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THE MAKING OF A SISSY MAID 



I am dressed in a short black pleated skirt with a metal cage locked around my penis. I’m laying across the back seat of a large car; my instructions are to keep my head down. 



We are speeding through narrow deserted country lanes, surrounded by fields. We are heading for her home and my new job. 



I can see a milky sun through the car windows, glinting from behind low clouds which are racing across the sky. The sky is empty, there are no airplane contrails crossing it like interlinked expanding cobwebs. Nothing is there except the clouds and the birds. 



Ms. Payne is driving and she says she is keeping to the back roads to avoid the eager attention of the police. We aren’t supposed to be out. She was not sure how she would explain why she had a man laying down on her back seat wearing a skirt, stockings and blouse. 



I wish she would concentrate on watching the road instead of throwing long glances back my smooth shiny legs. My hair-free legs are encased in light tan nylon stockings, it’s a bit cool and she thought they would keep me warm. I suppose that was nice of her but I’d have preferred a pair of trousers. 



I glance again at my legs. She put me in female shoes, Mary Janes she said there were called. I have no idea. She says she will find something even more feminine for me at her home. 



My legs look good in the shoes and stockings, which I find an odd thing to think. These are my legs, not some attractive young lady’s. 



I suppose these are not normal times and I have to keep my head down. You’re only permitted one person per car and you have to have a damn good reason for being out. We’re supposed to be in lockdown. However, she wants to get me back to her home. She has plans for me she said. 



She is enthusiastic about me becoming, what she calls, her general assistant. So keen, she’s taking this risk to get me back to her home. The job description she gave me sounds more like a maid, housekeeper and servant. I’ll soon be finding out. 



She says I am perfect material. I really don’t understand what she sees in me, I’m not so tall and I’m slim with thick lush hair. She told me her current housekeeper is a very pretty girl like me who needs someone to help her and a  playmate, someone just like me. 



I have no idea what that is supposed to mean. I’m not a girl, despite what I’m wearing. And she said the word  playmate in a strange way, with a wide leer across her face. As if it meant something else. My new boss is an odd lady and this is a most unusual situation. 



She doesn’t seem to be a nasty person though, quite the opposite. It’s just that it seems as if she thinks that putting me in a tiny skirt is somehow a caring move. She says I’ll grow to love pretty clothing. 

 

I’m not sure I agree although my irritating erection struggling to inside a metal cock-cage, contradicts my opinion. I was not happy when they locked me in the cage but she said it was for my own good. How can that be? My penis is locked up. 



My little cage is made of thin metal bars spaced about half an inch apart which means that my penis is completely visible pressed hard against the cool steel. She told me proudly that it as the best cage available: medical grade. 



There’s a small hole at the end which she told me is for me to pee through as the cage is not coming off any time soon. I do need to ask her to loosen the ring around my balls as it’s becoming sore. I hope she will take it off completely. Or maybe not. It has a certain attraction that I haven’t yet been able to fully understand. 



I’m fidgeting against the car seat, and she tells me to keep down. My bum feels strange. It has a silicone plug inserted. It took her a bit of effort to get it in before we set off, even with all the gel she applied. It was a little painful, if I’m honest. I’ve never experienced anything so humiliating in my life. 



I was bent over with my naked bum in the air and my caged cock hanging down as she and her friend Ms. Kendall, had pushed the butt plug in. She said my bum hole will stretch in time and become looser and much wider. She said that was important as I would need to be much bigger for what she had in mind for me. 



She didn’t elaborate further except to say that I would be providing her with much entertainment in the coming weeks. And for her friends once the current crisis abates. 



I’m concerned about that. It can’t be good for you to have your bum stretched, although she says lots of people do it, there’s nothing to worry about and it improves things. 



I do not understand why she wants my bum hole larger? What possible purpose would that serve? She says I will to want something inside me more often, in time. I can’t imagine that, although at times, when we hit a pot hole in the road, the plug goes a bit deeper and I get an unusual sense of stimulation which sends tingles down my penis. 



This adds to my discomfort since it wants to expand into a full-blown erection. It can’t of course; the metal cage is seeing to that little issue. 



Ms. Payne was staying the week with her friend, the aforementioned Ms. Kendall. Ms. Kendall was a wealthy lady and I was living there as a kind of butler. Ms. Payne, took a liking to me and said that I was being wasted as a butler. She asked Ms. Kendal if she could have me as her 

‘general assistant’. Ms. Kendal agreed instantly which was deflating, she said there were plenty more where I came from. Take him, she told Ms. Payne. 



It was the next morning, a couple of days after the lockdown down into effect, that Ms. Payne said it was time for her to go home. With me. She said she had a few changes to make to me 

before she could leave. They stripped me and put me in the cock cage, skirt and stockings. I have no idea why. 



I did struggle, but they were far too strong for me and Ms. Kendall pinned me down by sitting on my face. I suppose I didn’t struggle as hard as I could have in truth. There’s something about two attractive ladies stripping you off and then doing things to you. I don’t know why Ms. Payne then spanked me. I hadn’t caused that much of a problem. 



Ms. Payne flips on the radio as I think about that. She starts chatting to me from the front seat. 

She is telling me that she wants my hair longer and that it was going to be blond. She glances back at me and her face is radiant. She’s enjoying this. 



I don’t know what to say. I don’t want blond hair. I have brown hair and that suits me. I look to both sides rapidly. The hedgerows flash past. There’s no one else around. What happens if we get to a busy road? What if someone were to look in to the car from a van or something when we’re at traffic lights? 



I can’t believe I’ve allowed myself to get into this situation. I can be far too submissive and acquiescent. I don’t know what to do. I don’t know if I want to do anything. There’s something exhilarating, electrifying about my situation. I know it’s wrong, I should have been tougher. I’m confused. I don’t have to be here. It’s not as if I’m physically imprisoned, I’m free to go should I choose. If I did, I’d be homeless and without money. And dressed in girls’ clothing. 



I sit back, feeling the car’s air conditioning gently blowing under my skirt and through the bars of my cock cage. 



There’s no escape, I now belong to this strange alluring lady. I look up at the back of her head.  I have to wait and see what happens when we get to her home. It’s the only option. I rest my head on the black leather of the seat and look through the car windows to the silent cloudy sky. Birds are swooping free. 



I have no real idea exactly what she is going to do with me. 



I have an idea I’m going to find out very soon. 



I’m being thrown around in the back seat as Ms. Payne hits sixty miles an hour on these twisting turning country lanes. I have no idea where we’re headed, beyond the fact we’re going to her home. 



I’m thrown forward and there’s a long squeal of rubber on road. I crash into the back of the front seats then down to the floor. My legs are in the air and my skirt around my stomach. I hit the central hump and lose the breath from my stomach. We’ve stopped dead. 



“Oh shit,” Ms. Payne grumbles through gritted teeth. 



I push myself up off the floor and back to the seat. I try to sit up to see what is going on. Maybe 

we’ve hit a cow or a sheep. I didn’t hear a bang although she had braked hard. 



Ms. Payne spots my movement in her rear-view mirror. “Get down, stupid,” she growls. 



I throw myself down on the seat again. I want to ask what’s going on, but I’m worried she might snap at me again. 



The butt plug squeezed out of my bum when I fell off the seat and it’s loose in my panties. I don’t know whether to push it back in or leave it. Instead I pull the hem of my little skirt down to cover the outline of my cock cage. The plug is uncomfortable. I consider this to be preferable to it being in my bum. I’m sure Ms. Payne will have a different opinion later. 



I forget about the butt plug as I’m distracted by the sound of footsteps approaching in a slow methodical manner on the driver’s side of the car. Slow and deliberate, closer and closer. My head is behind Ms. Payne’s seat so I can’t see a thing from my prone position, but I don’t like this one bit. 



Tap, tap. Knuckles rapping on the window. A click and the smooth electrical whir of the window lowering. 



“Yes officer, is there a problem?” Ms. Payne’s voice is different, soft and girly almost. 

Deferential. Guilty. 



“Two problems actually, madam.” A young female voice, polite yet flat and officious. 



My stomach knots. I try to push myself into the seat. I wonder if I can be seen past Ms. Payne and the center console. There’s a weakness in my legs and my stomach twists tighter. 



“First, we clocked you doing 60mph.” The flat female voice again. Almost bored but a superior tone. “You are in a 30mph area. Secondly, there’s a lockdown. You need to give me a good reason for being out.” 



“I’m sorry, officer.” Ms. Payne’s voice recovers some of her assertiveness. “I didn’t realize the speed. I’ll be careful next time.” 



“Step out of the car please, madam.” 



It’s as if a heavy stone falls from the front of my stomach to my back and hits the seat below me. 

I try to mold myself further into the seat. I hear Ms. Payne’s seat belt unclip and the seat-belt spring into the holder. Her door handle squeaks on dry hinges and she gets out. 



Her door remains open. I hear the female police officer asking for Ms. Payne’s driving license. 

Then more footsteps. This time they are on the passenger side of the car. The officer is still with Ms. Payne. Who is this? The dull thud of rubber soles on asphalt continues. Steady, sure and confident. 



I close my eyes and find myself squeezing my palms into tight balls, my nails digging into the skin. It reminds me that Ms. Payne told me they were far too short and I would be growing them. 

Long. 



Tap, tap. Knuckles on glass. I open one eye, not wanting to see anyone. A face is pressed against the window of the rear door. there’s small dark hat on her head, like a bowler. It has a black and white checkered strip around it and a bright metal badge in the center. Shards of straight blond hair fall from her hat and two large ice-blue eyes are staring straight at me. 



“Get out of the car please, madam.” It’s a different female voice; a similar authoritative flat tone. 



I don’t move, I can’t move. 



“Now would be good.” Her eyes fall to my stockinged legs which look long, sheer and feminine. 



The rear door opens and the police officer steps back. A luminous yellow safety jacket hangs over her dark boiler-suit type uniform. I sit up, trembling. I’m a man dressed entirely in girly clothing. How the hell was I going to explain this? 



I slide forward and out of the door. I place my feet on the road surface, black Mary Janes on black tarmac. A gentle wind gusts my skirt up for an instant and my hands push it down instantly. The officer has caught a flash of brilliant white panties. And the hard outline of a cock cage frame. 



On the other side of the car, Ms. Payne was recovering her confidence and debating the rules of the lockdown with the other female officer. 



A faint nauseous feeling swims in my head as I get out and stand. I look down at the officer, she’s a good ten inches shorter than my six foot three inches in the Mary Jane heels. Her mouth drops and remains open as if gasping for air. Her head moves up to my male face and hovers over my short-parted hairstyle. 



It then goes down over my pink fitted tee shirt with puffed sleeves, over my eight-inch long pleated skirt, my smooth shiny stockings and to the shoes. Then back up. Her mouth closes tight as if she just realized she looked like a fish. She swallows. Her cheeks flush, there are two red circles, bright against her porcelain skin and light lips. 



I feel her eyes tearing into me. Excruciating, exposing, humiliating. I hate every second of this. 

Something twangs inside my belly, like an elastic band breaking and flicking hard against the sides. The feeling shoots down into my penis which surges against the cool metal frame of the cage. My penis wants to explode into life, to grow big, hard and firm. It wants to be a raging erotic erection. It can’t. It’s held back, digging into the bars of my prison. I’m frustrated. I’m caged and emasculated. 



The officer looks across the top of the car to her colleague. “Sergeant Hedges. I think you should see this.” 

 

I can’t believe Ms. Payne got away with it. We had been speeding at 60mph in a 30 limit and we were out in the COVID-19 lockdown. I was sure the two female police officers who stopped us were going to issue a penalty fine. 



Instead they became distracted by my appearance. I was a six-foot male dressed in a short skirt, stockings, high heels and with a cock cage and no panties. I suppose I was an unusual sight for them. They told Ms. Payne they had seen a lot of things as police officers, but this was a first. 



I haven’t known Ms. Payne long, but I am already learning that she can be rather manipulative. 

She used the police officers’ shock, and intense interest in my overtly feminine attire, to her advantage. And, unfortunately, to my disadvantage. 



So how did Ms. Payne get away with her speeding and confinement fine? She invited the two young officers to dinner after their shift finished. She told them I’d be serving them. Dressed in a pretty maid’s dress. That was news to me. 



I wasn’t keen on Ms. Payne’s plan, nor their expressions at the thought of this. The officers accepted Ms. Payne’s offer rather too quickly for my liking. They told Ms. Payne to get home and not to go out again except for shopping. Ms. Payne bundled me back in the car, saying that I had been her shopping. 



That made the two officers laugh. 



It’s currently 6pm and I’m sitting naked in a foam-filled bath upstairs in Ms. Payne’s sumptuous six-bedroom house in the upmarket area of the town. She is standing by the bath wearing a white plastic apron, latex gloves and an expression on her face that looks as if she can smell something bad. 



She tells me to stand. “You need to be spotlessly clean for tonight. We have two lovely young guests arriving and you will be the show.” 



I have no idea what she means but I stand and the water and the bath-foam, slides off my smooth hairless body and into the bath. Ms. Payne leans in towards me and runs a latex covered hand over my legs and body. She nods although her face is still full of distaste over something. Maybe it’s my straining erection. 



She nods satisfaction at my smooth skin. She made me put hair removal cream over my entire body then scrape it off. I then washed it away in the bath. I have no hair below my neck, even around my penis and balls, which look strangely feminine by being so smooth and hairless. 



I’m not sure why this whole episode is so sexually charged for me, but it is. This is despite Ms. 

Payne’s apparent lack of interest in me and her being dressed in what looks like a sterile plastic white medical apron and those latex gloves. 



She lathers soap into her gloves and concentrates on soaping the index finger of her right hand. 

She breathes out slowly, it’s as if she’s annoyed about something. 



“Bend over sissy.” 



I’m momentarily surprised at her command until a firm hand on the back of my neck pushes me over. A sharp pain shoots up my bum hole, which then fades as quickly as it appears. She had shoved her soaped finger up my hole all the way in one swift movement. 



“I need you clean and fresh for tonight, sissy.” 



My initial reaction was as if I had an obstruction there. She wiggles her soaped latex finger around inside me and things started to feel different. This is a first and I enjoy the sensation. She then withdraws her finger; I almost expect a pop like a Champagne cork the way she takes it out. 



Sissy is not my name, obviously, I seemed to have lost all my rights including my old male name. Every time she calls me sissy, I feel a jingle in my tummy. She’s treating me as if I were her personal property, like some kind of slave. I have always liked being told what to do, it’s easier. This is something different. It’s as if Ms. Payne actually enjoys being bossy. 



“We can’t have this,” she announces in her plummy English middle-class tones, tearing me out of my thoughts. 



She flicks at my erection with a single finger, then washes her hands in the bathwater. She keeps her gloves on. 



I am nervous about her not wanting my penis. What did she plan to do? 



“Get out and get dried, sissy.” She thinks for a moment, her eyes flying over my erection. “What we do with your little clitty is a problem for another day. It’s just not very feminine.” She sounds disappointed. 



I step out of the bath and grab a large pink towel from the heated rail, still wondering why she would want to do anything with my penis. I dry myself and she watches. My erection was not going to go down anytime soon, if anything it’s even stronger. Ms. Payne may have been touching 50, but there was something about her that attracted me. 



She snatches the towel away and throws it on the floor. My erection rages, the end red and swollen, my foreskin fully retracted. She holds out a glass dish and tells me to take it and hold it in front of my clitty. 



I have no idea why she called my penis a clitty; I think it best not to say anything all the same. 

She stands to the side of me and wraps a gloved fist around my rock-hard penis. 



“I do not want you with this monstrosity of an erection when the two nice young officers arrive. 

It’s just not feminine.” She shakes her head as if she can’t believe I should have an erection. 

“The nice young police ladies might want to play and I do not want you looking like this. 

Besides we need to put this back away in the nice little cage.” 



I’m not keen on the cock cage. I lose that thought as she starts to rub her fist up and down my erection. The latex grips onto my skin in an oddly stimulating manner. I should complain but the events of the day, especially the bath, have made me desperate for a release. 



I feel the first rumbling along the shaft of my hard penis within seconds. Ms. Payne is leaning away from me with that expression of distaste. It’s as if she is sucking on a bitter lemon. This makes this all the more exciting. I explode into the glass container with a shriek. That was one of the best orgasms I can remember. She pulls at my penis as if milking on an udder to get the last drips out. 



“Wipe yourself clean, girly.” 



She passes me a packet of wet wipes. 



“Make sure you clean properly behind your sissy foreskin.” 



I blush deeply as she peers at me cleaning carefully around the head of my penis. She grabs my penis and inspects it. She grunts an approval and drops it. 



She takes a tight hold of my flaccid penis again and pulls me roughly out of the bathroom. She strides along the landing to a bedroom along the passage way, the skin around the base of my now tender penis stretching like a sail. She pulls me into the room, her hand tightening around my penis. 



Hanging on a single rail in the middle of the room is a pink satin dress. It is exceedingly short, flared from the waist with several stiff white petticoats under the shiny material. There’s a small white cotton apron fitted to the front. 



Laying across the top of a chair I can see a pair of black fishnet stockings and a black suspender belt. A pair of black patent leather shoes with 4 or 5-inch heels glisten in the light next to the chair. 



“Put your clothes on, sissy.” 



I gasp. What is this? “But Ms. Payne, I can’t wear these clothes. They’re ridiculous.” 



She sighs deeply, shaking her head. She lets go of my penis. She tugs off her latex gloves and drops them disdainfully at her feet. 



SLAP. Without warning her hand whips across one of my bum cheeks. SLAP. Again. I put a hand to my bottom and feel a weal in the shape of her fingers there. SLAP. I double up as she slaps my penis and balls. It stings; I’m still sensitive after cumming and her tugging me to the bedroom. 



“Never. Ever. Tell me what to do or answer me back, except to say  yes Ms. Payne.” 



Her eyes glare like two enemy search lights. She then relaxes, her point made as she sees me cower. A small smile comes to her face. 



“Put the pretty dress on and the stockings and shoes. There’s a good sissy.” 



Her eyebrows lift, waiting for my answer. 



“Yes, Ms. Payne,” I say, still cowering slightly, like a beaten dog. 



I go over to the dress. I lift it from the railing. It feels smooth and light in my hands, feminine, sexy. I am amazed that my penis twitches in response. I am feeling I might get hard again. So soon? 



“Hurry up. Stop admiring the pretty dress and put it on, you useless girl.” 



She moves towards me with a hand raised. I quickly unzip the back and pull it over my head. I hope for a modicum of coverage; I’m feeling exposed so naked. It slips on over my body like a glove. The waist is higher than I am used to and clinches my body just below my chest. It seems to be elasticated. It flares out from the waist. I can’t see beyond the wide circular flare of the dress to my genitals. I can tell it is far too short to cover me by the cool breeze. 



I do not understand the point of wearing clothing that exposes me fully. Isn’t clothing supposed to clothe you? 



Ms. Payne spins me round and zips up the back of my dress. It is more like a blouse with a wide frilly waist than a dress. Ms. Payne pulls the suspender belt around me, clips it together and helps me into the stockings All the time her face is close to my penis as she clips the stockings onto the belt 



I fight like crazy to avoid another erection. It is futile as it surges to full hardness once again. It is the heady mix of the dress, so soft and feminine, the stockings on my smooth legs and Ms. 

Payne’s demeanor. My legs look like girl’s legs. 



Ms. Payne then produces the dreaded cock cage. She tells me she doesn’t have time to milk me again and tries to force my penis inside the metal case. I squirm and it’s painful. The pain makes it softer and she says a triumphant yes and clicks the padlock into place around it. Trapped once again. 



 Ding-dong.  Ms. Payne looks up. “Ah the doorbell. The two nice police officers are here. Be a good girl and let them in.” 



I look at her with horror. 



“Now sissy.” 
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