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SWEET LITTLE SISSY MAID




CHAPTER 1

The room was really nothing special. Just a vintage, metal-framed bed made with plain white sheets, a small dresser, a desk, and one of those cheap fabric closets, all crammed into maybe a hundred square feet of space. It looked like it belonged to the servants’ quarters of a grand seventeenth century house out in the country or something — like everything was designed to be intentionally drab and out of place when compared to the rest of the intricately decorated house, but just perfectly fitting for a servant or a maid. But of course, at the time I didn’t really know any better. As far as I was concerned, I’d have been happy with a cupboard under the stairs if that’s what I was getting.

Thanks to my ex-landlord, I was in a pretty big pickle. Steve, his music-majoring son, had decided it would be a great time to drop out of college and return back home to do what he really wanted to do instead, which was starting a punk rock band with a few of his friends. I’d been renting out Steve’s room, and my official move-out date came to be just a month before my final exams. Yeah, that was probably up there as one of the shittiest things to ever happen to me.

I was a third-year engineering student at one of the best universities in the country. I had big dreams and ambitions, partly born out of being the first in my family to go to college, let alone do a STEM degree. I fantasized spending my days crunching numbers, working with cutting-edge technology at a great company, and coming up with my own creative solutions and models. At the core of it, though, I guess I wasn’t all that different from everyone else at my school. I was a 21-year-old guy who, like them, wanted everything — a fulfilling career, money, status, and yes, eventually a beautiful wife, kids, a luxury house. Nothing wild or ground-breaking, but I had a life plan, and I was determined to succeed.

If you’d told me at the time that I was destined to be a pretty little sissy maid instead, dusting shelves and scrubbing floors while wearing a frilly maid’s uniform, I’d have laughed in your face and called you an idiot.

Evie Donovan was one of the only people who had replied to my online advert searching for a room with immediate availability. The first time I met her, I thought she was shaped like a Russian doll because it seemed like she had several tinier Evies all hidden inside her. She was statuesque and matronly and about forty-five or so, but she was insanely attractive to me. She had a nice ample bosom and a shapely derrière that was perfectly round and looked as soft as a feather cushion. Her short hair was styled neatly, her face meticulously powdered and her large sweater showed off a chunky beaded necklace that hung down to her waist. She was stylish in a way that made it obvious she didn’t care about impressing anyone.

I was instantly taken by this woman in a way I’d never been before. I’d had plenty of girlfriends but none of them could even come close to Evie’s elegance and presence. The way she moved and talked had me transfixed like a schoolgirl who’d just met her Prince Charming. She said she was divorced and living alone, and was interested in someone who didn’t mind helping her around the house in exchange for a reduced rent. She explained she had a bit of a bad back and couldn’t get around as well as she used to.

“You can’t trust anyone these days. Especially those maids from corporate cleaning companies,” she said with a beautiful scowl on her face. “Two-faced lying cows, all of them. I had one of my regular ladies steal some of my most expensive jewelry. Never again!”

The rent she proposed came down to $300, and it would include WiFi, the washer and dryer, and heat. And the cherry on top was that the room was an ensuite, so I’d have my privacy, even though the bathroom was so tiny. If I stretched my arms, I’d have been able to touch the opposite sides of the walls even if they’d been half as long. And the toilet was positioned in a narrow diagonal so the door could open and close. It really reminded me of a coffin.

I pounced on Evie’s offer before she changed her mind and handed it over to some other lucky guy. It was a very sweet deal, and I was overjoyed when she accepted. I felt like I’d crawled out of a very bad situation with a huge win under my belt, and now I just had to fight my way through my nightmare finals week before everything would go back to normal.

Evie gave me a more detailed tour of the house on the day I moved in. It was such a feminine place, with floral cushions and rugs everywhere, and also kept extremely clean and tidy. It had a ton of stained glass ornaments scattered over shelves, side tables, and mantelpieces. There were glass plates, decorative bowls, lamps, and sylphlike goblets that all projected a kaleidoscope of colors whenever even a speckle of sunlight came in through the windows. 

“You see this, Jeremy?” she said, pointing to a glinting amulet that hung down from the edge of a photo frame. It had one protruding eye that looked like a blue gem. “This is what the Turks call a nazar. It shields you from the curse of the evil eye. I like to feel protected from any misfortune in my life because of people below me.”

It turned out she’d acquired the nazar from a recent work trip to Turkey. Evie was an accomplished woman, working as a senior manager for a non-profit that helped refugees and immigrants hone their job-seeking skills and eventually find professional jobs in their fields. She worked with a lot of people from Turkey, which was why she’d recently traveled to the Middle East as well. There, she’d developed a penchant for traditional Turkish ornaments and glassware, and bought her entire collection on a whim from a bustling bazaar.

She had a knowing little smile on her face that day as she stared down at me and lectured about the blue amulet with that creepy bead eye.

Evie was really a no-bullshit kind of gal and I could only imagine what she was like when she was upset. I promised myself then and there I wouldn’t dare do anything that could end up with me being in her bad books…


CHAPTER 2

I studied that week like I’d never studied before. I poured myself cup after cup of instant coffee, attacking sample problems our professor had given us like a maniac on a mission. I combed through my notes until my vision blurred and my tiny bedroom spun dizzyingly before my eyes. In the morning hours, Evie would be away at work, so I’d be studying all day, taking only an hour off at noon to go to the gym. In the early evenings, she would come home and share a glass of wine with me. We would talk for a while, mostly about herself and the projects she was leading at work.

I really didn’t mind listening to her talk about herself. The way her eyes lit up with fire when she was talking about her career was admirable — and very, very sexy. I had to catch myself multiple times to stop staring down her work blouses, because she’d always unfasten the top few buttons the moment she got home, revealing a gloriously full cleavage. I also suspected she took off her bra as well by the way her jugs unusually bounced and jiggled whenever she adjusted herself on the couch.

Sometimes, though, Evie would drink a little bit too much wine and go on these tangents where disclosed things about herself I bet she wouldn’t have dreamed of sharing with me. I got to know, for example, that she’d been divorced for ten years, after she found out her husband had been having a months-long affair with his office receptionist. She also let slip that she’d been a virgin when she got married to him at twenty-two, and yes, he’d been her first love and she’d been struggling to get back into dating, because she’d never really had to date in the first place. She also never had any kids even though she’d have loved to, but now she thought it was too late and that was one of the only things she regretted.

The odd jobs also began a few days after I'd settled in. It started with a few fairly basic tasks like loading and unloading the dishwasher, vacuuming the living room and the carpet on the stairs, and doing some light dusting – nothing that took me more than maybe a half-hour out of my day. I think she saw that I was trying my best to do a good job and so she slowly began to trust me with bigger tasks, including ones that were a little more…intimate. She asked me to make her bed in the mornings, wipe down all of her precious glassware, and shovel the snow off the driveway. I did all her requests without complaints, and once I was done she always said a gracious ‘thank you’ and patted me lovingly on the back, which made me feel like I pet who was being trained.

Once, I was on the phone discussing a sample problem with a friend when I heard a loud screech from upstairs.

“Jeremy! Oh, Jeremy!”

“Who in the world was that?” asked my friend in a stupefied voice.

“Uh, just my landlady,” I muttered. “I gotta go!”

I clambered up the stairs as fast as I could, my heart beating like a terrified rabbit inside my chest. Evie had sounded so desperate and helpless that for a horrible moment I had a flash of her having fallen somewhere, almost unconscious and her legs crippled. I was expecting the worst.

Please, I prayed. Oh god, let her be okay!

“I’m in the bathroom, Jeremy!”

My fingers were ready to call 911 by the time I burst through the bathroom door, huffing and panting. I gasped in shock as I was treated to the most mesmerizing vision. Evie was comfortably lying in the bathtub, surrounded by a sea of soap suds and bubbles, her massive natural boobs and snow-white nipples just barely poking out of the water. She looked as sensual as a mermaid swimming around in her natural habitat. She gazed at me with a straight face and said:

“Oh, there you are. Won’t you be a good boy, Jeremy, and please hand me my towel? I'm freezing and don’t want to stand up in the cold.”

I couldn’t move for several seconds as I tried to shift my eyes away from the scene. Then, finally, I creeped towards the towel rack and grabbed one before handing it to her with shaking hands. She grinned mischievously and set it on the edge of the tub. I felt my cheeks grow hot.

“Oh, you’re such a good boy,” she said sweetly. “Thank you.”

“D-don’t mention it,” I muttered.

“You know, my tub could use a bit of scrubbing. My back’s been killing me lately, and I could really use a young set of hands to help me out. Why don’t you wait outside while I dry myself off?” she asked. “You can use the cleaner under the sink. Would that be alright, Jeremy?”

“Yes – uh, Mrs. Donovan,” I said. I had to stop myself from calling her ‘ma’am’. Somehow, that had seemed more appropriate.

“In fact,” she continued, waving her hands breezily and causing bubbles to fly into the air. “The whole bathroom could really use some freshening up. I don’t think it’ll take you that long at all, two hours at the most. You’re not that busy, are you?”

“Uh, not at all, Mrs. Donovan,” I said instantly. “I’d be delighted to clean it for you.”

I only had a million sample problems left to finish my prep for the finals. But there was something about Evie’s big hopeful eyes that I just couldn’t bring myself to say no to. I wanted to please her…no, that wasn’t quite it. The feeling was much more overwhelming than that. It was this intense desire to submit myself to her, fully and irrevocably, until every one of her own needs and desires were satisfied a hundred times over. I wanted to serve her, like a…well, a servant. Or a slave. And there was nothing under the sun that could possibly be better than completing a task and hearing her powerful voice say ‘thank you’ and having her touch me to pet me like a good little dog.

I was a young man falling hopelessly in lust with my beautiful mature landlady.


CHAPTER 3

A few days after the bathtub incident, Evie became noticeably absent during the evenings. I was still studying like a madman during the day, but as soon as the mornings turned duskier and gloomier, I’d be anxiously waiting for her to come home for our daily catchups, but there would still be no Evie. It would be nine by the time she came in, still in her tight work blouse and skirt and looking as sexy as ever, but sometimes it would be as late as midnight.

She didn't really talk about where she went, though that didn’t keep me from wondering about it. Maybe it was a drawn-out project she was handling at her non-profit, but if that was the case, I felt she would’ve told me something about it for sure. I didn't really feel like asking her where she was because I didn’t want to come across as being rude or nosy about her business.

I busied myself in the evenings instead by cleaning. Before she left for work, she’d give me a long list of household tasks to do and drilled into me exactly how she wanted things done.

“Jeremy, all my light fixtures will need to be dusted today,” she’d say. “You’re going to need to be very careful with my chandelier in the dining room – those are real Swarovski crystals and I’m sure you don’t want to be responsible for replacing them. And remember, dusting should always be from top to bottom.” I’d be furiously making notes at this point because I didn’t want to forget anything. “I need the bathroom deep-cleaned today too. Keep a warm towel right by the tub, and the rest should all be rolled very neatly on the towel rack. Oh, and I don’t want to see any streak marks on the mirrors like last time. Understood, boy?”

Then she’d hand me my feather duster, microfiber cloths, rubber gloves, and a bucket full of cleaning supplies and go on her merry way. It warmed my heart that she not only trusted me enough to do all those things, but she also took time out of her hectic days to teach me so much about cleaning.

What began as a half hour of chores after my study sessions soon blossomed into a full half-day of work. I stopped going to the gym to save time; my days were filled with study, cleaning, study, and more cleaning. To be honest, I really didn’t mind about the time suck because I felt it kept me sane from the tedious mental strain I was continually subjecting myself to while prepping for my finals.

Even though I’d never been much of a clean freak before, I was desperate to make sure my cleaning was perfectly immaculate and up to Evie’s strict standards. I prided myself on vacuuming the invisible spaces below the beds and couches, polishing the tiles on the bathroom door until they gleamed and shone, and making sure every crevice and surface was as spotless as I could make it. And once all my work was done, I’d go through Evie’s checklist twice, making sure I didn’t forget anything, before I finally retreated to my tiny, dingy, dirty room to have a snack and then go to sleep.

On a toasty Friday morning when the sun was out, I was cleaning Evie’s special Turkish glassware during a study break. She was particularly fussy about these glass pieces and had taught me exactly how she wanted them nice and shiny – I could only ever use a feather duster and another small brush to clear up the specks of dust and dirt, and then I had to use a specific spray and wipe them down very gently with a paper towel.

I spent about an hour carefully cleaning all of the glassware in the living room. Evie always checked for scratches or finger marks on them so I was dead set on getting the job perfect this time. Almost all of them were now shining beautifully. I was about to set the last one – a dazzling peacock-green bowl – back on the mantelpiece when all hell broke loose.

The bowl slipped out my grasp and crashed with a horrible clatter onto the floor.

“Oh fuck!” I squeaked.

I stared down in disbelief at the carpet, which was now dotted with pieces of colorful glass.

Fear gripped me like a wild hurricane, and I felt like I was falling to the floor myself, meeting my death on a plane of prickly glass. I might as well be dead – not only had I broken one of Evie’s most prized possessions, I had also hopelessly violated her trust in me. I had lost count of the number of times Evie had drilled into me the importance of being careful with glass pieces. Treat them like babies, she’d said. From the way you hold them to the way you brush their skin. They’re exactly like newborns!

And now I’d gone and murdered one of them.

What would she say? What would she think of me?

Would she ever forgive me?

As my mind cranked out a slew of horrific scenarios, I found myself looking up at the frame hung above the mantlepiece, holding up that creepy long Turkish dreamcatcher-like thing. I was staring eye-to-eye with that horrible blue beaded eye, and a new wave of panic set into me, one where I was more than a little afraid of what Evie would do if she found out about this mess.


CHAPTER 4

That night, I lay awake on my bed, my eyes glued to the cobwebbed ceiling as I waited for the familiar click of the front door opening. I had spent the last few hours tossing and turning so much that I'd left a pool of sweat under my sheets.   

I should have just called Evie and confessed what I’d done. But instead, in a panic I’d vacuumed the ever-living shit out of that carpet, desperately trying to get rid of any evidence that there’d been a bowl there in the first place.

What was I thinking? There was no way she wouldn’t notice. But now that I hadn't confessed to it I had to play my own game. Play innocent.

When I finally noticed that faint click of the front door unlocking and the padded thumps of Evie’s heels on the floor, my entire body trembled. She was humming Don't Stop Believin’ to herself – a sign that she was in an unusually good mood.

Maybe I could get away with it after all…

She kept humming as she slumped down in the couch in the living room with all her weight, creating that swishing sound as a bag of feathers hit on another bag of feathers. Then there was the quiet buzz of the TV and her soft laughs as she enjoyed whatever show was on there.

And then, it happened.

“Jeremy! Jeremy! Come out here at once!”

I walked out of my room, my legs like lead, sweat gushing from my armpits. My eyes squinted in the brightness of the living room. My landlady looked like a goddess sitting on a throne, her beautiful blue eyes fixated on me as she watched me stand in front of her. She was wearing a pink blouse that was very slightly sheer, and I could make out two delicious patches of peach where her braless breasts made contact with the fabric. Two big shadows had formed where her nipples poked out of the blouse.

How was it possible to be just so completely mesmerized by a woman – but also terrified of her at the same time?

Evie pointed one sharp fingernail to the mantelpiece. “My favorite glass bowl used to be sitting here,” she said sharply. “It’s not anymore. Where is it?”

““I-I-I…” I was so pathetic I was already stuttering.

“Spit it out, boy,” she snapped. “I know you were cleaning them today. Where is it?”

"I'm not sure what happened to it," I lied.

Her face was suddenly so close to my own that I could smell her breath, warm and scented like herbs. Her eyes were red-hot coals burning into my guilty soul. Two powerful hands grabbed me by the shoulders and shook me. "Stop lying, boy. I know you know where it is. Did you break it? You did, didn’t you?"

Numbly, I nodded.

“You broke it and thought I wouldn’t notice, didn’t you? You tried to cover it up."

I nodded again.

“I’m  disappointed in you, Jeremy,” she said coldly. "I thought you were a good boy."

I stared down at the carpet, not knowing what I could say to make her feel better. I wanted her to slap me. I was worthless – I didn’t even deserve to be in her presence. And yet, something was happening to me that shocked me.

I was getting turned on.

It was beyond embarrassing. Here I was, actually reveling in the feeling of being beneath Evie, of being at the receiving end of this beautiful woman’s anger. What the fuck? I felt my cock twitch and hopelessly stand up, which just deepened my shame and humiliation.

To make matters worse, Evie had noticed the hardening bulge inside my shorts.

"Well, well, well…” she said in a chilly voice. “What do we have here?"

“You can do what you want with me, Mrs. Donovan,” I said quietly, caving into my arousal. My shorts felt tight against my erection, and it was still growing. I felt like a perverted loser, but I couldn’t stop myself. “Like you said, I’ve been a bad boy. I need to be disciplined.”

“Silence!” Evie screeched. “You…will…not…tell me…what to do, you filthy, disgusting, useless little sucker! How dare you!”

I was pushed to the floor, and before I knew it, one of her heels came down in a flash towards my groin. I twisted my body to the right within the last millisecond, causing the heel to miss my balls and puncture the side of my left thigh instead. I yelped, hot tears flowing down my face as I tried to bear the searing pain from her weight. I’d never known pain like this before.

“What do bad boys need to say?” Evie asked, her heel still digging into my skin.

“S-s-sorry!” I whimpered. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Donovan!”

“You will call me ma’am, you little rat,” she said. “Now say it properly.”

“I’m sorry, ma’am! Please! It hurts!”

“Sorry for what?” Her heel sunk even further into my flesh. My thigh felt like it was getting scrambled into minced meat.

“I’m sorry for telling you what to do, ma’am. It wasn’t my place. I’ll never do it again!” I gasped out the words.

With an evil sneer on her face, Evie’s foot finally let go of my thigh and I moaned, my vision blacking out momentarily. All I could see were stars against a dark sky…and the pain. Oh god, the pain. I writhed in torment on the carpeted floor, wanting to throw up from the intensity of it. She crouched down next to me and smiled, as if she was enjoying my distress.

As the pain slowly subsided, I found myself gazing again at those peach skin-patches on her blouse. Except this time, her being so close to me made her sensual scent waft up and fill me. It was divine. My cock responded by swelling up again, hardening like a brick inside my shorts. 

Evie noticed and spat in my face, disgusted. "What are you looking at, boy?"

I lay there frozen, feeling mortified and aroused at the same time.

"I know boys like you…" she said in a murmur, as if she was half-thinking and talking to herself. "I knew you were one of those. Yes, boy, from the first day I laid my eyes on your skinny frame I was sure you were not a man. You need to be punished and disciplined, but ordinary punishments just won’t do. Oh, no…how does the saying go? The punishment needs to fit the crime." She whipped her head around to me, one eyebrow arched quizzically. "Do you know what that means, my sweet little jellybean?"

I stayed silent. I had no idea what she was talking about, but I wanted her to keep going. Part of me was scared shitless, but the other part of me was eager to know what she was about to do to me.

“Let’s put your skills to the test, shall we?” Evie said after a minute of deliberation.

Then she did something that shook me to the core. She unbuttoned her blouse and let her massive tits free.

They bobbed like two gigantic forbidden fruits just inches in front of me. Her milk-white skin and snowy nipples looked fucking delicious, and they were making me salivate. I’d dreamt of my landlady’s tits for days after I’d caught a glimpse of them in the bathtub, imagining what they’d look like in all their glory, and to actually have her show herself to me was mind-boggling.

“Massage them,” Evie ordered. Her voice had gone very soft.

What the fuck is happening? I thought in a daze.


CHAPTER 5

I stared at my landlady, dumbfounded.

Had I heard her right?

“I’ve seen you looking at these, Jeremy. I know how much you want them,” she said. Her demeanor had changed now – her fury had morphed into something more insidious. She still had that vicious, calculating smile plastered on her lips.

I was scared again.

“What are you so afraid of?” Her smile stretched even wider. “Go on, touch ’em.”

I reached out into the air and cupped those enormous marshmallow breasts in both my hands. I had no idea how boobs should be massaged, so I squeezed them, very lightly, being careful not to shock her with how cold my fingers were. They were softer than I could ever have imagined, and had kept their shape even after all these years.

“Not like that, boy,” she snarled. “Treat them well.”

“S-sorry, ma’am,” I mumbled.

It was like I’d totally forgotten how to please a woman. My fingers still shivering, I started to rub the tips over her pasty knotted nipples, which instantly prickled upright. Evie moaned, so I did that for a while longer, gradually increasing my speed until she arched her back and closed her eyes from the stimulation. I pressed down on her areolas, then gently spread out my massaging all over her boobs, changing up my pressure every few seconds. She started to heave. She was getting majorly turned on.

Oh man, what a sight.

I could’ve cum right then and there.

“Lick them,” she ordered in between moans.

I bent forward and did as I was told. I smeared my saliva all over her erect nipples, then tugged on them with my teeth before moving on to the large expanse of skin around them. Her powdery white skin was slick and sweet in my mouth. I had quite a territory to complete, and I tried my best not to lose my bearings as her breasts wobbled in time with her heavy breathing. I gripped her by the waist to hold her still.

“Oh yes, sissy. Do it. Do it right,” Evie said through gritted teeth.

Soon she was reaching underneath her skirt and touching herself. I guess it had been a while since she’s had any kind of release. She was almost screaming in her horniness.

Suddenly, she thrashed me to one side and removed her panties. She spread her legs open to reveal a beautifully unshaven and mature snatch. I was pretty sure I forgot how to breathe.

“Let’s see how well you do with my pussy, sissy boy,” she said.

I stared at those folded up pussy lips, pink and velvet brown covered up with long curly pubes, her opening glistening with her juices and practically pulsing with anticipation. Seeing her breasts had been a dream come true, but now she’d opened up her entire body to me, literally, and I still couldn’t believe this was actually happening.

Totally charged up but praying my inexperienced mouth could stand up to her expectations, I dove into her jungle mound. Her musky, fruit-fermented scent was inebriating. The only thing that existed in the world was my tongue and her pleasure.

I ran my tongue up and down her lips and suckled on her swollen clit like my life depended on it. She was now really screaming and pulling on my hair and scalp until it hurt. I fucked her wide open cunthole with my tongue, feeling those inner ridges getting wetter by the minute. I savored every drop. It tasted like ripe and aging fruit juice, and god was it good. I was sweating, hardly able to come up for air, completely insulated by her hair and heat but I didn’t care. All I cared about was making her cum.

I was so scared my mouth wouldn’t be enough for Evie. That she’d be disappointed and I’d be punished again with her heels, or worse, she’d come to think I was too much of a sissy to satisfy her urges. How long had it been since she’d had a man inside her? And she was giving me the chance – I just couldn’t fuck it up. Fuck my finals. This was the exam I wanted to pass.

I must have gone at it for several minutes before my tongue and jaw was aching, desperate for a rest, and I was finding it hard to breathe, even though Evie’s hand was still pushing my head right down into her vagina to keep it buried there. I was feeling light-headed by the time she finally gave out an ear-splitting moan.

It was like music to my ears.

Her body started to shudder violently, her pussy hole pulsed like it had its own heartbeat and I gasped as a gallon of liquid erupted out of her.

She’d squirted all over my face.

I was astounded at the sheer amount of liquid that gushed out; it was dripping down my face, all over her thighs, and onto the carpet. I stared back at her through my drenched eyes, waiting for her to say something.

“Not bad…” she whispered. “Not bad at all. Now clean this up and come to the bedroom. I’ve got something for you.”


CHAPTER 6

Like in a daydream, I staggered upstairs.

What was Evie going to do to me in her room?

I had no idea. But she had something up her sleeve. That was for sure.

I’d just spent the last half-hour scrubbing and spritzing the carpet with various concoctions to make sure there wasn’t going to be a stain left behind. I was so tired, yet I wanted to shout from the rooftops. There was still a dull ache in my thigh, my jaw was sore, and now my arms were completely worn out. And yet – I couldn’t wait to get back into my room and get off thinking of those fat tits and pussy. I badly needed a release. 

Evie was dressed in a robe when I walked in, combing through her meticulously arranged wardrobe with those long fingers of hers. She was acting totally normal, like she hadn’t spent the night screaming her lungs out and having the biggest orgasm ever. Sprawled out on the bed were a collection of women’s items. A lingerie set – a blue lacy bra and a tiny pair of panties. Black nylon stockings. Pink flats. And what looked like a French maid’s uniform – a black dress with doll sleeves and thick, frilly lace trims, complete with ribbons and an apron.

None of it made sense. Those clothes looked way too small for Evie.

“Since you’ve been doing the duties of a maid,” she said, finally noticing me. “I thought it would be best if you looked the part too.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I muttered under my breath.

Those sharp manicured fingers came out and twisted my balls so hard I was seeing stars again.

“I apologize, ma’am!” I whined. “This…is for me?”

She cackled. “Well, they certainly aren’t for me, idiot. Look how tiny they are! Oh no no no, these were all gifts my wonderful husband had been planning to give to his little harlot.” She laughed. “You see, Jeremy, while he was barely fucking me with his tiny dick, he thought he could pleasure another woman behind my back and I would never find out. Evie Donovan always finds things out. Now come here!”

She laid out each item on my body and inspected them.

“These will fit you nicely,” she said. “Come on now, quick lesson. Get out of your clothes and put these on. Let’s see how you look.”

I was completely naked in front of her as she instructed how to put on the panties, how to clasp the bra from behind, put on the stockings without tearing them, and zip up and straighten the dress. Every piece of clothing was so soft, and even I thought they’d be tight and uncomfortable, they fit me like a glove.

Then, out of nowhere, Evie pulled out a glossy brown wig that she secured on my head, lecturing me on every small step. I didn’t have my book with me to take notes so instead I tried hard to memorize everything. And it still wasn’t over. She went on to put a full face of makeup on me, dusting eyeshadow on me and pale pink lipstick.

She clapped her hands once she was done and showed me the mirror.

When I took that first glance, I was horrified. Not because I looked horrible, but because I looked good. I really did look like sweet, dainty, feminine little maid and it was so jarring knowing I was a guy inside, but in all other aspects were a woman.

Did I like it? I wasn’t sure. But there was something about me being dressed as a woman – no, a subservient maid – that was making Evie gleefully happy.

And I was willing to do anything to please her.

“Now, Jenny, listen to me very carefully,” she began.

Jenny?

“You will be wearing this while doing all of your household chores. That means that every evening, when I come home I should be seeing you in full uniform – makeup, wig, and all. You will be cleaning and doing the laundry as usual, and you will be cooking my meals too. Understood?”

I nodded.

“And, since you’ll be in an official role of servitude in my house, it’s only appropriate you call me Mistress,” Evie continued.

“I understand, Mistress,” I said. Even my voice had somehow unconsciously changed to fit my feminine clothes – more high-pitched, like a sweet young woman’s.

What the fuck was happening to me?

“There will be no secrets from me whatsoever,” Evie warned. “There’s something you should know about me, Jenny. I despise secrets. You make sure that everything in this house runs like clockwork, and in turn, you will be rewarded.”

She touched her tits through her robe again, flashing me a seductive smile.

My Mistress was such a tease. I would’ve done anything to suck on gorgeous fat tits again. 

“Now get undressed,” she commanded. “I have one more thing for you…”

My heart was beating so hard while I removed all my clothes and stood there, naked once more with my cock out.

Evie started humming again as she reached into a drawer and pulled out a small metal contraption that looked suspiciously like…a chastity cage.

“This little thing,” Evie sang, pointing to my penis with disgust. “Is going to be off limits. I don’t want my maid getting distracted from her daily duties.”

Still humming, she secured the ring behind my balls and slid the cage in before twisting the key in, effectively locking my cock in what looked like a three-inch metal prison. 

Well, dang.

There went my night of solo sex.

Evie patted my back with a delighted smile on her face. “Perfect. Well, Jenny, I have a long day at work tomorrow. Your official maid duties will begin in the morning. I want you to dust and vacuum the entire house before doing the laundry and ironing and hanging up all my clothes for the rest of the week. I expect to come home to a nice, hot dinner waiting for me.”


CHAPTER 7

Just like that, Evie Donovan had transformed me into a real sissy maid. All the cleaning and scrubbing and washing wasn’t actually too bad – what took the most time to get used to was having my cock so constricted. I was miserably horny and knowing I couldn’t touch or stimulate myself did nothing but make me even crazier. I was lusting after my landlady so badly I would’ve done any filthy thing she’d have asked me to do, just to have the opportunity to fondle or lick her wonderful breasts. I couldn’t even think about doing my practice exams as planned because I was too busy either doing my maid duties or fantasizing about fucking anything as soon as I was released.

But even unbeknownst to myself, I had changed. I guess it’s how your brain responds to reflect how you behave – I was wearing a dress all day, putting on makeup, strutting and talking like a lady, even shaving everything from the neck down – that I was starting to think like a lady too. The spell this had on me was so strong I even found it hard to snap out of my role when I wanted to.

“Dude…why has your voice changed?” my friend asked me one day when I answered his call.

“Uhm, what are you talking about? It hasn’t,” I said.

“You must be sick or something, I’m pretty sure it has. Anyway, want me to come over so we can test each other?”

“No.”

“Jesus, what’s going on with you? That landlady giving you any trouble? You know you can stay with me if things go to shit, right?”

“I’m fine,” I said, forcing myself to put on a deeper voice. If only he knew he couldn’t come over because I was wearing a sissy maid uniform and had spent all evening figuring out to make a pie from scratch. “Look, I think you’re right. I’m coming down with something. I guess I need to sleep it off. I’ll call you later okay?”

What had been even more surprising throughout my transformation was that Evie actually had a huge sexual appetite. She requested a lot of back or boob massages that often ended with me licking her pussy or fingering her until she had one of her body-shaking orgasms. I was once asked to lick her asshole for an hour straight. She loved having her own personal female maid she could use however she wanted. Needless to say, my tongue had developed supermuscles.

Even though she worked me to death, I was still hopelessly enamored by Evie’s mature body and powerful presence. Every morning I woke up with a sense of exhilaration, longing to listen to her long list of instructions and tasks I had to complete before she got home. I was still wondering where the hell she disappeared to in those hours between work and coming home – but she didn’t tell me and it wasn’t my place to ask.

Meanwhile, my training got even more intense and grueling. I was taught how to curtsy, straighten up my back and posture, how to wear a corset, how to run a bath with her favorite bath bombs, how to descale faucets, how to wash curtains, and how to cook all kinds of intricate dishes. Each time I was asked to clean her glass ornaments I said a little prayer and kept myself out of the field of vision of that creepy bead eye. I was doing so well that Evie called me in to give me another maid’s uniform with accompanying lingerie. This one had a much shorter skirt and easily showed my crotch if I were to bend down even a little.  The bra was a push-up one, and the panties were a red lace thong. For whatever reason, I was so happy she was rewarding me with sexier feminine clothes to wear!

I suppose the culmination of my transformation as a sissy maid came on the day Evie announced she had some news for me.

“Jenny, I guess you’ve noticed that I’ve been missing after work?”

My eyes grew wide. Was she finally telling me why?

“I have a special guest coming for dinner tomorrow,” she said with a wink. “And you’ll get to know the reason behind my disappearance.” She handed me a piece of paper with a whole menu scribbled on it. “I want everything to be perfect! And you, my dear, will need to look flawless! You’ll wear your new maid’s uniform and everything must look polished. Not a hair out of place, and don’t even dream of slouching in front of my guest. Understood?”

I almost didn’t think Evie was being serious. Did she really want me to wear a slutty maid’s dress in front of another person – a person who she clearly wanted to impress?

And even apart from that, I didn’t really know what to think about exposing our little arrangement to a stranger. I had knots in my stomach thinking of performing as a serving woman for someone else. And who was this mystery guest anyway?

I had no time to worry though. I had work to do.


CHAPTER 8

I was feeling self-conscious as hell the next evening. I was in my sexy sissy maid’s uniform, wig tied up with the help of a lace headband, and wearing bronze eyeshadow, blush, and red lipstick. I looked like a hoe. The short frilly skirt would ride up to reveal my shaved thighs even as I walked about to set the table and do the last-minute finishing touches in the living room.

When the doorbell rang, I jumped. 

“Go ahead, Jenny, answer the door,” Evie ordered with a sly smile on her face.

Feeling incredibly insecure, I walked up to the front door and twisted it open. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting, but standing there was a young man. Decked out in chinos and a t-shirt, he had that effortless, rugged look about him that I would’ve killed to have. He couldn’t have been much older than me. The moment he saw me, his eyebrows cocked up with intrigue, his eyes giving my body the once-over.

Man, he was handsome.

“Hi, I’m Ahmet,” he said. I could tell he was trying to hold in a giggle. I must’ve looked ridiculous to him. 

My cheeks burned as I did a curtsey before letting him in. I was embarrassed already, and couldn’t wait for the night to be over. Evie was watching me like a hawk, and I didn’t dare do anything out of character. I showed Ahmet where he could sit in the living room and served him a plate of cheese and nuts.

“A glass of wine, sir?” I asked awkwardly, my voice coming out squeaky like a mouse.

“Yes, please,” Ahmet said, chuckling.

“White or red, sir?”

“Red.” His eyes roamed up and down my body again. “You have very nice legs.”

“Uh, thank you…sir.”

I walked awkwardly to the kitchen. I was pretty sure he’d already had a good view of my butt.

Once the wine was served, Evie and Ahmet were laughing and whispering to each other while I disappeared behind the scenes again, working hard at prepping the starters. It was painfully clear I was nothing more than just eye candy to both of them, existing just for their perverse entertainment. They were probably ridiculing me right now and I wanted to shuffle away into my room and hide away forever.

Just who was he, anyway? Evie didn’t seem to be in any hurry to tell me.

I was waiting by the sidelines, prepared to refill their glasses as they ate their majestic dinner when Ahmet reached over and planted a fat kiss on her cheek.

Evie squirmed and giggled like a schoolgirl before finally looking over at me. “Jenny, I’m sure you’ve been impatiently waiting to find out who this handsome man is. Isn’t he just so handsome?”

“He’s very good-looking, Mistress,” I mumbled.

“He’s none other than my boyfriend!” Evie announced. “We met at work of all places…I really couldn’t believe he wanted little ol’ me, but when he kept pushing for the umpteenth time, I simply didn’t have it in me to break his heart.”

“I wouldn’t have given up chasing you on my deathbed,” Ahmet said flirtatiously.

Evie guffawed like this was the funniest thing she’d ever heard. “He’s just taken me on the most wonderful dates. Every single day, and let’s just say he’s made me feel…young again.” She giggled and whipped her head towards me once more. “After my divorce, I really thought I’d be spending the rest of my life alone. Aren’t you happy for us, Jenny?”

“He’s extremely lucky to have someone like you, Mistress,” I said honestly.

“I agree,” Ahmet said. “She’s so beautiful and smart and…what’s the word? Cultured?”

Evie fluttered a handkerchief playfully in his direction.

I was watching them being all lovey-dovey before I realized I’d been gritting my teeth, so hard that the right side of my jaw had gone sore. I had to admit I was a little jealous of Ahmet. Here I was, reduced to a crossdressing skank, while this dude, with all the swag in the world, had gone and captured my Mistress’ heart.

Ahmet burped. “I must say, your maid is a wonderful cook. What else is she good at?”

Licking your girlfriend’s ass and pussy, I wanted to say. Did he know that – that I’d spent the past couple of days giving Evie orgasm after orgasm, with just my tongue? How far had he gone with her?

“Jenny does an incredible job cleaning,” Evie said. “You should see her! Give her a feather duster and she’ll be happily dusting for hours on end! Anyway, Ahmet, let’s go wind down. Jenny, I want you to clear the plates and bring us some nice black coffee.”

I clamped down hard on my tongue and just nodded.

Ahmet was ushered into the living room, but as they left his hand grazed my thigh. He was feeling up my skirt! I shivered. Had Evie seen that? His fingertips brushed subtly up my thigh until he felt the lining of my thong. His touch disgusted me but it was also stirring up something dirty and forbidden – I hadn’t had an orgasm for days and god was I fucking horny. I was ready to have anyone – or anything for that matter – stimulate me. Guy or girl, it now didn’t even matter.

His hands lightly explored my crotch area and rimmed the outline of my tiny cock cage beneath my panties before he gave me a wink and followed Evie to the living room.

Ten minutes later, I brought out the piping hot coffee on a tray and daintily began to serve.

“You know, I think you missed cleaning a spot on the carpet,” Ahmet said in a disapproving tone. “Right here. See it? I thought Evie said you were excellent in what you do.”

I stared at a small brown smudge, barely noticeable, right next to coffee table leg.

“Clean that up at once!” Evie yelled. She looked like she was on the verge of a panic attack.

I wouldn’t have minded spilling the coffee all over Ahmet to wipe that smirk off his face.

“Y-yes, Mistress,” I muttered.

I rushed to the cleaning supplies closet, grabbed a cleaning spray and a wad of paper towels, and ran to the living room. I got down on my knees and furiously started to rub at the smudge, praying the spray would work.

“You have a sexy ass,” Ahmet said.

I clenched down on my teeth so hard I thought my jaw would explode. My butt was fully exposed to them, and I couldn’t do anything about it. Ahmet was thoroughly enjoying this – the power he had over me, showing off the seductive dominance he naturally possessed. He was the real man in the room, the alpha man, with his gorgeous lover wrapped around his pinky. While I was just the sissy maid who knew that deep down inside, I wanted to submit to him.

“Bend over properly and show us that ass,” Evie said excitedly.

“Yeah, give us a little wind down entertainment,” Ahmet said.

With anxious butterflies in my stomach, I lifted up my skirt from behind and grasped my ass cheeks. I slowly spread them apart, like a curtain opening to expose my milky puckered butthole to the audience.

“Mmm, that’s making me horny,” Ahmet said. “Turn around, sissy.”

Still on my knees, I twisted around, only to be met with the scent and sight of a mammoth cock. It was growing right before me, standing tall and proud in a bush of wild pubes. I was spellbound. Nothing could come close to the absolute shock and horror of realizing that all these years, I had never known the presence of an actual cock. This one was probably more than double the size of mine, hot, uncut, and pulsing with anticipation. My own worthless penis – could I even call it that? – twitched inside its prison. Fuck, I was actually becoming aroused by another man’s dick.

“You ever seen a man’s rod before?” Ahmet asked, again with that smirk.

My mouth was suddenly overcome with an overwhelming sense of wetness – like I’d just secreted a ton of saliva at the prospect of sucking dick.

Ah fuck. Was I really drooling?

“Jenny, sweetheart, you know what to do, don’t you?” Evie cooed. “Show our handsome man here how good that tongue of yours is.”

My head inched forward, as if that massive penis was beckoning to me. A part of me was desperate to impress him, show him how good of a cocksucker I really was. Even though I’d never even seen another cock in person before. I wanted both of them to humiliate me so much I was reduced to tears.

Could there be a more degrading act for a man, than to service another man with your feminized, lipsticked mouth?

And yet I was really going to do it. My pulse raced and I felt light-headed. 

I was really going to give a blowjob to my Mistress’ male lover.


CHAPTER 9

That first drop of pre-cum was the most disgusting thing I’ve ever had marinate inside my mouth. It was thick and stringy and kind of syrupy, and the more I suckled the more oozed out straight onto my tongue. Everything was happening so quickly, I wanted to pinch myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.

Ahmet let out a satisfied groan and widened his legs further apart. I could see my sucking was having a reaction on him and that honestly made me giddy with happiness. I was good at this. I was good at sucking dick.

I made small deliberate circles with my tongue across his head, then slid down the length of his spasming shaft. I was fascinated by how stiff his penis was yet it was also so smooth and soft and alive with anticipation. The more I tasted it, the more I wanted to gobble it all up.

“Mmm, fuck yeah, I can tell this definitely isn’t your first time, sissy,” Ahmet murmured. “That mouth of yours is definitely a gift. Tell me how much you like sucking my cock, slut.”

“I’m a real good sissy maid and I was born to suck cock,” I admitted.

“You were never a real man, Jenny baby. I knew that. Go on, tell him more. Make him harder. I know you can do it,” Evie egged on. She was snuggled beside Ahmet and fingering herself as he watched me, punching her sharp nails in and out of her wet pussy so hard it made loud squelching sounds.

“I love your cock so much, Master,” I said. “I think it’s the most beautiful thing in the world. I could suck it all day long and never get tired of your taste.”

I bent down and put that warm dick in my mouth again. My frilly top had fallen off my shoulder and my knees hurt but I didn’t care. I went all in. That was the moment I realized I’d sealed my fate forever. I was now a sissy maid, a public and devout cock and cunt worshipper, and there was no turning back. 

My own cock (no, I just couldn’t call it that anymore – it was just a clit, and a tiny one at that), held in captive, was straining for a release. It was pounding with hot blood and trying to swell up, but it had nowhere to go beyond those prison bars. A bit of my own pre-cum was dripping onto the carpeted floor.

“Stick it in me now, honey,” Evie whimpered to Ahmet. “Before I cum. Oh god, I’ve never been so horny in my life!”

She removed her dress, her white balloon boobs springing to either side, and spread her legs wide apart. Unashamedly, she patted down on her pussy with one palm, and I hear just how soaking wet it was. She wanted to be fucked this time. Not just pleasured.

There was a world of difference.

Fucking was done by a man, not by a sissy maid.

“You need a good pounding, huh?” Ahmet said, aligning himself between her thighs. “Watch out, I’m gonna break your cunt.”

I had to force myself to watch. His hard rod plummeted into her mound with raw, young, masculine energy, and Evie sighed like she was getting her first release after a hundred years. Like my own hard work leading up to today had never even mattered. Ahmet’s muscles moved like a machine, hammering into her again and again, calling her dirty names, his own pale buttocks rising into the air only to come crashing down like a wrecking ball.

“Ohhh…you see that…George…do you see…I don’t need your sad…limp…dick anymore…”

Evie had entered an alternate state of consciousness, and she was trying desperately to breath in between Ahmet’s pounding. Her breasts were wobbling dangerously, like at any moment they would slip and fall to the floor.

“Fuck you George! Fuck you!” she yelled.

I could only guess that George was her ex-husband.

“Jenny, come here at once! I need you to rub my nipples hard!”

I sprang up and leapt to her side, ready to serve my Mistress in any small way I could. As her tits jiggled and jerked violently, I held onto them and massaged them just the way she liked it, until the color of her skin turned red and mottled. I pinched her nipples hard. Evie kept instructing me to go harder and harder and I put in so much pressure I thought her tits would burst open. Man, could those beautiful breasts take a beating.

“Turn over. Let’s see that fat ass of yours,” Ahmet said.

Evie pushed me to the floor, and got on her knees on the couch. She was grunting like a woman in labor and cursing under her breath, and it seemed like she’d forgotten all about her back problems. Ahmet’s dick disappeared into her rear abyss and he cried out in delight, slapping her dimpled ass hard as he pushed deep in. His face was clenched tight and slick with sweat. The whole room was filled with the clammy, musty smell of sexual intercourse.

Suddenly, Evie let out a loud moan.

“Get under me, sissy! It’s coming! It’s coming!” she screamed.

I knew that sign inside out. I knew what was about to happen.

I buried my head underneath her body, very careful not to make Evie lose her balance, because otherwise I could very well be squashed to death. I positioned my mouth right next to her heaving pussy. Her flaps were open and already dripping with her juices. I opened my mouth, gaping wide, ready for the cataclysmic orgasm that she was about to unleash upon me.

Ahmet’s dick sloshed inside one last time before the dam broke.

Evie let out a nightmarish howl and squirted right into my mouth, and I swallowed every last drop.

“Unnghhh I’m going to cum!” Ahmet announced one second later.

He pushed desperately into her in small bursts, his breath becoming tense and ragged. Then, finally, he closed his eyes and gingerly fished his dick out.

“Come on, whore, you know you want to lick this clean,” he said, slumping back on the couch.

I dragged my body towards his groin hungrily. My face was drenched with my Mistress’ nectar and I was sure I looked awful, and I had mascara in my eyes which made them sting painfully. I tasted his spent pecker, pressing down gently on his head with my fingertips to wring out the residual cum into my tongue. His cock was a glorious mixture of pussy fluids and man cream, seasoned with sweat and salts. So, so fucking good. I nibbled on his shaft and balls until every inch of him was squeaky clean.

“Now lick me clean, Jenny,” Evie said in a tired voice. “And lick the couch clean too. I don’t want to see any stains in the morning.”

“With pleasure, Mistress,” I said warmly, and began to lick her out.

As I slurped up the knots of fresh cum exiting her opening, I was in my own little world again, wondering once again if this was a dream. Only Evie’s content voice drifted into my ears as she whispered to Ahmet.

“Told you she was good at cleaning…”

***

Of course, as it turned out, none of it had been a dream.

I had really been transformed into a sissy maid by my landlady. My new life began as quickly as my old life faded away. Everything I had known to be true had vaporized into nothingness. This was my new start, an existence of total servitude and submission, and funnily enough it soon started to feel like it was the only thing I had ever wanted. I only breathed to clean and scrub and tidy things up, and to bring joy to my Mistress and Master with my feminine charm and – occasionally – to dress up sexily and do fun things for their entertainment. My chastity was my ultimate show of submission and my own personal reminder that I didn’t deserve to look or feel masculine. That tiny metal cage had brought out the best in me.

As for my finals, I ended up dropping out of college the day before I was due to sit for them. I mean, I didn’t really see the point. The last time I checked, you didn’t need an engineering degree to be a really good maid, and my Mistress gave me an education, an actual education, like how to train your voice and wear a corset and how to deep clean the inside of an oven.

I’m not a man anymore. I’m a sweet and obedient sissy maid, eager for all my new adventures with my Mistress and Master.

And I’m not ashamed to say it!

THE END
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