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  I never thought I would end up dressing up like a whore every day, cleaning toilets and scrubbing floors, then servicing the man of the house. I was an 18 year-old young man. I was still a virgin when I moved halfway across the country from my family's farm in Oklahoma to California. But that didn't mean I was gay. I liked girls, even if I'd never had a steady girlfriend. I was tall and skinny, but I didn't think I was that bad looking. I just had crippling shyness when it came to girls.


I was hoping to meet some at college, maybe get a steady girlfriend for the first time. It was a chance to start over, in a place where no one knew me.

Except that didn't happen. Instead, I agreed to move into a spare room in a house owned by a friend of my mom's, Monica DeLuca. I'd never met her, but my mom had grown up with her, and they had been best friends in high school. They'd kept in touch on Facebook, and when my mom posted about me getting into college in San Diego, Mrs. DeLuca insisted that it was fate. They had a detached apartment upstairs in their house that they rented out from time to time, but it was currently unoccupied.

“I don't know, Mom,” I'd said. “Maybe I should live in a dorm. Or get my own apartment.”

“This IS your own apartment,” she'd said. “And they're going to let you stay there for free. I mean, you have to pay the utilities, but Monique says you won't have to pay any rent.”

Even if I got a job, like I planned, I was still going to have to take out loans to pay for school. Mom was right. It would be dumb to pass up a rent-free place to live. Besides, if I didn't like it, I could move out later.

Mrs. DeLuca was nothing like I had imagined. My mom was about as plain and boring as you can imagine, but Mrs. DeLuca picked me up at the airport in a bright blue Cadillac, and when she got out of the car, she was wearing hot pants and a red, frilly bustier that pushed her ample, freckled breasts into a plump bouquet of cleavage. She had curly platinum blonde hair, bright hazel eyes, and lips thick with bright red lipstick. 

She squealed as she threw her arms around me, and the musky smell of lilac filled my nose as her soft body pressed against mine. I felt my cock start to stiffen and tried to pull back, but she only squeezed me tighter. 

I couldn't help myself, and my face flushed hot as I felt my boner rise, pressing into her leg. She slid her hand down and patted it, laughing hysterically.

“Oh my!” she said, so loudly that half a dozen passers-by turned their heads to look at us. “Someone's happy to see Miss Monica. That's quite a little stiffy you've got there.”

I couldn't believe she was making a scene, actually drawing attention to it, and I was humiliated. Tears stood out in my eyes and my throat was so tight I could barely breathe. 

“Please,” I whispered. “I couldn't help...can we just go. Please?”

She waved a hand in front of her face and blew out a puff of air. It smelled like cigarettes. 

“Honey, don't be embarrassed,” she said. “Hell, I take it as a compliment.” She laughed again, then seeing that I wasn't in on the joke, mercifully turning to lead me to the car.

When we got back to her house, she showed me around. It was two stories, with a small apartment up the stairs along the left side. The apartment was small, just a single room with a tiny bathroom with a stand-up shower, but it was fine for me. 

That evening, Mr. DeLuca got home from work. He was a machinist, wearing dirty blue coveralls with his name patch: “Anthony.” He was a big man, with thick black hair slicked back, heavy eyebrows, and thick lips. He smelled like machine oil, and when he took my hand to shake it, I was worried he might squeeze too hard. Instead, he turned my hand slightly and gave it a soft shake, as if I was a girl.

“Well aren't you a pleasant surprise,” he said, looking at me with a strange, hungry expression. It made me uncomfortable, so I just said it was nice to meet him and slid my hand away.

Mrs. DeLuca had made spaghetti, and as we ate they asked me a lot of questions about home and what I was going to be studying at school. We'd gotten off to a strange start, but once I settled in, everything seemed fine. 




About two weeks later, I was in my apartment, reading a biology textbook when a knock came at the door.

It was Mrs. DeLuca. 

Her eyes were bright and she licked her lips before speaking. “So I know we had an agreement,” she said. “You know, to let you stay here for free.”

I nodded.

“And that's pretty damn generous, if I do say so.”

“Yes,” I said. “I really appreciate it.”

“Well,” she went on. “The thing is, you been eating my home cooked meals every night, too. Also for free. It just seems only fair that you pull your weight around here a little, don't you think?”

I thought they were being hospitable. But I was happy to do a little work if that was what she was getting at.

“Sure,” I said. “I don't want to take advantage of your hospitality.”

She laughed at that, then reached out and pinched my cheek so hard it hurt. “That's my girl,” she said. Girl? “I thought maybe you could clean around the house. What do you think?”

“Uh, sure,” I said. “I'm in the middle of studying right now, but--”

“Oh,” she said. “Well I was in the middle of cooking you a free meal, but if you don't have the time to help out...”

“No,” I said. “It's fine. I can do some work for you now.”

Her lips thick with red parted in a smile. 

She led me downstairs and handed me a feather duster. “The whole house needs it, actually,” she said, folding her arms under her plump breasts and staring at me.

I began dusting the nearest lamp, and she laughed again and headed to the kitchen, where I could smell meaty juices basting.

It took me over an hour to dust every surface in the house. By then, Mr. DeLuca came home, dirty and sweaty from a long day at work. He saw me dusting and smiled, giving me a thumbs up before heading to take a shower. 

After dinner, I had planned to study some more, but Mrs. DeLuca had other plans. 

“You know,” she said, “the floors in the house are awful. Would you be a dear and vacuum the carpets and mop the floors?”

My stomach sank. That was going to take all night. But I couldn't exactly refuse. 

“Of course,” I said. 

“Oh,” she said. “And take care of the dishes while you're at it, won't you?”

I stared at the plates on the table and the pots and pans piled in the sink. 

“Is that too much to ask?” she said, a thin layer of sarcasm creeping into her voice. 

“No,” I said. “That's fine.”

She reached out as she had earlier that day and pinched my cheek. “That's my girl.”




Over the next couple of weeks, she began to demand more and more of my time. I was washing the windows, doing the laundry, pretty much every household chore there was. And it was getting harder and harder to find time to study. I felt obligated, though, so I did everything she asked.

One day I came home from school and tried to climb the stairs to my apartment without Mrs. DeLuca seeing me, hoping to get in an hour of study before she fetched me to do some work. But she was waiting for me at the foot of the stairs.

“Come with me,” she said, her voice not asking, but telling, as if I were in trouble. She led me into the main house, into the bedroom. Spread out on the bed was a French maid's uniform. 

She giggled when she saw me staring at it, not sure what was going on. 

“I thought we could have a little fun,” she said. “You're practically our maid now, so you might as well dress the part, right?”

Okay, now this was getting weird. I shook my head. “Mrs. DeLuca, I'll do the chores, but this...”

She walked up to me, swaying her hips. She was wearing cutoff shorts today and a bright orange halter top, her freckled breasts jiggling as she moved. She moved right up against me and slid her hand between my legs. I instantly stiffened, too shocked to pull back.

Mrs. DeLuca grabbed my balls and squeezed, hard. I doubled over, the pain exploding up into my stomach. I gasped and dropped to my knees. She dropped with me, still grasping my balls. My eyes squeezed shut, tears trickling out, and I heard myself whimper as if from far away.

“You're gonna put that frilly little uniform on,” she whispered in my ear. Her breath was hot. “And you're gonna clean the house from top to bottom. You're gonna be our little sissy bitch. You know why?”

“Why?” I managed to squeak out.

“Because it's gonna be way better than what happens if you don't. Do you wanna hear what happens if you don't?”

The pain was so bright and harsh I could hardly even think, but I was pretty sure I didn't want to know what she was going to say.

She laughed and went on anyway. “If you don't put on that outfit and do exactly what I say, I'm gonna call up your pretty little mommy and tell her how I caught you sniffing my panties.”

“But I didn't--”

She squeezed harder and I snapped my mouth shut, groaning instead.

“I'll tell her you stole from us, too,” she said. “I'll tell her whatever I need to to ruin your life. She always was a snooty little bitch back in high school. She'll be downright mortified to hear that her little boy is a pervert and a thief.”

“Please,” I said. I didn't understand what was happening, but I just need her to let go of me. I'd do anything for that to happen. But she didn't.

“But you wanna know the real reason why you're gonna dress up like a whore for me and do whatever I tell you? Because deep down you like it. I could see it in your eyes the first time we met. You're a pathetic little sissy bitch, and you want to be treated like one. Don't you?”

“Please,” I repeated. 

“Don't you!” She squeezed one more time, and I cried out.

“Yes!” I screamed. 

“Yes what?”

“Yes, I want to be your sissy bitch.”

And then suddenly her hand was gone. My balls felt like they'd been stomped with steel-toed boots, but they were finally free. Aching, but free.

She stood over me and gave me a sharp kick in the ass. “Well, get a move on,” she said. “I ain't got all day.”

I struggled to get to my feet, cupping my sore crotch with both hands. Tears blurred my vision, but I saw the uniform once more, all black and white lace. This was crazy, like some kind of nightmare. But I believed what she said, that she'd try to ruin my life. Maybe it wouldn't be so bad. 

I undressed, down to my underwear. 

“Those too,” she said. “Off with them.”

I pulled them off, half expecting to see that my balls had been mashed into unrecognizable lumps. But other than being redder than usual, they looked fine. My cock, to my surprise, was slightly stiff. How I managed to get even a little aroused, or why, with all that pain, confused me.

Mrs. DeLuca gave out an approving whistle. “What a pretty little winky you've got,” she said. “Shame you won't be using it while you're here. Now go on, get dressed.”

I put on the maid uniform, pulling the outfit over my head. The silky fabric slid over my body to a perfect fit. Did she have this lying around? Had it been hers? Or had she noted my size and gone out to buy it?

There were white, thigh-high hose on the bed. And a garter belt. There were black high heels on the floor.

“All of it,” she said, overseeing me with her arms folded.

The ache in my balls had subsided to a dull thudding as I sat on the edge of the bed and pulled on the hose. They actually felt cool and soothing. I didn't really know how to put on the garter belt, so she helped me with that. Then I stepped into the heels, which were exactly my size. 

“Good,” she said. “Took you long enough. Now for the finishing touches.” 

She took me by the hand, gentle now that I was cooperating. But I was afraid of her now, wary about what she could do at any time. 

She led me to the bathroom, where a wig with straight blond hair sat on a styrofoam head. She told me to sit in the chair in front of the mirror, then she took the wig and slid it over my own hair. She straightened it, and stepped back to have a look.

“Mm hm,” she said, then started with the makeup. I'd never put on make-up before, and she showed me how. She showed me how to brush my cheeks with blush, how to apply eye liner and mascara. Finally, she handed me a tube of glittery pink lipstick. I turned the bottom of the tube and dabbed a little on my upper lip.

“Don't be shy,” she said. “Use plenty of it.”

I pushed the waxy tip against my lip and spread it liberally across the top and bottom. Then, as I'd seen women do in TV shows and movies, I puckered my lips.

Mrs. DeLuca laughed approvingly. Then we both admired me in the mirror. 

My breath was taken away. As a teenage male, I'd never been much to look at. As a girl, I was stunning. 

“You better remember how to do all that,” she said. “I'm not going to help you again. You'll need to get yourself ready every day when you come home, and both mornings on the weekend.”

I sighed. 

She reached down the front of my uniform and grabbed a nipple, twisting it. I yelped in pain.

“You have something to say?” she asked. “Something to complain about?”

“No,” I said.

“No, ma'am,” she corrected. “And say it in your sissy voice.”

I raised my voice to sound like a girl. “No, ma'am.”

With that, she let my nipple go. 

“And I want your whole body shaved for tomorrow,” she said. “All the hair from your ears down. Got it?”

“Yes, ma'am.”

“Now get to it,” she said. “The downstairs bathroom is a fucking mess.”

I headed down to clean the bathroom, stumbling in my heels, trying to get used to them. My feet already hurt, and the evening had barely begun.




I was on my hands and knees, scrubbing the toilet, when I heard the truck pull up outside. I had almost forgotten about Mr. DeLuca. He was home. He was going to see me like this. My stomach clenched, my face flushing hot. 

I froze, hearing him come through the door. He kissed Mrs. DeLuca, and they exchanged a few words I couldn't hear. Then they laughed. 

His heavy footsteps headed straight towards me. As he pushed the door open, I could see him filling the doorway, looking down at me and grinning with that hungry look. 

“There she is,” he said. “Ain't you beautiful. Stop scrubbing that shitter and come with me to the living room. I got a surprise for you.”

I started to get up, but Mr. DeLuca wagged his finger at me. 

“Did I tell you to stand up?” he asked.

“No,” I said in my little girl voice. “I mean, no Sir.”

I was more confused than ever, and my cock started to harden. 

“Good,” he said. “Crawl into the living room and start earning your keep.” He turned to go, and I followed, crawling on my hands and knees.

He plopped down on the sofa with a tired sigh, then spread his legs. As I crawled towards him, I saw Mrs. DeLuca leaning in the doorway to the kitchen, a wicked smirk on her face.

I looked at Mr. DeLuca and stopped. He was slouched on the sofa, leaning back, his legs spread open. 

“Come on, little girl,” he said. “Daddy's home.”

I knew what he wanted, and though it seemed terrifying and perverse, my cock was hard as steel under my skirt, no underwear to hold it in. I felt myself dripping on the carpet, and the shame of it all washed over me. 

I felt a kick on my ass, and turned to see Mrs. DeLuca. “Go on,” she said. “Give your daddy what he wants.”

God help me, I crawled up between his legs. I smelled his sweat mixed with the oily aroma of the machines he toiled on all day. And under that was the thick musk of him. 

I reached out and began to unbuckle his belt. He smiled, and Mrs. DeLuca laughed. I licked my lips, feeling the thick pink lipstick there. My mouth began to water. I couldn't help myself. I wanted to suck his cock more than I'd wanted anything in my life. 

I unzipped his pants and opened them like a birthday present. He was wearing boxers, and I reached into the slit and felt his thick, warm cock. I pulled it out and it sprung upright, the head a hungry purple.

I looked up at him, feeling sexy. I was his little girl. I was going to please him like a good girl should. 

I maintained eye contact as I parted my lips and lowered them over the head of his cock. I paused before putting it into my mouth, licking my lips and batting my eyelashes at him. I was eager, but a girl needs to know how to tease her man, doesn't she?

He groaned and smiled, and then I slid my lips over the shaft. I tasted the meaty saltiness of  his manhood and felt him shiver as I took it into my mouth. 

I tasted the first drop of pre-cum squeezing out into the back of my throat, a pungent, musty taste, but it turned me on even more. I curled my fingers around the base of his cock and began sliding my mouth up and down, looking in his dark eyes, now hazy with lust. 

Mrs. DeLuca sat on the sofa next to him, hiking up her skirt and putting a hand down the front of her panties. I glanced between her legs and saw the big wet spot on the pink fabric. I saw her run her fingers up and down the length of her pussy, then start making circles on her clit. She started to moan.

I turned my eyes back to Mr. DeLuca, to daddy. He was the one I wanted to please. He was the one whose cum I wanted to fill my mouth.

I squeezed and pumped the base of his cock while I worked my pretty pink lips up and down on him. My jaw was already starting to ache a little, but it was a good ache. I brought my other hand up and cradled his sweaty balls, massaging them gently. He liked that, moaning softly and closing his eyes.

My mouth was now full of saliva, mixing with his leaking cum. As I sucked and slurped, the wet noises filled the small living room. 

Mrs. DeLuca was rubbing her pussy and clit frantically now, but I could only see her out of the corner of my eye, as if she was far away.

Mr. DeLuca brought one hand up and stroked my hair. I was bobbing my head as fast as I could now, licking and sucking, focused on making him happy. I could feel a thin rope of my own cum dripping out onto the carpet. 

I don't know how much time passed. It could have been a minute or an hour. All I know is the feel of his meat filling my mouth was glorious. 

And I felt a mixture of sadness and joy when his body finally tensed. I didn't want it to be over, but I also wanted him to cum. 

He let out a long groan and pushed his hips up, jamming his cock at the back of my throat. I almost gagged, my eyes watering, but I was able to keep from coughing. 

Then the hot, pungent, gummy goo began to pulse into my mouth. It hit the back of my throat, threatening to make me choke, but I swallowed it, warm and gummy as it slid down into my belly. I thought it was a lot, but he wasn't finished. More squirted into my mouth, so much that it began to spill out over my bottom lip and run down my chin. I gulped down as much as I could, but it just kept coming. 

Finally, Mr. DeLuca slumped and gasped, and there was one more little squirt  of tasty hot juice. I drank it all, then began making sure I got every drop off his dick with my tongue. 

Mrs. DeLuca began to almost scream as she came, then she sank back into the sofa cushions too, leaving her hand down her panties.

Once I'd licked his cock clean, I kissed the tip, then tucked it back into his boxers. 

“How did I do, Sir?” I whispered in my little girl voice.

He chuckled. “You did real good.”

“You made a mess is what you did,” Mrs. DeLuca said. She stood up and straightened her skirt. “Clean this up, then join me in the kitchen. I'm going to teach you, and you'll be cooking all the meals from now on, too.”

“Yes, ma'am,” I said, lowering my eyes to the floor. And just like that, they had transformed me into their little, sissy bitch maid. They had brought out something inside me that I didn't even know was there, and I loved it.

Mr. DeLuca put a hand under my chin and lifted it up. He smiled at me.

“I'm gonna go take a shower now,” he said. “Make sure you lick this cum up off the floor, you hear me?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said. 

“But you did real good, and from now on, you're gonna greet me every day when I come home from work.”

I was already a little tired, especially my mouth, but my heart warmed at the idea of doing this again. 

He stood up. “I bet that little ass of yours is tight and unexplored, huh?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said. 

He chuckled. “Well, maybe I'll pop your cherry tomorrow.” 

With that, he headed for the bathroom, and I lowered my head to the floor and began to lick up the cum, settling into my new life as a sissy maid. 


  You like sissy stories, you little perv? Read more!
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