

The Landlord's Sissy Tenant

T.M. Vixen


Copyright © 2025 T.M. Vixen

Copyright © 2025 by T.M. Vixen

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

⚠️ CONTENT WARNING

This story contains explicit sexual content and dark themes intended for a mature audience (18+) only.

It includes depictions of forced feminization, sissy training, blackmail, power exchange, dubious consent, and humiliation. Reader discretion is strongly advised.


It was a Saturday afternoon in the middle of spring. I wasn't working today, and that made my day. I was a part-time cashier at a fast-food joint; I didn't earn much, but it was enough to maintain my university studies and pay rent in this shared house. I paid rent to Dylan, the owner of the house and my roommate.

Why did the homeowner want a roommate? Well... Dylan is a bit strange. He’s a businessman, comes from a wealthy family, and has everything women love—no, not just the money. He’s a man of almost 29, completely handsome. Big and wiry, huge muscles. He always had that serious, sharp face that would drive any woman crazy.

Everything the opposite of me. A "man" so small, so skinny, and so delicate that if I put on a wig, I could pass for a woman.




Dylan didn't like living alone; he always needed company. However, something weird was going on—his roommates usually didn't rent the place for more than three months. I’ve been here two months, and honestly, I couldn't complain.

Today I was alone; I had the whole house to myself. So I took advantage of the fact that no one could watch me, put an eye on me, or judge me, and dedicated myself to my hobby—which I love. I love sewing and making women's clothing: dresses, skirts, things like that. It’s a hobby I shared with my ex-girlfriend, Justine.

She used to sew and make garments that she would then make me try on, because—as I said before—I tend to have a rather feminine body, and we didn't differ much. We were almost identical physically, and that—for her—was quite exciting.

I should have felt weird about those things, but over time I came to find a taste for it, and today, not having her, doing what I did with her makes me feel closer and miss her less.




So for the last 6 months, I've been sewing and trying on women's clothes. A few minutes ago, I finished a great work. It was a blouse and a simple skirt.

I checked the house. I made sure there was nothing, no one—only Dylan and I lived there. I checked the time; Dylan usually returned at 6 PM, so I had about a 4-hour head start. The perfect crime.

I took off my clothes completely, leaving only my underwear so as not to be naked. I looked in the mirror and appreciated my bare, freshly shaven torso. If only I had two breasts, I could be a real woman, I thought. I took the skirt. It was black, high-waisted, and obscenely short. It squeezed my ass and waist so tight it forced me to arch my back. Now I continued with what I thought was the best part—the blouse. It was liquid white satin, as shiny as it was slippery, seeming to melt onto my skin. It clung so tightly over my shoulders and chest that it managed to highlight the absence of my masculinity.

I was enjoying these moments of relaxation, however... When I looked in the mirror, I noticed the reason why I believed it was my best work. I didn't see myself in the mirror; I didn't see Bruno. It was another person; it was a woman. A slut? That weird idea passed through my head, and I started to laugh and play with myself. With a smile on my face, I thought about how silly and sexy I looked and how I could pass as a woman. I struck multiple poses, playing around, biting my fingers. I tried to make sexy faces. I was having so much fun!

A supremely stupid—and exciting—idea passed through my mind, to the level that I felt a "small" erection pushing against the tight leather of my skirt. I thought about the clothes and accessories my ex, Justine, left behind. Wigs, makeup, and even—I think—some fishnet stockings. I checked the time; there was still time. With excitement, nervousness, and a bit of shame, I took the time to check the box of her things and take what was necessary.

Once I was back in front of the mirror, I started to get ready, to make myself prettier and prettier—than I already was, of course. I took the fishnets and put them on. I felt the rough nylon biting into my flesh. Unlike silk, fishnets don't caress; they mark. The black grid dug into the softness of my freshly shaven thighs, creating little diamonds of pale skin that bulged out. Making me feel as if I were a piece of meat freshly wrapped and ready to sell. Driving me, perhaps, completely crazy. Every time I crossed my legs and saw myself in the mirror, the friction of the net reminded me of how exposed and cheap I looked.

I continued with the wig. It was a black wig with bangs. I put it on. The black hair fell in soft waves down my back, transforming my already soft features into those of a more classic "bimbo." I looked over my shoulder, mimicking those looks I had already seen in various magazines and porn videos: big eyes, long lashes, and a finger grazing my lips with fake innocence and a lot of playfulness. I looked in the mirror; I looked like an expensive doll, one of those women who don't work, who simply exist to be looked at and touched. And under this skirt, my small, playful penis throbbed with excitement.

The afternoon passed with me toying in front of the mirror. Exciting images passed before me that I couldn't control my lust, and I rubbed my penis over the skirt many times. I noticed the heat of pre-cum sticking to the boxers I was still wearing, and I thought about taking them off, and so I did. I was without underwear.

Maybe you'd think everything was getting out of hand, that it's no longer simply a hobby I had, but I didn't have anything in mind other than having fun.

Now without underwear, I started masturbating under the skirt. It was a furious masturbation, as if I were releasing things that were repressed. I spit into my soft, delicate hand. And I spread that hot gob of saliva over my small, fleshy penis.

The heat exceeded itself, and I came to feel that burning eruption rising up my penis as if it were a volcano. I was ready to explode. Until a—flash—interrupted me. It was a photograph. Someone took a picture of me!

It was Dylan. He got off work early and didn't call. He had a malicious smile on his face while pointing his phone at me; he was filming me. This couldn't be possible! He captured me masturbating dressed as a woman! My life would be ruined, my job, my university. My family couldn't find out about this!

I grabbed a towel I had nearby and covered myself with one hand while with the other extended, I tried—uselessly—to cover the camera and my face.

"What are you doing?!" I screamed desperately, with the disillusionment that my life was completely ruined.

"I ask you exactly the same thing," Dylan said with a voice so serious, as if the disappointment were his.

"Here we have the neighborhood slut. Look how he dresses like a woman!" Dylan said right to my face.

"Please, stop, I can explain!" My pleas were useless; he kept recording me.

"What will happen when this reaches your job? Or your family? What would your mom say!" Dylan let out a small laugh, as if he were enjoying it.

"Please, I'll pay you my whole salary, I'll clean the whole house by myself, I'll cook for you, I'll do whatever!" I begged

.

Dylan stopped recording and put away his phone. As if my pleas had convinced him, because something must have interested him. He approached me and looked me directly in the eyes. I felt how that gigantic man made me feel more vulnerable than I was, as if I were simply—a woman. His gray eyes drove into me like a wooden stake in the heart. He caressed my cheek with his fingers—what is he doing?

"Poor girl," he said with a voice so low it seemed like a whisper.

Girl?! Did he say I'm a girl? He's crazy! I'm a man!

"You wouldn't want me to share this with the whole world, right?"

I looked at the floor and shook my head no.

Dylan took me by the chin with his rough, hard fingers. He looked me in the eyes again and said: "Then you'll have to be my girl."

"You... what?!"

When things calmed down more, Dylan served me a cup of tea in the dining room. We sat at the table. To discuss things more clearly. He told me everything. He lost his partner; she left him for another. And he feels alone. He simply wants someone to "take care of," but why me? I'm a man! This is very gay, I thought. How could a man like me be taken care of by another? Disgust and nervousness invaded me so much that I couldn't finish my tea.

"Starting today, you won't pay rent. But you'll have to dress like a woman, act like one, and serve."

I was dumbfounded. What did he mean by "serve"? And above all, I'm not a woman! I was about to stand up from the table and defend myself screaming when Dylan said something that convinced me.

"Forget about your job. You have everything covered. Absolutely everything. Your university goes on my tab."

I smiled immediately. I wouldn't work in that damn place anymore! And I just had to do something I loved! Wear women's clothes!

"And you must call me Daddy, okay?"

I ignored what that meant, because my life is—almost—solved!

"Yes, Daddy!" I said with excitement.

Dylan caressed my head—I still hadn't taken off the wig. I had to be strong; I had everything covered. I just had to let myself be treated like a woman!

"Well, I'm tired," he said, and immediately gave me a sweet, warm kiss on the forehead. Thousands of questions flooded my head, all while my stomach was churning. I felt humiliated and used. A kiss on the forehead? A man... kissed my forehead... I'm not gay!

But I also felt protected, and an overwhelming heat invaded my body. By the time Dylan left, I realized something extremely terrifying: I had an erection.


◆◆◆

That night, it was hard for me to sleep. I had so many things to think about—and feel—that I couldn't keep my head still. To start: tomorrow I wouldn't have to work outside anymore—which is certainly gratifying—but instead, I have to work here. I have to act like a "woman," or whatever it was Dylan wanted to tell me. Act like a woman... I think. I've dressed delicately, worn makeup, used thousands of wigs, but I never thought about what it means to act like one or simply what one is.

For me, being a woman is: being a delicate flower, ready to be protected. As fragile as glass and as beautiful as the moon. The simple idea of becoming one provoked an erection right there in bed in the early morning. And while I rubbed my small bulge—now a woman's—I thought about that warm, sweet kiss Dylan left me today. He asked me to be a woman... And he treats me like one. I don't think this is gay, right? Gays fuck men, suck cocks, let their asses get fucked. Not me…

While those ideas and thoughts ate away at my mind on a cool spring night, I couldn't help masturbating. When I realized it, I had two delicate fingers of my left hand in my mouth, sucking and licking them. And with my right hand masturbating intensively, as if tomorrow I wouldn't have a cock anymore and it was the last time I'd do it. I think: about dressing as a woman, acting like a woman... When I was finally about to ejaculate, a humiliating and perverse idea crossed my mind: fucking like a woman, sucking cocks like a woman. That was when I ejaculated oceans. An uncleanable amount of semen fell onto my flat, feminine stomach. And just as I came, I fell asleep.

I woke up a bit late in the morning. I didn't hear the alarm. When I came out of my room in my pajamas—shorts and a t-shirt—I found a cardboard box at my door. That box had a lot of women's clothing, makeup, wigs, and even a small letter.

"Just because you don't work in that dirty joint anymore doesn't mean you get to slack off. You work for me now. My girl doesn't wear pajamas. Put this on and start cleaning. I want the house spotless by the time I get home from the office. From: Daddy"

An overwhelming heat. That humiliating, shameful, and certainly "arousing" sensation invaded my small body. I really belong to him, I thought. I'm no longer just a feminine man—a femboy as they say on the internet—but a guy three times my size is my boss and will use me however he wants.

Inside the box, folded and stored so subtly, was my "work" outfit. It was a maid costume. French maid, as they usually say.

I locked myself in my room with a slam. My heart was beating so fast it could—if it wanted to—leap out of my chest. I'm really going to dress as a woman! A few days ago, I masturbated watching a porn video of a Sissy being fucked by three guys while she did house cleaning dressed as a maid. Three cocks in one little ass. Three cocks just for her.

I noticed I had another erection, and maybe a little pre-cum was hanging from there. I'm disgusting. Truly, my family would be ashamed of me.

I sat down and thought about everything I went through to get here. The mistreatment at work, the mistreatment in my ex-relationship, and the mistreatment in my family. When will I be able to be happy, without abuse and without being judged by others? And finally, I understood.

Dylan opened the door for me. And after years of hiding my hobbies, he managed to know me. A real person saw me dressed how I wanted and when I wanted. He just feels lonely and gave me an opportunity I never thought I'd have. To live doing what I like.

I decided. I opened the door and brought the box in. If Dylan wanted a girl, then he'd have the prettiest girl in the world. I looked in the mirror. I'm not Bruno; I'm Bruna. I'm a vain person, and I love looking good, so I hope what he chose in terms of fabric and such is good, I thought with a smile, already complaining. What a silly little girl I am.

I took the garment out of the box, and the black silk slid through my fingers as if it were dark water. It wasn't a simple dress; it was a whisper. The dress was reinforced with boning that squeezed my waist, forcing me to have that hourglass figure I perhaps desired in my deepest—and lustiest—dreams and hidden pleasures. But the worst—or certainly, the best—was the short skirt. It was shiny black satin and ridiculously short, with a white lace trim. It barely managed to cover the necessary when I was standing; I knew the moment I bent over to clean, my ass would be in the air and exposed... to Dylan's view.

The apron was purely a mockery. A triangle of immaculate white lace that tied at the back with a giant bow, accentuating the curve of my feminine hips but covering absolutely nothing. I put the velvet choker on my neck; it felt tight, as if I were a dog dressed in elegance. Dylan was crazy if he thought I could go out like this. The moment someone visited the house, I'd have to hide. I looked like one of those porn girls, and a little bit, maybe that idea turned me on. How humiliating, I thought while trying to accommodate my erection, which wouldn't stop rising every time I thought about the idea of being treated like a woman.

I was about to put on the headpiece: a small white lace headband. But I forgot a supremely important detail: my wig. My black wig with bangs. As my waves fell over my shoulders, I thought about Dylan and how exhausted he must be at work.

When I finished arranging my outfit, I saw myself in the mirror. But I didn't see Bruno—or Bruna—anymore. I didn't see a man or a woman. I saw an object. "Act and serve like a woman," Dylan's words repeated in my head. And I smiled. I didn't have to be anything else, nor think for myself. Just be an object, a sexy object. Ready to serve. I thought about masturbating multiple times, but I didn't want Dylan to punish me when he arrived—or maybe I did? Anyway, what could happen? He couldn't hit a woman.

I was feeling very different from what I once was. I wasn't just a woman anymore. I was a slut; I was dressing like a slut! I'm a heterosexual man getting excited, getting hot, and masturbating dressing as a woman and a slut. But sluts act, fuck, suck dicks. They attend to their men, and I don't do any of that. Why do I feel like one?

At the bottom of the box, I found part of the dress. They were white silk stockings that went up to the thigh and were topped with satin bows, making my soft, feminine legs look endless and sinful. Finally—and most humiliating—the shoes: black patent leather heels, classic stilettos. Putting them on, I felt my calves tense and my ass lift in a majestic way. Cleaning in these would be hell but... dammit, I felt like the most expensive slut in the catalog... And I loved it. Part of me wanted—wished—for Dylan to get home from work already.


◆◆◆

Weeks have passed since I started working at home as a maid. The routine—humiliating, but fun—came to seem very comfortable to me, so I didn't have—nor would I have—any complaints.

The routine is as follows: I wake up early, put on my tiny, tight maid outfit. I clean absolutely the entire house, from the dust under the sofa to the cobwebs accumulating in that remote corner of the house. And when Dylan arrives from work—usually tired from his meetings—I make him food. I serve his meal; I attend to him as his woman should.

He usually rewards me with his words. Words that were humiliating to me—I'm a man!!—but that little by little began to gain affection—and heat—in me. Words like: "What a sweet girl." "Such a good girl." "I'm so happy with you." And let's not forget those little kisses on the forehead he gives me when he goes to sleep.

This is too easy! There is no easier way to cover my expenses than doing this. Besides, things happen that never happened in my previous jobs: they compliment me!

However. Today has been different. Dylan won't be working from the office anymore; he'll be staying home doing home-office. Which, if it's already humiliating for him to see me cook for him, imagine what it's like for him to see me clean in these stilettos!—which, by the way, I've completely mastered.

So I got dressed, took a breath, and started my workday. It was morning, and we had already had breakfast. Dylan was on the sofa with his laptop doing who-knows-what. While I was cleaning the kitchen windows, I could see myself in the reflection. I didn't see Bruno anymore; I saw a beautiful woman. I smiled after seeing myself; I felt so precious. I don't think this outfit would fit anyone as well as it does me—and I genuinely believe that.

I could feel Dylan's sudden glances from the dining room. I know it must seem uncomfortable for him to look at me, his male roommate dressed as a woman cleaning, but it's what he asked for, and I must give it to him, right? As I continued my routine, I had to bend over—and give my back and ass to Dylan—to clean under a small cabinet that the broom wouldn't reach, only my rag. I bent down, got on all fours, and started cleaning.

I could feel Dylan's gaze on the back of my neck. His agitated breathing and even the rustle of his hand loosening his tie. While I cleaned and the atmosphere filled with testosterone, my small erection—of a disgusting slut, let's be honest. What man would have an erection cleaning? It only happens to sluts!—wouldn't let me concentrate, and I realized something supremely terrible!

I wasn't wearing underwear. My anus, so tight and pink, was completely exposed to Dylan's gray, sharp eyes. He could see how my little disgusting slut balls hung right above a small clitoris that I call a penis.

When I realized this, I felt such a great heat that my pale pink skin turned almost orange from shame and humiliation. I tried to get up suddenly to cover myself—because shame had won—and forgot I was under a piece of furniture. So upon getting up, I hit my head slightly, and not only did I look worse now, but I looked like a clumsy maid!

I looked Dylan in the eyes. It's over, I thought. Now not only did he see me dressed like a damn slut, but he saw my tight ass! Nothing could be worse than this.

Dylan returned my gaze, looking so serious that I felt terror, and my little ass clenched tighter and tighter. He closed his laptop abruptly and stood up from the sofa.

"You've cleaned enough. I'll see you in my room in five minutes," he told me in a tone that sounded like my former boss punishing me for burning the burgers.

As he got up and went, he didn't look at me. He walked right past. It's over, I thought. He's going to "fire" me; he's going to kick me out of the house. Thousands of unknowns stalked my brain. I didn't know what could happen. I expected the worst.

I didn't even take the time to take off the outfit; I knocked on Dylan's bedroom door. And the door opened by itself, as if it were an invitation to enter from a ghost.

There I saw him. Dylan was on the bed... Naked?! He was waiting for me without clothes! And his huge cock, maybe about 19cm (7.5 inches), was there. Erect. Veiny, fleshy, and with a glans so pink I could see myself reflected in it. It was like it was inviting me. Taste me, it said.

It was the first time I'd seen a naked man; I didn't know what to do, what to say. What did he want me to do? Why was he waiting for me like this? Wasn't it gay to see another man naked? So, while the questions flooded me, I closed the room door. The already tense atmosphere sharpened. And we stared at each other.

"I want you to clean me," he asked.

Clean him? But that's very easy! My heart calmed down. And I took the small damp sponge that was next to him. He used to use a damp sponge to relax after a lot of stress. He told me that when we were normal roommates. So it doesn't seem strange to me that now, as his maid, he asked me to do it.

I passed the sponge over his huge, fibrous, muscular back. I descended over his thick waist. And now came the worst part of the job—the front.

His round and—biteable—pectorals looked at me while I passed a soft, warm sponge over them, which made his nipples erect. Hard moans came out of his mouth. And that made me erect a little. How can a male moan make you erect? Don't be a slut, Bruno, I told myself.

I descended slowly down his abdomen, knowing his crotch was next. His member was still erect; how could it be?

And when the moment came, my heart started beating so hard again. My breathing couldn't be contained, and my small clitoris couldn't stop releasing pre-cum. The moment I put my hand on his penis, another moan escaped his mouth. And I couldn't help but continue. Maybe harder.

I continued cleaning his penis, which was already clean.

"Look at me," Dylan demanded.

I looked him in the eyes while I cleaned him. Over the top, slowly over that sensitive glans. Underneath, where those beautiful round balls connected.

I continued looking him in the eyes while cleaning him. Again, that humiliating and shameful sensation was happening. It makes me not realize things and made me think: You are a damn man and you are cleaning another man's penis!

When I could think clearly, I realized I didn't have any sponge in my hand. And the cleaning was done exclusively skin to skin. With my delicate hands against his hard, huge penis. I was masturbating him.

He didn't ask me; he didn't demand it. I, like a slut and—sissy—left my work aside and started masturbating him. Something activated in me when I heard those hard moans.

Dylan wouldn't stop moaning while I looked him in the face; he couldn't maintain eye contact because the pleasure wouldn't stop. I could tell by his hard nipples and the amount of pre-cum running down my hand.

"This isn't clean enough," I noted, like the good maid I am. And immediately, I put the hard, fleshy, veiny penis into my wet, hot mouth. Dylan let out a moan that sounded like a scream.

I had a penis in my mouth for the first time! Like those porn girls I masturbated to so much. He was so erect I couldn't think if it was gay or not. I started sucking like a good beginner. I couldn't fit it all in my mouth; the hot tip of the glans hit the back of my throat.

But I had my two hands free. So with one, I squeezed his balls—they were the first balls I'd ever touched!—and with the other, I continued masturbating him. I was being his slut.

He not only humiliated me and made me feel ashamed. He made me his maid, and now he is making me his slut! And I certainly—am enjoying it.

Dylan pushed me away, and I thought I did something wrong. That I crossed the line and acted like an uncontrolled slut. Someone had to control me.

"Daddy...?" I let out with a voice already so feminine.

"Easy, my treasure. I'm going to reward you for everything."

Dylan took me by my small hips. With a simple movement, he managed to throw me onto the bed as if I were a piece of meat. Sprawled on the bed, in my maid outfit and with a slutty look. I knew what was going to happen. I don't know if I was ready, but I was there. And I had to work.

He threw himself on top of me, and we were glued, face to face in a position close to missionary. He kissed me. His thick, rough lips touched mine. And his tongue, as rough and hard—as his cock—intertwined with mine.

It was the first time I kissed someone after breaking up with my ex. And it was a man. But it didn't matter; I wanted more. That kiss, so hard but so soft for the soul, caused me to get erect again. He noticed it and started rubbing it over the top, as if it were a clitoris. I couldn't help but moan; my moans were no longer like his, masculine and hard. They were fragile, as if I were a porn slut. As if I were a woman. I moaned with the same pitch as my ex. And that excited me more.

He got on his knees, took me by the waist again, and turned me over. I was back to him. He bent me, and I was on all fours.

He reached over to the nightstand and took a good anal lubricant. I was afraid, but I read on the internet that the best thing for those moments was to relax, because the anus had to be relaxed. Every time I thought about a cock inside me, I smiled, and my little ass got wetter and wetter.

Now lubricated, and having me on all fours, he hiked my maid skirt up to my waist. I felt his hard penis wanting to enter my tight anus. He took his time. And with patience and saliva, he managed to enter.

I had a penis inside me! I was a man, and I had a penis inside me. The humiliation and thinking about what others would think of me made my little ass squeeze him, and Dylan let out harder moans.

I pushed back. I wanted more; I couldn't stand just having the glans. I wanted it all. He got fed up.

"Oh, so you're a real little slut, huh?" he groaned.

He had me on all fours, my skirt up to my waist. The white lace apron bounced against my back with every hard thrust. While I gritted my teeth, the sound of his pelvis hitting my large exposed buttocks—clap, clap, clap—filled the room and echoed in the deepest part of my mind.

He wasn't just fucking me: he was rewriting me. With every deep thrust, I felt Bruno disappear and only Bruna remain. His huge cock touched my sweet spot, forcing me to moan like a woman, high and desperate. Like a slut receiving the best fuck of her life.

"You like it, slut?" whispering in my ear and biting my neck, Dylan let me know that this was the way he planned to pay the rent. "Do you like paying the rent like this? Do you like serving Daddy?"

I looked in the bedroom mirror and saw a large, masculine man destroying the ass of a small-bodied slut, who was dressed as a servant on top of it. My white stockings clung to my trembling legs while he used me, claiming his property, reminding me who owned the house.

I couldn't help it anymore. My mind, destroyed, could only think of cock. Of his beautiful, hard cock inside me.

The moment Dylan leaned in and gave me a kiss on the neck, I lost myself completely.

"Do you like serving Daddy?" he repeated. And I, with my mouth open and drool falling, eyes rolling back, could only nod and push my ass back. Begging for more.


◆◆◆

The following days turned into a routine—a very precious one. I cleaned our house; I made our food. And when Dylan arrived tired from work, I received him with a good blowjob full of saliva. To then be rewarded by getting my ass fucked real hard.

I stopped using wigs. My hair grew on its own, and I had that beautiful fringe I loved. My tits, for some strange reason, grew. Looking in the mirror, I can only see a beautiful woman. A precious sissy.

And only thinking with a smile, about how they are going to fuck my ass today.
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