye candy, a dumb bimbo with a cute butt who couldn’t tell people not to stare.

Behind him, he heard Tanya get to her feet. Listened warily as she walked around the bed, came to a stop behind him.

There was a pause, pregnant with hesitation, and then Tanya’s hand was on his bare ass, her palm gently rubbing at his smooth skin, her fingertips softly kneading the pink flesh.

“I could do anything to you right now, couldn’t I?” His former roomie breathed, stroking his backside as she did so. “I could wear a strap on and fuck that gorgeous ass of yours and you wouldn’t be able to do anything but enjoy it, would you? Answer me, maid.”

“Oui, mistress,” Bryce whimpered unhappily, “whatezzer you want iz what I want too.”

The worst part was, it was true. Already he could feel the magic kicking in as Tanya gently played with his ass, making him get all wet and horny again.

Now he was these three girls’ maid, it was like his body existed only to give them pleasure.

“That’s such a turn on,” he heard Tanya sigh. “God, you have no idea how wonderful it is having you as a little slave like this. And you do look seriously cute…”

Bryce kept silent. He didn’t know if it was a compliment or an insult or what.

“But…” Tanya went on, regretfully, “I suppose it is nearly time for our party. We should probably…”

Slowly, she took her hand away from Bryce’s ass. Stepped back, gave his bottom a sharp little slap that made him gasp out loud.

“Panties on, Miss Babydick. Then you can help brush my hair. I wanna be looking awesome by the time the boys get here.”

Bryce was halfway through pulling his panties back up when he heard Tanya say boys. He instantly froze, his pert bum still on display.

“B-boys, mistress?” He stammered. “Wheech boys do you mean?”

“Silly.” Tanya giggled, slapping his ass again so hard it stung. “The boys. What, didn’t Nat tell you?

The football team are coming here. We invited them, all of them. Said we wanted them to come and meet our brand new maid.”

She bent forward until her lips were almost brushing Bryce’s ear, not taking her hand off his ass.

“I bet they can’t wait to meet you.”

In horror, Bryce weakly shook his head.

No… they couldn’t do this to him. They couldn’t!

“Mistress…” he tried to plead in a strangled voice, “sil vous plait. Please…”

“Oh hush, it’s too late for that now.” Tanya gave Bryce’s ass one last, nasty pinch that hurt like hell before straightening back up. “Now pull those panties up at once, bitch! We’ve got a party to go to!”

*

That evening was the worst of Bryce’s life.

As his old football team arrived one by one, he was forced to go to the door and let them in, a big, supermodel smile plastered onto his gorgeous features.

Each time he opened the door with a lusty bonjour, it would be to a familiar, male face that broke into a wide grin at the sight of his new body.

Guys like Chester, Harold, Drake, Trayvon… all of them responded to Bryce’s curvy new form like animals at a zoo.

There were grins. Leers. Eyeballs that fixed on his big new tits. Low whistles. Sleazy Heeyyyyss.

By the time he’d let his fourth teammate into the house, Bryce had wanted nothing more than to slam the door in these big lugs’ faces. The way they stared at his chest, at his legs, at his stupid sexy uniform made his skin crawl!

But he had his orders. So rather than slamming the door, he let each man in with a big smile. Offered to take his coat. Then trotted off on his high heels to lead him into the main party, horribly aware of how his hips were rolling seductively, horribly aware of the eyes lingering on his cute new ass.

From there on in, it had only gotten worse.

Not only was Bryce on door duty, he was on drinks duty too. As the party slowly filled up, he found himself sashaying from sofa to sofa, a tray of cocktails held out before him in one white gloved hand, offering them up to muscular men with a dazzling smile.

The worst part was, these were all guys he knew. Guys he’d played football with, showered with, gone to bars to pick up chicks with. He was used to being on the same level as them, used to being one of them.

Now suddenly, he was the chick everyone was interested in. The tiny girl forced to look up at guys who suddenly towered over him. The girl whose perfect ass everyone kept sneaking glances at.

The girl who all his former bros whispered about fucking as soon as his back was turned.

It was a nightmare. Awful. Bending forward to serve drinks, watching as nearly a dozen male eyes dropped down to his swollen tits. Being forced to smile at men who were commenting on your ass.

By the time it was nearly eight o’clock, Bryce felt like screaming. He wanted nothing more than to throw down his tray, walk out the door, and never return!

But all he could do was keep right on following Nat’s instructions, playing the part of the bimbo maid to absolute perfection.

“Hey, what’s your name, hot stuff?” Drake had leered at him at one point, “they hire you for the evening, or what?”

And Bryce had been forced to shoot his old teammate a plastic smile and say:

“Non, monsieur. I am Belinda Babydick, ze new maid. I live to serve zese wonderful mademoiselles.”

At the sight of Drake’s dumbfounded expression, he’d quickly turned and walked away to serve some more guests. But he’d been unable to stop his new body from giving its hips a cheeky wiggle as he went.

Finally, the entire team was in the living room. Once everyone was seated, Nat picked up a glass and tapped her spoon against it. The hubbub of conversation died down.

“Welcome, men of the house!” She said, loudly, “and thank you all for coming to our inaugural party for our new maid, Miss Belinda Babydick! Take a bow, maid.”

With a cruel smile, she indicated Bryce, who was forced to stand to attention and give a deep curtsey to everyone present, a smile on his pretty face even as his cheeks flushed pink.

It was humiliating, having his bros see him like this! His only consolation – and it didn’t feel like much of one right now – was that they didn’t know it was him in here.

As the polite applause and whispered jokes died away, Nat turned back to her audience.

“So, I gather that some of you have been wondering why we’ve assembled a party for the football team, without inviting the star player.”

A murmur went up. At the back, Chester laughed and yelled something about Bryce probably being too busy with pussy to make it.

At his bro’s words, Tanya shot Bryce a little sidelong look from the sofa, suppressed a giggle. Bryce bowed his head, stared at his own tits. Chester was more right than he knew.

Finally, Nat managed to get silence again.

“The reason Mr. Bryce Bradley is absent,” she said in her newly-confident voice, “is very simple. This party, you see, isn’t just an ordinary party.”

Stood obediently at the back of the room, Bryce blinked up at his new mistress. What did she mean?

“It’s a special kind of party,” Nat went on, “one with plenty of, ah, physical activity. You may have noticed Little Miss Babydick looks less like a maid, and more like a slut.”

A dozen eyes all turned back to Bryce, who found himself forced to smile in terror.

“There’s a good reason for that.” Nat paused for effect, the corners of her lips tugging up into a grin. “She is one.”

Another murmur went up. Bryce blinked in confusion. On the sofa, Tanya winked at him.

“Bryce Bradley hired her from a brothel in Nevada for the evening,” Nat was saying, “as a special treat for his team. In two minutes, us girls will leave the room. And you guys…

…can do anything you want with her.”

There was silence. Eleven male faces stared at Bryce with ill-concealed delight. A bolt of panic went through him.

“Miss Natalie!” He squeaked, “please, you cannot make me do zis!”

“Isn’t she good?” Nat asked her audience. “Playing the part of an innocent French maid to perfection. Well, let’s keep the roleplay up, shall we?”

She grinned horribly at Bryce.

“Maid,” she said. “I order you to suck off every single one of these men. Let them come on your pretty little face. Let them fuck you in every single hole and spunk on those big tits of yours. And I order you to not complain or do anything to upset them or say no to any sexual suggestion.

Understand, maid?”

There was a click inside Bryce’s head as his free will was taken away. He helplessly looked at his old teammates, boners already growing in their pants. Turned two innocent, pleading eyes back to Nat. Bowed his head.

“Oui, madam,” he whispered.

“Good girl,” Nat giggled. “Try and enjoy yourself. Girls? Let’s go.”

Struggling not to laugh, Tanya and Janice got to their feet, went skipping over to Nat. Together, all three exited the room, passing poor, helpless Bryce with secretive smiles on their faces.

“Have fun, Babydick,” Tanya breathed as she passed her maid, giving him one last, nasty pinch on the backside.

And then they were gone.

The door closed with a soft click. His eyes wide with fear, Bryce turned to his old team. To the guys he’d shared so much with over the years.

“Monsieurs…” he began, pleadingly.

It was as far as he got.

There was the distant sound of wind chimes as the magic kicked back in, and suddenly Bryce was wobbling over to Chester on his high heels, lurching like a robot as he tried to fight his latest orders.

“I guess I will start with zis ‘ot stud of a man…” he felt himself giggle.

As Chester watched him with a strange mixture of hope and apprehension, Bryce stopped before him, dropped onto all fours. With a feeling of utter helplessness, he watched as his long nailed fingers groped at Chester’s crotch, tugging down his zipper and reaching into his pants.

A long, thick dick slipped out the zipper, pointed straight up into the air, as thick and proud as Tanya’s dildo had been. Bryce clasped it in his dainty hands, trying not to cry, trying to ignore the male laughter and whoops around him.

No… they couldn’t make him do this! He wouldn’t, he wouldn’t, he-!

Delicately brushing a strand of golden hair out of his eyes, he bent forward, kissed Chester’s dick all up its sharp, let his bud-like lips brush over its tip.

As his bro moaned, he pumped Chester with one hand, looked up at him with a simpering expression.

“Please, monsieur,” he heard himself breathe in a lusty voice, “come on ze face, not in ze mouth.”

Then he parted his lips, delicately lowered his head…

…and then Bryce Bradley was sucking dick.

He sucked for all he was worth, bobbing his female head back and forth, deep throating Chester like a professional porn star.

He slobbered all over this alpha male’s cock, luxuriating in the taste of penis, watching in horror as Chester’s prick slipped in and out of his pretty little mouth.

He fondled Chester’s balls with his free hand, playing with them, expertly making his bro groan with pleasure.

As he did so, he became aware that his new pussy was soaking wet and his nipples were as hard as bullets.

With a miserable moan that was half-stifled by Chester’s enormous cock, Bryce realized that a horrible truth about his new body.

He absolutely loved sucking dick.

Down on all fours, his heavy boobies dangling, his ass and pussy raised up into the air for the entire team to see, Bryce sucked Chester’s dick like his life depended on it. He greedily shoved the whole thing to the back of his throat, let it fill his mouth just like the dildo had filled it earlier. Sucked and sucked until he thought he was going to go mad – from anger or pleasure he didn’t know.

At last, Chester gave an almighty groan. Bryce quickly pulled back, turned his pretty face up and opened his mouth, frantically pumping Chester’s shaft with his wrist.

There was a pause, and then jets of white hot cum were squirting over Bryce’s face, spattering on his cheeks, dribbling over his lips, shooting into his hair.

“Oui…” he heard himself purring, “oui monsieur, come on me, come on moi!”

Spunk dripped into his smiling open mouth, stained his pretty face. Bryce kept on pumping Chester until he was sure he couldn’t get any more sperm out, then he languidly licked his lips, giggled, and turned to face the rest of the team.

“Which oz you ‘andsome studzzz would like to – ‘ow you say in Eeenglish? – come on moi titties?”

Ten faces looked at him in shock.

And then the bros were whooping, chanting, whipping out their phones to film, and Bryce felt himself let go of the last fragments of his male pride.

He was a slutty maid now. And if Nat was going to enchant him to suck off all of his old teammates, then he guessed he had no choice but to enjoy himself.

After all, hadn’t he secretly dreamed of this thousands of times before?

A helpless giggle escaped Bryce’s lips, a dark laugh of abandonment. Smiling with the bliss of someone who has gone mad, he crawled on all fours over to Drake, grabbed hold of his dick and started pumping. He turned and winked over his shoulder at the guys behind him.

“I thonk zat one of you sexy monsieurs should take me from ze backside, non?”

He wiggled his perfect ass at the crowd of baying men, and watched in delight as it drove them wild. Trayvon immediately leaped to his feet, yelling to the guys around him that he’d give this bitch the fucking of a lifetime!

Deep inside his transformed mind, Bryce felt a little flicker of happiness.

This. Wasn’t this kinda… nice? To be able to drive handsome men wild with a little wiggle. To be able to make a dozen cocks go hard, just by pouting a little.

Hadn’t he always secretly wondered what it would be like to be a gorgeous bisexual girl no man or woman could say no to? Hadn’t he spent years, in a tiny corner of his mind, wanting to be a gorgeous girl who could ride dicks all day long without a care in the world?

His manhood had gone. His old life had gone, replaced with nothing but the masochistic thrill of being a hyper-obedient sex object.

And, as Trayvon sank to his knees behind Bryce and rudely pulled the maid’s lacy panties down, the transformed boy realized something both shocking and wonderful.

He never wanted to be a man again.

He didn’t know if it was the magic, or a hidden side of his personality or what…

But he loved being Belinda Babydick.

His thoughts were interrupted by Trayvon giving his ass a ringing slap. Bryce gasped out loud, smiled happily, and angled his hips up to show the big black man his dripping wet pussy.

Then he leaned forward and took Drake in his mouth as Trayvon penetrated him, and sobbed with happiness as his former bros filled two of his holes at once.

For the next four hours, the little French maid screwed like a girl possessed.

She took dicks deep in her mouth, in her pussy, in her asshole.

She bounced on top of guy’s dicks, riding them like a cowgirl, moaning with helpless pleasure as they penetrated her, making her big boobies bounce up and down as they did so.

She got come on her face, in her hair, on her tits. Let men squirt in her womb without any protection.

She sucked and fucked like the obedient whore she was, until she’d completely forgotten she used to be man called Bryce, and thought that she had always been a French whore called Belinda Babydick.

And, even as felt herself vanishing on this endless sea of taboo pleasure, the bimbo maid found herself looking at the stains and detritus of this gangbang and thinking that she couldn’t wait to clean up tomorrow.

Couldn’t wait to spend the rest of her life cooking and cleaning and obeying her mistresses every command, and loving every minute of it.

The magic would see to that.

Outside in the hall, Nat, Tanya and Janice watched through a crack in the door and giggled at how perfect Belinda’s transformation had been.

Tomorrow, they would invite the math club over for an identical party. Then the music club. Then the chess team, then the professors, and on and on until their slutty French maid had sucked off every single man on campus.

And then they’d make her clean the house from top to bottom until it was spotless, and serve them drinks and food, toiling away for no reward while the three girls led a life of luxury.

And the best part was, it’d never end! Belinda Babydick would never go back to being Bryce again. Never get any older. Never look like anything but a trashy, 18-year old bimbo maid.

Nat had made her wish, and not even God himself could undo it now.

“Enjoy yourself while you can, Bryce Bradley…” Nat giggled as she watched her pet slut pleasure her former friends, “there’s plenty more where this came from.”

Back in the living room, Belinda was riding one guy’s dick while jerking off two others until they came on her boobs.

Her mistresses outside didn’t know it but, at that moment, Belinda was the happiest little French maid in the entire world.

*
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FREE Short Story

My Husband, My Maid

I’m writing this because my mistress has ordered me to.

Sat on the edge of my tiny little cot, the notepad balanced on my slender legs, clad in their fishnet stockings, my big breasts rising and falling in the bottom of my vision, I write. I write while desperately trying to ignore the frilly white garters round my dainty wrists; the black choker pulled tight around my elegant, swan-like neck; the little cap, perched delicately on my head. I write while trying to pretend none of this is really happening to me, but still I write. I have to.

In my new body, I can no more disobey a direct order from my mistress than I can suddenly start flying.

My mistress…

I remember when she still had a name. One even I, lowly little slave that I am, was allowed to use. Of course, I didn’t know I was her slave then. Like the silly bitch I am, I truly believed she was there to serve me. Outwardly, I called her “wife”, but inside…

Inside I despised her. Called her names. Mentally cheated on her with a million different women. Thought I was better than her, that my big cock and man-muscles meant I was the one in charge.

How foolish I was.

I can no longer remember what either of us was called back then. My mistress’s wish wiped my old name from my mind, just like it wiped my male body from existence. Turned my memories into so much confetti and scattered them on the wind.

If I concentrate very hard, I can sometimes almost get a picture of the man I used to be. Of the life I used to live. An image rises in the gloom, of a middle-aged man with sturdy arms, a beard and an intellectual’s features.

But of my name, there is nothing. All I know is that I am now called Fifi. Fifi, the adorable little French maid, with her big boobies, pouty lips, long blonde hair and beautiful baby face. Fifi, who is magically enchanted to serve her mistress’s every whim from now until the day she dies.

Fifi, who was turned into a girl five years ago, and can never go back to being a man again.

I still shudder when I think of that day. The transformation itself has been blanked in my mind, but just remembering that I used to be male is enough to make my weak little girl-body want to start crying. My mistress, wonderful as she is, knows this, and she enjoys watching me weep. Sometimes, when I am massaging her feet, my arms and back sore after a hard day’s housework, she deliberately reminds me of it.

“Fifi?” She’ll ask, in that lazy way of hers, a way I am magically fated to find enchanting, “My dear little maid, do you remember how you used to massage me like this, back when we first met?”

And I will nod my pretty little head, because I am unable to disagree with her, or upset her, or think a single bad thought about her.

“Yes, ma’am,” I’ll whisper, in my soft, French-accented voice. An accent I never used to have before madam made her wish.

“You used to love rubbing my feet,” madam will muse, watching me with a twinkle in her dark eyes. “You said a man should give his wife pleasure, remember? That it was your duty?”

Here I will nod, despite not really remembering, a lump rising in my throat. But still softly, obediently massaging madam’s feet.

“Well, now look at you,” madam will giggle, dreamily running her fingers through my platinum blonde hair, hair I must keep in perfect condition for her at all times. “Now it really is your duty, isn’t it, maid?”

“Oui, ma’am,” I’ll whisper, sadly. “I live to serve you, ma’am.”

“Oh, I know you do, Fifi. Believe me, I know.”

And then my glorious mistress will do something like lean back, close her eyes, and let a smile flicker over her sculpted, supermodel features.

“Now suck on my toes. I know you used to hate doing that.”

And I will obediently nod, and kiss her feet, and whisper merci, and then I will part my pretty, bud-like lips, take one of madam’s toes in my mouth, and gently suck on it.

And I will enjoy it. I will enjoy it more than anything I’ve ever done before.

Madam’s wish will see to that.

It’s the same reason I can enjoy writing this, even though it pains me to think about my forgotten past. My life is so wonderfully simple now. If it makes my mistress happy, I will enjoy doing it. If it makes her sad…

…I tremble to think of it. If something even slightly upsets the Goddess I adore, I will feel as if a million hot needles are piercing my pathetic little maid’s heart.

So I obey her, mindlessly, like a maid should obey her mistress. Every day, I wake up on the dot at 4am and start ironing my uniform, washing my body and combing my hair, ready to please her.

Even now, showering remains something I am scared to do. I hate looking down and seeing my big, heavy breasts dangling from my torso. I hate peeling back the lips of my pussy to make sure I’m all clean. I hate washing and blow-drying my waterfalls of hair. And I hate doing my makeup.

But what choice do I have? If my mistress wishes me to spend an hour every morning gazing at my curvy female body in the mirror as I gently apply my lipstick, that is what I shall do.

Besides, on some hidden level I try not to admit to, I kind of like seeing Fifi’s face, looking back at me. Like its wide, blue eyes with their fluttering eyelashes. Like its pale skin and freckled cheeks. Like its tiny button nose.

It reminds me of something. I am not sure what. But something that still warms my mutilated heart, makes me feel like smiling.

Madam disagrees. She says I just enjoy being a sexy girl. And, in a way, she is right.

For the first time in my life, I am pretty. Not just pretty: beautiful. I am a gorgeous, busty, 18-year old French girl with a pert ass, a tight waist and long legs. I am a man’s ideal of female beauty. A blonde bimbo no guy could stop himself from staring at.

And, ever since my wonderful mistress used her second wish to reverse my sexuality, I’ve been unable to do anything but love being the focus of male attention.

Sometimes, on the rare occasions when we leave our mansion together, my mistress notices me smiling bashfully at the strong boys working in the fields. If she’s feeling particularly cruel, she’ll lean over and whisper in my ear.

“My, my Fifi, checking out the boys, are we? You are a little slut, aren’t you?”

And I’ll be unable to do anything but feel my cheeks blush bright pink, and bow my head toward the ground.

“I knew it. Now.” Her voice will become commanding again. “Go over to that hedgerow and invite two of them over for drinks later. Show them that delightful cleavage of yours, and remember to smile.”

“But madam…” I will whisper, looking unhappily at the pink parasol in my hand, the one I am ordered to hold above my mistress’s head at all times, “the sun. You will get burned.”

“You may leave it with me for exactly five minutes. A second more and I shall make you sleep on the floor tonight. Now, off you go. Don’t forget to wiggle those hips!”

And off I will totter, on my high heels, across the dusty road, towards the men working in the French countryside. The muscular men I wish I could take my eyes off, the men I wish I wasn’t madly attracted to.

“Hello, Fifi,” they will say in French, smiling and winking at one another, “long time no see. Are you back for more cock?”

“Monsieur, you make me blush,” I’ll reply, trying to ignore the way my nipples are already hardening in my push-up bra. Trying to ignore the way my eyes automatically and greedily trace the outline of their biceps, of their broad shoulders.

“Not in front of my mistress,” I will finish, primly. “She is a true lady.”

As always, they will shrug. They know what I am almost better than I do.

“In that case, we shall return to work…”

“Non! No… please…” A deep breath. “Please, you must come over tonight. Two of you. Madam wishes it.”

Laughs. Leering looks, taking in my nubile female form.

“What is in it for us?”

Here, I will close my eyes, like I always do, as if by not looking, I can convince myself that none of this is happening.

“One of you will get to be inside my mouth and I will swallow. The other…”

And here it will happen. The magic will kick in, and I’ll find myself leaning forward, biting my lower lip delicately, and giving these strong men a good look at my soft, cream white cleavage.

“The other shall get to be inside my asshole.”

And then men will grin and wink at one another. And, five hours later, I will be on all fours on the great white rug before our fireplace, my lacy panties pulled down and my maid’s uniform all roughly bunched up, trying not to weep as a fat, hairy dick slides roughly in and out of my mouth, while a separate strong man fucks my tight little asshole.

And my mistress will watch, and she will enjoy it. And that means I will enjoy it, too.

But, as I say, these occasions are rare.

For the most part, it pleases my mistress enough merely to watch me clean our vast mansion – the one she created out of thin air and transported us to with her third wish – and cook her dinner, and simply serve her like an obedient little maid.

Strange as it is to say, I no longer remember why my mistress, in all her wisdom, chose this punishment for me.

There must be something I did to deserve becoming Fifi, the beautiful, slutty maid, but the reason is gone from my mind, blanked.

Oh, my mistress drops hints. Every now and then, she lets something slip, or alludes to something from my past, evidently enjoying how little I remember of it.

I’ve picked up some things over the past five years. That my mistress used to be my wife. That I once was a writer, respected and envied by great men in America. That, one day, my mistress discovered a magic lamp, only hours before she found out that I was… that I was…

This bit, I do not know. But I think it had something to do with a book. A book I wrote and something I did. Or maybe a book I wrote about something I did.

That would explain why my mistress is making me write this now. To atone for one literary crime with a written confession of my sins. How appropriate.

Sadly, I no longer know what those sins are.

The closest I can come to guessing is a conversation I had with my mistress, two and a half years ago.

Bear in mind that it is not often my mistress chooses to talk to me. The large part of my days are passed in silence, merely serving her whims. When she does speak, it is normally to give me an order, or to torment me with reminisces of my past.

Which is what makes the conversation we had that day so unusual.

We were in the great hall at the front of the mansion. It was a hot, summers day and the sun was burning bright. Earlier, I had stood in the scorching light in the garden, miserably holding a parasol over my mistress’s head as she read, watching as my arms turned pink and burned. But now we were both inside, and I was dusting the room from top to bottom.

As I ran my fluffy pink feather duster over the metal catch at the bottom of the windows, I became aware that my mistress was looking at me from her place on the sofa. Thinking she was about to give me an order, I immediately span round and clasped my hands behind my back, as she likes me to do when she is issuing commands.

But, to my shock, it wasn’t the cruel smile of my mistress I saw when I turned.

It was the faraway look of a woman I used to know, a long time ago.

My mistress was watching me work with a strange, open expression I couldn’t recall ever seeing on her face before. A sort of dreamy earnestness that made the downy little hairs on the nape of my neck all stand up, and made me shiver.

“Madam?” I remember squeaking in my soft girl-voice. “Madam, is there something…?”

And then it happened.

“You look just like her,” my goddess whispered, like she was looking back at some distant memory. “You really do. That day she first knocked on the door, and the sun caught her hair like that…”

I dumbly glanced down at my hair. It was reflecting the late afternoon light, almost shimmering.

I looked nervously back at my mistress.

“I could see why you wanted to hire her there and then,” she was saying, slowly. “I knew you fancied her. Even I felt some sort of vague attraction towards her.”

Her voice dropped even lower.

“But I never knew why you did it, until now. I never saw her as you did…”

She trailed off, looking like a woman in a dream. Gently, she raised one hand.

“Come here.”

Obediently, I went to my mistress, trembling like a dog before its master. I knelt down, until I was looking up into her cruel, sculpted face.

But now there was no trace of cruelty. Only a kind of softness. She reached out, gently stroked one of my soft cheeks, hooked a loose strand of hair behind one of my ears.

“I guess I see it now…” she let her thumb trail down until it rested against my lips. “Do you remember what you said? I mean, of course you don’t, but I do. I remember it so, so well.”

A sad smile. My heart fluttered in my generous chest.

“You said, there are some things worth doing, even if you get caught. Some things that are worth any punishment. It was something a character said in one of your books, remember, Daniel? You said it to me that time you seduced me in my office, and I guess you said it to her, too…”

She gently tucked one finger under my chin, raised my face, studying it, as if she was seeing it for the first time since she wished it on to me.

“I always wondered why, you know? Why you thought she was worth it… all this I’ve done to you. I thought you were a fool. I still do. But you know what?”

“Seeing her just now… seeing you, I realized. I realized she was worth getting caught over.”

At her words, tears began to prick at the corners of my eyes. Without knowing why, I suddenly felt like I was on the verge of crying.

“Tina…” I heard myself whisper, in a voice that didn’t seem to be my own, “Tina, oh God, I’m sorry… I’m so, so sorry…”

Tears were running down my cheeks now, pattering onto my bosom. A sadness rose up in me, a sadness that frightened me because I didn’t know its cause.

“Please…” my body whispered, like a thing that was separate from my mind, “give me another chance. I’ll make it right, I promise. Just… just let me be the man you deserved me to be.”

At my words, my mistress smiled. With a jolt of shock, I realized she was on the verge of tears, too.

“You could have been that man, Daniel. You nearly were. You didn’t have to throw it away. Not even for a girl like Fifi.”

“Tina… please…”

“Shh.” My mistress pressed her thumb against my lips, the command cutting off the strange words coming from my body. “It’s too late now, I’ve used up all my wishes. The lamp is gone.”

As she spoke, her voice grew slowly harder.

“Besides, isn’t this how it was meant to be? How can someone be worth getting caught for if there’s no punishment involved? You were caught.”

Her cruel smile reappeared.

“And now I guess it’s time for your punishment.”

My mistress straightened up.

“Maid,” she commanded, her eyes flashing, “go to your room and get the biggest dildo you can find. Then bring it back here as fast as your sluttly little legs will carry you. I’m going to bang that tight little pussy of yours till you scream.”

At her words, at her familiar tone, my sadness dropped away. The veil fell across my mind again and I was just Fifi once more. Beautiful, sexy Fifi, who lives to serve and nothing more.

“Oui, madam,” I breathed, frantically kissing her feet, “right away, mistress!”

And then I was off, running as fast as I could on my high heels, my great breasts bouncing beneath my uniform, a blissful smile on my face as I obeyed my mistress’s commands perfectly.

Since then, there have been no more days like that. No more soft conversations. No more mentions of Daniel and Tina and those strange, alien names.

I sometimes wonder if I will ever learn the truth. But it is a distant, unconcerned wonder. I will learn if my mistress wants me to. I will remain ignorant if she doesn’t.

After all, I am just the maid. All I do is cook and clean and let strange men fuck me for my mistress’s enjoyment, cooing in French as they violate my soft mouth and tight little pussy.

And I enjoy it, because that is what my mistress wishes. Just like she wishes me to write this, so the world will know what she’s done to me. Just like she wishes me to publish it somewhere where everyone will be able to read it, and crane their necks and whisper to one another about what a lucky little maid I truly am.

*

Like what you’ve read? I’ve got 13 more free stories like this on my blog! No registration, no fees, no tricks.

Or you can check out my other tales of strong men being magically turned into beautiful, obedient little maids: Turned into His Sister’s Maid and He Became His Wife’s French Maid.
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Turned into His Sister’s Maid

Chris is an ordinary teenage boy who enjoys nothing more than annoying his younger sister. But when their parents go on vacation to Costa Rica, Jasmine decides to get her revenge in the kinkiest way possible. She uses a birthday wish to turn Chris into her sexy maid!


Trapped as the gorgeous Christina, Chris is forced to wear a skimpy French maid’s outfit and obey his sister’s every command. Utterly obedient and constantly horny, he’s made to scrub floors, humiliate himself in public and sexually service other men. With the whole school coming round for Jasmine’s birthday bash, will Chris be able to keep his new identity a secret? Or will he be outed as a little sissy in front of all his friends? 

Buy now


He Became His Wife’s French Maid

Johnny is a typical alpha male who cheats on his wife Annabel and leaves her to do all the housework. Then one day Annabel finally snaps. Armed with a magic pendant that grants three wishes, she turns Johnny into her beautiful, busty French maid!


Now he’s the one having to scrub the floors, make dinner, and speak only when spoken to. Even worse, his wife has forced him to dress in a gorgeous, frilly little maid’s uniform. 


But Annabel has big plans for her new maid. Plans that involve forcing Johnny to use his nubile new body to service other men… and love every minute of it. 

Buy now
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Lisa Change specializes in stories of gender transformation. Her favorite books feature strong men losing their masculinity and becoming weak and submissive women. Among other kinky interests, she's obsessed by forced male pregnancy, feminization, gender swap servitude, men turned into maids, sexual orientation reversal, bimbofication and magical age regression.

If you've ever wondered what it would be like to feel your masculinity slipping away as you slowly transform into a beautiful, obedient woman, these books are for you...

To see hot new releases, read kinky free short stories and keep up to date with news visit Lisa at her blog.
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