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CHAPTER ONE

I stood naked at the foot of the bed, my work attire laid out on the mattress before me. A short maid’s dress, white stockings, black heels. Beside the uniform, a pink thong. Not the traditional garb a twenty two year old man would ordinarily be asked to wear for work. But I, Anthony Peters, don’t have a normal job for a twenty two year old man. That’s because a year ago I got fired for stealing supplies from the office where I worked. As it was the only job I’d had out of college, my work experience was pretty thin, my resume wanting. Nobody wanted to hire a thief.

Until I met Grant Hudson.

After burning through all the office jobs I could find, I veered toward customer service. Still, no one would hire me once they called up my last employer and got the lowdown on my departure. That was when I got desperate.

“Male maid” the header read. “Must be comfortable with uniform. $15 an hour. Full time.” It seemed innocent enough. I’d never done domestic work, barely cleaned up after myself at home, but if the homeowner was willing to hire me, I told myself I’d figure it out.

So I showed up to the interview, a huge mansion with a gate out front. At first, I thought, this guy is rich. Then I considered how much cleaning a house of that size required. My heart sank. Still, I didn’t care. I was running out of savings and I would do anything to keep from going back home to live with my parents. Independence meant the world to me, I didn’t want to sacrifice my freedom over one stupid mistake.

I parked alongside two sports cars and a swanky SUV, then rang the buzzer. After a moment listening to the bells echoing within the cavernous foyer, I saw a figure through the window descending the spiral staircase. The man was huge, like a TV wrestler. Given the fancy digs, I wondered if he might be. Though, when he answered the door, I didn’t recognize him.

Mr. Hudson wore a rather intimidating scowl, his ocean blue eyes boring holes right through me. I felt like he could already see the dark mark in my past, but I decided to proceed with the interview, throw myself at his mercy and basically beg for the job.

Little did I know, the begging would come later.

We stepped into his living room, shafts of light pouring down from windows in the high ceilings. He sat in a luxurious high backed chair while I seated myself meekly on a couch opposite. Two meaty hands wrapped around the arms of the chair.

“You stole from your last employer.”

He’d done his research already. “I did,” I said shamefully. “It was an extremely stupid mistake, I regret it every day. Maybe they didn’t tell you, but I did pay every penny back to them—”

“I don’t care.”

Relief flooded over me. “You don’t?”

He shook his head. It was big, every part of him was big, like a caveman, but cleaned up, made suave. He had dark hair he slicked back with mousse, a clean-shaven square jaw, and veins that bulged in his neck. I pictured him for a moment tearing away the dress shirt to expose a hairy chest before picking up a club and bashing a saber tooth tiger with it. Except, when he spoke, he sounded educated. “No. You’ll not have a moment of privacy in this position. I’ll be watching you every moment of your shift.”

I eyed him curiously. “You will?”

He nodded. “You recall the listing? You’ll be in a special uniform.”

I shrugged. “That’s alright,” I said. “I’m okay with that.”

But then he stood, walked slowly to the closet, and returned with what looked to be a slutty Halloween costume. “This,” he said, laying it across the cushions beside me.

I looked down at it with a slackjaw. “Are you serious?”

“That’s the job, Anthony. Take it or leave it.”

He gathered up the maid’s uniform and headed back for the closet. I watched while panic blared in the front of my thoughts. No! it screamed. You need money! “Wait!”

He paused, turning back around, the tiny dress dangling from a hanger held out to the side. “Yes?”

“I’ll do it.”

The first display of emotion appeared in his features, a suggestive grin. “Change for me.”

My eyebrows jumped up my forehead. “Now?”

The way he looked at me not only answered for him, but told me how easily I could lose out on this opportunity if I didn’t obey. So I hastily undressed, slipping the maid’s uniform over my body, still wearing my briefs underneath. Blushing, I put my arms out to the side in presentation of myself. “Good,” he said, eyeing me. The end of it barely extended beyond my ass, I felt humiliated, but it sounded like I got the job. “Tomorrow, be here by seven. You need to be shaven. Also, I will have underwear for you, those briefs are unacceptable.”

What? Why? What is this? But I knew asking any of those questions might get me fired before I even started. So, instead, I replied, “Sure thing, boss.”

“You will refer to me as Mr. Hudson,” he corrected.

I nodded sheepishly. “Yes, Mr. Hudson.”

“And I will simply call you maid.”

And that was it. I got the dream job. Though, it wasn’t my dream, but Mr. Hudson’s. A bizarre fantasy I had to play out for him, lest I lose my apartment in the city and my entire life along with it. He told me to grow my hair out and keep my body clean shaven, stipulations I dutifully obeyed. After the first week, he introduced makeup into my uniform. By the end of the first month, with my brown hair grown long, with the maid get-up and the makeup, I hardly recognized myself in the mirror. I wasn’t Anthony anymore, I was “maid.”

I slipped the thong over my legs and secured my cock inside the soft fabric, settled the string between my cheeks. Then I pulled the black and white maid’s outfit over my head until the skirt (barely) covered my ass. It was tight around the middle and frilly from the waist down, with white lace at the end. I sat at the edge of the bed and pulled on the black heels, then made my way into the guest bedroom’s adjoining bathroom to apply the makeup.

He gave me options and liked for me to choose. I considered that strange at first, but admittedly got into it. I preferred the darker lipsticks, which he seemed to enjoy as well. Today, I opted for purple and matched it with violet eye shadow. A little blush and my face was ready. Finally, I coiled up my hair, having grown it past my shoulders, into a neat bun at the back. I observed the finished product in the mirror, a pretty little maid. I was on the thinner side, with golden skin, now smooth on my shaven thighs.

I looked like a girl, kind of a hot one, I had to admit. Part of me was disgusted, but another part was secretly turned on. I never would have considered crossdressing, but working as Mr. Hudson’s slutty maid changed everything.

After a deep breath, I walked back through the guest bedroom, down the hall, and into the kitchen where I found Mr. Hudson waiting for me every morning. As expected, his massive body perched itself upon one of the chairs pulled up the island, newspaper folded before him. A pair of reading glasses balanced on the bridge of his nose while his eyes skimmed the text of whatever article grabbed his attention. That was, until I grabbed his attention, those deep blue eyes cutting from the pages to my body, beginning with my feet, then slowly, so slowly, dragging up my legs, over my uniform, until finally meeting my own gaze. There was an animal behind those eyes, barely contained.

His fingers folded the paper and laid it flat on the countertop. “Very good.”

“Thank you, Mr. Hudson.” I curtsied. I learned that Mr. Hudson appreciated that feminine flare. The first time I did it, it was mocking, but after a while, I sort of got into it.

“Good morning, maid. Are you ready for the day’s work of chores to complete?”

“Yes, Mr. Hudson.”

“Good girl.”

I blinked. It was the first time he referred to me as a girl. While I dressed up like one, even acted like one, we had never explicitly addressed all that weirdness. Until now. “Uhh…” I stammered.

Mr. Hudson stood from the seat, stealing my breath. He towered over me, and as he approached, I fell under his great shadow. He stopped within a foot to peer down at me, that stern gaze of his still affecting. “What’s wrong?” he asked. I thought I detected a taunting tone.

“Um, nothing, Mr. Hudson. Nothing,” I said, trying to recover.

“You are a good girl, aren’t you, maid?”

I nodded nervously. “Yes, Mr. Hudson.”

That subtle grin appeared on his lips. My stomach did somersaults. “Very good. Now, let me hear you say it.”

“Say it?”

His eyes narrowed.

“I’m a good girl.”

He raised a finger.

“I’m a good girl, Mr. Hudson.”

He lowered his hand. “There we go. How does that feel?”

“I’m sorry?”

“How does it feel to own up to the fact that you are a girl, maid?”

I could feel the color flooding my cheeks. I blushed harder than I ever had in my life, because I’d never felt more embarrassed in my entire life. Embarrassed, or hot? questioned a little voice in the back of my thoughts. What?! No! But a little twinge in my penis betrayed my attraction. “It feels good, Mr. Hudson.”

“A relief, no?”

I bit into my bottom lip and exhaled. “Yes, Mr. Hudson.”

Then he did something that he’d never done before. His meaty hand reached around my body to tap the meat of my right buttock. With a quick motion, he spanked me and the sound reverberated in the tiled kitchen. A little squeal escaped my lips. That grin on Mr. Hudson’s face expanded to a lecherous smile. “What was that, maid?”

I simply bit into my bottom lip, my eyes avoiding his. Yet, all the while, my cock was getting harder. What’s going on?

“Maybe if we do it again, we’ll find out.” This time, he steadied my body with one hand gripping my shoulder while the other rared back and struck my ass, a loud, hard spank. His palm struck beneath the end of the dress, striking my bare cheeks.

“Ohhhmmm,” I moaned. What the fuck?!

Mr. Hudson chuckled. “There it is again. What was that, maid? Now, admit it.”

My breath ran away from me. In a soft voice, I answered, “A moan, Mr. Hudson.”

He patted my shoulder, then leaned against the island, his eyes crossing over my body once again, now flush with shame. He crossed his arms, amplifying those huge biceps of his. “Do you know why you moaned, maid? It’s because you liked it. Because you like all of this. Because you’re a sissy slut. And do you know what else?” He leaned forward, reaching around to grab a handful of my ass underneath the skirt. I didn’t pull away, let his claws dig into the meat. He was so close his breath spilled across my face. “You’re my sissy slut.”

“Yes, Mr. Hudson.” The words formed on my lips before I could even think them, as if on instinct. But before I had a chance to question the reaction, Mr. Hudson spun me around and shoved me forward.

“Though we can’t spend all day spanking you. There are chores to be done. Get to work, maid. I’ll be watching you. Staring at you in that little maid’s outfit while you work.” And I knew he would, he always did. But after the unexpected morning, I believed he would do more than watch today.


CHAPTER TWO

Mr. Hudson followed me as I made my way into the living room. On the floor beside the coffee table rested a bucket with a scrub bush soaking in soapy water. The white carpet featured a circle of darkness, likely coffee, I guessed. It wasn’t splashed, instead a neat stain. Mr. Hudson had likely poured a bit of his morning roast into the carpet intentionally. That was how much of this job operated, little scenes set up by Mr. Hudson for me to enter and clean.

Like any other day, I understood my role and set to work while Mr. Hudson took a seat in the fancy chair. He’d carried his newspaper with him and opened it while crossing his legs, stealing glances over the edge. I lowered myself onto my hands and knees, inspecting the dark stain. It looked fresh and I hoped it wouldn’t be difficult to remove. If I struggled to lift the coffee from the white carpet, I figured more discipline would be in order.

I plunged one of my hands into the prepared soapy water, still pleasantly warm. I lifted the scrub brush from the bucket and pressed it against the stain, leaning forward with my butt in the air. I angled myself such that my ass faced Mr. Hudson. I peered back over my bare shoulder to view him. Sure enough, the paper folded down to allow his eyes a clear shot of my buttocks. They lasciviously buried themselves in the sight, I could practically feel them like hands crawling up my legs. My breath hitched and I returned to my task, rubbing the scrubber into the carpet, soaking the stain with soap. Back and forth, back and forth, until I felt sweat dotting my brow.

Dammit. The stain proved a stubborn little bastard. I worked at it harder, heating up my body. A sheen of sweat covered me by the time I managed to even lighten the stain to a dull brown color. Releasing the scrubber into the bucket of water, I wiped my forearm across my forehead and exhaled.

Still bent over, I looked back to find the paper had settled down in his lap and he stared on unabashedly. I blushed, feeling those eyes on me again, tracing the pink thong between my now sweaty buttocks. The cock hidden beneath the fabric stiffened. What the fuck? Today was shaping up to be weirder than any before it. Something was in the air, an electric sexual charge emanating from Mr. Hudson that I could feel attaching to my body. It pulsated, vibrating in my skin.

Sure, I’d found parts of the gig entertaining. Admittedly, playing dress up had a certain appeal to me, but I never questioned my sexuality. Until that moment where I felt Mr. Hudson’s intentions the way a doe must when it stares down a hunter. Except I didn’t feel like running. I secretly enjoyed the fire in his eye. Little did I know how strong it was. “Did you finish with the stain?” he asked.

I turned back to the faded circle. “I tried my best, Mr. Hudson.”

He sighed, then set the paper on the floor beside his chair and stood, walking over to the center of the living room. Bent over before him, I felt like a dog staring up at its master. He looked down, squinting to perceive the stain. At first, I thought I’d done a good job, believing he couldn’t see it. That was dashed when he spoke, “It’s still there in the carpet, maid.”

Defeat swept over me. “I just can’t seem to get it any better than that, Mr. Hudson.”

He clicked his tongue and shook his head. His eyes drifted along my back, down from my exposed shoulder blades to the little skirt, which had ruffled up in my vigorous cleaning. I could feel the bottom of my butt cheeks exposed. Naturally, that’s where he stared, that raging inferno glinting in his eye. My teeth nibbled into my bottom lip while I arched my back for him. What are you doing? Making him happy, I thought, wasn’t that the job? Then why are you getting excited? My cock spasmed, alerting me to its hardness. Precum leaked into the panties. Oh my god. I bit into my bottom lip as hard as I could.

Mr. Hudson dropped down onto his knees beside me. “Perhaps you require a little motivation, hm?”

“What sort of motivation, sir?” I listened to my voice, high pitched and weak. I couldn’t help it, that was all I could muster. Something was happening to my body and I was helpless to stop it.

“Punishment,” he answered, swiftly striking my bare ass with his wide, flat palm.

“Ah!” I shrieked, feeling the sting spread out across my smooth bottom. To keep from squealing, I bit into my lip again, which resulted in an uncontrollable moan. “Mmmm.”

He spanked me again, filling his house with the sound of my humiliation. I hadn’t been spanked since I was a toddler, and here I was, a grown man (or so I thought), bent over half naked in this man’s mansion getting my buttocks smacked like a naughty child. “A good maid knows when to go to extra mile,” said Mr. Hudson, “when to put elbow grease into the stains to get them out of the carpet.” He spanked me again, harder. Heat raced to my cheeks, no doubt leaving deep red marks. Again, harder. Harder. My mouth opened, I screamed a guttural moan and felt my cock quiver within the pink thong. I couldn’t lie to myself, I loved getting disciplined by Mr. Hudson. It wasn’t just the sensation of his strong hand against my bare ass, but the domination of it. The control. The sense that he ruled over me. God, it was so hot, despite the fact I thought I was straight.

Three more times he thwacked my buttocks, full hand reaching across both cheeks to clap them loudly through the mansion. The sound raced up the stairs, into the kitchen, and returned after echoing off the back wall.

When he finished, he stood, leaving me in that hunched over position, humiliated on my hands and knees beneath him, my ass beat red and exposed. I looked up at him sheepishly. Mr. Hudson turned me into a submissive slut with the strike of his palm. “You’re doing a terrible job today,” he informed me. “I’m very disappointed.”

“I don’t want to disappoint you, Mr. Hudson,” I said in a little voice.

He sighed. “Well, perhaps you may recover yet. I have to workout now, you’ll join me in the gym and clean the equipment. Understood, maid?”

“Yes, Mr. Hudson.”

“Get up.”

I pushed myself off the floor and carefully stood back onto the heels. Even standing, Mr. Hudson towered over me. I looked up into his blue eyes then proceed down the hall into his gym, listening to the click-clack of the heels against the floor. He followed behind, watching as I crossed my legs for him. When we entered the gym he removed his shirt, exposing his formidable physique, a hairy, broad chest and arms packed with stones. He laid beneath the bar and prepared himself for an initial set. A quick estimate of the weight count returned three hundred. Good lord, I thought. I could barely press a hundred. I watched him pump the iron a moment before he settled the bar back down and said, “Get to work, maid.”

“Yes, Mr. Hudson.” After all, I didn’t know what I was staring at. Perhaps I was envious of his masculine appearance. I was so feminine by comparison. Especially since I’d shaved my body for him, let my hair grow long. Except I enjoyed those things. More and more, I realized, each passing day a little closer to admitting it to myself. Today would be the day I finally embraced my feminine side entirely. While I used the spray bottle of cleaner and a handrag he kept in the gym for me, I wondered when he would touch me again. Secretly, I desired it. I could still feel the sting of his spanks in the meat of my ass. The sensation tingled, like a million little nerve endings firing at once, crawling out across my body. It made me feel vulnerable, embarrassed, and horny. I craved more.

I started with the mirror, spritzing the bottle at the reflective wall, then running the rag across it. In the mirror, I watched myself, a pretty girl cleaning the gym for a real man’s use. My lipstick still looked neat, as did my eye shadow. A real girl.

The admiration for my transformation was cut short when I spotted Mr. Hudson looming behind me. I inhaled as I spun around to face him. The sweat glistened across his chest, which heaved with each breath. He looked like a warrior fresh off the battlefield. “What are you doing?” he inquired.

“Uh…” I stammered, taken aback by his imposing frame. I’d watched him work out before, but he’d never approached me with his shirt off. It was an arresting sight.

He snatched the bottle from my grip. “Did I say clean the wall?”

I thought back to his instructions. What did he say?

“I said to clean the equipment,” he said, as though reading my thoughts. He sighed and his hot breath showered over my face and chest. “This isn’t even the correct cleaner for the mirror.”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Hudson.”

“You should be, maid. You know what you are? You’re not a maid today. You’re just a sissy.”

I swallowed. “A sissy?”

He grabbed my face, bringing it nearer to his. I lost my breath. Fear fluttered in my chest, but lust burned in-between my legs. “You need to be taught your place, sissy. Do I need to punish you more?”

“Yes, Mr. Hudson.”

He grinned at my misstep.

“Uh—I mean—”

“Oh, I heard you,” he said, then reached between my legs. I shrieked when I felt his fingers latch around the hot pink thong covering my penis. Then he pulled it down along my smooth legs until it reached my feet. I stepped out of the thong, becoming naked beneath the skirt of the maid uniform. The breeze from the AC floated past my raging erection, dripping precum onto my heels.

Mr. Hudson balled the thong in his fist then shoved it past my red lips into my mouth. I opened my jaws to let him, holding the thong in my mouth. “You’re a sissy slut, maid. Let me hear you say it.”

“Ah uh isthee thluh,” I said, struggling to speak with the thong in my mouth.

“Do you know why I put your slutty thong in your mouth, maid?”

I shook my blushing face.

“To keep you from putting your foot in your mouth.” He laughed. “Now, I’m done with the bench, clean my sweat off of it.”

I nodded as he handed me back the spray bottle, then moved over to the bench while he crossed his arms behind me. With the thong in my mouth, I knew when I bent over I would show him my naked ass. It didn’t matter, some part of me wanted to show him.

I bent over as far as I could to ensure the skirt lifted up my ass. I could feel my cheeks opening and my asshole puckering when the open air hit it. I was showing Mr. Hudson my butthole while I cleaned his sweat off the workout bench. The realization smacked me as hard as his hand when he spanked and I could feel the tension ramping up in my cock. More precum leaked from the tip. Without the thong to capture it, it fell in a long, clear stream to the floor.

“What was that?” Mr. Hudson asked.

I pinched my eyes shut, realizing he saw.

“Is that precum, maid?”

I turned back to stare at him, a ferocity in his eyes. He stepped up to me, plucked the thong from my mouth, then said, “Clean it.” After a moment, he added, “With your mouth.”

I dropped down to the floor where the few dots of my precum landed and opened my mouth, extending my tongue toward them. I licked up the precum while he stood over me, watching. “Good girl,” he said.

I groaned. “Thank you, Mr. Hudson.”

Then he said something that made my heart skip. “Time for bedroom chores.”

With Mr. Hudson behind me, I slowly ascended the spiral staircase. Careful not to roll my ankles, I laid each heel very purposefully upon each step. In all the weeks I worked as his maid, not once had I risen to the second floor. It seemed a private place, where only Mr. Hudson was allowed. He struck me as a rather discreet man, not keen to share much of his life with anyone. I didn’t even know how he was so filthy rich, despite never really leaving the house.

Careful, lay each foot down carefully. The shoes made it damn tricky, but I was determined to succeed. Hours upon hours of practice turned me into an expert. Turned me into a sissy. By the halfway mark up the staircase, I began putting a little sass into each stride, swaying my hips, crossing my legs, making a show for Mr. Hudson whose eyes I could feel like two burning pokers against my backside. He watched me like a hungry predator and my cock rebelled against the skirt. A flirty peek back over my shoulder revealed his own erection, a thick log bouncing between his legs as he followed me up the stairs.

I blushed and immediately returned my attention to the stairs, another wave of self-consciousness crashing over me. What are you doing? The answer, of course, was obvious: you’re seducing your boss by acting like a slutty maid. Yet that explanation didn’t quite connect, my mind still reeling from the discovery of my new identity. I was the maid. His maid, at that, and I was going to perform my duties for him, ego and sexuality be damned. Those were concerns for a later time, likely compounding into regret tomorrow, but today was for the delicious conclusion of our little game. I would burn all my pride and the shreds of my masculinity at the altar of Mr. Hudson.

I braced myself against the railing to balance, but in my caution, Mr. Hudson caught up with me. I felt his body suddenly press against me, his breath playing in the hairs on my neck. “Ohhh,” I shuddered.

His hand gripped my hip and pulled me against him, that tree of a cock rubbing against my ass. “Move faster, maid.”

He gave my ass a thwack. “Yes, Mr. Hudson.”

He released me and I stumbled my way to the top of the stairs. I managed to keep upright until that last step, catching the spike of my heel against the lip of the floor and falling forward. Sprawling out across the floor, the skirt flew up over my butt and I lay an embarrassed fool at Mr. Hudson’s feet.

Towering above me, he looked on disapprovingly. “You can’t handle the heels, maid?”

“Sorry, Mr. Hudson.”

“It’s alright,” he said. “Perhaps you should take them off.”

It felt like failure. “No, no, I can’t handle them I—”

He raised a hand and I fell silent. “You’ll take them off. And since you’re incapable of functioning in your uniform, you’ll remove all of it.”

My jaw fell open. I didn’t know whether it was fear or excitement tingling in my skin, but I began to sweat again, coating my body in a sheen. I carefully rose back onto the heels and followed Mr. Hudson down the hall and into his bedroom. He sat at the edge of his bed while I stood before him, a humiliated sissy maid.

“Strip,” he barked. “You don’t deserve the uniform.”

“Yes, sir.”

With shivering hands and a fluttering heartbeat, I stared into his captivating blue eyes while I undressed. I lifted the maid’s outfit from the skirt up, pulling until it slipped from my body and dropped to the floor beside me. Fully naked, I bent forward to unlatch the shoes and step out of them. Back on my bare feet, I felt puny in his presence, despite Mr. Hudson being seated on the bed. He was still a hulking giant, dwarfing me by comparison.

I blushed watching his eyes survey my nude body, the glistening, golden skin, the soft hips and belly, the smooth thighs, the feminine frame with the hard cock in the middle. There was no hiding how much I enjoyed being treated this way. He stood and my breath caught watching him rise before me. I stepped back, but his hand reached around to snag my hair. He pulled out the bun and let my brown hair unfurl around my shoulders. “Even naked, you’re still a slutty girl, aren’t you, maid?”

I nodded obediently, feeling a deep craving swell within my belly. “Yes, Mr. Hudson.”

“And whose slutty maid are you?”

“Yours,” I said, then nibbled into my bottom lip. His eyes fell to my mouth, the glossy lipstick coating my lips. He placed his thumb between them and I obliged its presence, opening my mouth for him. Pressing against the plump lip, he smeared the lipstick across, drawing a line over my cheek. Make me messy, Mr. Hudson, I thought. After being made into a slut, I wanted him to unmake me completely.

He shoved his thumb into my mouth then and I sucked. I don’t know why, but it felt like the right thing to do. I was in character, intuiting the right actions. Perhaps I read the instruction in his gaze, fire behind those ocean blues. My tongue lashed across the tip of his thumb while his other fingers wrapped around my soft jaw, forcing my head back and forth, causing me to moan. I loved his control, the way he commanded me with his words, with his touch, with his eyes. His free hand ventured south, gliding along my ribs, then my stomach, then around to the small of my back, sliding through the sweat collected there before slipping between my buttocks and grabbing hold of the left with shocking strength. “Mmmm,” I moaned against his thumb. Pressed up against him, I could feel the fat cock in his sweatpants becoming eager.

Then, abruptly, he parted from me, stepping back to the bed where he seated himself once more, watching me reel from his absence, naked and dizzy. It took a moment for my breathing to catch up. When it did, my eyes fell to his lap, where he had lowered his sweatpants to expose that monster between his legs. Thick, red, menacing, like a dagger of flesh. He wrapped one fist around the base, leaving still six inches more beyond his knuckles. It was the biggest cock I’d ever laid eyes on, bar none. That included porn, which I’d been an avid consumer of (and in that moment considered I hadn’t been jerking off to the women, instead watching them with envy).

“I sweat during my workout,” he informed me. “Since you fail to clean my house, I’ll settle for you cleaning my cock. Suck the sweat off me, maid.”

I swallowed. I had never sucked a cock before, the thought had never occurred to me. Yet, presented with the proposition, my mouth watered in preparation. Without thought, I moved to him, first dropping to my knees, then onto my palms, crawling over the carpet of his swanky bedroom to meet Mr. Hudson at the edge of the bed. He stroked slowly as I made my way, swinging my hips side to side, arching my back for his viewing pleasure.

Then I arrived between his legs and the cock loomed in my vision, a missile longer than my face. Panic swelled. You don’t know what you’re doing. I took a breath and peered up his muscular physique to those devilish eyes. They beckoned me forth.

I exhaled then lifted my lips to the shaft, placing them gingerly against the warm flesh of his cock, and gave it a little kiss. It elicited a rumbling moan from Mr. Hudson, which in turn caused me to moan. Pleasuring him pleasured me. I took hold of the base and slowly rubbed my face along the length of his penis, feeling the heat in my cheek. My lips met the tip and I wrapped them around the head like a lollipop. Sucking, I licked across the tip of his cock, sliding my soft hand up and down the massive organ.

“That’s it, maid,” he commended. “Good girl.”

I opened my mouth, leaving his cock on my bottom lip to answer, “Thank you, sir.”

Then, with our eyes attached, I dropped my mouth entirely around his cock, taking half of it in. Tonguing the eye, I made his growl with ecstasy. Yes, I thought, moan for me, Mr. Hudson. I wanted to make him as hot as he’d ever been in his life, prepared to become the naughty slut he needed.

While one hand stroked, the other cupped his heavy balls, and I serviced Mr. Hudson shamelessly, a girl between his knees giving him the blowjob of his life. He threw his head back and howled, loving the wet pleasure of my mouth. Then he looked down and caressed my face with both hands. I purred, bobbing my face farther down on his shaft.

His hands clasped around the sides of my head, covering my ears, holding my head in position. He’s going to face fuck me. I didn’t budge, kept rigid for him. “Take this cock, bitch,” he said before pumping that fat cock into the back of my throat. I felt the urge to gag nearly overtake me, but suppressed the impulse, intent to take him, all of him, every inch of that superior manhood down my throat. Spit collected on the shaft, dribbled down my chin, but I didn’t pull away. He kept fucking my throat and my own cock quivered, oozing precum from the tip. I felt it on my smooth thighs, rolling down to my folded knees.

He reached the base of his cock, my face pressed against his rock hard abdomen, and held me there. “You suck cock like a real bitch, maid.”

I tried to respond, but I couldn’t even breathe. Instead, my tongue wriggled underneath his shaft filling my mouth and throat. Tears sprung to my eyes, my face turned red, then purple. Before I passed out, he withdrew himself, a long string of spit connecting his cock to my lips. More of it poured out of my mouth as I coughed, coating my chest.

He grabbed hold of my face and thrust it against his wet cock, smearing my makeup all over my messy face. “You worship this cock, don’t you?”

Breathless, I responded desperately, “Yes, sir.”

He tapped the side of my face and stood, pulling his sweatpants over his raging hard on. “Good, now dust.”

I blinked, staring on in bewilderment. “Sir?” I asked, as if questioning, don’t you want to finish?

“Don’t make me ask twice,” he said, and I was up on my feet, the world still tilting back and forth while I swallowed deep breaths of air. I fumbled around the bedroom until I recalled the duster was tucked into the outfit. Bending over to retrieve it, I nearly fell, bracing myself against the bed to keep from collapsing. Apparently, as I had, a splatter of drool made its way onto the duvet.

His hand seized my arm immediately. “Did you just get spit on my bed, maid?”

I looked up to meet his angry gaze before turning down to find that indeed I had. A little wet circle soaked into the pattern of his soft comforter. “Oh, no, I’m sorry, Mr. Hudson.”

“Come here,” he demanded, seating himself again on the bed.

Before I could oblige, he tugged me over his lap, my cock rubbing against his muscular thighs. “Ohmmmm,” I moaned just before he swatted my ass.

“Naughty little bitch!” he shouted.

“Yes!” I screamed while he spanked me red. My ass jiggled relentlessly, the wet claps filled the mansion.

On the last spank, his hand rested against my stinging, hot ass, gripping the meat roughly. I chewed my lip and rubbed my cock against him. “You’re filthy,” he said in a calm tone.
“Yes, sir,” I groaned.

“Get in the fucking shower.”

He threw me from his lap and pointed toward the bathroom.


CHAPTER THREE

I sauntered through the bedroom to the adjoining bathroom, my bare feet crossing over the cool tiles. The master bath was huge, the size of my own bedroom, with a brightly lit vanity, jacuzzi hot tub, and a shower the size of my bathroom. The glass door opened to the brown tile interior. A showerhead descended from the center, a stainless steel square two feet on any side, with a hundred little holes where the water would rain.

I stepped onto the brown tiles, intimidated by the luxury of it all. Against one wall were two dials. One, presumably, turned the water on and adjusted the temperature, while the other performed some mystery function. Not knowing which was which, I spun the right until the overhead shower began raining a stream of warm water. It washed over my body, clearing away the spit and sweat from my skin. It heated my body, the steam filled my lungs. It reinvigorated me.

I turned to the second dial, curiosity compelling me. With my right hand, I spun the knob and suddenly streams from the walls shot out, water striking me from all sides. I startled, a little squeal escaping my lips.

“The second knob changes the setting.” I peered through the open door to where Mr. Hudson’s voice emanated. He was a dark silhouette in the growing steam, collecting in the bathroom. He had shut the door behind him and stood like a statue before it. Like fucking Bigfoot. Squinting, I could see he had removed his sweatpants entirely. Naked, his third leg extended at a right angle from his waist like an accusatory arm raised to finger me in a courtroom. He wrapped a fist around it and began to stroke. His eyes cut through the steam and I could see them running along my nude body. “Wash up,” he commanded.

The steam crawled down my throat to implant a warmth in my chest where my heart thudded. I rotated under the shower until my ass faced Mr. Hudson and then I began running my hands over my body, cleansing myself with the hot stream. My fingers grazed over my sensitive nipples, came down along my sides, reached back to caress my ass. I lifted each cheek, letting them bounce in turn as I dropped them. Then I went in-between, rubbing against my hole, getting hot, irreversibly turned on in front of this older man. It was over now, I realized, fingertips teasing my puckered asshole. I was going to be his.

Heavy, wet footfalls alerted me to his proximity, nearing the shower. I didn’t stop, continuing to rub between my buttocks. I could feel the water running over my sensitive anus, squeezing, then releasing, allowing myself to stuff a finger inside me. “Oh!” I shrieked to the surprise sensation. But then I moaned, pushing the middle finger of my left hand all the way into my butt.

As I retracted and stuffed again, I felt his strong hands wrap around my wet shoulders. The cascading water bounced off his chest and across my back, ricocheted all the way down. His mouth and nose pressed against the top of my head, burying into my soaked hair. “Good girl, finger that hole for me.”

“Oh fuck,” I gasped, continuing to work my finger in my tight hole for Mr. Hudson. His hands caressed my body, holding me against him, running down my front while my belly quivered.

“You’re so soft and beautiful,” he whispered against my hair.

My breathing shallowed. The finger slipped again down to my palm. “Thank you, Mr. Hudson.”

“Such a pretty little thing.”

I chewed my bottom lip, groaning with pleasure, with craving. He was teasing me and I was ready for him. “What do you like to do with pretty things?” I asked coyly.

He pressed his face against mine, then lowered his lips to my neck, chewing the flesh. I shut my eyes and laid my head against his shoulder, moaning unencumbered. Stubble scratched, but the sensation of his lips and teeth around my vulnerable neck sent me through the roof. Like a gazelle in a lion’s maw. Consume me, Mr. Hudson.

“Get on your knees, bitch,” he growled, then stepped back.

I didn’t waste any time, dropping to my knees in the shower, the water splashing over my face and body. I maneuvered forward until his cock was in my face and I sucked him desperately, like I needed his cock to survive. Wrapping both dainty fists around his enormous shaft, I bobbed my mouth along his enormous dick, my whole body working to please him. His fingers entered my hair and grabbed hold, groaning while I blew him like a good sissy slut. I understood my purpose in that moment, the directive to please a real man. Mr. Hudson became my reason for living, the need for money a forgotten memory. I didn’t care about getting fired, I wanted nothing more than to give Mr. Hudson my body for his use. He could do whatever he wanted with me and I was prepared to allow it. More than that, I would enjoy it, too.

Spit mixed with the flow of water running over my face, but I didn’t allow it to distract me, diligently working my mouth up and down like a machine over Mr. Hudson’s masculinity. “You look so cute with a cock in your mouth,” he told me.

I took my mouth off him for one second to reply with gratitude, “Thank you, Mr. Hudson.” Then I was back to work, sucking my employer’s hard on until he was prepared to fuck me. Because that’s what I craved most. I needed him inside me, filling me up, completing this humiliating transformation. Without that final act, I wouldn’t be a true sissy slut.

“Spank yourself,” he directed.

I obeyed, reaching back to slap my ass while sucking him. I grabbed the cheeks, pulled them apart, hit them to echo out from the tiled shower, all the while moaning, the vibrations pleasing him.

“What do you want now?” he asked.

A tiny part of me, an almost imperceptible voice in the back of my thoughts, cried out, pleading with my lust not to respond. It was the last trace of Anthony Peters making a desperate bid to prevent the final stage of my transformation. I thrust him into the depths as I took my mouth off Mr. Hudson’s gigantic penis and replied, “I want to please you with my ass, Mr. Hudson. I want you to fuck my pretty, tight butthole.”

He grinned, the water running off his features to fall upon mine. He puckered his lips and spit, which fell with the shower to splash across my face. I opened my mouth to swallow it. “Good girl. Stand up and give me that ass.”

Using his body for balance, I placed my hands against his rock hard physique and stood. He kissed me then, inhaling my breath until I had none left. Then he spun me around and thrust me against the tiles of the wall. I threw up my hands and planted them against the wall overhead while Mr. Hudson took hold of my hips and pulled my ass back toward him.

“Beg,” he said.

My eyelids fluttered along with my heart. “Oh, god, Mr. Hudson, please, please fuck me.” His hands played with my ass while I continued, “I need to become a sissy slut and I need your cock in my ass so bad. Please, please make me your dirty maid fucktoy, I want you to bang my ass until you shoot your fat load, Mr. Hudson. Please?”

With one hand, he cradled my face, turning it back to meet his eye. “Say that again.”

“I want you to bang my ass until you shoot your fat load, sir.”

He smirked nefariously. “The other part.”

“I need to become a sissy slut?”

He nodded. “That’s right. You know what you are and what you need, don’t you, bitch?”

Air expelled from my lips, seemingly never to return. “Fuck yes, Mr. Hudson. I’m a sissy sluuUH—” His cock stretched my hole, entering me with the aid of my spit and the water raining over us. I relaxed to permit its further stuffing, but it was almost too big. I couldn’t believe a cock was entering me, let alone one as large as Mr. Hudson’s. Gradually, he worked himself inside my hole and I squealed with delight, ecstatic at the sensation of being filled like a girl. My cock pressed against the wall, heightening my pleasure while I pressed myself against him.

It took a minute, but he eventually slipped himself entirely inside me and I could feel it deep within, my chasm filled by his manhood. Then, ever so slowly as if to toy with me, he pulled out, and his absence was almost too much to take. But then, as if reading my thoughts, he slammed back inside, clapping his torso against my buttocks. “FUCK!” I screamed.

He seized my throat, pressing his face against mine. “You like that cock, don’t you, maid?”

“YES, SIR!” I cried.

He pumped it inside me again. Nerve endings fired throughout my entire body, a firestorm of synapses relaying extreme pleasure all the way to my fingertips. The feeling of his cock sliding in and out of me was greater than anything I’d ever experienced. “You’re a girl that loves cock, hm?”

“Yes, Mr. Hudson,” I groaned.

“And you’d do anything for cock, wouldn’t you?”

“OH!” I shrieked as his cock slipped out of me, then pierced me again. “Yesss, anything, sir.”

“You need your sissy hole fucked or you’ll lose your mind, won’t you?”

I felt like I had already lost my mind and I never wanted to find it again. “Yes, sir.”

“Tell me you want this fat load again.”

“Oh, god, Mr. Hudson, I need your fat load, please come for me, I’m begging you.”

He wrapped an arm around my body and gripped my throat while his other hand pulled my hips back and forth onto his cock, shaking my body ruthlessly as he pounded my hole, working up to the edge. He was forcing me into my own climax, my cock slamming against the tiles with every thrust. “Take it, bitch!” he growled.

Then I felt it. Mr. Hudson’s cock sprayed a fat, hot load deep within my ass, coating the walls of my sissy chasm. It felt like a never ending flow of semen as he kept working himself deeper, the stickiness coating his shaft. In the excitement, my own orgasm lept from my penis to coat the wall with my juice. As he pumped me against the tiles, it smeared across me, turning me into a dirty, come-covered mess. I absolutely loved it. Even as I expected the shame to flood over me in the wake of our mutual climax, all I could think was how proud I was of myself for being Mr. Hudson’s obedient sissy.

“Good girl,” he said, kissing me.

“Thank you, Mr. Hudson.”


INTERESTED IN MORE?
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FREE TEASE
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Reid and Smith walk over to the door that was marked dressing room and find lingerie and makeup. They again looked at each other.

“Reid, what have you gotten us into?”

“How was I supposed to know the leader of the Thunder Dogs was gay, and he would choose us to be his pets? How bad could it be? We’re gay. It’s not like we don’t know what to do or what he’s going to do to us?”

Smith just shrugged and found some lingerie that was his size. He saw the case of makeup. “Are we supposed to put on makeup, too?”

“He did say to use everything in here.”

Reid finally found something that fit him, and they both sat down in front of the mirrors and began applying makeup. Reid wasn’t too bad since he had sisters, and he used to watch them put on their makeup. Reid was having a hard time.

“Here, wipe that off and let me do it.”

Smith wiped off the makeup he had putting trying to put on and turned toward Reid. Reid had already applied his makeup. “Wow, you look great. How did you know how to do that?”

“I grew up with two sisters. I used to watch them. I picked up some pointers.”

It wasn’t long before Reid had Smith looking like a million bucks. “There, what do you think?”

Smith looked at himself in the mirror. “Wow, if I didn’t know better, I would have thought I was a totally different person.”

They each grabbed a wig to finish off their ensemble and went out to find Damon.

Damon had been sitting in the shadows anxiously anticipating Reid and Smith’s return. His manhood was beginning to hurt, being squished in his tight black jeans. When the door to the dressing room opened, he looked up in disbelief. If he hadn’t known better, he would not have recognized the two men who walked out of the room. He moved forward hesitantly.

“My, God, you two are breathtaking.”

Reid and Smith both blushed. “Thanks.”

“Come on, follow me.”


THE END
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