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“He put my cock into his mouth, and began to work it. I could feel his tongue swirling around it, his need clearer with time. He went from bully to sissy in a matter of hours, and he looked so cute like this. A few more days being a sissy, and not even his parents were going to recognize him as their son.

God, he was good with this. His tongue swirled more and more around my cockhead, tasting every drop of pre-cum that I had. He was needy, and he was making sure to let me know that with every touch and rub of his tongue. His mouth worked so hard to create only absolute pleasure from this, his cheeks so red with desire for the person with the bigger dick.”


Chapter 1

Mark and Me

Mark was such a brat. There was not one single day where he didn’t take advantage of me because I was a woman. Studying with him in college was always like hell on Earth, and he knew that very well. He always made sure to keep that clear to me, thanks to him bullying me when having class, dinner or whenever I was sitting at the patio. Fucking brat liked to be a nuisance all the time.

I was so relieved when he got kicked out. That happened almost too late, but I still enjoyed that last year without him around. I eventually graduated, and started to look for work. Little did I know, however, that finding one was going to be easier said than done. I almost gave up.

But then, when I was sitting at home, sipping a drink, I heard the phone ringing. I picked it up without actually thinking that it was going to be someone about to offer me a job, only then to be surprised when the person at the other side mentioned hiring me to take care of his brat.

Apparently, the guy was an adult already, but didn't enjoy acting like one. I had seen that sort of thing before, and was thus not surprised.

What shocked me was having found that said dude was no other than Mark, the same guy that bullied me for such a long time.

He was all alone when he opened the door for me. His eyes met mine, and for a moment neither of us seemed to know what to say. I stood there, at the doorway, my hand on my waist, waiting for something other than that awkward stare to happen.

It was then that the man of the house broke the silence. He came in from behind Mark, a smile on his face that few people were ever going to manage to forget, and his wife was just behind him.

"Thanks for coming. Payment will be transferred to your bank account once we come back."

His wife followed him out, and the two looked like they were going to have the night of their lives. Must have been pretty tough being this rich and successful with life, I thought as I looked at them getting into their car. It turned at the intersection, and when they were out of sight, I hoped that Mark was not going to be at the doorway.

However, that was just wishful thinking. Mark was still standing in front of me, and this time, he had a smile on his face that made my stomach turn. He looked worse than he did back in college, and all I was certain about was that I was not going to let him bully me again. I was done with that.

He didn’t go to his bedroom, as I was hoping he would do that. Rather, he decided to watch a movie as he slouched on his couch in the living room. 

Other than caring for him, I was supposed to clean the place, which was what I decided to do now. That was going to give me some much-needed minutes to think about my actions from now on. I needed to do something so that he was not going to turn me into his prey again.

Being away from him was like being in another place entirely. I just lost myself in my own thoughts as I admired the beautiful house that they had. It was such a shame that Mark was the one who was going to have it all for himself once his parents were dead.

I felt safe here. So safe that I also felt horny too. Mark didn’t know this, and I had no plan of disclosing this to him, but I was a futa now. I subjected myself to the transformation after realizing that I was going to have a very hard time finding a job. 

I now had a dick that most men would be envious of. I didn’t know what his size was, but if things were to take a turn for the worse, than I could show him the kind of thing that I was hiding. I was sure that he would be surprised.


Chapter 2

His Transformation

I was mopping the floor when, all of a sudden, Mark appeared from behind me and showered me with a bucket full of cold water. I raised my head to meet his eyes as the water trailed down my body, my heart in full hatred mode. Oh, this guy gonna get what he deserved!

He ran, and I hurried after him. He went to his bedroom, and closed the door. Still feeling the cold water all over my body, my dress soaked, I said, “Look, I know that this is not easy for the two of us, but I have something that will pique your interest.”

He walked over to the closed door and shouted, “Huh?! You have something for me?! How ridiculous and pathetic. Amanda, you have always been a nuisance, and now that you work FOR ME, you are going to regret ever being born!”

That was it! I had enough of that bastard, and he was going to pay for everything that he made me suffer. I kicked the door once, but it was not enough to open it. I heard Mark whimper, and I kicked the door again. “What the fuck?! Are you trying to get fired?!”

“Maybe. All I know is that I am done with you!”

I kicked the door once more, this time, with greater force and trying to shift my whole weight to my foot. The hinges were broken, and then, the door fell onto the floor. I stepped into his bedroom, and found Mark standing beside his bed with bulged eyes. His face was pale, and it then that I knew that I had him.

It was the first time that I was seeing his eyes bulged in fear of me. He didn’t think that I was going to have enough force to knock down his door. It was with that occurrence in mind that I decided to put into practice a dream of mine. I was sure that he was going to like it.

Mark tried to punch me, but I held his arm in place. I was not going to let him abuse me anymore. All the injections I took to become a futa were finally going to pay off today because, right now, there was not much that he could do to stop me from turning him into a sissy.

Feeling my overwhelming strength, he got into his knees, and I could notice his eyes tearing. Little man wanted to cry, but not even that I was going to allow him to do. It was why I slapped him multiple times until he asked, “Why?”

Oh man, he knew why, but he didn’t want to admit it. Now, he was the woman, and I was the man. Or rather, I had the bigger cock this time.

I took off my dress in front of him. Mark was about my height, so when he knelt down, his face was right about the line of my waist. My dick was making a silhouette on the pair of boxer briefs that I was wearing, and I let the sight of that be his first step to sissification. The rest was going to come as the night passed.

“What?” He asked in complete disbelief.

He brought his hand up, and touched my shaft as if it was a magnet. I could feel his fingers running along my erection, feeling it. My dick was pulsing, waiting for him to put it in his mouth, but that was only going to happen later. Right now, I was just enjoying watching Mark worshiping me like this.

“It’s so much bigger than mine,” he whispered, taking me closer to my climax, and I had to contain myself. I didn’t want to cum this soon, especially when I had so many plans for Mark.

“Tell me, Mark. Do you want to become like me?”

He nodded, his eyes begging for my mercy, but he was not going to have any of that. Right now, I was the bully, and he was going to have to endure me for the time being.

I grabbed his hand and guided him to the bathroom. It was spacious enough for the two of us. “Take your clothes off. I have so many things that I want to do with you naked.”

Slowly, but surely, he took his clothes off, and I could see the embarrassment in his face. When his underwear was on the floor, I noticed the size of his dick, and well… it was even smaller than I had imagined. Poor little man had thought that he was the biggest in college.

I guided him to the bathtub and demanded that he take a bath. He did that, and I had to keep him in check so that he was not going to make this last longer than it needed to be. I made him take a bath because I needed to remove his stench. Did he even take a bath yesterday? His stench was so strong that it made me think that he didn’t.

Now that his body was wet, I gave him the razor and ordered him to shave off his body hair. He looked confused and that he was not going to do that, but showing him my dick’s silhouette again convinced him. If he didn’t do as I asked of him, he was going to get something much worse to his manhood.

Mark got off the bathtub and used to towel to dry off his body. I gave him some of my clothes that I was going to use to work here, and he looked stupefied at me. “It’s the right size. Trust me,” I said, and he put them on him.

They were the clothes for a French maid, and that was part of the reason why I was working here. The whole set included a black dress with white trim, a full skirt above knee length, white half-apron with ruffle, a lace headpiece, long stockings, high heels, a feather duster, and a white lace garter. He looked so cute like this, and it took him so long to put everything on. The poor man never before this felt inclined to lean to his more feminine side, which was the one that he had been trying to hide his whole life.

After that was over with, I made him sit on a stool which I put in front of his big mirror, and put beside him a makeup set. It included the primer, foundation, BB cream, concealer, highlighter and a bunch of other things that a sissy maid like him needed to look right. I could see the gleam in his eyes telling me that he was liking this, which made his transformation even more rewarding for me.

With that out of the way, there was just one thing that I needed to deal with, and that was a wig. I could not have a sissy maid walking around the house looking as if he didn’t finish his transformation. It was for that reason that I scoured the whole place until I found a wig with long, black hair that I gave to him.

He looked at it as his eyes gleamed with delight. He put it on, and now he looked like a proper sissy maid. Untrained, sure, but I was going to get to that part later. Right now, there was something else that I needed to do.


Chapter 3

My Plaything

“Bend down and bring your ass up. I have something that I want to… reward you with.”

Under my mercy, he was never going to think about disobeying me. He bent down, showed me his ass and I squeezed into his asshole a buttplug. His face flinched, and I noticed the pain that his body felt, but that was so much worth it that I didn’t care about his reaction. I just could never have a sissy maid without a tail. Mark looked perfect with the one that I made him wear.

He checked the tail with his hand, and I looked at him. I contemplated the new Mark, and how he was so different from the bully that used to torment me. He thought that he was going to play with me again in his house, but he didn’t imagine that I was not the same person, and that I was willing to have my revenge. Now that he looked this cute, there was something that I wanted to do with him.

“Do you want this, sissy Mark? Do you want my big dick in your mouth?” I asked when his eyes, once again, stared at my bulging silhouette.

He knelt and nodded, his eyes the very definition of begging. Slowly, I moved my pair of boxer briefs down until my dick escaped its prison and jumped out looking very hungry. A bead of pre-cum fell from the tip to the floor, and Mark admired its trajectory with lust in his eyes.

“If you want my cock, Mark, then you have to ask for permission. And, make sure to do so with a very girly voice.”

Mike’s throat worked as he tried to think of how to do that. Then, he said, “Can I play with your dick, Amanda?”

I slapped his face and said, “It’s Mistress Amanda. You have to talk to me as your better.”

His eyes were teary, but the lust in them was clear. He was going to swallow even more of his now almost dead pride, and he going to do so just for the chance of sucking my dick.

“Please, Mistress Amanda, can I suck your dick?”

I smiled, content  with his transformation and my revenge, and said, “Yes you may, sissy Mark.”

He wrapped his fingers around my dick, his face showing just how happy he was to have this opportunity. For a moment, he just stared at my big slab of meat, unclear of how he was going to proceed with this. He looked so cute with all the makeup that I made him wear.

He put my cock into his mouth, and began to work it. I could feel his tongue swirling around it, his need clearer with time. He went from bully to sissy in a matter of hours, and he looked so cute like this. A few more days being a sissy, and not even his parents were going to recognize him as their son.

God, he was good with this. His tongue swirled more and more around my cockhead, tasting every drop of pre-cum that I had. He was needy, and he was making sure to let me know that with every touch and rub of his tongue. His mouth worked so hard to create only absolute pleasure from this, his cheeks so red with desire for the person with the bigger dick.

I grabbed the hair of his wig, and used it to dictate my desired rhythm. He didn’t pose any resistance as he allowed me to fuck and ravage his mouth. I moved my hips forward and backward, and as I did that, he continued to bob up and down along my length. For now, it seemed that he was not okay with putting everything all the way down his throat, though I was going to change that very soon.

Oh God, I didn’t think that he was going to be so good with this. He was taking me close to my absolute orgasm; I could just feel my balls tightening as he continued to take more and more of me. Fuck, I was going to lose this, and I was going to feed him with my seeds.

“Jesus, you are doing wonders to me,” I hissed, and that brought a smile to his face as he continued to mouth me.

I could look at his sissy body, and I admired it. It took a lot of work, but I managed to make him look as I wanted him to.

I was so close to cumming that I grabbed his hair tighter and forced my full length down his throat. Mark gagged, but that didn’t stop me. If anything, his struggle only fueled my fire even more, as I pushed his head down to the point of planting his face against my shaved pubic skin.

Mark gagged more, and I could notice his face reddening, I didn’t stop. I pulled and pushed his head, each time planting his face in my pubic region. I repeated the same thing multiple times until I was on the verge of exploding.

And then, it happened. I shot my seeds down his throat, filling him with my cream. As I did that, I continued to plant his face down on me, though I was never going to keep that up for long, thanks to having lost some of my strength during my intense release.

My dick twitched and pulsed inside his mouth as it continued to feed his hunger. His throat worked as he began to swallow my thick excretion. His eyes were the absolute definition of someone that needed this, and that he was going to need much more. Oh, I was so going to come back here to treat my sissy maid with my cum.

I moaned and groaned, feeling my release happening as if there was no end to it. His eyes told me that he was loving this. Mark was not going to need anything in his life if he could have me every day. If he continued being so cute like this, then for sure I would be coming here to make him mine again and again.

When I eased my dick out of his mouth, he lost his balance and fell. He got back on his knees, stared at my dick and flicked his tongue out. That was his way of telling me that he needed more of what he just had, and that he also was in need of something else. I looked down at the tip of my cock, and noticed a drop of cum there.

I shook my dick to notify Mark of what I wanted him to do next, and then he licked the drop of cum that was hanging off the tip of my cockhead. I moaned when I felt his tongue graze my still rock-hard muscle.

Mark now collapsed on the floor, and this time, he was not getting back up soon. I sat beside him and put his head on my thigh. I sang a song to put him to sleep and admired his sissy face as his eyes closed.

He was now my sissy maid, and despite everything that he did to me in the past, I was going to make sure that he was treated right.
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