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The Feminized Maid

Book 6

Feminization, Crossing Dressing, Genderswap

Note from the Author, this story picks up from here, be sure to catch up on all the Sissification fun!

◆◆◆

I couldn't believe my luck. Of all of the possible people whom I could be on my way to for my first ever session.... it happened to be... My professor?? My mind was awash. Part of me wanted to tell Madam Rosebud of my predicament, another part of me thought the devious knowing smile that she was wearing served as evidence that this may have been her plan all along. Regardless, I was in the van now and so my fate seemed just as good as sealed.

It wasn't as if this was just any professor, either. Hell, I could barely remember the professors from my first few years of school, but I would never be able to forget Professor Stevenson.

There were a few reasons for this, not the least of which being that she was hot as fuck. She tended to show up to class everyday in a dress that did very little to hide her curves of which there were many. Her cleavage was always on full display, and it was perhaps this reason that so many men lined up for class early to sit in the front row.

Her attractiveness wasn't just limited to her looks though. When she was teaching, she was domineering and authoritative, never once letting on even the smallest amount of trepidation. Where as most female professor's likely would have been insecure at having hoards of males staring at her chest and ass day in and day out, she was the polar opposite. She seemed to relish in the attention, thrive from it.

And even though the men may have started, there never would have dared made a lewd comment towards her. Her ability to strike fear into the heart of males with a peer glance was nothing short of superhuman. Adding in that with the fact that she was a notoriously difficult professor and a harsh grader. More than once I had seen a student leave in near tears after receiving a paper, often accompanying a failing grade with harsh critique.

All of this suffice to say, if there was a single person whom I would most not want want me to see in a frilly maid outfit, trying my best to clean her house in two sizes two small thong, it would be Professor Stevenson. And yet, that appeared to be my exact fate.

Even though I was taken aback at just how poor my luck had been, I suppose that it did make some kind of sense that her and Madam Rosebud were friends. After all, they did share a great deal in common. They were both unbelievably harsh, scary, and attractive alpha females who took the utmost pride in intimidating those beneath them.

I gulped as I realized that, at least when I had been in Professor Stevensons class, I had the protection of the normal student teacher ethics in place that would have kept things from going too overboard. Now however, no such protections would be in place for me. I had a sinking feeling in my bones that whatever Professor Stenenson said, Madam Rosebud would make a point to agree with. And since I had already pledged myself willingly to do whatever it was that Madam Rosebud ordered me to do, I had little choice but to abide. I had spent the last several days trying to get used to just having one alpha female lording power over me, now it appeared that I was going to have two of them on my hands. My butthole was clenched with nervousness.

"I take it that you and my client have some... history?" Madam Rosebud said with a giggle, confirming for me what I already knew, which was that the happenstance of today was occuring by no accident. She always had a trick up her sleeve, that was for sure.

Knowing that Madam Rosebud hated being made to wait for an answer, I was sure to respond in a timely manner, lest I face a punishment before I even had a chance to arrive.

"Yes Mistress. I am um... acquainted with her." I said, meekly. Morgan shot me a lot of curiosity, which for the time being I ignored. With any luck I would have a chance to explain to her privately, away from Madam Rosebud's watchful eye at some point. For the time being, while we were all in the van, I knew that if I explained the exact reason that I knew Professor Stevenson, and all of the various emotions that went along with that, it would only serve to fuel the fire.

Thankfully, Madam Rosebud seemed content to play coy and didn't require me to explain any more. Instead, she chimed in

"Delightful! Hopefully that will go a long way to fostering the ever important client to employer relationship that, as I'm sure by now you are well aware, I find so important."

I could tell from her faux chipper demeanor that she was without a doubt fucking with me. Behind her impeccable smile, I was positive that she was simply delighted in watching me squirm.

Thankfully, the car trip was only about ten minutes, so the amount of time spent under that discomfort was relatively limited. On the other hand, this just meant I had even less time until I was thrown directly into the fire!

The house that we pulled into was as unassuming as any other. It had the normal yard, white picket fence, two stories, the whole proverbial nine yards. In other words, it was exactly the sort of house than one would expect a university professor to live in.

Once we had pulled into the drive, it occurred to me that I was going to have to step out into the world in my sissified form, something that was still totally new to me. It would be a short walk from the car to Professor Stenveonson's house,

What would have otherwise been a completely normal everyday experience, something as banal as walking from the car to the inside of a house, took on a completely new meaning. I was stepping out into the world in my new form, signaling the end of the person whom I had always been, and the start of being the person whom I know was.

Thankfully there were seldom few people outside, given that Professor Stevensons house resided in a relatively spacious suburban community. I stuck my head out of the car and shifted my gaze back and forth, seeing only a runner off in the distance, a lady tending to her garden, and somebody fussing with their dogs leash. I counted my blessings (few as they were) that everybody who was in eyesight of me seemed to be off in their own little world, and would therefore likely take little note of something as banal as a maid service.

I felt the wind of the crisp fall evening against my bare thighs as I stepped out of the van. Getting used to wearing a mini skirt was still something that was quite new to me, especially given the fact that underneath the skirt there was nothing but a frilly lace thong that was so small that it may as well have been constructed from fishing line.

We walked up the stone walkway to the door, and no more than one second after Madam Rosebud had rang the doorbell did the door slide open.

And there was. Still looking as professional as ever, Professor Stevenson stood in front of me in all of her glory. There were a few differences between her presentation now and the image that I was used to seeing in class. Her hair, which was typically held in a tight bun when she was teaching, was now resting freely on her shoulders. Her usual thermos of coffee had now been replaced with a mug of tea, and instead of her dress shoes she was wearing some regular slippers. She was still however wearing the exact same kind of skin tight skirt that I was so accustomed to seeing her in.

"Why hello there, old friend!" She said to Madame Rosebud, giving her a warm hug. I have to say, it was a bit strange seeing somebody refer to Mistress as a friend, or even as an equal. I watched with eager eyes as Madam Rosebud returned the hug with an equal measure of warmth. m

"So good to see you! The flowers outside are looking lovely." Madam Rosebud said as she left the embrace of the hug.

"Ah, as much as I would love to take credit for that, I'm afraid that would be due to my husband. I've since delegated all of the domestic tasks to him, minus the stuff I hire you for. You know how men are, practically useless until they have a women to show them their place!"

Madam Rosebud flashed a knowing smile, the sort of smile that somebody only gives when they find themselves in familiar company.

"Yes, I have to say that I know that all too well."

Now that her and Madam ROsebud had exchanged pleasantries, she looked past her, and now to us.

"Two maids this time? I'm used to you just bringing one. I only took out enough cash for the usual service, but I'm sure I can run down to the ATM if that's any issue."

Madam Rosebud waived her hand, as if to say that it was no issue at all.

"Oh! Yes you must forgive my manners. This is the newest higher, Lucy. Usually I don't tell clients these sorts of things, but this is actually her very first time coming out to a job with us. She's as green as can be."

Professor Stevenson looked up and down at me, studying me. It was the same intense look that I was so used to seeing whenever she was deciding how to respond to somebody in class. I had no doubt in my mind that she recognized me immediately, after all I had been one of the horny men whom had always found themselves sitting in the front row when she taught, and the fact that I was so seldom able to tear my eyes away from her cleavage meant my grades had suffered, and as a result I often found myself visiting her during her office hours.

I was worried that she would go on to tell everybody about all of the times that I, back when I was Mike, had nervously found myself in her office, stammering out questions about if there were any extra credit assignments. However, to my relief she seemed perfectly content to play along.

"Oh how exciting! Yes, I have to say she does look quite new. Perhaps a little bit familiar as well." She said, flashing a wink to Madam Rosebud that was so quick I wasn't sure if I had even seen it at all. "Tell me, what is her name?"

"Lucy, Ma'am." I said, giving a little cursy in my maid outfit.

I saw Madam Rosebud give me a genuine smile of approval, something she seldom did.

"Lucy." Professor Stevenson said. slowly, as if she was tasting the syllables as they came out of her mouth.

Again I had a flash of fear that she was going to out me as Mike, that she was going to tear through the facade of my brand new sissification just as easily as she tore through students all of the time. But contrary to my anxiety, she did no such thing. Instead, a wide smile spread across her face and said. "I think that's a most lovely name."

I breathed a sigh of relief.

"Thank you, Mistress--I mean Ma'am!" I said, just barely catching myself.

Both Madam Rosebud and Professor Stevenson laughed out loud at my faux pas.

"My, she really is brand new, isn't she?" Professor Stevenson asked.

"Quite. In fact, this is only her third day training with me. I'm quite optimistic about her potential, though, if I do say so myself. She's taken quite well to her sissification, minus a few hiccups here and there." Madam Rosebud responded.

"Oh? Hiccups..?" Professor Stevenson asked, egging her on.

"Yes, yes I'm afraid so. Nothing too extreme, of course. She wasn't able to keep her cock soft like a good little sissy bitch, so for the moment her tiny member is caged up."

PRofessor stevenson laughed out a guffaw of laughter at this fact, making me feel incredibly self conscious. It was, of course, completely true. My inability to control my little sissy dick had meant that underneath the maid outfit that I was wearing I had a cage that made sure that what little remained of my manhood would not show poking a tent in my already skin tight mini skirt. The fact that this little tidbit of information was now being publicly announced so that two alpha women could share a laugh at my expense did little to quell my already growing embarrassment.

"so, why couldn't she control her cock? What was she doing that made it so difficult?" Professor Stevenson asked Madam Rosebud, clearly egging her on.

"What an excellent question! Lucy, what were you doing that you weren't able to keep your pathetic sissy dick soft, despite having been ordered to do so?"

I was starting to realize that Madam Rosebud and Professor Stevenson seemed keen to play off of one another, especially since they both seemed to take such delight in my humiliation.

I let out a sigh, knowing that I had no way out of my current situation other than to answer honestly. Even Morgan, whom had started being more empathetic to me recently, was having a hard time keeping a straight face.

"I was licking mistresses butthole. Ma'am." I finally said, all too aware that all eyes were on me.

"Oh were you? My, Madam Rosebud, you certainly know how to break them in, don't you?"

She gave a laugh and jokingly pushed Professor Stevenson on the shoulder.

"I hardly had a choice! She made the decision to show up late. What else was I supposed to do?" She responded.

"Ah, if only I were able to have the same levels of autonomy in my class as you are in yogurt academy. I tell you, grades would go waaay up if these darn ethics boards would get off my ass." Professor Stevenson responded.

She had always seemed so harsh to me when I was taking her class, now it seemed even more terrifying a prospect that she was holding herself back. Even worse, now I had found myself thoroughly in her clutches, and there was nothing holding her back from whatever punishment that she decided to inflict on me. It certainly didn't seem as if Madam Rosebud was going to stop her.

"Strange though, when I remember her in my class, she never seemed to have much of a problem showing up on time. If I'm recalling correctly, you always had a habit of showing up early to get one of the ever so coveted front row seats. Isn't that right?" Professor Stevensona asked, turning her body so that she was now facing me directly.

I let out a gasp. This was the first time that she had actually acknowledged that she knew me prior to me being sissified.

"Yes, well in classic pathetic sissy fashion, she had a perfect excuse up her sleeve as to why she was late. Although, up her sleeve might not be the most correct use of that phrase. Up her ass would probably be a little bit more accurate." Madam Rosebud said.

I could tell that she was stringing me along, saying just enough to goad Professor Stevenson into asking me what exactly she meant, whilst still being vague enough so that all of the most humiliating details would have to be disclosed by me.

"Is that so. Tell me, Lucy, what was this excuse that you had prepared? I certainly remember you being full of excuses, so that much is certainly accurate."

I let out a defeated sigh.

"It was hard for me to walk." I stammered out, my eyes were glued to the floor.

"Aaaand? Why was it difficult for you to walk?" The Professor asked me.

After another moment of silence, I finally responded.

"I had my sissy butthole filled by one of Madam Rosebud's buttplugs." I said.

"Oh wonderful! Isn't that just cute. Gosh Rose, I wish I could just do the same for my students. They're so fucking fragile, they can practically barely take the way that I talk to them. If I had access to their asses, I'd be grading 100's on every test, guaranteed."

"I keep on telling you, you've always got a place open for you as a guest instructor if you ever want to come blow off some steam." Madam Rosebud said with a sleek smile.

Amidst my humiliation, I took note of the fact that Madam Rosebud had a nickname that she was given by Professor Stevenson. I shuddered to think what would happen to me if I made the mistake of calling her anything besides Madam Rosebud or Mistress.

"Yes, yes I suppose that is true. Still though, until I take you up on that offer I'm simply have to make do during these little sessions of ours. So, tell me Lucy. Back in the days where I would see you in class, why was it that you always showed up early?" She asked me.

I was totally broken and defeated at this point.

"I liked to look at your tits, Professor." I said.

"oh did you? I had always suspected that was the case, considering that it sure as shit wasn't because you were paying attention in class, considering your piss poor grades and half assed attempts at essays. I'll tell you what though, she's still wearing the cage, right?' Professor Stevenson asked, turning her gaze to Madame Rosebud.

"That is correct." She responded.

"Lovely. Here's what you always wanted, then." Professor Stevenson said. As she did she reached behind her and lowered her dress so that it fell down beneath to her ankles. Underneath she was wearing nothing. no panties or bra to speak of. Now her tits were at full display.

She knew exactly what she was doing. she was giving me the exact fantasy that she knew that I had always wanted, but only because she knew it would make me hard. I could feel the cage compressing my sissy cock as it swelled. I closed my eyes.

"Lucy, if you don't open your eyes this instant, your asshole will never recover." Madam Rosebud said sternly.

Fuck.

"Yes Mistress." I responded. What other choice did I have? After all, an order is an order.

I again opened my eyes, and once again was greeted with the sight of Professor Stevenson's lovely tits. A sight that, up until now, I had spent countless classes and afternoon masturbation sessions dreaming of. Now however, that dream was something more like a nightmare. I could feel a bead of sweat forming on my forehead as I tried my best to keep my cock from getting hard.

"Having just a wee bit of trouble there, sissy?" Madam Rosebud asked me.

"Nu... no mistress." I responded.

"Oh, we have a fighter now, do we? Well, I can admire somebody who gives a good challenge." Professor Stevenson said. She started walking towards me, and once she was only a few feet away from me she took her hands in mine, lifted them up and placed them on her bare breasts.

This was too much for me, my aching cock pressing against the cage.

"Oh, go ahead. Have a good squeeze. It's what you've always wanted, isn't it?"

I knew that I had no other option other than to answer any question that was directed towards me honestly, so I responded.

"Yes Professor Stevenson."

"Then squeeze my tits, you pathetic bitch." She said, staring me straight in the eyes.

"Yes professor." I responded, following her command.

"Perhaps there is something we can do that might help expedite the process." Madam Rosebud said, flashing her trademark sadistic smile.

"And how do you suppose we do that?" Professor stevenson responded. She was clearly enjoying having her tits massaged a great deal.

"hmmmmm....." Madam Rosebud said, giving her best thinking face even though I think we were all well aware that she had already come up with exactly she wanted to do. She was simply drawing out the moment, making me exist on the precipice of uncertainty for as long as possible.

"Morgan. Get on your knees and lick Lucy's butthole."  Madam Rosebud said, suddenly and sternly. Her tone of voice made it clear that this was an order not to be questioned. No ifs, ands, or butts (besides my own, of course.)

Morgan kept a straight face like the trained sissy that she was, even though I was sure that beneath her austere facade she was none too pleased about being made to eat my ass. Still, given that we had both freely given ourselves to Madame Rosebud, it wasn't as if we had much of a choice in the matter. After all, an order is an order.

Given that I had been ordered not to take my eyes off of Professor Stevenson tits, which I was still massaging, from the corner of my eye I saw Morgan walk behind me. I felt the hem of the mini skirt from my maid outfit be flipped up. The material was so tight and stretchy that it stayed in place above my hips, leaving my thong'd sissy ass exposed.

Now I felt Morgan gingerly lowering my thong so that it rested somewhere above my knees.

This also meant, of course, that my cock cage was on display for Professor stevenson, who delighted herself in laughing at the sight of it.

"My gosh that's a tiny cage! I'll have to get one of those myself for my husband." She said. I couldn't tell if she was kidding or not. Given everything that I knew about her so far, it would not have surprised me in the least if she was being totally serious.

"I can forward you the maker of them. She's got such a wonderful... passion... for the craft of sissification. The art, if you will."

I was busy thinking about the idea of somebody making a living selling sissification paraphernalia when I felt it.

Morgan's tongue warm and wet, licking up and down my crack. \

This was the first time that I had ever had my ass licked, and so it wasn't as if I had a lot of experience to compare it with. If I had to take a guess though, I would have to say that Morgan was quite proficient at it. I had no doubt that she had had lots of opportunity to practice, given that it seemed to be one of Madam Rosebud's favorite punishments.

SHe started by simply licking up and down my ass crack, gingerly grazing the tip of her tongue against my buttholem warming me up. Once she had done a bit of that, she grabbed a handful of my ass cheeks in both hands and spread them far and wide. I could feel the coolness of her saliva on my ass crack as she breathed on my butt.

Next she shoved her tongue all the way up my ass. I had been trying so far to be as stoic as possible, given that was the only way I could think of to mitigate the hardening of my little sissy dick. However, once I felt her tongue thoroughly up my ass, a long moan escaped my lips.

Madam Rosebud, ever the instigator, came up behind Morgan and shoved her face even further into my ass. Gripping the back of Morgan's hair, she moved her head back and forth. In effect, morgan simply had to kneel there were tongue sticking all of the way out as Madam Rosebud tongue fucked my butthole.

This was simply too much for me. Any amount of control that I had been able to muster was totally gone by now. I was little more than a pawn to be used for the amusement of these two alpha women.

The metal cage that sat around my cock felt as if it was getting smaller and smaller with each passing second, even though of course I knew that in reality what I was feeling was due to my sissy cock getting harder and harder. Sadly, having the other people in the room laughing and pointing at my misfortune only served to make my tiny cock even harder.

Professor Stevenson walked all the way to me, grabbing my head and forcefully moving it to her tits.

"Motorboat me, you pathetic sissy slut. And don't forget to suck on my nipples when you're done." She said, her voice commanding and harsh.

This was it, something that I had spent countless afternoons fantasizing about. Now I was finally getting the chance to live out my dream, although it appeared to me to be more like a nightmare. The old adage "be careful what you wish for." Had never felt more appropriate than it did right now in this moment.

I did as I was commanded, causing the cage around my cock to tighten even more. This went on like this for a few minutes, until I heard Madam Rosebud speak from behind me.

"Now that we've gotten a chance for introductions, why don't we start the work...."

TO BE CONTINUED.
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