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Chapter 1

His history textbook and other books referencing the period he was writing his term paper were scattered about Mateo’s cluttered desk. Some books were opened, others closed, and others piled in a leaning tower. 




On the laptop, a video played. It wasn’t a documentary on Early American history, which was the topic of his term paper. It was a video of his creation taken at his university’s last football game this season. The video’s main character was Jennifer Brogan, the girl of Mateo’s dreams.

Mateo stroked his five-inch cock maddeningly, fantasizing about what he’d do to the woman of his dreams. The laptop screen reflected Mateo’s contorted expression. Close to his first orgasm in three weeks. Busy with school, his cleaning business and one roommate’s girlfriend was visiting, and the other had the flu, gave Mateo no opportunity to….

Mateo’s body tensed, and his muscles trembled with anticipation. Relief was on the horizon; when it came, maybe he could concentrate and finish his paper.

In the video, Jennifer spun. Her short cheerleader skirt lifted and exposed the cheeks of her tender white ass. The muscles in Mateo’s cock clenched and throbbed. Jennifer high-kicked. Mateo paused the video, staring at the fabric of the tight panties molding to the curves and contours of Jennifer’s pussy. The pressure built inside him. Sivers shot through his body, so close… and….

His smartphone rang. Mateo checked the caller ID—Jennifer Brogan. It didn’t matter that he was seconds away from his first orgasm in three weeks or that he had a term paper to write. Mateo would do whatever she wanted.

Mateo scrambled, pulling his sweatpants with one hand and tucking his pulsing, slippery erection back into his pants with the other hand. He grabbed the ringing phone. It slipped from his lube-slicked fingers and clattered onto the floor.

“Fuck.”

By the time he wiped his hands off, Jennifer had hung up. He called her back.

Jennifer answered, “Mateo? Holy shit. They had one hell of a party last night. Can you get this place cleaned up? Our service auction is this afternoon. We’re holding it in the backyard, but…. The place is a mess. We invited the mayor and the university president if they see the place. We got to get the place cleaned up.”

Mateo frowned and dropped his head in his hands. There was no we; we meant Mateo. Jennifer would watch, micro-managing his every task. He ran his hands through his hair and pulled the long strands behind his ear. Why does Jennifer only notice him when she needs something?

“Mateo, are you there? I need this.”

“I’m…. Jen…. It’s five in the morning. What time does the service auction start, and how bad is it? I’ve got a paper to write and—”

“It starts at three. That gives you…. Plenty of time. Mateo, you are the best.”

Staring at the video of Jennifer spinning, kicking, and twirling on the side of the football field made his cock hard again. “Jen, I’ve been going nonstop….” And I need to relieve some of this pressure, or I’m going to explode.

“Okay, I’ll double—no, triple—your normal rate if you clean it up. It starts at three, which gives you plenty of time.”

Maybe she’d go out with him if he bailed her out. No. No, Jennifer would never go out with him, even if he helped her, but then again, Mateo had to ask her out on a date for her even to consider it. No way she’d say yes. Mateo was the opposite of the men Jennifer usually dated: football players, jocks, and idiots. Jennifer liked beefy, muscular guys. Stupid guys.

Mateo stood, walked to the mirror in his shared bedroom, and studied his slender, delicate frame, slim, effeminate hips, and gentle curves. Put a dress on him, and he’d be a girl. The mocking he’d received in high school gym class echoed in his mind: “Are you a man or a woman, Mateo?”

Trying to get out of the inevitable, Mateo said, “I have a date.”

“Who-”

Mateo lied, “She’s from out of town.”

“Do you have a date at five in the morning? Get it done before then, earn triple, and take her on a nice date. Come on, Mateo, do it for me.”

Mateo would do anything for Jennifer. He would do this for her, too, even if she weren’t offering triple his regular cleaning fee. It was just a matter of time. Who was he kidding?

And besides, he needed the money. Unlike Jennifer, who had wealthy parents to pay for her expensive tuition, Mateo had to work through college. So he started a cleaning business. Many of his clients were sororities and fraternities, cleaning up after their parties or just general cleaning. His best client was Jennifer’s sorority house.

“How bad is it?”

“Bad. But I know you can do it. You’re the best.”

“Come on, Mateo, please. For me.”

Mateo sighed. He hated it when she did that to him. How many times had she done it? “Come on Mateo, write my paper for me….” “Come on Mateo….”

In the end, he did whatever Jennifer wanted, no matter what, assuming eventually he’d get his cock into her. Eventually. But he had to ask first.

“Jennifer—” The words were on his tongue, “Maybe I can take you out on a date with the money I make. With the triple pay from the job, we can go to the best restaurant. Even out, then go for drinks, and then…” Reality slapped him, Mateo was a virgin, and he had not the slightest clue of what to do with a woman, and with a three-week build-up, he’d cum in thirty seconds. And why would she want him? A skinny, effeminate geek who wouldn’t know what to do on a date with a woman like Jennifer, or any woman for that matter.

“Come on, Mateo. For me. I need this favor.”

Those words were more effective than if she’d put a gun to his head. Do it, Mateo. This time, ask her out on a date. Just do it. She just broke up with her jock boyfriend, maybe she needs a guy, a sensitive guy…. A smart guy. Perhaps this will be the day. The day Mateo asked her out on a date and the day Jennifer accepted. “Jennifer, Uh…. Okay, I’ll do it. I’ll be there in ten minutes.”


Chapter 2

Mateo arrived twenty minutes later, hoping today would be the day he got a date with Jennifer. 







He got to work as the five most popular sorority members huddled in the downstairs living room, pouring over the last-minute details of the big event.

The house was a mess, but he’d seen worse. Jennifer overreacted a little on the phone, but he could see why she would want Mateo’s expertise with some of the coming bigwigs. Three hours later, the last room to clean was the living room; beer cans, pizza boxes, liquor bottles, and other party stuff were strewn about.

In the middle of the room was a whiteboard with the names of the sorority girls who volunteered to participate in the service auction. It was a pretty detailed list; it looked like it would be quite the event. Mateo considered bidding for the gal who offered website development. He’d seen her around campus. She studied computer engineering, and if he chickened out or Jennifer refused to go out with him, he might spend the triple fee on her and have her update his cleaning business website.

Just then, one of the sorority sisters burst into the room on crutches, her leg in a cast.

Jennifer shot up from her chair, “Grace, what the hell happened? You’re supposed to be our French maid for the auction. Oh my god, my auction is all messed up now.”

Grace hung her head; Jennifer liked everything done perfectly, all the T’s crossed, everything spit, polished, and shined. It amazed Mateo that she hadn’t checked on his cleaning once. Usually, she’d have run a white glove over every inch of the sorority house by now, ensuring everything was perfect.

Mateo listened in as he put the finishing touches on the cleaning. After glancing at the whiteboard, he figured there were twenty other girls for the service auction, and not having a French maid wouldn’t be a disaster, but the way Jennifer reacted, it was the end of the world, just like her.

Grace stood, head hung low as if the world had just ended, and said, “I’m sorry, Jen.”

Jennifer said, “Sorry? Sorry doesn’t fucking cut it.”

Wow, Jennifer couldn’t care less about her pain.

“You’re the only one that can clean, worth a crap. Except for Mateo here. Thank god for him, or our sorority house would be a complete disaster.”

Mateo smiled, and a warmth radiated through his body. He could feel Jennifer’s hand on his shoulder, congratulating him. Maybe he should ask her out—just for dinner.

“Thank you, Mateo, for being the only reliable person around here.”

Grace said, “Maybe someone else can do it?”

The other girls all refused in varying ways: “No way. Those football players will paw at me on stage and at their house.” “I can’t fit in that little thing.” “The only one little enough around here is Mateo.”

Jennifer continued, “I agree, ladies. Grace was the only one willing to dress in the stupid French maid outfit. What am I going to do now? I have to have someone that can clean and look—”

It was then that Jennifer’s gaze shifted to Mateo. Mateo looked left, then right. Behind him. “What?” The wheels in Jennifer’s head were spinning, but the reality of what was turning in her mind hadn’t hit him yet.

Jennifer looked at Kate. Kate looked at Mateo, and then Jennifer grinned. Kate grinned and said, “Are you thinking the same thing I am?”

Jennifer said, “I am.”

Mateo shifted on his feet, and the girls scrutinized him. “What?”

Jennifer licked her lips and said, “Mateo, I need a favor.”

“What? Favor?”

Jennifer stood and walked to Mateo. Mateo was five-eight, and Jennifer was three inches taller than Mateo. She looked down at him like he was a meal to be devoured.

“What?” Mateo said.

Now, all the girls were standing, rubbing their chins. Gazing at him. Kate walked around him, looking at him from behind while Jennifer eyeballed him from the front.

Jennifer said, “They’re the same height and about the same weight. What do you think, ladies? Mateo might fit in her clothes.”

Grace said, “He’s not wearing my panties, no way.”

“What? Hey, this is absurd. I’m not gay?” Mateo said.

After saying he wasn’t gay, every girl in the room laughed at various degrees of emotional intensity.

“What?” Mateo said. “I’m not!”

Then, those dreaded words came out of Jennifer’s mouth. “Come on Mateo, dress up like a girl for me…. It’s for a good cause. Charity and….”

Jennifer buzzed on…. This is why, and Mateo, this…. Mateo that…. There was no doubt Jennifer was trying to trick Mateo into cross-dressing, and it was working. At some point, Mateo agreed. Did it take forty seconds or an hour of bullshit to get him to that point? Mateo wasn’t sure. But he agreed.

From somewhere, Mateo got the balls to ask Jennifer for a date. Where did it come from? Was it to prove to the other ladies that he wasn’t gay? To save some of his pride? Was he trying to convince himself that he didn’t want to dress up as a girl?

Mateo asked—maybe not asked—but it was more of a demand: “Only if you go out with me. On a date. A real date. I’m not doing it otherwise. I’ll do it for you. But only if you….”

The sorority sisters laughed. Going out with a spineless guy like Mateo was too much to sacrifice. They laughed good, like no one from Sigma, Sigma Thi would ever lower themselves to such a humiliating experience.

Jennifer was desperate, though, so she nodded. “Okay, one date. For one hour. And you agree to do whatever it takes to ensure you’re perfect. I’m not worried about your cleaning abilities; you have that down. But no one can know—no one that you’re a guy—or I’m finished.”

She’s finished? What about Mateo? What’ll it do to his business? He cleaned many frat houses, holy shit…. Mateo opened his mouth to protest, but he had a date with Jennifer. He’d risk it.

Jennifer turned to all the girls. “Girls, are we all in? I’ll need all your help to make sure this…. He’s pretty effeminate already, but he will be on stage in front of everyone…. Fuck the Mayor, the college President. And….”

One sorority sister asked, “Can’t we just skip it? Skip the maid? I mean, we have twenty-one other-”

Jennifer’s perfection got in the way of common sense, “No. I promised, and I will deliver. Ladies, are we all in?”

The ladies all put their hands in a circle and linked their pinkies. Their pinkies broke, and arms raised in the air in a cheer, “Feminize Mateo” rang out four times.

Mateo gulped, what had he gotten himself into. But he’d gotten a date with Jennifer.


Chapter 3

Mateo’s feminization began. Mateo just wanted to do what he needed. Get through this and take Jennifer out on the date of dates.




Jennifer took over and crushed all protests and dissent. Jennifer’s determination went into overdrive. She turned to one of the sorority sisters. Mateo didn’t know her name.

He knew Jenifer’s name, what she liked, the men she dated, and her favorite music. What movies she liked and…. He was in deep shit, and there was no backing out now.

The girls conferred in whispers, leaving Mateo standing like a third wheel, left out of any decision. He heard bits and pieces of the conversation. “Shave.” “What about his cock?” “Drag queens tuck it?” I’m not touching it?” “Your clit is probably bigger.” “Are you sure this is wise, Jennifer? I mean, we’re dressing him up as a girl?”

Mateo’s chest tightened, yearning to be included in…. Holy shit, they were planning on feminizing him. Mateo said, “I’m not gay.”

Jennifer turned to him, smirked like she didn’t believe him, turned her back away, and said, “I bet he likes it. Besides, he’ll do anything for me.”

Mateo broke out in a cold sweat. What had he done? Yet, Jennifer was right; Mateo would do anything for her, and doing this not only gave him purpose but also got him a date.

“First step, sugar,” drawled one sister, her Southern accent adding a slow-drip sweetness to the humiliation. “You need to be slick, slick like a catfish’s belly, before we can start dolling you up.”

“Strip,” Jennifer said.

Mateo’s head swung around, and he glanced at each of the sorority girls surrounding him. “Here? In front of all of you?”

The southern belle said, “Get them drawers off. No need to worry, sugar, we ain’t going to rape you!”

Everyone laughed except Mateo. Mateo’s cheeks warmed.

Jennifer commanded, “Strip. Remember our agreement. Strip or no date.”

Mateo wanted the date, so he lifted his polo shirt with trembling hands. Ashamed, he turned his back toward the girls and unbuttoned his pants.

Jennifer said, “Turn around. We’re going to see it, eventually.”

Ignoring them, Mateo kicked off his shoes, peeled off his socks, and slipped out his shorts and underwear.

One girl said, “Holy shit, Jennifer, her ass is more delectable than yours. Fuck, the guys are going to be drooling to get her-”

Forgetting he was naked, Mateo spun around and said, “I’m a he, and I’m not gay!” Giving the girls a dirty look as they stared at his crotch. Mateo glanced down at an erection. And his erection was…. Nothing to brag about. Mateo covered himself.

Without further conversation, the girls pushed him downstairs to a bathroom. One girl turned on the shower, and the rest watched like he was a science experiment. One pointed at his calves, “He’s got to shave there.”

Another pointed at his chest, “Yes, and there.”

His body shook as he stepped into the steaming shower.

“Y’all, don’t worry, honey,” the southern belle said with a chuckle, pressing the razor into his trembling hands. “Ain’t nothin’ to be ashamed of.”

His skin prickled with goosebumps as he dragged the razor across his chest, each stroke erasing another part of Mateo and revealing more of... whoever he was headed toward. A French maid. Yet every laugh, every jab, every mocking comment sent another jolt of excitement straight to his cock. What the hell was this bizarre outcome, getting aroused at being humiliated? Each time his cock throbbed, bounced, or dribbled precum, it brought more taunting.

“I haven’t had sex with my girlfriend in three weeks.”

Laughter broke out. The southern belle pointed to his right hand, “What’s wrong there, sweet pea? She pissed at you. Bet you’re a great multi-tasker, aren’t you, sissy?”

Laughter.

The southern belle finished with, “You can watch porn, masturbate and keep an eye on your door all at the same time….”

More laughter. This went on for twenty minutes, and finally, Mateo passed all inspections. They directed him upstairs, naked. Mateo strained to keep his little penis covered as he walked, but at times he had to take his hand away, and when he did, his cock bounced and swayed, erect and swollen. What was this? This had to be the most embarrassing experience of his life, and he was…. Erect. And enjoying it. He’d do anything for Jennifer and that date.

The French maid outfit was on the bed in Grace’s bedroom. Mateo wasn’t a girl, but he’d be dainty if he were. Looking at the outfit, it was made for a dainty gal, but even for a tiny gal, there wasn’t much of his body this little thing would cover.

The guys were getting an eyeful. “There’s no way this is going to work,” Mateo said.

Jennifer, ignoring Mateo, said, “Katie, work your magic. Katie, here’s a whiz with makeup. She could make a witch look like a beauty queen.”

Katie, a tall, blonde girl with bright blue eyes, guided Mateo to the seat in front of the vanity table. But before she began, she gave him a towel to cover his cock. “I’m not looking at that, little thing. Cover up.”

This was all happening too fast. “This is so embarrassing,” Mateo mumbled as he covered himself with the towel. It covered his flesh, but there was no doubt he was hard and horny as a small sticky spot immediately appeared on the towel.

The southern belle said, “Don’t you mind yourself about Katie, sweet pea. She’s a lesbian. It’s fine, honey. We’ve all seen it before.”

“Not that tiny,” one girl snickered.

The sisters laughed.

Ignoring the comment, Katie opened her makeup case and examined Mateo’s face like an artist staring at a blank canvas. Three minutes later, she began in a flurry of activity. Mateo grimaced. He had never worn makeup before. It felt unnatural and heavy. But he didn’t want to disappoint Jennifer, ruin the plan, or ruin the chance of going out with her. So, he remained quiet and let Katie work her magic.

“Wow, you’re good,” one girl exclaimed as she watched Katie skillfully apply eyeshadow and eyeliner to Mateo’s face.

Katie smiled proudly. “I’ve been doing this since I was twelve.”

As she worked, Katie chatted with Mateo about makeup tips and tricks, making him feel more at ease. Strangely, he enjoyed the process despite his reservations. As his face slowly transformed into something different, something feminine, what was happening was…. He liked how things were turning out, and he hated he liked how things were going.

After an hour, Katie declared. ‘She’s ready and….” She stepped back and studied Mateo’s new look. “I’m jealous.”

All the sisters said, “Me too.”

She handed Mateo a mirror, and he gasped in shock at his reflection. He hardly recognized himself. With makeup on, his features looked softer and more feminine. “I can’t believe it,” he said in awe.

“You look gorgeous,” Jennifer said.

For once in his life, he felt beautiful and desirable. With the help of the girls, they tucked his three-week-deprived cock, got him in frilly white panties, black fishnet stockings, a garter, a corset that created a curvy body, and then the final piece, the French maid outfit. It was snug. It surprised Mateo how good he looked and how much he liked his look. In the furthest reaches of his mind was an idea, a business idea…. Of how to make a killing. How to pay off all his bills. But that idea vanished as embarrassment took over at how far he’d gone to get a date with Jennifer. He focused on that, pushing the arousal he felt at being feminized.


Chapter 4

Three o’clock rolled around. After some practice walking in heels and too many tips on being feminine, all of which came quickly to Mateo, he stood backstage, waiting his turn. 




Most of the other girls dressed more conservatively, even professionally. Mateo’s get-up was a maid’s outfit, more fitting for some kind of kinky roleplay. Super short, barely covering his ass and….

Except for Helen Ramirez, Mateo was the eye candy of the service auction. A bit of the nervousness slipped away, and a sense of pride, maybe even a little eagerness at showing these girls he was sexier than them. What was that? He aims to get through this without getting outed as a guy and take Jennifer out on a date.

Helen strutted on stage, offering a detailed car wash, dressed in daisy dukes and a red polka dot shirt tied at the waist, half her boobs hanging out, showing off her toned stomach, long, sexy legs, and the guys, mainly football players from the fraternity, went wild. Helen feasted on their cheers. She strutted, danced, and showed off what would be the most entertaining car wash of the century.

The bidding ended, and Mateo was next.

Jennifer stood on stage and announced, “Matty is a transfer from down south, and she’s here to offer her expert cleaning services to one lucky guy. Come on, guys, let’s do something great for charity: get your apartment cleaned by one sexy lady and… if the mood sets her right….”

Cheers and catcalls erupted from the crowd. Mateo nearly peed his pants. What the hell was Jennifer implying? The implication was there. How could she? Mateo had no interest in doing anything with a guy? Maybe she was just trying to drive up the bid. That had to be it.

“…Without further ado, Here’s Matty.”

Mateo froze. The girl running things backstage pushed Mateo, and he stumbled onstage. Mateo froze two steps out on stage. Staring at fifty, pairs of eyes widened in surprise. He could hear their thoughts. “Holy shit, that girl barely got anything on.”

He searched for a friendly face. The guys seemed most interested in Mateo’s legs. Mateo played with the hem of her skirt and glanced down; they were lovely in the black thigh stockings. Mateo found some girls who had already finished. Canvassing the woman in the crowd, their eyes narrowed, and faces contorted with…. What? Anger? No, it was envy. They were jealous of Mateo’s attention, crossing their arms over their chest and averting his gaze.

Mateo shed some discomfort and swayed to the center of the stage. He stood uncomfortably. But damned if his cock wasn’t pressuring the tuck tape. Why was he excited? Dressed in a skimpy maid’s outfit, getting humiliated by a crowd of horny football players, no way. This isn’t going to work. Everyone’s going to know.

Suddenly, another concern took over. It wasn’t getting caught, but was he pretty enough? No one’s bidding.

“Ten dollars.”

What? Ten dollars? They must know. Think this is all a joke. No way, Mateo figured he’d gotten all dressed up in this skimpy outfit and only got ten dollars. Mateo swayed across the stage, swinging his hips, showing off the curves created by the super tight corset. The crowd of leering men fueled his determination to make more than a measly ten bucks for this humiliating experience. Bits and pieces of conversations and comments floated upstage.

Mostly from guys. “Damn, turn around, honey.”

Mateo grabbed the hem of his skirt and twirled.

“Show us your cleaning skills.”

Mateo pretended he had a vacuum cleaner in his hand and, as sexy as possible, pretended to vacuum. The crowd of guys cheered, hooted, and teased sexually suggestive comments.

“Forty dollars.”

“Fifty dollars.”

“Show us that ass.”

In unison, a chant started.

“Show us that ass!”

Mateo should have puked, ran off the stage, and never looked back, but he didn’t. He hammed it up more. Pretending to dust, he mimicked the process as sexually titillating as he could, allowing the frilly maid skirt to expose the frilly white panties he had on underneath.

He swayed his hips provocatively, displaying the curves of his body like a piece of meat on display. They cheered and leered, their crude comments not turning him off but turning him on. It was as if being dressed as a slut—was turning him into one.

Mateo couldn’t stop, and the bidding drives up. One guy seems more determined than the others. Mateo recognized him, Derrick ’Horse cock’ Johnson. His nickname derived from what was rumored to be a cock the size of a well; his nickname said it all. Mateo drifted toward that end of the stage; why was he doing this? Derrick raised his hand, raising the bid to eighty dollars.

Something happened to Mateo. It was as if the spirit of a slut invaded Mateo’s body and took over, sweeping away any desire Mateo had for Jennifer. Fuck her.

He found Jennifer in the crowd. Jennifer’s brows furrowed, and her eyes narrowed in an intense glare. Her lips were tightly pressed together, forming a thin line. Fuck her. The cheering, bidding, and revealing outfit had turned him into something… someone else. A slut.

Derrick licked his lips like Mateo was a sweet treat. He glanced at Jennifer; they exchanged a knowing look. What was that about?

“Take it off. Take it off.” The crowd cheered.

The mayor grabbed his wife’s hand and peeled away. The college president grabbed Jennifer by the arm and whispered something in her ear. Mateo didn’t care, wishing he didn’t have a cock so that he could peel off his clothes. Dance naked.

“Ninety dollars.”

“Yeah, Baby.”

“Show us how you clean the floor.”

Mateo got down on his hands and knees.

“Yeah, baby, get down on your knees for me.”

Jennifer turned a bright shade of red, motioning for Mateo to get off the stage. Mateo ignored her, pretending to scrub the floor on his hands and knees, making sure his ass was giving Derrick a nice view.

Derrick bid, “Two hundred dollars.”

Mateo’s cock twitched. The bidding ended. Mateo headed backstage. Jennifer raced onto the stage, following Mateo, screaming at him. “You ruined it! You slut!”

Mateo didn’t care. That slut that had possessed him had taken over completely, and swirling around in his mind were gay thoughts. Or thoughts a woman of ill repute might have. He wasn’t thinking about polishing Derrick’s apartment, but the head of his cock. Why was he having them? How had he lost control?

Jennifer gave him the address, and the ride the sorority scheduled drove him to Derrick’s apartment. The service auction was over. It didn’t go how Mateo expected.


Chapter 5

Mateo arrived at Derricks’s apartment building two hours after the bidding ended. 




It wore a shabby appearance, with graffiti covering the walls and trash littering the hallways. The men were hanging around out front, drinking and smoking, and not just cigarettes. And the woman…. Mateo was jealous. As he stared at the gauntlet, he’d have to cross. He started imagining himself in some of the skimpy skirts the women had on and maybe buying some with his fee for cleaning Jennifer’s sorority house.

The driver said, “We’re here.”

Mateo said, “Are you sure?” He’d been at this building before. He had a contract with the manager to clean apartments for new tenants, and he’d walked by these guys before. They made fun of him, called him a sissy, and he’d been nervous, but he’d never, ever gotten hard. Now, he was hard. And he’d never thought they were attractive or…. Now, he was having dirty, nasty thoughts about them. This was a rough place for a guy, but a girl…. Holy shit, what was happening? He was thinking of himself as a girl.

“Yep. This is the place. Apartment two C. It’s on the second floor, down the hall, to the right. I live here, too.” The driver put his car in park. “Come clean my apartment after, babe. I’ll tip you real good.” He grabbed his crotch and pulled up. Tip? That business idea began taking shape.

Mateo opened the car door and raced for the front door, fidgeting with the hemline of his Maid skirt. Beads of sweat formed on his forehead, as all the activity of the guys, rough looking guys, guys that might rip his little frilly panties off and make him do the unspeakable. What was Mateo’s reaction? That of a guy, repulsion. No, his fucking cock struggled to pop free from the tuck job the girls had done. What was he doing, getting hard, now?

And that nasty slut possessing him demanded more. More than just dressing as a woman. Things a straight man shouldn’t be thinking about. Things even a porn star might find too nasty to do. And it was making him hornier. Fuck, the bitch possessing him filled his mind with images of big cocks. And did he try to hide and act nonchalant? No, he swayed, sashayed, and teased his way to the front door.

At the door, a guy stood and said, “Hey there honey, wanna clean my apartment?”

A business plan inched forward. It would not only make him buckets of cash but be fun. Fun? Mateo should be nervous as hell, shaking in his frilly panties, but he felt the stirrings of something else. Arousal.

Mateo smiled, his eyes fell to the guy’s crotch and….What the hell was he doing? Trying to get raped? Mateo licked his lips suggestively. “Maybe next time. Maybe I clean more than your apartment?”

In unison five guys mouth’s dropped open, “Holy shit.”

He entered the building. Not himself. He had a confidence about him he’d never had before. There was no longer any humiliation or shame at being tricked into crossdressing. Mateo, or the slut that had taken over, was going to have a good time, a really good time.

Mateo navigated the stairs, then the hallway, and stood at Derrick’s door. He wasn’t worried. He was not ashamed that he’d been tricked into cross-dressing and was sure what he wanted. He wanted Derrick’s cock, in his mouth and his ass.


Chapter 6

But how was he going to accomplish that? How is he going not to get his ass kicked, thrown out, and perhaps ostracized even further from the people at college? 




He wasn’t worried about his date with Jennifer; wearing female clothes had done something to him, and the possession was in full force. He was no longer Mateo but Matty, the girl, and not a nice girl, either, but a slut. A nasty cumslut, and it aroused him. And he wanted a cock. But how was he going to get that? Beg? What if Derrick agreed? How was he going to hide the…. Well… the flesh between his legs. The slut didn’t care. Just get me dick.

Mateo adjusted his maid outfit and knocked, telling himself to get it together. Just clean the apartment, Matty, and go home. Matty? What had happened to him in less than a day?

Derrick answered, naked except for a towel, the outline of a monster cock breaking the surface of the white towel. Matty’s eyes dropped. Derrick followed Matty’s gaze. Derrick said, “Oh, sorry, I didn’t mean to…. Come in, please. I didn’t expect you so soon.”

Matty entered a small living room in complete disarray, with empty bottles and cans strewn across the floor. Couch cushions were overturned, and a thick layer of dust covered everything, evidence that this apartment hadn’t been cleaned since the dawn of time.

Matty stepped past Derrick and couldn’t help herself, brushing her hand against Derrick’s cock. Even soft, it was massive. How could just wearing a skirt make a straight man gay? Mateo had no doubt he was straight, maybe inexperienced, but with this skirt on…. Matty covered for her slutty behavior with an “I’m sorry.”

Derrick said, “I’m sorry for my behavior at the auction, and all the other guys’ behaviors we….”

Matty thought, what was he apologizing for? She liked it. Loved it. It made her horny. Why did he change? Matty couldn’t resist. He, or maybe she now, ran her hand up his rock-hard stomach, feeling the ridges of Derrick’s rippled stomach.

Derrick’s eyes popped open, and there was a movement under the towel. Matty wanted to rip that towel off and get to the main event, but something…. Perhaps the bit of Mateo left in this new somebody. Mateo wasn’t even sure of what she was doing anymore. The slut had taken over, and that slut wouldn’t be satisfied until she had that cock.

The macho football player watched Matty’s hand travel up his stomach and up to his massive pecs. He stumbled through his words, nervous, not the lady’s man Matty expected. “My Mom and sister are coming in town tomorrow, and… well, my mom’s going to skin me alive if she sees I ain’t taking care of the apartment she’s paying for. It isn’t the best in the world, but…. Like I said, I know how I acted and….”

Matty rested his hand on Derrick’s massive chest, his heart beating against Matty’s palm. Matty watched as his cock grew uncomfortably large, no longer a slight disturbance. It swelled until it slipped out of the slit. His massive head throbbed.

“Oh shit,” Derrick turned his back to Mateo and raced down the hall. Why was this guy, who had a reputation for being a lady’s man, an alpha male, acting like this? He’d turned into a mound of the jiggling jelly.

As he ran down the hall, he mumbled an apology, “I’m sorry. I know this was supposed to be for charity. Please excuse me. I’ll get dressed. I’ll try to stay out of your way… I’m nervous that my mother is coming, and I’m not myself.”

Softly, Matty said, watching Derrick trot down the hall and turn into another room, perhaps the bedroom. “I can clean your cock, too, if you want.”

Did Matty just say that? What was he thinking? Oh well, maybe failing at doing something so gay was a good thing. Matty went to work.


Chapter 7

Matty worked, hoping she hadn’t scared Derrick off. Matty found some cleaning stuff in the kitchen. She popped open a trash bag and started dropping beer cans, pizza boxes, and….




Derrick returned dressed, this time in a pair of sweatpants. Matty picked up a rubber filled with cum. Derrick mumbled, “Maybe I should’ve picked that up. It’s mine….”

Then something came over Matty. Something no straight guy should do, but something that a nasty slut might do. It was so out of character for Mateo. It was the fucking maid’s outfit. It was driving him crazy. Insane. Had some witch put a spell on it before Matty had slipped into it? Compelled to cross a boundary that she never had before, Matty said in a sultry tone, “I’ll finish cleaning your apartment... but since you seem turned off about letting me taste you….”

She raised the condom over her open mouth and tipped it upside down. The sensation of Derrick’s seed sliding down her throat tasted of heaven, a taste she’d never experienced before and wanted more of. The cum, slithered down her throat. Matty sucked every ounce of Derrick’s seed from the condom while admiring the erection straining against the fabric of Derrick’s sweatpants. Once the thick, sticky cum hit her stomach, Matty said, “Mmmm, Tasty.”

Derrick gulped, and the hard-on continued to grow, revealing a giant, thick snake running down the side of Derrick’s thigh. “Listen, I’m…. I…. I promised Jennifer I’d behave. She told me…. I know your Mateo, but I never expected.”

Jennifer! Fucking bitch. But knowing Jennifer had protected Mateo from shame or embarrassment seemed to shift something inside him from insane to sane. Matty questioned her actions, and reality hit. Matty, Mateo had a cock between her or his legs. And Mateo wasn’t gay. And neither was Derrick. Mateo decided that coming on to Derrick was a bad idea.

“I’m so sorry, Derrick. I’m unsure what came over me…. I’ll get back to cleaning.”


Chapter 8

“Jen told me who you are, Mateo. Yeah, you’re going back to work, working on my stiff cock. 




I know what you want, slut. You want this big black cock, all the girls do. So I’ll give it to you, but after you’re going to clean this apartment. It might be kind of hard after I fuck that ass for an hour or two.”

Matty eyes widened, and her heart pounded in her chest. What had she done? Derrick knew who she was. Matty didn’t know how to respond. Mateo’s mind raced fuck Derrick knows. But he acted like he still wanted him…. sexually. Was the football stud toying with Mateo? What now? Mateo’s eyes fell, landing on Derrick’s groin. Mateo licked his lips; it looked so tasty, so tempting.

“I’ll go back to work.”

The tide turned, and Derrick grabbed her shoulders.

“Never thought I’d fuck a guy, but damn, you’re hot. You keep a secret, and so will I.”

Matty was now the tentative one, “I’m sorry, Derrick…. I didn’t know what I was doing. I’ll just clean. I’m not sure what came over me. I’m….”

“You don’t know what you want, but I think I do faggot,” Derrick said, pushing Matty down to her knees.

“Oh fuck,” Matty said, putting up no resistance and enjoying Derrick’s dominant demeanor.

“Yeah, Jennifer told me about you and told me to keep my hands off you. But remember….” Derrick put Matty’s hands on the hemline of his sweatpants. “You like this, don’t you?”

“Yes.” Matty liked it, no, she loved it. Why? She wasn’t sure.

“Then pull them down and feast your eyes on what your mouth and ass are going to be feasting on. While you’re doing it, tell me how bad you want my cock, sissy faggot. Tell me you’re my cumslut to use as I want. Whenever I want.”

Shivers run down Matty’s spine. Her hands shake as she tugs on Derrick’s sweatpants. Was it fear causing her hands to shake or excitement? Excitement. Total fucking excitement.

Slowly, Matty lowered Derrick’s pants. When the pants passed the massive cock it popped free like a jack-in-the-box and slapped Matty under the chin. “Oh, fuck.”

It was beautiful.

“I want that cock, Daddy. I want to be your little sissy cumslut, clean your apartment for you, and suck your cock whenever you want.” What the fuck was she saying? Where and who was this person taking over Mateo?

Derrick smiled. “Take off your panties and let your cock free, slut. I want to see how hard you get, you little fucking sissy faggot?” Derrick laughed as the hem of his sweatpants hit his ankles. He stepped out of them and pointed to the couch. Matty, in one quick motion, slipped her panties off and peeled the tuck tape off, grimacing, and to her amazement, her cock, tiny as it was, was rock hard and dribbling precum. Why was this happening?

Derrick fell into the couch, spread his legs, pointed, and said, “Kneel here for Daddy’s cock.”

Matty obeyed, crawling on all fours to him, admiring his muscular legs and big cock. She knew what she had signed up for but couldn’t believe the turn of events. At his feet, she stared at his massive cock, throbbing with anticipation. “That’s a good sissy, Matty. Now you know what sissies do, don’t you?”

Matty lowered her head and parted her lips like she’d done this before. Matty hesitated as Derrick pushed his member towards her mouth. Did she want this? But the thrill of being dominated was too intoxicating to resist. Something about being dressed like a girl had turned Mateo into a slut through and through.

Derrick grabbed Matty behind the head and guided her head down, pushing his cock into her mouth. Pleasure filled her despite the discomfort of Derrick’s thick shaft stretching her jaw, her lips, and her throat. He loosened his grip, let Matty breathe, and then pulled her head down and drove his hips upward, thrust deeper. Part of Matty relished the control Derrick had over Matty. Leaving a humiliated Mateo reduced to Derrick’s “cumslut.”

When Derrick’s flesh pressured the back of her throat, she overcame her gag reflex by focusing on pleasing him. She wanted to be his. Each thrust made her feel increasingly uncomfortable and out of control, which strangely turned her on. She reached between her legs and grabbed her cock, which had suffered for weeks without relief.

“Good slut. Damn girl, you are a slut, aren’t you? A sissy faggot. Look at you stroking your cock. Hell, you’re dribbling precum sucking a man’s cock.” Matty no longer questioned if she wanted to be Derrick’s submissive “cumslut.” There was no doubt about it: Mateo would be Matty again. And the sooner, the better.

Matty choked and gagged, struggling to keep up with his demands, trying to please him even as her throat ached and tears streamed down her face. She loved being used for his pleasure.

With a groan, Derrick let go of her hair and pulled it out of her mouth. Matty breath hitched, and her muscles tensed. He stopped stroking himself as a wave of disappointment washed over him, leaving a dull ache in his chest.

“Did I not please you?”

Derrick smiled. Part of Matty wanted to run. Go home. Forget this happened. Another part yearned for more.

Derrick grabbed her by the arms, spun her around, and pushed her head down. Ass up, Matty quivered with a burning desire to know this taboo act of having her ass violated. He lifted her skirt.

Derrick squirted lube into her tight ass. Is this what she wanted? To be fucked? Used? Yes. Matty screamed, “Fuck me. Take me. Use me.”

“Oh yeah, slut, that’s what I intend to do.”

Derrick’s powerful hand pressed a finger against her tight opening. Pain lanced through her.

How do people do this? Matty submitted despite the discomfort. Derrick wanted this, so Matty allowed it. That seemed to be enough for her. Minutes passed before things loosened. Then, more pressure came as two and then three fingers worked at her tight muscles. After an eternity, the pain again turned to a sort of pleasure. That pleasure radiated into her cock and created a bizarre mixture of ecstasy and discomfort, and the violation aroused her.

Time passed as Matty drifted into a strange cloud of ecstasy, humiliation, and submission. Then Derrick kicked her legs apart even wider than they were and guided his flesh between her legs. After several minutes of pressure, her muscles popped, and he entered her. Balls deep. And then pleasure, like Matty had never experienced, began as every thrust drove deeper and harder.

Was this pleasure worth the price of feeling used and objectified? No, the pleasure came from being used and objectified. It came from Derrick, claiming her body for his pleasure. Matty couldn’t deny the undeniable pull towards him that demanded her surrender.

As Derrick’s flesh slapped against hers, Matty couldn’t believe this was happening. Barely an hour ago, she was cleaning Derrick’s apartment, fantasizing about being with him under different circumstances. And taken by a man in a way she never imagined.

Mateo’s muscles tightened and contracted. Derrick pumped harder and faster. “I’m close, honey. Real close.”

Matty was close to something, too, but what? Strange sensations radiated from inside him.

“Where do you want it?”

“Oh, fuck!” Matty yelled. “What’s happening?”

What was happening? Her butt muscles tightened around Derrick’s shaft, causing Derrick to groan and pull Matty back into him. What’s this…. This… Shivers raced through Matty’s body as Derrick’s warm, sticky seed filled Matty. And then, in waves, Matty spilled out her seed. This was no regular orgasm. This was an orgasm on crack. Different. Better.

Finally, Matty relaxed and returned to Earth, and mixed emotions flooded her. There was undeniable pleasure and release but also a sense of shame and guilt for letting herself be used like a slut.

Derrick pulled away. Matty stood. Faced Derrick, his seed sliding down her inner thighs, a sticky river of cum.

Derrick smiled and said, “Clean my apartment, and we’ll go for round two.”

She glanced at the door. Should she leave? What kind of attitude was that? Derrick smacked her ass, and Matty smiled and obediently got back to work cleaning the apartment. Dusting, scrubbing, and mopping for what seemed like hours, Matty’s mind wandered to her encounter with Derrick. The way he had used her body, taking pleasure from her without a second thought for her desires.

After an hour of cleaning, Derrick wanted another blowjob. Matty complied. Another hour passed in a blur as Matty tirelessly cleaned every nook and cranny of the apartment. And for the third time, Derrick used her before driving her home.

Matty collapsed onto her bed and smiled, imagining all the new and fun…. And that business idea formed in full. The money she’d bring in dressed as a sissy maid, charging men for not only her expert cleaning and offering her other, more unique services for free. That’s the fun part.

Matty’s phone rang. She answered, listened to the caller, and responded, “Sure, Derrick, I’ll be there next week. Oh, and if you know anyone else who might want my new sissy service….”

The End
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